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About 35 years ago, U.S. 
scientist Wallace Broecker 

fi rst brought the term “global 
warming” into the public do-
main, and since then we’ve 
come quite a long way. A long 
way off, that is. On Monday No-
vember 29th thousands of del-
egates comprising of scientists 
and activists gathered in Can-
cún, Mexico, to start the two-
week United Nations Climate 
Change Conference. Among 
those thousands, only about 20 
world leaders are expected to at-
tend—President Obama, British 
Prime Minister David Cameron, 
and pretty much every other 
leader of the world’s wealthi-
est nations aren’t planning on 
showing up. I guess they didn’t 
read or care much for the new 
scientifi c report that reveals that 
up to a billion people could lose 
their homes in the next 90 years 
due to climate change. The Tyn-
dall Center for Climate Change 
adds to that shitlist some three 
billion people who could lose 
access to clean water supplies. 

Naturally, environmen-
tal groups are incensed. Many 
groups have especially criticized 
Japan for opposing an extension 
of the Kyoto Protocol beyond 
2012—on Wednesday, Japan 
said it wants Kyoto to expire in 
light of the lack of the US and 
China’s participation. In 1997, 
developed nations pledged to 
reduce emissions by an average 
of 5% by the period 2008-2012, 
the actual target numbers vary-
ing depending on the country. 
Developed nations, that is, ex-
cluding the US—the US Sen-
ate immediately announced it 
wouldn’t ratify the treaty, and 
Dubya removed the US from 
the Kyoto process altogether in 
2001. This many years later, not 
much else has happened. The 
Copenhagen summit in 2009 

ostensibly did nothing, and now 
we fi nd another such useless 
meeting in Cancun—useless, 
at least, until some of the major 
players, or polluters, step up. 
New fi gures revealed during the 
ongoing conference show that 
2010 is likely to rank as one of 
the three warmest years on re-

cord. The World Meteorological 
Organizations says 17 countries 
saw all-time high temperatures 
this year—maybe the infamous 
hockey-stick-shaped projection 
for global warming is not so off. 

But despite these fi ndings, 
the latest World Bank report for 
2009 showed investment in new 
green energy solutions down 
by more than half. Moreover, 
global investment in clean en-
ergy has actually fallen in the 
last few months—in Europe, 
venture capital funding is at its 

lowest level for two years. And 
even though 192 governments 
met in Copenhagen last year 
promising whatever it was that 
they promised, Bloomberg New 
Energy Finance has shown that 
total global investment in clean 
energy has changed little since 
then, especially because of the 

recession. What’s even harder to 
track than overall global invest-
ment is how corporations are 
working on their emission rates. 
Pepsi, Nike, and other disyllabic 
moneymakers have joined part-
nerships to monitor and, ideally, 
reduce their emissions. As ecol-
ogy movement activist-cum-
philosopher Derrick Jensen 
puts it: “It doesn’t take a rocket 
scientist to fi gure out that any 
way of living that’s based on the 
use of non-renewable resources 
won’t last. In fact, I would say it 

takes anybody but a rocket sci-
entist to fi gure that out.” 

We need more than a hand-
ful of countries (and of course 
the countries actually conven-
ing to work on climate change 
aren’t the biggest culprits) and 
companies to invest in clean en-
ergy practices. Some of that in-

vestment should come from the 
European Climate Exchange, 
wherein European companies 
buy and sell their permits to re-
lease carbon dioxide within the 
EU’s trading system. Though 
it’s been a fast-growing market, 
the recession has meant compa-
nies no longer needed all their 
permits, and prices have conse-
quently fallen. 

So now is obviously a per-
fect time for the House of Rep-
resentatives of the richest and 
most powerful country in the 

Global Warming Is Just a Red Herring (ED. NOTE: the 
red herring is now extinct due to global warming)

United Nations Climate Change Conference meets; the new Con-
gress simultaneously launches a war on the climate change “theory”

world to be taken over by cli-
mate change unbelievers. Or 
perhaps I should say they are 
deniers, as many have professed 
to be believers—Representa-
tive John Shimkus (R-IL) re-
cently said, “We don’t have to 
worry about [climate change], 
because God will take care of 
it.” Yeah. Republican leaders 
have announced plans to dis-
band the House panel on com-
bating global warming when 
they take over the chamber 
next month. Let’s look at this 
new Congress. The spokes-
person for Republican House 
speaker-designate John Boeh-
ner actually called the Select 
Committee on Global Warm-
ing “a clear example…of waste 
and duplication in Congress.” 
Senator James Inhofe (R-OK) 
calls global warming “the great-
est hoax ever perpetrated on 
the American people.” Darrell 
Issa (R-CA), one of the richest 
men in Congress now about to 
become chairman of the Over-
sight Committee, would agree. 
As written in The New Yorker, 
instead of delving into (cor-
rupt) corporate America (which 
might embarrass his fellow-
zillionaires), he’s digging into 
the real heart of malfeasance—
climate scientists. Even after 
three separate “Climategate” 
inquiries in which Issa learned 
that all allegations of data ma-
nipulation were unfounded, he’s 
unsatisfi ed—“We’re going to 
want to have a do-over.” This 
is part of what American Petro-
leum Institute, the Chamber of 
Commerce’s best friend/biggest 
business lobby, calls an overall 
“educational campaign” to con-
vince the population that global 
warming isn’t real. Two hun-
dred species went extinct today. 
Ninety percent of the large fi sh 
in the oceans are gone. It looks 
pretty fucking real to me.

by Sarah Madges
NEWS CO-EDITOR

In Gore We (No Longer) Trust

Billboard Wars, p.9
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Those Damn Wikileaks

Last December, Google reported a “highly sophisticated and targeted attack” on 
its corporate infrastructure that ultimately forced the search engine to 
withdraw from mainland China (and relocate to Hong Kong). Accord-
ing to leaked cables from the US embassy in Beijing, this sophisticated 
hacking was orchestrated by Changchun and a second member of the 
Politburo, launching Google China (Google.cn) in which results relat-
ing to Tibet, Taiwan and the Tiananmen Square massacre were among 
a laundry list of entries fi ltered out. They wanted to force Google to 
drop Chinese language searches and search results from its worldwide, 
which Changchun discovered were uncensored when he Googled his 
own name and found “results critical of him.” Worse than that, he no-
ticed the link from Google.cn’s homepage to Google.com, which he 
considers “an illegal site,” according to the cables. The Chinese gov-
ernment informed its three main telecom companies to abort business 
with Google, but Google refused to back down, considering it counter 
to company principles (their motto is “Don’t be evil,” after all). In re-
sponse a group of Chinese internet users reported that Google China 
wasn’t “effectively fi ltering pornographic sites” and the Chinese gov-
ernment subsequently blocked access for 24 hours. A separate cable, 
whose subject is “PRC CLAIMS HIGH RESOLUTION IMAGERY 
ON GOOGLE EARTH COULD AID TERRORIST ATTACKS ON 
CHINA” argues just that—it asks that the U.S. government get Google 

to “reduce the resolution of the Google Earth images of China’s military, nuclear, 
space, energy and other sensitive government agency installations.” China is getting 
paranoid and pissed, and wants America to make it all go away.

The latest disclosures of Wikileak-published diplomatic cables reveals 
that US offi cials tried to infl uence Spanish and German prosecutors and 
government offi cials to drop court investigations into torture at Guantá-
namo, CIA extraordinary rendition fl ights, and the 2003 killing of a Span-
ish journalist by U.S. troops in Iraq. Spanish judge Baltasar Garzón was 
of particular concern, as the cable discusses his supposed “anti-American 
streak.” I’m guessing proof of this “streak” is the case Garzon brought 
against six former Bush administration offi cials (including former attor-
ney general Alberto Gonzales) for torture at Gitmo. However, of even 
bigger concern was that prosecutors in Spain and Germany began swap-
ping notes on their fi ndings about CIA extraordinary rendition fl ights. 
Germany’s probe was in regard to the CIA’s wrongful abduction and ren-
dition of German citizen Khaled El Masri, who was fl own to Afghanistan 
and held there for months on no charge. When the U.S. embassy found 
that 13 CIA agents might be condemned in this case, they stepped in, 
saying, “The issuance of international arrest warrants would have a nega-
tive impact on our bilateral relationship.” The cables make it clear that 
the U.S. won’t tolerate tattle-tales. When the embassy found the Spanish 
government’s plans for a case against former Defense Secretary Donald 
Rumsfeld, the embassy made it clear there’d be a deleterious “impact on 
our bilateral relationship.”

05SANAA923: “SALEH ON KANAAN: WE’VE GOT HIM!!”

“...Saleh did not waste time for his usual quid-pro-quo 
tactics. “So, where’s my stuff? We have re-
quested equipment and weapons for our CSF 
counter terrorism unit,” said Saleh. 
“We have suffered important and cost-
ly losses in Saada and we need your 
help. Please tell Washington that 
this is urgent.”  “I respond to you 
immediately when you need some-
thing,” added  Saleh, “and now, 
you must do the same for me.””

In this cable from April 2005 Yemen President Ali Abdallah Saleh claims 
to have captured the terrorist Kanaan, and proceeds to request weapons for 
Yemen’s antiterrorist unit. Though they seem critical of his “usual quid-pro-
quo” tactics, they follow up on the request and push to speed up previous 
requests, recommending the NSC have a deliverable ready “to offer as a pat 
on the back,” and suggesting that it be an advance on armored vehicles.

Juxtaposed with the 2009-10 cables from Yemen, which The Guardian ex-
plains show a strange and opportunistic relationship between President Saleh 
and the U.S., it seems odd that the U.S. Embassy was so quick to try and ap-
pease Saleh’s request. There is the implication that the U.S. is and has been 
more responsive to Saleh’s bargaining, and even fosters it to an extent. And, 
you know, advancing a country armored vehicles as a “pat on the back” just 
doesn’t sit well as a diplomatic act.

09STATE80163: REPORTING AND COLLECTING NEEDS: THE 
UNITED NATIONS

“…Reporting offi cers should include as much of the
following information as possible...offi ce and organization-
al titles; names, position titles and other information on 
business cards; numbers of telephones, cell phones, pagers 
and faxes; compendia of contact information, such as tele-
phone directories (in compact disc or elec-
tronic format if available) and e-mail 
listings; internet and
intranet “handles”, internet e-mail 
addresses, web site
identifi cation-URLs; credit card ac-
count numbers; frequent
fl yer account numbers; work sched-
ules, and other relevant
biographical information.”

MADRID173: SPAIN/CIA FLGIHTS: JUDGE ORDERS DECLASSI-
FICATION.

“... Judge Moreno asks for a report on
“whether Spanish airports were used in the alleged events
described in Council of Europe Report 10957 
of June 12, 2006” related to the 
detentions of 12 alleged terrorists.”

09BEIJING1957: GOOGLE CLAIMS HARRASSMENT BY CHINESE 
GOVERNMENT 

“XXXXXXXXXXXXX  claim the company’s services have been 
blocked by the Chinese government periodically over the past 
three years. After users reported on June 18 that Google.cm 
search engine was not fi ltering returns for 
pornographic sites, the government on 
June 24 again blocked the company’s 
services for 24 hours resulting in the 
loss of 20 percent of its traffi c 
that day.”

09STATE80163 presents evidence that U.S agents were instructed 
to spy on UN offi cials by top-level offi cials in the United States gov-
ernment. The ID bears the word “state” meaning Secretary of State 
Hillary Clinton, meaning Secretary of State Hillary Clinton ordered 
UN offi cials to be spied upon. The cable urged agents to collect im-
portant information including things like frequent fl yer account num-
bers, credit card information, access to communications systems, work 
schedules, and “biographical information” on selected offi cials, like 
UN Secretary General Ban Ki-moon. In response, Farhan Haq, act-
ing deputy spokesman at the UN, cited a provision from the charter’s 
1964 convention: “The property and assets of the United Nations…
shall be immune from search, requisition, confi scation, expropriation 
and any other form of interference.” The American ambassador to the 
UN, Susan Rice, maintained that the U.S representatives were not en-
gaged in spy activities. “They are diplomats,” said Rice, “that is what 
they do every day. They get out and work with partners here at the UN 
and around the world.” One wonders how the hefty wishlist of UN of-
fi cial’s personal information resembles “working with partners,” but 
eh, diplomacy is a tricky business. Clinton has since met with Ban Ki-
moon not so much to apologize but instead to express regret that the 
cables were leaked. UN offi cials have long suspected the U.S of spying 
on them, but leadership is baffl ed at the size of the spying operation. In 
reference to the cable, Assange has stated that he feels Hillary Clinton 
should resign, and suggested that President Obama, should it surface 
that he was aware of the operations, should also resign from offi ce.  

On November 28, 2010, Wikileaks began publishing the fi rst of 250,000 clas-
sifi ed U.S embassy cables. The cables revealed impromptu discussions about 
U.S foreign policy to the public and to foreign governments. What follows 
are excerpts from a few cables, deemed appropriate by the paper, with staff 
analysis.

by Bobby Cardos, Sarah Madges, and Alexander Gibbons     
STAFF WHISTLEBLOWERS
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A Timeline of Leaks

Keeping that Shit on the DL: 
Assessing the Response to Cablegate

2006 - Wikileaks website is launched. Run by the Sunset 
Press and founded by a group of dissidents, mathemati-
cians, journalists and programmers, the site is a location 
for whistleblowers to anonymously and safely report in-
formation. Julian Assange, an Australian hacker, is its di-
rector.

July 2009 - WikiLeaks makes available an in-
ternal document from Icelandic Bank Kaupth-
ing. The document was drafted just before 
Iceland’s banking industry collapsed and the 
subsequent fi scal crisis. Its contents detail how 
bank owners were granted exorbitantly high 
loans and numerous debts were nullifi ed. More 
interesting, however, is that, when Iceland’s 
national television station is about to report on 
it, they receive an injunction against it. Instead, 
the station fi lls the story time with a shot of the 
WikiLeaks website, piquing interest in the site 
and the document, and results in a public back-
lash against the banks and the censorship of the 
story. WikiLeaks then works with the Icelandic 
government to put together legislation which 
would give Iceland the strongest journalistic 
protections in the world. This legislation won 
a Nobel Prize for freedom of speech and was 
passed unanimously in June 2010.

2008 - Wikileaks publishes “The Cry of Blood –Extra Ju-
dicial Killings and Disappearances,” a report by the Kenya 
National Commission on Human Rights that highlights 
extra-judicial abductions and murders in Kenya. Amnesty 
International awards Wikileaks the 2009 UK Media Award 
for publishing the report.

May 2010 - Pfc. Brad-
ley Manning, an intel-
ligence analyst with the 
U.S Army, is arrested 
for allegedly leaking 
the video to Wikileaks. 
In June he is charged 
with eight criminal and 
four non-criminal of-
fenses. If convicted, 
he faces dishonorable 
discharge and up to 52 
years in prison.

July 2010 - Wikileaks releases the Afghani-
stan War Logs, a trove of 90,000 confi dential 
records detailing aspects of the Afghan war. 
The logs reveal the complete loss of control 
in Afghanistan, portraying the current war as 
an increasingly hopeless task with no imme-
diate end in sight. Included amongst the fi les 
are reports of coalition forces killing civilians 
in unreported incidents, an increase in Taliban 
ferocity particularly in their usage of roadside 
bombs, and secret “black” operation units that 
hunt down and kill Taliban offi cials without 
trial. Also detailed in the logs is the use of 
deadly reaper missiles used to exterminate 
Taliban offi cials and controlled remotely from 
a base in Nevada.   

April 2010 - The video “Collateral Murder” 
is posted on the Wikileaks website. The 
video, which dates back to July 12, 2007, 
shows footage from the vantage point on an 
Apache gunship as it fi res its 30mm guns 
at civilians in the suburb of New Bagdad. 
Twelve civilians are killed, including two 
Reuters news staff. Two children are also 
wounded in the attack. The U.S military’s 
offi cial stance was that the casualties were 
the result of a battle between U.S forces 
and insurgents. The video depicts no such 
battle, exposing a military cover-up.

October 2010 - Wikileaks releases the Iraq 
War Logs, the largest leak of confi dential U.S 
information to date. The leak presents nearly 
400,000 confi dential fi les to news sources 
throughout the world, highlighting incidents 
of torture and revealing at least 15,000 pre-
viously undocumented civilian deaths. The 
Pentagon dubs the leaks “raw observations 
by tactical units,” adding that the information 
disclosed within the logs put American sol-
diers and Afghan informants at risk. To date 
there have been no documented reprisals as a 
result of Wikileaks’ actions.

November 2010 - Wikileaks begins its release of 250,000 
American diplomatic cables. Politicians, realizing Assange 
and company are now digging through their dirty laundry, 
are vehement in their response. Assange is dubbed a terror-
ist. Pfc. Bradley Manning, who is held responsible for all 
leaks following “Collateral Murder”, is dubbed a traitor, 
with some going so far as to call for his execution.

December 2010 - Senator Joe Lieberman pressures web-
sites that host the Wikileaks webpage to drop the organi-
zation from their service, claiming that the website is a 
national security risk. Amazon.com, the site’s American 
host, complies with Lieberman’s demands and, on Fri-
day, December 3, Wikileaks.org goes off line. EveryDNS, 
which would redirect queries for wikileaks.org to the orga-
nizations Swedish site, also drops its service to Wikileaks. 
PayPal, which Wikileaks used to collect donations from 
readers, deactivated Wikileaks’ account, cutting off a ma-
jor source of income for the organization. The Swiss Pirate 
party begin hosting the organization at Wikileaks.ch, and 
millions of mirrors pop up around the internet, ensuring 
the website will remain active even if its main server is 
shut down. 

November 2010 - Assange releases an “insurance” torrent 
with locked folders containing all of Wikileaks’ fi les. As-
sange will release the key to the folders if his or Wikileaks’ 
safety is comprimised. 

The reaction of world lead-
ers and media personalities to 
the WikiLeaks Cablegate re-
lease has come as something of 
a shitstorm, many calling for the 
removal of the site from the in-
ternet and a full prosecution of 
the leakers and site operators. 
Many of these are directed to-
wards Julian Assange, who has 
become the face of the organi-
zation. He has been labelled as 
a terrorist, and faced numerous 
death threats, which have ex-
tended to his colleagues and his 
family. What’s disconcerting 
is that these reactions are not 
coming from reactionary pun-
dits like Bill O’Reilly or Glenn 
Beck--though there is no dearth 
of response from them--but 
rather congressmen and world 
leaders. Newt Gingrich claims 
the Wikileaks release is an act 
of warfare. Senate Republican 
Leader Mitch McConnell wants 
Assange “to be prosecuted to 
the fullest extent of the law. 
And if that becomes a problem, 
we need to change the law.” 
Legislation is being drafted by 
Senator Joe Lieberman and col-
leagues as the SHIeLD Act (Se-
curing Human Intelligence and 
Enforcing Lawful Dissemina-
tion), an amendment to the Es-
pionage Act that would make 

the publishing of classifi ed in-
formation illegal. This wouldn’t 
make Assange or WikiLeaks 
prosecutable, because the Con-
stitution forbids ex post facto 
criminal laws, but it would 
cause problems for journalists 

and publishers wishing to print 
future leaks.

Most world leaders direct 
their responses not towards the 
contents of the cables, but rather 
WikiLeaks itself. Iranian Presi-
dent Mahmoud Ahmadinejad 
claimed the documents were 
fabricated releases from the 
U.S. Government itself. Italian 
and Russian Governments were 
dismissive of the contents of 
the leaks but upset by the fact 
that classifi ed information was 
leaked.

The Offi ce of Manage-

ment and Budget has told fed-
eral employees and contractors 
not to read the leaks. On Fri-
day, WikiLeaks.org went down 
when Amazon Inc.-owned 
server EveryDNS pulled out 
from hosting the website, due 

to what it believed was a breach 
of their service agreement, stat-
ing WikiLeaks did not posess 
proper ownership over their 
site’s contents. This was quickly 
followed with PayPal’s cancel-
lation of WikiLeak’s account, 
a major source of the site’s 
donation-based revenue, giving 
the reason that WikiLeaks was 
engaging in what they believed 
was illegal activity. The site was 
then moved to WikiLeaks.ch, 
their Sweden-based server, part 
of which is also maintained in 
France. French Industry Minis-

ter Eric Bresson has called for 
the removal of the site from 
French based OVH servers, and 
U.S. Ambassador to Switzer-
land Donald Beyer has strongly 
discouraged the Swiss govern-
ment from allowing the website 
to be hosted in their country. 
OVH has sought for a Federal 
Judge to rule on whether or not 
it can continue to host the web-
site. The Swiss Pirate Party, 
who hosts the WikiLeaks.ch 
domain, is continuing to do so, 
but has made efforts to point the 
site to another Swiss-based web 
server.

In response to the attacks, 
WikiLeaks has made available 
for download a torrent that con-
tains all of the leaks they have 
ever released. In the event the 
website is shut down, the in-
formation will still be avail-
able and can be easily uploaded 
again. Indeed, after the WikiLe-
aks.org domain went down, nu-
merous “mirror sites” popped 
up. WikiLeaks also dissemi-
nated what’s being referred to 
as insurance fi le, an encrypted 
archive containing all of their 
unreleased leaks, for similar 
purpose. Should Wikileaks be 
removed or prosecuted, the 
password for the archive will be 
made available so the informa-
tion can still be released.

