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“Watch yo’self”
It was a Saturday night, not 

unlike most Saturday nights 
in the Bronx. The young Ford-
ham gentlemen were collar-
popping, hair-gelling, women-
objectifying, and pre-gaming, 
whilst the young Fordham 
ladies were hair-doing, skirt 
donning, girl-talking, and – yes 
– pre-gaming. Meanwhile, we 
at the paper were hard at work 
trying to wrench the latest is-
sue of this little rag from the 
womb of inspiration. Some-
where in the fourteenth hour 
of labor, we decided we could 
not deliver the thing au natu-
rale, as the good Lord above 
intended. No, we were going 
to need some painkillers, pos-
sibly a C-section. Unable to 
fi nd any Demerol or morphine 
at such a tardy hour, we went 
to the failsafe drug of choice: 
Jungle Juice. We traipsed about 
the Belmont community, our 
very much pregnant publica-
tion very much in tow, to fi nd a 
location in which to imbibe our 
pain managers.

En route to our fi nal destina-
tion, an apartment on Hoffman 
Street, we couldn’t help but no-
tice a slew of Fordham’s best 
and brightest on the sidewalk 
with us, shouting up at another 
group of Fordham students on 
an apartment balcony. In the 
2 a.m. calm around the corner 
from Tri-Bar, they broke out in 
a cacophonous roar, singing, in 
all kinds of off-key, “Will You 
Be My Girl?” We maneuvered 
our way around the stumbling 
bodies and quickly made our 
way off mix our Kool-Aid /
vodka concoction.

Now, we at the paper are 
the last people to knock a good 
sing-along. Though we person-
ally prefer to belt out tunes like 
“Don’t Speak,” “The Sign,” 
and “Jesus Built My Hotrod,” 
the idea of people getting to-
gether with a drink or ten 
and singing their hearts out is 
enough to garner our full sup-
port. And it wasn’t the vocal 
merit either. Hell, we certainly 
didn’t sign up for Fordham 
Idol.

No, our primary issue 
was the whole “shouting in a 
residential area at two in the 
fucking morning” thing. See, 
contrary to what seems to be 
a popular belief amongst stu-
dents, the Belmont community 
is neither a part of Fordham’s 
campus nor even primarily in-
habited by Fordham students. 
Which means, yes, there are 
people in the area who have 
families and jobs and reasons 
to wake up before noon on 

Sunday (or any other day of 
the week, for that matter), and 
maybe drunkenly belting out 
popular songs while the work-
ing world is sleeping causes 
something of a disruption.

You might recall a little 
monolith of an article pub-
lished in our September 23rd 
issue entitled, “Fordham is our 
school. The Bronx may not be 
our campus.” If you missed it, 
here’s the recap: paper writer 
Kaitlin Campbell interviewed 
local residents asking their 
opinions of Fordham students 
and their relationship with 
the community. The summa-
tion response was from Pablo 
Sanchez: “[The students] are 
not a problem themselves, it’s 
the way they carry themselves. 
They get too drunk, harass in-
nocent bystanders, and make 
too much noise.”

We know it’s a fi ne line, and 
a block and a half away in the 
Tri-Mecca of Tri-bar, we prob-
ably wouldn’t have thought too 
much of it outside of, “Well, 
they sure are drunk.” And if 
you’re going to throw a house 
party, we’re probably going 
to be there. The real problem 
here is the sense of entitlement 
that accompanies such raucous 
behavior, the bitching and in-
credulousness accompanying 
a party being busted, the feel-
ing that it is okay to be so loud 
in the middle the night.  It is a 
feeling that manifests itself in 
the throngs of inebriation, sure, 
but it is an attitude that we 
notice is rooted in alarmingly 
sober consciousnesses in our 
student body.

Because what we bring to 
the community, economically, 
does not matter. Tino’s is going 
to pay the bills with or without 
us, as are the grocery stores, 
bodegas, pastry shops, etc. The 
infl ated rent we pay only helps 
the real estate owners, most of 
them not residents of our neigh-
borhood. Our presence actually 
closes the doors of residency 
here to some, with constructs 
like “Fordham Students Only” 
apartment buildings. This is 
not to suggest that we can nec-
essarily change the latter prob-
lem, though it is unfortunately 
antithetical to much of the ide-
ology our university espouses. 
The point is this: what we pro-
vide for the community cannot 
be found in our wallets, it can 
only be found in ourselves, and 
it would be nice if those things 
weren’t vomit, urine, and a bel-
lowing chorus of voices in the 
wee hours. 

Father to Son, Lamb to Lamb Chop
By Sam Wadhams
STAFF ARTS CO-EDITOR

I learn the fi rst thing I need to 
know about being a butcher 

the minute I wake up.  It’s 5:45 
a.m., miserable, damp, and bone 
cold. I settle the tired knot in the 
pit of my stomach and pull my 
collar up against the rain.  New 
York may be “the city that never 
sleeps,” but for the butchers at 
Vincent’s Meat Market, New 
York never sleeps in.

I arrive at Vincent’s, on the 
corner of Arthur Avenue and 
186th Street, ten minutes late, to 
meet the owner, Peter DeLuca, 
who will show me the basics 
of butchering.  DeLuca, 52, is 
about fi ve-foot-six, with an av-
erage build and the uniquely 
throaty voice of heavy smoking 
New Yorkers.  The shop is long 
and narrow, 
cut in half by 
the thirty fi ve 
foot polished 
steel counter 
that displays 
two shelves 
of every piece 
of any animal 
i m a g i n a b l e .  
The prices vary 
wildly, from 
$1.79 a pound 
for pig feet to 
$16.99 for fi let 
mignon.  

D e L u c a ’s 
story is clas-
sic New York. Vincent DeLuca, 
his father, emigrated from It-
aly when he was 17 years old, 
working various jobs until he 
found his calling as a butcher.  
In 1954 he opened the original 
Vincent’s on Morris Avenue.  In 
1980, when Vincent died, Peter 
dropped out of college at Ford-
ham to continue the family busi-
ness, moved the shop to its cur-
rent location on Arthur Avenue, 
and has been working there with 
his Uncle Nino ever since.  

I explore the shop, and 
gradually more of DeLuca’s 
employees trickle in.  They’re 
almost all mustached Hispanics 
wearing Yankee caps, and they 
follow Michaca’s lead, mov-
ing the meat to racks in early-
morning  monotonous silence 
under the low buzz of fl uo-
rescent lights and bug-zapper 
lamps.  At around 7:30 a.m. our 
fi rst customer of the day comes 
in: an upscale-looking, balding, 
middle-aged white guy.  He and 
DeLuca chat across the counter 
as DeLuca piles beef, sausage, 
and chicken onto the counter, 
sending him away with what 
must have been a thirty-pound 
order.  DeLuca knew his order 
before he got there and how he 
liked it (three and a half-pound 
chicken, bone-in chops).  

At 8:00 a.m. the fi rst deliv-
ery truck brings a load of lamb 
carcasses from Pennsylvania.  
The lambs are unloaded onto 

people’s shoulders one by one 
in a cartoonish and macabre 
procession.   DeLuca estimates 
he goes through approximately 
40,000 pounds of meat a week.  
“Well, about 20 percent of that’s 
waste,” Deluca says, “Then 
we sell to restaurants in the 
city, deliver from Manhattan to 
Greenwich, and ship as far as 
California and Texas.”  For such 
a large-scale operation, DeLu-
ca’s equipment is surprisingly 
sparse; there’s a band saw for 
slicing through bone, a vacuum 
sealer, a meat grinder, a deli 
slicer, and a sausage maker.  

