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arts

by Kaitlin Kominsky
STAFF IN CROWD

This summer whilst enjoy-
ing the unforgivable concrete-
heat of the Bronx, I began assist-
ing in editorial and production 
for a website called myopenbar.
com, which lists recession-proof 
events around the fi ve boroughs, 
including parties, concerts, and 
the occasional art opening. Seva 
Granik, my boss, or “Brooklyn’s 
favorite hipster apologist,” is 
known for both the website and 
his laun-
dry list of 
s u c c e s s -
ful shows. 
U s u a l l y 
loud and 
unforgiv-
ing, his 
events as 
well as 
his life-
style have 
been writ-
ten about 
in notable 
p u b l i c a -
tions such 
as The 
New York Times, The Daily 
News, and now, the paper (not 
The Ram, ha!). During the week 
of Oct 20th, MOB worked in 
collaboration with CMJ (Col-
lege Music Journal) to throw 
four parties for their annual 
festival, which could be noted 
as four of the best that the four-
day-fest had seen this year. 
Being the “capable intern,” I 
had the opportunity to both at-
tend and work three of the four 
events. And, lyke, the rest is his-
tory.

The fi rst show was thrown at 
Webster Hall and featured Here 
We Go Magic, Titus Androni-
cus, Woods, and Beach Fos-
sils. I was VIP, you know, just 
to brag, even though it really 
didn’t guarantee anything but 
access to a second-level lounge 
that was too close in proximity 
to the smoke machines to be 
comfortable. If you’re not famil-
iar with Woods, they made an 
appearance at Rodrigue’s a few 
years back, so they’re basically 
celebrities. And if you aren’t 
familiar with Titus Andronicus, 
well, that is embarrassing. Tak-
ing their name from the Shake-
spearean tragedy that many of 
us probably read in high school, 
they’re a no bullshit band from 
Glen Rock, New Jersey, home to 
nothing but bowling alleys and 
rug outlets. Despite that unfor-
tunate environmental circum-
stance, they delivered a power-
house performance praised by  
famed blogs like Stereogum, if 

you actually read that shit.
The second show was thrown 

at Shea Stadium in Brooklyn 
and featured Javelin, Holiday 
Shores, and Railcars. Unfortu-
nately, not having taken 15 AP 
classes in high school, I have a 
shitty Friday schedule that starts 
at 8:30 am and couldn’t go. No, 
thank you, Oasis.

The third of the four shows 
and possibly the most notable 
was thrown at Clemente Soto 
Velez, a cultural center in the 
LES. This could possibly be my 
favorite venue in all of Man-

hattan. I had the opportunity 
to work a party there in July 
for Vice Magazine, and it’s re-
ally a great space. With two the-
aters, an airy lobby, an eclectic 
bar area, and an outside beach 
(weather permitting), it has 
room to fi t a couple hundred 
people. However, capacity was 
called before 10 pm, leaving the 
line that stretched around the 
block standing in the rain for 
over an hour. However, it was 
understandably packed, consid-
ering that it was one of the most 
anticipated shows of CMJ, the 
set list boasting Matador Re-
cord’s fi nest, including Ted Leo 
and the Pharmacists, Cold Cave, 
Lemonade, Tanlines, Harlem, 
and Glasser. 

I have one Ted Leo song in 
my iTunes. It’s called “Counting 
Down the Hours,” something 
about accidents in relationships 
and streetlights, whatever. I can 
admit that it’s catchy, but I will 
never admit that I like it. I could 
attribute my foul opinion of the 
band to the ska-obsessed freaks 
at my high school, or maybe just 
my own bad attitude, but de-
spite all of our past beef, I was 
willing to give them another 
chance. Unfortunately, Ted Leo 
didn’t charm me three years ago 
at a McCarren Park Pool Party 
(RIP), and they didn’t charm 
me that night at Clemente Soto 
Velez. Their lead singer is at-
tractive though – that they have 
going for them.

There were two bands, how-
ever, that stood out. One of 

them was Glasser, which is not 
really a band but a girl with a 
microphone. Her performance 
was entrancing. Her music is 
quiet with the occasional jun-
gle-driven percussion, accom-
panied by a beautiful voice and 
some chords. It’s comparable 
to the Where the Wild Things 
Are soundtrack but on Valium; 
More ethereal dream sequence, 
less Karen O. The other impres-
sive group was Tanlines, which 
is comprised of two guys based 
out of Brooklyn. I’m normally 
not a huge fan of electronic mu-

sic, at least 
not publicly, 
but their mu-
sic is really 
unique. Like 
Glasser, they 
also have 
that funky 
tribal thing 
going for 
them, but in 
a more in-
t im ida t i ng 
and power-
ful way. 

T h e 
fourth and 

fi nal show was held in Brook-
lyn above an auto repair space 
across from The Market Hotel 
(strange concept, brilliant real-
ity). With a makeshift bar, suf-
fi cient stage, and a multiplicity 
of portable bathrooms, every-
one seemed be comfortable in 
the awkward location. Jeff the 
Brotherhood was the headlin-
ing band, following Screaming 
Females (omgz I luv NJ!), Surf-
er Blood, and Sisters. All the 
groups were great, no doubt. But 
Jeff the Brotherhood? Let me 
tell you, I’m no hardcore music 
know-it-all; I am afraid of mosh 
pits, and the only thing I know 
about Fest 8 is that it was most 
likely comparable to my idea of 
what purgatory is like. But de-
spite my lack of background, 
this band completely blew me 
away. I can’t even describe the 
experience in any way other 
than as some kind of sweaty re-
ligious epiphany. Seva says that 
they are “the next big thing,” 
and he is right. Download their 
music while it is still free, and 
see for yourself.

