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more like Edgar Allan 
NO...anyone?...anyone?
...fuck my miserable 
life

Instead of putting together a features page showcasing essential horror movies to look for this Halloween (anything but Saw VI), we here at the paper decided 
to give a nod to some of the greatest names to grace the horror genre. Th e picks, of course, are no surprise. Th ough Edgar Allan Poe, Alfred Hitchcock, and 

Vincent Price may have never crossed paths (unless you count the several movie adaptations of Poe works Price starred in, like Th e House of Usher), they have 
produced some of the greatest works of horror ever.

Each practiced drastically diff erent arts. Poe and Hitchcock are creatively responsible for their works of horror, whereas Price gained notoriety for his unique 
screen presence as an actor, his performances rife with idiosyncrasies and propelled by his eerie monotone. And, of course, Hitchcock and Price worked behind 

and in front of the camera respectively, while Poe preceded them both as a nineteenth century author.
Th e careers of these three men deserve to be explored extensively, but the paper has compiled only some examples of their work. Free from the taint of mod-
ern day torture-porn and slasher fi lms, Price, Hitchcock, and Poe represent our obsession with the macabre and our willingness to indulge that obsession.

Hitchcock didn’t dable exclusively in hor-
ror, though his horror-fi lms may be among 
his best known movies.  Psycho is a reliable 
example. Perhaps his most famous movie, 
Psycho was revolutionary in the horror genre, 
being a movie that dealt not with any unbe-
lievable monsters or circumstance, but in-
stead with a sexually-depraved knife wield-
ing maniac with an Oedipus complex. Of 
course, the audience is treated to a beautiful 
Hitchcock blonde, Janet Leigh, who is sav-
agely murdered in a now infamous shower 
scene. It is an interesting treatment of a char-
acter, especially since Hitchcock was known 
to be obsessed with blondes and attracted 
to the actresses in his movies. His decision 
to have Leigh murdered just as her charac-
ter was developing refl ects the same sort of 
sexual-obsession in Hitchcock that plagues 
Norman Bates, the titular psycho. Lucky for 
us, Hitchcock decided to become a director 
instead of a serial-killer.

Another fi lm that deals with a sadistic, 
sexually charged serial killer is Frenzy, which 
concerns the murders of a London strangler 
who asphyxiates his prey using a necktie. 
Frenzy, while it contains chilling scenes, is 
also a very good black-comedy, joining Hitch-
cock’s knack for suspense with his depre-
cating sense of humor. The contains one re-
ally amazing murder scene. The camera, after 
following the necktie strangler and a victim 
back to his apartment, refuses to pass through 
the door after them, and instead withdraws 
backward, down a fl ight of stairs, and out the 
front door of the building, fi nally ending with 
an exterior shot of the building, a bustling 

London street in the foreground. The viewer is 
denied the murder, 
but knows what is 
happening to the 
woman as life car-
ries on outside, 
making the ab-
sence of spectacle 
all the more fright-
ening. 

For anyone 
unfamiliar with 
Vincent Price 
(shame!) his pres-
ence on the planet 
Earth is wholly re-
sponsible for Tim Burton’s entire career. One of 
our favorite Vincent Price movies, The Last Man 
On Earth, was recently remade and became the 
lackluster 2007 fl ick I Am Legend. The Last Man 
on Earth, aside from being a really sweet movie, 
is a more faithful adaptation of Richard Matthe-
son’s novel, I Am Legend. In the fi lm, a plague 
has infected humanity and turned everyone 
except for Price, who is immune, into vampire 
like creatures. If Will Smith’s solitude was in-
teresting, check out Vincent Price’s, 
whose lack of dialogue is replaced 
with an awesome self-narration. 

Another cool Price fl ick (and an 
Edgar Allan Poe short story), is The 
Pit and the Pendulum. The movie’s 
trailer opens with text that reads 
“from the torture and pain experi-
enced in the dark, depraved depths 
of [Poe’s] personal hell came one 
of the world’s classics in terror.” 
Woof. Price plays Nicholas Medina, 
who goes absolutely bat-shit crazy 
after living in a castle, complete 
with a torture chamber containing 
the titular pendulum. Like most 
Price B fi lms, everything awesome 
is derived directly from the actor’s 
performace, which seemed to fl ourish in fi lms 
concerning the cheesy macabre, but faltered un-
der more serious, leading-role material.

