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The suicide of one street 
vendor in Tunisia led to a re-
volt that ousted its autocratic 
ruler; within weeks a similar 
upheaval disposed of Egypt’s 
autocrat, Mubarak. The unrest 
has reverberated throughout the 
region, and beginning February 
16 protests erupted in almost 
a dozen countries across the 
Middle East and North Africa, 
with Bahrain challenging its 
monarchy, Yemen entering the 
ninth day of street battles, con-
tinuing strikes in Egypt, a tense 
funeral for a demonstrator in 
Iran, and heavy-handed police 
battling Libyan dissenters for 
the fi fth consecutive day. This 
wave of activism has embold-
ened protestors even in Algeria, 
Iraq, Syria, Jordan, Saudi Ara-
bia, the Palestinian Territories, 
Kuwait, Djibouti, Sudan, and 
Mauritania, all inspired by the 
examples of Arab youth chal-
lenging authoritarian rule. The 
region’s exasperation is directed 
not so much at the leaders but 
at the paternalistic authority 
for which they stand. In a way, 
each protest was motivated by 
a unique set of national cir-
cumstances—yet issues of dire 
poverty, unemployment, ethnic 
and/or religious tensions, eco-
nomic status, and corruption are 
shared throughout. Addition-
ally, the ineffectual governance 
by one dominant president or 
party backed by brutal police 
(see Egypt and Tunisia’s ex-
presidents, Yemen’s tribal lead-
ers, Lebanon’s sectarian bosses, 
Iran’s clerics, etc.) or royal fam-
ily (see Bahrain and Jordan) is a 
common theme.

Another shared feature of 
these countries is the age of 
its citizens, as most countries 

are nearly or over 50 percent 
populated by people under the 
age of 25. Unlike these nations’ 
middle-aged generation who 
accepted empty promises for 
change, youth throughout na-
tions like Libya have made it 
clear that they don’t share their 
parents’ po-
litical com-
placency. 
Demanding 
an end to 
the 42-year 
rule of Lib-
yan leader 
Muammar 
el-Qaddafi , 
his exiled 
opponents 
and some 
20,000 
Facebook 
dissidents 
were met by 
police in the 
main square 
of Benghazi on February 16, 
Libya’s own Day of Rage that 
mirrored the one Egypt held 
on January 25. By Saturday the 
19th, at least 173 Libyans were 
killed and 850 were wounded 
by machine-gunning cars and 
other high caliber weapons 
(according to whereas Human 
Rights Watch). A cycle of death 
has emerged here and elsewhere 
like Iran, in which riot police 
gun down funeral marches, kill-
ing more protesters, necessitat-
ing further funerals. Qaddafi ’s 
son even predicts civil war.

Protests are even foment-
ing under Saudi Arabia’s ab-
solute monarchy, as Islamists 
and liberal nationalists make 
plans via the Internet to form 
hitherto-banned political par-
ties. Alarmed Syrian authori-
ties have taken up arms with 
the Internet because of its pro-

test-planning capabilities, even 
sentencing a 19-year-old female 
blogger to fi ve years in prison 
on the charge of “espionage.” 
Jordan’s King Abdullah has re-
sponded a little differently to 
the riots shaking its parts, fi ring 
his prime minister, permitting 

street protests, and promising 
further reforms. 

A lot is going on right now, 
to put it in the most reductive 
way possible. After gaining 
independence from colonial 
forces (Britain in the Middle 
East, France in Algeria), the 
newly empowered populations 
responded by decrying sectarian 
injustices that swelled tensions 
and drowned oppressed popu-
lations. Decades later, today’s 
youth are fi nally breaking the 
wave. To illustrate this model in 
micro, let’s examine the small 
desert nation of Bahrain. 

In Bahrain, the Arab world’s 
chain of dissenting dominoes 
underscored longstanding ten-
sions between the 70 percent 
Shiite population and the 30 
percent Sunni community, 
which includes the royal family 
of king Hamad Bin Isa al-Khal-

ifa. After gaining independence 
from Britain in 1971, the Khal-
ifa family rose to a power they 
have enjoyed ever since, slowly 
agitating the nation. Khalifa 
conceded to fermenting dissent, 
implementing a constitutional 
monarchy and new Parliament 

in 1999. 
Just two 
years later 
his prom-
ise went 
sour as he 
established 
a second 
appointed 
legislative 
house that 
curbed the 
preexist-
ing body’s 
power. This 
legisla-
tive house 
was to the 
Sunni ad-

vantage, prompting the predom-
inantly Shiite opposition to boy-
cott elections in 2002. Relations 
between Bahrain’s Sunnis and 
Shiites have not relaxed since 
then; Shiites claim that the gov-
ernment has backed Sunni Is-
lamists who marginalized them 
with discriminatory housing and 
government jobs. For example, 
Shiites cannot hold any com-
mand positions in the military 
and security forces; as a result, 
the police force is staffed by for-
eigners such as Jordanians, Syr-
ians, or pretty much any Sunni 
seeking a Bahraini passport.

In light of these injustices, 
Shiite villages around the na-
tion have been holding regular 
demonstrations and demanding 
the release of political prisoners 
(including 25 tried on charges of 
plotting to overthrow the state) 
since 2009. But it wasn’t until 

February 14 of this year that 
clashes heightened, as Khalifa 
threw money at every Bahraini 
family ($2,700 in cash) and un-
leashed the riot police in hopes 
of placating the young protest-
ers. The capital of Manama 
became an open-air rally, as 
hundreds more came out the 
following day to mourn a slain 
demonstrator—in turn, they 
were attacked with tear gas and 
birdshot. Hearing of this bloody 
dispersal, the U.S. pressured 
Bahrain’s government and the 
king withdrew police, who were 
quickly replaced by scores of 
demonstrators. Filling Pearl 
Square, protestors assembled 
tent cities and called for a new 
system that will no longer dis-
criminate against Shiites on  ba-
sic civil rights. Taking cues from 
protesters in Tunisia, the crowds 
repeated the slogan “The people 
demand the fall of the regime” 
even as the riot police returned 
on February 17 with military 
tanks, concussion grenades, tear 
gas, and armored personnel car-
riers. The military killed at least 
fi fty of the demonstrators who 
had set up camp in the square, 
some in their sleep, and wound-
ed at least 200 with shotgun pel-
lets between Thursday and Fri-
day. Sunday brought the largest 
crowd yet, prompting Crown 
Prince Salman bin Hamad al-
Khalifa to call for a national 
dialogue and mourning period. 
These nonviolent-turned-on-
slaught type protests are a fi re 
alarm that citizens won’t chase 
after the government’s dangling 
carrot stick anymore—as Abdul 
Jalil Khalil Ebrahim, one of the 
18 party members to withdraw 
from Parliament in protest over 
the deaths, said, “This govern-
ment has failed. How can we 
trust them in a dialogue?” 

by Sarah Madges
NEWS CO-EDITOR

ARAB WORLD SAYS, “NOW FOR 
SOMETHING COMPLETELY DIFFERENT...”
The Middle East and North Africa swept up in a wave of protests, demanding reprieve from decades of sectarian oppression

Bahraini Shiites protest during the funeral of 
Mahmoud Maki Abu Taki, who died during clash-
es between anti-government protesters and riot 
police

St. Barnabas Horror 
Stories, p. 9

 is Planned Parenthood 
right for you?, p. 20
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On February 16, Robert F. 
Kennedy Jr. graced Fordham’s 
Keating auditorium almost a 
week after Newt Gingrich’s 
second coming to school.  
What seemed like an apology 
for bringing Newt back again, 
Fordham allowed the College 
Democrats to host Kennedy, a 
senior attorney for the Nation-
al Resource Defense Council.  
Fordham also allowed the Col-
lege Democrat’s president to 
welcome Kennedy, “a man who 
needs no introduction,” with a 
grammatically savage, 10-min-
ute introduction that included 
the phrases “radical” and “seri-
ously awesome.”  

In what seemed like a con-
stant stream of fl ash photogra-
phy, Kennedy walked onto the 
stage and instantly attempted 
to appeal to students by making 
a connection with his Catho-
lic university populace.  He 
spoke of his Catholic family, 
his Catholic roots, and his asso-
ciation with the Jesuit tradition.  
He then delved straight into 
his work with the Riverkeeper 
organization that works to pro-
tect the Hudson River.  Ken-
nedy shared fi shing anecdotes 
and his dream for a day in the 
future where everyone is able to 
fi sh safely in the Hudson with-
out worrying about mercury or 
sanitation levels.  

Kennedy also pointed out 
that we should protect the en-
vironment not for the fi sh and 
birds, but for ourselves and fu-
ture generations.  We should 
preserve our resources and 
think of long term goals as op-
posed to short term profi ts and 
happiness.  If we approach the 
environment as if it’s 
something to exploit, we 
convert our resources 
into cash as fast as pos-
sible, leaving the future 
generations of our planet 
with an irreparable debt. 

Like any good envi-
ronmentalist, Kennedy 
spoke of the dangers of 
using fossil fuel, spe-
cifi cally in terms of the 
coal industry.  He gave 
a somewhat charming 
story of driving through 
the coal mountains of 
West Virginia, where the 
highway was so smooth 
it was as if the car was 
gently caressing the 
road.  Kennedy quickly 
bombarded our senses 
by saying that the pave-
ment was like this due to 
a 22 inch layer of asphalt 
paved over and over again to 
support the massive weight of 
the coal trucks that constantly 
run back and forth over the 
highway.  Normal highways, 
such as the Bronx’s own Major 
Deegan Expressway, have  four 

to fi ve inches of asphalt on their 
road and are repaved every 10 
years. The roads of West Vir-
ginia, on the other hand, are 
routinely repaved every couple 
years, causing major pollution.  
This is all paid for by the tax 
payers, whose rights to clean air 
and water are being denied in 

the name of coal and destructive 
fossil fuels.  

Along with coal mining in 
West Virginia, Kennedy spoke 
about the deforestation and de-
struction of the Appalachian 
mountain range.  1.4 million 

acres have been fl attened out by 
billion dollar mechanisms that 
clear-cut forests. All the pol-
lution from the deforestation 
coupled with the mountain tops 
that are blown up in order to 
acquire coal slides its way into 
the rivers and streams of the 
area.  While water pollution of 

this sort is illegal in 
accordance with the 
Clean Water Act, lob-
byists used the inter-
pretation of the word 
“fi ll” to make legal 
the ruination of the 
water sources, ma-
nipulating the Clean 
Water Act to include 
their loophole.  

Kennedy brought 
up the necessity of 
converting our en-
ergy sources, which 
are predominately 
run by fossil fuels, 
to more sustainable 
forms of energy.  He 
mentioned that many 
people are weary of 
converting to geo-
thermal and wind 
energy sources be-
cause of the expense.  

Kennedy compared the senti-
ments of our society, scared and 
unwilling to change our ways, 
to the feelings of society when 
the personal computer was fi rst 
introduced.  In the early ‘80s, 
many were concerned that the 

Internet and PC’s were dead-end 
sources of technology.  Nowa-
days, information is free and its 
transfer is effortless.  Kennedy 
drew a comparison between this 
and renewable energy sources, 
saying that although new energy 
sources are expensive, they are 
the kind of investment that will 
pay for themselves in the near 
future.

Kennedy left his crowd with 
the words of wisdom that the 
“corporate cronies” of America 
are ruining things for us all.  All 
the big companies are selling 
our resources for a profi t from 
which we don’t benefi t. He en-
courages us to speak to our poli-
ticians, as he believes that this is 
the best way to make an impact.  

At the end of his presenta-
tion, Kennedy opened the fl oor 
to questions.  A line of several 
pointless, off-topic questions 
were posed, including Ken-
nedy’s opinion on the situation 
in Egypt (clearly not asked by 
a Fordham student, but by a 
member of the press).  A bold 
and brazen galoot asked Kenne-
dy if, environmentalism being 
a global problem, nationalistic 
and subtly xenophobic attitudes 
have any place in this discourse, 
to which Kennedy responded 
with a strong non-intervention-
ist answer.  All in all, Kennedy 
provided an interesting perspec-
tive to a pertinent issue that is 
all too often forgotten.

The RFK Jr. Experience

By Bobby Cardos
DEADITOR

Things I know about the Israeli-
Palestinian confl ict (sort of):
- It’s been going on since 
WWII, and has shifted the re-
gion from a place containing a 
bunch of marginalized Jews to 
a place containing a bunch of 
marginalized Palestinians.
- Each group wants what is best 
for its own group, which gener-
ally seems to be at odds with 
what the other group seems to 
want for its own group.
- A lot of mostly innocent peo-
ple have been killed the thing 
began, and all attempts to re-
solve things peacefully have 
failed.
- There’s seemingly no end in 
sight.

It is from this admittedly un-
der-informed perspective that I 
walked into a sparsely populat-
ed Keating 1st on February 16 
to attend “Get Real About Israel 
and Palestine – Presenting the 
Two-State Solution,” and learn 
about said solution, which—

again, to my under-informed 
mind—sounds like a solution 
that makes a lot of sense.

The event was hosted by the 
Muslim Students Association 
and cosponsored by the Middle 
Eastern Studies Program, In-
ternational 
Community 
at Fordham, 
Campus Min-
istry, and the 
Jewish Stu-
dent’s Orga-
nization. It 
hosted rep-
resentatives 
from One-
Voice, a group 
whose goal is 
“to amplify 
the voice of 
mainstream 
Israelis and Palestinians, em-
powering them to propel their 
elected representatives toward a 
two-state solution.” They do an 
equal amount of programming 
in Israel, with Israelis going to 
Israel and Palestinians going 
to Palestine, and also program 

internationally. OV is not a dia-
logue group, but rather “action-
oriented and advocacy-driven,” 
meaning that their representa-
tives go to their respective ar-
eas and drum up public support 
about the two-state solution.

The two-state solution, 
by the way, is not OV’s idea. 
They’re “codifying the views 
of the masses” in pushing this 
solution, voicing to what the 
international OV rep called the 
“moderate majority” of the I-P 
region. The results of Dr. Colin 

Irwin’s comprehensive survey 
conducted in late 2008 supports 
the existence of this majority, as 
it polled a roughly equal num-
ber of Israelis and Palestinians 
about various details of confl ict 
resolution, including questions 

of security, 
Jerusalem, 
relocation, 
&c.. The 
poll asked 
each re-
spondent 
to select 
an answer 
from a fi ve-
tier scale, 
going: Es-
sential> De-
sirable> Ac-
ceptable> 
Tolerable> 

Unacceptable in order to lay 
out the groundwork for possible 
negotiations and solutions. The 
main stat OV gleaned from this 
survey, which is the one that the 
OV rep gave us, complete with 
a Venn-Diagram-ish chart that 
I’ve been unable to fi nd any-

where on OV’s website (www.
onevoicemovement.org), is that 
76% of Palestinians and a com-
parable percent of Israelis sup-
port the TSS, thus forming what 
looks like a pretty sizable “mod-
erate majority.”

An examination of these 
survey results yields a different 
picture, as the 27-page results 
show that this “moderate ma-
jority” includes every Israeli/
Palestinian who didn’t answer 
that a TSS would be “Unac-
ceptable”—which isn’t exactly 
what most people would call 
outpouring support. When you 
limit it to those who thought 
the TSS “Essential” or “Desir-
able,” it ends up being 53% sup-
port from Palestinians, and 45% 
support from Israelis—not quite 
the gut-punching, consensus-
indicating statistic our OV rep 
was looking for. to dig in to it, 
it becomes clear that these mod-
erates (being humans, after all), 
are about as different and frac-
tured and contradictory as you 
would probably expect.

continued on p.13 in Edits

OneVoice(s): Impressions & Small Educational 
Advances on the Israeli-Palestinian Confl ict

by Monika Chao
STAFF KASHI BAR

Robert F. Kennedy Jr. speaks at Fordham in attempts to stir society from ecological complacency 
and speak out against pollution and deforestation

RFK Jr. loves God, 
trees, and the trees in 
his country. And his 
country.
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On Wednesday, February 16, 
the Senate Judiciary Commit-
tee held a hearing regarding the 
Combating Online Infringement 
and Counterfeits Act (S.3804), 
also referred to as COICA.  
Sponsored by Sen. Patrick Lea-
hy [D-VT] and co-sponsored by 
19 others, COICA would pro-
vide for stringent regulations re-
garding the illegal transmission 
of copyrighted materials via the 
Internet, and would take drastic 
actions against the domains that 
host websites engaged in the 
unlawful sharing of these ma-
terials.  The bill also provides 
for some of the most egregious 
and unchecked violations of the 
First Amendment to be proposed 
in recent memory, and seriously 
undermines the U.S.’s stance on 
Internet freedom domestically 
and abroad.

Proposed in last year’s con-
gressional session and resubmit-
ted by Leahy this month with 
some amendments, COICA 
would give the Attorney Gener-
al authority to obtain injunctions 
against a website’s domain name 
if that site is deemed to be “ded-
icated to infringing activities” or 
is “primarily designated, or has 
no demonstrable commercially 

signifi cant purpose other than… 
to offer good or services” that 
violate the U.S. Copyright Act.  
These injunctions would be di-
rected at the domains that host 
the target sites as well as the 
service providers under which 
the illegal transference of mate-
rial occurs, and would 
shut down or lock the 
domain for the dura-
tion of the judicial 
process surrounding 
the issue.  

Already we see 
several potentially se-
rious problems with 
the legislation.  First, 
since the domains will 
be held responsible 
for the goings-on of 
the websites that they 
host (a somewhat ri-
diculous expectation, 
since those who run 
the domains often have little to 
no practical control over what 
the websites within that domain 
do), parties that are in no way 
responsible for the infringe-
ments that the bill seeks to pre-
vent will be unduly punished.  
Second, since the injunctions 
issued require the offending do-
main to be shut down, a number 
of perfectly legitimate sites that 
operate under said domain will 

also suffer—“burning down the 
house to roast the pig”, so to 
speak.

Practical concerns aside, 
COICA’s construction has dras-
tic implications for freedom 
of expression on the Internet 
and seems to utterly disregard 

nearly a century of legal prec-
edent concerning First Amend-
ment Rights.  The central issue 
with the constitutionality of the 
legislation comes from its reli-
ance on the issuing of prior re-
straints.  Briefl y, a prior restraint 
is a form of censorship in which 
an individual or organization is 
blocked from releasing certain 
material rather than punished for 
it after the fact.  For example, if 

a newspaper intends to publish 
an article that defames an indi-
vidual in a certain way and that 
individual become aware of the 
newspaper’s intention to pub-
lish the objectionable material, 
the subject of the article may 
seek a prior restrain in order to 

keep the article from 
running.  In issues 
of First Amendment 
Law, prior restraints 
are almost universally 
regarded as, to quote 
the 1976 case of Ne-
braska Press Ass’n v. 
Stuart, the “most se-
rious and least toler-
able infringement[s] 
on First Amendment 
rights.”  These re-
straints are incredibly 
diffi cult to achieve 
and are only permis-
sible in extremely nar-

row circumstances (the case of 
Near v. Minnesota, for instance, 
ruled that prior restraints can 
only be sought under extenuat-
ing circumstances, such as in is-
sue of national security).