So goes another year of New 
York’s CMJ festival. I made 
a quick $200 checking people 
off a list, met some incredible 
bands, and wrote a half-decent 
article. All four parties were a 
great success, and sometimes 
I can see my head in the back-
ground of pictures on Brook-
lynVegan. And if that isn’t fame 
these days, then I don’t know 
what is…

by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF DOUR PATCH KID

The composition of the mixtape 
is an ancient and sacred art de-
veloped by our forefathers with 
painstaking attention to detail. 
Well, sorta. Since the bygone 
era of the late 1970’s, those 
with a certain ear for pleasur-
able tunes aching to be shared 
have carefully assessed mu-
sic collections, giving a yay or 
nay to various artists, selecting 
favorite tracks, and lovingly 
recording them onto a spool of 
tape encased in several inches 

of plastic. These hallowed en-
trapments of melody were then 
painstakingly labeled with song 
titles and their respective artists 
and titled with a clue to the con-
tents or an inside joke. Cassette 
tapes became the sonnets of the 
80’s and 90’s youth: love letters 
of a sort but with the nostalgic 
appeal of something handmade. 
Can’t you feel your heart smile 
:) ?? There was something to be 
said for physically playing the 
music, hitting start, record, stop, 
switch, repeat – or so I hear. 
By the time I was old enough to 
record a cassette they had begun 
to disappear in favor of compact 
discs, and this 20th century tra-
dition passed me by. But a re-
cent book, Cassette From My 
Ex by Jason Bitner, allowed me 
to relive the time-honored tradi-
tion that I only encountered as a 
child via my parents. The book 
is a collection of anecdotes from 
various writers, musicians, and 
artists from anywhere between 
the late 70’s to early 00’s, who 
all had their fi rst sweet taste of 
adolescent amor packaged in a 
60 minute tape and delivered 
with anxious sweaty palms by 
a would-be suitor. The stories 
are brief, usually about 2 or 3 
pages, each telling the story of a 
former fl ame who left behind an 
auditory memory that, for good 
or ill, somehow stayed with the 
person over the years. There 
are stories of fi rst high school 
beaus, terrible ones who lis-
tened to nothing but Pearl Jam 
and fantastic ones who opened 

ears to Dinosaur Jr. or Joy Di-
vision; stories of heartbreaking 
college Velvet Underground  
devotees; odes to one-time sex 
partners whose Pixies-laden 
coital soundtracks lingered 
long after the rolls between the 
sheets ceased. Some are sappy, 
some are bitter, but most ring 
with pleasant nostalgia and ap-
preciation for this single musi-
cal remnant. 
It’s a quick read, best done in 
segments – one can only read 
so many “odes to an ex” in 
one sitting before wanting to 

a) slit your wrists or b) throw 
up – but is a sweet reminder of 
the power of memory (awwz) 
and a throwback to the best of 
80’s and 90’s indie. Not a sappy 
person, I picked it up because 
I share the same love of musi-
cal mixes. Past the cassette era, 
my high school friends and I 
developed a mix-CD exchange 
program for our cars when we 
all fi rst got our drivers licenses 
(whoa, remember being 16?). A 
close friend and I kept the tra-
dition alive, still mailing each 
other mixes while at our sepa-
rate colleges. Though not quite 
the same as the diffi cult-to-com-
pose cassette, it still takes con-
siderable contemplation: What 
does this person like? Will they 
judge me for The Cranberries? 
Is there room for Bruce Spring-
steen (answer: ALWAYS yes)? 
A good one takes a lot of time 
and effort, hopefully proving 
good enough to be kept around 
awhile. Or maybe it will reveal 
that you suck and have terrible 
taste in music. Either or. 
The book also gives all the track 
lists from each remembered 
tape, and most of the music is 
fantastic old indie rock. It’s 
worth a read solely for being a 
hundreds-of-tracks-long down-
load list. Cassette From My Ex 
re-introduces the world to the 
art of music compilation, which 
seems to be lost today with Ge-
nius playlists and iPod shuffl es. 
Good read. Easy read. Free 
tunes. ‘nough said.
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by Eamon Stewart
STAFF CINEBUM

There’s a trend growing in 
Hollywood; if you want to make 
a horror movie, try not to make 
it look like a Hollywood movie.  
Horror as a genre has always 
thrived on its ability to make 
the most inexpensive product 
humanly possible by using tech-
niques popularized fi fty years 
ago by a bunch of French guys.

Cinema verite (French for 
“cinema of truth”) was devel-
oped out of a desire to make 
the audience feel closer to the 
fi lm, as if the fourth wall were 
non-existent.  The use of hand-
held cameras, elaborate editing, 
and behavior by the actors that 
acknowledges and reacts to the 
camera were some of the pri-
mary characteristics that the di-
rectors used to make their audi-
ence feel they were 
watching something 
organic.  It’s just 
as contrived as any 
other style of fi lm-
making, but the fi nal 
product appears less 
so.  And the French 
are convinced that it 
is in fact the great-
est thing that has 
ever occurred in 
cinematic history.

But the style 
also gained foot-
ing because of the 
factor that drives 
pretty much every-
thing in the fi lm 
industry: econom-
ics.  Directors could 
drastically cut their 
budget and shoot-
ing time by using 
the technique and 
were often able to 
fi lm entire movies 
without the back-
ing of major studios 
or distributors.  And those big 
budget studios benefi tted, too, 
as they could pick up the fi lms’ 
distribution rights at bottom-
feeder prices and turn them over 
for a modest profi t.  If they were 
lucky, they would strike gold 
and get a fi lm that duplicated 
its budget many times over in 
sales.  But even if they didn’t, it 
was no great loss for the studio.