The original short story version of “The Pit 
And The Pendulum” far surpasses the movie 
adaptation. Edgar Allan Poe’s most disturbing 

Janet Leigh, 
moments before 
her demise

Price, about to dispatch 
some vampire fi ends

Poe, unable to understand what the big 
deal is over marrying a thirteen year 
old child.

story, however, has got to be “The Tell-
Tale Heart,” which exhibits Poe’s 
tenacious effort to produce abso-
fucking-lutely terrifying prose. We 
can think of no other ninteenth cen-
tury writer ballsy enough to include 
a scene of such obscene mutilation 
and murder, soley because a charac-
ter dislikes his landlord’s lazy eye.

Of course, most of Poe’s ability 
to evoke terror was derived from 
his fragile mental state. Usually 
destitue, receiving no other income 
besides his royalties, Poe was what 
Roman Polanski would describe as 
“a pretty cool dude” and what every 

other member of society would call “totally 
f*****g insane.” This, of course, is because 
of the writer’s marriage to his thirteen-year 
old cousin. Yeah, that happened.

Pedophilic incest asid, Poe’s contri-
bution to American literature is indeni-
able, and the Bronx was lucky enough to 
be graced with Poe’s presence for a time, 
his cottage located just down the road on 
Bainbridge Ave.

D e f i n a t e l y 
check out the afor-
mentioned movies 
this Halloween, 
but to really get 
into the season, try 
and read a few Poe 
stories. Besides 
“The Tell-Tale 
Heart,” the paper 
recommends “The 
Masque of the Red 
Death” and “The 
Cask of Amontil-
lado.” Both involve 
a suitable amount 
of partying and 
debauchary, ap-

propriate considering the behavior of most 
Fordham students come Halloween.
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STAFF OF MILLIONS 
SEVERAL

We here at the paper, being 
a pack of dirty, liberal, 

environmentalist, tea-drinkin’, 
scarf wearin’ pinkos, love us 
some good old controversy. At 
the moment, right down the 
road from our own Rose Hill, 
there is a battle being fought 
between community members 
and building contractors over 
the Kingsbridge Armory, one 
of New York’s most interest-
ing and unique buildings. Built 
in the early days of the 20th 
century, the Armory housed a 
National Guard regiment and 
features one of the largest drill 
halls in the world (180,000 
square feet!).

But the Armory will soon 
receive a massive facelift, in the 
form of a giant shopping center 
to be installed within the cav-
ernous citadel. It’s an example 
of de-urbanization, much like 
the new Gateway Mall built 
near Yankee Stadium (David 
Gonzalez at the Times wrote a 
great article comparing Gate-
way to Fordham Road), and has 
many questioning the practical-
ity of a giant shopping center 
in an area known for its sur-
plus of shopping outlets. Many 
folks, including the paper, feel 
that the Armory could be better 
used. Here are just a few of our 
suggestions:

Off Campus Housing
Okay, so how many tens 

of millions of dollars are we 
spending on building those new 
residence halls on the west end 
of campus? Please. The con-
struction is unsightly, inconve-
nient, and most likely not going 
to be fi nished on time. I’m sure 
that the questionnaire statistics 
that the Administration loves to 
slobber over say that Fordham 
students want “apartment-style, 
suite-based” dorm rooms or 
some shit, but why not just pro-
vide them with some subsidized 
living space off campus? It’s a 
new step toward Jesuit suprem-
acy in 2016, it’s the saving of a 
Bronx landmark, it’s a little bit 
country AND a little bit rock and 
roll. Walsh Hall, still as ugly as 
it was when it was built in 1980, 
has just over 200,000 gross total 
square feet. The main drill hall 
alone, as mentioned in our list’s 
lovely introduction, is almost as 
big as the largest residence hall 
on campus. How hard can it be? 
Some sheetrock, some plaster, a 
few hundred sets of dorm room 
furniture and an alumni bene-
factor’s name on the front, ba-
da-bing, bada-boom, and we’ve 
got off-campus housing. The 
space for amenities is already 

there, as our National Guards-
men once enjoyed in-house 
sports and fi tness facilities, as 
well as a basement shooting 
gallery. And wasn’t Fordham 
always lacking in the gun range 
department? How shameful. 
The architecture even seems to 
fi t the post-modern gothic/stone 
façade look that Fordham tries 
so hard to achieve. It was really 
just meant to be. 
By MAX SIEGAL
NEWS CO-ED-
ITOR

