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“balls”

In celebration of Roland Emmerich’s latest disaster epic, 2012, the paper is going to take a look at some of our favorite disaster movies. Bear in mind, none of 
these movies are particularly good, but then neither is 2012, which is tracking below 40% on rottentomatoes.com. There is something about the disaster movie, and its 
prominence in American culture that must be addressed. Why are we so obsessed with seeing cities destroyed, national monuments ruined, and crowds of people swept 
away by alien lasers or advancing tidal waves? Go to Hollywood. Write a touching screenplay about the trials of a working man, try to sell it, and you’ll probably get 
kick in the nuts by some fat executive with several rings and a cigar in his mouth. Write a screenplay about every city in the work simultaneously falling apart, call it 
“DEATH WORLD” or something like that, and that same executive will LITERALLY throw money at you. LITERALLY. Seriously dude, we’ve done it before. We’re 
not going to see 2012, not unless you pay for tickets and popcorn, but we’re always looking for an opportunity to spout some irrelevant shit about movies with huge 

explosions. So, down to brass tax. the paper does disaster porn:b

The Towering Inferno (1974)
The Towering Inferno has every quality a good disaster movie should. Huge budget. Huge building ripe for destruction. Huge 
cast. And by huge cast, I mean, fucking enormously epic ensemble cast of awesome actors. Steve McQueen, Paul Newman, and 
Faye Dunaway are just a taste. Woof. That’s alotta pretty people. Towering Inferno is considered a disaster movie not because 
of any huge amount of destruction, but because of the huge size of the disaster. Basically, a wide cross-section of characters 
are trapped in a huge, 138 story glass tower. A fi re breaks out, and shit gets real. O.J Simpson is in it too. He saves a cat. The 
Towering Inferno brought in three, count ‘em, three Academy Awards. Best Cinematography, Best Editing, and Best Song. Can 

you imagine The Day After Tomorrow pulling that shit? No way, bro. No way. 

Independence Day (1996)
My aunt’s parents went to see Independence Day for the 4th of July in 1996 thinking it was 
a historical drama about America’s real independence day. Instead, they saw the world’s 
major cities demolished by a disturbingly cool-looking laser, Jeff Goldblum downing a 
bottle of booze and being shot into space with grandiose dreams of infecting the spaceship 
of a civilization vastly superior to ours with a simple computer virus, Will Smith with a 
more perfect physique than in any other movie, and Randy Quaid, playing Russell Casse, the world’s greatest alcoholic hero, 
talking about alien butt probes and single handedly saving the world by fl ying his plane into the heart of the alien ship while 
on the radio with his son. Because of Bill Pullman’s inspiring speech before the fi nal battle, I’ve cried more times during 
Independence Day than any other movie, and no other disaster movie will compare unless they also include Will Smith and Jeff 
Goldblum running towards their women, cigars in hand, while the remains of an entire alien 
race rain down behind them.

Armageddon (1998)
Some people say that Armageddon is not a disaster movie, as Bruce Willis and his team of 
deep sea oil drillers prevent any world-ending disaster from occurring. To these people, I 

politely extend my middle fi nger. Armageddon is so a disaster movie. Remember that large man who was struck by a meteorite 
whilst arguing with Eddie Griffi n because Eddie Griffi n’s dog was biting the large man’s Godzilla merch? Yeah. Bet that guy would 
consider Armageddon a disaster movie. Armageddon displays the length of Michael Bay’s expertise. His wit, his grasp of aesthet-
ics, his penchant for inserting a ridiculous amount of phallic imagery. All are present. And please, do you remember the fi rst time 

you saw Liv Tyler and Ben Affl eck making sweet, sweet, hot-nasty, tender love to Aerosmith’s 
“I don’t want to miss a thing.” I do. I’m going to name my kids after that scene.

The Day After Tomorrow (2004)
If Independence Day was Roland Emmerich’s masterpiece (I’m speaking hypothetically 

here), then The Day After Tomorrow is his fi nding God after a long battle with heroine abuse, 
but replace “God” with “CGI” and “heroine” with “Godzilla remakes”. Capitalizing on fear of the world’s new, impersonal bogey-
man, global warming, Tomorrow pits a dashing Jake Gyllenhaal as a college student trapped in a fl ooded and frozen New York and 
a less-than-dashing Dennis Quaid as his environmental scientist father who traverses the frozen East Coast to fi nd him. Emmerich 
exploits his audience’s love of watching familiar landmarks get destroyed in novel ways, and the “preservation of civilization in 
trying times” themes beat the viewer over the head almost as hard as the fucking mutant snow wolves slam themselves into every 
object in their path in pursuit of Gyllenhaal and comrades. But somehow, even with the alteration of the world as we know it, things 
end triumphantly, humanity will persevere, and blah and whatever. I was just pissed that Jake Gyllenhaal, perpetual tragic hero, was 
still breathing when the credits rolled.
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the paper’s big list