Though preventing the il-
legal material from being dis-
seminated before it is released 
would be impossible (since the 
injunctions come as a result of 
the material’s being already 

transmitted), the actions that the 
bill would allow the attorney 
general and local circuit courts 
to take nonetheless constitute 
a prior restraint.  The domains 
that control the offending web-
site would be locked and shut 
down immediately after the 
preliminary injunction is issued 
and would remain inactive for 
the duration of the judicial pro-
ceedings surrounding the case. 
This means that the bill does, in 
fact, allow for prior restraints—
a prior restraint is not only pre-
vention of material for being 
published, but also restrictions 
on publication of material be-
fore a judicial ruling is made on 
the legality of that material.

Realistically, ignoring online 
piracy and copyright infringe-
ment would not be a feasible 
option.  As important as free-
dom of speech on the Internet is, 
individuals who stand to make a 
living off of their creative out-
put still deserve and require pro-
tection and assurance that they 
will adequately compensated 
for their pursuits.  However, this 
must not be done at the expense 
of legitimate services and must 
take into account the decades of 
precedent that govern issues of 
First Amendment law.

For the modern political 
constituency there are a few 
ways to bring about democratic 
change in your autocratic/theo-
cratic/dictator-ruled country. 
One method that we’ve seen put 
into effect in multiple Middle 
Eastern countries these past few 
weeks is mass protests that cul-
minate in country-wide revolu-
tions. It worked in Egypt, and 
it’s sort of working in Tunisia 
and Bahrain. It’s didn’t work 
in Iran, but they tried at least. 
Another less straightforward 
method of bringing about mas-
sive political upheaval in your 
country is to fabricate stories 
and information about your 
government, and then to peddle 
said information to a pissed-off 
world superpower that’s practi-
cally begging for a reason to 
commence proverbial fi sticuffs. 

That’s what Rafi d Ahmed 
Alwan al-Janabi did. The Iraqi, 
who defected from the coun-
try in 1999 to avoid embezzle-
ment charges, told the C.I.A 
(who bequeathed on al-Janabi 
the codename “Curveball”) that 
he worked at a chemical en-
gineering plant that produced 
biological weapons for Saddam 
Hussein. For those of you who 
have been living without the in-
ternet, the media, or friends for 
the past decade, those biologi-

cal weapons are the “Weapons 
of Mass Destruction” that got 
ol’ Dubya and Rumsfeld in such 
a twist. You know, the WMDs 
that we went to war with a tiny, 
backward-ass country over. The 
WMDs that we pulled out of Af-
ghanistan for, effectively leav-
ing a vacuum that allowed the 
Taliban to regain power and turn 
the country into an ever-evolv-
ing storm of shit and violence. 
The WMDs 
that we never 
found. 

Well, 
it turns out 
“Curveball” 
might have 
some answers 
as to why we 
never found 
those bio-
logical weap-
ons of mass 
destruction. 
Simply put, 
they never existed. They never 
existed because Janabi lied his 
defecting ass off about them. 
Now, in his defense, it was 
a white lie. Janabi wanted to 
take down the regime of an un-
hinged, crazy, genocidal dicta-
tor who, among other atrocities, 
is responsible for the deaths of 
200,000 Kurdish civilians. So, 
he told the German Secret Ser-
vice (BDN) that he had person-
ally witnessed the development 

of biological weapons at mobile 
processing plants and clandes-
tine weapons-building factories. 
One thing he never counted 
on, however, was the amount 
of Shit the United States (with 
coalition forces) would unleash 
all over his beloved country be-
tween March of 2003 and, well, 
now. 

Janibi’s plot began in 2000, 
when he contacted the BDN and 

claimed to have in-depth infor-
mation about weapons programs 
in Iraq. He told his weapons 
truck story to the BDN, who, 
in 2002, received information 
that Janibi was lying from an 
offi cial in the Iraqi Military In-
dustries Commission. The BND 
didn’t really care, however, and 
continued pumping Janibi for 
information using a potential 
visa for Janibi’s Moroccan wife 
as incentive for the defector to 

talk. Meanwhile, the BND was 
sending all of Janibi’s testimo-
nies to the C.I.A. Janibi, who 
had stipulated that he did not 
want his information passed on 
to any other country, found out 
he’d been hoodwinked when, 
on February 5, 2003, then U.S. 
Secretary of State Colin Powell 
used Janabi’s claims of rampant 
WMD production while making 
a speech to the U.N. to justify 

going to war with Iraq.
 The defector seems 

ambivalent about his role in 
one of the grandest cluster-
fucks of this young century. 
Speaking to the Guardian 
last week, Janabi said, “I had 
the chance to fabricate some-
thing to topple the regime…
my sons are proud of that and 
we are proud that we were the 
reason to give Iraq the margin 
of democracy.” True, democ-
racy did come to Iraq. But it’s 
sort of diffi cult to participate 

in your country’s democratic 
progress when there are rolling 
blackouts throughout your capi-
tal and a trip to the poll boxes 
means a potential car-bombing. 

Powell certainly isn’t happy 
about Janibi’s tell-all interview 
with the Guardian. Though it’s 
been common knowledge that 
Iraq never possessed WMDs 
ever since the Iraq Service 
Group, a fact-fi nding organiza-
tion tasked with locating Sad-

COICA Bill, Don’t Tread on Me 
and My Precious Internet Machine!

dam’s dirty bombs, fi led its fi nal 
report in 2004, Janibi’s admis-
sion is a huge blot on Powell’s 
career. The former Secretary of 
State, along with the rest of the 
Bush administration, made Jani-
bi’s claims the linchpin of the 
argument for invasion. Powell’s 
currently passing the buck to the 
C.I.A for not noticing Janibi’s  
lack of credibility, but it’s hard 
to believe that this is the fi rst 
time he’s learned of the Janibi’s 
fabrications.

Maybe it’s because we’re 
still drunk from two wars in ten 
years, but there should be more 
outrage over Janibi’s lies. The 
Bush administration most likely 
knew that Janibi was blowing 
smoke, but his claims provided 
a convenient and terrifying case 
for war with Iraq. They fi t per-
fectly into the pervading mind-
set of the time, that there was 
an “Axis of Evil” intent on de-
stroying McDonalds and Chris-
tianity and everything Western. 
So what have we learned here? 
Well, for one, you can lie to 
your entire country, hell, the 
entire world, and mostly every-
one will remain apathetic to the 
horrifying truth of the situation. 
Also, it’s really easy to start a 
war. What’s hard is, like, ending 
one. Man. Shit. That was really 
deep. I’m gonna get that tat-
tooed on my back. In Chinese. 

BAD INTELLIGENCe: al-Janabi’s “little prank” 
about WMDs led to...well, war and a whole buncha shit
By Alex Gibbons
DEADITOR

by Sean Patrick Kelly
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

“I didn’t mean to provide a con-
venient excuse to go to war over 
some      silly WMDs, honest!”
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Faker 
Than 

Truth
by Sam Wadhams
DEADITOR

“I am the carrier of a he-
reditary genetic condition that 
will, with 100% certainty, one 
day kill me.  Life”  -Fr. Thomas 
Regan, S.J. on life and death.

“Have fun shitting into a 
bag and not remembering your 
kids’ names” –Sam Wadhams, 
drunkenly, upon being informed 
by some stuck-up hussy that cig-
arettes take fi ve years off your 
life.

In 1900 the average life ex-
pectancy at birth in the United 
States was 48.2 years, and that’s 
only for white guys.  White 
women could expect to break 
fi fty, barely, and all other males 
could hope for about 32.5 years.  
Today the median life expec-
tancy for everyone is 78.4.  This 
means that for every year some-
one born in 1900 lived, they 
could expect to live 3/10ths of 
a year longer than their par-
ents.  For the life expectancy 
to shoot up 30 years over a 100 
year period is incredible, and 
there are many contributing fac-
tors: A basic understanding of 
germs; increases in 
hygiene, medical 
technology, stan-
dard of living; and 
a dramatic drop-
off in werewolf at-
tacks.  All of these 
are reasons that a 
man today can ex-
pect to live almost 
twice as long as his 
great-grandfather.

With this infor-
mation on the table 
I am compelled to 
ask you, the reader; 
what the fuck is 
third-hand smoke?  
Here in our fair 
metropolis, our benevolent 
Billionaire-King has decided 
that we shouldn’t be allowed to 
huff and puff and damage our 
lungs not because it’s a threat 
to us, but because it’s a threat 
to others.  In 2003 New York 
put a blanket ban on smoking in 
bars and restaurants, one of the 
toughest in the country, because 
of the notion that secondhand 
smoke is dangerous to fellow 
patrons and employees.  This 
is one of many crocks of shit in 
this argument.

Yes, secondhand smoke is 
bad for you.  Blowing a Garcia 
y Vega into an asthmatic baby’s 
mouth is a real dick move, and 
you should really get your dad 
to stop.  But in America, we 
work for money.  Being a cock-
tail waitress in an occasion-
ally smoky room is still not 
deep-sea fi shing, coal-mining, 
rodeo-clowning, snake-charm-
ing, any professional or semi-
professional athletic endeavor, 
being a butcher, being a baker 

or being a candlestick maker.  
Every job has hazards.  But by 
framing the argument about 
making it healthier for cock-
tail waitresses (as opposed to 
switching to farm-raised crab or 
friendlier rodeo bulls), you’re 
either on the side of humanity 
or a Sergeant in the Legion of 
the Damned.

But Bloomberg was not 
content taking spectacular leaps 
in obvious logic (especially 
vis-à-vis the notion of private 
businesses and voluntary em-
ployment) in 2003.  No, no, in 
2010 he has decided that it is 
his moral imperative, his cross 
to bear, to ensure that now us 
New Yorkers, the engine of the 
American economy, denizens 
of this great, frantic, humming 
machine, can’t smoke in public 
parks.  In the legendary words 
of Canadian songstress Nelly 
Furtado’s debut album title, 
“Whoa, Nelly!”  

I’ve conceded that second-
hand smoke has negative health 
effects, and while very few peo-
ple go to bars and pubs to aid in 
physical regeneration, a room 

full of smoke can be bad for you.  
But Central Park is not a room.  
Prospect Park is not a room.  
These are big-ass places full of 
things like trees for cleaning the 
air, wind to blow smoke around, 
and people with legs who can 
walk away if they don’t like it.  
But apparently I don’t under-
stand things as complicated as 
“wind blows air away,” and so I 
am woefully under-qualifi ed to 
know when and who my smoke 
is killing, that isn’t me.

But the best part of this clus-
terfuck of a new law is the en-
forcement.  See, it’s a fi fty dollar 
fi ne to be smoking on any pub-
lic park, beach or boardwalk, 
but Bloomberg has made it 
clear that the NYPD will not be 
handing out citations.  Instead, 
he said as quoted by Gothamist, 
“The police will not be enforc-
ing this. That’s not going to be 
their job.  This is going to be 
enforced by public pressure…
On the beaches there’s some 
Parks Department people…But 

mainly it’s just everybody’s go-
ing to turn to you and say, ‘Hey, 
you shouldn’t be smoking.’ And 
you know, most people listen to 
that.”  

Oh Lordy, that is some Bull 
Shit.  Presented for your en-
joyment, every single “public 
shaming” of a smoker under this 
new law.  
MAN 1: Hey man, it’s illegal 
to smoke here, you could be 
microscopically increasing my 
chances of hypothetical cancer 
while I’m just trying to enjoy my 
vodka and six-hours of shirtless 
summer sunshine.
MAN 2: Well asshole, is it ille-
gal for me to punch you in the 
face?
MAN 1: Yes, that is illegal too.  
MAN 2: Well it’s established that 
I am a lawbreaker, you should 
probably back the fuck off.

So really all we have is some 
hollow legislation and a victor 
for the busybody forces of the 
No Fun Club.

Which brings me back to 
my original point, third-hand 
smoke.  Scientists are saying 
that trapped chemicals from 

smoke are 
bad, especial-
ly for babies 
who crawl 
on the car-
pet and then 
lick their fi n-
gers.  This 
is probably 
true,  I doubt 
it’s causing 
them to grow 
extra asses, 
but maybe 
they’re get-
ting some 
smoke-dust 
in their 
mouths.  This 
is America.  

It’s still legal to name your 
daughter “ASS2ASS” and raise 
her to be a Mormon child-bride.  
Yeah, if you have a newborn 
baby, you probably shouldn’t be 
smoking, or a Mormon.  

But we can’t legislate the 
freedoms of a many down to the 
idiocy of a few.  Don’t tell me 
I can’t have a toaster because 
some jerkoff got his hand stuck 
in one once.  Even Toasterhand 
Jerkoff will still live twice as 
long as the brave men that built 
this country.  Are we really go-
ing to pour legislating hours and 
dollars of a city with a crum-
bling transportation infrastruc-
ture, resurging crime rates and a 
growing wealth gap telling peo-
ple they can’t smoke A GOD-
DAMNED CIGARETTE when 
they are OUTSIDE (taps pack) 
in the parks that they paid TEN 
DOLLARS IN CIGARETTE 
TAXES FOR? WHY ISN’T 
THIS DAMN THING LIGHT-
ING?!

by Sean Patrick Kelly, Bobby Cardos, and Sarah Madges
STAFF LIARS

DARIEN, CT – After being out for nearly four hours, Darien resi-
dent Jacob DeLorenzo, 26, just realized that his hair is all poof-ey 
and that, as a result, he looks like a total idiot.  “Man, shit” said De-
Lorenzo while in front of the mirror in a Starbuck’s bathroom fran-
tically trying to tame the whispy feather-y things that are currently 
sticking out of his dumb head.  According to DeLorenzo, everyone 
at the Laundromat (including the super cute girl he sees there ev-
ery week, who TOTALLY looked at him funny), the grocery store 
and the Taco Bell probably now thinks that he’s a complete turkey 
that doesn’t even look at himself in the mirror before he leaves 
the house.  After exiting the bathroom with his hair “somewhat 
under control for fucking once today”, DeLorenzo reportedly went 
straight to Supercuts and hoped to god that the people working 
there aren’t laughing too hard to chop his dumb rat’s nest of a ‘do.

      
      --SPK
 

UNITED STATES – A recent study from the Markkula Center for 
Applied Ethics at Santa Clara University revealed that the average 
U.S. citizen has 2,446 gallons of blood on his/her hands. This in-
formation is based on a comprehensive, nation-wide survey, which 
asked participants to list the property they own, the transportation 
they use, the types and brands of products they consume, stores 
they patronize, and their average diet. The responses were then run 
through the university’s patented “Morality Meter,” a computer 
program that takes the data and uses an extensive list of companies 
known business practices, as well as known and projected cost of 
human life said company is responsible for, to derive this number. 
Citizen reactions have been as varied as they have been extreme. 
Many, upon hearing the number, were reported to have somberly 
looked away from their television at their child or spouse for “sev-
eral seconds.” Bill “Turpentine” Holford, from Philadelphia, MI is 
quoted as saying, “You’re damn right they’s blood on my hands: 
Terrorist blood. Blood’a people who hate our freedom and how 
great we are. Shit, I only wish they’s more blood on my hands.” 
Another common reaction, like that of Philip Rogan of Bronxville, 
NY, is being termed “Lady Macbeth.” Phillip got indignant over 
the number, and attempted to explain himself as some kind of sta-
tistical outlier: “There’s no blood on my hands. I shop at Whole 
Foods, and I drive a Prius.” When told that, when you take into 
account the environmental impact of making a Prius’ rechargeable 
battery, a Toyota Prius actual has a larger carbon footprint in its 
product-life than a Jeep Wrangler, Rogan’s head—reportedly—ex-
ploded.

      --BC

BRONX, NY - Not a single car alarm went off on February 15 in 
the Belmont community. One could travel as far as 183rd with-
out even a note of a reverberating anti-theft shriek or police siren 
In fact, even though street sweepers didn’t pick up the recycling 
yet, there wasn’t a single person sorting through the clanging malt 
liquor forties and Goya cans after 10 p.m. either. Conversations 
were kept to audible decibels without exceeding the norm, and the 
Aventura usually blasting from the corner bar was eerily absent. 
Residents found it impossible to sleep what with all of the silence, 
and found themselves on the streets, each with the pale face of 
shock that only clamor could cure. Luckily, a teenager had bottle 
rockets and a spare fi recracker, and a couple had a pair of Rottwei-
lers who absolutely hated the squeals and cracks they produced. A 
healthy round of barking rounded out the night, and local Bronx 
residents were fi nally able to get some peaceful, noisy shut-eye.

      --SM

Mayor Bloomberg Huffs 
and Puffs Away Your 
Right to Smoke in Parks

How can you say no to a face 
like this?
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“Should an attractive blonde 
have been sent to cover the dem-
onstrations in Egypt?” asks The 
Daily Mail’s Liz Jones. My gut 
response is, “Should an ignorant 
moron be hired to write about 
sexual assault in such a misin-
formed, hateful way?,” but be-
fore we get into that, let’s set the 
scene. The “attractive blonde” 
(gag) in question is CBS News’s 
Lara Logan. The 39-year-old 
South African has covered war 
zones for decades; she began her 
career covering apartheid at the 
age of 17 (Full disclosure: Lo-
gan has sat on my list of heroes 
since I read a Vanity Fair piece 
about her in 2004). She jumped 
from a CBS radio stringer to a 
“60 Minutes” correspondent af-
ter riding into Kabul alongside 
the rebels that helped topple the 
Taliban in 2001. From skirmish-
es on Afghanistan’s battlefi elds 
to an antitank missile hitting her 
Humvee in Iraq, it is safe to say 
that Logan is used to being “in 
the shit.”

And then we have Egypt. 
Like every reporter who could 
sneak through Mubarak’s tight 
security restrictions, Logan and 
her CBS crew were stationed 
in Egypt during its protests. In 
early February in Alexandria, 
Egyptian soldiers arrested, tied 
up, and blindfolded Logan and 
her crew, resulting in Logan be-
coming violently ill. She fl ew 
back to the Washington briefl y, 
but returned to Cairo to fi nish 
her work for “60 Minutes.” It 
was there that, in Tahir Square 
on February 11, Logan slipped 
into the undertow of the two 
hundred person crowd: sepa-
rated from her crew, she was 
severely beaten and sexually as-
saulted.

Undeniably, Logan has 
faced risk after risk in order to 
perform what she sees as her 
duty. It is vital to recognize 
that one of the most dangerous 
and courageous of these risks 
has been coming out as a sex-
ual assault survivor. Surveying 
the media response to her at-
tack emphasizes this point. Liz 
Jones’s assertion that Logan is 
too pretty, too sexually-appeal-
ing to have been in place like 
Cairo is indicative of the sexist 
victim-blaming heightened with 
racist anti-Muslim undertones 
that have defi ned this story. 

First, discussing the sur-
vivor’s looks has no place in 
reporting a sexual assault. Ac-
cording to the World Bank, 1 of 
3 women worldwide has expe-
rienced rape or sexual assault. 
These offenses do not occur be-
cause the women were just too 
pretty not to rape: As Susan Bri-
son wrote in 2002’s Aftermath: 
Violence and the Remaking of a 

Self, rape is “gender-motivated 
violence against women, which 
is perpetrated against women 
collectively, albeit not all at 
once and in the same place.” A 
woman’s looks are not the is-
sue, and factoring them into the 
story is standard in perpetuating 
a culture of rape; in other words, 

if picking apart a woman’s ap-
pearance justifi es assault, then 
assault will continue to be jus-
tifi ed, indefi nitely, as long as 
women have physical traits to 
point out and pick apart. 