But while DeLuca buzzes 
around the front of his shop, the 
action in the back never stops.  
There’s something heartwarm-
ing about DeLuca’s respect for 
his customers, but this emotion 
pales in comparison to the reck-

less dexterity of his meat cut-
ters.  One man feeds beef into 
the grinder with his bare hands.  
Another clasps his hands on 
a one-inch steak as though in 
prayer and cuts it in half on the 
band saw without stopping the 
story he’s telling.  One employ-
ee, Peter Baggio, encourages 
me to sample the raw fi lling of 
lamb sausage.  “I eat raw meat 
all the time,” Baggio says, “not 
constantly, but a little here, a 
little there.  My father ate raw 
meat, my grandfather ate raw 
meat, I come from a long line 
of raw meat eaters.  There’s no 
health effects.”  I try a pinch of 
raw sausage. It tastes like meat 
but with a more urgent, potent 
fl avor.  Baggio may be on to 
something.  Even beyond this 
recklessness, the employees’ 
skill is absurd.  Without ever 
seeming to be overworked a 
pair of men turn the front-right 
quarter of a cow into steaks in 
about 15 minutes, then start 
over on the opposite side.  Fat 
is effortlessly sliced off, a whole 
leg turned into a stack of shanks 
in under a minute.  DeLuca’s 
butchers work and move like 
athletes in a soon-to-be legend-
ary game, never hesitating, nev-
er a misstep.

But all this does not come 
without consequences. When 
asked if he has any scars, De-
Luca shows me a carnival of 
horrors on his hands and wrists.  

“You’re in this business long 
enough, you get cut.  Here I put 
a knife clean through my hand,” 
he motions at a scar on his 
thumb, “and here, I sliced my 
wrist to the bone.”  His worst 
injury is on his right middle fi n-
ger.  “I caught this fi nger in the 
saw. I was cutting some meat 
and a customer came and tapped 
me on the back.  I turned around 
without thinking and put my fi n-
ger in the saw, it split it pretty 
much in half.”  

There’s some element of 
horror to a butcher’s shop that 
extends beyond the bloody 
stories and scars.  The walk-in 
freezer contains cows by the 
quarter and upside-down, head-
less, bloodless sheep –  one 
without an upper torso.  In the 
rack out front there are hearts, 
livers, snouts, and ears.  A gag-

gle of teenage 
girls walk by the 
front of the shop, 
and one screams 
at the lidless stare 
and toothy grin of 
a skinless lamb’s 
head.  The butch-
ers, Michaca in 
particular, can 
cut an adult sheep 
carcass perfectly 
in half, down the 
spine from the 
haunches through 
the skull, in about 
four calm hacks 
of a cleaver.  All 

of this, however, serves to re-
mind us where our meat comes 
from.  While it may be discon-
certing to see the inside half of 
what is obviously a cow (sans 
skin, head, and feet) lying on 
a table, in ten minutes of trim-
ming fat and by four passes at 
the band saw DeLuca turns 
death into a hand-sized stack of 
fresh T-bones.

The neighborhood butcher 
shop has become an anachro-
nism.  Butchering now is al-
most always done off-site, Sa-
ran-wrapped, and left to sit for 
days on supermarket shelves.  
There’s no longer the same de-
mand for a skillful and avail-
able meat cutter to get you from 
meal to meal.  DeLuca’s craft is 
an exception.  “I still get some 
of my father’s original clients, 
who have been coming to me 
for sixty years.  Not as many 
nowadays, they’re passing on, 
but their kids come to me, too.”  
I mention to DeLuca that he 
seems to be always jovial, al-
ways smiling.  “I love what I do.  
Be happy, or you can’t be suc-
cessful.  I’m successful because 
I can come into work every day 
happy, and work hard.” As De-
Luca tells me this, I look past 
him to a framed picture mount-
ed on the wall.  It can only be 
Vincent DeLuca, placed so he 
can oversee his shop, every 
minute of every day.  He, too, 
is smiling.

We died for this article.
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by Nick Murray
STAFF PARTY HOPPER

I’ve been agreeing with a 
lot of Republicans lately. This 
should surprise the editors at the 
paper, and if my family found 
out they’d probably demote me 
to the kiddie table this Thanks-
giving, but what can I say? It’s 
true. I’ll start with Republican 
National Committee Chair Mi-
chael Steele, whose address in 
front of the College Republi-
cans’ fl owery Berlin Wall exhi-
bition inspired this column (by 
the way guys, I may be agree-
ing with your side as of late, 
but if that’s what you think 
graffi ti looks like you may be 
even more out of touch than I 
thought). Steele told the group 
of about thirty, “Don’t wait for 
permission to get engaged, to 
tear down the walls before they 
even really get formed.” This is 
why I’d like to talk about abor-
tion.

I’ll start by saying that, as I 
write this, some walls are fi nally 
on their way down. The health 
care bill, titled America’s Af-
fordable Health Choices Act of 
2009, recently passed the House 
of Representatives and is the 
fi rst step to extending coverage 
to all Americans. It brings our 
nation one step closer to rec-
ognizing that health care is not 
a privilege but a right. It even 
contains a public option.

That being said, there are 
problems. This public option is 
weak. The bill eliminates some 
avenues down which insurance 
companies can dismiss those 
who need care most, but thank-
fully it does not eliminate all 
of them. Thus the government 
may end up covering a dis-
proportionate number of those 
needing care, potentially raising 
cost of the public option above 
the cost of private insurance. 
Meanwhile, the White House 
cut a deal with the pharmacy 
lobby, agreeing not to eliminate 
a 2003 law preventing Medicare 
from negotiating drug prices. 
There are plenty of other issues 
but none great enough for Joe 
Congressman to vote against 
the bill.

At least, this was the case 
until the Stupak-Pitts Amend-
ment, introduced hours be-
fore the vote and adopted by a 
margin of 240-194. Democrats 
fi rst showed their willingness 
to compromise women’s rights 
in September when Obama ad-
dressed a joint session of Con-
gress. As majestic as ever, he 
held his chin high and enunci-
ated the words as his prompter 
fed them. Unfortunately, twelve 
of those words had to be, “Un-
der our plan, no federal dollars 
will be used to fund abortions.” 
Not even a compromise, this 

was a straight concession, one 
that should have satisfi ed even 
the reactionaries in charge of 
Republican Party.

But of course, it didn’t, and 
for that reason we have the 
Stupak-Pitts Amendment. The 
Amendment doesn’t just pro-
hibit the use of federal money to 
pay for abortions but prohibits it 
“to cover any part of the costs 
of any health plan that includes 
coverage of abortion.” Because 
approximately 80 percent of 
participants in the exchange 
outlined in the bill will be subsi-
dized, plans will have no choice 
but to discontinue offering “the 
full range of reproductive health 
options” as a column on the 
subject in last Thursday’s New 
York Times puts it. Meanwhile, 
the bill’s title becomes slightly 
ironic. 

The amendment’s defenders 
claim that women looking for 
that full range of reproductive 
options may purchase a “rider,” 
yet the example of North Dako-
ta shows why this is essentially 
meaningless. The state requires 
women seeking abortions un-
der its Medicaid program to 
purchase a similar rider, yet the 
insurance plan that has 91 per-
cent of the market share offers 
no such rider. Neither do any of 
the fi ve top insurance plans for 
individuals.

So who wrote such a regres-
sive piece of legislation? A pair 
of fringe GOPers using ink from 
their 9/12 Project commemora-
tive pens? Not at all. In fact, the 
eponymous Stupak is a Demo-
crat. But it’s not just Stupak: 63 
Dems accompanied him in sup-
port of this amendment. Unsur-
prisingly, not one Republican 
voted No, not even FORDHAM 
ALUMNUS Anh Cao.

Again, a Republican is mak-
ing some sense. His column, 
Libertas et Veritas, can be found 
on page 7 of that same issue of 
The Ram, where he writes, “A 
man has a responsibility not just 
to himself and to truth but to the 
people he represents, not to cow-
tow to popular movements or 
bend under pressure.” Right on! 
Why are our Congressmen cow-
towing to reactionary demands 
when these demands contradict 
their own beliefs, the beliefs of 
the people they represent, and, 
dare I say, the truth? Bend under 
pressure? The people have once 
again been happy to do so and 
have once again failed us.