Every once in a while horror 
fi nds its way to the style, which 
is a fairly logical marriage be-
cause it doesn’t take lots of 
money to scare people.  Slash-
er fi lms, frequently the most 
prominent and marketable hor-
ror sub-genre, are remarkable 
in their way to make a $1 mil-
lion budget movie look like it 
was fi lmed with a $100 budget 
(if you’ve ever watched any of 
the Saw fi lms you have a pret-
ty good idea what I’m talking 
about).  Cinema verite not only 
gives the fi lm the appearance of 

being shot on a budget consist-
ing of welfare checks but also 
potentially allows the already 
cheap horror fi lmmakers to dip 
to that level of fi nancial stingi-
ness.  Even fi lms that were con-
ceived as and funded by major 
studios throughout the fi lm pro-
cess (the most noteworthy re-
cent examples being Quarantine 
and Cloverfi eld) can still devel-
op with relatively low budgets, 
while counterparts in the same 
genre will inevitable take lon-
ger to fi lm and result in higher 
production costs.  Consider this: 
Cloverfi eld’s $25 million budget 
doesn’t seem strikingly modest 
until you factor in that it is a 
monster fi lm, which are notori-
ously expensive fi lms to make; 
the really suck ass Godzilla 
with Matthew Broderick ran a 
$130 million budget while Peter 
Jackson’s King Kong was $207 

million, and while both fi lms 
grossed more, Cloverfi eld was 
far more profi table in terms of 
budget expenditures.

The economic sense of this 
is becoming far more important 
because of Paranormal Activ-
ity.  The movie cost $15,000 to 
make (and sure fucking looks 
like it), and has at this point 
grossed probably more than the 
collective GDPs of most of the 
former Eastern Bloc nations.  
The fi lm also built its momen-
tum upon non-traditional ad-
vertising (like Quarantine and 
Cloverfi eld) that built up the 
audience through the online 
program eventful.com, word of 
mouth, and the general hype that 
this was going to be the scariest 
movie of all time and that you 
were going to shit all over your 
seat in the movie theater.  It’s a 
cool success story, and it goes to 
show that innovation can reach 
the major studios, which are of-
ten accused of being stagnant 

and slow to adapt to change.
There is one problem: the 

fi lms themselves often don’t 
show the same level of origi-
nality and innovation as the 
hype that builds them up.  In a 
way this is inevitable, but there 
is still something very wrong 
when the advertising campaign 
behind Cloverfi eld turns out to 
be considerably better than the 
movie itself.  A similar thing has 
happened to Paranormal Activ-
ity, where the consensus went 
from it being the greatest horror 
movie of the last thirty years to 
it being the kind of movie that 
would only scare you if you 
fi nd loud noises and doors slam-
ming to be terrifying (if you are 
frightened by those kinds of 
things, believe me, this movie 
will make you shit the bed).  
What these stylized horror mov-
ies all amount to is putting a 

new coat of paint on 
the same old, ugly, 
beaten up car.  The 
thrills in Paranor-
mal Activity are all 
basic genre clichés, 
with things mov-
ing themselves and 
odd-looking shad-
ows providing the 
greatest moments 
of terror.  These 
moments of terror 
are also remarkably 
short lived, as there 
is really no memo-
rably disturbing 
or creepy image, 
the kind that stays 
with you long after 
you’ve left the the-
ater.  The style of 
fi lming creates less 
of a fourth wall and 
a more honest feel, 
but your own sense 
of terror doesn’t 
come from fear-

ing for the characters, mostly 
because they’re usually asleep 
when anything interesting is 
happening.

It’s a clever move by all 
involved to be employing this 
kind of fi lmmaking, because it 
allows a wholly unoriginal idea 
to appear new and fresh.  What 
it boils down to is that Clover-
fi eld was a stock monster movie, 
Quarantine the same for zom-
bies, and Paranormal Activity 
the same for haunted houses.  
Tweaking slightly the way our 
fears are presented is suddenly 
grounds for acclaim, despite 
the fact that underneath the ve-
neer we are basically being fed 
the same reheated genre main-
stays.  To be fair, it’s a lot better 
than having another depraved 
episode for the Saw franchise 
every year, but it’s certainly un-
satisfactory, and it shouldn’t be 
treated as anything else.

You're Invited!!!
To an interstellar 
Paper Pool Party

following our meeting tuesday at 
8pm 

in the Ramskeller (Arrive promptly to 
board the shuttle)

Where: the moon
When: 20:00 hours Earth Time
Why: Signifi cant Amounts of Water!!!!!

Cinema verite:
Fuck that CGI shit.  
We use real ghosts 
(and don’t pay them) 
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by Chris Sprindis
ASST. EXECUTIVE
EDITOR

I get to stay alive as long as 
Kurt Vonnegut’s unpublished 
work continues to rise from the 
depths of his estate and see the 
light of bookstore’s shelves. 
When he died in April 2007, I 
had read every piece of fi ction 
he had published to date with the 
exception of Slapstick (I’m told 
it’s not his best, but it arbitrarily 
became what I saved for last). 
That year, I made two pacts, one 
to never read Slaptstick until I 
was on my deathbed, for I did 
not want to live knowing I had 
read everything that my favor-
ite author has published, and a 
second to be killed sometime 

during my twenty-fi rst year of 
life by my roommate (life just 
seems a little too troublesome 
after that). Fortunately, since 
then, two new volumes of pre-
viously unpublished works have 
surfaced, and I know my room-
mate wouldn’t kill me in good 
conscience knowing that there 
may be more out there for me to 
read one day. 