Garrison dur-
ing zombie out-
break

Scenario: A 
large batch of 
swine fl u vac-
cine causes a 
gross neurore-
ceptor mutation 
along with heav-
ily increased 
metabolic rate, 
turning 95% of 
all people into 
super strong su-
per hungry super 
fast zombies. 

It’s the day 
of the gradua-
tion ceremony 
and everybody 
is out on Eddie’s 
Parade for the 
commencement 
speech, which 
is given by none 
other than Ford-
ham’s own Denzel Washington. 
He’s about to give advice to the 
class of 2010 when almost every 
member of the friends and fami-
lies of the graduating class starts 
yelling at the top of their lungs 
and passes out. Us Fordham stu-
dents are in shock, not knowing 
exactly how to react. Slowly, 
they all regain consciousness 
in perfect unison. Relieved but 
still shaken the class of 2010 
tends to their loved ones, until it 
becomes clear that something is 
very wrong with them.

Their eyes are entirely 
white, and they are breathing 
incredibly heavily and contort-
ing their body. Suddenly, they 
turn on us, grabbing us by the 
throat and trying to bite into our 
necks! Most of us pry ourselves 
out of their hands, and over 
the loudspeaker Denzel says, 
“HEAD FOR KEATING!” We 
try to barricade ourselves in but 
fi nd out that it’s been locked 
from the inside. “OKAY,” he 
shouts, “To the Armory!” We 
battle through the streets down 
Fordham Road until we get to 
Kingsbridge, garrison the tow-
ers in the Armory, and hold out 
for weeks.

It turns out one of the sev-
eral preservatives Sodexo uses 

in its cookies interacted with the 
vaccine, neutralizing the muta-
tive agent.
By DICKABOD CRANE
STAFF PEDAGOGUE

A Pinkberry
Did you know that there are 

currently 13 Pinkberry fran-
chises in New York City? And 
not ONE in the Bronx! Look no 
further for constructive, benefi -
cial use of space, dear armory. 

What could benefi t the Bedford 
Park nayb more than an LA-
based luxury frozen yogurteria 
(nay, not a sexually transmitted 
disease, but a purveyor of fi ne 
frozen yogurt!) with a cult fol-
lowing of Coach product-wield-
ing, velour-clad low-fat desert 
fi ends? There is nary a better 
option in sight, I say. 

A retailer approved by the 
National Yogurt Association 
would be a blessing for any 
community.  According to Pink-
berry, their product “is packed 
with live and active cultures” 
and “calcium and protein, which 
helps support a healthy immune 
system and may help regulate 
digestion.” Who needs jobs 
with a living wage and benefi ts 
and adequate educational spac-
es for youth? Inject some of that 
tang-o-licious, frosty goodness 
into any community, and hello, 
health and prosperity! 

Pinkberry products can 
be consumed by either straw, 
spoon, or sometimes fork, and 
the selection of yogurt fl avors 
and the plethora of toppings 
can be manipulated into liter-
ally thousands of combina-
tions. Talk about options and 
fl exibility, people. Want a com-
munity to consume food con-

scientiously by eating seasonal 
ingredients? Well, Pinkberry 
only offers pomegranate frozen 
yogurt SOME of the time. Aim 
to minimize carbon emissions 
from transportations? The new 
Pinkberry Armory would save 
Bronx residents that daily 45 
minute commute into Manhat-
tan to get their fi x of that gelati-
nous, syrupy ambrosia. Move 
over roasted nut guy, Pink-
berry yogurt is the new snack 

of choice in the 
Boogie Down. 
By ROSALIND 
FOLTZ
CHIEF COPY 
EDITOR

A Casino
The Bronx 

needs a casino. 
The 11 minute 
car ride or 25 
minute subway/
bus ride to Yon-
kers Raceway 
to waste away 
in the company 
of the smoke-
withered drunks 
that make gam-
bling their life 
is just getting 
too tedious. The 
level of anxi-
ety I encounter 
on that arduous  
and seemingly 
infi nite ride, 
thinking about 
the free coffee 