In a passage that nearly 
brings a tear to my eye, he con-
tinues, “What of compromise? 
Hasn’t it given us anything 
good? Surely, but it didn’t give 
us an American Revolution. It 
didn’t give us civil rights, and it 
certainly didn’t give us our free-
dom.” That’s something we all 
can agree on.

by Sean Kelly
STAFF CUBOLOGIST

Since the inception of this 
fi ne nation and the penning of 
the great document known as 
the U.S. Constitution, we as 
Americans have always enjoyed 
unprecedented freedom of wor-
ship and belief.  Free from 
tyranny, an almost entirely un-
touched and unknown continent 
laying before them, and with the 
fi re of revolution still running 
through the collective veins of 
the public, the founding fathers 
and drafters of the Con-
stitution saw it fi t to 
grant the people of this 
fl edgling republic free-
dom to worship (or not 
worship) in any way, 
shape, or form that they 
saw fi t and swore never 
to give special govern-
ment preference to any 
religious institution 
or faith.  With sepa-
ration of church and 
state standing as the 
offi cial doctrine of the 
land, America became 
a haven for religious 
refugees, freethinkers, 
and all those seeking 
to leave oppression and 
prejudice behind.  Tol-
erance and diversity 
fl ourished as a result 
of this infl ux of new 
faiths and ideas, and all 
was well in the United 
States…

…But for how 
long?

With Islamic fundamental-
ism, ultra-right-wing Christian 
neo-conservatives, and reli-
gious tension and hatred seem-
ing to run rampant in today’s 
American religious landscape, 
one is left to wonder: can peo-
ple of different faiths truly exist 
harmoniously under one unifi ed 
government, and can the differ-
ences inherent in their beliefs be 
reconciled for the greater good?  
More and more with each pass-
ing year, the answer seems to be 
‘no.’   

So, what is to be done?  In-
fringing on religious freedom 
runs completely contrary to 
American ideals, and any gov-
ernment intervention on an in-
dividual’s faith and religious 
practices would be sure to un-
leash unprecedented public 
outrage.  However, there is an-
other American ideal at stake 
here, one that may be important 
enough to override the free-
dom of religion that the United 
States has been so well known 
for.  That ideal is unity.  Perhaps 
if we fi nd an all-encompassing 
belief system, something uni-
versal and applicable to people 
from all walks of life, then the 
American public can be unifi ed 

once and for all under a faith 
for a new era of commonality, 
unity, and scientifi c knowledge.  
It is with these hopes deep in my 
heart and burning through my 
bosom that I ask, nay, implore, 
America to take on a state reli-
gion: TIMECUBE.

Timecube is a theory cre-
ated (or, rather, discovered) by 
Doctor of Cubology and self-
proclaimed “Wisest Man on 
Earth” Gene Ray.  The doctrine 
of Timecube aims to ascertain 
the true nature of the universe, 
free from the fetters of what 

Ray calls “dumb-ass educa-
tors” and others who preach 
lies and indoctrinate the world’s 
youth under the false pretense 
of “ONE-ism,” the evil and er-
roneous notion that there is but 
one 24 hour day per each rota-
tion of the Earth.

Essentially, Timecube states 
that time is organized in the 
form of a cube and that there 
is not one, but rather four full 
24-hour days per each rotation 
of the Earth.  Dr. Ray maintains 
that academics, scientists, and 
educators the whole world over 
are aware of the existence of 
Timecube but choose to corrupt 
the youth by preaching ONE-
ism in order to keep the world 
population ignorant of the true 
nature of time and the universe.  
These evil priests of ONE-ism 
intend to keep the public igno-
rant so that they may maintain 
their status as revered members 
of society and fountains of wis-
dom, while three full days per 
every ONE-ist version of a day 
go completely unseen and un-
noticed by the poor, ignorant 
masses.

Revolutionary in nature, 
seeking to overthrow the es-
tablished order in the name of 

truth, and desiring intellectual 
freedom and equality for all, 
Timecube belongs at the very 
front of America’s collective be-
lief system and deserves federal 
support as the state religion of 
the United States.  If Timecube 
is instituted as the offi cially en-
dorsed public faith of the USA, 
the public will drop all religious 
tension and strife not out of ne-
cessity or out of mutual under-
standing but rather out of sheer 
bewilderment.  The people of 
the United States will stand 
wide-eyed and slack-jawed be-

fore the profound and infi nite 
wisdom of Dr. Gene Ray (who 
will be instated as “Emperor of 
the Public Intellect”) and will 
forget their petty squabbling 
and picayune formalities when 
the realize that all they have 
formerly believed in is nothing 
more than a sham: a cleverly-
maintained façade perpetuated 
by the evil academic ruling 
class and stifl ing the free fl ow of 
knowledge, truth, and all things 
cubic.  Yes, Timecube has the 
potential not only to resolve all 
religious strife and confl ict the 
whole world over but also to 
usher in a new era of intellec-
tual development and the global 
spread of truth with America at 
the forefront, blazing a new trail 
for Cubology.

It is with these concerns in 
mind that I implore the Ameri-
can public to set down their dif-
ferences and see the truth.  With 
Timecube as the offi cial belief 
of the United States of America, 
unity, not hatred, will run ram-
pant throughout the nation, and 
our minds will be free to see the 
universe from all sides, all six of 
them.

Healthcare Reform 
and Regress

TIMECUBE:
Turn One Lame-Ass Day

Into Four Lame-Ass Days!

Hip to be Cube.
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Caroline Egan’s October article “Respect for Lies?” 
raised an excellent point concerning the sensitivity of the 
Pro-Life advertisements across campus. Though I have 
not seen the “Who Loves Abortions?” posters, I can agree 
wholeheartedly that such a campaign would be both tact-
less and unconvincing. That being said, I feel that Ms. 
Egan’s hostile and dismissive tone toward the Pro-Life 
movement will achieve little in the way of convincing. 

Ms. Egan continuously refers to the “deceptive” nature 
of the Pro-Life ads; however, it is a fact that “patient” as 
defi ned in the Merriam-Webster dictionary is “one that is 
acted upon.” Therefore, the claim that “half of all patients 
do not leave an abortion clinic” would be true, as one 
would have diffi culty asserting that an aborted fetus has 
not “been acted on.” Ms. Egan states, “clearly Respect for 
Life knows many people will...assume the patient is just 
the woman, and thus such a statement is extraordinarily 
misleading.” However, Ms. Egan’s own confusion on fi rst 
reading the ad should not qualify the ad as deceptive. After 
all, the word “patient” is gender ambiguous, and the ad is 
meant as a catalyst for thought. Surely, in a university we 
can assume that a reader will not blindly believe an ad on 
the wall without consideration. 

 Similarly, the third ad presented, “Thou Shalt Not 
Kill,” cannot be interpreted as “deceptive” either, con-
sidering that it is the sixth commandment in the Jewish-
Christian tradition and has neither been edited nor length-
ened. The commandment presents no information, simply 
a law which does exist in certain religious traditions. 

Ms. Egan also refers to the Pro-Life ads as collectively 
“offensive,” but there is no justifi cation given as to why 
the fi rst and third fl iers mentioned are offensive in any 
manner. The purpose of the Pro-Life movement is to “af-
fl ict the comfortable” in order to affect a change, so the 
ads should not be expected to present only agreeable infor-
mation. If Ms. Egan is disturbed by these ads, it is perhaps 
due to the fact that she cannot respond well to their claims. 
This is not cause for offense, but rather for reevaluation. 
Ms. Egan also states that she feels she is being “shamed 
for [her] personal views” by the fl ags placed in honor of 
“dead babies” in front of Alpha House, but I would ask her 
why this is the case. After all, Ms. Egan feels comfortable 
stating her own opinion in print; it would be hypocritical 
for her to attempt to limit her opponents’ ability to state 
their own opinion. The presence of the fl ags may make 
Ms. Egan uncomfortable, in which case they are achieving 
their purpose. 