Vonnegut’s latest work, 
Look at the Birdie, published 
last month, compiles fi nished 
stories that he wrote in his early 
years as a writer that were either 
never accepted by magazines or 
were deemed not worth print-
ing by Vonnegut himself. I’ll be 
the fi rst to admit that they’re not 
his best stories, but every single 
word seems soaked with the 
tactfully blended mix of depres-
sion and wit that makes Von-
negut a hero to many, although 
many of the stories seem tainted 
with a bit more of the youth-
ful depression of Vonnegut as a 
young writer testing his waters. 

Also, between each story there 
are simple, yet meaningful, il-
lustrations by Vonnegut that of-
fer a quick and comic reprieve 
with the conclusion of each 
piece. 

The collection opens with a 
delightfully entertaining, if not 
slightly obvious, foreword by 
Sidney Offi t, describing the col-
lection as a group of stories that 
show Vonnegut’s experimenta-
tion with the styles and themes 
that would permeate all of his 
later work. Reading only a few 
of the stories will lead the read-
er to come to exactly the same 
conclusions, although the fore-
word does describe a few inter-
esting insights by friends and 
fellow literary fi gures that knew 

Vonnegut more intimately as a 
person than the average reader 
would. 

Every sentence in the collec-
tion is so obviously Vonnegut 
that it seems a shame that the 
stories never saw the light of 
day, and yet at the same time 
many of the stories leave a little 
something to be desired. The 
fi rst story, “Confi do,” a satirical 
bite at the powers of psychology 
(it’s about a machine that tells 
the listener exactly what they’re 
thinking – to some comic yet 
unsettling results) seems to end 
abruptly, as though Vonnegut 
were interrupted in the middle 
of the creative process and de-
cided to give up, while others 
like “Ed Luby’s Key Club,” at 
fi fty-one pages, seem longer 
than any Vonnegut story I can 
remember. Much of the story 
displays Vonnegut writing in a 
more straightforward manner, 
using very simple explanatory 
sentences to develop the plot of 
an average man trapped in the 

throngs of a corrupt police de-
partment scandal. Straightfor-
ward, that is, until near the end, 
where in an explosion of what 
reads like later Vonnegut, the 
main characters devise an unre-
alistic plan involving FBI mem-
bers in a small town with some 
very realistic results of taking 
down the town’s crime boss and 
restoring order. 

As referenced in the fore-
word, many of the stories in this 
collection refl ect Vonnegut’s life 
at the time – a simple man strug-
gling with depression while at 
the same time fi nding comic 
genius in the simplest of things. 
Some of the stories, such as “F 
U B A R,” about a man who is 
pushed around at his job until 

forced to work in the base-
ment of the company gym, 
seem utterly irresolvable 
until the last second, when 
some form of saving grace 
steps in make things better. 
Others, however, refl ect the 
darker side of Vonnegut’s 
psychology. “The Nice 
Little People,” my favorite 
story in the book, involves 
a man going about an aver-
age day and coming across 
a group of six humanoid 
aliens, the size of small 
seeds, that came to Earth 
in a letter opener shaped 
spacecraft. The man tries to 
feed and comfort them, and 
the story seems to be devel-
oping fi ne, until the man’s 
wife comes home and tells 
him that she is leaving him. 
I don’t want to give every-
thing away, but it does not 
conclude on a good note. 
Another story, “The Hall of 
Mirrors,” starts with a hyp-
notist manipulating a group 
of cops to do whatever he 
wants. It all seems innocent 
at fi rst, but through a series 
of mistakes, all end up dead 

in a pile of broken mirrors. 
Although not the most enter-

taining, perhaps the most inter-
esting part of the book is a short 
letter that Vonnegut wrote to 
fellow writer, Walter J. Miller. 
He writes about the notion of a 
school, how most famous writ-
ers achieved notoriety as the 
result of being the most popular 
in a group of like-minded writ-
ers. Vonnegut laments that there 
is more to write about than ever, 
but that without writing in a 
style of some previous school, 
it is hard to get anything pub-
lished. He describes his school 
as consisting of himself and his 
two agents, yet he is hopeful. He 
had just quit his job, and he con-
cludes the letter saying, “Since 
I quit G-E, if I’m not a writer 
then I’m nothing.” Little did 
he know that a kid, hopelessly 
in love with a writer he never 
met, would still be reviewing 
his works two years after his 
death and fi fty-eight years after 
this letter. 

Life is no way to 
treat the paper

RATS RATSINGTON 
FOR MAYOR PRESENTS

THE PAPER’S SHOW LIST
It’s almost Thanksgiving, which means you have a little less 
than two weeks to assault your ears with impressive music 
to condescend to your non-New York City collegiate friends 
at home about. We’ve got three throwback shows to choose 
from, two 90s gems and one piece of 90s white bread, the 
latter of which is also a last Spring Weekend throwback. 
Don’t worry about running out of money – you’re going 
home soon! And if your funds do happen to run dry, that’s 
what the fourth FREE show at our very own Rodrigue’s 
coffehouse is for. -MM & BC

Who: GUSTER!!!
When: Friday, 11/27
Where: Beacon Theatre
How Much: $40
Why: SPRING WEEKEND ’09 pt. 2!!! Who wouldn’t want 
to relive those three days of ultimate gut-wrenching alcohol 
bombardment in one night? Disregard the fact that you spent 
the entire weekend awake because you knew the two hours or 
so that Guster played would be your designated nap-time in 
between cups of loopy lemonade and bongs of Natty straight 
to the cranium. This is your chance to see what you missed – 
some softly inoffensive “jangle-pop”. Mmm, the possibilities. 
Just don’t go sober.