Additionally, arguing that 
Logan is too pretty to be a war 
correspondent tightens women’s 
domestic chains still oppressing 
them in 2011. As a culture we 
are fascinated by women in so-
called “dirty jobs,” so we either 
sexualize them (like Danica Pat-
rick) or rob them of their femi-
nine identity (like Hilary Clin-
ton). Even Newsweek, which 
wrote a fairly respectful piece, 
included a “Ten Female Jour-
nalists in Harm’s Way” slide-
show as a web-exclusive sup-
plement. Small indicators like 
this continue the cycle of turn-
ing women in more traditionally 
masculine roles into side-show 
acts, discouraging women from 
striving for their dream careers 
and allowing for institutional in-
justices to endure (for instance, 
women are still technically un-
able to fi ght in combat positions 
in our military).

Writer/horrible person Deb-
bie Schlussel is one of many 
who the Left has called out for 
victim-blaming. Many have 
criticized Schlussel for empha-
sizing Logan’s looks and argu-
ing that her choice to go to Egypt 
justifi ed the attack, as seen in 
the disgusting phrase, “So sad, 
too bad, Lara. No one told her 
to go there.” Schlussel’s attack 
is two-fold: fi rst, it promotes 
the type of victim-blaming de-
scribed above; and second, 
it propels anti-Muslim senti-
ments, associating the Egyptian 

protesters with savages. After 
boo-hooing Logan, Schlussel 
continued, “She knew the risks. 
And she should have known 
what Islam is all about. Now she 
knows…This never happened 
to her or any other mainstream 
media reporter when Mubarak 
was allowed to treat his country 

of savages in the only way they 
can be controlled.” Schlussel 
tastefully closes her article with 
the salutation, “Hope you’re 
enjoying the revolution, Lara! 
Alhamdilllullah [praise allah].”

While Schlussel’s example 
seems extreme, it represents 
a wider trend in reporting this 
case. Hell, it represents the most 
classic way in which “white 
woman threatened by non-
whites” has been depicted in 
art, literature, courts, and Con-
gress for centuries. While those 
who committed the assault de-
serve full responsibility for their 
crime, reports have repeatedly 
called all of the Egyptians in 
Tahir Square that day “mobs.” 
Often, they have been called 
“wild mobs,” and, while there 
is bound to be chaos when two 
hundred thousand people gather 
together, this characterization 
unfairly identifi es citizens cel-
ebrating their successful politi-
cal change as godless savages. 
Even if media outlets do not 
all use the word “savage” like 
Schlussel does—notably, many 
have used the violent term—de-
scriptors like “mob” euphemis-
tically convey the same senti-
ment, urging readers to fear 
Egyptians and all other Others.

Our thoughts and prayers 
should be with Lara Logan, 
and she should be praised for 
bravely coming out and raising 
awareness for sexual assault. 
Instead, we condemn her, bru-
talize her, and rub salt in her 
still-healing wounds, ultimately 
infl icting the same pain upon 
traumatized sexual assault sur-
vivors who read about Logan’s 
case. 

T h e  R a p e  C u l t u r e 
M a c h i n e  S p i n s  O n : 

Lara Logan’s Trauma Invites 
Victim-Blaming & Xenophobic Slander
by Marisa Carroll
NEWS CO-EDITOR

 Ex-CIA Analyst Ray Mc-
Govern Beaten, Arrested for 
Yelling “This is America!” at 
Clinton Speech

McGovern was pounced
for political whining
The U.S. schooled him.

Puerto Rico withdraws brutal 
police force from main Univer-
sity after student strikes 

Student protesters,
tired and bruised, kick police 
out.
College no parents

Rolls-Royce to unveil an 
electric version of its Phantom 
fl agship model

Nothing sexier
than a dude with a Rolls Royce
that needs batteries.

Google to Give $30M for the 
First Team of Builders to 
Send Robot back from Moon 
with Video of Travel

On your mark, get set,
GO TO THE MOON! If you-
miss,
you’ll be a loser.

Scientists Study Twin Epidem-
ics of Obesity and Diabetes by 
Force-feeding Monkeys Fatty 
Foods

Hangin’ in the lab.
Monkey see, monkey eat it.
Scientists prevail. 

Iceland’s president calls refer-
endum on latest plan to repay 
the UK and Netherlands the 4 
billion euros lost when Icesave 
bank collapsed.

Iceland’s money froze--
Wait, they have money over 
there?
And a president??

Shoddy Alcohol Regulation 
Could Cost Up to 250,000 
Lives in England/Wales over 
Next 20 Years, Doctors Warn.

So, Miller High Life
or high liver disease deaths?
Brits chose the latter.
         --SM

Mark Wattier, Murray State 
Professor, Resigns After In-
sulting Black Student Arlene 
Johnson

“I thought it was cool
To say she’s on C.P.T.
Woops, that’s my bad, kids.”

Toronto Police Suggest 
Women Stop Dressing Like 
“Sluts” To Avoid Rape

What else might they say?
To avoid being profi led,
Just become white!

Justin Beiber Reveals Him-
self To Be Anti-Choice, 
Messianic In Rolling Stone 
Article

The best part of this
Is that his hair’s still great and
He could buy us all.

L.A. Rape Collective Odd 
Future Gains Incredible 
Press After Jimmy Fallon 
Performance

Maybe if hip-hop
Critics were not all white males
We’d care they rap about rape.

           --MC

Brooklyn Blaze wounds 24, 
Rages for Hours

Spontaneous fi re
soon after those crazy blizzards
World is ending, guys.

Borders Declares Bankrupt-
cy, Begins Shuttering Stores

Kids these days and their
damn new i-technology
Literacy: doomed

         --MM

Artist David Arrigo Paints 
Special Hockey Mask for 
Montreal Canadiens’ goal-
tender 

Creepy hockey mask
with a mouth below the chin
Why the long face, guy?

        --SPK

by Sarah Madges, Marisa Carroll,  Mickie Meinhardt, and 
Sean Patrick Kelly
STAFF JAPANOPHILES

Debbie Schlussel: Probably 
the Worst Person
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Last November, my native 
state of Wisconsin experienced 
a political turnover unmatched 
by any other state in the nation. 
Republican Milwaukee County 
Executive Scott Walker re-
placed the outgoing Democratic 
Governor Jim Doyle. The state-
house turnover was not confi ned 
to the governor’s offi ce alone: 
Both branches of the state leg-
islature turned from blue to red. 
Walker came to offi ce promis-
ing to balance the state’s budget 
and create a quarter of a mil-
lion jobs in the recession-weary 
state. Implied in the promise to 
restore a balanced budget were 
pay cuts for civil service em-
ployees. While many expected 
this move, few seemed prepared 
for the Governor’s proposals to 
considerably reduce the power 
and infl uence of public employ-
ee unions via the termination of 
their right to collectively bar-
gain on wage and administra-
tive issues. Republicans in the 
state legislature have also called 
for the enacting of right-to-work 
laws in what is being seen as an 
attempt to diminish the strength 
of unions in the traditionally 
progressive state.  

Many Wisconsin residents 
were stunned by the Governor’s 
decision to return 800 million 
dollars in federal investment for 
high-speed rail development; 
followed shortly thereafter 
by train manufacturer Talgo’s 
move of it’s new Milwaukee 
plant to the Chicago area. He 
turned more heads with a “tort 
reform” bill that, among other 
things, reduced liability insurers 
exposure to claims. His most re-
cent proposal, however, is what 

has sparked statewide protest 
that has made Madison Amer-
ica’s version of Cairo. Tens of 
thousands congregated in Madi-
son for street protests and de-
manded a right to be heard by 
legislators at the Capitol. 

The fi rst night of hearings 
concluded at 3 a.m. when Re-
publican legislators walked out 
as hundreds still waited to be 
heard. A number of Democratic 
legislators stayed the night and 
listened as concerned constitu-
ents exercised their right to air 
grievances. Hundreds have 
continued to take up residence, 
sleeping in the Capitol Building 
while thousands returned in the 
ensuing days 
to show con-
tinued opposi-
tion. Madison, 
long known as 
a bastion of so-
cial activism, 
has not seen 
protests of this 
scale in recent 
decades.   

Governor 
Walker has 
responded to 
the protests 
by raising the 
possibility that 
he may mo-
bilize the Na-
tional Guard in order to break 
a statewide strike by public em-
ployees. Democratic legislators 
have responded to the draconian 
announcement by leaving the 
State and vowing to boycott any 
vote with “union-busting” terms 
included in the Bill. Governor 
Walker responded by ordering 
Capitol Police to bring boycot-
ting legislators to the fl oor. This 
action was countered by Wis-
consin’s 14 Democratic State 

Senators leaving for Illinois to 
avoid a vote. Public schools and 
some state offi ces were closed 
in dozens of Wisconsin commu-
nities as educators and public 
employees walked out in protest 
against the proposed legislation.    

The termination of the right 
of unions to collectively bar-
gain comes along with signifi -
cant wage and benefi t cuts. The 
other major issue looming on 
the unions’ horizon is the threat 
of the Capitol passing right-to-
work laws. These laws have 
been passed in 28 states around 
the nation. Proponents say that 
they give workers the choice of 
whether or not to pay union dues 

when planning to work. Oppo-
nents say that dues and collec-
tive bargaining are two tenants 
of strong unions and their ab-
sence almost guarantees reduc-
ing their political infl uence.   

The proposals come in the 
face of an anticipated 3.6 bil-
lion dollar budget shortfall and 
worries about the strength of 
the state’s economy. Republi-
can lawmakers cite high taxes 
and burdensome union costs 

as reasons for the State’s long 
term economic decline. Those 
claims, however, fail to take ac-
count of the dramatic impact of 
deindustrialization and the fact 
that more than two-thirds of cor-
porations in the state pay no in-
come taxes. Mr. Walker rose to 
the offi ce running on the slogan 
“Wisconsin is Open for Busi-
ness.” He stated a goal of creat-
ing a quarter million jobs in the 
state by 2015, reducing business 
operating costs, and eventually 
lowering the State’s relatively 
high personal income tax. Mr. 
Walker’s inspiring words on 
restoring economic prosperity 
paired with a democratic op-

ponent perceived 
as reluctant to run, 
propelled him into 
the position as the 
45th Governor of 
Wisconsin. 

Most state 
employees have 
reluctantly accept-
ed the proposed 
wage cuts but fi nd 
the restricting of 
their bargaining 
rights unaccept-
able. Few question 
the severity of the 
budget crisis fac-
ing Wisconsin, 
but proposals to 

weaken union bargaining rights 
are seen by many as a divisive 
political attack by the Governor. 
To highlight this point, the Mil-
waukee Police, Milwaukee Fire 
and Wisconsin State Patrol’s 
Unions, who endorsed Walk-
er in his campaign have been 
specifi cally exempted from his 
anti-union proposals. Fears also 
abound that the budget cuts will 
spark a “brain drain” of Univer-
sity of Wisconsin administra-

tors, professors and researchers 
to other States. Others fear Mr. 
Walker’s threat to drop some 
200,000 Wisconsin children 
from the social safety net Bad-
ger Care as a budget fi x if he is 
unable to get concessions from 
the unions.   

Wisconsinites look on as 
their government is on the brink 
of a total shutdown and the na-
tion watches as the power of 
public employees unions are 
tested by an unwavering fresh-
man governor. Several crit-
ics point to Illinois and New 
York as states resorting to tax 
hikes or service cuts without 
the inclusion of union-busting 
language, but Wisconsin faces 
issues far different from either 
state. Wisconsin is seeking a 
place in an increasingly global-
ized world where manufactur-
ing can be done at a fraction of 
a price nearly anywhere in the 
developing world. We as a state 
have to grapple with declining 
incomes and employment fi g-
ures while longing for the pros-
perity and quality of public ser-
vice from an era long since past. 
The American middle class is 
fading in strength and number, 
and nowhere is that more appar-
ent than in this rust belt state. 
If the unions emerge victorious 
in their battle, major issues still 
face the state and its citizens as 
it presses forward through po-
litical and economic turmoil. As 
Larbi-Ben M’Hidi said in the 
face of French oppression in Al-
geria in 1956, “it is hard enough 
to start a revolution, even harder 
to sustain it, and hardest of all to 
win it. But it is only afterwards, 
once we have won, that the real 
diffi culties begin.”

continued from p. 3
On the other hand, Yemen 

almost, but doesn’t quite fi t the 
Bahraini mold as explained. 
That is, its version of sectari-
anism involves warring ethnic 
tribes, Al Qaeda, and differenc-
es between Sunnis and Shiites, 
lending it the name “America’s 
Next Top 
Afghani-
stan.” Given 
its fractious 
tribal cul-
ture, rugged 
topography, 
extreme 
poverty, 
high illitera-
cy and birth 
rates, and 
government 
corruption, 
Yemen is 
a possible breeding ground for 
extremism. American offi cials 
in particular have strained rela-
tions with long-term president 
Ali Abdullah Saleh because of 
his tendency to hire radical cler-
ics, make deals with jihadists, 

and expertly pit various tribes 
against one another in order to 
stay in charge. Just as in Bah-
rain, the Sunni majority (about 
55 percent of the population) is 
in power and has been at odds 
with a Shiite movement that 
declared itself independent in 
2004, leaving thousands dead. 

The problems that are unique 
to Yemen as compared to the 
aforementioned countries are 
1) Al Qaeda, and, somewhat 
related, 2) The fact that Yemen 
has the region’s largest arms 
market, allegedly to the point 
that its population of 20 million 

people also has at least 20 mil-
lion guns.   Saleh and the U.S. 
have tried to work together to 
eliminate them, but in the re-
mote provinces where Al Qaeda 
militants hide out, tribes live 
by the motto “my state is any-
one who fi lls my pocket with 
money,” and therefore fl ip-fl op 

between giving or deny-
ing Saleh/the U.S. the 
scoop. So, Al Qaeda 
lived on, Saleh contin-
ued his reign despite his 
corruption/unpopularity, 
and as of  January 27, 
Yemeni demonstrators 
fi nally spoke out, vio-
lently clashing with Ye-
meni police even as this 
goes to print. Students 
organized protests at the 
capital’s central univer-
sity, hosting a hailstorm 

of rocks between antigovern-
ment and pro-government dem-
onstrators as well as those who 
simply wanted Saleh gone after 
20-some years of rule. 

Until these protests, interna-
tional attention (especially the 
U.S.) has focused on whether 

Al Qaeda would overrun Ye-
men. Now it’s not only unclear 
what will happen next, but also 
what the U.S.’s response will 
be. As Marwan Musher, former 
foreign minister of Jordan, said, 
“For decades the U.S. sort of 
prioritized stability over democ-
racy because of oil and Israel,” 
adding that the current policy 
is not sustainable, but changing 
it towards so many countries at 
the same time will not be easy.

This much is clear: the tra-
jectory from repression to revolt 
to ousting regimes varies from 
country to country. Tunisia and 
Egypt successfully overturned 
their regimes and are now exper-
imenting with interim govern-
ments and residual strikes and 
labor protests. But that doesn’t 
mean the rest of the region will 
follow suit, or make such good 
time. Most rulers have disap-
peared into a sea of their advi-
sors and security offi cers out of 
habit, believing that the youth 
will tire of their political ex-
pression even despite proof that 
that wasn’t the case elsewhere. 
If governments take political re-

construction seriously, the pub-
lic could accept gradual change 
or compromise and end the 
spreading protests. But if these 
governments continue to scat-
ter money before the dissenters 
or promise raised salaries and 
the like, the protests will gain 
speed and strength. Leaders like 
Saleh seem to be in this latter 
category, as he actually called 
Bahraini King Hamad bin Isa 
al-Khalifa to complain about 
how they are both falling victim 
to “foreign agendas” that aim at 
“plunging the region into chaos 
and violence.” It’s a mixed bag; 
everything seems transient and 
tentative, with increasing bouts 
of protest and self-immolation 
alongside the wobbly transi-
tion into the Middle East-brand 
of democracy. The mobiliza-
tion of so many young people 
throughout the region is inspir-
ing, and doesn’t seem to be “just 
a phase.” For the fi rst time in…
forever, there is an opposition 
movement for paternal forces to 
reckon with, and the world can 
only wait to see what’s next in 
this time of revolution.

by John O’Neill
STAFF FRANK SOBOTKA

The Midwest’s Own Little Cairo: 
Wisconsin State Capitol Erupts as Thousands of 
Demonstrators Respond to Governor’s Anti-Union Bid

Protester in Benghazi sports 
the Libyan fl ag on her face, 
and anti- el-Qaddafi  poster

Everyone is protesting in 
Madison...everyone.
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dure on his other lung at a dif-
ferent hospital. A nurse pulled 
the tube out; afterwards, there 
was a single drop of blood. 
 Mike’s horror story seems 
enough reason to want to avoid 
Barnabas for even the most 
trivial injury. It seems only ob-
vious we would choose a higher 
quality hospital, given other 
options…but do we have other 
options? After a few months at 
Fordham, Barnabas begins to 
feel like fact of BX living. In 
truth, it is extremely close by 
but there are other hospitals less 
than an additional mile away. 
Montefi ore, North Central, and 
Jacobi can all be reached with 
just two or three minutes of 
travel time. Barnabas is three 
minutes from Fordham, while 
the far superior Montefi ore is a 
mere two minutes farther away. 

By regulation Barnabas is a 
level one trauma center, but that 
designation does not apply to 
non-trauma patients like Mike. 
Surely, the two minutes addi-
tional traveling time is worth 
avoiding Barnabas’s 9.45% in-
patient death rate (signifi cantly 
higher than the state average of 
6.98%) as well as their dismal 
results in HCAHPS quality re-
search: only 47% percent of 
SBH patients said they would 
recommend the hospital, com-
pared with 66% at Montefi ore, 
62% at North Central, and 49% 
at Jacobi. 

 It’s not unlikely that pa-
tients fail to recommend SBH 
due to the violence they’ve 
witnessed in the ER. Eyewit-
ness News reports that in the 
past two years there has been 
a signifi cant increase in violent 
incidents. The number of as-
saults on staff increased over 
300% from 2008 to 2009, from 
14 to 44 assaults each year. Hos-
pital spokesperson Steve Clark 
attributes the increase to “bet-
ter reporting procedures,” a re-
sponse which wasn’t especially 
reassuring to the former secu-
rity guard who reported being 
violently attacked by an AIDS 
patient, subsequently having to 
undergo 28 days of HIV treat-
ment. One resident, Sara Larey, 
commented on the increase in 
violence saying, “If you come 
to a hospital for care you should 

be safe, if you work at a hospital 
administering care, you should 
be safe, and I think something 
more needs to be done.” Her 
coworker, who had just been 
punched in the face, was too 
busy icing his eye to add further 
comment. 