The media itself has also 

been at times harsh on WikiLe-
aks and Assange, a columnist 
from The Washington Post call-
ing for his death. Articles on the 
prosecution of WikiLeaks and 
Assange are often accompa-
nied with increasingly vilifying 
images of Assange, using pho-
tographs of him shot in heavy 
shadows, as if to cast him as a 
sort of super villain.

At the time of printing, 
http://WikiLeaks.ch is still ac-
tive, and providing a list of veri-
fi ed mirror sites at http://wikile-
aks.ch/mirrors.html. 

by Bobby Cardos
CO-EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

What, me worry?
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Faker 
Than 

Truth
By now you’ve heard of the 

bacterium found in a Californian 
lake that can shoot laser beams 
from its eyes. Wait, that’s not 
right. You’ve heard of the bac-
terium that was found on Sat-
urn’s moon Titan but originated 
from the lake in Cali. Actually 
that’s not right either. Okay. So 
you’ve heard of the bacterium 
found in Mono Lake that can 
metabolize arsenic in place of 
phosphorus, and, contrary to all 
of the hullabaloo stirred up by 
NASA press releases and the 
ensuing media shitstorm, it is 
not an other-worldly beast. That 
sounds just about right. Under-
whelmed? Don’t worry. Science 

is very hard, and in their igno-
rance just about every media 
outlet everywhere speculated 
that NASA, which announced 
early last week that they would 
unveil information that would 
revolutionize the search for 
extraterrestrial life, had found 
aliens. Or something really 
close to aliens.

The bacterium, dubbed 
FGAJ-1, is not an alien. But it 
is defi nitely a game-changer. 
Here’s why: We’ve always been 
taught that life on Earth is the re-
sult of six key elements: carbon, 
hydrogen, nitrogen, oxygen, 
phosphorus, and sulfur. Phos-
phorus is an especially essen-
tial element; it maintains DNA 
and RNA structure and trans-
ports cellular energy. FGAJ-1, 
a member of the Gammapro-
teobacteria family, has evolved 
to survive in the arsenic-ridden 
waters of Mono Lake. The bac-
terium replaces phosphorus 
with arsenic, leading to the con-
clusion that phosphorus is not 
an essential element for life. So, 
to employ hyperbole, life as we 
know has just changed.

But don’t take it from me; 
take it from Dr. Edward J Wei-
ler, Associate Administrator for 

the Science Mission Director-
ate at NASA, who confi rmed 
the immense implications be-
hind this recent discovery when 
he said, “The defi nition of life 
has just expanded.” Hey, that’s 
pretty much what I just said, and 
that guy’s from NASA, so you 
know this shit’s a big deal. 

Prior to this discovery hu-
mans have always assumed 
that life, if it were to exist else-
where in the universe, would 
share the same genetic build-
ing blocks as life on Earth. This 
always led to the conclusion 
that extraterrestrial life would 
have to exist on a planet with 
a similar atmospheric makeup 
to Earth’s (it also popularized 
the idea that Mars could have 

once been home to alien life, as 
it was once a warm and watery 
planet). FGAJ-1 will change the 
way we search for signs of life 
in our universe because now 
scientists, and not just science-
fi ction writers, will consider 
alternate elements when search-
ing the skies for cellular life (in 
1981 the German astrophysicist 
Julius Schreiber theorized that 
extraterrestrial life could re-
place carbon with silicon. Since 
then, pretty much every science 
fi ction writer everywhere has 
plagiarized the idea.)  

Some commentators have 
questioned the implications 
behind the recent discovery. 
GFAJ-1 isn’t exactly the super-
new alieny bacterium that most 
articles on the discovery will 
lead you to believe. Most de-
tractors point out that the bac-
teria evolved to replace its need 
for phosphates with arsenates; 
the two elements are extremely 
similar and arsenic is already 
capable of taking the place of 
phosphorus in chemical reac-
tions. The problem is, however, 
that arsenic just doesn’t work 
quite as well as phosphorus (to 
put it simply). The chemical, 
instead of doing all the things 

phosphorus does, ends up block-
ing respiration and killing you. 
That’s why it’s poison. Since 
GFAJ-1 evolved to include ar-
senic in its biological makeup, 
the bacterium probably made 
normal chemical reactions, or 
reactions akin to those that take 
place within our bodies, at some 
stage of its development. And 
to some people that’s just sort 
of a buzzkill. GFAJ-1 is just a 
really talented life form, having 
nothing to do with aliens and 
awesome space things and will 
probably receive a few lines in 
biology books as its legacy. 

But for scientists scanning 
the night sky for signs of intel-
ligent life, these bacteria are a 
hopeful discovery that opens up 

new possibilities. If GFAJ-1 can 
survive on Earth by metaboliz-
ing arsenic, then other forms of 
life could theoretically survive 
off of other chemical elements 
in other parts of the universe. 
Scientists have always looked 
for life as we know it, or life 
that relies on the six basic build-
ing blocks of life. But in 2007, 
the National Academies of Sci-
ence (NAS) urged scientists to 
broaden their expectations a 
bit, lest they miss an enlighten-
ing discovery in the search for 
alien life. The NAS called this 
then hypothetical form “weird 
life,” life that could lack DNA 
or RNA or other molecules we 
consider inherent to, well, life. 

NASA has essentially dis-
covered “weird life” on Earth. 
It’s not “new” life, but it sure is 
strange. And isn’t that exciting? 
First, we’ve got a whole new 
system of categorization we can 
employ every day. Life as we 
knew it, or, everything on planet 
Earth besides FGAJ-1, can be 
called “life” or more specifi -
cally “regular life.” Everything 
else, or, GFAJ-1, can be called 
“weird life.” See? Biology is 
easy.

LIFE AS WE DIDN'T 
KNOW IT: ALIEN 
BACTERIUM??

by Alexander Gibbons
CO-EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

LOOK!! ARSENIC-BASED LIFE! 
ISN’T IT BEAUTIFUL?!!

by Sean Kelly, Kaitlin Campbell, and Alex Orf
STAFF LIARS

THE INTERNET – Continuing with their seemingly endless 
series of upgrades, popular social networking site Facebook has 
recently added a “Have These People Had Sex?” fi lter to their 
new “See Friendship” function. The new feature, which will al-
low users to see whether or not two particular Facebook friends 
have engaged in coitus since the start of their Facebook friend-
ship, has been met with controversy since its introduction. Many 
Web experts, such as OkCupid co-founder Chris Coyne, insist 
that the feature provides inaccurate readings. “What Facebook 
has failed to take into account is that a disproportionately large 
number of Facebook friendships begin after two individuals 
have already engaged in sex,” said Coyne in a statement Mon-
day. “Whether it is to show their friends how attractive their 
sex partner is or simply to send them incessant messages asking 
for their phone number and to hang out after a one-night-stand, 
Facebook friend-ing is almost always a result of sex rather than 
a foundation for it.” As of press time, Facebook was still work-
ing on their forthcoming “Beej Only” feature.

      -SPK

FORDHAM UNIVERSITY - At around 3:00 a.m. on Sunday 
morning, a Fordham University Ram Van driver abandoned van 
and shift, leaving the vehicle in park on the Cross Bronx Ex-
pressway, 500 feet from the Webster Avenue exit. The original 
contruction backup was caused the re-painting of a highway 
sign and slowed approximately 1 mile of traffi c on the highway. 
The driver was carrying just one passenger, whose only com-
ment on the night was, “it really blew when I had to call security 
after the driver left.” Fordham Security arrived and shuttled the 
student passenger home, and the University called a tow truck 
to remove the van from blocking the fl ow of traffi c.
      
      -KC

WASHINGTON, DC - Governments and media outlets around 
the world were shocked and relieved this morning when CIA 
operatives, upon locating and attempting to assassinate Julian 
Assange, discovered that he was actually an android created by 
nefarious North Korean scientists. Though facts on the develop-
ing story are sparse, an offi cial statement from the United States 
Department of Defense informed the press that “Assange-bot” 
appears to have been conceptualized by Kim Jong-Il, Supreme 
Leader of North Korea, as an agent of discord and chaos in the 
Western world. Reactions from leaders around the world have 
been predominantly ones of relief at the revelation that what was 
thought to be a rogue whistleblower organization is, in reality, a 
power play of the evil Jong-Il. Sources around President Obama 
report that, upon learning the truth about Assange-bot, burst out 
laughing for one minute and thirty-seven seconds, muttering, 
“Oh man…classic Kim” all the while. After regaining compo-
sure, Mr. Obama spoke to Chief of Staff Rahm Emanuel about 
the gravity of this new situation before cracking a smile and 
praising the ingenuity of Jong-Il’s “classic fucking goof, man. 
One for the ages.”

      -AO



december 8, 2010    the paper   page 7

When I RSVPed to the 
Facebook invite to a December 
1 event titled “Mario Gabelli 
Addresses Fordham Universi-
ty,” I admit that initially I cared 
much less about my “chance to 
hear from Mr. Gabelli himself!” 
than I did about the opportunity 
to win a new iPod Nano (un-
fortunately, it was not to be). 
Reading over the event descrip-
tion several times, however (I 
was procrastinating, okay?), 
I was a little unsettled by its 

lack of specifi city. What would 
the mysterious – at least, to an 
FCRH humanities major – Mr. 
Gabelli have to say to the Ford-
ham community? Would it be 
a diatribe extolling the virtues 
of capitalism and the free mar-
ket? Would he speak personally 
about his allegedly extensive 
academic philanthropy and how 
much he values his Fordham 
education? Perhaps the whole 
thing would be a business-jar-
gon breakdown of his business 
model that would be far beyond 
my comprehension? My rarely 
exercised journalistic curiosity 
had to be satiated.

As it turns out, the phrase 
most evocative of Mr. Gabelli’s 
45-minute presentation is “word 
salad,” a term most often used 
to refer to the nonsensical yet 
grammatical utterings of people 
suffering from schizophasia 
or logorrhea. To put it another 
way, Mr. Gabelli’s multimedia 
presentation—a curious mix-
ture of pop culture references, 
descriptions of what he does as 
chairman and CEO of GAMCO 
Investors, baffl ing non sequi-
turs, and motivational quasi-ad-
vice—imparted much less about 
business, investing, education 
or life in general than it did of 
Gabelli’s manic, larger-than-
life personality. After a short 
biographical introduction by 
the Gabelli School of Business’ 
Dean Rappocioli, which ended 
with the dyslexic gem: “We are 
truly delighted that his name 
bears our school,” Mr. Gabelli 

took the stage. After thanking 
Dean Rappocioli and Fr. Mc-
Shane for bringing him, Gabelli 
expressed his own uncertainty 
over what he should speak about 
by comparing himself to “J Lo’s 
third husband on their wedding 
night: I know what I have to do, 
but I’m not sure how to make 
it interesting for you.” I wish I 
were joking.

Crass and demeaning ice-
breaker aside, Gabelli’s fi rst fi ve 
minutes gave the impression that 
I was listening to a sane person 
present a decently prepared talk. 

Touching on the anxiety of ev-
ery college student concerning 
his or her future and outlining 
America’s declining position in 
world markets, Gabelli insisted 
that uncertainty and a fl ounder-
ing economy are fertile ground 
for creativity and opportunity. 
He listed Sergey Brin, Larry 
Page and Eric Schmidt, creators 
of Google, and Mark Zucker-
burg of The Social Network 
fame, who “only 120 months 
ago were in your shoes,” as 
examples of how one idea can 
become a multimillion-dollar 
enterprise. 

This coherence was to be 
short-lived. As soon as Gabelli 
asked us rhetorically, “Why am 
I here?” things took a turn for 
the erratic. Slides of U2 (Ga-
belli apparently sat next to the 
Edge on a plane once), Charles 
Darwin with a quote about be-
ing adaptable that was clearly 
meant as social-Darwinistic en-
couragement, and Fr. McShane 
with a halo (apparently Gabelli 
recently discovered the virtues 
of MS Paint) cycled through the 
screen as Gabelli babbled about 
things that related tangentially 
to the images. At one point, the 
man played the famous “Plas-
tics” scene from The Gradu-
ate twice, and the second time 
he had had one of his minions 
dub “Fordham” over “plastics” 
– and then failed to comment 
on it beyond telling us, “That’s 
not what I did.” These touret-
tic outbursts of popular culture 
were interwoven with musings 

on capitalism’s ability to cre-
ate opportunity in the face of 
adversity (read: Communism) 
and factoids about his business, 
GAMCO Investors, that were 
about as revealing as the former. 

When he fi nally got around 
to his business model and phi-
losophy, Gabelli seemed to lose 
interest in his own presentation. 
From what I absorbed, I can tell 
you that he manages mutual 
funds and hedge funds, exten-
sively researches companies to 
fi nd ones with high cash fl ow 
and low market value, and that 

he once invested 
in the company 
that made Eskimo 
Pies, but the rest 
was either data 
unintelligible to a 
philistine like my-
self or too garbled 
to process. For the 
grand fi nale, Ga-
belli sped through 
dozens of slides in 
about 30 seconds 
while wrapping up 
without ever con-
cluding anything.

It would be in-
accurate to say that 

I expected more of Mr. Gabelli’s 
presentation; I merely expected 
him to say something. Perhaps 
he really didn’t know what to 
talk about, as he claimed from 
the start, but I fi nd it hard to 
believe that a man who makes 
decisions involving millions of 
dollars on an almost daily basis 
can’t pick a coherent topic, ex-
pectations be damned. And the 
more I learn about him, the more 
I’ve realized that the 500 or so 
Fordham students and faculty in 
attendance experienced the Ma-
rio Gabelli Spin Zone (it’s like 
Bill O’Reilly’s No Spin Zone, 
but the opposite). It would be 
best described as a particular 
brand of charisma Gabelli ex-
udes, one that makes bringing 
a live ram to campus for one 
day a triumphant return to tradi-
tion, that allows him to dismiss 
ethical concerns in business 
and sound better for it, one that 
can turn two career-threatening 
lawsuits in 2006 into a hiccup. 
So maybe Gabelli’s 45 minutes 
of fl ashy garbage was his way 
of confounding expectations. 
Maybe he thought we’d actually 
enjoy his substance-less void 
of a presentation. Or maybe he 
couched his greed and self-ag-
grandizement in an eccentric yet 
innocuous persona. Dean Rap-
pacioli plans on making this an 
annual event, so we’ll probably 
fi nd out next year.

And hey, maybe he’ll bring 
the ram again.

Someone Let Mario 
Out of His Cage Again

by Alex Orf
NEWS CO-EDITOR

Billionaire/Business School Namesake Comes to 
Spew Nonsense to Fordham Students, Faculty

by Sarah Madges, Marisa Carroll, Alex Orf, Kaitlin Camp-
bell, Bobby Cardos, and Sean Kelly
STAFF JAPANOPHILES

Gabelli is all business when it comes to 
bullshitting a presentation 

Nigeria plans to charge for-
mer VP Cheney for bribery 
involving a lucrative gas proj-
ect. Interpol might issue an 
arrest warrant.

Dick charged with bribing.
Dick says: “Nigeria, please.”

Dick could face arrest.

Japan refuses to cut emissions 
under the Kyoto Protocol un-
til the U.S. and China sign. 
Activists have been protesting 
at the Cancun Climate Sum-
mit.

Climate change could change
if the “developed” countries
didn’t suck so much (fuel).

   -SM

Weight Watchers Complicates 
Point System, Some Custom-
ers Find It Too Mathemati-
cally Challenging To Use

Hey, all you fatties:
You feel worse, we get richer

So now feel dumb, too.

Le Pen Acquitted of Racism 
Charges Regarding National 
Front Party’s Racist “No To 
Islamism” Posters

In high school French class
We learned Le Pen was racist.

I guess we were wrong?

   -MC

The FCC aims to impose its 
authority on the Internet to 
“preserve its freedom and 
openness.”

We know you’re really 
after the world’s supply of

dick enhancement pills

The 1.4-acre property of Ted 
Kaczynski, more commonly 
known as the Unabomber, is 
now on the market through 
John Pistelak Realty of Lin-
coln for $69,500.

Scenic mountain views
Don’t be surprised if neighbors

look at you funny 
   
   -AO

Kentucky Governor Steven 
L. Beshear has proposed 
plans for a Noah’s Ark theme 
park, shrugging off First 
Amendment violation ac-
cusations in the name of job 
creation.

Kentucky builds arc
hires actors, creating jobs
God will drown them all.

   -KC

Texas Man’s Droid phone ex-
plodes, injuring him

Feeling unexplained:
Google can not be trusted.

“Boom!” Now I know why.

46-year-old teacher convict-
ed of sexually assaulting one 
of his students, risk of injury 
to a minor, and possession of 
child pornography asks to be 
castrated instead of going to 
jail.

The educator
asks to lose his prison term

and his genitals.

Goverment tracking Ameri-
cans through credit cards in 
real time

Your girlfriend may not
know about your magazines,

but the Feds sure do.

JP Morgan Chase bank or-
ders South Texas branch 
owner to remove Christmas 
tree from lobby because it 
may be seen as offensive

Capitalism,
for once, takes the role of 

Grinch.
Asshole atheists.

   -BC

Newport releases it’s new, 
unmentholated Newport Red 
cigarettes on a confused and 
unsuspecting public.

Non-menthol fl avor
in a damn pack of menthols

Fucking mindfuck, bro

   
-SPK
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Fordham and the Smithsonian: Keep-
ing the LGBTQ Community Quiet

Soon-to-be House Speaker 
John Boehner wished us all a 
happy World AIDS Day last 
week by pulling artist, writer, 
and AIDS-activist David Wojn-
arowicz’s piece, “A Fire in My 
Belly” from the Smithsonian’s 
National Portrait Gallery. Hide/
Seek: Difference and Desire 
in American Portraiture ex-
plores the intersection of art 
and sexual identity. “A Fire in 
My Belly” seems like a perfect 
fi t for Hide/Seek, considering 
an HIV-positive man created 
the work as an allegory for the 
disease ravaging his partner’s 
body and spirit. Boehner, the 
Catholic League, and their band 
of jolly conservatives disagree. 
They said the video contains 
hate speech “designed to insult 
and infl ict injury and assault 
the sensibilities of Christians.” 
They added, “American fami-
lies have a right to expect bet-
ter from recipients of taxpayer 
funds in a tough economy,” 
although the exhibit is primar-
ily funded through private 
donors and LGBTQ organiza-
tions. Like homophobic Amer-
ica’s fairy godmother, Boehner 
waved his wand—threatening 
the Smithsonian to consider 
the criticism or “be prepared to 
face tough scrutiny beginning in 
January when the new majority 

by Marisa Carroll
FEATURES EDITOR

in the House moves to end the 
job-killing spending spree in 
Washington”—and “Fire in My 
Belly” was gone. 

One scene in particular gets 
Boehner & Co. bothered. For 
11 seconds of the four-minute 
piece, now playing at DC’s 
Transformer Gallery, ants crawl 
over a crucifi x to symbolize 
the suffering AIDS begets: 
an image almost as gritty 
as the Smithsonian’s Chuch 
art, in which gruesome por-
traits of Christ symbolize 
man’s suffering. The cruci-
fi x-crawling ants are almost 
as gritty as the signs Re-
spect For Life groups wave 
outside of abortion clinics. 
Heck, that video is almost 
as gritty as AIDS, which is 
in fact its subject matter.

As the Catholic League 
lobbied against Wojnarow-
icz, the American Family 
Association also attacked 
the LGBTQ community. 
The AFA’s Bryan Fischer, 
who famously wrote: “One hu-
man being is worth more than 
an infi nite number of grizzly 
bears…If it’s a choice between 
grizzlies and humans, the griz-
zlies have to go,” said that gay 
people should pay for 100% 
of AIDS research. Locally, the 
New York City Department of 
Youth and Community Devel-
opment cut almost a million 

dollars in aid for runaway and 
homeless youth services. About 
40% of these youth are suspect-
ed to be LGBTQ.

These events unraveled as 
Fordham’s PRIDE Alliance 
celebrated Trans-Awareness 
week. Programming began with 
“Make It Better,” a vigil for 

victims of homophobic bully-
ing. Attendees held candles and 
marched across campus, weav-
ing messages of peace and out-
rage through Fordham’s walk-
ways. Unwilling to just promote 
the “It Gets Better” campaign, 
which sends suffering LGBTQ 
youth hopeful messages for the 
future, PRIDE argued that it’s 
not enough to tell kids to wait 

a few years and move to a lib-
eral city or college. Besides the 
race and class issues inherent in 
those suggestions—most Amer-
icans will not attend a university, 
many bullied youth already live 
in so-called “liberal” cities like 
ours (for instance, a gang tortur-
ing Bronx youth in October)—

no one should have to 
outwait violence. To em-
phasize this point, PRIDE 
interim-president Amanda 
Vodola read the victims 
names and ages: some of 
them were as young as 
13 when they committed 
suicide. Instead, PRIDE 
argued for making it better 
by crafting cultural change 
through civil and political 
action. Students were not 
censored at the silence-
breaking event that fol-
lowed on Keating steps, 
defi antly sharing poems, 
prayers, and personal sto-
ries. A few students per-
formed music; the whole 

evening was a song of the strug-
gle—struggles like not being al-
lowed to write “queer” on fl yers 
for PRIDE events.