Who: Do Make Say Think, The Happiness Project, Years
When: Saturday, 11/28
Where: Music Hall of Williamsburg
How Much: $15
Why: A) Because if you have the opportunity to see any three 
artists for only $15 and you DON’T go, you’re a fucking idiot. 
B) Because one of those three artists happens to be Do Make 
Say Think – a Canadian instrumental whose epic use of bass 
and distortion in a jazz style is nothing short of fantastic (and 
at whose concert two of our editors became bffs. Awwww). 
They’ve got an October-released album they’ll be promoting, so 
really… you have no reason NOT to go.

Who: The Mountain Goats
When: Tuesday, 12/1
Where: Webster Hall
How Much: $25
Why: Because they were a late 90s staple, have put out 17 studio 
albums, and are still going strong: they are frequently featured on 
Weeds and guest starred on The Colbert Report in October. Their 
conceptual lyrics string literary and mythological references 
in between their sexually tense indie-love-angst with a low-fi , 
boom box recording style; what’s not to love?

Who: The Fiery Furnaces
When: Saturday, 12/5
Where: Rodrigue’s Coffeehouse
How Much: FREE
Why: If you have to ask…
Really, though: the Friedberger siblings are known for being 
frenetic on record, blissfully juxtaposing seemingly incongruous 
parts and swapping instruments upon each repetition of a melody. 
As a live act, they take it one step further, constantly revamping 
their songs, creating mash-ups of series of songs, altering 
tempos, and completely changing the instrumentation of their 
music. Eleanor’s vocals assure you of the song, but otherwise 
the music surrounding will probably sound very different than 
it does on the record, a testament to the versatility of this band, 
and their willingness to constantly rethink their music. And it’s 
free. -BC
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Sam Cooke once crooned 
that the best things in life, 
they’re free. The sentiment is 
lovely, but if Cooke was a col-
lege student living just in New 
York City, he might amend his 
lyrics to “the best things in life 
are paid for by your family on 
Parents’ Weekend.” It is through 
this quirk in the college calen-
dar that I found myself sitting 
in a cab in the middle of Times 
Square last Friday evening. 

While I vehemently avoid 
the Tenth Circle of Hell that is 
47th and 7th—and I would nev-
er consider approaching it in a 
taxi—I refused to be phased by 
the abusive lights, squawking 
tourists, and enormous cab fare. 
Instead, I was focused on my 
destination: the Imperial The-
atre, where I would be seeing 
the musical Billy Elliot. With 
me sat my mother and maternal 
grandmother, a musical theatre 
major and a veteran director of 
high school musicals, respec-
tively. Both are huge fans of El-
ton John, who penned the score 
to Billy Elliot. These things in 
mind, I was hardly surprised 
when I received Grandma’s 
email (she also has a Facebook) 
a week earlier declaring that she 
and my mother were simply dy-
ing to see the play while they 

dress and exuberantly dances 
across the stage. Billy’s young 
friend, Michael, reveals his de-
sire to put on women’s robes, 
skirts, and sequined dresses in 
“Expressing Yourself,” an in-
credibly campy number that 
culminates in the boys danc-
ing in drag before a rainbow of 
shiny streamers and a parade of 
party dresses.  A weight lifts off 
of Billy’s shoulders with each 
subsequent musical number 
until eventually, in “Electric-
ity,” he fl ies off the ground and 
dances through the air. 

We all want to dance. We 
all want to be ourselves com-
pletely. But, Billy Elliot asks its 
audience, what must we leave 
behind to reach our full poten-
tial? The play ends on that som-
ber note: Billy, suitcase in hand, 
wanders off stage as feebly as 
he did toward his boxing lesson 
at the beginning of the show. 
He has miraculously landed a 
spot in the Royal Ballet School, 
promising him a future beyond 
his poverty-stricken town. Still, 
he does not know what he will 
fi nd at the Royal Ballet School; 
he does not know what his town 
will lose in the decades to come. 
This question of compromise 
has stuck with me since seeing 
the show, as has my fascination 
with dance and newfound desire 
to go to the ballet. So thanks, 
Mom and Grandma. Billy Elliot 
was pretty great.

of sequins, taffeta, and timpani 
rolls overwhelm the stage as a 
little girls’ ballet class begins. 
Billy hops on a chair as if to run 
from mice but cannot tear his 
eyes away from their fumbling 
pirouettes and off-tempo leaps, 
perhaps the fi rst scene played 
solely for laughs in an otherwise 
heavy production. The class 
ends, and Billy rushes towards 
the door, but the teacher—a 

more pleasant Miss 
Hannigan—invites him 
back to the next les-
son…if he brings 50 
pence, that is.

Billy does return to 
ballet class. He is ini-
tially hesitant but soon 
reveals a preternatural 
gift for dance, by which 
I mean the boy can 
dance his ass off. I sat, 
stunned, as Billy, played 
by 15-year old David 
Alvarez, broke it down 
harder than Beyonce 
and Mikhail Barysh-

nikov combined. As he learns 
to become confi dent with his 
dancing and with himself, those 
around him also begin express-
ing themselves through dance. 
In “Grandma’s Song,” Billy’s 
grandmother explains how she 
was trapped in a terrible mar-
riage and only felt free when 
she hit the dance fl oor on Friday 
evenings. She then whips off her 
robe to reveal a sequined party 

scrawny boy in worn-out green 
sneakers. He is rushing to get to 
his boxing lesson, but his shoul-
ders are slumped and his feet 
slowly shuffl e across the fl oor. 
He encounters only a moment 
of joy and it is bittersweet: the 
ghost of his mother reminds him 
not to forget his boxing gloves.