 Of course, Barnabas isn’t 
responsible for the notably 
higher crime and violence rate 
in its surrounding area. How-
ever, they are responsible for 
providing appropriate security 
precautions. The New York Post 
reported that federal investiga-
tors have said that Barnabas is 
“putting workers at risk by not 
providing proper protection to 
its staff against attacks by pa-
tients and visitors.” One doctor 
defended SBH, explaining the 
hospital sees a large number 
of victims each year. “Our pol-

icy,” Dr. Patti said, “has 
always been to have an 
open door…we don’t turn 
anybody away.” Appar-
ently, “anybody” includes 
animals, namely the dog 
one FCRH’11 student saw 
wander into the emergen-
cy room as she waited for 
a friend to receive a diag-
nosis. 

Barnabas is inargu-
ably one of the worst hos-
pitals in the Bronx. Why 

then are non-trauma Fordham 
students sent there almost as 
default? It turns out there is a 
substantial connection between 
SBH and our administration. 
John Tagnino, chair of Ford-
ham’s board of trustees, and 
John Lordan, senior VP and 
CEO of Fordham, are both on 
Barnabas’s board of trustees. 
I’ll leave it to you to decide 
what such an alliance implies 
but be assured there is more in-
volved than simply travel time. 
Regardless of whether there 
is a formal deal between the 
two institutions, the positions 
held by Lordan and Tagnino on 
each board are a blatant con-
fl ict of interest. Concerns for 
the optimal health of Fordham 
students and Barnabas’s pros-
perity cannot possibly be fairly 
attended to when represented in 
tandem. The important thing to 
know is that Barnabas is not the 
only hospital in the area; there 
are other options. If you’re not 
an intox or trauma patient you 
can request to be transported 
to any of the surrounding hos-
pitals where you are much less 
likely to be assaulted by a dog 
after your mother has been 
asked to perform your surgery. 

*The FCRH’13 student’s 
name has been changed to 
Mike, because, basically every 
guy who goes to this school is 
named Mike.

by Lauren Duca
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

Going to Fordham means 
you’ve experienced or at least 
heard of some simultaneously 
ridiculous and horrifying trip 
to St. Barnabas hospital. Tales 
of SBH nearly always include 
some combination of sassy and 
psychotic yelling provided by 
the neighboring psych ward and 
at least one gunshot victim pro-
vided by the Bronx. The lack of 
private rooms, or even curtains 
to section off beds, means you 
can see and hear almost every 
absurd thing going on in the 
ER. It seems common knowl-
edge that St. Barnabas is a ter-
rible hospital, but as an intox 
patient that just means absurdity 
that you can prostitute as fodder 
for your drunk story repertoire. 
However, for those with a 
more serious malady, like 
a collapsed lung for exam-
ple, the 9.45% inpatient 
death rate would warrant 
more of your concern. 

Such was the case for 
FCRH’13 student Mike* 
who summoned FUEMS 
with an emergency blue 
light after experiencing 
severe chest pain. He was 
rushed to St. Barnabas and 
immediately triaged only 
to wait fi ve hours for a diagno-
sis and two more to be intubated 
(as is common for his condi-
tion). He was taken upstairs, 
where the residents joked was 
“where they send old people 
to die,” and where he received 
pain medication anywhere from 
twenty to forty minutes after it 
was scheduled to arrive. On the 
third day Mike went in for sur-
gery. In the OR he was given the 
anesthesia in his muscle tissue 
instead of his vein, causing his 
arm to swell up and meaning he 
was about to feel every bit of an 
extremely painful procedure. A 
medical student pointed out the 
swelling and anesthesia was ap-
plied to Mike’s other arm. Yet 
the fi rst shot had already begun 
to seep through his body leaving 
Mike entirely paralyzed, unable 
to even talk when he woke up 
from surgery. Three days later, 
it was fi nally time for Mike to 
be discharged. The doctor told 
Mike and his mother that he 
needed to take the tube out of 
Mike’s chest. He asked Mike’s 
mother for help telling her to 
press down bandages, which 
she did, after he’d yanked out 
the tube. Blood shot out of the 
hole the tube left, and the doc-
tor yelled at Mike’s mother for 
not putting the gauze down fast 
enough. Thankfully, Mike sur-
vived the multiple encounters 
he had with potential death. 
He later had the same proce-

Patron Saint of Malpractice

To be fair, you 
do have another 
kidney.

For all of us here at Ford-
ham, the egregious lack of any 
sort of reproductive health 
services on campus has be-
come somewhat of an after-
thought—something we all 
seem to have grown used to.  
Sure, after the fi rst time trying 
to fi nd condoms on campus 
freshman year you may have 
been a little shocked, offended 
and full of righteous indigna-
tion for a matter of minutes 
before running to Beer City 
for a pack of Trojans, but the 
concern for the well being of 
the student body most likely 
quickly dissipated one you 
actually got a chance to make 
use of the purchase.  After 
a year or so of having to go 
through roundabout methods 
to obtain contraceptives or 
any type of services related to 
sexual or reproductive health, 
Fordham’s puritanical stance 
on providing its students with 
these necessary services be-
comes as much a part of stu-
dent life here as exorbitant 
bookstore prices or gripes 
with Sodexo.

This past week, however, 
we were all reminded of who 
else shares Fordham’s views 
on these issues.  

On the 18th, the House of 
Representatives voted 240-
185 in favor of an effort by In-
diana Republican Mike Pence 
to cut Planned Parenthood’s 
federal funding, which would 
effectively destroy the orga-
nization.  Under the guise of 
crusading “valiantly” against 
abortion (which, let us not for-
get, is still 100% legal), House 
Republicans almost unani-
mously agreed to deprive 
American women of essential 
health services and to under-
mine U.S. economic stability 
and jobs—and, what’s worse, 
they show no signs of relent-
ing.  Although many predict 
that the legislation will have 
almost no chance of mak-
ing it through the Senate and 
the President himself has ex-
pressed intentions of vetoing 
the bill if it reached his desk, 
the efforts by the House none-
theless represent a chilling 
moral crusade against some-
thing that is not only protected 
under the Constitution, but 
also is backed by over half a 
century of legal precedent.  
Furthermore, those who vot-
ed in favor of Pence’s efforts 
seem to be completely fi ne 
with punishing individuals 
who are in no way tied to the 
performing of abortions in or-

der to achieved their skewed 
moral ends.

So, what does this have 
to do with our situation here 
at Fordham?  Well, for one, 
the logic employed by House 
Republicans in the recent 
vote is disturbingly similar to 
Fordham’s.  While those who 
seek to bring down Planned 
Parenthood do so under the 
assumption that the organiza-
tion is nothing more than an 
“abortion factory” that pro-
vides no legitimate services, 
Fordham’s line of reasoning 
against providing contracep-
tion seems to be that in doing 
so they would be condoning 
and encouraging wanton sex-
ual activity.  What this ignores 
is, bluntly, the reality of the 
situation.  Young people will 
continue to engage in sexual 
activity, especially at college 
campuses, and to ignore this 
fact is to disregard the health 
and safety of the student 
population.  Furthermore, 
this promotes a culture of ig-
norance with regards to safe 
sexual practices and overall 
sexual health, and stigmatizes 
sex to the point of implicitly 
shaming students for seeking 
legitimate services.

In refusing to provide its 
students with adequate health 
services, Fordham is tacitly 
agreeing with the despicable 
practices employed by the an-
ti-Planned Parenthood contin-
gent.  This is completely unac-
ceptable, and undermines the 
university’s values and dedi-
cation to social justice.  To act 
in a similar manner is to con-
done the values of those who 
fi ght Planned Parenthood, and 
to condone these values is to 
condemn Planned Parenthood 
for promoting open and con-
venient access to necessary 
services.

So, next time you’re forced 
to leave your own campus to 
look after your sexual health, 
don’t just let it be another mo-
ment punctuated by a shrug 
and an “Oh well.”  Remember 
that your safety is not being 
looked after as it should and 
that, if we all sit by and watch, 
much of the country could po-
tentially face the same prob-
lem as we do here at Fordham.

Congress Votes, 
Fordham Abides
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by George Washington
STAFF THINKS YOU 
CAN BURN IN HELL

Suddenly, blaring white 
lights, wailing alarms, and 
hoards of young adults fl ood the 
scene. I stare helplessly at the 
Martyr’s Court back entrance 
with but one thing on my mind: 
Magic Hat. A bottle sits atop 
my bookshelf, smiling at my 
RA. The RA smiles back. They 
walk into the room, snatch 
the bottle, and document me. 
These images replay in my 
head over and over again for 
the next couple of days. 

A sentiment of anger fi lled 
the dorm rapidly after the 
unannounced fi re drills took 
place. People claimed their 
garbage had been searched 
or their desk drawers were 
opened, while others suppos-
edly stayed in their rooms and 
weren’t searched at all. Many 
concluded that certain fl oors 
and people were being tar-
geted.  Regardless of wheth-
er or not these rumors were 
true, stories of bogus practices 
spread setting the residents of 
the dorms ablaze. Martyr’s was 
pissed and not afraid to show it.

Within a week, the appear-
ance and attitude of the dorm 
was greatly altered. One bath-
room gained a graphic, wall-
length mural of a dick, while 
others received a barrage of 
hygienic disasters.  Hallways 
were scarred with key scratch-
es. Words like “TITS” and 
“FUCK” and “8==D Goupil 2 
suckz!” were shamelessly scrib-
bled across the walls. Garbage 
littered the Martyr’s Court front 
lawn as students began to see 
out-the-window as comparable 

to in the trash. Study lounges 
quickly gained new urine stains 
on the carpets. Nearly every me-
ticulously cut and glued, love-
themed bulletin board was torn 
down and replaced with 8x111/2 
signs with vulgar pictures titled 
“LICK MY CLIT RA FAKE!*” 
and “EVERYBODY HATES 
RD CHRIS!**” It went even 
farther when some hooligans 
thought it would be funny to 
glue the RD’s offi ce and one of 

the RA’s locks shut, forcing the 
RA to sleep in the study lounge 
that night and the RD to call 
security to change his lock the 
next morning.

The rumors still continue to 
circulate. RAs eavesdropping 
outside our doors, RAs key-
ing into people’s rooms while 
they’re sleeping, the RD be-
ing a fucking goon for living 
on the girl’s fl oor, etc. Every 
day students feel less and less 
comfortable confi ding in their 
RAs, going to them for help or 
for questions, which forms their 
job into a tool essentially used 
for the antithesis of its intended 
purpose.

According to the student 
handbook, Res-Life’s primary 
responsibility is to promote a 
sense of community—to make 
us feel safe and at home. I fi nd 
it hard to believe that these fi re 
drills that aim at weeding out 
all us “bad kids” are effective 
in promoting a comfortable, 
homey climate, especially when 
you take into account the re-
sulting lash outs. The fact that 
people are perusing our rooms 

while we aren’t there, searching 
for illicit activities rather than 
letting them come to light de-
servingly, makes dorm life feel 
more like a prison sentence than 
regular old crappy college hous-
ing.  I think it would be hard to 
fi nd a student who would argue 
that write-ups aren’t acceptable 
if someone’s being rowdy or 
disrespectful, but it would be 
equally as diffi cult to fi nd a stu-
dent who would agree with the 
unwarranted search and seizure 
of empty bottles.

If this is the kind of behav-
ior students should expect from 
the higher ups in a dorm com-
munity, perhaps the handbook 

should list it as one of Res-
Life’s goals.  I also propose that 
they add a new clause that indi-
cates the immense money-mak-
ing scheme behind write-ups as 
well.  For the single bottle in my 
room, I had to attend an event 
organized by RHO, write about 
it, complete another alcohol on-
line EDU, and…pay $30? Let’s 
break this down. Not only are 
students quickly growing aware 
of their lack of privacy, they also 

feel like mini-piggy banks that 
a fi re drill can be used to break 
open at any time.  It’s starting to 
feel like RHO is exercising its 
authoritarian powers in order to 
oppress a bunch of students who 
unwittingly signed away their 
rights when joining the housing 
community, hoping that they’re 
too stupid to notice the blatant 
corruption of justice. Before 
you know it we won’t even be 
able to make accusations with-
out having RA Fake keying into 
our rooms to write us up.

Sure, Martyr’s is sort of a 
rowdy bunch. I feel like this 
just gives our dorm a little bit 
of character. Is that so wrong? 

We’ve already had our kitchen 
(you know, the only kitchen in 
the whole dorm… the one with 
a broken sink and no oven? 
Yeah, that’s the one…) locked 
at night because of the whole 
chairs-out-the-window incident, 
and I know they’re working 
on sneak-proofi ng the laundry 
room (which by the way, for 
fuck’s sake, can someone fi x 
the FOUR broken washers and 
dryers already?) because of un-

wanted after hours visitors, 
but is it completely necessary 
to turn the previously relative-
ly peaceful community into a 
police state? Before we were 
a community held together by 
our antics. Now, as these an-
tics reach a new level of nasti-
ness, we are becoming divid-
ed, both from each other and 
from our superiors. Res-Life 
needs to realize they should 
work harder to improve our 
sense of community, perhaps 
by improving our facilities 
(we still haven’t seen those 
vending machines you prom-
ised, President Warts*),  host-

ing activities people actually 
care about (really? Glee? Come 
on), or even by doing something 
as simple as not being a bunch 
of douches and at least saying 
hello to students (even the ones 
you aren’t drinking buddies 
with). In any case, it’s increas-
ingly apparent that some kind of 
change needs to take place, and 
if it doesn’t begin with Res-Life 
it begins with a body of unorga-
nized, vengeful students. Is the 
headache worth it?

*names have  been changed
**except for this one. Hide 
you shan’t, RD Chris Eimer-
man. 

by Lauren Zupkus 
STAFF FRIEND TO MUS-
TACHES

Let’s get real- we’ve all seen 
him.  Whether you spotted him 
shooting the breeze with the So-
dexo employees at the cafeteria 
or chilling in his bathrobe dur-
ing a beloved Finlay fi re drill, 
Alex Giovanoni, better known 
as Mustache Man, is pretty hard 
to miss.  But who is the man 
stashed behind the stache?

Giovanoni, a junior major-
ing in sociology, casually told 
me the origins of his infamous 
facial hair as we chatted on the 
steps of Finlay Thursday after-
noon.  He started growing it last 
February after two of his class-
mates suggested it to him.

“It started out as a beard 
and mustache combination, 
and that lasted until May.  I got 
a job at Six Flags and I had to 
shave the beard,” Giovanoni ex-

plained.  But luckily 
for us, the mustache 
stayed.  And accord-
ing to Giovanoni, it’s 
not going anywhere.  
When asked how long 
he intends to keep the 
mustache, he replied, 
“No plans to get rid 
of it in the foreseeable 
future.” Phew. 

Much like Giova-
noni inspires fellow 
Fordham students to grow where 
no mustache has grown before, 
Giovanoni has role models of 
his own: “Friedrich Nietzsche 
and Franz Boas are smart dudes 
who have some intelligent and 
interesting things to say in their 
respected fi elds.  And they both 
had pretty groovy mustaches.”

A member of the Hon-
ors program here at Fordham, 
Giovanoni takes his education 
seriously and does a lot of read-

ing in his free time.  His plan 
is to go to graduate school and 
receive a Masters degree in Hu-
man Resources Management.  
He hopes to motivate people 
with his enthusiasm and posi-
tivity (he smiled and exclaimed 
“Pretty groovy!” after almost 
everything I said during our 
conversation.)  When asked 
what he would do if he had to 
shave his mustache off for a job, 
he paused, and then replied, “It’s 
a scary thing to think about.  But 

I doubt that would even 
happen.”

When he’s not read-
ing, Giovanoni is busy 
befriending the employ-
ees at the cafeteria.  “I 
enjoy going to the om-
elet station because I 
have a good relationship 
with Martin. I don’t even 
have to say anything- he 
already knows what I 
want.”  Giovanoni is a 

vegetarian, so you can catch 
him at the sushi station anytime 
after breakfast.

Giovanoni, a Saint Louis 
native, has plans to go home 
to Missouri over spring break 
and spend time with his family 
and friends.  His parents “aren’t 
huge fans of the mustache, but 
they’ve kind of given up on it,” 
he said.  Otherwise, his mus-
tache is a gimmick as popular 
as fellow Saint Lounatic Nelly’s 

band-aid (what’s good, “Dilem-
ma” music video.)

But before he was known 
for his mustache, Giovanoni 
was notorious for his other pas-
sion: cats.  “My freshman and 
sophomore year, people called 
me Cat Dude, because I had this 
cat calendar, and I really love 
cats.  I have one of those one-
a-day calendars for 2011, but I 
haven’t taken it out of the pack-
aging yet.”  Rainbow, his fi f-
teen year old feline at home, is 
“almost dead pretty much,” but 
he’s a great friend nonetheless.

When asked what he would 
like to be known for, aside from 
his mustache, Alex Giovanoni 
thought and said, “I try to stay 
chill.  I try to be a nice dude and 
say yes to people.”  So whether 
you’ve heard of him as Mus-
tache Man, Cat Dude, or simply 
Alex- get to know him.  He’s a 
“pretty groovy” friend. 
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by Nick Murray
DEADITOR

Look, we get it. Your 
baby is cute. It’s cute 
when your baby dribbles. 
And it was cute that time 
your baby fl apped its lit-
tle arms around and we 
pretended it was dancing 
to that AFI song we both 
love. Great. But let’s be 
real, anyone can have a 
baby. And while you were 
at home adding one to 
the Dark Star Orchestra’s 
future fanbase, I was out 
saving the world.

That’s right, for the 
small price of 2,600 dol-
lars I was able to experi-
ence what it feels like to 

be in true solidarity with the 
people who make my sneakers. 
That baby you see me holding 
in that picture, it was so cute. It 
lived in a hut on the Makambo 
River, and it can’t move much 
because of a degenerative leg 
condition. It was so soft, prob-
ably for the same reason that 
veal is. That night at refl ection 
I broke down when I realized 
that unlike your baby, that third 
world baby would never even 
get the opportunity to fl ap its 
little arms around to an AFI re-
cord. I fi nally understood what 
it means to be privileged.

When I got back to New 

by &br00ke&
STAFF (HAS A) BABIII

I’ve told you xbijillion 
times: Taking a prof pic with 
some random baby is uber po-
serish. Y’know the Cursive lyr-
ics, “I know this is wrong ‘cause 
I’m told this is wrong?” Well, 
I’m telling you that those native 
baby pics are totes skuzzy, kid. 
To take stellar baby prof pics, I 
don’t have to go farther than my 
baby’s crib and my bathroom 
mirror (rofl ).

Just look at my current 
Facebook/MySpace/Xanga pic 
(on MySpace, it’s actually a 
glitter-gif). I am wearing my 
purple American Apparel hood-
ie, the new Happy Bunny plugs 

I got at the Evergreen Plaza Hot 
Topic, and my red MCR wrist-
band (srsly? MCR=My Chemi-
cal Romance=the greatest band 
of all time//fronted by Gerard 
Way=zomg he is the sexx). I 
look pretty HxC on my own, 
but when I’m holding my baby 
(her name is Gracie, she rox my 
sox <33333) I look so rad and 
I am so NOT poserish. Every-
one who sees my page knows 
how HxC I am, since I lyke cre-
ated this living, breathing baby. 
Whoa.