Apparently queer, the term 
many use as a defi nition of their 
sexual identity and as a title for 
a branch of academia, is inval-
id. According to the Offi ce of 
Student Life and COmmunity 
Development (OSLCD)—con-

sisting primarily of heterosexu-
al-identifi ed people who admit-
tedly don’t stay on the LGBTQ 
world’s cutting edge—there 
are too many negative associa-
tions with queer to approve its 
use. Therefore, OSLCD will 
not approve items containing 
the word “queer.” As any good 
Fordham student knows, if 
OSLCD doesn’t approve your 
publicity campaign, good luck 
getting students to attend your 
event or raising awareness for 
your cause. Like Boehner de-
fi nes what is appropriate in the 
art world, here Fordham defi nes 
what language is appropriate. In 
both cases, the privileged deter-
mine the self-expression of the 
oppressed.

There is nothing particu-
larly new, radical, or scandal-
ous about censorship debates. 
From burnt books to the 1980s 
culture wars to recent feuds 
over the National Endowment 
for the Arts’ federal funding, 
art traditionally plays scapegoat 
for hate groups. The real ques-
tion lies in what the Smithson-
ian pulling art for alleged anti-
Christian sentiments and certain 
homophobic-bias means for our 
community. Censoring LGBTQ 
voices from a national platform 
sets a precedent for our nation’s 
institutions, including its uni-
versities. Wojnarowicz’s strug-
gle becomes PRIDE’s struggle.

Blowing Up Diplomacy
On November 23rd, the tiny 

South Korean island of Yeon-
pyeong was racked by an unex-
pected series of explosions that 
tore through the center of town, 
reducing homes and businesses 
to rubble, killing two civilians 
and two South Korean Marines. 
When the smoke had cleared, 
the town and its inhabitants 
were left shaken and terrifi ed, 
and the island’s garrison of ap-
proximately 1,000 Marines was 
left baffl ed. Residents quickly 
found out that the incident was 
an artillery barrage perpetrated 
by the North Korean army on 
the unarmed and undefended 
residential side of the island.

Situated only eight miles 
from the disputed North-South 
maritime border in the Yellow 
Sea, Yeonpyeong unfortunately 
found itself caught up in a mili-
tary muscle-fl exing match be-
tween its heavily-armed neigh-
bor to the north and its mainland 
to the south. Statements from 
the North Korean military fol-
lowing the shelling suggest 
that the attack was staged in 
response to South Korean artil-
lery drills that the North appar-
ently warned against. The drills, 
which involved fi ghter bomb-
ers and an aircraft carrier strike 

by Sean Kelly
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

force, were conducted in the 
Yellow Sea against the advice of 
North Korea, which stated that 
the current atmosphere in the re-
gion is one in which “danger of 
war is mounting.”

Though the 
attack was car-
ried out on a 
civilian area 
and the military 
drills in ques-
tion were not 
acts of direct 
aggression to-
wards the North, 
North Korean 
offi cials never-
theless maintain 
that the South 
provoked the at-
tacks by staging 
said drills against the will of the 
North. Offi cials are boldly unre-
pentant about the civilian deaths 
resulting from the attack, call-
ing them “regrettable” yet offer-
ing no apologies or reparations.

Given the volatility of the 
region, North Korea’s recent 
regime change and their nuclear 
capabilities, international re-
sponse has sought to diffuse 
the situation through diplomatic 
means as quickly as possible. In 
the days following the attack, 
North Korea’s action were con-
demned publicly by the Japa-

nese government, who called 
the actions “unforgivable,” the 
British government, and Wash-
ington, which called on North 
Korea to cease all belligerent 
action towards the South. The 

attacks were also condemned by 
China and Russia who, though 
their words were not as harsh, 
nevertheless urged a non-mili-
tary resolution to the issue.

Since China’s condemna-
tion of the attacks, Washington 
has attempted to persuade China 
to use their economic infl uence 
in the region to put pressure on 
North Korea to end the military 
aggression. However, China has 
thus far been reluctant to com-
ply, even going so far as to warn 
the U.S. against conducting 
joint naval exercises with South 

Korea in the waters around 
Yeonpyeong to assert military 
presence in the area under the 
pretense that such a show of 
force was what precipitated the 
attacks in the fi rst place. Ad-

ditionally, Chi-
nese President 
Wen Jiabao has 
explicitly de-
nounced any fur-
ther military ac-
tion from either 
side of the con-
fl ict, presum-
ably including 
any retaliation 
or preemptive 
strikes from the 
South.

Within 
South Korea, 

public sentiment is directed to-
ward vengeance and swift re-
taliation. The attacks on South 
Korean civilians strike a very 
sensitive nerve on the penin-
sula; the South has been provid-
ing material and monetary aid to 
the citizens of the impoverished 
North for decades, and the re-
cent attacks are seen by much 
of the population not just as an 
act of aggression, but also of 
betrayal. However, government 
action has not been refl ective of 
these sentiments. Immediately 
following the attacks, South Ko-

rean President Lee Myung-bak 
announced plans to augment the 
country’s rules of engagement 
so as to allow for more forceful 
retaliation, especially in cases 
where the lives of civilians are 
threatened. Currently, the South 
Korean military is only allowed 
to respond to an attack with 
an equal amount of force; for 
example, in the case of Yeon-
pyeong, an artillery attack can 
only be countered with artil-
lery. Under the proposed new 
guidelines, the South could in-
crease the amount of force and 
range of weaponry with which 
it responds to an attack based on 
whether or not military or civil-
ian targets are involved.

Although the proposed 
changes to the rules of engage-
ment seem to be indicative of a 
fi rm response to North Korean 
aggression, they have thus far 
proven to be little more than 
empty resolutions. The South 
has appeared to have been 
swayed by international pres-
sure, especially that of China, to 
pursue a diplomatic solution to 
the standoff, and President Lee 
has concluded that economic 
pressure and sanctioning will be 
the only way to face down the 
North’s aggression while main-
taining relative peace in the re-
gion.

Wojnarowicz’s isn’t the only queer 
voice quelled today.

I’m no expert, but this looks like an 
overt act of aggression to me.

International Tension Builds After North Korean Shelling of a South Korean Island
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Cablegate Response:

An Attack on Journalism
The reaction to the recent 

“Cablegate” leak has been as-
tonishing both in magnitude 
and intensity. Many have come 
out in support of WikiLeaks 
and what they are trying to do, 
but there has also been an ob-
vious and disturbing backlash 
against it. It is disturbing be-
cause much of it comes from 
U.S. leaders and corporations, 
who have the ability to take 
severe actions against it, like 
forcing the site off its U.S. 
server. We at the paper frank-
ly have been shocked by the 
events that unfolded this week-
end. What was meant to be a 
“best of” retrospective from 
the site’s history has turned 
into a serious engagement on 
the state of journalism.

Attempts to suppress and 
prosecute WikiLeaks are indic-
ative of a frightening attempt 
on the part of the U.S. Govern-
ment to control the press. Us-
ing Assange’s past as a hacker, 
they are confl ating that past 
label with his present position, 
which is that of a publisher, in 
order to criminalize his activ-
ity. Arthur Brisbane wrote in 
Friday’s New York Times that 
what would be more unsettling 
than the possible repercussions 
of the leak is the idea that the 
Times would receive this infor-
mation and decide not to pub-
lish it. More than disconcert-
ing, such an act would directly 
oppose the ideals that make 
good journalism and make it 
an invaluable tool in policing 
governments.

WikiLeaks, similarly, is an 
organization that receives in-
formation, often anonymously, 
in the form of primary sources, 
which they then investigate 
through a network of journal-
ists to verify their integrity. 
Once verifi ed, they then make 
it available to the public and 
other journalist outlets for ex-
amination and commentary. 
Given this, two things are 
clear: a) WikiLeaks is primar-
ily a publishing organization 
that promulgates information, 
and sometimes a journalistic 
one; and b) Once given this in-
formation, and confi rming its 
authenticity, WikiLeaks is ob-
ligated, as a journalistic orga-
nization, to publish the docu-
ments.

All of which means that 
any act or legislation against 
WikiLeaks is an attack on jour-
nalistic freedom, and any law 
used to prosecute WikiLeaks 
can just as easily be used to 
prosecute the New York Times, 
USA Today, or even the paper. 
If the gravity of this doesn’t 
strike you, then perhaps you 

fail to see the importance of the 
press, and the severe attempt to 
infringe upon fi rst amendment 
rights this represents. One at-
tack on Assange has been that 
these leaks are an act of war-
fare on America, but what is 
actually true is that the aggres-
sive response to WikiLeaks is 
an act of war against journal-
ism.

The backlash also neglects 
one of the more positive conse-
quences of WikiLeaks: in mak-
ing available secret documents 
that expose the corrupt under-
bellies of corporations and gov-
ernments, and how they func-
tion behind the scenes, they 
hold them accountable for their 
actions. Put another way, they 
provide positive reinforcement 
for governments and corpora-
tions to behave ethically. In a 
world where WikiLeaks exists 
and is able to operate success-
fully, and where exposing cor-
ruption by releasing leaks is 
relatively easy, the best way 
to not be exposed is to main-
tain practices that don’t bear 
exposing. It supports a self-
regulation analogous to “if you 
wouldn’t say it to your mother, 
don’t say it”: If you wouldn’t 
want it revealed on WikiLe-
aks, don’t do it. The fact that 
the response from the world 
governments has been to try 
and remove the site indicates 
a discomforting unwillingness 
to reform practices, instead go-
ing after the organization that 
threatens to expose their prac-
tices.

Fortunately, the fl uidity of 
the internet has made it dif-
fi cult, if not impossible, to 
shut down WikiLeaks. There 
has been an encouraging rally 
on the web to proliferate the 
WikiLeaks information such 
that it can’t be shut down as 
quickly as the sites go up, in-
dicating both a public desire 
to keep this information avail-
able and a powerful statement 
against attempts to regulate the 
internet.

The severity of the back-
lash also points out something 
encouraging: information is 
still valuable. As the timeline 
shows, there have been tangible 
and positive changes resulting 
from past leaks, meaning that 
the general public, equipped 
with the right information, can 
has the ability to impact these 
monoliths of power. This is 
precisely why corporations 
and governments are doing 
everything in their power to 
shut down WikiLeaks--which 
is precisely why it must not be 
shut down.

BILLBOARD WARS
by Sean Kelly
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

Despite all of the promises of 
unity, family, good tidings and 
good will, the Christmas season 
nevertheless remains one of the 
most divisive times of the entire 
year. For the past several years, 
the far right has bemoaned their 
self-declared victimization in 
the “War on Christmas” over 
Fox News and AM talk radio 

and propagated the illusion 
that the so-called liberal media 
is hell-bent on destroying any 
remnants of Christianity in the 
holiday season while simulta-
neously destroying the sanctity 
they wish to preserve by using 
the holiday as a conduit for po-
litical invective and cheap pot-
shots at their opponents.

Recently, however, the bat-
tleground has moved from TV 
and radio to the Lincoln Tunnel. 
Last month, atheist organization 
American Atheists took out a 
rather provocative billboard on 
the New Jersey side of the tun-
nel depicting a Christmas na-
tivity scene with text reading, 
“You KNOW it’s a myth: this 
season, celebrate reason.” Most 
likely concerned for the fragile 
eggshell minds on Manhattan-
bound motorists traversing the 
tunnel, the Catholic League of 
New York was quick to counter 

with a comparably obnoxious 
riposte on the Manhattan side. 
The Catholic version features a 
similar picture with “You know 
its real. This season, celebrate 
Jesus” emblazoned proudly and 
faithfully across the top. In the 
Catholic League’s case, loca-
tion is key to the message—in 
a statement to Jersey Journal, 
Catholic league Communica-
tions Director Jeff Field said, 

“When people pass the Ameri-
can Atheists’ billboard, they’ll 
feel bad going into the tunnel. 
But they will feel joy after they 
cross into Manhattan and see 
ours. It’s like the light at the end 
of the tunnel.”

In response to the “light at 
the end of the tunnel”, Ameri-
can Atheists have upped the 
ante and are now crying plagia-
rism, alleging that the Catholic 
League stole their original de-
sign and that the Catholic faith 
is “Once again… co-opting 
something that isn’t theirs, just 
like they did to Christmas.” 
This statement was followed 
by a tired and overdone speech 
by American Atheists Presi-
dent David Silverman about 
Christmas’ connection with the 
ancient Roman holiday of Sat-
urnalia, exciting stuff to any fi f-
teen year old that just saw Zeit-
geist for the fi rst time.  

Remember when you moved 
into your freshman year dorm 
and heard about two rooms in 
the building that declared mini-
war on one another’s political 
posters on each other’s doors? 
Basically what we have here is 
the same type of confl ict, only 
with far more money and a 
major arterial traffi c tunnel in-
volved. The tactics employed 
by both sides are embarrass-

ingly soph-
omoric, and 
a debate 
that could 
potentially 
be had with 
i n f o r m e d 
d i a l o g u e 
and respect 
is relegated 
to a mere 
PR pissing 
contest for 
both orga-
n iza t ions , 
with the end 
goal being 
a probable 
m a x i m u m 
of fi ve sec-
onds of at-
tention from 
p a s s i n g 
motor is ts . 
(who are 
p r o b a b l y 
already too 

distracted fl ipping off the per-
son in front of them)

Ironically enough, both or-
ganizations’ aggressive market-
ing of their ideals via highway 
billboards is fundamentally de-
grading to the sanctity of those 
ideals, which they were trying 
to assert and preserve in the fi rst 
place. From the miniature local 
media fl urry that ensued and the 
smug, pompous remarks from 
each group’s spokespeople, 
it is painfully clear that self-
indulgence has shamelessly 
replaced any sort of ideology; 
it is unfathomable to take any 
religion or philosophy seriously 
that cares so deeply about what 
side of the Lincoln Tunnel their 
cleverly phrased marketing slo-
gans are located than the actual 
enactment of their ideals.

Bottom line: Happy Hannu-
kah.

Catholics, Atheists Do Their  Best to Ruin Christmas
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by Emily Genetta and Sean Patrick Kelly
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITORS
Do you need to get a Secret Santa gift for your frenemy or that chick on your 
fl oor who always pukes in the showers?  Maybe social expectations require 
you to buy a holiday present for your stepmom who resents you or for your 
little shit of a nephew or for your boyfriend you’re going to dump after New 
Year’s anyway? Perhaps you’re actually a really nice person with the best of 
intentions who just has terrible, terrible taste and needs to express it this holi-
day season? Worry no more, friend! Your favorite executive co-editors have 
scoured the Internets to fi nd some of the most terrible items in existence.  We 
looked at countless ‘worst gifts’ lists and some ‘best gifts’ lists as well (LOL 
lady mags.)  We kept our eyes open for awful things all over the place, and 
we have selected the very best of the worst presents for you to give this year!  
Don’t thank us, we’re just doing our jobs… or making them easier by coming 
up with something that fi lls an entire page and has lots of pictures. 

A Print of This Lady’s Asshole
Because your asshole is bourgeoise and 

pedestrian. Learn to respect art, you fucking 
barbarian.

Ke$ha’s Eyebrow Studs
Since Ke$ha asshole prints are 
still a few years off (see below), 
these will have to suffi ce this 

holiday season. (*sigh*.....)

Dissection Kit with Specimens
Parents who want to sow the seeds of a serial 

killer early in their child’s life will be lining up 
and trampling each other at Wal-Mart for this 

hot fi nd.

Potato Peeling Gloves
Would have made a 

bangin’ present in Tsarist 
Russia. If you have any 
Russian serfs (or cruchy 
hippie types) in your life, 
keep an eye out for these 

bad boys.

Faux Leopard Fur Coat
Alright, lets cut the BS: this thing is 

fucking fi erce. Mrrroooowwww.

Gold Pills
Have you ever wanted to shit gold?  Let me re-
phrase that: Have you ever NOT wanted to shit 
gold?  Exactly.  This is the perfect gift for the 
person who has everything but golden shit.

Tea Cups That Have Mouths
Everyone’s got that relative who 

likes to have hot tea spit into their 
mouth by someone else and, 

consequently, is incredibly diffi cult 
to shop for. (mostly because the 
never get invited to Christmas)

Hologram Jesus
Nothing conveys that elusive “The only 
thing I really know about you is that you’re 
kind of a Christian” sentiment to your loved 
ones quite like this charming piece.Baby Seal Candle

Give your friend 
this cute baby seal 
fi gurine and then 

light it on fi re so s/
he can watch it melt 
into a puddle of utter 

sadness.  Or wax.  
Yeah, probably wax.

Worst Mom Tee Shirt
Makes a great gift for the world’s most 

oblivious stepfather.

Golden Banana Vase
This $50 banana vase 
was on a ‘best gifts’ 
list.  Yeah, best gifts 
for hipster assholes 
maybe (zing!).  For 

anyone else, this will 
be a horrifyingly tacky 

object.  

Ed Hardy Gift Pack
Make a fantastic gift basket with this, an Axe Sampler 
Pack, bottle of Patron and gift certifi cate for a frontal 

lobotomy.

Bust Urn
Yes, there is a company out there that actually 

makes money selling urns that look like the dead 
loved ones whose ashes they hold. Yes, this is the 
most awful thing you could ever give someone. 

Oh, and yes, they used Barack Obama as a model.  
Maybe someone should call the FBI? 

Electric Shock Game
For eveyone who 

wanted to try Russian 
roulette after seeing 

“The Deer Hunter” fot 
the fi rst time but, you 
know, had families 
and jobs and stuff...

Also a great way to 
teach your kids to fear 

games/fun.

Emily and Sean’s
Guide to Terrible Holdiday Gifts!
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by Sarah Madges
NEWS CO-EDITOR

My relationship with Mega-
bus is a lot like an abusive re-
lationship. For example, just 
like in an emotionally abusive 
relationship, Megabus oscil-
lates between hurtful behavior 
and promising that it’ll change, 
providing a lure that keeps me 
biting.When I started my rela-
tionship with Megabus, there 
wasn’t free Wi-Fi on every bus 
or power outlets. I didn’t even 
get to ride in a mega-Megabus 
(double-decker) until my third 
or fourth trip! But, just like in 
an abusive relationship, it got 
worse over time. Psychologists 
say abuse often escalates when 
the abuser feels they may lose  
his or her partner, and perhaps 
that’s what happened here. Be-
cause after this last ride—or 
attempted ride—I can’t take it 
anymore. The relationship is 
over. 

Let’s have a little story time, 
shall we? It used to happen that 
after taking the Megabus from 
New York to Philly (or vice ver-
sa) over breaks or long week-
ends, I’d often have a funny 
anecdote or two about the trip. 
The idiosyncrasies of each jour-
ney (and the absence of dead 
fi sh odor that frequently accom-
panied rides on the Chinatown 
bus) made up for the traffi c to 
and from each city. There was 
the time that the guy across the 

aisle from me asked if he could 
rest his foot on the empty seat 
next to me, because he had a 
broken leg and needed to keep 
it elevated. Next thing I knew I 
woke up on said foot, with tiny 
hash marks across my cheek 
from the cast—he had been too 
polite to wake me. 

But anyway, once I was 
hooked on Megabus, shit hit 
the fan—or actually, my bus hit 
a taxi pull-
ing out of 
Penn Sta-
tion. Each 
passenge r 
had to wait 
an hour for 
the police 
to come, in-
furiatingly 
still in sight 
of the spot 
where we’d 
all stood 
in line to 
board. In 
the mean-
time we 
made little “X” marks on a ru-
dimentary outline of a car in the 
places where we thought the bus 
hit for what would amount to 
an amazingly precise accident 
report. This isn’t even the only 
time a Megabus got in an acci-
dent while I was a passenger. Of 
course, in between these acci-
dents I experienced my share of 
delays,  like the time my driver 

abandoned us at a rest stop in 
Jersey because he had a date 
to make. We had to wait in our 
collective bewilderment until a 
replacement driver came to take 
us the last thirty miles into the 
city. Again, I told you: some-
thing about the fi ve dollar trips 
kept me coming back. 

Another time we were driv-
ing back to New York and the 
bus driver careened into the 

barrier of the E-Z pass lane 
(apparently it is not so “E-Z” 
a passage). The driver’s only 
explanation for our sudden 
(crash) stop was: “the bus mal-
functioned.” Yeah, funny how 
it malfunctioned when SHE 
DROVE IT INTO THE FUCK-
ING LINCOLN TUNNEL. An 
hour and a half later we were on 
our merry, one-headlighted way, 

(no, we didn’t even switch driv-
ers or buses) and I still booked 
another trip with them when I 
needed to go home again. Con-
cerned friends stopped asking 
for my comedic anecdotes and 
started asking what had hap-
pened to me.“I fell down some 
stairs!” I’d assert and push up 
my big dark sunglasses.