We see Billy suffer through 
a lesson, rich with not only hu-
miliation but also blatant child 

abuse. The bear of a teacher re-
peatedly smacks Billy and the 
other students to the fl oor, his 
curriculum more focused on 
toughening the boys up for fu-
ture protests and bar fi ghts than 
fi nding success in the ring. The 
musical accompaniment is min-
imal. A dramatic shift occurs, 
though, as the boxing lesson 
comes to an end, and Billy stag-
gers towards the exit. A whir 

were in New York. After a quick 
trip to Fordham to see the cam-
pus and yell at the fi nancial aid 
offi ce, we were off to the show.

The play opens with vintage 
news clips fl ittering across a 
screen like a candle’s fl ame. We 
see Margaret Thatcher preach 
nationalization while workers 
line up outside of soup kitchens 
and National Coal Board mines, 
homemade “Strike!” signs in 
hand. The projector rises to re-
veal a dingy kitchen cramped 
with unkempt men and ex-
hausted-looking women. These 
are the coal miners of County 
Durham, an actual community 
that participated in the 1984 
UK Miners’ Strike. Between 
spewed cockney slang and 
slurred, drunken words, the 
miners preach their desire for 
economic freedom and govern-
ment support in the anti-worker 
regime of the Iron Lady. 

While the bleeding heart 
liberal in me was thrilled 
with the content, I found my-
self wondering where exactly 
the tale of “Billy, the boy who 
traded boxing gloves for ballet 
shoes” would fi t in to this politi-
cal backdrop. The only punches 
were being thrown at Maggie 
Thatcher and the somber, folk-
driven score was nothing like 
the glittery “I <3 Billy” mer-
chandise in the lobby led me 
to expect. I wondered not for 
long, though, as soon appears a 

by Jackie Wilson
STAFF WILD CARD

audience) recognize it as today. 
In the last decade the HBO 

series The Sopranos, led by ac-
tor James Gandolfi ni, reinvigo-
rated the genre by bringing it 
into the homes of millions of 
obsessed HBO viewers every 
week for nearly a decade. For 
those of you who are famil-
iar with the show (as well as 
those of you who might not 
be), you know that Gandol-
fi ni played Tony Soprano for 
eight years (1999-2007) and 
that during the show’s six 
season run the actor reigned 
as the boss of HBO television 
in the role of an anxiety rid-
den, womanizing, crude—yet 
vulnerable—mafi a head and 
family man who led a scrappy 
crew of fi ctional Jersey hit 
men and Mafi osos through 
the trials and tribulations of bal-
ancing family life and loyalty 
to one another with sex, drugs, 
murder, and therapy. Arguably, 
The Sopranos has joined the 
ranks amongst other classic ad-
ditions to the fi ctional American 
gangster family. 

Despite this, the gangster 
genre has raised a problem 
for James Gandolfi ni. He, like 
many of the other actors who 
have preformed in legendary 
Mafi oso roles, has been marked 
by his gangster characters and, 
speaking from a viewer’s point 
of view, has struggled to con-

vince the public that he is not in 
fact Tony Soprano but an actor 
who was simply playing a part. 

While the actor reveled 
in his role as Mr. Soprano for 
nearly a decade—he is noted for 
embodying the character both 

on and off screen—Mr. Gandol-
fi ni now seems to be cutting ties 
with Tony Soprano and forg-
ing new alliances with different 
characters and genres. This year 
Gandolfi ni took on a number of 
notable roles that sharply con-
trast with his Sopranos past. 
One such role is the on-screen 
supporting part in the 2009 Brit-
ish comedy In the Loop as the 
frumpy, peace-loving American 
Lt. Gen. George Miller who 
loves gossip and Chinese food 
and has little sway in the con-
ference. While I could not deny 
that Gandolfi ni’s performance 

in the fi lm was strong it was 
still strange for me to watch him 
play a character other than Mr. 
Soprano. The actor’s role in In 
the Loop is certainly a far cry 
from the BaddaBing! topless-
joint owner and hard-lined ma-

fi a boss of The 
Sopranos, but 
I kept thinking, 
“Tony doesn’t 
act like that” 
throughout the 
fi lm. Gandol-
fi ni’s addition 
to this cynical 
examination of 
in terna t ional 
politics was en-
tertaining and 
well acted, yet 
it still left me 
with the ques-

tion, “What ever happened to 
Tony?”

 This feeling changed 
last week when I participated as 
a live viewing member of Gan-
dolfi ni’s latest acting endeavor in 
this year’s new Broadway play 
Gods of Carnage. As I watched 
his hilarious performance as 
Michael Vallon—an upper-mid-
dle class home-hardware dealer 
/ frustrated father and husband 
seeking to fi nd a solution to his 
son’s schoolyard altercations—I 
barely found myself thinking of 
Mr. Soprano at all! Co-starring 
along side Jeff Daniels, Marcia 

Gay Harden, and Hope Davis 
in a performance many of our 
parents may identify with, Mr. 
Gandolfi ni proved to me his tal-
ent for versatility.

While I may still have been 
making a futile effort to fi nd 
hints of Tony Soprano in his 
new role (I noted Mr. Vallon’s 
preference for smoking cigars 
and his ability to dispose of his 
daughter’s innocent hamster 
on the side of the road without 
regret as very Sopranoesque) I 
could not deny that Gandolfi ni’s 
new live role supports his effort 
to move forward without Mr. 
Soprano. Unlike many other 
actors tied to the roles their au-
dience demand of them, Gan-
dolfi ni has made an effective 
effort to distance himself from 
his past. 