Finally, Ms. Egan, in lamenting her own offense, has 
been carelessly offensive to the Catholic-Christian tra-
dition. She refers to the sixth amendment as “Catholic 
guilt!” and calls on the Pro-Lifers (though she seems only 
to be appealing to Catholics) to stop making “pre-marital 
sex...such a taboo.” If Ms. Egan is truly “Pro-Choice,” 
then she must certainly recognize that it is a “choice” 
for one to practice Catholicism and to take its doctrines 
seriously. For her to dismiss two tenants of the Church, 
namely adherence to the Commandments and the belief 
that pre-marital sex is sinful, with such disdain is in itself 
offensive. Though I disagree with Ms. Egan, she is entitled 
to her own opinion; however, this does not entitle her to 
casually dismiss religious beliefs without due justifi cation. 

Ms. Egan’s article concludes by stating that the Pro-
Life club uses “hate speech and deceptiveness” to advance 
its beliefs. However, Ms. Egan has answered such an out-
rage with similar language and tone. The abortion debate 
is plagued by unjustifi ed opinion on both sides. Ms. Egan 
has alienated a great deal of her audience by assaulting 
the legitimacy of Catholicism. For a truly convincing ar-
gument, the paper ought to feature a sustained dialogue 
which will present both sides of the issue.

Thank you for your time reading this response, and I 
hope that you will pass on my comments to Ms. Egan as 
well. Her article presents a very valid and tenable position 
but ought to be presented in a slightly more civil manner. 

-Jonathan Gilis

From our Wide Readership:
Response to “Respect for Lies?”

by John O’Neill
STAFF CITY-HOPPER

With its seemingly unlim-
ited source of alcohol and cool 
museums, an infi nite number 
of good places to shop and eat, 
and relative sense of safety and 
cleanliness, New York seems 
like an urban paradise nobody 
in the right mind would ever 
wish to depart. Yet, I did exactly 
that this weekend, making my 
way south to the city of Phila-
delphia. Having allotted myself 
thirty fi ve dollars to spend this 
weekend, I was able to make my 
way via Bolt Bus there and back 
and explore a great American 
city. Admittedly, my fairly inex-
pensive trip was subsidized by 
having a friend attending col-
lege in the city, which allowed 
a free room and my ability to 
mooch off of her meal passes 
in the cafeteria. That said, a day 
trip to this often overlooked 
American metropolis could also 
be easily manageable and likely 

as rewarding. 
Philadelphia, now Amer-

ica’s sixth largest city, rests 
on the banks of the Delaware 
River and holds a treasure trove 
of interesting neighborhoods, 
squares, parks, and avenues. 
The city is one of mixed im-
ages, a tourist haven much like 
Boston, New York, and Wash-
ington D.C. On the other hand, 
many see it is as an aging indus-
trial relic grappling with severe 
issues of crime, poverty, urban 
blight, and homelessness, of 
the likes of Baltimore, Rich-
mond, and Cleveland. Although 
I cannot say that I found myself 
walking the vacant rowhouse 
lined streets of North Philadel-
phia, I do believe that this evi-
dent urban grit adds a certain 
quality to it which New York 
supposedly has lost in recent 
years. Philadelphia has a de-
fi nitively unique urban feeling 
to it, although losing some of 
its uniqueness after an informal 
city building height regulation 
began to be ignored beginning 
in 1987, a trend which lead to 
several Center City blocks be-
ing leveled for shiny glass offi ce 
towers and nondescript concrete 
parking ramps. 

Unlike Manhattan, Center 
City is a place which seems to 
go largely quiet after dark. The 
area west of Broad Street has a 

tremendously pronounced con-
trast between the bustle of the 
business day and the eerie hum 
of night. More activity can be 
found along the southern, more 
residential side of Center City, 
the home of picturesque Rit-
tenhouse Square, a square puz-
zlingly kept devoid of anyone 
seeming not to fi t the neighbor-
hood demographic. Delancey, 
Spruce, Pine, and Panama are 
just a few of the magnifi cent 
east-west streets lined with af-
fl uent century old townhomes 
and slate sidewalks which help 
defi ne this splendid corner of 
Center City.

Although slick offi ce tow-
ers defi ne many blocks, people 
crowd the sidewalks of south 
Broad Street, and walking 
through several blocks of opu-
lent townhomes, the city’s sad-
der side is ever apparent. Be it 
the uncomfortable feeling of 
walking past the pornographic 
theater on west Market, or the 
multitudes of beleaguered men 

sleeping in vacant doorways, 
Philadelphia still provides a 
level of discomfort to one who 
prides himself on being city 
savvy and confi dent. The city’s 
pain and half century of state 
neglect became ever more evi-
dent as we walked further east 
and north. The city’s home-
less abound, left to sleep in the 
streets and alleys, one image 
that remains most pronounced 
to me is that of a man laying 
above a steaming grate on Mar-
ket Street. 

An initially friendly, then 
slightly intimidating, and once 
again friendly encounter with a 
heavy set man who went by the 
name of Rollins, was had while 
walking to the 11th Street Septa 
subway station. Rollins was a 
helpful fellow, but then began to 
change his tone into a fuzzy de-
mand or plea for money or sub-
way tokens; upon receiving two 
subway tokens Rollins gave me 
a hearty handshake before go-
ing off to bother another pass-
erby. We made our way below 
into the station only to fi nd our-
selves entering the temporary 
home of a number of people. 
One man lay sleeping or passed 
out on the faded yellow glazed 
tiles of the station fl oor; another 
sat talking quietly to himself 
with a large black plastic bag by 
his side. The beleaguered multi-

racial mix of men inhabited the 
quiet late night station, and the 
husky Septa offi cial seemed to 
take little notice or issue from 
the interior of her booth. 

Standing by the attendant’s 
booth with my friend for close to 
fi fteen minutes, having missed 
the latest blue line westbound 
train, we stood and watched as 
a few more people straggled 
into the station. A particularly 
friendly man took up a place 
next to us leaning against the 
emergency gate. I noticed him 
pay for his token in a collection 
of coins. The man made small 
talk with me about the cold 
weather. I told him it wasn’t 
so bad for a kid from Wiscon-
sin, and we proceeded to make 
further conversation about NFL 
football until the train arrived. 
When the cars pulled into the 
station, my friend and I made 
our way aboard while I noticed 
him take a seat along the interi-
or dividing fence, likely making 
what would be his place of sleep 

tonight warm until re-
ceiving his morning 
wake up from a Phila-
delphia police offi cer.

Later, while stand-
ing on the 25th fl oor 
recreation room at one 
of Penn’s triad of upper 
classmen dorm towers, 
staring at the lines and 
confi gurations of lights 
which defi ned night in 
Philadelphia, I felt par-
ticularly sad thinking 
about the man slouch-

ing to a rest. I began to truly 
appreciate the city at my view, 
and the gifts that I have in being 
able to come and experience it. 
Philadelphia is a lot of things, a 
working city, a blue collar city, 
and a decisively multicultural 
city. It has yet to really develop 
the fl avorless gentrifi ed feel of 
so many other cities, and for 
that I have to say I love Phila-
delphia. 

There’s no shortage of grit 
here in New York, in the Bronx 
most especially, but if you’ve 
got a couple dollars waiting 
around and a day that would 
otherwise be spent sleeping in 
and ended by going to Tinker’s, 
go down to Philadelphia and do 
something different. For those 
of you who seldom take advan-
tage of the magnifi cent gifts the 
city has to offer, put Philadel-
phia on your to do list, and allot 
some of your weekend money 
to going to a movie or a muse-
um. For those of you acquainted 
with the city, even the real city 
outside of Manhattan, give the 
world outside our 304.8 square 
miles a visit. If you’ve got some 
extra money laying around, 
give Philadelphia a day trip. If 
you have a friend in the city you 
haven’t seen lately, hit them up, 
and do some mooching; it will 
be well worth your two hour bus 
or train trip through New Jersey. 