Soooo yeah…with your 
own scene baby you have so 
many more options than with 
a random Africa baby. In my 
current pic (duh, the one I just 
talked about for lyke uhbijillion 
years) I used my digital camera 
to take a bathroom mirror pic 
with Gracie. The lighting is 
hella rad, and when I uploaded 
it to my Mac I used Pixlr to 
draw all sorts of &hearts all 
over it. Too cute. 

But, I remember when 
I was tryna date Dave (he 
was sooo_sexi, played 
bass, whatever). Before 
bed I play Gracie the 
acoustic version of “Cute 
Without The E (Cut from 
the team)” as a lullaby, 
so I was thinking about 
another Taking Back 
Sunday lyric: “Liter-
ate and stylish, kiss-

able and quiet, well that’s what 
girls dreams are made of.” Dave 
is a dank scene kid, so I knew 
he would be into that type of 
shiz. I put on my big Coke bot-
tle glasses and pulled Gracie in 
front of my Macbook and I took 
these sepia tone Photobooth 
pics where I am looking mad 
smart and artsy and the photo 
is rotated sideways and whoa, 
Dave totally asked me to the 
AFI show (I actually ended up 
meeting/makingout with Jake 
there lawlz). But Gracie was 
so cute, and the show was uber 
fun, and lyke…basically scene 
baby profi le pics rox my sox!!!

York, I began to appreciate my 
clothes and electronics so much 
more knowing that it was won-
derful little third world babies 
like the one I had met on my 
GO! project who were stitch-
ing the seams and installing the 
batteries. iPods should be used 
to listen to indie music and so-
cially conscious black people 
music, not to make money to 
feed your family. That’s why 
when I get old enough I’m go-
ing to adopt as many third world 
babies as I can and save them 
from that terrible life (and I sug-
gest you do too!) but for now, 
putting one of them in my pro-
fi le picture will have to do. If it 
understood the concept of Face-
book, as my adopted third world 
babies someday will, I’m sure it 
would be honored.

After this experience, I can’t 
wait to go on more GO! trips so 
that I can be in solidarity with 
third world babies all across the 
planet. And best of all, the most 
any of the trips cost is 3,500 
dollars! Once Reebok fi nally 
hires me for that marketing po-
sition, I’ll be able to make that 
in a week! It’s funny, that third 
world baby you see in my pro-
fi le pic thought I was saving it, 
but really, it was saving me.

by Realistic Rebecca 
STAFF SASS MACHINE

Hi, my name is Rebecca and 
I am here to give you realistic 
advice. No more beating around 
the bush, or putting things 
lightly in order to protect your 
feelings. Stop being so fucking 
sensitive. If you need advice 
and you don’t want to be treated 
like a 5 year old, email me at 
realistic.rebecca@gmail.com. 
Remember, stay realistic. 

Dear Realistic Rebecca,
Last semester I was hooking 

up with this guy pretty consis-
tently. Over winter break we 
still kept in touch with random 
facebook posts and texts. When 
I came back from winter break 
I assumed we would pick up 
where we left off. We didn’t see 
each other for the fi rst week and 
then ran into each other at Tin-
kers one night and he was talk-

ing to this girl from his town. 
He had mentioned this girl be-
fore, he always referred to her 
as “extremely annoying” 
and “obsessive.” I didn’t 
really think too much 
about them talking until 
I saw that his facebook 
status changed to “into 
a relationship.” I tried to 
fi nd out who he could be 
in a relationship with, and 
I found out that it was the 
annoying girl from his 
town.  I just don’t under-
stand what went wrong. 
We were doing great be-
fore winter break, kept in 
contact, and then he starts 
dating the one girl he al-
ways complained about. 
What is his deal?  

-WTF

Dear WTF,
He obviously doesn’t like 

you anymore. Yeah, you guys 

had fun fi rst semester and 
that girl probably was annoy-
ing and obsessive. However, 

he probably hung out with her 
over winter break, alcohol was 
most likely involved, and soon 
she became less annoying and 

more like his perfect woman. 
Sorry he stopped liking you, it 
happens, get over it, and on the 
plus side you don’t want to be 
with a guy so insecure that he 
turns to the stalker girl. Just go 
out, get drunk, and you can send 
me a letter next week but with a 
whole new guy sitch.

Stay realistic, Rebecca

Dear Realistic Rebecca,
It seems that I have got-

ten the reputation of being a 
slut.  Every night I go out I 
end up bringing a different boy 
home. I don’t have sex with all 
of them, but no one seems to be-
lieve me. I’d say I’ve hooked up 
with different people consistent-
ly for the past six months.  I’ve 
even experimented with some 
other girls (does that make me 
gay?). My question to you is 
when does hooking up with dif-
ferent people become a prob-
lem? Is there like a certain num-

ber I should stay under?
- Concerned Freshman

Dear Concerned Freshman,
It seems to me that if you 

were really concerned about 
being known as a slut then you 
wouldn’t be bringing home a 
different guy every night you 
go out. Hooking up with dif-
ferent people only becomes a 
problem when you act stupid. It 
doesn’t matter if you don’t have 
sex with all of them... I doubt 
that you go straight from mak-
ing out to sex, so choose your 
partners carefully. Or, you can 
try to form some sort of rela-
tionship with one person before 
you hook up with half the male 
Fordham population by the 
time spring weekend hits. So 
basically who cares if you slut 
around, just don’t be stupid and 
spread around VDs. 

Stay realistic, Rebecca

Ask realistic rebecca
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by Chris Gramuglia
STAFF ALWAYS ON TIME

In the last issue of the pa-
per, Laura Smulian submit-
ted an article titled Men Finish 
Last. Upon reading it I found 
myself a little troubled by the 
way my fellow men were be-
ing depicted: as insensitive, 
porn-addicted blocs without the 
slightest clue regarding how to 
treat these sultry goddesses we 
call women. The premise read, 
“I hate porn…I hate it because 
it’s stealing the sexual libido of 
men all over the nation.” Laura 
then went on to ref-
erence a story from 
New York Magazine 
about a writer who 
was so addicted to 
porn that he had 
to “fake it” with a 
woman he had re-
cently been with, 
blaming the pleth-
ora of adult enter-
tainment available 
to him for his lack-
luster, wet-noodle 
performance. The 
article reads, “The 
fact of the matter is 
that two condoms 
and a bottle of lube 
later, this relatively 
young, sober gen-
tleman could not 
make it happen…
The sad thing is that 
it makes sense…
When you have an 
array of women [in 
porn]  being spanked, smacked, 
slurped, stripped or even sexu-
ally assaulted…there becomes 
a new norm for sexual expecta-
tions.” She makes a good case at 
fi rst glance, and this does seem 
to be a reasonable concern for 
any girl with a sense of dignity, 
but I’m just not sure if this low-
ered-libido problem is quite the 
porn-demic that Laura has made 
it out to be. 

Porn by itself, albeit trashy, 
classless and shamelessly de-
grading, is something that most 
guys feel compelled to indulge 
in at some point in their lives. 
Whether it be watching Ram-
bone, the cult classic Pump 
Friction, or slipping a Hustler 
under their Big Gulp at 7-11, al-
most every guy has had a lonely 
night with some overly made-
up, silicone-stuffed starlet and a 
fresh bottle of coconut-scented 
Jergens. However, not long af-
ter watching one of these under-
two-hour theatrical atrocities, 
one can’t help but realize that 
it’s just a performance--a fan-
tasy de fuck. The positions that 
require a mastery of yoga used 
in porn, coupled with the absurd 
“do-you-come-here-often” sce-

narios are supposed to be shock-
ing and are specifi cally designed 
to elicit a response from the 
viewer that lies far beyond ex-
pectations; this is the engine of 
any form of entertainment--no 
matter how hard, wet or tumul-
tuous it might be. For example, 
if I watch The Dark Knight, I 
sure as hell can’t dress up like a 
bat, do an overacted growl when 
I need pressing information, and 
call up Michael Caine to help 
me with my moral dilemmas 
involving the innocent people 
of Gotham. Like someone with 
unrealistic expectations in bed, 

people would most likely get 
frustrated with me, thinking I 
was something of an idiot--and 
as a twenty-one year old male, 
I know this.

The point I’m making here is 
that most guys--at least the ones 
worth talking to--indeed do not 
want girls to reduce themselves 
to walking sets of orifi ces who 
bend over backwards (or for-
wards) at their beck and call 
like in The DaVinci Load or in 
Gangbangs of New York. Truth 
be told, gestures like that come 
off as desperate and kind of stu-
pid; if a girl started shouting 
curses in a different language 
while contorting herself into 
a pretzel during sex, my fi rst 
instinct would be to think she 
was making fun of me rather 
than happily accompanying me 
down the cloud-covered road 
to Pleasuretown. Honestly, it 
really doesn’t take much to re-
alize how incredibly stupid the 
behavior of porn-stars is once 
you’ve actually seen it on screen 
and how, in the real world, no 
one actually acts (or should act) 
that way in bed.  

Another section of the piece 
that caught my eye was this 

one: “I’m not even saying that 
every sexual act has to be ‘mak-
ing love’--God knows we’ve 
let that idea go long ago.” This 
seems like something Laura and 
I almost agree on. Her tone sug-
gests that hooking-up might be 
better as a more intimate experi-
ence, rather than one in which 
one party gets off and then gets 
out before even re-lacing their 
shoes. I’m guilty of the latter 
and I think most people are, but 
that doesn’t make it okay. C.S. 
Lewis wrote in The Four Loves, 
“Very often what comes fi rst 
is…a general, unspecifi ed pre-

occupation with her in 
her totality. A man in this 
state really hasn’t leisure 
to think of sex…If you 
ask him what he wanted, 
the true reply would of-
ten be, ‘To go on think-
ing of her.’” Doesn’t that 
just warm your heart? Of 
course it does, and I think 
what Lewis is saying 
here is that initially men 
are drawn in by the quali-
ties of a person, rather 
than the dimensions of 
a fl eshy automaton that 
they can have their way 
with only to vanish into 
the night once dirty deeds 
are done. But why listen 
to a guy like Lewis? For 
starters, he never wore 
a backwards trucker hat 
from Hollister while try-
ing to seduce a girl while 
telling them he was pre-
med.

I’m probably idealizing all 
of this, but I don’t think most 
men with any moral decency 
would be inclined to admit with 
sincerity that women are mere 
resting places for their insatia-
bly appetitive appendages. The 
Tucker Max-ian outlook (bang 
as many girls as possible, while 
being as drunk and as mean as 
possible) seems to be the mind-
set of a small minority who 
have something to hide, some-
thing about themselves they 
are wholly ashamed of. Maybe 
they didn’t have any friends in 
high school, got cut from the 
LAX team, or are just gener-
ally scrawny and have a Napo-
leonic complex that can only be 
remedied by degrading sweet, 
innocent girls with moves no 
one has ever heard of. Nonethe-
less, these sad examples of self-
esteem need not ruin any girl’s 
day or night; despite the appar-
ent misconceptions being es-
poused about the male animal, 
I’d like to think that there’s still 
hope for some of us.

“I’m going to respect you ALL NIGHT LONG!”

by Joe McCarthy 
STAFF EMERGENCY COLUMNIST 

Week 12: Fools Gold for the Only Vaguely Foolish

Where do they put all the losing ones?
 So I’m feeling really lucky on that day—Friday, I 

guess—when mother earth queefed winter away, for a day, in 
a warm, sunny gust of brilliance; all the snowmen are wav-
ing goodbye, saying don’t you cry, I’ll be back again someday, 
and I’ve got James Brown stuck in my head sloppy dancing up 
there going, “Hey!  White kid!  Have a fun day in the Bronx!  
Everybody likes you because you’re a fun guy! Huh!  So good!  
Huh!  So good!” and walking to the Lotto place for Norwe-
gian shag where the guy calls you Chief even if you’re a girl 
I pick up a felled lotto ticket from the slush to see why it isn’t 
a winner, and scratch away the leftover crayony stuff with a 
penny—heads up—that I fi nd on the ground, and here are two 
8’s, I just need a third to get the prize, and there it is, under 
the shavings, I can’t believe it, three 8’s, whoever got rid of 
it must have hated money and winning, 500 dollars, Christ, I 
think, all the things I could get with 500 smackers: 300 40’s of 
Hurricane, 125 packs of Top, one percent of a year’s tuition at 
Fordham! Krampus’s beard I’m rich!—well I run home and of 
course don’t tell a soul, I’m gonna build it up real good until I 
can’t take it, like a good IPA burp or sex supreme, and I do what 
I know I have to do, I make the order, on credit, the order I’ve 
been dreaming to make, and now all I have to do is wait (my 
roommates have come home at this point, wondering why I’m 
grinning like an imbecile, drooling a seeping, vacuous happy 
trail down to my nether regions, sucking on lucky air in a cloud 
of cheap smoke), wait and wait and wait, until I can’t take it, 
and fi nally pull out the wet winner from my jeans (no, not that 
one!) and show my benefi ciaries what I’ve got: three eights…
wait, that is an 8, right?  My eight?  My lucky 8’s!  But maybe 
it’s a fi ve with an ash mustache, shit, fucker, no, and I’m think-
ing about my credit, down the tubes, down where bad credit 
lurks—imagining Ronald Ragan and Betty Crocker doing it on 
a wet pile of counterfeit fi ves and Gideon Bibles in a China-
town loft with 15 doors and one window while shopping mall 
Santas clothed in nothing but Christmas lights masturbate to it 
cackling, getting electrocuted—and my roommates laugh until 
they see I’m crying and ask , “What did you buy, Joe, what did 
you buy already, your chickens all unhatcheth?” and I tell them 
I bought a domesticated fox on credit.

 Buying a domesticated fox on credit, now that’s so 
Joe! 

But what 
about the nice 

guys???
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by Sarah Madges, Mickie Meinhardt, Marisa Carroll, 
Christopher Hitchens
STAFF KNOW THINGS ABOUT STUFF

How to make 10 empanadas with black beans and plantains 
for $5
NEED: 2 ripe plantains, peeled and chopped (~$1.38)

*4 tablespoons oil 
1 15oz. can black beans, rinsed ($0.67-1.15)
1 medium yellow onion, diced ($0.50-60)
*1 tablespoon cumin
*1 teaspoon cayenne pepper
1/2 cup cilantro, picked and chopped ($1.39)
10 Goya (or other brand) empanada discs ($1.50)
*1 egg
*hopefully you already have this, so I won’t include price

Heat 2T oil in skillet. Fry plantains fi ve minutes until gold-
en, set aside. Heat 2T oil and sautee onion for 3-4 minutes. Add 
black beans and spices and sautee just until heated. Cool.Mash 
bean mixture to form paste; mix in plantains. Preheat oven to 
350 degrees. Place two heaping spoonfuls into centers of each 
disc and fold. Press edges together between thumb and index 
fi nger. Using a fork, seal the edges of shell, overlapping a little 
each time. Using a knife point, poke two holes in each pastry. 
Make an egg wash (put 1 egg and a dash of water in a bowl). 
Brush the outside of each empanada with it. Bake 12-14 min-
utes, or until golden and fl uffy and delicious.

-SM

GodTube
Yep. This exists. There actually is a Christian video-hosting 

website. Categories include Music Videos, Ministry Videos, 
Inspirational, Educational, Comedy, ‘Cute’ (Jesus is the most 
adorable) and even Espanol (gotta stay culturally sensitive in 
this global environment). It’s like YouTube, but better because 
it’s all about God! I came upon this when the Googles yielded 
a staged intervention video of a man who is caught watching 
porn… by Jesus. And oh, does he throw the baloney at our Sav-
ior. But eventually, he sees the error of both his one-handed 
web browsing and the weak attempts to hoodwink JC. See the 
potential opportunities? Think of all the sinners this is convert-
ing! Our world will be right again, right after I watch this video 
of a cat in a red sweater praying in front of an evangelical tele-
vision program.

-MM

How To Teach Your Cat To Be A Dolphin:
You guys, come on, it is so cool. So you know how I have 

a cat? Well, her name is Stevie Nicks and she is a Russian Blue 
and very special. So special, in fact, that she was able to over-
come her diffi culties (foster child, weird back leg, leaky right 
eye) and learn to be a dolphin. What is “being a dolphin,” you 
ask? Well, she leaps into the air with an arched back and fl ips 
around like she’s at freakin’ Sea World. It’s nuts. I hate to grab 
all the credit here, but me and Stevie’s other mom, my news 
co-editor Sarah Madges, played a major role in teaching Stevie 
how to be a dolphin. We stumbled upon the trick by accident, 
but we can share our story with you to help you and your cat 
on your journey. 

First, our landlord turned off our heat so it got really cold...
so cold that steam rose up when you used the toilet. Next, we 
gave Stevie dry food and only gave her wet food on special oc-
casions, so she learned it was a special treat. Then, we ate good 
smelling food and put our right hands above Stevie’s head, so 
she would slowly have to reach up to get pet by our good-food-
smelling hands. With time, she grew strong enough to reach 
higher and higher and insane enough to jump over and over. 
Eventually, she was jumping and fl ipping like nobody’s busi-
ness. I hope this helps you teach your cat to be a dolphin!

-MC

God Doesn’t Exist
Fact. I mean really? Have you heard of science? What are 

you, stupid? Yeah, like there’s an omniscient Space Daddy 
watching all over us, who loves us. Whatever.

-CH

Even if this represents a 
sizeable contingent, the conten-
tious question of what a TSS 
would entail remains. There 
are over a dozen questions that 
couldn’t be posed to neither 
the Israeli nor the Palestinian 
poll-takers because they were 
so touchy that even asking their 
opinion on them would risk the 
interview-ee ending the survey. 
What Israelis and Palestinians 
identifi ed as problems often di-
verge and, when the same items 
do appear, they are often at op-
posite ends of the spectrum in 
terms of importance (ex. 1st 
item on the Palestinian “Prob-
lems in the peace process” list 
is “The freedom of Palestinians 
from occupation/Israeli Rule,” 
with 95% calling it “very sig-
nifi cant, whereas on the Is-
raeli list it is the 15th item, 
with only 30%. The Israeli 1st/ 
Palestinian 15th is “Terror has 
reinforced the confl ict,” with 
65/61%, respectively, saying it 
was “very signifi cant” [which, 
given the percentages, is a kind 
of consensus, although Israeli 
percentages are much lower 
and generally straddle “accept-
able” options throughout the 
survey, rarely breaking 80% for 
anything save the most polariz-
ing issues. The Palestinian per-
centages are often much higher, 
with far less answers in the 
middle-range answers. Clearly 
Palestinians see a negotiation of 
a TSS more urgent than perhaps 
the Israelis do, which makes a 
lot of sense given the current 
power balance in place]).

Just about the only thing 
that both sides seemed to agree 
on was a desire to be not just 
heard, but understood by the 
other side. And given that the 
only way these highly con-
tested lands and policies are 
ever going to be agreed upon 
by these groups, one has to 
wonder why exactly OV isn’t 
a dialogue group. Their action-
oriented philosophy is laud-
able—they’ve put up peace mu-
rals and intitiated campaigns, 
the latest of which, Imagine 
2018, solicits video and cre-
ative testimonies from both 
Israelis and Palestinians as to 
what their vision of a peaceful 
future is. They even did a clever 

campaign where they printed a 
newspaper dated 2018, with 
the headline a congratulations 
to I&P leaders for coming to a 
two-state agreement and end-
ing the confl ict. Which is all 
nice. But one has to wonder 
how these murals are going to 
refl ect a day-to-day reality if 
each of these groups can’t even 
be asked certain questions re: 
the other group’s ideology, and 
these advocates aren’t even try-
ing to get groups to talk to one 
another about all that’s en-
trenched be- hind things 
like military occupation/
oppression, or blowing yourself 
up.