Gods of Carnage received 
the 2009 Tony for “Best Play” as 
well as “Best Direction of Play” 
thanks in large part to Mr. Gan-
dolfi ni’s performance. Nearly 
three years after the fi nale of the 
hit HBO series The Sopranos, 
actor James Gandolfi ni’s name 
still seems to be synonymous 
with – even overshadowed by 
–  the word “Tony,” but today 
that word has a new meaning 
for the actor who seems to be 
approaching the ranks of other 
notables whose careers have 
moved onwards and upwards 
without looking back.

by Marisa Carroll
STAFF BULL

Given its pervasive presence 
in American mass media his-
tory, the gangster genre has fos-
tered a type of obsession within 
viewing / listening / reading 
public. The fantasy of life lived 
on the edge of society—a life 
riddled with money and vio-
lence—is something most peo-
ple do not (nor ever will) truly 
know and yet still seek to un-
derstand through use of news, 
fi lms, television, music, and/or 
written histories. 

Such infamous (non-fi ction-
al) “gangsters” as Al Capone 
of Chicago, Owney Madden 
of New York City, and Whitey 
Bulger of Boston marked the 
20th century. More recently 
individuals including the likes 
of Frank Lucas and, if I may 
include his name, Jay-Z have 
found membership amongst 
the group of revered American 
Gangsters. These men (along 
with many notable others) and 
their subversive behavior and 
actions became mythologized 
somewhere along the line and 
have paved the way for the ex-
tremely popular gangster genre. 
Cinematically speaking, the 
performances of such actors as 
Al Pacino and Robert DiNiro in 
well-known fi lms, namely The 
Godfather trilogy, have molded 
the genre it in to what we (the 

Business.
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There was a time when art 
was easily classifi able as one 
of fi ve broad mediums: paint-
ing, sculpture, music, literature, 
and performance art. Obviously, 
some of our most treasured and 
revered works of art fi t com-
fortably within this medium: 
the Mona Lisa, the Statue of 
Liberty, Hamlet, Swan Lake. 
However, with the advent of 
postmodernist thought and new 
technological capabilities, new 
forms of art have emerged. In-
teractive installations that use 
viewers as participants can be 
found in modern art museums 
all around the globe. One medi-
um not immediately associated 
with the term “art,” however, is 
the video game. Culturally it has 
developed a stigma as being ju-
venile and being the providence 
of teenage suburbanites who are 
detached from the “real world.” 
Politicians and parents alike de-
monize video games as an outlet 
for our most anti-social tenden-
cies: violence, aggression, and 
isolation. However, what is not 
being said is that video games, 
like sculpture, ballet, and the 

opera, are a very legitimate 
form of visual art. They are a 
window into the imagination 
of somebody, and they vary in 
quality and effect as much as the 
more traditionally respected art 
forms.

Proof of this assertion 
lies in Machinarium, the 
new point-and-click ad-
venture game by Amanita 
Design. I cannot imagine 
that even the most high-
brow and pretentious of 
the art elite could turn 
their nose up at this. Built 
on a largely abandoned but 
timelessly simple medium, 
Machinarium involves the 
use of nothing more than 
the mouse and a few keys 
on the keyboard to collect 
objects and solve puzzles 
in order to reach the next 
stage. Its story arch fol-
lows the plight of an ador-
able little robot working 
his way back into a city 
it was accidentally castigated 
from in order to save his love 
and the city from impending 
doom. Each of the thirty levels 
is wonderfully hand drawn in 
excruciating detail, and much 
of the joy in this game comes 
from sitting back and reveling 

in the beauty of the level design. 
It is somewhat steampunk in its 
inspiration, with puffs of steam 
emanating from rusted iron 
joints in piping and aesthetically 
dilapidated infrastructure.

Each level has a central puz-
zle that requires solving, and the 
level of diffi culty ranges from 
very easy in the beginning to 
surprisingly diffi cult at the end, 
and some may be a little put off 
by just how intricate the puzzles 
become as the game progresses. 

Thankfully, there are two meth-
ods of obtaining hints to help 
when you get stuck. The fi rst 
is just a simple but somewhat 
vague hint accessible at any 
time by clicking a light bulb in 

the corner of the screen. It 
offers a short animation of 
one piece of the puzzle be-
ing solved, usually point-
ing you in the right direc-
tion to begin the puzzle. 
The second is quite more 
informative, showing a 
schematic of the entire 
puzzle, but it can only be 
viewed once after com-
pleting an approximately 
60 second long mini game. 
As you get further in the 
game, the temptation to 
use the latter hint becomes 
very profound, but the 
mini game is just enough 
of a deterrent to keep you 
from going right to it. It is 
a great design quality that 
keeps the game from ever 

feeling too hopeless or too easy 
to cheat in.

The sound in the game is 
also extraordinary. There is no 
actual speaking in the game; 
rather, the characters use pic-
ture bubbles to communicate 
ideas to you and one another 

and speak in what sounds suspi-
ciously like a mechanized ver-
sion of “Simlish” (the language 
spoken in the Sims). There is 
also a score to the game, which 
consists mainly of midtempo 
electronica and ambiance and 
adds to and perfectly compli-
ments the atmosphere.

I am going to go out on limb 
here and say that this game re-
ally is for anybody who enjoys 
puzzles. The most avid of gam-
ers can be completely captivated 
by this game beginning to end 
for the six to eight hours it lasts 
in one sitting. The thirty some-
thing corporate professional 
can switch between this and ex-
pense reports at work and still 
get the same amount of intrigue 
out of it. Are you a fan of Sudo-
ku? Crossword puzzles? Tetris? 
This game is for you. I am far 
enough removed from my teen-
aged video game glory days that 
I could convincingly call myself 
a “casual gamer” at best at this 
point, and Machinarium hits all 
of the right spots for even the 
most non-gaming inclined of us. 
So, head over to www.machina-
rium.net to download the free 
demo. This may very well be 
the Pietà of recent gaming.

by Gregory Moomjy
STAFF ART

 I have been enamored of 
opera since the age of two.  One 
of my most vivid memories is 
fantasizing about attending my 
fi rst Opening Night with my 
grandma while helping her pre-
pare her famous lamb chops. I 
couldn’t wait to be old enough 
to experience the pageantry that 
I knew accompanied this great 
event. 