by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEV-
ERAL

Seriously, dawg, we here at 
the paper don’t even know 

why you come around here any-
more. Don’t you get it, man? 
Don’t you understand? Your 
presence is not appreciated, 
your comments not counted. 
Your face evokes waves of 
misery and disdain, and we are 
100% sure that the evil, vio-
lent thoughts you have forced 
us to imagine have earned us 
2,000 years in purgatory. When 
you’re not around, we callous 
your image with vitriol. There 
is a dart board somewhere with 
your high school senior picture 
lackadaisically taped onto it, 
and someone has arranged it so 
there’s a dart sticking into each 
of your eyeballs. NOBODY 
HAS MOVED THEM FOR 
WEEKS. Your voice sounds 
worse than progressive rock, 
and your presence produces 
more negative vibes that Kud-
zu. Wood was petrifi ed when 
you were birthed, and your dead 
decaying body will indubita-
bly create a zone of biological 
non-existence once your next of 
kin (seriously, bro, do you even 
have any?) bury you. In other 
words, we hate you. Here’s 
why:

Because You Remind Me of 
Myself

You aren’t better than every-
one else, so stop thinking that 
you are. Just because she dances 
with you at the bar doesn’t mean 
she wants to fuck you. You’re 
not attractive and kind of fat. 
Nobody gives a shit that you 
know the difference between a 
chop and a dice. Why don’t you 
just cook dinner and shut the 
fuck up?  Watch less NCIS re-
runs and do something produc-
tive. Do you think you’re cool 
because you pop your collar? It 
makes you look like a douche 
bag. And you’re such an egoma-
niac you even had to make this 
list about you, too. 
by Max Siegal
NEWS CO-EDITOR

I Know What You Did
Oh, come on.  Don’t give 

me your naïve, innocent, pup-
py-faced bullshit; I’m done 
pretending here.  You know ex-
actly what you did, and if you 
honestly don’t then it’s not even 
worth a minute of my time to 
discuss this with you.  Really?  
You can’t be serious.  Just give 
up the façade of ignorance and 
own up like a fucking adult.  
We’re not children here, you 
know.  Grow a pair and just ad-
mit that you were wrong, and 
maybe we can get past this.  All 

I ask is that you recognize that 
what you did was offensive, 
immature and outright racist; 
nothing more, nothing less.  I’m 
giving you a chance to make it 
better, here.  You’d have to be 
a moron or really have some-
thing against our friendship not 
to take it.  So that’s how you’re 
going to approach it?  Throw 
up your hands and continue to 
maintain that you have no idea 
what I’m talking about?  You 
know what, that’s fi ne.  I hope 
feigning ignorance gets you re-
ally, really far in 
your life.  Fuck 
you.
by Sean Patrick 
Kelly
STAFF CAN-
KER SORE

Because of my 
Recessive Gene

Oh, my dou-
ble helix. What 
an epic fail. In 
a family where 
E V E RY O N E , 
immediate or 
extended, has 
brown hair or 
blue eyes, you 
chose to entwine 
yourself with the 
most recessive 
genes ever and 
saddle me with 
an incurable ge-
netic disease: 
gingervitis. I just 
really appreci-
ate the instant 
sunburn with 
more than an hour of UV ex-
posure, I can’t wait to shell out 
hundreds of dollars to Banana 
Boat every summer. Who cares 
if VOGUE deemed ginger “the 
new blonde” if you don’t actu-
ally possess a soul? I just looove 
being a freckled melanin-defi -
cient shell of a person. Thank 
you, Celtic ancestory! Oh and 
thank you parents, for having 
a second, normal child to taunt 
me with his non-translucent 
skin and ability to go into the 
sun. You really did a solid when 
you chose which chromosomes 
to dole out, subjecting your fi rst 
child to a lifetime of shadows 
and ridicule. I hope you’ll be 
happy when your grandkids are 
equally diseased. Way to fuck-
ing go. 
by Mickie Meinhardt
STAFF RED MIST

EVERYTHING
What do I NOT hate about 

you at this point?  No, NO—
there you go, No. 1: you always 
answer rhetorical questions in a 
misguided attempt to diffuse the 
situation. AND. YOU. FAIL.  
Good.  Stay quiet.  Speaking 
of which, I hate it when you’re 

quiet for long periods of time 
and think I don’t know it’s you 
trying to be passive-aggressive.  
So just stop! And stop listening 
to music on your headphones 
if you’re going to turn it up re-
ally loud anyway.  Stop fi lling 
my glass all the way to the top 
with ice cubes, and stop saying 
you’re pro-choice in a ‘theo-
retical sense,’ and stop leaving 
your shoes by the door, and stop 
using your charity work as an 
excuse to be an asshole, AND 
FOR GOD’S SAKE STOP 

looking at me like you’re going 
to have any kind of response to 
this, because you will not have 
ANY RESPONSE, because I 
am LEAVING! And I’m taking 
the cat.
by Your Signifi cant Other
STAFF FARTS IN BED