This brings us to last Sunday 
night, when our bus got as far 

as Mt. Laurel, N.J. (just out-
side of Philadelphia) before 
it pulled over on the turn-
pike, idled for fi fteen min-
utes, and then shut off with 
no explanation from the 
driver. Passengers around 
me started to swap outland-
ish hypotheses until we no-
ticed that—wait, wasn’t that 
our bus driver outside, yell-
ing on her cell phone? When 
she noticed all her passen-
gers staring at her, she dis-
appeared into the woods 
nearby. The sassy woman 
next to me wanted to know 
if that lady was for real. Yes, 

she was for real. And our driver 
was also for real when she re-
boarded twenty minutes later to 
tell us that the brakes were bro-
ken, that it would not be safe to 
continue driving (has she never 
seen Speed?), and that it would 
not be safe for any of us to get 
off the bus either. She said she 
was waiting to hear from her 
dispatcher to see if/when we’d 

get a new bus sent out, which 
didn’t look too likely, given that 
it was the Sunday night after 
Thanksgiving. An hour went by,  
during which the last three rows 
of the bus and I shared ameni-
ties we happened to have and 
YouTube clips we liked. We 
had a lot of time to get to know 
each other and, as it turned out, 
the woman next to me worked 
a block a way from the woman 
cattycorner to me, who lives in 
the same neighborhood as the 
guy in front of me, who was sit-
ting next to a kid who also goes 
to Fordham University. We also 
learned that the aforementioned 
sassy woman’s name is actu-
ally Casual Lee (“casually”, get 
it?), at which point the Fordham 
Lincoln Center guy realized he 
went to the same Upper Darby 
high school as her. Small world. 
Also, very small bus. Someone 
fi nally called the cops in pro-
test of being unable to get off 
the bus, and Mt. Laurel’s Fin-
est came a half hour later. With 
their help, my sister and I got off 
the bus and even got our bags 
(we were told if we got off, we 
couldn’t get back on, and that 
we couldn’t get our stuff). It 
would’ve been fun to stay and 
chat/bitch, but we had a back-up 
ride that seemed a lot better than 
the back-up buses that came 
from Camden. And, eventually, 
we got home. So begins my new 
relationship with Amtrak. 

megabus (e )

by Sam Wadhams
STAFF MOURNER

When the fi rst man left damp 
grapes out too long and, upon 
drinking their juice, became 
drunk, he must have been pretty 
goddamned thrilled.  Whoever 
this cave-vintner was, he was at 
the forefront of a revolution— a 
revolution that has recently suf-
fered a spectacular setback in 
the criminalization of a bever-
age known as Four Loko.

The drink has been beaten 
all but to death lately; its rise, 
and fall have gripped the nation-
al balls in one of those moments 
of hysteria that appear and dis-
appear just as quickly with the 
changing of the seasons.  Four 
Loko, much like marijuana, 
witchcraft, violent video games, 
Pokemon trading cards and 
Pogs, has been proven to cause 
violent psychotic insanity, a to-
tal breakdown of societal order, 
and fatal priapism.

The actual effects of Four 
Loko are not particularly inter-
esting.  Much like the Vodka/
Redbull, Jack and Coke or a 
combination of cocaine and 
heroin known as a Speedball, 
it fucks you up while keeping 
you going.  Naturally, this had 
some negative side effects, such 
as public drunkenness, alco-
hol poisoning, and emotionally 

texting your editor-and-chief 
at three-fi fteen in the morning 
while he’s at his girlfriend’s 
house and just trying to get 
some goddamned sleep.

But the absolutely gripping 
hysteria that surrounded this 
metallic, industrial swill might 
have been overblown.  When 
New York Assemblyman Felix 
Ortiz took off his shoes and shirt 
and drank two and a half cans, 
he threw up all over the place.  I 
have no idea what would moti-
vate a New York Assemblyman 
to remove half of his clothing 
and attempt to ingest a half gal-
lon of an alcoholic beverage as 
quickly as possible, but the re-
sults don’t need to be seen to 
be believed.  What does stretch 
belief is the realization that Or-
tiz is the Chair of the New York 
State Assembly’s Committee of 
Alcoholism and Drug Abuse.  
He should probably have some 
understanding that two liters of 
alcohol is bad for you.  Bacardi 
151 is legal, Felix—drink me 
up two liters of that and report 
back.

The other complaint about 
Four Loko (aside from that it 
tasted like robot diarrhea) was 
that kids were drinking it.  Un-
derage youths consuming al-
cohol!  The ban came about 
in part because Drug Czar Gil 

Kerlikowske found Four Loko 
to be responsible for several 
cases of intoxication on college 
campuses.  Speaking frankly, 
there are several cases of intoxi-
cation occurring somewhere on 
this campus 
right now.  
It’s probably 
just beer or 
a  box of 
white Zin, 
but college 
kids like to 
get fucked- 
up almost 
as much as 
they like to 
get fucked, 
and sev-
eral cases is 
nothing but a bubble in the can.  
Though pre-college kids in New 
York city were also illegally 
buying the beverage at bode-
gas, that should speak as much 
to bodegas’ willingness to sell 
booze to anyone who can see 
over the counter as it should to 
the alleged “toxic” and “harm-
ful” effects of what we have 
commonly come to know as 
“the loke.”

But, as wild men who caught 
and sang the sun in fl ight, we, 
too, must learn we grieved it 
on its way.  There is nothing 
to be done— the battle is lost, 

and while Four Loko stills will 
undoubtedly pop up across the 
nation, with bootleggers in 
souped-up mid-90’s Honda Ac-
cords ferrying the demon brew 
from state to state, out of the 

watchful eyes of Felix Ortiz 
and the revenuers, we must say 
goodbye.

Four Loko, I will miss you.  
I won’t miss the way you tasted 
like electric-eel blood, I won’t 
miss the almost uncountable 
times you made me Ortiz all 
over my shoes and some unsus-
pecting shrubs.  I won’t miss 
your garishly trashy label de-
signs, truly upsetting selection 
of fl avors or even your stupid 
name.  I will miss almost noth-
ing about you as a product, but 
goddamnit I’ll miss you.  I’ll 
miss you because of the absurd 

stories that came from consum-
ing you.  I once saw a man I 
know consume seven cans in a 
sitting and feel fi ne (he’s bigger 
than you, don’t attempt this).  
I’ll miss all the upsettingly 
intoxicating games of Loko 
Kings, Loke Pong, and Four 
Loko Power Hour (again I can-
not recommend any of this).  I’ll 
miss that because, as a senior 
in college with bills to pay and 
the uncertainty of the real world 
ahead of me, you made me feel 
young again.  The cult around 
Four Loko sprung up precisely 
because it was so dangerous, 
so terrible, and so foolish.  One 
would have to be an absolute 
nincompoop to consume this 
stuff, but we did, and we did it in 
droves.  We did, and we laughed 
because we were doing some-
thing that didn’t make sense, 
that was probably unwise, and 
that had no redeeming features.  
It injected a sense of teenage 
rebellion into our lives, restor-
ing the notion that sometimes 
doing something dumb just for 
the kicks is reason enough.  Our 
Apple Jacks don’t have to taste 
like apples, you old bitch.  We 
drink what we like.

Also, it got you really drunk 
for, like, three bucks.  That was 
awesome.

four

This time Sarah’s 
done with you for 
good, asshole.

Good night, 
sweet prince.
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by Lauren Duca
STAFF ALREADY HAS TOO 
MANY BRACELETS

A Norwegian offi ce man-
ager recently decreed that all fe-
male employees must wear red 
bracelets when they have their 
periods. No, you didn’t misread 
that. All women who have their 
periods must alert the entire of-
fi ce of their monthly condition 
by wearing a visible red brace-
let. Appalled? 

Don’t be, because there are 
some very logical explanations. 
First of all, periods are danger-
ous. As Anchorman taught us, 
bears can smell women’s men-
struation. Surely the entire rest 
of the offi ce doesn’t want to be 
mauled by a bear because one 
employee is getting a visit from 
Aunt Flo. Second of all, wom-
en’s brains are small—a third 
the size of mens’, actually. Man 
discovered the wheel and built 
the Eiffel tower. What has wom-
an done? It’s very likely that 
women would forget they even 
have their period in the fi rst 
place. The bracelet will be sure 
to remind them. Thirdly, women 
waste massive amounts of time. 
They are always going to the 
bathroom and fi ddling around 
with their feminine products 
while they should be working. 
Don’t other employees deserve 
some sort of explanation as to 
why little miss “Paying Her 

Monthly Bill” is disappearing 
off to the restroom every 5 min-
utes? They defi nitely do. Or at 
least that’s what this Norwegian 
offi ce manager thinks.

Obviously, the bracelet poli-
cy is a huge violation of privacy. 
You might hope that such prac-
tices are not indicative of work 
life across Norway, but unfor-
tunately the “obsession” (as it 
was recently characterized by a 
worker’s union) with using the 
bathroom is rather widespread. 
Businesses all over Norway 

claim to be consumed by lost 
productivity on account of ex-
cessive bathroom use. Two out 
of every three Norwegian man-
agers made employees ask them 
for an electronic key card in or-
der to use the bathroom so they 
could monitor breaks. One third 
of managers placed bathrooms 
under video surveillance.

Free use of the bathroom 
feels like it belongs on our list 
of inalienable rights. None of 
the enlightenment philosophers 
really touched on it, but be-
ing prevented from answering 
nature’s call seems inherently 
wrong. When my grandma was 
in third grade, one of those 
scary, parochial school nuns 
wouldn’t let her go to the bath-
room. She peed her pants, had to 
walk home with them soaking 
wet, got pneumonia, and was 
out of school for a year. I doubt 

any of the Nor-
wegian man-
agers would 
tell employees 
they’re not al-
lowed to go to 
the bathroom, 
but the limita-
tions placed on 
restroom use 
are defi nitely 
too extreme. 
These grown-
ass people are 
being treated 

like children. 
The women who have to 

wear the bracelets probably 
wouldn’t even mind having to 
ask for an electronic key card 
though, since it pales in com-
parison to the embarrassment 
they’re already being subjected 
to. That time of the month is 
horrible enough, without having 

to alert an entire offi ce of co-
workers it’s happening. There’s 
not enough Midol in CVS to 
diminish the humiliation that 
must cause. When Hillary Clin-
ton was still in the running for 
the 2008 election, my 11th grade 
history teacher told us, “We 
can’t have a female president— 
there’d be nuclear war once a 
month.” He got fi red later that 
year, so maybe he’s not the best 
example of appropriate class-
room behavior, but the point re-
mains: that time of the month is 
totally stigmatized. How could 
any of these employees be taken 
seriously, when they’re wearing 
bracelets that basically scream 
“HEY!  Hey everybody! I have 
no control of my emotions be-
cause I’m a woman!”

Unless he starts charting 
their chocolate intake, there’s 
no real way for the aforemen-
tioned Norwegian manager to 
know if these women are wear-
ing their bracelets when they 
have their periods. It’s pretty 
safe to assume that, as the dude 
who implemented this policy 
in the fi rst place, he’s operating 
under the assumption that you 
should never trust anything that 
bleeds for a week and doesn’t 
die. The whole thing is entirely 
ill-conceived. It’s a humiliating 
invasion of privacy that hope-
fully won’t stand up in a court 
of law. If it does, maybe every-

one should start wearing brace-
lets. Guys who haven’t gotten 
laid in a while can wear blue 
ones to explain their frequent 
trips to the bathroom. 

It’s always shocking to hear 
about the sort of norms and 
values fl oating around in coun-
tries where women are treated 
like second class citizens [Edi-
tors’ note: all of them]. They’re 
not quite killing women who 
get raped over in Norway, but 
the whole thing is pretty rep-
rehensible. “She didn’t wear 
her period bracelet,” is a rela-
tively unsubstantiated reason 
for fi ring someone, so hopefully 
these women can resist the pol-
icy without any ramifi cations. I 
wore black yoga pants instead 
of dress pants for the two and 
a half months I worked at Hou-
lihan’s, so I admit that follow-
ing dress codes isn’t really my 
thing— but I certainly wouldn’t 
wear one of those bracelets. A 
policy like this one in America 
would hopefully be shot down 
faster than you can fi gure out 
what ACLU stands for. So since 
it’s doubtful women will be 
forced to wear period bracelets 
over here anytime soon, take a 
moment to appreciate the rights 
you have…and be thankful that 
we live in an urban area, so we 
don’t get attacked by bears ev-
ery time some bitch is menstru-
ating. 

Trust us, you don’t 
even want to know 
what THIS bracelet 
is for...

by Marco Polo
STAFF SPICY

As the year draws to a close, 
it’s time to refl ect.  We look back 
on who we’ve become through 
the year, where we’ve succeed-
ed and where we’ve failed.  We 
take  stock of our lives and the 
world around us, and we brace 
ourselves for another year.  It’s 
been an interesting year, but 
as the holidays approach, I 
feel like things are being taken 
from us— important things.  
Four Loko, that  upsettingly in-
toxicating rocket fuel, and the 
McRib, which was most likely 
a sociological experiment to see 
how far Americans will push the 
defi nition of ‘food.’  Next will 
be synthetic cannabis.  Faux 
weed, best known as “K2” or 
the brand name “Spice”, is a 
semi-legal drug, that suppos-
edly   mimics the effects of 
marijuana and other reeferous 
substances.  The makers origi-
nally claimed that they accom-
plished this with a mixture of 
legal herbs blended together to 
mimic the effects of marijuana, 
but tests later revealed that the 
mixture contained synthetics 
that mimicked the effects of 
cannabinoids (the stuff in weed 
that gets people, but defi nitely 
not you, high).  Spice, like Four 

Loko, has created something of 
a public stir amongst the “Think 
of The Children” types, and after 
being banned in nine states (al-
most all southeastern), the DEA 
has it set to make it a Schedule I 
substance.  This means that the 
U.S. Government now thinks 
that this is stuff is as dangerous 
as ecstasy, heroin and LSD, and 
more dangerous than cocaine, 
PCP and morphine.  It should be 
noted that this agency was giv-
en these powers (and, if rumors 
are to be believed, priorities) by 
Richard Nixon.

So, as an arbiter of the pub-
lic trust, a valiant warrior for the 
forces of light and truth, I took 
to the streets to procure and test 
this substance with some select 
colleagues and to fi nd out the 
cold, hard facts about Spice.

My fi rst stop was an anon-
ymous gas station, where the 
Spice was sold behind the coun-
ter.  Spice itself wasn’t avail-
able, so, subduing my ingrained 
consumer desires for a name 
brand, I asked the clerk which 
alternative was best.  “It’s all 
the same stuff, man,” the clerk 
told me, a knowing gleam in his 
eye, “but this is the cheapest.”  
He pointed at a banana-yellow 
pouch hanging from one of the 
clips.  I put on my best school-

boy face and told him enthusias-
tically, “I’ll take it!”

Upon returning to the Secret 
Almost-Drug Forensic Analysis 
Center for Education (SAD-
FACE), I threw open the pouch 
to see what mysterious wonders 
lurked inside.

“That looks like something 
I would feed my hamster,” one 
of my colleagues exclaimed.  
“That looks a lot like a mixture 
of hay and lint,” I concurred.

Picking through it we found 
a variety of pseudo-plant mat-
ter and a couple of small pieces 
of what were quite obviously 
wood, possibly pine.  My pouch 
was Acapulco Rainbow citrus 
fl avor, though it smelled more  
like something that would set 
off allergies. It looked like I’d 
been ripped off.

I rolled a cigarette (joint is 
a term for marijuana, which I 
would like to note this is not) 
and analyzed it.  It looked like a 
hand-rolled cigarette, or maybe 
a joint.

So the Incredible Tester 
Collection for Highness (ITCH) 
and I decided to spark it up to 
see fi rsthand what the U.S. Gov-
ernment tells us WILL KILL 
YOU IF YOU BREAK THE 
LAW today.

We did a before survey, 

where most of us predicted we 
would be sort of high for about 
twenty minutes and then devel-
op headaches.  Others suggested 
bad mood or lethargy as sec-
ondary effects, but nobody was 
particularly worried, and it was 
very clear this was in the name 
of science.

So we lit up our little ciga-
rette, took a puff, and got a taste 
of what the kids were smok-
ing.  The fi rst distinction was 
the smell.  While potent mari-
juana smells heavenly and like 
a bag-full of smiles, the taste of 
the Acapulco was most similar 
to putting a Warhead candy into 
your mouth.  It issn’t sour, but 
it produces a physical tingle in 
your mouth.  After a few puffs,  
the citrus taste came on stron-
ger, and we tossed the butt (not, 
I would like to note, roach) of 
the cigarette away and went 
for a walk.  Fuck, it’s cold out 
nowadays, huh?  That aside, all 
the testers noticed an early body 
high— lights were shimmering 
and we all felt kind of nice, but 
nobody was attempting sedition 
or showing signs of a psychotic 
breakdown so we knew it hadn’t 
kicked in.  The taste died down, 
too.  If you’d eaten a bushel of 
oranges and gone to bed with-
out brushing your teeth, this is 

probably the taste you’d wake 
up with: sort of musty, but with 
defi nite notes of citrus. After a 
little while, we went back in-
side and sat down.  This is when 
things started to kick in.  It cer-
tainly wasn’t rocketfuel, but the 
fact is that most of us were at 
least a little stoned.  I person-
ally couldn’t get a handle on 
how strongly everything around 
me smelled like oranges.  I re-
marked that the citrus scent had 
grown stronger and more pun-
gent, only to realize later that I 
had been peeling and eating an 
actual orange.

The fi nal consensus?  It 
defi nitely worked better than 
we had thought; we all ended 
up reasonably high for at little 
while, and none of us turned 
into giant, carnivorous birds, 
so the after effects aren’t that 
bad.  That said, this was also 
something nobody could imag-
ine putting into their body on a 
regular basis, and at least some 
varieties are known to cause 
cancer in rats.  But it wasn’t a 
total ripoff like jenkem, and also 
a way more pleasant taste test.

FINAL VERDICT: Drugs 
are bad, but if you really want 
to get high, stick to marijuana. 
[Editor’s note: Joke!]

The SPICE of Life

Red Alert!: Female Employees Have 
to Announce Menstruation with Bracelets
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by Liz O’Malley
STAFF  PANTS ON THE 
GROUND

As winter is slowly begin-
ning to wedge itself between 
us college kids and our favorite 
wholesome outdoor activities 
(getting fucked-up on fi elds) 
it’s becoming evident that we 
shall soon be resigned to limited 
and increasingly crowded in-
door locales. This means more 
write-ups for those of us unfor-
tunate enough to still live on 
campus (knock on wood), more 
organized pre-games, and more 
clothes. 

However some people seem 
determined to keep the spirit of 
summer alive. My friends and I 
were on our way to a party when 
all of a sudden a young lady’s 
buttocks were exposed to us 
from the depths of her shress— 
the kind of dress that is actually 
a shirt but worn like a dress.  An-
other time, while sitting outside 
of the caf having a cigarette, we 
saw a girl wearing see -through 
pants (those exist? Yea, they 
do, and they’re terrifying.) One 
frigid night the temperature was 
hovering close to twenty-fi ve 
degrees and some boys walked 
out of my dorm wearing noth-

ing but t-shirts and jeans. Many 
more dare to go strapless and 
sweaterless or choose fl ip-fl ops 
over sneakers because hey, 
fuck it; just because it’s win-
ter doesn’t 
mean it’s 
not summer 
a n y m o r e . 
The inten-
tions of 
these fi ne, 
classy, edu-
cated youth 
are not only 
completely 
apparent but 
also quite 
admirable. 
Despite the 
guffaws and 
laughter that 
result from 
looking like 
a Christ-
mas gift 
wrapped in 
clear Saran 
wrap, the 
v i b r a n c y 
and cheer of warm weather sea-
sons shall prevail.

For those of us who wish 
winter nothing but a million 
middle fi ngers but aren’t brave 

enough to risk frostbite, there 
are solutions that don’t involve 
looking like you were never 
taught to dress yourself... the 
most obvious one being a jacket.

I understand that coats are 
totally for dorks, especially if 
they’re zipped up, but I guaran-
tee that this is the most effective 
way to stay warm. At this point 

you’re probably thinking, “But 
I don’t want to go out and carry 
my coat around all night long!” 
Okay. This might be the opti-
mist in me speaking, but having 
one hand occupied with a coat 
means you still have one hand 
available for a beverage, right? 
If this isn’t good enough for you 
summer-chic fashionistas, there 
are still plenty of alternatives.
As a Midwesterner, I’ve learned 
from a young age that there is 
power in layers.  For people like 
the young lady in the dress (urrr 
shirt?), tights are a good way 
to keep your legs from falling 
off. You can even wear two or 
three layers at a time! I know 
this might not convey the mes-
sage you’re trying to communi-
cate with your attire, but it’s the 
next best thing to fl ashing your 
bare ass to a bunch of strangers. 
Sweaters are also a good choice. 
While you won’t catch as many 
eyes as you would in a tube top, 
you will be a little bit warmer 
and retain at least a shred of 
self-respect.

If you’re more of a pants 
type, you’re in luck! You al-
ready have a thick shield of fab-
ric between your bare skin and 
the freezing cold, and you have 

the option of wearing leggings 
underneath for added warmth. 
Leggings, like tights, are easily 
layer-able. For the love of fuck-
ing Christ, please never wear 
see-through pants. You might as 
well just not wear pants.

If you’re a dude, throw on 
a pair of pajama pants or long 
johns under your jeans and 
you’re good to go. And though 
it may be more diffi cult for la-
dies to admire your underdevel-
oped pecs and biceps through a 
sweatshirt or a long-sleeve shirt, 
the outcome of the night won’t 
be affected: you will probably 
still end up going home alone.

So, champions of summer, I 
thank you for your attempts to 
deny the weather’s power over 
people’s ability to determine 
your intellect. You have neglect-
ed to take even the simplest, 
easiest steps to protect yourself 
from the harsh winter weather 
as martyrs for your cause, un-
leashing your message of viva el 
verano upon the world. To the 
rest of us who aren’t quite ready 
to relinquish our dignity for the 
cause, I guess we’ll have to in-
vest in some gloves and look 
like dorks all winter long.