Ten years later, on the eve-
ning of Thursday, November 5, 
2009, my dream fi nally came 
true. The performers of “Amer-
ican Voices” delivered a truly 
memorable musical evening.

  It was a thrill to be amongst 
a roster of so many red-carpet 
stars of the opera world, such 
as Samuel Ramey, Joyce Di-
Donato, Lauren Flanigan, and 
Julius Rudel. Considering the 
company’s recent fi nancial 
struggles, it was heartwarming 
to see that they could put such 
a master cast together. Also, as 
many of the stars have had su-
perb careers both as singers in 
the City Opera and The Met, 
this served as one of many re-
minders of the importance of 
the City Opera company as a 
cultural institution. 

 Unfortunately, due to confu-
sion with the Ram van, I missed 
the opening orchestral numbers, 
however, the night proved that 
the orchestra was in fi ne condi-

tion. Conductors George Mana-
han and opera legend Julius Ru-
del drew both power and beauty 
from a wide range of pieces and 
musical styles, most notably 
the hilarious “I Am Easily As-
similated” from Candide, “Take 
Care of this House” from 1600 
Pennsylvania Avenue, “Les 

Feux d’Artifi ce t’Appellent” 
from Prima Donna, and the 
Revival Scene from Susannah.  
Mr. Rudel conducted this last 
piece and showcased his ability 
to bring out the drama behind 
the music.  Throughout the en-
tire scene, there was something 
very foreboding in the orches-
tra’s playing that ran contrary 
to the chorus, which was sing-
ing a Christian hymn.  Unfortu-
nately, the orchestra seemed to 
overpower the singers at times. 
This was especially the case in 

“Quiero Cantar Entre las Ex-
plosiones” from Ainadamar and 
possibly others. 

  As I had hoped, nearly all 
the singers whom I idolized 
were in excellent form. Samuel 
Ramey is a baritone who not 
only has a profound voice but 
also is blessed with consum-

mate acting capabilities. At this 
point, he has an impressive ca-
reer behind him already; it was 
good to see that neither his voice 
nor his stage presence show any 
sign of slowing down. Ramey’s 
preacher in the Revival scene 
of Susannah was a chilling rep-
resentation of an overzealous 
minister obsessed with fi re and 
brimstone. Other highlights in-
cluded Lauren Flanigan’s rendi-
tion of “Do Not Utter a Word, 
Anatol” from Vanessa as well 
as Marc Kudisch’s “Billy’s So-

liloquy” from Carousel. Samuel 
Barber’s music is ideal for Ms. 
Flanigan’s voice; she is a beau-
tiful lyric soprano with a voice 
capable of intense, dramatic 
coloring. Concerning Mr. Ku-
disch, I preferred his venture 
into musical theater to that of 
Rufus Wainwright in “That’s 

Entertainment.”  Still 
other stand-outs were 
soprano Amy Burton 
in “Les Feux d’Artifi ce 
t’Appellent” from Pri-
ma Donna and mezzo-
soprano Joyce DiDo-
nato in “Take Care of 
this House” from 1600 
Pennsylvania Avenue. 
Burton’s silvery voice 
helped to emphasize 
the delicate nature of 
the vocal line. As for 
Ms. DiDonato, it was 
refreshing to see that 
she could extend her 
repertoire into some-

thing outside of Rossini and The 
Barber of Seville. She brought a 
dramatic fl air to “Take Care of 
this House,” which capped the 
evening perfectly. 

The only artist that could 
have been better was Anna 
Christy, who sang “Blue Green 
Beautiful Chlorine” from A 
Wedding.  Her timbre seemed 
to be a little scratchy, although 
she gave a series of well-round-
ed and controlled high notes, 
which made her upper register 
a delight to listen to.  This gave 

the audience something to look 
forward to when she sings the 
lead role in Handel’s Partenope 
later on this season.  

It seemed a wise decision on 
behalf of the company to con-
centrate primarily on non-tradi-
tional fare. This is because it is 
widely known that City Opera is 
in fi nancial trouble. After years 
of searching for a new general 
director, they proceeded to ren-
ovate the New York State The-
ater at the direction of the new-
ly-appointed Gerard Mortier, 
then working at the Paris Opera. 
In an unfortunate turn of events, 
the Frenchman turned down the 
offer at the last minute and drove 
the theater into further debt. The 
opening of the theater, now re-
named after its biggest benefac-
tor, David  H. Koch, was much 
anticipated after this diffi culty. 
In his opening speech, General 
Manager George Steele drew at-
tention to the enhanced capabil-
ities of the new theater and City 
Opera’s vital place in the New 
York City arts scene. Mr. Steele 
reminded the audience that the 
New York City Opera not only 
was the starting point for many 
of the 20th Century’s biggest 
stars, Beverly Sills among them 
but also continues to be a haven 
for the kind of contemporary 
opera that demonstrates the art 
form’s capability to comment 
on modern society.                         

by Lenny Raney
EARWAX EDITOR

La la la la la la la la la la la la la la la la la dee dah

“Well shucks, paper, 
that’ there’s mighty 
purdy for a video 
game”