Because You Hated Me First
From the fi rst day I’ve 

known you I’ve done nothing 
against you, but every time we 
come into contact you give me 
a death stare as if you walked in 
on me lighting your cat on fi re 
and smashing precious family 
heirlooms. Maybe you’re just 
that type of person who always 
has that look on their face, so I 
gave you a chance. I tried to be 
friendly towards you, but that 
didn’t change anything at all, 
so now I’m pretty sure that you 
just hate me. It didn’t have to be 
this way, but hey, this isn’t my 
fault. Keep hating me for all I 
care. That’s fi ne. I hate you too.
by Elena Lightbourn
STAFF RECIPROCITY

‘Cause I wanna Get Drunk
I hate you because you’ve 

blown my, “I try to stay away 

from that stuff” lie to bits and 
pieces. I hate you because it’s 
almost Thanksgiving, and I’ve 
already heard, transcribed, and 
memorized my parent’s speech 
about how they’re not paying 
for a four year party. Since mid 
October, I’ve been eating each 
semi-edible meal at the caf with 
the afterthought of how terrifi c 
turkey will be, especially when 
juxtaposed with a mineral mas-
querading as mystery meat mas-
querading as chicken with black 
marks masquerading as grill 

lines. And now 
the afterthought 
of Thanksgiving 
has become as bit-
ter as that sip of 
cheap vodka that 
I only remember 
won’t be followed 
by a chaser as its 
midway down my 
esophagus, which 
becomes even 
more bitter as I 
remember the bit-
terness that will be 
bitterly spewing in 
my direction from 
the very second I 
walk through my 
door laden with 
bags fi lled with 
dirty laundry cov-
ering more bottles 
of cheap vodka.
by Lauren Duca
STAFF DRUNK

Because I’m 
Black

Ronald Rea-
gan and crack cocaine. BET. 
Soul Plane. Stealing Tiger 
Woods. Katrina. Funding Tyler 
Perry movies. AIDS. Michael 
Richards. Al Roker. Ketchup as 
a vegetable. Vanilla Ice.  Rais-
ing the tax on malt liquor. Ken-
tucky Grilled Chicken. Preda-
tory lending. Gentrifi cation. 
Straight hair. Jacob the Jeweler. 
DNA paternity tests. Cancelling 
UPN. The CIA’s involvement in 
killing Biggie and Tupac. White 
Man’s Burden. Blackface. 
Rodney King AND O.J. Black 
characters in horror movies. 
Crunkcore. Affi rmative Action. 
Winter sports. Oh, and slavery.
by Lenny Raney
EARWAX EDITOR

You Unfriended Me On Face-
book

So you thought I wouldn’t 
notice. You assumed that after a 
fl urry of wall posts, two 2 AM 
drunk chats, and at least six 
pictures in which we both were 
tagged that I wouldn’t notice the 
“Add As Friend” box at the top 
of your Facebook page. At fi rst 
I thought it was just a glitch, but 
I friended you six days ago and 
Nothing. Has. Changed. I hate 

you because I know you see 
me in your Friends Requests. 
I’m probably even listed under 
your “Suggestions” sidebar. My 
question is this: Are you go-
ing to continue to copy artists 
from my Last.fm to put in your 
“Favorite Music” box? Are you 
going to keep reposting the Mr. 
Chi City videos I sent you as if 
you found them yourself? You 
know what, fi ne. I don’t need 
you clogging up my Mini Feed 
with your Farmville updates and 
SocialInterview.com answers 
anyway. 
by Marisa Carroll
STAFF NETWORKER

Because We Don’t Know Each 
Other...

Sure, things used to be 
great, amazing even. Walks in 
Central Park, crashing keggers, 
talking all night long and mak-
ing French toast in the morning 
– we had so much in common 
and shared everything. But ever 
since we started major classes…
things have been different. Let’s 
face it, when was the last time 
you really made time for me? 
And when we talk now, it’s all 
“Adam Smith” this and “Milton 
Friedman” that and “Marx was 
an idealist hack.” Do you even 
care about the paper I’m writing 
on the homoerotic overtones in 
Gerard Manley Hopkins’ poet-
ry? You used to at least pretend 
to be interested in what I do, 
but now you’re just so above all 
that. What? Oh, come on, that’s 
unfair. No, no, I won’t say it… 
Fine. I hate you because you’re 
an Economics major. Happy 
now? Burn in fucking hell.
by Alex Orf
NEWS CO-EDITOR

Because You’re Never There 
For Me

Simply put, it comes down 
to what I’ve said a million 
times: you’re just not there 
for me. Sometimes I feel like 
I don’t even really know what 
your face looks like, and every-
time we’re together I can’t even 
tell if you understand what I’m 
telling you. You just stare into 
the distance and occasionally 
queef. I’m going to be as clear 
as possible: I hate you. Until 
you exist and obey me, I hate 
you. I woke up this morning, 
looked in the mirror, and said 
“it’s time to wake up,” and then 
I woke up and looked at you, 
and that’s why you’re covered 
in vomit. Listen, I’m sorry, I 
hate you, I really really do – and 
I meant it, truly. If you can’t tell 
me you hate me back, it will be 
hard, but I will be fi ne. I can fi nd 
hate in other places. Can I have 
a cigarette?
by Kaitlin Campbell
STAFF CRYBABY 

this guy’s got the right idea