They sure don’t have this in New York...
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by Chris Gramuglia
STAFF SECURITY 
BREACH

This semester I was fortu-
nate enough to have Tuesdays 
and Fridays off, and let me just 
say its been amazing thus far. 
I typically spend both of these 
days sleeping until 2:30, lifting 
weights, and pretty much doing 
whatever the fuck I want while 
the rest of Fordham is drooling 
on their notebooks in the bleak, 
dim classrooms of Dealy and 
Keating, counting the minutes 
until the weekend. Still, despite 
my sweet schedule and border-
line excessive amount of free 
time, I can’t help but yearn for 
the good old days. In case no 
one else has noticed, Fordham 
has made some changes this 
year, and to be honest, they 
suck. What I’m referring to is 
the sudden desire of our usu-
ally friendly security guards 
to lay the smack down lately 
by cracking down on students 
who don’t carry their I.D. cards.
    Now, when it comes to the 
little things in life I’m a pretty 
calm individual, but when a 
regular guy with a maroon 
jacket and pants that are on just 
a little too tight tells me that I 
have to walk back to Arthur Av-

enue from campus to get piece 
of plastic with a dumb picture of 
me on it, I can’t help but get a 
little agitated. You see, it was on 
one of my beloved Friday after-
noons when said injustice took 
place, and after a solid ten hours 
of shuteye, I wanted nothing 
more than to lift some heavy-
ass weight. In fact, I was feeling 
so sprightly that my I.D. was the 
last thing on my mind. It’s prob-
ably in my wallet, I thought to 
myself as I noticed the new, of-
fi cial looking piece of computer 
paper taped to the door of the 
Lombardi Center. The words 
“Please Have Your I.D. Ready 
for Inspection,” were scribbled 
on it hastily in black marker. 
As intimidating as the new no-
tifi cation was, I fi gured I would 
just explain to the guard that I 
had forgotten my identifi cation 
at home. No big deal, right?
   “Hi,” I said jovially to the 
guard behind the counter, “I 
think I forgot my I.D. Is it al-
right if I just work out for today 
without it?” Suddenly his eyes 
darted up from his issue of Bet-
ter Homes and Gardens, and 
his hand moved to his walkie-
talkie, as if he were the sheriff 
in an old western and I had just 
kicked in the doors of the town 
saloon “lookin’ fer a fi ght.”

“Can’t go in there without I.D.,” 
he spat. I shifted my stance 
slowly and squared up against 
him, so he could see the let-
ters F-O-R-D-H-A-M, printed 
across my sweatshirt. He gazed 
back at me, his eyes piercing 
as he waited for me to make 
a sudden move for the door.
   “It’s ok, really. I go to 
school here.” I said, try-
ing to stay calm and motion-
ing toward my sweatshirt.
         “Don’t matter. You’re gonna 
have to go on back home and get 
your I.D.,” the guard insisted, his 
hand still dancing around his re-
volver—I mean, walkie-talkie.
It went on like that for a good 
ten minutes, until Clint East-
wood insisted that I pay eight 
dollars and work out as a guest 
in the weight room. Needless to 
say, I fl ipped out. “That‘s com-
pletely ridiculous,” I growled as 
I blew past him and walked into 
the gym. I hadn’t even com-
pleted stretching when Sum-
mit Security’s back up arrived. 
Another maroon jacket-wearing 
guard exploded through the 
door, whose stone-cold expres-
sion was a clear indicator that 
he had probably worked some 
high-pressure security positions 
in the past. My fi rst guess was 
Miley Cyrus’s ex-bodyguard.

     “YOU!” His voice bellowed 
through the gym. “STOP.”
         “Really?!” I sighed aloud, fear-
ing that I might be tazed or shot 
with a bean bag gun if I resisted.
   “Oh, yeah. Really!” He re-
sponded. “Now get out of here 
and go get your card.”

 Rather than risk turning 
myself into another security 
alert, I gathered my things and 
made the long trek back to 
Arthur House to get my I.D. 
My day, along with my work-
out, had been ruined and all 
because of a piece of plastic.
     Aw, come on, they were just 
doing their jobs right? I agree, 
the purpose of our security team 
is to make sure that people who 
do not belong on campus aren’t 
on campus, and hell, they do a 
pretty damn good job. Except 
there’s just one minute detail I 
think I should reiterate. I WAS 
WEARING A FORDHAM 
SWEATSHIRT! Not to men-
tion I don’t know many people 
who are so eager to work out 
in our decrepit weight room 
that they would infi ltrate Ford-
ham’s campus posing as a stu-
dent. I’ll admit I may have 
fucked up in forgetting my I.D., 
but you know what, shit hap-
pens. What if I had been on 
my way to class? Would I have 

been denied access onto cam-
pus then? I certainly hope not.
I remember a time when leav-
ing my I.D. in my room was 
no big deal, and our security 
guards would just nod with a 
smile and go, “Yeah, I remem-
ber your face, go ahead.” It 
was a warm feeling that made 
me feel like my connection to 
Rose Hill was deeper than an 
eight-digit numerical code and a 
plastic card that costs upwards 
of twenty dollars to replace. I 
felt welcome, like I belonged. 
I’m not saying that I would 
prefer our security guards to be 
asleep at the gates, but it would 
be nice if walking onto campus 
wasn’t reminiscent of a secu-
rity checkpoint at an airport.
      Sadly, I don’t anticipate these 
changes slowing down anytime 
soon, so I have taken precau-
tions against forgetting my I.D. 
in the future. After obtaining a 
staple gun from my local hard-
ware store, I’ve elected to fas-
ten my I.D. card to my left butt-
cheek, a la Steve-O of Jackass 
fame. I’m hopeful that this will 
eliminate any further confusion 
when it comes to my credentials 
next time I’m denied access to 
my beloved Rose Hill.

To Buy Booze: ID Not Necessary. To Get on Campus: ID Very Necessary.

by Rolly Donagan
STAFF SKI-MASKED 
WONDER

I’ve just fi nished reading 
Kick-Ass, Mark Millar’s epical-
ly violent comic book that ran 
for seven issues up until Octo-
ber. The comic, which was pret-
ty neat, and which will be made 
into a movie in 2010, concerns 
the story of David Lizewski, an 
average, scrawny high-school 
kid who enjoys reading comics. 
Constantly bored, and unable 
to approach his crush without 
becoming an awkward mess, 
David decides on a whim to be-
come a super-hero. In the fi rst 
issue, he contemplates the ob-
viousness of this decision. “Be 
honest with yourself,” he says, 
“We all planned to be a super-
hero at some point in our lives.”  

Kick-Ass was a cool comic 
book, but it wasn’t particularly 
amazing. Still, I found myself 
actually challenged by its story. 
Why, I found myself asking, at 
the age of twenty, have I not 
donned my own disguise? Why 
have I not imagined a costume 
or some unique weapon with 
which I can dispel justice? Da-
vid Lizewski was correct. I have 
been planning on becoming a 
superhero my entire life, which 
is in full swing. I fi nd myself 
disappointed over wasted time. 
Peter Parker became Spider 
Man when he was still in high 
school. Three years deep in col-
lege is a bit late to create an alter 
ego. 