(and the look on the women 
with the tray after I decline to 
tip her), the cigar-smoking old 
men who haunt my dreams at 
night and whose image I’ll cer-
tainly grow into one day, the 
maddening headache I get after 
only seconds of hearing 8,000 
bells dinging at once, the awe in 
watching the shriveled remains 
of elderly women blowing 400 
dollars a spin at the slot ma-
chines, and the thrill of watch-
ing tiny men hilariously dragged 
behind horses like some modern 
chariot race is just too much to 
handle. I need something closer.

Turning the old armory into 
a casino would not only bring 
endless amounts of money to 
the area, but it’d be a depraved 
Xanax to the anxiety of the 
endless trek to Yonkers. I need 
someplace local where I can 
travel with peace of mind and 
put money into a machine, an-
noyingly push a button, watch 
things light up, and stare as my 
money slips away nickels at a 
time. I want immediate, walk-
ing distance gratifi cation where 
I can get addicted to gambling 
and watch awful Jimmy Buf-
fet impersonators at the same 
time. I’ll be 21 eventually, and 
the free mini mixed drinks that 

I pine for could now be in my 
backyard if the Carmory (that’s 
casino-armory) is built. I’ve got 
some money right now, and I 
urge you, Bronx community, 
give me a place to lose it. A 
place that looks like a castle. 
By CHRIS SPRINDIS
ASSISTANT EXECUTIVE 
EDITOR

Bismuth
It seems that a number of 

my fellow paperers have got-
ten some fi berglass in their na-
sal spray regarding the poten-
tial commercialization of their 
beloved Armory. Well, I’m still 
trying to fi gure out why they 
don’t actually put armor in the 
Armory – I’m talking legit shin-
ing armor here, with breastplates 
and chainmail, and maybe even 
a little Under Armor and Ar-
mor All for good measure. But 
if making sense isn’t anyone’s 
modus operandi, then it won’t 
be mine either. What should go 
in that there Armory? I say Bis-
muth. Lots and lots of Bismuth.

Bismuth is the 83rd element, 
and it’s about the coolest thing 
that could possibly exist. For 
starters, bismuth looks savagely 
resplendent. If you don’t know 
what bismuth looks like, stop 
reading now, get to a comput-
er, and search for “bismuth” in 
Google Images – no, really, do 
it. A rainbow inside-out crystal 
staircase? SERIOUSLY?! What 
other element looks like that? 

Aesthetics aside, bismuth 
performs some insanely pain-
fully awesome chemical func-
tions. It’s used in nuclear reac-
tors (bismuth pertains to nuclear 
stuff; ergo, bismuth is cool), it 
can be used to make bullets (bis-
muth = bullets = freedom = Am-
urika), and it puts the “Bismo” 
in Pepto Bismol. The bismuth 
in Pepto Bismol actually mix-
es with sulphur in your body, 
forming the compound bismuth 
sulfi de. This compound gives 
you a dark tongue and black 
poop. Now, it’s actually not pos-
sible to register the superhuman 
level of awesome contained 
in that sentence from a single 
reading, so I will repeat it twice 
more. This compound gives you 
a dark tongue and black poop. 
This compound gives you a 
dark tongue and black poop. 

So forget the mall – I want 
bismuth alloys, bismuth emul-
sions, and bismuth crystals 
eighty feet high. Nothing else 
is so stunningly mesmerizingly 
mind-explodingly magnifi cent 
to warrant the Armory’s dedica-
tion – especially not that piti-
able metal Antimony. 
By SEAN BANFIELD
STAFF WISENHEIMER

few things taste as delicious as squandered 
historical landmarks

wooooooooot