Though the event was sup-
posed to showcase ideologies 
talk about the TSS, very little 
was said by either woman about 
it, except that they supported 
it and were working with OV 
towards it. Twenty-seven-year-
old Dana Sender of OV Israel 
talked about her life growing up 
in Herzliya. When she was born 
it was wished that the I-P con-
fl ict would be over by her eigh-
teenth birthday, which is a wish/
prayer said upon all Israeli new-
borns. When she was twelve she 
was almost on a bus that was 
blown up by a suicide bomber. 
At eighteen, the confl ict wasn’t 
over, so she did her state service 
and went to South America. She 
came back, got her M.A., and 
now works with OV Israel, ap-
preciating its non-partisan plat-
form and consensus-building 
goals.

Roza Helou, Palestine, OV 
Palestine, 28yo was born in 
Nablus—in the West Bank—
and has lived throughout the re-
gion, as well as in Gaza and Ke-
nya. Her parents were activists, 
and her father a former political 
prisoner. She likes OV because 
it is action-oriented group, and 
she has worked in the Imagine 
2018 campaign (it might be 
good to point out here that the 
word choice re: “Imagine” is 
maybe not the best if the peace-
ful, I-P Confl ict-free future is 
something you want realized), 
painting murals and collecting 
testimonies.

The Q&A segment peeled 
away the layers, showing the 
plurality of these women de-

spite their sharing the same 
goals and pushing a mutual 
agenda. When asked to com-
ment on a recent fl otilla block-
ade, Rosa was adamant that it 
should be removed, as it was an 
invasion on Palestinians’ rights; 
whereas Dana thought it was 
an issue of her people’s (the 
Israelis’) need to be protected. 
When asked about how each 
group defi nes the idea of a state 
(an important thing to know if 
you want to make two of them), 
Rosa mentioned the need for 
Palestine to have its own army 
and be able to protect its own 
people, and for the checkpoints 
to be removed or not staffed by 
Israeli soldiers, getting to a tone 
that bordered on impassioned. 
On the other hand, Dana, who 
did her state service proudly, 
was much more hesitant about 
the own-army thing, conced-
ing that although perhaps some 
checkpoint guards were unfair, 
she having been one herself 
would emphasize that this is not 
necessarily an institutional is-
sue. For these types of polem-
ic questions, they would pass 
the microphone back and forth 
between them in statement/re-
buttal/re-rebuttal fashion, and 
eventually the OV International 
representative ended the Q&A, 
for fear of reaching an ad infi n-
tum situation.

None of this is to say that the 
TSS is bad, or that either Israelis 
or Palestinians are too extreme 
to compromise. But they do live 
in extreme circumstances. In a 
society where incessant profi l-
ing is the only device of self-
preservation available to you, 
it makes sense that each side is 
concerned primarily with the 
interests of its own people. This 
doesn’t make an agreement im-
possible, but it does mean talk-
ing to one another. It means 
making their murals more than 
idealizations. A “moderate ma-
jority” may exist, but its mere 
existence is not going to do 
the work itself—“moderate” 
doesn’t mean uniform, and 
when you really start to dig in 
to it, it becomes clear that these 
moderates (being humans, after 
all), are about as different and 
fractured and contradictory as 
you would probably expect.

Continued from page 4 
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by Sam Wadhams
DEADITOR

I spent a portion of an eve-
ning recently traveling with 
some friends to a bar in Wil-
liamsburg called the Brooklyn 
Rod & Gun club.  Inside, we 
found a small space with a bar, 
a stocked bookshelf, raggedy 
piano and table with boards 
that appeared to have been re-
claimed from a ship or old barn.  
There was a band, a standup 
bassist, drummer and hirsute 
fellow playing the banjo and 
doing his very best to sound like 
Isaac Brock.  The entire time I 
was there, I could be heard to 
be drunkenly muttering about 
“Brooklyn Overload.”

But upon my return home, 
and a little thought, I was struck 
by the role of authenticity in the 
décor and atmosphere of the 
establishment.  One could cer-
tainly have mistaken the place 
for a turn of the (previous) cen-
tury bar in a small fi shing town.  
But it was this resemblance 
that struck me.  By working so 
hard to achieve a facsimile of 
something authentic, they had 
begotten all genuine authentic-
ity.  While the bar they were 
trying to be may have had a 
ship-timber table because they 

needed wood and found some, 
this place likely had to order 
‘reclaimed’ wood at a signifi -
cant markup from what normal 
wood would cost.  Likewise, the 
beards and plaid of the patrons 
(myself included on one count) 
seemed to hearken to a working 
class that no longer has any rel-
evance, especially not among 
the white, upper-middle class 
suburban-refugees crowding 
the bar for Old Overholt and 
Schaefer.  

This is not by any means a 
knock at the Rod & Gun club, 
despite dropping the vow-
els from “Brooklyn” in their 
website name, it seemed like 
a stand-up establishment, and 
I was well treated by all.  But 
the whole place seemed like a 
Rogues Gallery catalogue, sell-
ing authentic oxidized brass an-
chor key fobs for seventy dol-
lars a pop.

Now, the co-option of the 
working-class-and-therefore-
inherently-authentic by the 
rich-and-listless goes back to 
Marie Antoinette’s Hameau de 
la Reine.  But it’s particularly 
apparent in the digital age.  Be-
fore the internet, there were re-
cord stores, clothing stores and 
the ilk that served as organic 
waypoints for news about their 

industries.  You hung around a 
record shop enough, you were 
rewarded with a fi nd or rec-
ommendation.  In order to be 
a knowledgeable about a non-
mainstream subject, you had to 
be a member of a community, 
be it people hanging around at 

a bike shop or a rural subscriber 
to some ratty zine.  But in the 
digital age when an afternoon 
of reading can catch you up on 
years of cultural development, 
the prerequisite of caring about 
a culture is removed.  You can 
pirate whatever’s on Pitchfork 
and buy the clothes off of any-
one’s back with the click of a 
mouse.  Today you can seam-

lessly change who you are over-
night.

Now this shouldn’t be con-
sidered misplaced nostalgia.  I 
was only alive for a brief frac-
tion of a pre-internet age, and 
you didn’t have to dig very deep 
for information on the Power 

Rangers.  But by elimi-
nating the labor from a 
labor of love, we’ve made 
the phlegmatic twenty-
somethings striving for 
meaning carve clichéd 
imagery into their arms.  
The resurgence of tattoos 
among the hipsters or yup-
pies or whatever the next 
terminology will be is 
the exception that proves 
the rule.  In a completely 
ephemeral culture, what 
greater statement is there 
than permanently declar-
ing your love for pseudo-
Japanese pop art and 19th 

century nautical imagery?  But 
this falls prey to the same pit-
falls as reclaimed wood tables 
in a gun club in a city with no 
legal guns.  In an effort to dis-
tance themselves from the effete 
consumerism of metrosexuality, 
the next cultural wave co-opted 
a culture of authenticity that 
was never theirs to begin with.  
The pre-distressed wood of their 

tables is in no way different than 
the pre-distressed jeans they’re 
running from.   

So what to do?  Should we 
move to cabins in the moun-
tains with our beards and axes 
and typewriters to authenticate 
our fashions?  Should we break 
from all cultural movements 
with the understanding that 
their self-seriousness is not en-
dearing, and will be the subject 
of the ridicule of our children?  
Should we strive for a form of 
expression that is original and 
genuine? What would that even 
look like?

It should be noted that the 
internet also killed rock and 
roll.  There was a time where 
music by and for young peo-
ple was something genuinely 
threatening that had an effect 
on the culture, but the biggest 
musicians of the web-age have 
been the Jonas Brothers and 
Justin Beiber, gentlemen that 
make Mr. Rogers look like a 
Hells Angel’s sergeant-at-arms.

Summation:  Nothing is 
cool, everything sucks, we’re 
all going to get old and fat and 
die playing shows in Vegas in 
the fading illumination of our 
own masturbatory prayers for 
relevance.  Also; holy shit do I 
sound like a douchebag.

Sale at Urban 
Outfi tters Today!

by Elena Lightbourn
ARTS CO-EDITOR

Dark, insensitive, and un-
feeling, New York’s subway 
system operates as it will. 
Trains delay for whatever rea-
son and quite frequently, caus-
ing anxiety, frustration, worry, 
and anger to mass transit cus-
tomers, yet this conglomera-
tion of miles and miles of tun-
nels, steel, metal poles, plastic 
windows, advertisements, and 
sliding doors is, after all, a 
work of infrastructure and not 
a person its passengers have 
nowhere to direct their public-
transit induced negative emo-
tions, forced to either swallow 
them up or, if incapable of 
doing so, release them upon 
one another. No wonder New 
Yorkers have a reputation of 
being so damn angry all the 
time. 

“Fuck the motherfuck-
ing MTA,” I mutter under my 
breath. I’ve been standing on 
the platform of the Fordham 
Road D stop for what seems 
like an eternity, alternating be-
tween peering down the sub-
way tunnel and watching other 
transit customers slowly ac-

cumulate on the platform with 
ever-increasing impatience. 
I barely missed the last train 
– something that I realized 
as soon as I entered the then-
empty waiting area, and some-
thing that I knew could’ve 
been avoided had the BX 12 
and BX 12 Select Bus Service 
actually been running the way 
they were supposed to. But 
nope, that would have made 
things too simple! I had man-
aged to walk all the way from 
Hoffman to Grand Concourse 
without a single sighting of the 
elusive buses, their free trans-
fers something I try to take ad-
vantage of every chance that I 
get. Poop.

Naturally, I have some ob-
ligation of signifi cance down-
town that I really can’t afford 
to be late to. I check the time 
– a decision I immediately re-
gret, as doing so reveals that 
I have been waiting for this 
godforsaken train for over 20 
minutes. This would be under-
standable if it’s 2 a.m., but... 
yeah, it’s not.

I feel a bit of contentment 
in noticing that I am not alone 
in my escalating impatience 
and therefore am not simply 

going insane (well, maybe 
we’re all going insane but let’s 
pretend that’s not a possibil-
ity). My fellow subway pas-
sengers standing on the plat-
form edge periodically glance 
down the dark tunnel of hope-
lessness with rising frequency. 
Some don’t immediately look 
away, but stare down the tun-
nel for prolonged periods of 
time, probably thinking may-
be, just maybe, if I think hard 
enough about it, it will come - 
wait, was that the train light? 
No, just your imagination. 
Shit. A few complain aloud to 
their friends, a few check their 
watches. Meanwhile, uptown 
train after uptown train stops 
in the other side of the station, 
each stirring up anticipation 
with the low rumble of its ap-
proach only to cause a letdown 
as soon as it’s evident that it’s 
not the rumble of the down-
town D.

For those of us stuck on 
the downtown platform, the 
stoppage of time seems ever 
more plausible as a cause for 
the missing train. The situation 
would be comical if I wasn’t 
about to be ridiculously late 
thanks not to my own poor 

planning, but to the shortcom-
ings of New York’s transporta-
tion system.

I’ll be fair here. This 
doesn’t happen every single 
time I take the subway – in fact, 
sometimes the transit gods de-
cide to bless me with a Good 
Public Transportation Day, 
when not just the BX 12 but 
the BX 12 Select Bus Service 
happens to get to the stop right 
when I do! And afterwards, 
I barely have to wait for the 
D/4/whatever train to arrive 
at a station! And delays due to 
“train traffi c” or other reasons 
simply don’t happen! Also, I 
am aware that the MTA, fi nan-
cially screwed as it is, has at 
least been trying. When I fi rst 
saw their ads boasting of im-
provements and then noticed 
said improvements in the sta-
tions  - specifi cally, their new 
electronic signs informing cus-
tomers of train wait times - I 
thought, “why are they spend-
ing money on this shit when 
service is horrible?” However, 
I’ve come to appreciate signs’ 
presence in the stations which 
have them installed. Even if 
that 4 train’s gonna take for-
ever to come, I won’t be held 

in suspense constantly think-
ing, any minute now... as I am 
in my current situation.

At this point, there is no 
way I will make it to where 
I need to be on time, and my 
frustration and impatience 
have simmered down into 
a weary resignation. Then, 
fi nally, I hear it: another low 
rumble. Could this be it?! I 
look into the tunnel and tiny 
moving glimmers of light on 
the steel tracks confi rm my 
suspicions. The rumble ampli-
fi es and the lights intensify 
with every passing second. 
The orange dot of the long-
awaited D appears and grows 
larger as the train approaches 
the station; meanwhile, the 
passengers on the platform 
have come to life, moving 
towards the platform edge 
in their preparation to board. 
The train pulls in, slows 
down, stops, people get on, 
I get over it. As much as the 
MTA can piss me off, I have 
to admit that New York City’s 
greatness is due in large part 
to its 468-station subway 
system. In the end, for 2.25 a 
ride, it’s really not that  bad

Nothing’s cool, everything Sucks
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Linkin Park: Shut Up When They’re 

(Still) Talking To You
by Danny Casarella
STAFF MIDDLE 
SCHOOLER

“Oh man, Linkin Park, I 
used to love them back in the 
day. Yeah, they were awesome 
in like, fi fth grade. What hap-
pened to them? They suck now.”

Anybody who has ever lis-
tened to Linkin Park at some 
point in his or her life has more 
than likely had a similar conver-
sation. Throughout our middle 
school years, Linkin Park was 
a band that almost everyone 
listened to since they had mu-
sic many people could enjoy, 
from the radio hits like “In The 
End” to the nü-metal anthems 
“Crawling” and “One Step 
Closer.” All of these songs from 
of their debut album, Hybrid 
Theory, catapulted the band into 
the mainstream and landed them 
instant success. Hybrid Theory 
went on to sell almost fi ve mil-
lion albums in the fi rst year of 
its release and was certifi ed Di-
amond (ten million albums) by 
the RIAA in 2005. 

Two years after the release 
of Hybrid Theory, Linkin Park 
released their second studio al-
bum, Meteora (Reanimation 
doesn’t really count, though it 
was a pretty sick album) and 
once again Linkin Park was 
back on top of the music world. 

Fueled by hit after hit, including 
“Numb,” “Faint,” and “Break-
ing the Habit,” the album sold 
millions of copies and hit the 
number one spot on the Bill-
board 200. 

From here, though, things 
began to get complicated. There 
was a four-year gap between the 
releases of Meteora and Linkin 
Park’s next album Minutes to 

Midnight in 2007. Along the 
way they did a few things, in-
cluding the famous Collision 
Course with Jay-Z and a live 
album, Live in Texas. However, 
as the years rolled along, many 
people became tired of Linkin 
Park. The band began to ex-
periment with different sounds, 
many of which were not well-
received. Last September, the 
band released their fourth stu-

dio album, A Thousand Suns. 
This album once again intro-
duced new styles of music from 
Linkin Park and once again, it 
turned off many people. Many 
of the new styles appealed to 
me, though many others seemed 
to grow out of the band. 

Despite listening to Linkin 
Park for the past eleven years of 
my life, I never had the oppor-

t u n i t y 
to see 
t h e m 
live un-
til re-
cen t ly. 
I have 
to be 
honest; 
I was 
nervous 
that the 
concert 
w a s n ’ t 
g o i n g 
to be 

good. After all these years, I did 
not expect Chester Benning-
ton’s voice to be as good as it 
has been: I could not have been 
more wrong. Right from the be-
ginning, Chester commanded 
the stage at Madison Square 
Garden and blew me away. He 
was one of the best vocalists I 
have ever seen (second only to 
Matt Bellamy of Muse). Also, 
as much as I love some of the 

new tracks from A Thousand 
Suns such as “The Catalyst” and 
“Waiting For The End,” I was 
worried that they would focus 
too much on their recent work 
and neglect their older mate-
rial. Thankfully, the twenty-fi ve 
song track list was perfectly bal-
anced, featuring a large amount 
of tracks from Hybrid Theory 
and Meteora as well.

As the show continued on, 
I paid close attention to the au-
dience’s reaction to different 
songs. The age of the crowd 
seemed to range from about 
ten to thirty-fi ve years old. The 
younger audience members 
were more interested in the 
songs from Minutes to Mid-
nights and A Thousand Suns 
than the older members. It was 
clear that even some of those 
older fans who were willing 
to pay for a ticket to a Linkin 
Park concert refused to embrace 
the newer material. However, 
classic songs like “Numb” and 
“Breaking the Habit” led to the 
entire Garden erupting. Also, 
“In The End” was the single 
most mind-blowing song I have 
ever heard live. Never in my life 
have I heard a crowd sing a song 
back as loudly as that one.

Now, as I’ve mentioned a 
few times, many people have 
grown out of Linkin Park and 
some even laugh at the idea 

of listening to them anymore. 
Even my friends fall into this 
category. They make claims 
such as “they don’t sound good 
anymore” or “they’ve sold 
out.” While the former of these 
claims is a personal belief that 
I disagree with, the latter is 
one that should be addressed. I 
won’t make any claims myself 
though; I’ll leave that to backup 
vocalist, rapper, keyboardist, 
and guitarist Mike Shinoda. In 
a blog post dated September 
27th, 2010, Shinoda responds to 
this claim, stating: “As far as I 
know, ‘selling out’ means com-
promising the integrity of your 
band/music in exchange for 
money or popularity…If money 
and popularity was the goal, the 
safe bet would be to try to make 
Hybrid Theory again.” 

Linkin Park has had an im-
pressive career that spans over a 
decade and is continuing today. 
While they may not be the nü-
metal pioneers that they were in 
the early 2000s anymore, they 
are still an innovative group 
releasing quality music. If you 
don’t believe me, pick up a 
copy of A Thousand Suns and 
give it a listen. If you do this, 
the next time you ask your-
self “what happened to Linkin 
Park,” you’ll already have your 
answer: they’re still here. 

Remember us?

by Alex Kelso
STAFF TEA SNOB

As I write this I’m sipping 
a delicious cup of Lapsang 
Souchang, a smoky black tea. 
In my shelf, there are four other 
types, Masala Chai, Earl Grey, 
English Breakfast, and Decaf 
Green. I’m here today to tell 
you about the wonders of Tea 
and my recent love/addiction.

My love of tea stems from 
my already deep and abiding 
love of caffeine. Don’t get me 
wrong, I still think there are 
fewer things in this world nicer 
than a well-made cup of coffee 
or a delicious cappuccino. But 
there’s a defi nite difference be-
tween the two. To me, at least, 
coffee is good for a quick jolt of 
caffeine whether in the morn-
ing, late at night, or any time 
of the day. It’s delicious, cheap, 
and in these cold winter months, 
hot as hell. But to me, tea is dif-
ferent. I still get that little caf-
feine rush, but I’m not as jittery 
or as tense. It’s relaxing and it 
brings me down. It’s soothing. 
It’s a nice way to calm down 
and take a break from it all. But 

for times when a paper or article 
is due, nothing beats a hot cup 
of coffee. Tea is something you 
drink to think of something oth-
er than a paper. Also, for those 
who don’t like the strong bitter 
taste of coffee, tea is usually 
milder and stimulates you in a 
less jittery way.