There is an age where the 
loner must accept that she can-
not become a hero with powers. 
There will be no web-slinging 
or healing powers. No adaman-
tium claws. No laser sight. Of 
course there is still Frank Castle 
and Bruce Wayne. But they had 
cash-money and an otherworld-
ly drive for revenge. And shit, 
Frank Castle 
used guns, 
which is totally 
cheating. The 
dream remains 
intangible. In-
stead of utility 
belts and tights 
the dreamer is 
forced to equip 
himself with 
marijuana and 
hip-hop, down-
loaded comic 
books and nerf 
guns

Of course, 
there are those 
boobs who, 
because their 
occupation re-
quires that they 
help people, as-
sume the title of “superhero.” 
These people are wrong, be 
they philanthropists or police 
offi cers. Superheroes are not 
paid for their services. The title 
“mercenary” is more fi tting. 

And then there are those ec-
centric few who actually don 
a costume and assume an al-
ter ego. Those who prowl the 
streets. The folks featured on 

websites like reallifesuperhe-
roes.org, who treat the dream 
like a fetish. I respect them, but 
their attempts are at best self-
parody. 

Citizen Prime, who operates 
in New York City and attempts 
to remove drug dealers from 
corners, dons a Kevlar vest. He 
is a fi nancial executive during 

the day. He confronts crimi-
nals with polite formalities and 
when cameras are present he 
poses like DareDevil. I admire 
his ingenuity, but he treats his 
costume like a badge, and from 
it he derives false authority. I 
imagine Citizen Prime appear-
ing on a missing persons list 
somewhere.

I am trying to discover what 

creates the urge. I have decided 
that the desire to be a superhero, 
an anonymous specter, is simi-
lar to that which pushes man to 
athletics. A need for meaning, 
purpose. A vainglorious thirst 
for splendor. An almost mas-
ochistic fantasy of being beaten 
and bloodied. A uniform to be-
long to and to represent whatev-

er it is inside we cannot explain. 
It seems easy. Of course, 

there is the problem of physi-
cal injury, death, or dismem-
berment. When one decides to 
become a superhero, one aligns 
oneself with the dregs of society 
and becomes an outlaw. Injury 
is a part of the whole caper. 

But is it really so hard to slap 
on a ski mask, fi ll a sock with 

nickels, and beat the hell out of 
a mugger, a rapist, or – the ep-
ochal and elusive comic-book 
villain – the crooked cop? A red 
meat diet and frequent trips to 
the gym would certainly help. 
But there is something about the 
fantasy that prevents its fulfi ll-
ment. Something almost sexu-
al, shameful. Superheroes are 

weird, and the possibil-
ity of being unmasked, 
revealed as a nerdy per-
vert, makes chasing the 
dream too frightening.

It’s a shame. Becom-
ing a superhero doesn’t 
reveal any disgust with 
society or impatience 
with the justice system 
but instead makes obvi-
ous the loneliness of the 
person in question. The 
dreamers have to accept 
this fact: they’re a little 
fucked in the head. The 
world may need heroes, 
but I need superheroes. 
Not some schmuck 
dressed in a Halloween 
costume posing with 
tourists, but a really de-
ranged dude knocking 

heads, running around rooftops, 
and proving that violence can 
be motivated by something be-
sides money or hate. Until that 
day comes, I’ll be in my room 
with the ganja burning, read-
ing Watchmen, and waiting for 
the courage to throw on that rag 
I keep under my bed so I can 
walk to the corner and get my 
ass whuped. 

World Needs Superheroes, Gets Stoners

Now protecting the Fordham 
University Community
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by Eamon Stewart
STAFF RELAXED FIT

“Heineken?  Fuck that shit!  
Pabst Blue Ribbon!”  So bel-
lowed Frank Booth, the antago-
nist of Blue Velvet and a char-
acter fondly remembered for 
frequently spewing bits of rhe-
torical gold, like the preceding 
quote.  What made the statement 
such an outrageous and comi-
cal one at the time was PBR’s 
decline as a successful beer in 
the American market.  By the 
mid-80’s no one drank PBR, ex-
cept evidently an individual like 
Frank Booth, a sadomasochistic 
crime boss with a smorgasbord 
of mental problems and an ad-
diction to psychoactive drugs.  
In today’s world Frank’s fa-
mous line is funny for the same 
reason, for who drinks his fa-
vorite beer, although the demo-
graphic of people who calls the 
Pabst Brewing Company’s most 
famous brand their beer has 
changed quite a bit.

These days PBR is a crowd 
pleaser for the hipster audience: 
the people whose music tastes 
are formed primarily by what-
ever Pitchfork Media likes for 
that present weekend, or who 
declared that Where The Wild 
Things Are was the greatest 
fi lm adaptation of a children’s 
story ever (sorry, Cloudy With A 
Chance of Meatballs was better), 
or who hate sports mostly on the 
grounds that everyone else likes 
them, or (as some really unen-
lightened people might say) is 
anybody who has ever written 

for the paper.  This might not 
come as a shock to some people 
on the grounds that hipsters are 
a 18-32 demographic, an age 
bracket which tends to be fairly 
poor, and Pabst is notorious for 
being a brand cheap enough 
that a twelve-pack could be 
purchased with whatever loose 
change you had found in your 
clothes dryer.  Perhaps giving 
credence to PBR’s affordability 
is its sales being up by a quarter 
this year, as reported by Infor-
mation Resources, Inc.  “Well, 
duh,” you might say, “Of course 
an astoundingly inexpensive 
beer is going to see a sales spike 
during bad economic times; ev-
erybody is looking to cut cor-
ners, and buying a beer that’s in 
the Yoo-Hoo price range makes 
great fi nancial sense!”

That would make sense, 
except here’s the thing: Pabst 
raised its prices last year.  Cur-
rently the beer costs 50 cents 
more than High Life, a dollar 
more than Busch and Natty 
Light, and whopping $1.50 
more than Fordham University 
favorite Keystone.  Noticeably 
higher prices, and yet PBR is 
still soaring above the other 
beers that it competes with in 
the “its cheap and it tastes a 
little better than piss” category.

Pasbt’s recent fortune goes 
to explain a few things.  One, 
which you probably already 
knew, is that hipsters have more 
money than they’d like you to 
believe.  There isn’t really any 
other way that they could pos-
sibly have so much clothing, 

which in a comically ironic 
twist always looks old and worn 
regardless of when it was actu-
ally purchased.  The other is that 
despite the hipster obsession of 
being counter-cultural, noncon-
formist, anti-mainstream what-
ever, they can be pawned by a 
major corporation just like any 
other target audience.

Pabst never really direct-
ly advertised to hipsters; that 
would have been too obvi-
ous and offended the hipster’s 
purported sense of individual-
ity.  But when hipsters began 
to claim the beer as their own, 
Pabst took notice and marketed 
to them through involvement 
with thoroughly hipster activi-
ties.  The company became an 
underwriter for All Things Con-
sidered as well as a sponsor for 
art shows, indie rock concerts, 

and something called “bike 
polo,” which I’ve been told is 
popular in the hipster-Mecca of 
Portland, Oregon.  When they 
did begin posting advertise-

ments (which they refused to 
do for several years), their fi rst 
public advertising campaign 
consisted of consumer-designed 
art which appeared on the sides 
of buildings, likening it to graf-
fi ti, as opposed to the traditional 
billboard medium.  This con-
sumer-art thing is continued on 
their website, including a link 
to a user-submitted art gallery 
which, amusingly enough, has a 
poetry section (I know this last 
part is a little unbelievable, but 
I’m not nearly creative enough 
to dream up anything as stupid 
as a beer company’s website 
containing a section where their 
customers can submit poems 
about beer).

All of this indirect, image-
fostering marketing that Pabst 
did has come to fruition, as 
they can now tout both remark-

able profi ts and having turned 
the most self-consciously anti-
mainstream demographic into 
a launch pad for their return to 
mainstream success.  What’s 

amazing is that at this point 
Pabst is still the apparent choice 
hipster beer; despite the price 
change and the beer’s cultural 
ascension (spending time with 
friends who attend Sarah Law-
rence, FIT, and SVA can attest 
to this fact).  So, apparently, 
PBR’s time barebacking the 
hipster community is yet to end, 
and you can expect the com-
pany to ride this out as long as 
humanly possible.