HATS, GLOVES, AND NOT MUCH ELSE
Chicks and Dudes Insist on Freezing off Their Lips and Nips (Respectively)

Dear Emily... From Emily
An Editor’s Open Letter to her Ram Doppelganger

by Emily Genetta
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR
Dear Emily Arata,

My name is Emily Genetta, 
and you don’t know me.  I don’t 
know you either, but I know a 
few things about you.  No, I 
didn’t facebook stalk you or 
anything; I’m not that creepy 
and also I really don’t care 
enough to do that. I just hap-
pened to read your Ram cover 
article entitled “Respect for Life 
Hosts Pregnancy Resource Fo-
rum,” and I noticed that we have 
some superfi cial things in com-
mon.  For example, besides pos-
sessing the same awesome fi rst 
name (pretend high-fi ve), our 
last names sound far more alike 
than two random words reason-
ably should. We’re also both 
presumably female, we both go 
to Fordham, and we both write 
for a student newspaper.  Fi-
nally, we both have strong opin-
ions.  I generally like people 
with strong opinions!  I mean, I 
edit what is essentially the opin-
ions section of this here student 
rag, so that makes sense.  I also 
publicly express my own strong 
opinions and so do you, but 
that’s where the similarities end 
and the differences begin.  See, 
I write about my opinions in 
the editorial section of a paper 
that is all about giving students 
a place to express themselves.  
You write about your opinions 
in what’s nominally the news 
section of a paper that’s sup-
posed to be neutral.  Also? Your 
opinions are the not-so-likeable 

oppressive kind that threaten  
your readers’ bodily integrity. 

Still, I admire that you actu-
ally opened your article by re-
vealing these shitty opinions!  It 
takes major chutzpah and also a 
bad editor (which reminds me: 
feel free to do whatever the real-
world version of forwarding is 
and send this along to Patrick 
Derocher) to open a news ar-
ticle about a group that opposes 
abortion with this sentence:  
“Serrin Foster [president of an-
ti-abortion group Feminists for 
Life] is a woman on a mission: 
to protect the rights of pregnant 
women across the country.”  
Ooooohhhhh, Emily.  Even if 
you think Serrin Foster is do-
ing good— and you made that 
eminently clear by using the 
word ‘protecting’— you have 
to admit that it’s a logical fal-
lacy, protecting women’s rights 
by advocating against the ones 
that give them control over their 
own bodies.  

That’s just the beginning. 
You follow it up by syntacti-
cally arranging a staggering 
amount of bullshit into what 
was supposed to be a value-free 
expository sentence.  I again 
admit to being impressed; read-
ing that fi ne little masterpiece 
of horror took my breath away.  
“HA!” I involuntarily exhaled 
as I read that “Foster is cur-
rently president of Feminists 
for Life, a foundation dedicated 
to giving pregnant women the 
freedom to choose the fate 
of their unborn child with-

out feeling pressured into 
an abortion [emphasis mine, 
but you knew that].”  I mean, 
whatisthisIcan’teven— excuse 
me, I forgot to inhale again.  
Much better.  Now let’s take 
that apart piece by piece: You 
start the sentence with a clause 
that does a rhetorical 180, go-
ing from your opining 
about ‘protecting rights’ 
to simply stating facts.  
This is clever! It con-
fuses the reader, and 
while she’s wondering 
if maybe that fi rst sen-
tence was just a mis-
take— BAM! You hit 
her with a triple wham-
my!  I am actually not 
being facetious when I 
say that it is astounding 
that you got “freedom 
to choose”, “unborn 
child”, AND “pressured 
into an abortion” in 
one subordinate clause!  
And you do it while still 
using the thinnest veil of objec-
tivity, stating such a politically 
loaded sentence as if it were 
fact. Damn, girl.

After that, though, your 
game falters.  You have to re-
port on the actual event and so 
you plow through two columns 
of bizarrely chosen anecdotes 
before you seem to remember 
that you haven’t told me re-
cently that you’re morally su-
perior and I need to turn over 
control of my uterus to you and 
your pals.  This is mostly im-
plied, of course, but the mes-

sage gets across!  There’s no 
other interpretation of your 
decision to repeatedly mention 
how concerned anti-abortionists 
are about women without ever 
mentioning that, you know, 
pro-choicers are too.  Regard-
ing Fordham’s lack of support 
for pregnant women and young 
mothers, you say, “[…] Foster 

worries that the situation is not 
improving quickly enough. In 
addition, members of Respect 
for Life showed concern about 
this.”  And that’s where your 
paragraph ends, implying that 
it’s *only*Foster and Respect 
for Life who care about women.

Tragically, you get sloppy 
near the end when you let it slip 
that “[Feminists for Life] also 
plan to open a dialogue with the 
administration about how stu-
dent mothers can be better sup-
ported by the University, a goal 
that is not limited to women or 

feminists.” Shit, Em, you just 
admitted that feminists care, 
too!  It’s cool, we all make mis-
takes, and, hey, it’s really neat 
how you inserted this Patricia 
Heaton quote as its own para-
graph just because you wanted 
it in the article somewhere: “A 
woman who experience[sic] 

unplanned pregnancy ex-
periences unplanned joy.”  
Ignoring the rules of good 
writing to unceremonious-
ly plop down a ridiculous 
statement is pretty fuckin’ 
rebellious, and for that, I 
salute you.

In all seriousness, I do 
admire your conviction 
and your way with words, 
and I’d like to give you 
props for that.  It shows 
passion and talent.  Un-
fortunately, it also shows 
that you’re deadly serious 
about your deeply offen-
sive desire to control my 
body, for which I am de-

ducting props.  I’m also gonna 
go ahead and admit that the 
whole thing is a tad nightmarish: 
my bizarro-world self wants to 
control my uterus.  Thankfully, 
even with all your passion and 
talent, you won’t be able to steal 
my organs, because this isn’t ac-
tually a horror movie, and I’m 
not actually your spare parts 
farm; it’s reality in the U.S. of 
fuckin’ A, where I still have a 
constitutional right to control 
my body.  SUCKA!

Sincerely,
Emily Genetta

Which 
one of 
us is the 
evil one? 
ONE 
OF US 
HAS  TO 
BE THE 
EVIL 
ONE!

Defi nitely 
the evil 
twin.
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DEmocrats display serious lack 
of fortitude

by Joe McCarthy
STAFF EMERGENCY 
COLUMNIST
Week 10: My Life is Falling 
Apart, My Liver is Failing
Midnight Terrors

Waking up on a Sunday 
morning, reincarnated from wil-
debeest to injured beetle, I reach 
for water, spilling large sums on 
my phone or laptop and, scram-
bling to dry them— my tools, 
my man-tools for tooling in the 
inter-tubes! — I realize they are 
probably broken by now, and I 
won’t mention it to my parents 
for weeks (with long-winded, 
tear-jerking rhapsodies), so I 
pop four Advil though I’m still 
drunk and thinking about my 
liver, worried, really, and go 
back to sleep to hellish night-
mares fueled by anxiety and 
vague feelings of inadequacy, 
only to wake up spilling the 
water again (I thought it had 
been at least half-empty but ap-
parently not), this time on my 
crotch in the freezing cold of 
December and its charcoal grey 
sky, sun already gone down, so 
I get up fi nally Sunday morning 
thinking about my liver, how 
it would look, perhaps some-
thing  like my swollen uvula 
(caused by the cigarettes) hang-
ing down my throat like a glad 
dog’s tongue— backwards— 
every so often I choke on it, 
and make some eggs, crunchy 
eggs, the eggs are hungover too, 
malnourished, steroid-laden 
chicken miscarriage on my un-
washed plate I’m thinking, my 
only respite the BBQ sauce, and 
I used to believe in God, before 
the angry skies and bone-white 
cigarettes and violent BBQ 
sauce, on Sunday mornings, I 
believed in God, in meaning in 
language too, I think, looking 
at yellow and seeing y-e-l-l-
o-w s-i-g-n-i-f-i-e-r— in other 
words, I used to take dictionar-
ies seriously and so on, and so 
I open up an issue of the Ram 
sitting on the pot and it’s just 
what I need to get the whisky 
and malt liquor up and out, feel-
ing much better, and wipe up the 
slop with the black-and-white, 
much better, and head to work, 
too tired to keep my eyes open, 
and I have to go masturbate in 
the public restroom stall just to 
stay awake.  Masturbating in 
the public restroom just to stay 
awake, now that’s so Joe.      

That’s So 
Joe!

by Alex Gibbons
CO-EDITOR IN CHIEF

An important piece of news 
may have gotten lost in the me-
dia fi restorm generated by the 
Wikileaks cablegate scandal. 
The House Democrats pushed 
to vote on a new tax model this 
weekend, hoping to destroy any 
efforts of Republicans to extend 
the absurd Bush-era tax cuts for 
affl uent taxpayers. Their initial 
plan would extend the Bush-era 
tax cuts for 98% of taxpayers. 
Our wealthiest citizens, those 
couples who make more than 
$250,000 a year or individu-
als who make $200,000 a year, 
would still get a tax cut, just not 
on income after the fi rst $200-
250,000. The proposal was 
killed.

The second proposal made 
extreme concessions to Re-
publican bullheadedness, and 
included tax cuts for the fi rst 
$1,000,000 for every American 
citizen. That means that every 
American taxpayer would re-
ceive a tax deduction and those 
taxpayers who take in more than 
$1,000,000 (like, say, super rich 
billionaires) would only earn tax 
cuts on the fi rst million of their 
multi-million dollar income. 

But House Republicans, 
and a few opportunistic demo-
crats, rallied to shoot down 
this second proposal on Satur-
day, voting it down 53-36. This 
stubbornness to approach the 
Democrats tax proposals, which 
would provide essential aid to 
those American’s that actually 
need it, with any semblance 
of rational thought paints the 
Republicans as childish thugs, 
refusing any compromise with 
Democrats so that they can pre-
vent any progress during the 
lame duck session following the 
midterm elections. 

This is true. And it’s nothing 
particularly new. The Republi-
cans can’t be blamed for being 
a party of spineless scheisters 
who campaign on the platform 
that the GOP is a friend to “the 
working man” while continu-

ously passing legislation that 
benefi ts the super-rich rather 
than the middle-class. It’s their 
nature. But the Democrat’s re-
sponse to this stubborn, increas-
ingly competitive nature is to 
cave. 

President Obama has, time 
and time again, completely 
missed opportunities to uphold 
his pre-election promises.He’s 
like a really smart guy who’s 
stuck in a room of pissed-off 
and con-
fused jocks. 
The jocks, 
of course, 
are pissed-
off Repub-
licans, who 
f u c k i n g 
hate that 
smart guy. 
They’re su-
per amped 
up from 
w i n n i n g 
states (mid-
term elec-
tions), and 
are looking 
for a rea-
son to tus-
sle. When 
f i s t i c u f f s 
commence, 
O b a m a 
tries to con-
vince the 
goons that they shouldn’t be 
punching him, that he’s their 
friend, when he should really 
be targeting weak-spots and 
going for the groin. The gusto 
that typifi ed his campaign has 
almost completely disappeared. 
President Obama’s decision to 
concede to the desire of House 
Republican’s by extending the 
Bush Tax cuts for several years 
is, frankly, sad to watch.

Obama’s reaction? Well, 
when Republicans were suc-
cessfully maintaining the illu-
sion that Obama’s plan was a 
tax hike for America, Obama 
remained relatively silent. The 
gains made by the Republican’s 
in the midterm elections and 

with this latest victory weren’t 
the result of some GOP master-
strategy. The Tea-Party was 
probably the most active ele-
ment, but Obama’s failure to 
point out the absurdity’s in the 
Tea-Party mythology allowed 
Republican’s to maintain their 
extremely partisan agenda, as 
they knew any refusal to work 
with Democrats would be an 
enormous success in the eyes of 
the party. Their announcement 

that they would block all bills 
until Bush-era tax cuts were ex-
tended was only an extension of 
this policy. 

In July this sort of behavior 
caused a bill that would provide 
additional healthcare to 9/11 
fi rst-responders to be blocked. 
Congressman Anthony Weiner 
denounced the Republican’s 
blockage of the bill in an in-
famous rant, but news of the 
block was underreported and 
eventually forgotten. Weiner’s 
response should have been 
emulated by all members of 
the Democratic Party and ratio-
nal members of the Republican 
Party as well. President Obama 
could have used the opportunity 

to highlight Republican stub-
bornness, but instead the affair 
was forgotten amidst the sensa-
tion over Park51, which, coin-
cidently enough, nobody really 
cares about anymore. 

And it also means that noth-
ing is going to change concern-
ing Don’t Ask Don’t Tell. Re-
publicans will continue to block 
all efforts to change the rule, de-
spite insistence by members of 
the Armed Forces to reform the 
backward policy. And Don’t Ask 

Don’t Tell reform was a major 
campaign topic for the Obama 
Administration. Obama’s got 
one major victory going for 
him: Healthcare. But even that 
will be in jeopardy when Re-
publicans take the house in the 
New Year. The Republicans 
aren’t on the verge of a ma-
jor victory; they still have no 
leadership and no viable 2012 
presidential candidate. But, by 
remaining tame the Democrats 
leave themselves few chances 
to make a fucking difference, 
incite outrage, or make any 
progress on anything anywhere. 
And every day Republicans can 
make themselves look good for 
acting like douchebags is one 
day closer to Palin 2012. 

You get the idea...

(particularly in the haunches)
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arts
Maria Bamford Articulates
condones creativity, old dogs & unions

by Marisa Carroll
STAFF  FEATURES EDTI-
OR AND INTERVIEWER

lenging to hear one-sentence 
responses to creative work you 
have poured yourself into for 
months. How do you process 
feedback from people who see 
your shows? 

A: I don’t want to stand out 
and say hello after shows that 
I perceive hadn’t gone well, so 
that suggests I’m fairly afraid of 
criticism.  I’m pretty critical of 
myself. I’m not very political in 
my act, I mumble, I do the same 
basic voices -- would be great to 
develop more. I slump, I don’t 
go and say what I mean as much 
as I could. I am cowardly in just 
suggesting the meaning rather 
than articulating what I mean- 
which is possibly lazy, I am not 
as understanding and kind to 
hecklers (chat-hats), I have an 
irritating high voice, I’m aging 
and look signifi cantly different 
in person from the headshots 
that have been painted, I’m a 
huge hypocrite sellout to The 
Man, and the list goes on.  And 
so, with all that stuff going on 
in my head, sometimes I don’t 
want to hear, “Well, I liked the 
middle act better,” and have to 
say “So did I!”

Q: How do you respond 
when bits mined from your 
most personal thoughts and ex-
periences fail? 

A: I feel bummed. And [I] 
call my friend Jackie and get 
mad about it and then, try it 
again. And again, and again.

Q: Since you weave so 
much about your psychologi-
cal history into your act—and in 
deeply personal interviews like 
last year’s “WTF With Marc 

Maron” conversation on family 
dynamics, eating disorders, and 
dysfunctional relationships—do 
fans approach you with their 
own issues, and if so, how do 
you respond? For instance, 
would it make you feel uncom-
fortable if I told you that your 
comedy had been incredibly 
helpful to me as someone who 
suffers from a myriad of mental 
and emotional problems and if I 
had the means I would take you 
out to a fancy dinner?

A: I LOVE DINNER.  I 

love a salad, I love a protein, I 
love a soda.  Let’s do this dinner 
thing and I will listen to your 
experiences.  I have done some 
light non-professional listening.  
I am not a therapist, but I have 3 
I’m seeing regularly and I think 
I get what they are doing.  Let 
me help you help me help you 

help me. 
Q: When someone informs 

me that there are no funny wom-
en in comedy (Are these people 
sexists? Fools? Those who, like 
most Americans, only experi-
ence comedy via CBS’s Mon-
day night lineup?), I refer them 
to the “Funny Women Come-

dians” list on your website. Do 
you think it’s your duty to sup-
port your fellow funny-ladies? 

A: I want to support ALL 
CREATIVITY!!! ALL OF IT!! 
MAKE A NAPKIN OCTOPUS!  
SING AND MAKE FUDGE 
ON YOUTUBE!  Some people 
don’t fi nd women or Asians or 
the Three Stooges or squirt-
ing fl owers or genocide funny.  
It’s ok.  Who cares? But- in my 
opinion- there are hundreds of 
ridiculously funny women and 
they are developing RIGHT AS 

YOU READ THIS IN YOUR 
COMMUNITY! Go out and see 
who’s there.  Everybody needs 
support. Life is hard.

Q: Who was particularly 
helpful to you when you were 
coming-up in comedy, and who 
should we be following right 
now?

A: Frank Conniff, a writer/
comic, [and] Leslie Ball, a sing-
er/producer, [are] two artists 
who continue to be supportive 
of me -- real nice people who 
make things all the time.  And 
for comedians -- wow, well, I 
know there are jillions of people 
I should be telling you about 

that I just haven’t seen, so 
go on www.rooftopcom-
edy.com and fi nd your own 
new favorite comic. But 
I love Dan Telfer www.
dantelfer.com (Chicago), 
Jackie Kashian (www.
jackiekashian.com) [and] 
Eddie Pepitone (Los An-
geles) www.eddiepepit-
one.com. Charleyne Yi is 
AWESOME and you can 
see a lot of her videos on 
YouTube. Brent Weinbach 
is super great and Jen Kirk-
man, and I know there are 
Young Kidz who are com-

ing up all the time and I should 
learn their nombres -- THEY 
ARE THE FUTURE AND THE 
NOW! Oh! David Huntsberger 
(San Francisco) and just know 
you can fi nd them in your own 
community. Go see them before 
they move to LA or New York 
or Chicago!

Q: Following your series of 
Target commercials last Christ-
mas, you rewarded us with a 
free “Maria Bamford Christmas 
Special.” With your 2010 Target 
ads up and running, do you have 

plans to release new recordings 
soon? If not, how do you plan 
to spend those glorious Target 
bucks?

A: I give 10 percent of the 
money to charity to make my-
self feel like a good person and 
the rest to pay down my mort-
gage which is now ABOVE WA-

TER!  I am working on 
new bits -- they are com-
ing together and break-
ing apart and will need 
to lie down for a few 
hours in the afternoon so 
they can “set,” and then I 
just shot a little Pilot that 
I hope someone will pur-
chase and give money to 
the UFCW (The United 
Food and Commercial 
International Workers 
Union) and the Cam-
paign for Labor Rights. 

Q: When my sis-
ter and I were kids, my 
single, working mother 
would buy us dogs to 
compensate for being a 
single, working mother. 
The pups would never 
last, with Cocoa or Jump-
er or Barker T. Washing-
ton shipped off to “the 
farm” just a few months 
after moving into my 
home (and, I suppose, 

my heart). I was doomed to an 
eternity of coming up with cre-
ative new puppy names and in-
venting increasingly outlandish 
excuses for what happened to 
the last one until I took the only 
logical course of action: I made 
an Excel Spreadsheet categoriz-
ing different breeds of dogs by 
trainability, cost of upkeep, cud-
dliness, and costume potential. 
As pug expert and momma of 
Bert and Blossom, sell thirteen-
year-old-me on why pugs rock.

A: GET AN OLD PUG 
OR OLD DOG IN GENER-
AL!!! OLD DOGS ROCK! 
Over 3 years old, if not over 10! 
They are like cats, but warmer 
and snugglier.  They are fun!  
They LOVE to eat and they 
are great for sufferers of body/
facial Dysmorphia in that they 
are useless and conventionally 
(to some) unattractive and yet 
infi nitely beautiful and mag-
nifi cado. THEY LOVE AND 
WELCOME YOU. Old dog!

Q: Finally, my mom loves 
you. May you please say some-
thing to her so she will forever 
cling to this interview like an 
autographed Tom Jones record?

 A: Mom,  You have raised 
a delightful, thoughtful young 
woman who has written very 
well-written interview ques-
tions.  Your work here is done.  
Wrap your beans and cheeses in 
a tortilla of your daughters love 
and enjoy your burritohood.

This month, I chatted with 
comedian Maria Bamford. 

Comedy giants Judd Apatow 
and Patton Oswalt have called 
Maria one of the most creative 
and interesting comediens 
working today, and her album 
“Unwanted Thoughts Syn-
drome” topped 2009 critics’ 
pick lists. I love her.   

Q: Maria, you have said you 
started doing comedy as a head-
shaved twenty year old playing 
one-woman shows with your 
violin. How would you describe 
your act today and how did it 
evolve?

A: I think I’m more per-
sonable, but you’d have to ask 
someone else, maybe my pal 
Jackie- who’s seen my act for 
16 years or so.  I feel a little 
or a lot more pressure from in-
side my brain to do meaningful, 
well-crafted work because I feel 
so lucky to work at all, and then, 
to have fans! I really don’t have 
any good insight to how [my 
act] has changed. 

Q: When did issues like 
your OCD become part of your 
act, and how long did it take for 
you to feel comfortable opening 
up about it? 

A: After I’d seen a thera-
pist and gotten help and felt 
OK about it myself, I felt bet-
ter about talking about it -- but I 
had no interest in talking about 
it when I was having problems. 
It wasn’t very funny to me at 
that time!

Q: Your act is very charac-
ter-driven, which some might 
say hides the “real” Maria Bam-
ford. You also seem to strive for 
sincerity, however, providing 
information for OCD, addic-
tion, and wanting-to-be-suc-
cessful-in-the-arts sufferers on 
your website and in “Unwanted 
Thought Syndrome’s” liner 
notes. Is it ever hard to navigate 
the line between parody and 
sincerity?