Due to my tea snobbery, I 
drink loose tea. That is where 
the tea doesn’t come in those 
convenient little bags, but loose 
tea leaves. You have to buy a 
strainer to put the tea into seper-
ately. I have to say, once you 
drink tea the old fashioned way, 
you’ll never drink tea leaves 
from a bag again. The taste is 
noticeably better and you can 
control how strong it is by de-
termining how much you put in 
the strainer. It’s also more eco-
logically friendly because un-
like wasting teabags, you can 
rinse out and reuse the strainer. 
The strainers aren’t even that 
expensive - about 2 to 5 bucks. 
I recommend the mesh ones, as 
less of the tea slips through. And 
yes, with loose tea you get bits 
of the tea in the water and have 
to drink around it, but the fl avor 

is worth it.
If I’ve convinced you to 

give loose tea or tea in general 
a try, you may be asking, “but 
Alex, where can I buy this deli-
cious substance?” Well, I’ll tell 
you. Some grocery stores may 
carry loose tea, but most only 
carry bags, which, while good, 
just can’t compare to loose tea. 
To get really good tea, you’ll 
have to go to a specialty store.

 One store I can recommend 
is McNulty’s Tea and Coffee 
Co., Inc located at 109 Christo-
pher Street in the Village. It is 
well worth the ride down. This 

store has everything, whether 
you’re a tea afi cionado or a be-
ginner. The place itself was es-
tablished in 1895 and has that 
cool, retro vibe to it. There were 
dozens of different types of tea: 
oolong, black, green, herbal, 
red, and just about anything 
you can pour hot water into and 
drink. In addition to their house 
blends, they have tea bags and 
various brands like Twinning’s, 
which is actually pretty good. 
The teas are all in glass jars for 
you to smell, and a clerk will 
come over to measure some out 
for you, as unless you’re buy-

ing loose tea by brand, you buy 
in weight increments. Most of 
the teas I saw were around 2-6 
bucks for a quarter of a pound, 
which will last you a long time 
unless you drink multiple cups 
of the same tea a day. The store 
also has a selection of coffee, 
if you’d prefer that, in addition 
to mugs, strainers, tea cookies, 
and other similar items. For the 
most part, it’s pretty reason-
ably priced: three types of tea, 
two house blends, one brand, a 
tea strainer, and some chocolate 
covered expresso beans ran me 
about 18 dollars. The store has 
a friendly, helpful staff for those 
starting their tea appreciation 
and the whole place just proj-
ects mom and pop-ness with a 
mix of old-fashioned awesome.

To sum up, drink tea. It’s de-
licious, cheap, and relaxing. It’s 
good at the end of a long day 
when you need to unwind, or 
to give you a little kick before 
heading out to party.

For when a cappuccino 
just isn’t pretentious 
enough.

Tea: Yet Another Way To Caffeinate
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I’m sure that you’re all as painfully aware as me that it’s still 
winter. It’s cold, way too windy, and spring is so close, but oh 
so far away. But don’t worry: we here at the paper have a few 
last tricks up our collective sleeve to keep you entertained un-
til it’s warm enough to spend all day lounging on Eddie’s or 
surreptitiously drinking cheap beer with your picnic in Cen-
tral Park. Here’s a few indoor things to do over the next few 
weekends - just be sure to bundle up on your way to the D.

  -AC

What: Barney’s New York Warehouse Sale
Where: 255 W. 17th St, Between 7th & 8th Ave
When: Through Sunday, March 6
How Much: Free admittance, but the clothes cost money.
Why: If you’re anything like me, you love the clothes from Bar-
ney’s but not so much the designer prices. Here’s your opportu-
nity to score 50-75% off your favorite designer clothes, shoes, 
and accessories.

What: Andy Warhol: Motion Pictures
Where: Through Monday, March 21
When: The Museum of Modern Art
How Much: $12, or free on Fridays from 4pm-8pm
Why: Visit the MOMA to see Warhol’s cinematic portraits and 
non-narrative fi lms from the mid-1960’s, with his cinematic 
portrayals of such celebtrities as Lou Reed, Allen Ginsberg, 
Nico, Dennis Hopper, and others. Warhol’s “Screen Tests” are 
projected onto gallery walls and frames in large scale (some 
measuring seven feet high by nine feet wide), while “Kiss” is 
screened in a small theater at the rear of the gallery.

What: The Pond at Bryant Park
Where: 42nd Street and 6th Ave
When: Through Sunday, February 27
How Much: Free, but $12 to rent skates if you don’t have a pair.
Why: Well Fordham, we’ve (almost) made it. Winter is in its 
fi nal throes, and spring days spent playing shirtless frisbee on 
Eddies are almost upon us. This is your last chance to take 
advantage of ice skating in Bryant Park, as the rink will close 
for the season this Sunday. 

What: Japan Fashion Now
Where: The Museum at FIT, Seventh Ave & West 27th St
When: Through April 2
How Much: Free!
Why: The Museum at FIT just extended this show featuring 
prominent Japanese fashion designers such as Issey Miyake, 
Yohji Yamamoto, and Rei Kawakubo of Comme des Garçons. 

What: BNP Paribas Showdown
Where: Madison Square Garden
When: Monday, February 28 7pm
How Much: $50 and up
Why: Four tennis legends take the court at The Garden for 
an event that any die-hard tennis fan will not want to miss. 
John McEnroe will play Ivan Lendi in an eight-game pro 
set, followed by a three-set match between Andre Agassi and 
Pete Sampras. All four have won US Open titles at Flushing 
Meadows, and now they’re back to face their respective 
nemeses in Manhattan.

Bored of TriBar? 
the paper’s guide to 

Manhattan Happy Hours
by Mickie Meinhardt
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

When considering bar 
scenes, Manhattan’s ranks at 
perhaps the highest in num-
ber and caliber. It is a veritable 
playground of fermented good-
ness, something we up here in 
the Belmont area are painfully 
aware of when our options rank 
about fewer than the number of 
fi ngers on one of your hands. 
However, leaving our little bub-
ble can seem daunting - as green 
little Manhattanites noticeably 
lacking in the green necessary to 
comfortably enjoy the fi ner bars 
and restaurants our city offers, 
braving the downtown streets is 
often expensive, unsatisfying, 
or simply confusing. There is 
the issue of neighborhood, price 
range, transportation (in some 
cases, the need for age-appro-
priate identifi cation). Where to 
go and what to order when you 
get there are questions many 
Manhattan-shy Fordham kids 
have no idea how to answer; 
weekend after weekend of tepid 
Bud Light pumped into a plastic 
cup tends to dull both the palette 
and imagination.

Because Soho 
is trendy expensive 
and Midtown is busi-
ness-y expensive, the 
choicest places for ye 
of linty pockets are 
down in the Lower 
East Side. There are 
bars all over the city 
but in the East Village 
they’re a bit closer 
together and friend-
lier priced, things 
that start to matter a 
lot after putting a few 
down the hatch. And 
while every bar will 
likely have some type 
of special between 
the hours of fi ve and 
eight, some are bet-
ter than others. Below fi nd a 
few ace places, all within a 20 
blocks’ radius of the 1st Ave L 
stop.  

Drop Off Service
211 Ave A (between 13thand 

14th)
Happy Hour: $3 pints, half 

off cocktails. Every day, 5pm-
8pm

Recommended to me by a 
friend, I’d been itching to get 
down to Drop Off Service when 
I discovered they carry 26 dif-
ferent types of beer. Cheap beer 
is good, but cheap nice beer is 
better, especially when it comes 
in 20oz pints. This place has 
a fair variety of U.S. micro-
breweries and imports on draft; 
there’s a good bottled selection 
as well, but those are not on 
special (neither, may I add, are 
several more expensive drafts). 
It’s a solid bar, well-stocked and 
serving some surprisingly atypi-
cal bar food as well. I cannot 

speak for their kitchen as I fi lled 
my stomach with dark German 
brew but I will say that which-
ever choice you make here it’s 
likely to be ace. One word of 
warning: try it on a weekday 
to ensure seating at one of the 
cushy leather booths – the top-
notch selection makes this a 
popular weekend spot.

Recommendations for those 
overwhelmed by choices: Six-
Point Sweet Action, any fea-
tured German beer.

Doc Holliday’s
141 Ave. A (corner of Ave A  

and 9th)
Happy Hour: buy one, get 

one; $3 wells and BudLight 
pints. daily 5pm-8pm.

Doc Holliday’s can be a lit-
tle scary to walk into, especially 
when the person following you 
has matted hair and reeks of a 
night spent in the subway. I 
found myself quite attached – 
to be honest, it’s the Tinkers of 
the LES, a defi nite dive bar with 
scratched wooden booths and a 
punk-western décor. They bill 
themselves as city Honky-Tonk 
and the jukebox is fi lled with 

classic rock and some amaz-
ing obscure bluegrass. Other 
possibly sketchy patrons aside, 
they’ve got a super friendly 
(probably drug-addled) bar-
tender and a decent enough se-
lection for happy hour prices. 
The deal is buy one get the next 
free, which works out to $6 for 
two 20oz drafts.

The Thirsty Scholar
155 2nd Ave
Happy Hour: $4 beers, $4 

well drinks, $3 shots. Weekdays 
12pm-8pm. Saturday, 2-8pm

The Scholar is everything 
you’d want from a old school 
pub: sawdust fl oors, dim light-
ing, a long deep mahagony 
counter, and  plentiful founts of 
Guinness. Even better, it’s gen-
erally not too crowded and free 
of NYU kids and St. Mark’s 
tourists. Living up in the BX we 
have almost no concept of the 
wonderful feelings of having a 
neighborhood pub to call your 

very own, and while this may 
not be your neighborhood it can 
certainly be your pub. Happy 
bartenders who aren’t harried 
by college alcoholics serve 
up stiff mixed drinks and are 
wonderfully accommodating to 
questions from those with un-
derdeveloped tastes. Added bo-
nus: dart board. It’s one of those 
places you can park yourself at 
and smoothly put away 10 pints 
with friends. Just watch the step 
up on the way out.

International Bar
120 1st Ave, near 7th St. 
Happy Hour: $1 off all drink 

every day. Mon-Sat 8am to 8pm, 
Sun noon-8pm.

International isn’t exactly a 
happy hour spot, it’s just really 
cheap. No complaints, espe-
cially with the happy-smiling-
drunk patrons who you can tell 
just really love their ‘hood pub. 
There’s even a nice back pa-
tio where you can nurse your 
smoking habit! They have 6 
beers on tap and $2 cans of Ge-
nesse (mmmm high school), or 
pay $4 and get your choice can 
of beer and a shot. It’s a fun and 

friendly atmosphere, 
something not so easy 
to fi nd alongside cheap 
drinks in the city.

Holiday Cocktail 
Lounge

75 St. Mark’s Pl. (be-
tween 1st and 2nd)

Happy Hour: $6 for 
any draft and shot; 6pm 
- 9:30pm

Again, also better for 
just all-around cheapness 
than happy hour. Includ-
ing the word ‘holiday’ in 
an establishment’s name 
seems to brand it as a 
dive bar, as this place 
is equally as cheapo as 
the aforementioned Doc 

Holliday’s. However, while the 
former was charmingly cheap, 
this place is just dingy cheap. 
NYMag named it ‘the city’s 
best bar for the unemployed;’ 
whatever perceptions you may 
have after reading that are prob-
ably correct. Cracked seats, re-
ally bad lighting and years of 
poster accumulation that fall 
down before they’re removed… 
to be honest, I had to come here 
twice because the fi rst time I 
immediately walked out after 
entering to a large room with 
about 7 patrons and a stand-up 
comedian. I tried again a few 
days later, and though there 
were even less people inside it’s 
worth the cheap prices (no drink 
is over $5, most are about $3) 
if you go with enough people to 
help you ignore the depressive 
bad-place-outside-Reno inte-
rior. You get what you pay for – 
in this case, it’s Budweiser and a 
Bruce-heavy jukebox. 

“We can get totally hammered and 
still make it to Denny’s in time for 
the Early Bird Special!”
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What: TJ Kong and the Atomic Bomb with Penrose
Where: Rodrigue’s Coffee House
When: Saturday, February 26 @ 8:30 p.m.
HOW MUCH: Free!
Why: It’s still winter and the weather is still miserable. For 
those of y’all that won’t be bothered to venture outside of 
campus on a chilly Saturday, this is your lucky night. Ford-
ham’s very own Penrose, who will be playing SXSW in March, 
returns to Rod’s with a brand spankin’ new album under their 
belt. Their fellow Philly natives TJ Kong and the Atomic 
Bomb’s latest album Idiots has been described as a “sweat- and 
booze-soaked amalgamation of old-time music, Neil Young, 
Tom Waits, scrappy garage, and punk blues” - sounds pretty 
promising to us. 

What: Lupe Fiasco Lasers Album Release Party
Where: Webster Hall, 125 E 11th St
When: Monday, March 7; Doors @ 8 p.m.
HOWMUCH: Depends on your haggling skills (Sold out)
Why: The kid who used to hate hip-hop has been long overdue 
for a new album – it’s been nearly 4 years since his Grammy-
nominated The Cool was released (remember when “Superstar” 
was new? That long). Based on Lupe’s past work, we expect 
nothing short of greatness from Lasers, and based on the way 
shows go at Webster Hall, we hope that anyone who’s managed 
to snag some tix plans to skip their Tuesday classes.

What: Bright Eyes
Where: Radio City Music Hall
When: Tuesday and Wednesday, March 8 & 9 @ 8pm
HOW MUCH: $39.50, $25
Why: With the release of their seventh (and possibly last) 
studio album, The People’s Key, Bright Eyes returns with more 
of their signature emotional indie rock. The key members of 
Conor Oberst, Mike Mogis, and Nate Walcott are now joined 
by Andy LeMaster of Now It’s Overheard, Carla Azar of 
Autolux, Matt Maginn of Cursive, and several others. With so 
much material now under their collective belt, there’s sure to 
be plenty of crowd-pleasing songs for this show along with the 
slightly more punk-rock sounds of the new record.

What: DJ Mehdi
Where: Music Hall of Williamsburg
When: Firday, March 4 @ 10pm
HOW MUCH: $12a/$15d
Why: DJ Mehdi is a French hip-hop and electro producer and, 
well, a DJ. Signed to Ed Banger Records with fellow French 
DJs Justice and Busy P, Mehdi spins electro and house music 
like that popularized by Justice and Daft Punk. If you like loud, 
energetic hip-hop/techno music and have a spare $12, this one’s 
for you.

What: LCD Soundsystem, Liquid Liquid
Where: Madison Square Garden
When: Saturday, April 2 @ 8pm
HOW MUCH:$49.50, $35
Why: The brainchild of enigmatic musician/producer/DJ James 
Murphy, LCD Soundsystem has gained a powerful following 
for their electro-inspired singles like “Losing My Edge,” “Daft 
Punk Is Playing at My House,” and “All My Friends.” Sadly, 
Murphy recently announced the band’s retirement in conjunc-
tion with this fi nal, farewell show. Yes, it’s not until April, but 
if you’re an LCD fan and don’t already have a ticket, you better 
pull up Craigslist right now to fi nd yourself one, as the show is 
already sold out and ticket prices are sure to only get exponen-
tially higher on the secondary market.

MY FAVE!
By Tom Sliwowski
EARWAX EDITOR

Because I’m fresh out of 
fl ex dollars (curse you Fordham 
meal plan!) and reluctant to poi-
son myself in the caf, I’ve been 
exploring alternative food ac-
quisition strategies. The Bronx 
is perfect for this; there are plen-
ty of delectable eating estab-
lishments with student-friendly 
prices to be found and many 
of them offer interesting inter-
national dining experiences, or 
at least better 
than the shitty 
pizza-burgers-
fries you fi nd 
ubiquitous in 
the caf. One 
such restau-
rant is Golden 
Krust. Situated 
on the corner 
of Webster 
Ave and East 
Fordham Road, 
this yellow-
trimmed tropi-
cal eatery is 
hard to miss. If 
you’re a loyal 
patron of North 
End Liquors 
you’ve prob-
ably walked 
past Golden 
Krust count-
less times, dismissing this 
gem of a Caribbean eatery as a 
fi lthy Bronx fast food joint not 
worth your time. Boy, were you 
wrong! With an A-grade on their 
Sanitation Report prominently 
displayed in the front window, 
you can rest assured that this 
place is both absolutely deli-
cious and won’t give you those 
stomach warbles for which you 
swipe into the caf. 

When you fi rst enter Golden 
Krust you’ll probably be sus-
picious when you see the un-
orthodox menu: Curry Goat and 
Oxtail are peppered into this list 
alongside better-known staples 
of Jamaican food, such as beef 
patties and jerk chicken. But this 
dedication to serving authentic 
food rather than appeasing an 
American clientele is what sets 
this restaurant apart from the 
imitators and microwaved beef 

patties that have thus far defi ned 
your Caribbean dining experi-
ence. This initial fear, however, 
will be pacifi ed once you peek 
into the beverage fridge and 
fi nd a comforting mix of ev-
erything from obscure “peanut 
shake” drinks to tropical fruit 
juices to unique Jamaican so-
das (I had pineapple ginger and 
it was dope). That’s right, there 
are no Coke or Pepsi products to 
be found here, and the genuine 
selection of drinks adds to the 
authentic Jamaican atmosphere 

found in the restaurant. 
Last night I found myself 

staring at the Golden Krust 
menu, fully aware of the re-
view I had to write the next day, 
and wondering about what to 
choose. I was used to a conven-
tional diet of jerk chicken and 
beef patties, and while I can at-
test that these are both excellent 
choices, I felt it necessary to 
jump into the warm, azure-blue 
deep end. Beef patties, the clas-
sic foodstuff from whose crusts 
this eatery gains its name, are 
great for cheap dining: at around 
$1.75 a pop and a plethora of 
fl avors to choose from (spicy 
beef, cheesy beef, jerk chick-
en, shrimp, and classic beef). 
They’re the shit. But don’t get 
the shrimp- it’s not bad, but it’s 
a lot worse than the other choic-
es (it’s just whatever). But last 
night was no night for mere pat-

ty pleasure; nay, I was feeling 
brave, and I went for the oxtail. 
My friend Dan  had been telling 
me how phenomenal Jamaican 
Oxtail is, but the whole time I 
wasn’t sure if he was being sin-
cere or just trying to get me to 
buy disgusting food, ‘cause it’s 
oxtail. Regardless, I decided to 
put Jamaican cuisine, and our 
friendship, to the test. 

The oxtail was phenomenal. 
A quintessentially Jamaican 
stew of tender meat falling off 
the vertebrae over white rice 

and some vegetable 
stuff, this meal was an 
adventure for the taste 
buds. True to Golden 
Krust tradition, it was 
also moderately priced: 
$13 buys you enough 
food to feed two or 
three people. So as I 
was eating the oxtail 
on the benches on that 
lot by Walgreens where 
those guys sell fruit 
sometimes, I was think-
ing: why is this meat 
so damn good and why 
don’t I eat more animal 
tails? If you think about 
it, an ox’s tail has to be 
muscular and tender; 
the lazy beasts spend all 
day swinging those tails 
around to swat fl ies. The 
sauce, however, is what 

really makes the dish: a fairly 
mild amount of spice with all 
sorts of awesome Jamaican 
spices is irresistible and will 
ensure that you continue eating 
until you’re too full. 