But it will end eventually.  
Maybe it will when it starts to 
get noticed that the guys who 
like football drink it, too, or 
maybe it will when enough 
hipsters try and buy it before 
they’ve received their trust fund 
check for that month and notice 
that it’s not so affordable when 
you don’t have a disposable 
income.  Whenever they do, 
it won’t matter because Pabst 
won’t need them anymore and 
won’t care that they’ve been 
cast off by the skinny jeans 
for Keystone or some equally 
disgusting alcoholic beverage.  
They will have played their part 
in not only saving a near dead 
corporation but also bringing 
them back to prominence and 
respectability.  In doing so they 
will prove that no matter how 
hard they try, they are about as 
non-individualistic as every-
body else.  And they also will 
have assured that the spirit of 
Frank Booth is looking down 
and smiling, in between tortur-
ing people and inhaling large 
quantities of nitrous oxide.

Next target audience: the dead.

by Elena Lightbourn
STAFF TOASTER PASTRY 
CONNOISSEUR

I’ll admit it: I took a lot of 
things for granted when I was 
a kid. I’m not talking about  
housing and clothes and all that 
stuff my mom said I would miss 
when I was older (although, 
let’s face it, everyone took that 
for granted) – I’m talking about 
the simple pleasures of the of-
ten wacky products of 90’s 
consumerism and pop culture. 
One that particularly blessed me 
with its short-lived existence for 
the majority of my childhood is 
now extinct but remains my all-
time favorite variety of toaster 
pastry to this day. Oooh yes, a 
toaster pastry, people… a Pop-
Tart. More specifi cally, the Wild 
Magic Burst Pop-Tart. No, not 
Wild Berry (#3 on my Pop-Tart 
ranking), Wild Magic Burst. 
Don’t remember what it was 
like? Or don’t remember them 
existing at all? Well, apparently 
you’re not the only one. Not one 
searchable picture of it exists on 
the internet. I know, because I 
obsessively clicked through all 
fortysomething Google image 
search pages fruitlessly. Any-
way, a Wild Magic Burst Pop-

Tart, straight out of its glorious, 
shiny silver packaging, featured 
pure snow white frosting and 
white sprinkles. If you were 
wondering what the hell was so 
“magic” about these Pop-Tarts, 
this is it (no, Kellogg’s wasn’t 
bullshitting us, despite 
their latest move of 
pulling the “immunity” 
claim from Rice Krisp-
ies). You put the boring 
white Pop-tart in the 
toaster, wait a few ago-
nizing moments, and… 
LOOK, MOMMY! The 
sprinkles changed to 
rainbow colors!  Which 
other Pop-Tart fl avors 
could do that? Yeah, so 
this transformation may 
have been the result 
of some strange-and-
possibly-dangerous ad-
ditive to the sprinkles, 
but you were a kid—all 
you cared about was 
devouring it once it was 
toasted. 

I’ve always been 
one to appreciate the 
aesthetics of what I eat, even as 
an eight-year-old. No food was 
spared, including, you guessed 
it: Wild Magic Burst Pop-Tarts. 
Perhaps even more visually ap-

pealing than their color-chang-
ing outside was the pastry fi ll-
ing sandwiched deep within. 
Although Pop-Tart fi llings usu-
ally consist of a single-colored, 
transparent, jellylike substance, 
the Wild Magic Burst Pop-Tart 

truly lived up to its name, fea-
turing blue and white stripes of 
sweet, frosting-like goo. The 
white was some sort of cream, 
and the blue was an indescrib-

able fl avor. What was a “wild 
magic burst” supposed to taste 
like, anyway? I could never fi g-
ure that out, but those Pop-Tarts 
sure were delicious, due to the 
universal kid rule that anything 
blue automatically triumphs 

over edibles of lesser 
colors.

I don’t remember 
the fi rst time I ever ate a 
Wild Magic Burst Pop-
Tart, or the last, because 
Kellogg’s kept them out 
for several years, which 
might as well be for-
ever when you’re a kid. 
Never did I see a “lim-
ited time only” label, 
Kellogg’s. You should 
have warned me so I 
could’ve at least bought 
enough for me to eat 
and puke back up again 
to never have to deal 
with this forever-un-
satisfi ed craving.  All I 
remember is surveying 
the Pop-Tarts section of 
my local Kroger’s want-
ing to buy a box and re-

alizing that THEY WEREN’T 
THERE. At fi rst I could not 
believe it—maybe I needed to 
fi nd a new grocery store. But 
nope, they never came back and 

were replaced with tragedies 
like “Printed Fun Pop-Tarts.” 
Kellogs, please stop coming out 
with dumb fl avors (Ice Cream 
Sundae? Really? If I want an ice 
cream sundae I will buy some 
damn ice cream!) and bring 
back the Wild Magic Burst Pop-
Tarts. I know I can’t be the only 
one who wants this. I will even 
keep an illegal toaster in my 
dorm room and eat one every 
day if they return.

Wild Magic Burst Pop-
Tarts, I know that Kellogg’s has 
ceased your production and you 
would never be able to hear /
understand me anyway because 
you are food. I still think Pop-
Tarts are great, but honestly, I 
don’t eat them very much any-
more because the fl avors they 
have out now can’t compare to 
you, and my other two favorites 
are also dead or on the brink of 
extinction. I guess that’s how 
you know you’re getting older. 
But, just as the world will al-
ways remember the Dodo bird, 
I will always remember you. 
My childhood surely wouldn’t 
have been the same without the 
presence of your color-changing 
sprinkles and blue and white 
gooeyness. 

Elegy for the Wild Magic Burst Pop-Tart

PBR: The Every Target-Audience Beer
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“Word on the street is,” a 
gray-haired man told me as I 
waited to meet Stephen King, 
“he ain’t signing shit.”

By the time word on the 
street got around to me, though, 
I’d already waited alone for 
three hours to meet the author, 
and I stayed in place as the gray-
haired man walked away, con-
tinuing to ask myself: Where is 
everyone? 

I had been convinced that a 
chattering crowd of awkwardly 
gothic Annie Wilkeses would 
have camped outside of the 
New York Times building for 
days just to catch a dubious, 
chancing glance of the author. 
His Number One Fans, though, 
seemed to have taken the day 
off—or had been lucky enough 
to get a seat inside of the Times-
Center to hear the interview Mr. 
King was to give on the release 
of his new 1,072-page tome. I 
was alone in my waiting.

I’m not Stephen King’s 
Number One Fan. In fact, I 
don’t think I’m his Number Two 
or Number Three. Probably not 
even Number 1,072. What I am, 
however, is a young writer with 
a lot of respect for the author and 
a kid with too much willingness 
to forfeit his entire day to things 
certainly not guaranteed.

Having known for months 
about the interview, I had deter-
mined to do my best to meet the 
man. After all, I’d be at school 
in New York. That made it 1,072 
times more likely I’d meet him, 
didn’t it? So, when the day 
came, I snuck out of work, and, 
before heading up to the D train, 
grabbed my love-beaten copy of 
Carrie. I’d bought it the sum-
mer after eighth grade, and it 
was the fi rst Stephen King book 
I’d ever read and owned. Its 
pages are yellowing, and white 
cracks course down its spine at 
all the best parts of the book, 
the parts that made me grip the 
pages and lose myself in Carrie 
White’s sad and damaged tele-
kinetic mind. I own a fi rst edi-
tion copy of On Writing, the ac-
claimed memoir Mr. King wrote 
after being nearly killed by a 
distracted driver in 1999, and 
I’ve read the book four or fi ve 
times—getting it signed would 
have made it much more valu-
able. But I chose to bring Carrie 
with me because Carrie was my 
introduction to the writing of 
Stephen King, and, more impor-
tantly, Carrie was my hurt and 
tragic friend. Every bent page in 
her story and every white line 
down her book’s spine was a 
hurt sustained in the course of 
our encounters. Of all the Ste-
phen King books I own, it was 

Carrie who I wanted Mr. King 
to sign.