A: OOf. I don’t know if I 
have an opinion on that, uh -- I 
know who I am. I have a strong 
sense of self and like myself -- 
think I’m a good egg, and I try 
to be sincere in my life, but yes, 
I guess sincerity, [or] when I’m 
trying to be sincere [would be 
something ]I’d feel bad [about] 
if it was parodied, but that is the 
risk in being sincere.  It’s really 
easy to make fun of things --ev-
erything is totally ridiculous-- 
especially when something is 
taken really seriously.  Har-
rumph.  I cannot answer your 
question. I’d like to be helpful. 

Q: Whether receiving com-
pliments or criticism, it is chal-

Just how I can I 
make that napkin 
octupus sing THIS 
TIME....

Capitalism
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Yo-
It’s almost Christmas. This year, my family decided not to 
give anyone gifts. This is awesome - this means I can smoke 
cigarettes at the train station on my way home, and eat for 
the next two weeks. This means we will pay more attnetion to 
each other as blood-related kin, and not waste time writing 
thank-you cards a week later to the people you bombarded 
with thank-yous in person, next to the tree, drinkin’ some 
wine and eatin’ some ham. Christ is King, Budweiser is the 
king of beers, beer is the king of America. G’night.
-K.C.

What: New Photography 2010
Where: MoMA 
When: til’ January 10, 2011 
HOWMUCH: $12
Why: See pg. 19. Or, read the summary of Lindy’s review of the 
exhibit here: It’s an annual fall series at the museum aiming to 
provide exposure to unknown artists and represent the currents 
of contemporary photography. All four artists employ multime-
dia and / or photocollage, and none of the artists present pictures 
of the untouched world. Alex Prager. Roe Ethridge, Elad Lassry, 
and Amanda Ross-Ho draw heavily on appropriated images in 
their work and blatantly manipulate images using photocollage 
and other techniques. There are many pictures there.

What: The Original Greenwich Village Food and Culture
Walking Tour
Where: Near 6th and Bleecker St
When: All the time, check the website foodsofny.com
HOWMUCH: $47 per person for 6 different retaurants
Why: Pay, meet, eat, walk, see, talk, eat, walk, see, talk, drink 
booze, eat, walk, see blurry, talk silly, eat, walk, drink more 
booze, see nothing, talk nothing, eat, walk, eat, eat, eat, poop,  
walk, sit, stay, sleep. 

What: Happy Hour
Where: Brooklyn Brewery 
When: Fridays 6-11pm
HOWMUCH: $4 Beers, discounts abound
Why: They clear The Tasting Room of equipment and bring out 
the picnic tables for you, our adoring public, every Friday. Find 
8 different styles on tap, from our core brands to seasonal beers. 
Also available is their current Brewmaster’s Reserve. They got 
salty and sweet treats from the ladies at Ovenly. Curried Cashews 
and Spicy Bacon Carmel Corn (Brooklyn beer is the secret ingre-
dient). You can order food to be delivered to you at The Tasting 
Room. They’ve got lots of menus from local restaurants that are 
itching to bring you pizza, burgers, and bahn mi. Just be sure to 
tell them your name and put your phone on vibrate. You cannot 
bring your 18 year old sister with you. It’s 21+ up in there. 

What: Montreal
Where: Montreal
When: Pre-Apocolypse
HOWMUCH: Amtrak tickets $62, Gas prices fl uctuate.
Why: Ya gotta go. Sooner than later. You’re young.

Graham Greene
Strikes Again

by Andrew Craig
STAFF MOUSEY WAIT-
RESS 

Brighton Rock, originally a 
1938 novel by renowned Brit-
ish author Graham Greene, was 
made into a 1947 fi lm noir di-
rected by John Boulting, with 
a screenplay adaptation by the 
original author himself. The 
fi lm was released in the States as 
Young Scarface and stars Rich-
ard Attenborough as 
Pinkie Brown, a young 
gangster in Brighton, 
England who is des-
perate to prove himself 
in a violent underworld 
of criminal activity. At 
seventeen years old, 
Pinkie struggles to 
come to terms with his 
adolescence amid his 
murderous gang activ-
ity. He meets Rose, a 
young waitress who is 
swept up in Pinkie’s 
gang as a matter of 
chance; she stumbles 
upon incriminating 
evidence against Pin-
kie and is the only fl aw 
in Pinkie’s alibi to a 
murder. Pinkie begins 
a relationship with the 
girl despite the bitter 
resentment he feels to-
wards her, because as 
his wife, Rose would 
not be made to testify against 
him in court. This is all while 
Ida, a nosy barmaid who had a 
brief relationship with the man 
who Pinkie killed, tries to un-
cover the 
truth and 
reveal Pin-
kie as the 
m u r d e r e r 
that he is. 
As Ida gets 
closer to 
the truth, 
with his 
gang ques-
tioning his 
leadership 
and his ri-
vals tak-
ing over 
Br ighton , 
Pinkie gets 
increasingly desperate and vio-
lent, and Rose is in turn thrown 
into a dark world with terrifying 
consequences.

The original fi lm is consid-
ered one of the greatest British 
fi lms of all time, and is some-
what hallowed ground among 
fi lmmakers. Many directors, 
including Martin Scorsese, have 
considered the prospect of a 
remake, but ultimately balked 
at the idea. It was not until the 

fall of 2009 that a new ver-
sion of the fi lm saw the light of 
day, when British writer/direc-
tor Rowan Joffé began fi lming 
a remake of the fi lm based on 
an updated screenplay that he 
wrote himself. 

The fi lm stars Sam Riley as 
Pinkie, along with Andrea Rise-
borough as Rose and Helen Mir-
ren as Ida. Less of a remake and 
more an original adaptation, the 

fi lm’s setting has been moved 
from the 1930’s to 1964 and fo-
cuses primarily on the character 
of Rose, unlike the ’47 original. 
Rose’s naiveness and reckless 

devotion to Pinkie is examined 
in new ways, as she remains by 
Pinkie’s side despite his danger-
ous nature and increasingly vio-
lent desperation. 

In that he is a young man 
who is rising through the ranks 
of organized crime, director 
Rowan Joffé says, “Pinkie rep-
resents a kind of youth rebel-
lion, and 1964 was when youth 
took to the streets, literally, in 
Britain.” The adapted story has 
also done away with Greene’s 

original Catholic themes -- the 
novel, and to a lesser extent, the 
original fi lm, had a signifi cant 
fascination with ideas of dam-
nation and mortal sin, though 
this might seem out of place in 
the more secular Britain of the 
modern era. 

The most immediately no-
ticeably difference between 
the two fi lms is Pinkie’s age. 
Richard Attenborough played 

the character 
at age twenty-
four, though 
he looked even 
younger. This 
is the youthful, 
teen-aged Pin-
kie that Greene 
presented in his 
original novel, 
and his age pres-
ents an all the 
more sinister 
contrast between 
his character 
and the ruthless 
atrocities that 
he commits. At 
age thirty, Sam 
Riley cannot 
portray a simi-
lar contrast, and 
instead the char-
acter is dumbed 
down slightly 
into a more ge-
neric gangster. 

This point is relatively moot, 
however, as Joffé’s fi lm is pri-
marily a character study of Rose 
and female suffering. While 
Pinkie is a murderous gangster 

who meets 
a fi tting 
end, Rose 
is only a 
m o u s e y 
w a i t r e s s 
who is 
swept into 
the role 
of a tragic 
h e r o i n e 
through her 
r e l a t i o n -
ship with 
the gang 
l e a d e r . 
Her naive, 
love-struck 

self-destructiveness is offset by 
Helen Miren’s knowledgeable 
and mature portrayal of Ida.

The fi lm has received a 
glowing review from British 
newspaper The Guardian, and 
is set for widespread release in 
the United Kingdom on Febru-
ary 4th. There’s no word yet on 
when the fi lm will make its way 
across the Atlantic for release in 
the States, but with any luck, it 
won’t be too long.

Woah, 
that’s the old man from 
Jurassic Park who has 
the cane and created 
dinosaurs.

Woah, that’s not
Leonardo DiCaprio.

events list
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Hey folks, check out Bruce Springsteen rockin’ above. None 
of the shows below will probably be this good, but he’s the 
boss. He’s his own boss. I tried desperately to fi nd a picture 
of him slamming his crotch into the camera at his super bowl 
show, but it was no use. This is the best I could do. Pretend 
it’s just of his crotch in your face and you’ll be just fi ne. This 
is the last thing I’ll ever write as Arts Editor. Peace out, kidz. 
                                                                           -C.S.

What: DARB MODNOC, Queening, Sarah Dupuis
Where: Paul Shaffer’s House
When: Friday, December 10 8 p.m.
HOWMUCH: $5
Why: I don’t really know the bands that are playing, but I’ve 
never had a bad time at Paul Shaffer’s House. They always have 
a real homey atmostphere (the venue is a house, so duh), and the 
bands are always entertaining even if they aren’t your cup of tea. 
Also, Sarah Dupuis totally went to my high school which is cool, 
even though I’ve never heard her play.

What: Jesse Malin & the St. Marks Social
Where: Bowery Ballroom
When: Saturday, December 11 8 p.m.
HOWMUCH: $20
Why: I saw Jesse Malin & the St. Marks Social open for the 
Gaslight Anthem last year and although I had never heard them 
before, I was impressed. The crowd didn’t seem to know them 
that well, but they quickly got excited and started moving. I think 
it would be interesting to see them in a headlining setting where 
more of the crowd would actually be fans. Also, Jesse Malin 
talked extensively of travelling in Russia with a band of gypsies 
to learn their music. That’s got to count for something, right?

What: Willow Smith
Where: Hammerstein Ballroom
When: Saturday, December 11 3:00 p.m.
HOWMUCH: Free (sort of)
Why: Because you’ve been whipping your hair back and forth 
at every party for the past few months, refusing to get it cut so as 
to have more to whip. Now, despite presumably having only one 
song, Willow Smith is coming to New York for her fi rst ever live 
show. Presumably on account of her young age, the event starts 
at three in the afternoon (doors at two), but don’t worry, a full 
lunch menu will be available. Tickets are only available through 
Power 105.1, so call in or go to their website for more details.

What: Real Estate
Where: Brooklyn Bowl
When: Sunday, December 19 7:00 p.m.
HOWMUCH: free!
Why: Real Estate is a fuzzy four-piece psychadelic surf rock 
band from Ridgewood N.J. That’s more biographical than a rea-
son to see them, but they’re much more than that. Their subtle 
sound walls of polyphonic guitar riffs and sweetly underrated 
vocals are pleasant and fun, whether or not you’ve even thought 
about surfi ng in the past couple of months. Also, the concert is 
free, so really, why wouldn’t you go?

Pequot Tribe Welcomes 

Bob Dylan
by Joe McCarthy
STAFF FISHBLOGGER

“Ladies and gentlemen 
please welcome the poet laure-
ate of rock ‘n’ roll. The voice 
of the promise of the 60s coun-
terculture. The guy who forced 
folk into bed with rock. Who 
donned makeup in the 70s and 
disappeared into a haze of sub-
stance abuse. Who emerged to 
fi nd Jesus. Who was written 
off as a has-been by the end 
of the ‘80s, and who suddenly 
shifted gears releasing some of 
the strongest music of his career 
beginning in the late ‘90s. La-
dies and gentlemen—Columbia 
recording artist Bob Dylan!”

So commenced the fi rst 
chords of  “Gonna Change My 
Way Of Thinking,” the fi rst of 
Dylan’s 16-song set at Fox-
woods’ MGM Grand on No-

vember 27th.  Since 2002, this 
has been Dylan’s introduction 
at all of his shows.  I can only 
imagine this brief summary 
of a legend’s career will have 
changed within the next decade.  
Nothing about Dylan’s music is 
set in stone.  He’s a fl aming tra-
jectory, the nearly 70-year-old 
man, for the past 22 years play-
ing over a hundred shows a year 
with various musicians all over 
the world.

It’s been called the Never 
Ending Tour by many, a name 
disdained by the man himself.  
“Tell me about this live thing,” 
reporter Adrian Deevoy asked 
Dylan in ’89, at the outset of 
a tour that is still going on to-
day, “You’ve gone straight into 
this tour again—one tour virtu-
ally straight into the next one.”  
Dylan responded, “Oh, it’s all 
the same tour,” to which Dee-
voy responded, “It’s the Never 
Ending Tour?’  Dylan, purport-
edly, unenthusiastically re-
sponded, “Yeah, yeah.”  Dylan 
is incredulous about the public’s 
shock at his energy and longev-

ity.  To him, as long as he is 
writing new material, it is only 
natural to be constantly playing.  
In 2009, Dylan wrote in Rolling 
Stone: “These days, people are 
lucky to have a job. Any job. So 
critics might be uncomfortable 
with my working so much. Any-
body with a trade can work as 
long as they want. A carpenter, 
an electrician. They don’t nec-
essarily need to retire.”

Going to see Dylan at Fox-
woods was in direct correlation 
to not wanting to see him at 
Terminal 5, a large rusty tin can 
posing as a distinguished NYC 
venue.  I was cognizant, howev-
er, that the Foxwoods crowd was 
going to be interesting—and by 
interesting I mean elderly.  I was 
right.  Coming out of the show, 
for instance, at 10 p.m., I heard 
one old lady say to her friend, 
“Well…bedtime.”  An old man 

looked to another old man and 
asked, “But where was all the 
pot?”  His friend, senile, appar-
ently deaf, screamed back, “The 
kids these days smoke before 
the concert.”  While the ma-
jority of fans were people who 
actually frequent casinos, there 
was an indomitable energy dur-
ing the show, in the audience 
and band.  The last show of this 
year’s tour, Dylan went out with 
a bang.   

Since 2003, Dylan has es-
sentially foregone the gitbox 
entirely.  He plays the keyboard 
(with an organ setting since 
2006), sings, and occasionally 
brings out the harmonica.  The 
keyboard thing is weird.  A va-
cant guitar is sitting by him the 
entire show and he doesn’t touch 
it.  He plays the keys with an oc-
casional solo, but mostly like a 
workhorse.  He has an incred-
ible 5-star band, but he chooses 
to hammer out the backbone of 
the music himself, playing as 
both backup rhythm section and 
improvising frontman.

I had been warned by die-
hard Dylan fans (I am not one), 

who’d recently seen Dylan play, 
that I shouldn’t expect to be able 
to recognize any of the songs.  
While his guttural groan was 
ever more pronounced, deep-
er, more concealing, this was 
not at all the case.  He played 
“Lay, Lady, Lay,” “I’ll Be Your 
Baby Tonight,” “Tangled Up in 
Blue,” “Highway 61 Revisit-
ed,” “Workingman’s Blues #2,″ 
“Thunder on the Mountain,” 
and “Ballad of a Thin Man” 
among other hits, all of which 
were at least somewhat coherent 
as compared with their original 
recordings.  While Dylan didn’t 
make much attempt to connect 
with the audience, or make any 
stage banter whatsoever, he was 
a spitball of energy from start 
to fi nish.  His band was in top 
form.

After about an hour and 
45 minutes, they fi nished with 

“Ballad of a 
Thin Man,” 
the most 
i n c r e d -
ible ver-
sion I’ve 
ever heard.  
D y l a n 
stood at the 
front mic 
the whole 
s o n g , 
backed by 
his band, 
and made 
a couple 
impressive 
harp so-
los.  I don’t 
think Dylan 
could have 
e x p e c t e d 
the re-
sponse to 

his last song.  A standing ova-
tion of over ten minutes.  He 
returned to the stage and played 
“Jolene” and “Like a Rolling 
Stone.” 

Quite unlike many bands 
from the 60’s who are still play-
ing today, Dylan is still serious-
ly writing music.  I think it will 
take a while for people to look 
at the last couple decades of 
Dylan’s music independent of 
his iconic 60’s style, but when 
they do, I think there will be 
two distinct images of Dylan at 
the peaks of his career: the still-
wet-behind-the-ears Greenwich 
Village cover artist and budding 
songwriter, and the austere, al-
most sinister vagrant old man in 
the broad-brimmed hat.  Aside 
from maybe the fi nancial im-
pediment, nothing would stop 
me from seeing Dylan again—
not as a legend, but as a living 
musician.       

Dylan’s show at Foxwoods 
saw the end of his 2010 tour, 
but it’s not like he’s going any-
where.  

show
 list

“I wish he still played 
guitar.”



page 18 the paper december 8, 2009

My experience with the 
band Mae is an interesting 

one. I wasn’t turned on to them 
until over the summer when one 
day I was raiding my sister’s 
iTunes. I was in desperate need 
of some new music to listen to 
and was taking just about any-
thing that I didn’t already have 
myself. As I hit play on their 
discography for the fi rst time, I 
was immediately hooked. With 
no exaggerating, I can easily 
say I have never become so at-
tached to a band in such a short 
amount of time. From then on 
I spent my days at work lis-
tening to The Everglow from 
beginning to end, something I 
do with very few bands. It was 
cruel fate that only three months 
after being turned on to one of 
my newest favorite bands, they 
would set out to embark on their 
farewell tour before an “indefi -
nite hiatus.”

Fast forward to October. My 
sister and I headed into the city 
early to catch the 6:00 doors, 
which turned out to be a great 
idea. 

First, we decided to head 
downstairs and check out 

albums, but this was clearly an 
overstatement. Obviously, the 
quality of the music was not the 
same as the studio album’s qual-
ity, but why would anyone ex-
pect that at a live performance? 
The music had a raw quality to 
it, which sounds like a disad-
vantage, but in fact, it wasn’t. 
This raw quality of the music, 
combined with 500 or so fans 
packed into the tiny Gramercy, 
really added a new dynamic to 
the show.

As amazing as the con-
cert was, the thought that Mae 
was shortly breaking up after 
wouldn’t leave the back of my 
mind. Obviously, I don’t know 
everything going on with the 
band, but they seemed to still 
be getting along with one an-
other greatly, and with a new al-
bum having just been released, 
it seemed like an odd time to go 
on an “indefi nite hiatus.”  All of 
this, however, seems to imply 
that one day, Mae will be able to 
pick their instruments back up 
with no problem and get back at 
it, whenever they want to. I’m 
hoping that this day will happen, 
and that it is sooner rather than 
later. Until then, Mae, Goodbye, 
Goodnight.

thing I knew, it was completely 
full. Starting with their new-
est single “Bloom” off of the 
recently released (E)vening, 
Mae completely dominated the 
stage from the beginning. They 

continued on, playing many of 
their classics and fan favorites 
such as “Embers & Envelopes,” 
“Goodbye, Goodnight,” “The 
Everglow,” and more. I’ve 
heard complaints that Mae’s 
live performances are really 
shitty compared to their studio 

Pennsylvania back in 2008 and 
2009. All in all, Terrible Things 
is defi nitely a band I recom-
mend keeping your eye on over 
the next few months, especially 
if you are a fan of early 2000s 

Taking Back Sunday.
After all of the opening 

acts were over, around 9pm, 
it was fi nally time for Mae to 
take the stage. Fans seemed to 
pour into the Gramercy The-
ater out of nowhere minutes 
before they began, and the next 

the merchandise tables. Who 
is standing there, but Fred 
Mascherino, the former mem-
ber of Taking Back Sunday. 
Mascherino is now in a band 
Terrible Things, playing with 
former members of The Hot 
Rod Circuit and Coheed & 
Cambria. 

After small opening acts 
by The Narrative and Windsor 
Drive, Terrible Things took the 
stage. I didn’t really know what 
to expect out of Fred, especially 
after a small stint leading a band, 
The Color Fred that did not real-
ly end well (I don’t know many 
others besides myself who have 
even heard of them, let alone 
enjoyed their music). However, 
Terrible Things took the stage 
with impressive energy, draw-
ing in the crowd right from the 
start. Fred was belting out notes 
in a classic TBS (Editor’s note: 
Taking Back Sunday, not Turner 
Broadcasting Station) way that 
only he could hit. Also, the ba-
sis for their music was impres-
sive as well.  Fred explained to 
the crowd that a good major-
ity of their songs were based 
off of real life events, in which 
arsonists tried to burn down 
his hometown of Coatesville, 

by Chloe Rickert
STAFF OH HEY

a star after her Youtube name, 
“jaaaaaaa.” Halfway through 
her set, she announced that she 
would be switching from uku-
lele to guitar, but due to the in-
sistence of the tiny but fervent 
crowd, she refrained.

The show was really fun be-
cause of the appreciative audi-

ence. The crowd was so enthusi-
astic that she decided they were 
worthy of a “Build Me Up But-
tercup” sing-along. The entire 
evening was full of the happy 
atmosphere that a sing-along of 
a Foundations cover brings. As 

masterful as her original work 
is, it was great to hear her belt 
out *NSYNC‘s “Bye Bye Bye” 
and Destiny’s Child’s “Say My 
Name.” She was really upbeat 
and seemed very down to earth 
in person just like the impres-
sion made by her lyrics: “I’ll 
never relate to your city peeps 
‘cause I do most of my thugging 
on suburban streets.”

A genuinely friendly 
person, she signed things at 
her merchandise table be-
tween sets, took photos with 
people, and actually made 
conversation with fans. She 
signed the shirt I bought and 
told me she liked the one I 
was wearing so there’s a 
possibility I will wear only 
those two shirts for the rest 
of my life. Although fans 
constantly ask her if she’s 
going to “sell out” or start 
playing bigger concerts be-
cause she’s too cool for tiny 
venues, the Rock Shop was 
cute and intimate and it felt 
as though she was just hang-
ing out, watching the show 
with the rest of the crowd 
(which she was once she fi n-
ished performing).