Apparently though—word 
on the street—Mr. King wasn’t 
signing shit.

At 6 o’clock, I watched a 
blockful of people begin to en-
ter the TimesCenter for the in-
terview, and I felt no jealousy 
or loneliness because I knew 
that it was I who might have 
the chance to (possibly) meet 
Stephen King. But by 7 p.m. 
there was no sign of King. Ap-
parently, he wasn’t going to 
walk directly across the street 
from the Hilton and through the 
front doors of the TimesCenter 
to get in for the interview. 7:02: 
The lights inside the main hall 
dimmed—the interview started. 
Sighing, another man, who had 
been waiting for thirty minutes, 
left. “Good luck,” he said to 
me. I went around the block to 
the loading dock entrance, sat 
myself on the ground, and ate 
a cheeseburger, paging through 
Carrie. Again, I was alone.

From where I sat, I could 
see the interview through the 
TimesCenter’s glass walls. It 
was a strange thing to realize 
that the mind that had created 
The Shining, Misery, and The 
Stand—books in which I’d truly 
lost myself–was 
speaking and jok-
ing just beyond the 
glass. I didn’t even 
know if I was in 
the right place—the 
point from which 
he’d be leaving 
the building—but, 
knowing that the 
man whose work I 
respect so greatly 
was sitting so close 
by, I couldn’t bring 
myself to leave. 
What if I were right?

I almost missed 
him.

After I saw him 
stand inside, shake 
the interviewer’s hand, and dis-
appear from the stage, I moved 
up the block a ways to the 
loading dock, my eyes darting 
around in an attempt to watch 
all exits, because I did not know 
which of the three he would use. 
I was completely aware that 
what I was doing seemed like 
stalking or scheming or getting 
ready to attack, but I had no foul 
intentions: I simply wanted to 
meet the man whom I admire so 
much for his talent as a writer, 
someone I seek to emulate. I 
readied Carrie and my Sharp-
ie. Any second now, Mr. King 
would make his exit.

I heard it before I saw it:
“Mr. King, please sign my 

book. Please, Mr. King, please!”
I turned my head and fo-

cused my sight on the tall man 

leaving the building, and I could 
not believe it was Stephen King. 
Two men in suits and a young 
woman accompanied him to the 
waiting jet-black sedan, and a 
short, hook-nosed man skipped 
after him, yapping like a horny 
Teacup Poodle deluded that he 
was a Great Dane. 

The man sounded patheti-
cally desperate in his pleading, 
and Mr. King refused to sign the 
book. 

But the man did not give 
up: “Please, Mr. King, please! 
PLEASE!”

No dice. 
His book remained un-

signed, and hearing the man’s 
annoying cries, I tucked Carrie 
into my coat, slipped my Sharp-
ie in my pocket, and, pushing 
past Teacup Poodle, went to 
Stephen King. My mind was 
racing. I couldn’t think of what 
to do.

“Mr. King,” I said, “I’ve 
been waiting for three hours.”

(Why the fuck did you say 
that??? You pathetic Teacup 
Poodle!!!)

“That’s nice,” he said, put-
ting his hands in his pockets.

(Cringe.)
I stuck my hand out, nervous 

he wouldn’t shake it.

Teacup Poodle followed. 
“Mr. King, please, please! 
There’s no one else here! Please 
sign my book, Mr. King!”

And in an apparent attempt 
to shrug off the yapping, hook-
nosed Poodle, Stephen King re-
moved his hand from his pocket 
and shook my hand.

“My name’s Billy,” I said. “I 
really look up to you.”

(STUPID STUPID STU-
PID)

But he didn’t seem to think I 
was so stupid, and, as he got into 
his car, Teacup Poodle whining 
in the background, he gave me a 
smirk only Stephen King could 
have given—one that spoke of 
all the insanity, of all the Tea-
cup Poodles and of all the An-
nie Wilkses in the world—and 
I waved back, a grin of my 

own spreading across my face. 
“Good night, Stephen,” I said. 

And the most gifted Ameri-
can story-teller alive drove off, 
lost among a hundred swift 
black cars speeding down 7th 
Avenue.

“You’d think he could have 
signed two books!” Teacup Poo-
dle wheeled. “There were only 
two of us here! You’d think he 
could have stopped for one sec-
ond—there wasn’t any crowd—
a crowd I can understand, but it 
was just the two of us!”

I think Teacup Poodle 
thought I was on his side, but 
I wasn’t. Carrie was safely 
tucked away in my jacket, in 
just the same state in which she 
had been before I’d met the man 
who’d created her, and to me it 
made no difference. Signed or 
unsigned, the book still brought 
back memories of excitement 
and fear and a summer spent 
with friends. I didn’t need a sig-
nature to certify Carrie’s value 
to me. My memory was certifi -
cation enough.

“I’m not gonna lie,” Tea-
cup Poodle said. “I didn’t even 
know what King really looked 
like. I was just going off the pic-
ture in the back of the book.”

(Then why the hell were you 

so intent on getting his signa-
ture?)

Annoyed, I turned to leave, 
but Teacup Poodle followed me 
to the other side of the building, 
repeating his just-two-books 
mantra. 

Another familiar face was 
there.

At the interview, randomly-
selected members of the audi-
ence had been chosen to receive 
signed copies of King’s new 
book. The gray-haired man was 
gliding now among the exit-
ing crowd, whispering under 
his breath, “Anyone wanna sell 
theirs? I’ll pay.”

I tried to slip away from 
Teacup Poodle without the 
gray-haired man seeing me, but 
his sharp eye caught me, and he 
approached.

He said nothing, only asked: 
“He sign it?”

“Nope,” I said, “but I got to 
shake his hand.”

His lips twisted into a depre-
cating smirk. “That ain’t worth 
shit.”

“Maybe not to you,” I said. 
“But it means a whole lot to 
me.”

And I turned to leave, hop-
ing never to encounter either of 
these confused autograph hunt-
ers again. On the way to the 
subway, I couldn’t stop think-
ing about them: All they cared 
about was a signature on a page. 
For Teacup Poodle, the signa-
ture was a way of “proving” 
he’d met Stephen King, and 
for the gray-haired man, it was 
nothing more than a valuable 
material good that he wanted to 
own. I wondered how could I be 
so content with a handshake—
I had no photograph, no video, 
and no autograph, for that mat-
ter.

It seems to me that in our 
culture there is an increasing 
need to “prove” our lives to 
one another. I dislike getting 
analytical about sociological 
trends, but I can’t help but be-
lieve this analysis to be true. 
Advancement in the way we 
have started to social network 
in the past four years—with the 
rise of a certain social network 
website—has turned everything 
we do into a potential “Liked” 
status update; a potential digi-
tal photo album; a potential 
Comment from someone we 
don’t really care about saying 
something that, for no good rea-
son, makes us feel wanted—or 
worse—loved. It’s the stuff Ste-
phen King’s books use to scare 
us—only, now, those insecuri-
ties and fears of worthlessness 
are being lived out in our every 
day lives. And the proof is in 
each status update.

To those two men, Stephen 
King’s autograph was only im-
portant because it would help 
to prove to their friends that 
their lives had meaning, as if 
someone else’s name written on 
someone else’s dedication page 
truly held any value.

Yeah, I was perfectly con-
tent with a handshake—I’d met 
one of my heroes, someone I 
truly look up to—and I had no 
intention of updating my status 
to let anyone know. I deacti-
vated my Facebook account a 
month ago, so now my status is 
solely in my mind, where it can 
be accessed by anyone willing 
to take a moment to breathe and 
contribute to the unrecorded, 
invisible, not-so-public wall-to-
wall called friendship.

“That ain’t worth shit.”

That’s what he thinks.

STEPHEN KING
An Encounter With the Author