It’s such a joy to go to a 
concert when you’re madly in 
love with both the opener and 
the headliner. That was the case 
November 27, 2010 when Ben 
Kweller took the stage and my 

heart. His folk-rock is perfect 
live; he rocks the guitar, piano, 
and harmonica like he was born 
to do so. Like Julia, he was lucky 
enough to be discovered and in-
vited on tour by artists like Jeff 
Tweedy and Guster. Though he 
has since relocated back to Tex-
as where he grew up, he made 
us all feel at home kicking off 

the show with “My Apartment,” 
an ode to his home in New York, 
“the place where the sidewalks 
know my face,” something most 
of the Brooklyn crowd probably 
related to. He also played fa-
vorites like the cute love song 
“Sundress” which he brought 

Julia back out onstage to sing 
with him, “Lizzy,” written about 
his wife, and whimsical covers 
like the Beach Boys’ “Komoko” 
with special guest Adam Green. 
John Shade also joined him on 
the piano for a few songs. I only 
want to kill myself for miss-
ing the second show that night 
where apparently Conor Oberst 

showed up to play Bright 
Eyes’ “Another Travelin’ 
Song.”

Walking back to the 
merch tables a second 
time, I felt an arm around 
my waist. I looked next to 
me and oh hey, it was Ben 
Kweller. I said, “oh hey!” 
and he said, “oh hey!” and 
began asking me about 
my day like we were old 
friends. We were some 
of the fi rst people in line 
for autographs, but had 
to wait around for pic-
tures, so we stood nearby 
and watched him connect 
with fans and his young 
son (Dorian, not Judah) 
sit on his lap and chew on 
the sharpies he was us-

ing to sign shirts and CDs. He 
was just a nice person who also 
happens to be insanely talented 
and semi-famous and if he ever 
moves back to New York City, 
he’ll have a new stalker. You 
can mildly stalk him at benk-
weller.com and myspace.com.

by Danny Casarella
STAFF PEACIN’ OUT

My life reached its pinnacle 
when Julia Nunes started her 
45-minute set at the Rock Shop 
in Brooklyn beatboxing the be-
ginning of “The Debt.” This is 
her most recent song to hit You-
tube besides a short promotional 
video of Ben Kweller and 
herself, announcing in song, 
“we’re going on a tour.” 
Because her videos are gen-
erally recorded by herself 
in her bedroom, seeing her 
live was not too different 
unlike when you see Katy 
Perry try to perform live 
and you wonder why she 
can’t hit the notes as well as 
on her album. As I watched 
Julia Nunes do amazing 
things with her ukulele, I 
was amazed by her natural 
talents. 

Although she’s still 
fairly unknown, when Ben 
Folds discovered her cover 
of “Gone” in 2008, he re-
quested to have her open 
for him on tour which she 
did on four separate occa-
sions and even performed the 
same song with him onstage. 
She’s also played at Bonnaroo 
twice now, in 2009 and 2010. 
She may not be famous, but she 
has fans: nearly 200,000 sub-
scribers, one of which named 

Julia Nunes & Ben Kweller 
Hung Out in Brooklyn

Goodbye,  Goodnight 
A Farewell to Mae, A What’s Up toTBS

BROOKLYN!!!

bruklyn.

This all was only wishful thinking.
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New Photography 2010  
opened at MoMA on September 
29th and will run until January 
10th. New Photography is an 
annual fall series at the museum 
aiming to provide exposure to 
unknown artists and represent 
the currents of contemporary 
photography. 

All four artists employ mul-
timedia and / or photocollage, 
and none of the artists present 
pictures of the untouched world. 
However, a clear division can 
be drawn between the photogra-
phers: the appropriationists, and 
Alex Prager. Roe Ethridge, Elad 
Lassry, and Amanda Ross-Ho 
draw heavily on appropriated 
images in their work and bla-
tantly manipulate images using 
photocollage and other tech-
niques. Alex Prager, however, 
presents unmanipulated photo-
graphic images, albeit of scenes 
she staged and styled. Prager’s 
approach is by far the most suc-
cessful.  

Roe Ethridge (born 1969), 
the oldest of the four artists, 
received a BFA in photography 
at the College of Art in Atlanta. 
According to Marcoci, “[Eth-
ridge’s] pictures acquire their 
meaning from the salient way 
in which they have been shuf-
fl ed, sequenced, and laid out in 
nonlinear narrative structures. 
Combining and recombining al-
ready recontextualized sequenc-
es, Ethridge at once subverts the 
photographs’ original roles and 
renews their signifying possi-
bilities.” 

If this meaning exists, how-
ever, it remains a mystery to 
me. The selection of the appro-
priated images seems entirely 
random (a Chanel runway still, 
a pumpkin sticker, a web prod-
uct shot of a white plate). The 
original images (a diptych of 
a dancer, a model posing with 
a tripod, a shot of the artist’s 
studio, a bowl of moldy fruit) 
also provide no sense of visual 
or conceptual coherence. Per-
haps there actually is a specifi c 
meaning or narrative behind 
Ethridge’s presentation, as Mar-

coci insists; if there is, Marcoci 
and Ethridge might consider di-
vulging this information to the 
audience, instead of vaguely 
referencing “nonlinear narrative 
structures” and “signifying pos-
sibilities.” Otherwise, the work 
appears lazy and remains inac-
cessible and esoteric, mocking 
viewers for their lack of under-
standing. 

Israeli photographer Elad 
Lassry (born 1977), the only 
non-American in the exhibit, 
received an MFA from Uni-
versity of Southern California. 
Lassry’s pieces are all roughly 
the size and shape of a maga-
zine spread. Instead of the stan-
dard black or white 
seamless wooden 
frames, the frames 
of Lassry’s images 
coordinate with 
the colors of their 
respective images. 
While some might 
view this choice 
as kitschy, I think 
the frames enrich 
Lassry’s extremely 
graphic pictures. 
However, the work 
as a whole is a let-
down. 

Lassry’s work 
can be neatly bro-
ken down into a few 
categories. First are 
the well-designed, 
brightly colored 
approximations of 
Target-esque advertisements, 
for nail polish and vegetables, 
etc. Next are the similarly well-
designed and brightly colored 
approximations of Target-esque 
room décor – patterns and col-
orful designs. A third group of 
images incorporates appropri-
ated vintage-looking portraits, 
and a fourth group contains two 
creepy portraits overlaid with 
patterns.

Marcoci writes, “Tapping 
the visual culture of fi lm and 
motion pictures, [Lassry] en-
gages traditions of story-build-
ing with images and the ghosts 
of history that persist in images 
long after they have been lifted 
out of their original contexts.” 
Again, Marcoci’s claims fall 

short.  Regardless of whatever 
reasoning Lassry may have 
for presenting these images to 
the public, to the audience, the 
work appears random and non-
sensical. Unfortunately,  pieces 
which perhaps may be enjoyed 
as colorful, well-designed visu-
al snacks are disadvantaged by 
the lofty claims of the curator, to 
which the work does not live up.  

Amanda Ross-Ho holds a 
BFA from the School of the 
Art Institute of Chicago and an 
MFA from University of South-
ern California. Marcoci writes, 
“In her work, she has said, ‘fam-
ily structure is mined not for the 
nostalgic or the autobiographi-

cal but rather as a fertile frame-
work of proximal relationships 
and connectivity, as well as pe-
ripheral zones that inform the 
self.’ Within this framework, 
the artist renegotiates the roles 
of craft processes and applied 
photography in contemporary 
art practice.” 

 Four of Ross’s pieces ex-
plicitly reference these “craft 
processes”: an image, propped 
on a shelf, of a cluttered peg-
board; a canvas print inspired 
by Ross-Ho’s studio;  a sizable 
piece of pegboard, from which 
hangs images made by Ross-
Ho’s parents, a scan of embroi-
dery, a graphic taken from a 
textbook, a plastic triangle, and 
a swatch of ink-stained fabric; 

and a photocollage depicting 
a camera on a tripod behind a 
blanket and a cat. A fi fth piece, 
a childishly manipulated movie 
poster, is inexplicable.

Ross-Ho’s work is deeply 
self-indulgent, and, further-
more, is not visually enjoyable. 
Of course every artists’ work is 
personal, but work that is com-
pletely self-absorbed and self-
referential is uninteresting to 
anyone but the artist. Further-
more, the concepts and rationale 
behind Ross-Ho’s choices are 
not evident to the viewer; the 
work exists so deeply in Ross-
Ho’s mind that it can only be ac-
cessed by her. 

Alex Prager 
(born 1979), the 
youngest pho-
tographer in the 
exhibit and the 
only self-taught, 
stands out. Mar-
coci writes, 
“ R e s e m b l i n g 
movie stills, her 
unnerving pho-
tographs – crisp, 
boldly colored, 
shot from unex-
pected angles, 
and dramati-
cally lit – fea-
ture women dis-
guised in wigs, 
dramatic make-
up, and retro at-
tire.”

Four of 
Prager’s images are named af-
ter the female characters who 
star in them, and a fi fth depicts 
a large crowd. The images, in 
the style of the late ‘60s or early 
‘70s, allow the viewer to spin 
unique stories about the charac-
ters and the moment: shocking, 
tragic, humorous, or sensual. 
Because the photographs are 
familiar scenes of people in the 
world, scenes with identifi able 
context and relevance, the view-
er is enticed to keep looking at 
the photographs, discovering 
more detail and delight. Of the 
entire exhibition, Prager’s work 
is by far the most engaging, of-
fering the most coherence, ac-
cessibility, and visual pleasure. 
       As a whole, I am disappoint-

ed by New Photography 2010. 
First of all, that an exhibit at one 
of the most prominent modern 
art museums in the world claim-
ing to present what is notable in 
current photography features so 
few originally composed photo-
graphs and so many appropri-
ated images is frustrating. Fur-
thermore, that so much of the 
exhibit is consumed but fi lm, 
found objects, sculpture, and 
photocollage is also frustrating. 
I see no difference between this 
exhibit and an exhibit in a draw-
ing gallery of “new drawings” 
in which photographs were 
scribbled on – its disrespectful 
to the medium and those who 
practice it. Yes, the photogra-
phers have manipulated nega-
tives since the dawn of photog-
raphy, but who was to say that 
was photography then, and not 
something else? I believe that 
many of these works were out of 
place in this exhibition and that 
their presence in this space for 
photographs leaves little room 
for those who make unmanipu-
lated photographs. 

  Most frustrating is the com-
plete lack of photographs of the 
unstaged, unmanipulated world. 
The world is vast. It changes 
dramatically every second – the 
beauty of photography is the 
ability to isolate and point to 
what should be looked at. The 
behavior of the world outside 
the artist and outside the art 
world is much more interesting 
to me than conceptual images 
that actually fail to communi-
cate anything successfully. 

This exhibition represents 
to me all that is alienating about 
the art elite. The majority of the 
work appears to completely dis-
regard the viewer – gives the 
viewer no pleasure or insight. 
Much of the work appears ran-
dom or esoteric, creating an 
exclusive bubble of understand-
ing occupied only by the artist 
and perhaps the curator.. It is a 
shame that this exhibit could not 
present work that could be en-
joyed or understood by museum 
visitors interested in viewing 
contemporary photographs. 

 

New Photography: 
All That is Alientating About the Art Elite
by Rosalind Foltz
STAFF ESOTERIC

LAME.
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Dear Santa,
I am aware that you have in 
your possession interesting 
documents regarding activties 
at the North Pole. If this is 
correct, I expect to fi nd them 
in the unmarked box at 90 de-
grees latitude on 24 December 
at 1400 hours. NOTE: Destroy 
this postcard.  -J.Assange

Dear Santa,
This Christmas, all I want is 
a campus where all students 
feel safe and welcome. If one 
student feels unsafe, we all feel 
unsafe. Oh, and also Call Of 
Duty Black Ops.
  Yours,
           Christopher Rodgers

Dear Santa,
I wish for One...
  Two...
  Five...
  Eight...
Six more months of healthcare 
coverage so I can afford my 
ah-ah-anti psychotic medication 
again!
 -THE COUNT

Santa Claus
1234 Elf Haus
North Pole

SANTA 
LEAKS

Mr. Claus,
We are writing to request a 
do-over in addition to some 
testacles. Please consider.

Much appreciated,
Congressional 
Democrats

This production weekend, the paper 
uncovered an unmarked bag 

containing thousands of letters to 
Santa. After much consideration,we 
decided to reprint a few here.

I know I ask you for this 
every year, man, but will 
you please correct my 
raging underbite?
Also, tell that Motörhead 
guy to stop being such 
a dick.
If you ask me, you’re the 
real boss,

                          -Bruce

         To: Santa

Santa in da house. give out lotsa coal this 
XMAS...ha got u. spread cheer and love!! 
toys for tots!!! also maybe a new giant 
superman bed ha ha!!
from ur friend shaqaclause AKA THE_
REAL_SHAQ

Santa, my pal, my friend. 
This year put my book Pin-
heads and Patriots into the 
stocking of every American-
born boy and girl, take care of 
my buddies Jeff Dunham and 
Glenn Beck (but make sure 
they know I swing a 
bigger stick, if you know 
what I mean), and get Barack 
Obama to admit he was born in 
Kenya or is a Muslim extrem-
ist, one of the two.

-Bill O’Reilly

My hair is great. I don’t style it. I just blow dry 
it, tousle it, and kind of shake it. But...down 

there...Uncle Usher tells me I’m looking a little 
bare. Can you help me out?

Thanks,
R&B superstar Justin Beiber



december 8, 2010 the paper page 21

the paper’s big list

by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEV-
ERAL

When the Christmas sea-
son rolls around,  we 

Fordham students tend to run 
far away from our oh-so-stren-
uous lives as privileged col-
lege students, drink ourselves 
into festive-beverage-induced-
oblivion, and concoct gift lists 
for our rich-ass Northeastern 
parents. Yes, the season is di-
vine. Maybe this year, however, 
we should take to heart the spirit 
of giving all those jewelry com-
pany commercials tell us about 
and give back to our beloved 
Fordham. How will we do it? 
By dumping a truckload of gifts 
into Father McShane’s lap. 

THE BRONX PARK MO-
TEL

McShane’s got it all. He 
wears the season’s current style, 
he enjoys fi ne food and exotic 
company, he is the president 
of a semi-prestigious Catholic 
university. His wealth and grace 
buy him power, and he rules 
with a black heart. What earthly 
thing could I possibly give that 
could measure up to McShane’s 
decadent lifestyle? The man 
would be horrifi ed, aghast even, 
at any short-falling. I’d be hu-
miliated, possibly punished, for 
my misdeeds. 

But I absolutely cannot ap-
pear at the patriarch’s Christmas 
orgy without a suitable offering 
to place beneath his mammoth 
pine tree which is constructed 
from the parts of 120 endan-
gered Torrey Pine trees. To do 
so would be anathema, and I 
would be banished from the re-
gion forever.  

I have made my decision. In 
my dealings I have come across 
the deed to the Bronx Park Mo-
tel. I know that McShane has 
had his eyes on the veritable 
Xanadu for quite some time 
now. He stands at his perch atop 
Keating Hall, his eyes glossed 
with lust and desire as he gazes 
upon the debauched radiance of 
the Bronx Park Motel. My only 
task is to fi nd and kill a man 
called Alfredo Garcia, whose 
head I must present to Fr. Mc-
Shane alongside the deed in 
order to legally complete the 
transfer. 

But I know that when I com-
plete my task I will have satis-
fi ed my Daddy Mac. His tem-
perament will cool and his fangs 
will retreat. He will take me into 
his circle, and we will be bros. 
I will fi nd you Alfredo Garcia. 
I must. 
by Alexander Gibbons
CO-EDITOR IN CHIEF

A SINCERE APOLOGY
Father McShane,

At the U2 concert some 
years ago, I, like many students, 
had spent the night drinking 
heavily.  Many students, how-
ever, managed to avoid sweatily 
harassing you and demanding 
press credentials for a full fi ve 
minutes before the show started.  
I was not one of those students.  
So, I’d like to take a moment 
before I have to walk across the 
stage in front of you on gradu-
ation day and make shameful, 
awkward, awkward eye contact 
to (semi)publicly apologize for 
that.  College is a great time to 
grow up, and I can assure you 
I’ve learned important lessons 
a b o u t 
w h e n 
it’s ap-
propriate 
to harass 
the pres-
i d e n t 
of your 
u n i v e r-
sity mo-
m e n t s 
b e f o r e 
one of 
the big-
g e s t 
b a n d s 
in the 
w o r l d 
p l a y s 
on your 
f r o n t 
s t e p s : 
n e v e r .  
But, I 
h o p e 
that the very fact that I learned 
this lesson counts for some-
thing.  Best friends?  Awesome.                                       
by Sam Wadhams
STAFF IT’S TOO LATE TO 
APOLOGIZE

HIS OWN STAR
This Christmas, Daddy Mac 

deserves the star treatment. Lit-
erally. According to the Interna-
tional Star Registry’s website, 
its “list of satisfi ed customers 
includes celebrities, dignitaries, 
and individuals worldwide.” 
As an individual, celebrity, 
and dignitary, it is about time 
Joseph McShane gets his own 
star. Skimming the product 
catalog, I found a variety of op-
tions perfect for our president. I 
might just name a star after him 
and wrap the wood-framed cer-
tifi cate extra nice by swaddling 
it in back issues of the paper, 
slapping a sparkly ribbon on 
it, and spraying it with some 
Febreze. Or I could invest in a 
Star Couple package, in which 
two stars are named in honor 
of a loving couple, in this case 
Fr. McShane and Pope Benny 
XVI. Maybe the best choice is 
naming a star and accompany-

ing it with an engraved Sterling 
Silver locket or charm bracelet. 
Whichever gift I choose, I’ll be 
satisfi ed as long as the end re-
sult is Father McShane’s name 
tossed into God’s shining Heav-
ens. Excelsior!
by Marisa Carroll
FEATURES EDITOR

A DONATION TO THE 
HUMAN FUND IN HIS 
NAME

In case Fordham’s Men and 
Women for Others aren’t do-
ing enough in the name of Mc-
Shane, he can enjoy the proud 
humility of being named a do-
nor for the Human Fund, an or-
ganization founded in the late 

90s as a response to the rise 
of an inhuman world perpetu-
ated by the media, which was 
poked fun at by comedians. 
McShane is only as inhuman as 
his charism takes him, and in 
order to ground him back to an 
earthly reality, I’ll put in some 
bucks for a good laugh. It’s all a 
part of the Christmas Spirit, you 
know? Everybody needs a little 
humanity, a little more humility, 
and a lot of funding.
BY KAITLIN CAMPBELL
CO-ARTS EDITOR

BIG MOUTH BILLY BASS
Don’t worry, Fr. McShane. 

I’ve been paying attention to all 
the hints. I saw the 1998 Field 
& Stream cleverly opened on 
your offi ce table. I’ve heard you 
whistling “Take Me to the Riv-
er” up and down the halls, and I 
heard you saying to the secretary 
in administration, “You know, 
all I really want for Christmas 
is an animatronic largemouth 
bass that sings “Take Me to the 
River.” I heard, and I listened. 
Last week I went down to the As 
Seen on TV store and got you 
not one, but fourteen Big Mouth 
Billy Bass ®. You can put them 

all over your offi ce and house—
or plant them in colleague’s 
offi ces! Since they’re motion 
sensitive, you’ll be taken to 
the river for hours on end as 
you pace through your offi ce. I 
even modifi ed them so they can 
plug into the wall. You’ll never 
need batteries again, and the fun 
won’t stop!
By Bobby Cardos
CO-EDITOR IN CHIEF

A REAL LIVE RAM
Season’s Greetings, Fr. Mc-
Shane,

Since my $25 million dona-
tion this September, I’ve taken 
a keen interest in Fordham’s 
student life. Sure, I’ve provided 

hundreds of scholarships for fu-
ture Gabelli School of Business 
students, and yes, with my help 
GSB will certainly become one 
of the top business schools in the 
country, but in the ten minutes 
out of my 70-hour work week 
that I set aside for myself to 
refl ect on my legacy, I’ve been 
thinking that all that isn’t quite 
enough. I need to leave some-
thing tangible, an image that 
students will carry with them 
like they carry memories of 
your 2009 U2 concert or Newt 
Gingrich’s speech on campus. 
Then, while having some high-
balls with Mike Bloomberg in 
my Upper East Side penthouse 
the other night, it hit me: what if 
I bring back the ram for good? 
So I’ve decided to set up a fund 
to keep this legendary mascot 
on Fordham’s campus in perpe-
tuity, complete with the Gabelli 
Ram Cage (located on McGin-
ley lawn for optimal student 
access) and three full-time ram 
handlers on staff. This, I think, 
would give Fordham students 
memories they would associ-
ate with me, which is way awe-
some. And you could ride it into 
mass on Palm Sunday, just like 

Jesus into Nazareth! Or was it 
Jerusalem? I can’t remember, I 
just ate a shit-ton of coke-glazed 
caviar.
BY MARIO GABELLI
STAFF CRAZED GABIL-
LIONAIRE

A SECOND CHANCE
Fr. McShane’s gotten a bad 

rep from Fordhamites over the 
years. Or maybe especially this 
year, what with Fordham play-
ing Faust and selling his soul 
to Gabelli and all his business 
school charms. And there’s that 
whole buying-a-shit-ton-of-fl at-
screen-TVs-as-a-way-to-laugh-
in-the-recession’s-face thing. 
But, then again, I seem to recall 
seeing U2 play on our hallowed 
hall’s steps—Keating Hall, that 
is (never forget), so he’s made 
at least one good decision even 
despite the Bad Decision Bot’s 
sedulous efforts to the contrary 
(it’s like a humidifi er he keeps 
in his chambers, except it emits 
terrible ideas). And that’s why 
this Christmas I think Santa 
should give Fr. McShane a sec-
ond chance. He’s over six de-
cades old—if you think about 
it mathematically, he’s had so 
much more time than we have 
to suggest stupid ideas, and 
he’s even had the power to put 
them in play. Be honest—if you 
were president of New York 
City’s preeminent Catholic (and 
ROTC—oh the irony—) univer-
sity, you probably would have 
done some dumb shit by now 
too. Merry Christmas, Shaney.
by Sarah Madges
CO-NEWS EDITOR

MY HEART
Last Christmas, I gave you 

my metaphorical heart, but the 
very next day you gave it away.  
This year, to save me from tears, 
I’ll give you my actual heart.  I 
mean, I defi nitely wouldn’t be 
able to cry if I did that, and you 
defi nitely wouldn’t give it away, 
because the cops would seize 
it as part of their investigation 
into my highly suspicious death.  
I’ll at least gift wrap it, though; 
when I excise my heart in your 
carport, I’ll make sure to have 
one of those pre-wrapped boxes 
strategically placed for it to fall 
into.  Just to be clear, I am not 
fulfi lling the sexist stereotype 
of a bunny boiler here, because 
I’m not boiling any  bunnies. I’d 
never do that to your rabbit… 
wait, who am I supposed to be 
writing about giving my heart 
to?  What’s the full title for— 
oh.  Fuck.  This piece just got 
(even more) mega awkward.
by Emily Genetta
CO-EXECUTIVE EDITOR

Christmas Gifts For 
Father McShane!

Father McShane’s 
2010 Christmas card
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Welcome to the last Earwax 
of the year and thus the 

fi nal installment in my reign of 
terror as section editor. It’s been 
fun. That dude who approached 
me in Tinker’s the fi rst weekend 
of school and said he wanted to 
review jazz albums never got in 
touch with me, but that’s okay. 
We only have three reviews for 
you today, but on page 23 we 
have a end-of-2010 wrap-up 
with staff lists and our two picks 
for artist of the year. Enjoy.
-Nick

Girl Talk
All Day
Mickie Meinhardt

Nothing like a little Black 
Sabbath and a rousing “Move 
Bitch” to really get things go-
ing, eh? So begins the nonstop 
70-minute fl ow of All Day, the 
latest musi-
cal epic by 
Girl Talk, who 
here has cre-
ated a fl uid 
mix that will 
surely provide 
s o u n d t r a c k 
for many a 
party over the 
next several 
months. With 
his previous album, Feed the 
Animals, Girl Talk (a/k/a Gregg 
Gillis) brought mash-ups to a 
mass audience, standing above 
his fellow DJs for the compre-
hensive sources from which 
he drew samples and his abil-
ity to mix seamlessly, altering 
tempos to blend remarkably 
polarizing adjacent songs. The 
fi nal product has serious power 
of recognition. The beats are 
from the songs that get every-
one screaming off-key at par-
ties and the Tinker, only they’re 
mixed together by a pitch-per-
fect DJ who can eliminate your 
screeches. With this formula it’s 
no wonder Feed the Animals is 
still being played at parties and 
bars today.

In terms of energy, All Day 
steps away from Feed the Ani-
mals’ shadow. This new en-
deavor is a bit slower but over-
all better developed, and Gillis’s 
method isn’t new but it has ma-
tured. All Day has new depth 
and variety, more heavily sam-
pled periods, and some obscure 
instrumental accompaniments. 
There’s an onion skin element 
that is undoubtedly complex 

but appears completely fl uid. 
Take a section of the opening 
track, “Oh No.” A heavy Black 
Sabbath chord rings out under 
“Teach Me How to Dougie”; 
then Sabbath fades and Jane’s 
Addiction’s “Jane Says” eases 
in to replace it; meanwhile, 
in between a pause in words, 
“Dougie” has been sped up to 
meet the pace of “Jane Says.” 
When the older melody fades 
out, a third eases in and a new 
vocal track begins. Many times 
a third instrumental has been 
barely audible the whole time 
and fi lls space in between sets 
of bigger samples, often chang-
ing the track’s mood entirely. 
With subtlety like this, Gillis 
has made a slower album, one 
less conducive to ragers but one 
that displays much more atten-
tion to detail. 

Of course, 
there are a few 
mixes that de-
mand revelry. 
“Let It Out” 
is an excep-
tional track, 
especially in 
the “Twerk” 
midsection and 
“Rude Boy” 
ending. “Jump 

on Stage” emerged as an early 
favorite too, including a fantas-
tic Skee-Lo throwback and a 
pounding ending that combines 
Gaga’s “LoveGame” and Beas-
tie Boy’s “Hey Ladies” over 
an instantly recognizable “Lust 
for Life.” Another all-around 
winner, “Steady Shock,” which 
combines Nicki Minaj with 
Blue Oyster Cult and then be-
comes Bruce’s “Dancing in the 
Dark” topped by Soulja Boy.

It’s likely the general popula-
tion will listen to this album pri-
marily while inebriated and thus 
fi nd it identical to Feed the Ani-
mals, which is a pity. The depth 
and attention to detail are truly 
impressive and those with atten-
tive ears will appreciate Gillis’ 
progress on All Day. He has in 
fact, done it again. 

words could be the result of the 
aforementioned hangover. But if 
music can’t be listened to when 
at rock bottom, should it really 
be listened to at all? What is the 
point of creating art if it makes 
your head hurt when you drank 

too much booze? 
That’s a pretty 
stupid question, 
but I really need 
to justify my 
almost irratio-
nal distaste for 
Reading Rain-
bow’s dreadful, 
boring new al-
bum. 

Go buy the 
album, I don’t give a shit, and 
I’m sure Robbie and Sarah 
could use the dough. Just don’t 
bring it to my house when we 
party

Warpaint
The Fool
Will Yates

I guess because Warpaint 
are sometimes called an “art 
rock” group, it makes sense that 
the album cover of The Fool 
serves as a very 
nice match to 
its sound. The 
cover displays 
a dark psycho-
tropic image 
in red and teal 
that is hard 
to determine 
apart from a 
skull defi nitely 
hiding some-
where behind the distortion. So 
it fi ts, like I said, that the album 
is hazy, elaborate, and more 
than a little dark and vengeful. 
Warpaint currently consists of 
four women from Los Angeles, 
whose layered vocals serve to 
make some of the angry words 
in songs like “Undertow” more 
poignant. “What’s the matter, 
you hurt yourself?” they ask in 
a clearly sardonic tone that per-
sists through a lot of the songs.

Sonically, The Fool has a lot 
of heavy bass fuzz and the kind 

Reading Rainbow
Prism Eye
Alex Gibbons

Reading Rainbow likes re-
verb. The Philadelphia based 
band’s debut album Prism Eye 
makes the case that they might 
in fact love 
reverb. The 
band is made 
up of husband 
and wife duo 
Robbie Gee 
and Sarah 
Eee, and, 
honestly, I 
just cannot 
tolerate their 
c u t e n e s s . 
Maybe it’s because I’m in a bad 
mood and have eaten nothing 
but Keystone Party Mix and 
candy bars for the past twelve 
hours. Or maybe it’s the fact 
that I’ve been caught up in a 
torrid weekend-long whirlpool 
of booze, synthetic cannaboids, 
and loud music that has made 
me, at this particular moment, 
completely ill-equipped to deal 
with Reading Rainbow’s brand 
of sentimental hipster cuteness. 
Or maybe they just fucking 
suck.

Robbie and Sarah create 
a syrupy cacophony together. 
They record their instrumental 
and vocal tracks (Robbie plays 
the guitar and Sarah the drums) 
and then apply so much reverb 
that the ensuing result is noth-
ing more than a hollow cloud 
of sound. Furthermore, the 
good-times nostalgia evoked by 
tracks such as “Wasting Time” 
and “Lets Dream Tonight” is 
just too goddamn optimistic for 
my current state of hangover. 
I know that Robbie and Sarah 
are married and that they’re 
cute as cucumbers and DIY and 
that they dress in all the right 
fashion (plaid shirts/stupid eye-
glasses) and that they’ve got 
their whole perfect cute fucking 
lives ahead of them, but I need 
some hardcore, gripping reality 
with my music. 

Prism Eye concludes with 
“To My Gemini,” a title which 
I can only presume is some sort 
of cutesy-fartsy nod to the cou-
ple’s young love. I’d transcribe 
some lyrics for you, but through 
all the reverb everything just 
sort of sounds like “waahwaah-
waahWAAHwaaheeeeeeeeen-
aaananana,” though my inabil-
ity to decipher any intelligible 

of simple, persistent rhythm 
section that can be found on the 
sort of long space rock jams that 
Warpaint have clearly been in-
fl uenced by. Plinky guitars go 
off on Battles-style tangents 
into space that often leads no-
where in particular. The most 
striking thing about it all is that 
these songs would sound equal-
ly consistent with the voice of 
the gruff British guy that is typi-
cal of this genre, instead of the 
harmonious, almost popish fe-
male vocals we end up hearing. 
Such is the dichotomy that each 
song has the (probably desired) 
effect of being a little unset-
tling. It’s a set of stingy attacks 
and fatigued complaints not of-
ten heard from women in mu-
sic. That being said, the quartet 
does turn up supporting vocals 
in ways that would fi t nicely on 
any more pop-oriented feature.

A key track is “Compo-
sure,” which features a chant-
ing chorus of British-accented 
children in sort of a nod to Pink 
Floyd’s “Another Brick in the 
Wall, Part 2.” The melancholy 
reaches its peak (or its low?) 
on “Majesty,” when singer Em-
ily Kokal bemoans, “You could 
have been my king.” Mostly, 
the instrumentation is what 
saves the whole thing from be-
ing just another jaded look on 
life by an experimental band. 
That instrumentation is highly 
textured and dense, and the four 
ladies clearly have a knack for 
timing and an endless library 
of crazy sounds. A twangy solo 
will come in just as synth whis-
tles and swoops vie for the same 
space. On songs like “Lissie’s 
Heart Murmur” (jeez, depress-
ing) the slow piano rhythms will 
go on for a normal song length 
before all the crunchy sound ef-
fects take things in a totally dif-
ferent direction.

I would say that the album 
lacks a little energy, but that is 
probably what Warpoint was 
going for. The sound is mean-
dering and at times feels a little 
intentionally tired and tedious 
due to all the wispy voices. But 
who knows, maybe these four 
women were all screwed over 
by some real asshole guys (the 
eponymous fool?), and slow 

jams with dark 
lyrics are their 
way to cope. 
The product is 
an enjoyable 
piece of work, 
and defi nitely 
an impressive 
collaboration 
between talent-
ed artists. I can 
only hope that 

the future sees the trouble be-
hind The Fool pushing the band 
into more energetic and colorful 
realms.
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the best of the best: the paper’s staff lists

Nick Murray
Earwax Editor

Albums
1. Robyn – Body Talk
2. Sleigh Bells – Treats
3. Waka Flocka Flame – Flockavelli
4. Titus Andronicus – The Monitor
5. Nicki Minaj – Barbie World
6. Marnie Stern – Marnie Stern
7. Tyler the Creator – Bastard
8. Night Slugs All Stars Vol. 1
9. Jamey Johnson – The Guitar Song
10. E-40 – Revenue Retrievin’
11. M.I.A. – Maya

Mickie Meinhardt
Foreign Correspondent

Albums
1. Arcade Fire – The Suburbs
2. Wavves – King of the Beach
3. Japanther – Rock n Roll Ice Cream
4. Janelle Monae – The ArchAndroids 
5t. Sufjan Stevens – The Age of Adz
5t. Girl Talk – All Day 
7. Surfer Blood – Astro Coast
8. The Tallest Man on Earth – The 
    Wild Hunt
9. LCD Soundsystem – This is 
    Happening
10. Karen Elson – The Ghost Who 
    Walks

Bobby Cardos
Editor-in-Chief

Albums
6. Grinderman – Grinderman 2
5. The Walkmen – Lisbon
4. Bonnie “Prince” Billy and the Cairo Gang – The Wonder Show of the  
    World
3. Scout Niblett – The Calcination of Scout Niblett
2. Zulu Stomp! South Africa Garage Beats! Compilation
1. Lower Dens – Twin Hand Movement

Angelos Kontos
Contributing Writer

While a brief survey of radio playlists and iTunes charts leaves one in bitter 
disappointment at the corporate homogenization of the music industry and 
appalled at the new lows that the standard of music has plummeted (here’s 
lookin at you, Ke$ha), what some, such as myself, may be most offended 
by, is the exploitation of what were in the past considered minority genres 
(think electronic, hip-hop) into the commercial slop. While my stubborn 
condemnation of everything and everyone has made me few friends and 
undoubtedly limited my exposure to new music, I have compiled a list of 
my favorite six albums of the last year (approximately, and in no particular 
order) on the basis of what I spent the most time listening to, and on what I 
consider the artist’s achievement in authenticity, that is, putting something 
together that has not had the eccentricity sucked out of it for the sake of 
market share. 

The Chemical Brothers – Further
Lee Fields and The Expressions – My World
Trentemøller – Into The Great Wide Yonder
Kanye West – My Beautiful Dark Twisted Fantasy
Global Underground 37: Bangkok; Mixed by James Lavelle
The Black Keys – Brothers

Alex Orf
News Editor

Albums (in no particular order)
The National – High Violet
Owen Pallett – Heartland
Sharon Van Etten – epic
The White Stripes – Under Great White Northern Lights
Joanna Newsom – Have One on Me

Artist of the Year: Robyn
Our story begins in Sweden. 

Year: 1995. There, a seventeen-
year-old girl named Robyn was 
working on her debut album, 
mostly with the production duo 
Ghost but for two songs, “Do 
You Know (What It Takes)” 
and “Show Me Love,” enlist-
ing the assistance of Denniz 
Pop and Max Martin, the latter 
of whom would go on to write 
such teenpop untouchables as 
“I Want It That Way,” “Oops…
I Did It Again,” and “Since U 
Been Gone.” Not bad. But be-
fore Martin and co. could take 
their new generation of teenpop 
‘round the world, they worked 
on Robyn is Here.

After this initial triumph, 
the careers of artist and produc-
er went in separate directions. 
Whereas Martin’s career sky-
rocketed, Robyn’s stagnated. 
Her follow-up, My Truth, de-
buted in the second slot on the 
Swedish charts (behind only, 
it should be noted, the Martin-

anchored Millenium) but never 
saw the light of day across the 
Atlantic. Ditto her next, Don’t 
Stop the Music. An artistic 
breakthrough would fi nally 
come in 2005, at which point 
she teamed up with hipster favs 
The Knife and Teddybears’ Klas 
Åhlund for an eponymous al-
bum that didn’t reach her de-
but’s commercial heights but 
was nonetheless brilliant. For 
those who purchased the UK 
special edition, the album even 
ended with a minimalist rere-
cording of “Show Me Love,” 
something she has since incor-
porated into her live shows.

Now, in 2010, teenpop ain’t 
what it used to be. A few inter-
esting records have come out 
of Bieber’s My World 2.0 and 
“Whip My Hair” is of course 
wonderful, but overall we’ve 
had more disappointments than 
successes. Selena Gomez & the 
Scene started the year right with 
a single release of “Naturally,” 

but even the best moments on 
their full-length Year Without 
Rain pale in comparison to sim-
ilar work on Kelis’s underrated 
Flesh Tone. 

Besides, if you’re look-
ing for four-on-the-fl oor dance 
tunes, our old friend Robyn’s 
Body Talk series of EPs set the 
bar so high that all else seems 
like dinner music. And on the 
just-released fi nal installment, 
she even teams up with her 
old friend Max Martin for the 
fi rst time in fi fteen years. Their 
song’s buzzing synths and sugar 
rush choruses clue us in to the 
identity of the producer, but 
Robyn has again brought out 
the best out in him. Regretting 
a fi ght the previous night, she 
wishes she could “Rewind the 
tape / Redefi ne the line / Re-
make my fate.” But in life, as 
in teenpop, there is no time ma-
chine, and the tape can’t be re-
wound. Neither Robyn’s actions 
nor her music can be undone, 
and for that we are, perhaps a 
bit selfi shly, thankful.   

Artist of the Year: Soulja Boy
No, Soulja Boy’s recently 

released The DeAndre Way is 
not that good. It’s okay but cer-
tainly not enough to propel the 
artist to the top of any 2010 
best-of list. Although tracks like 
“Speakers Going Hammer” and 
“Pretty Boy Swag” anchor the 
album’s mid-section, it lacks, 
for instance “Mean Mug” and 
the vastly superior “Pretty Boy 
Swag” remix featuring one of 
Gucci Mane’s best verses of the 
year (though neither compare to 
last year’s “Turn My Swag On”) 
Thus awarding Soulja Boy the 
coveted Earwax “Artist of the 
Year” Award is less a statement 
of recent artistic success than 
recognition of the infl uence the 
twenty-year-old has had on the 
current generation of young rap-
pers.

Exhibit A: Lil B (The Based 
God). You might know Lil B for 
his membership in Bay Area rap 
group The Pack, they of “Vans” 
fame. You should know Lil B 
for his 230 YouTube videos, 
46,558 tweets and, according 
to Wikipedia, eleven 2010 mix-
tapes, one of which, Pretty Boy 
Millionaires was a collaborative 
effort between him and Soulja 
Boy. This was not B’s best tape 
of the year—that would be ei-
ther Red Flame or Everything 

Based—but it did spawn the 
meme-ready cooking dance. In 
fact, from the cooking dance 
to his “hoes on my dick ‘cus I 
look like” lyrical formula, Lil 
B may be the most meme-ready 
artist of all-time, and his DIY 
songs and videos would not be 
possible without Soulja Boy’s 
example and mentorship. There 
best collaboration in fact occurs 
on Everything Based’s “All I 
Know,” on which the two are 
joined by Brick Squad’s Waka 
Flocka Flame.

Exhibit B: Odd Future Wolf 
Gang Kill Them All. If New 
Age-infl uenced Lil B is one of 
the most positive artists making 
rap right now (one of his songs 
is in fact subtitled, “Most Posi-
tive Song Ever Made!!!”), then 
the members of L.A. skate crew/
rap collective OFWGKTA form 
his disturbing antithesis. Rap-
per/producer Tyler the Creator 
frequently includes in his lyrics 
stories of rape and kidnapping 
while recently sent-to-boot-
camp Earl Sweatshirt claims 
to have been “Sent to earth to 
poke Catholics in the ass with 
saws / and knock blunt ashes 
into their caskets and laugh it 
off.” Nonetheless, they too are 
indebted to Soulja Boy. When 
earlier this year a prominent rap 

critic tweeted that the “Crank 
Dat” rapper “was important,” 
Tyler quickly corrected him: “is 
important.” Although OFWGK-
TA’s sonics and content differs 
wildly from anything you’ll fi nd 
on a Soulja Boy record (Can 
you imagine Earl wishing for 
someone to “kiss him through 
the phone?”) the latter provided 
these kids with an example to 
aspire towards and music to get 
fucked up to.

Exhibit C: Everyone who 
has uploaded a video of them-
selves goofi ng around, rapping, 
or doing something involving 
the word “swag.” This summer, 
more kids than ever brought 
their talents to YouTube and 
DatPiff, and all—from Shorty 
da Kid (check out the video for 
“Coolin”) to Travis Porter (who 
recently signed with Jive)—
have a little bit of Soulja Boy in 
their DNA. 

To paraphrase Tom Joad, 
wherever there’s a kid using 
Fruity Loops to make songs 
in his room, he’ll be there. 
Wherever there’s a curmud-
geon tellin’ those kids that what 
they’re making isn’t real mu-
sic, he’ll be there... He’ll be in 
the way kids yell when they’re 
swagged out. An’ when these 
kids make money off the tunes 
they write an’ live in the houses 
they build—why, he’ll be there.

Songs
1. Lil B – Age of Information
2. Girl Unit – Wut
3. The-Dream – F.I.L.A.
4. Earl Sweatshirt – EARL
5. Ke$ha – Blahblahblah
6. Genuine Imitations – How Ya Doin  
    G.I. Dave?
7. Miranda Lambert – The House  
    That Built Me
8. Willow Smith – Whip My Hair
9. Robyn – Cry When You Get  
    Older
10. Curren$y – King Kong
11. Vampire Weekend – White Sky

Songs
1. Florence & the Machine – Dog  
    Days are Over
2. Edward Sharpe & the Magnetic  
    Zeros - Home
3. MGMT – Congratulations
4. Yolanda Be Cool – We No Speak  
    Americano
6. Arcade Fire – Half Light II (No  
    Celebration)
7. Tallest Man on Earth – King of  
    Spain
8.  Willow Smith – Whip My Hair
9. Wavves – King of the Beach
10. Janelle Monae – Cold War



page 24 the paper december 8, 2010


	Cover 12-8-2010.pdf
	News 12-8-10
	Edits 12-8-10
	Arts 12-8-2010
	Features Decebmer 8 2010
	Earwax
	Comix-12-8-10