I’m sure that the other items 
on the menu, of which Jerk 
Chicken is the only one I’ve 
tried, are just as phenomenal. In 
fact, Golden Krust’s selection 
is pretty impressive consider-
ing the fact that it’s a take-out-
only food establishment; the 
quality of the selection can be 
demonstrated by how crowded 
this tiny establishment gets at 
all hours of the day. So you can 
bet your Red Stripe beers I’ll be 
frequenting this restaurant in the 
coming months and standing in 
that very line just to fulfi ll my 
suburban hankering for a week-
ly cultural experience. 

krusty oxtail?!
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by John O’Neill
STAFF ARCHITECTURE 
CRITIC

Staten Island is often 
perceived as a place not 
worth visiting. Being from 
a city that seldom garners 
the respect it deserves, I 
sympathized with the is-
land and made it my mis-
sion to visit and dispel 
those elitist “other bor-
ough” impressions. With 
high hopes in mind, I made 
the ferry ride down to Stat-
en Island with the plan of 
visiting the neighborhoods 
of St. George and New 
Dorp. 

My mission began at the 
sleek new Staten Island Ferry 
Terminal. Despite the facil-
ity’s fresh appearance, the inte-
rior of the new transit center is 
something of a disappointment. 
Tacky oversized lettering adorns 
futuristic wall panels that look 
as though they were pried off of 
the set of a Star Wars spaceship. 
The most defi ning feature of the 
terminal seems to be the orga-
nized mass of passengers who 
herd like cattle around the ex-
pected arrival point of the next 
ferry. I wiggled my way for-
ward in order to get a good seat, 
though that mission quickly 

neighborhoods, though I still 
felt disappointed as I laid my 
eyes upon more empty side-
walks lined by generic, low-rise 
storefronts. If there was any up-
side to New Dorp, it was that I 
ate a good steak hero at a store-
front run by a friendly Indian 
man who a number of customers 
seemed to know by name. The 
residential blocks on either side 
of the thoroughfare were lined 
by tidy brick homes and impres-
sive old growth trees that made 
me reconsider my initial criti-
cism. Even though I wouldn’t 
go back to visit for any reason, 
it did seem a pleasant place to 
set roots. 

My train trip back to the ter-
minal was somewhat forgetta-
ble other than the presence of a 
man with a blond afro and pink 
trench coat. I wouldn’t call it as 
disappointing as fi nding out that 
Santa Clause wasn’t real when 
I was 13, but I felt bad that the 
title of “forgotten borough” was 
justifi ed. Without a doubt the 
best part of my trip was getting 
to pet some friendly Labrador 
retriever bomb sniffi ng dogs 
while waiting to leave, and in 
what seemed an apology from 
the cosmos, magic hour was in 
full swing as I rode the ferry 
home.

Unimpressed, I left St. George 
after stumbling into a large 
brawl between two groups of 
girls in the parking lot of a strip 
mall on Richmond Terrace.

Unsure of where to go next, 
I thought it prudent to walk 
south and venture into Tomp-
kinsville. While walking I got 
to witness another batch of high 
school hooligans’ interpretation 
of West Side Story, but beyond 
that I was left with a sense of 
isolation as cars zipped past and 
I walked on the empty sidewalk. 
It was at that point that I decid-
ed it time to board the train and 
head towards the South Shore. 
New Dorp was a name that I 
recognized and it was to serve 
as my fi rst stop.

The Staten Island Railway 
rolls above ground and offers 
views of unremarkable blocks 
of post-war housing and di-
lapidated warehouses. The one 
thing to catch my eye on my 
ride was that of the towering 
but otherwise unimpressive 
Bayley Seton Hospital building. 
My hopes for discovering some 
fascinating cultural bastion of 
densely built blocks of signifi -
cant architecture continued to 
fade as my train arrived at New 
Dorp.

This stop seemed an im-
provement over the previous 

small children. Next stop: St. 
George. 

Borough Hall is the defi n-

ing landmark of St. George, a 
magnifi cent red brick building 
built in the French Renaissance 
style. Joining Borough Hall is 
the magnifi cent neoclassical 
Richmond County Courthouse. 
These commanding civic monu-
ments are deceiving in that St. 
George contains very little be-
yond that in terms of architec-
tural signifi cance. Stuyvesant 
Place, the block behind the civ-
ic center was the closest thing 
to a New York atmosphere that 
I could detect. Students from 
a nearby high school fi lled the 
cavernous block while walking 
towards their respective buses. 

proved pointless as I discovered 
the enormity of the boats. 

Hordes of tourists fi lled the 

top deck of the ship clicking 
photos and chatting in various 
tongues as I took a seat and 
stared at an ad for a chain of car 
dealerships on the island. Surely 
they can’t all be heading to Stat-
en Island, I’m the only one cool 
and different enough to do that! 
To my relief, it seemed that they 
were only onboard for the stun-
ning free views of Manhattan. 
Upon docking, the mass split 
into railway-bound commut-
ers and tourists rushing to go 
back to Manhattan. I, however, 
blissfully walked upstairs onto a 
large plaza adorned by a statue 
of a bald man in a robe hugging 

Staten Island: The Forgotten Borough

(Semi) Fictional Interviews at Chelsea Galleries
by Joe McCarthy
STAFF THINKPIECE

10 February 2011, 7:41 p.m.
23rd St. between 10th and 11th 
Ave.

Q: I want to talk about “The 
Hermeneutics of Tit.”  
Do you have anything 
to say about its incep-
tion?  It started, as 
you’ve stated, apoliti-
cal, but now in light of 
the growing confl icts 
in the Middle East, it’s 
garnered more than a 
bit of recognition as 
a call to action.  Inter-
estingly, Henry Keu-
terberger of the L.A. 
Times has interpreted 
the piece as a direct 
response to— 
A:
Q: I’m twenty-three.
A:
Q: Um.  Well, I think there’s 
some rosé and a few kinds of 
light beers- Amstel, Heineken I 
think.  Over by the vaginal spi-
der puppets.  We could move the 
conversation over there. 
A:
Q: No, the drinking age is 21 in 
New York—in all states.  But 
I’m good, really.  Thanks.  Let’s 
walk and talk.  So you’ve been 
doing art in New York for forty-
fi ve years.  Many say the Nixon 
years defi ned your style, and 
that the Bush era solidifi ed it.  

Can you talk a bit about the time 
and space between?
A:
Q: Here, let me recycle that for 
you.  Another Amstel?
A:
Q: Yes, I have a B.A. in Visual 
Arts from—

A:
Q: Let’s go back to the cen-
terpiece of the opening: “The 
Hermeneutics of Tit.”  You 
haven’t done an installation 
piece in years.  What brought 
you back?
A: 
Q: I’m sorry, ma’am.  I didn’t 
realize the subject was so tender.  
Let’s just forget the medium al-
together.  How about speaking 
to the content of “Tit…”
A:
Q: Hm?
A:
Q: No, I don’t think they’re 

serving food.  There’s a good 
bakery though on—
A:
Q: Oh!  Haha.  Not pie—pi, as 
in ‘pee’ ‘eye.’  Funny.  I think 
it’s 3.14…16.
A:
Q: Well that’s if you round the 

5, really it goes 
on for—
A:
Q: I suppose I be-
lieve in numbers.  
What do you 
mean by believe?
A:
Q: Jewish, but I 
don’t think that 
has anything to 
do with whether 
or not—
A:
Q: Yes!  I see 
it.  Right on the 
edges of the 

upper-right part of the areola?  
So that’s a hair?  Jesus, you’re 
good.  See I thought it was a 
monolith, a beacon of life and 
knowledge for Middle Eastern 
Civilizations. 
A:
Q: Well, I guess I thought that 
one was a sort of beacon too.  
I thought…well to tell you the 
truth I thought they were all 
beacons.  That’s a…huh.  That’s 
a hairy nipple.

17 February 2011, 8:25 p.m.
28th St. between 10th and 11th 
Ave

Q. Zo.  You like ze phaloose?
A.
Q. Ze phaloose.
A.
Q. Ze cock…ze phaloose…you 
like zat, it is good.
A.
Q. Well zen what did you sink 
it was?
A.
Q. Zis is not somesing I have 
not heard before, like.  But now 
you see zat it is a phaloose, no?  
Ze phaloose is in your face, like.  
No?
A.
Q. Zer is no reason to be, like, 
so upset.  Zis is just a painting, 
no?  Ask a different question.
A.
Q. I live in Neu York for…3 
year.  I make ze phaloose on ze 
canvas wiz oil and wiz [incom-
prehensible].
A.
Q. Wiz ze [incomprehensible].
A.
Q. OK.  You go get ze free wine, 
but you know where I am.  It is 
a poor wine.  You see, I brought 
my own, it is ze rich wine, like.  
You drink zis wine and you love 
ze agreeable phaloose.  No? 

3 February 2011, 6:36 p.m.
24th St. between 10th and 11th 
Ave

Q. But it’s just a blank wall.
A.
Q. What iphone app?

A. 
Q. ifart?  What’s ifart?
A.
Q. Ohh, iVart.  As in, Virtual 
art?  So I download the app, and 
point the phone camera at the 
wall?  What will that do?
Q.
A. Okay…hold your horses, it’s 
loading…there!  Ok, so now 
what?
Q.
A. What do you mean, that’s it?
Q. 
A. But there’s still nothing on 
the wall.
Q.
A. Well…yeah.  But that’s on 
my phone.  This is an art exhibit 
at a gallery.  I can look at art on 
my phone anywhere.  
Q.
A. Oh give me a fucking break 
about this Digital Age bit.  A 
piece of art is a fucking piece 
of art.  And if I hear the word, 
“subversive” come out of some 
one’s mouth one more time I’m 
gonna—
A.
Q. You’re testing me…
A.
Q. I can’t come to these things 
anymore.  Jesus H. Christ.  How 
can these hacks take themselves 
seriously?  What’s the name of 
the philistine who put this gar-
bage together?
A.
Q.  Oh.  I’m…oh god…I need 
a drink. 

Staten Island 
Borough Hall. 
Meh.

What do you mean, you “don’t get it?” 
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Pepsi Unveils New “Skinny” Can at NYFW

The Academy Awards: An Excercise in 
Self-Congratulation

by Alex Gibbons
STAFF PORTABLE ZOM-
BIE ATTACK

The 83rd Annual Academy 
Awards is just around the cor-
ner. If you’re like me, and you 
don’t know what The Super-
bowl is, this is your chance to 
expose your friends to hours of 
seemingly purposeless spectacle 
while howling at the ceiling like 
a gorilla. Seriously, though. The 
Oscars might just be the most 
ridiculous aspect of our popular 
culture. It’s not just the pomp 
and circumstance or the gran-
diose Liberalness that defi nes 
the entire occasion. The whole 
thing is one big charade, mov-
ie executives congratulating 
movie executives for making a 
shitload of money. More often 
than not the recipients are shit. 
Shit is awarded thereby guaran-
teeing the continual production 
of more shit. It’s one great, big 
self-perpetuating shit-factory, 
only the workers are all million-
aires and Democratic National 
Convention benefi ciaries. 

Nevertheless, The Academy 
Awards hold a special place in 
my heart. The whole affair is 
emblematic of our potential as 
a society to be utterly ridiculous 
and sincerely oblivious to the 

fact that we are all boobs. We 
spend a lot of time ragging on 
the South and the Midwest for 
being pockets of ignorance and 
for not believing in evolution, 
but America’s coasts are home 
to some of the most bizarre peo-
ple in the country. They wear 
expensive clothing that looks 
as though it was manufactured 
for clowns and spend most of 
their time getting paid for look-
ing absurd in public. The Oscars 
reminds us that these people 
exist, and that they all work in 
movies. 

One of the most preposter-
ous memories I have of watch-
ing the Academy Awards was 
from the 2006 broadcast of the 
78th annual show. This was the 
year that Al Gore released An In-
convenient Truth, and everyone 
thought Hollywood was going 
to save the world. Pop-folk icon 
Melissa Etheridge won an award 
(I’m pretty sure?) for her song 
“I Need to Wake Up,” which she 
recorded for the documentary. 
She performed the song at the 
show in front of a giant screen 
that presented “tips” for the av-
erage American who wanted to 
cut down on their carbon emis-
sions. The audience swooned, 
Etheridge swooned. It was one 
great big circle-jerk of smug-

ness, the most self-aggrandizing 
thing I have ever seen. And no-
body in attendance seemed self-
aware enough to recognize the 
hilarity of the event. And that’s 
Hollywood. 

B u t 
The Acad-
emy Awards 
aren’t just 
absurd for 
how ultra-
Liberal they 
are. There’s 
a formula 
for the sort 
of movie 
that consis-
tently wins 
a w a r d s , 
and it’s re-
ally not that 
great of a formula. Movies that 
win awards are generally safe 
fi lms. They’re usually made 
by famous and established di-
rectors with strong ties to a 
particular studio. They feature 
very attractive actors, mostly 
white. Often times they are pe-
riod pieces or costume dramas 
and most of the time they’ll be 
fulfi lling or wholesome or rep-
resentative of the human poten-
tial for whatever. These mov-
ies win. They don’t win all the 
time (No Country For Old Men 

doesn’t fi t the bill here, and is 
also awesome) but they do most 
of the time. This is the sort of 
movie that Dances With Wolves 
and Schindler’s List is. 

The two nomi-
nations that most fi t 
this formula this year 
are The Social Net-
work and The King’s 
Speech. The Social 
Network is smart, 
witty, and fast. The 
screenwriter Aaron 
Sorkin specializes 
in writing dialogue 
that is just inacces-
sible enough so as to 
appear hyper-intel-
ligent to an average 
audience. The King’s 
Speech, on the other 

hand, fulfi lls the redemptive/
costume drama/white people 
aspect to the formula. Both are 
up for Best Director and Best 
Picture. If I were a betting man, 
which I am, I’d put my money 
down on The King’s Speech for 
best picture (it’s just fi ts the for-
mula too damn well) and The 
Social Network for best director. 

Joining the usual cornucopia 
of big-name Hollywood mov-
ies in this year’s nominations 
is the sleeper hit Winter’s Bone. 
Winter’s Bone is up for Best 

Picture and its star, the young 
and little known Jennifer Law-
rence, has been nominated for 
Best Actress. Now, if I had my 
way, this fl ick would take home 
every award, even the ones it 
wasn’t nominated for. It was 
that good. Amazing. Go see it, 
now. It won’t win Best Picture, 
though. That it got the nomina-
tion is probably asking enough, 
considering it was a fairly bleak, 
low-budget movie with a cast of 
exceptional B-list actors. But 
Lawrence acted her ass off in 
this fl ick, and is genuinely de-
serving of the award. 

The Academy Awards’ big-
gest problem is tendency to 
not deviate from awarding big-
budget Hollywood movies for 
being big-budget Hollywood 
movies. Don’t get me wrong, 
there’s nothing wrong with a 
good Hollywood fl ick. But The 
Academy, as an entity, is just 
one great rationalization for all 
of the absurdities of American 
cinema. The more we respect 
and listen to it, the more we’re 
likely to face down three more 
Avatars and steadily rising costs 
at the box-offi ce.

by Mickie Meinhardt
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

Diet Coke has long held the 
title as the fashion industry’s fa-
vorite non-alcoholic beverage, 
pretty much since Karl Lager-
feld lost a bunch of weight a 
few years back by converting to 
a diet of almost nothing but vi-
tamins and the aforementioned 
soda. It’s in every editor’s hand 
in every front row. The Olsen 
twins can frequently be photo-
graphed with a silvery-gray bot-
tle top peeking out of their pock-
ets. You get the idea. It’s not too 
diffi cult to fi gure out why either: 
the fashion set is perpetually 
concerned with weight. ‘Being 
thin’ is the utmost priority (note: 
NOT my personal opinion) and 
food is often the enemy; a cal-
orie-free soda fi lls bellies that 
are constantly rumbling with 
staved-off hunger. Coca-Cola 
is likely aware of their popular-
ity considering a fair chunk of 
their revenue comes from the 
fashionably inclined and their 
offi ces. 

Enter PepsiCo. Being mon-
ey-trend aware, they see a lu-
crative market. They want in. 
They decide to devise a market-
ing plan to appeal to the very 
wealthy fashion set, which is 
primarily (but in no way en-
tirely) female. The result: a new 
‘skinny’ Diet Pepsi can making 
its debut at New York Fashion 
Week and entering commercial 

markets in March. I tried it – it 
was given out free at the Lin-
coln Center shows and several 
cases were mailed to the maga-
zine offi ce where I intern – and 
saw no life-changing difference. 
It tasted the same. The can was 
kinda easier to hold. It maybe 
looks more expensive? Because 
it’s slimmer, like a pricey en-
ergy drink or gourmet soda? All 
of those are stretches. ‘I am in-
different to this can,’ I thought 
as I accepted the freebies, ‘but 
I will take it because it is free.’ 

But then I stopped and 
looked at this little distribution 
stand inside the Lincoln Center 
lobby. There were two skinny 
women in little black dresses 
and heels handing them out on 
silver trays. If you so chose, 
they would open it for you and 
put a straw in. “Would you like 
to try the new skinny Diet Pep-
si?”, they had asked me. Skinny. 
The entire marketing strategy, 
the brand-new ingenious plot 
devised by the second largest 
food/beverage company in the 
world to draw in the fashion 
crowd and thus more revenue, 
is based on weight. The press 
release on the PepsiCo. website 
reads: “In celebration of beauti-
ful, confi dent women, Diet Pep-
si presents the taller, sassier new 
Skinny Can”. To be frank, this 
is absurd.

The implication is that if I 
drink this carbonated beverage 
from the slimmer of its offered 

cans (the old fat neglected-child 
Diet Pepsi can will continue to 
be sold), it will make me a beau-
tiful confi dent woman. ‘Beauti-
ful’ meaning ‘tall’ and ‘skinny’. 
Guess I’m fucked on the fi rst 
part for never stretching past 
5’3”. Shit, Pepsi, there goes my 
self esteem. 

See, I can be cynical about 
this because 
I’m aware that 
it is a shame-
less marketing 
ploy. How-
ever, there are 
many other 
people who 
do not have 
some general 
k n o w l e d g e 
about the 
fi elds of PR 
and marketing 
and may be 
falsely misled 
by this pa-
thetic pander-
ing to nega-
tive gender 
m a r k e t i n g . 
The world of 
female-direct-
ed advertis-
ing is kitschy 
and grimace-
inducing at 
best and my-
soginist and 
sexist at worst. ‘Skinny Can’ 
falls into the latter. Jill Beraud, 
PepsiCo’s Chief Marketing Of-

fi cer, made a statement cham-
pioning the ploy: “Our slim, 
attractive new can is the perfect 
complement to today’s most 
stylish looks, and we’re excited 
to throw its coming-out party 
during the biggest celebration of 
innovative design in the world 
(Fashion Week).” This is taking 
a body size and equating it with 

beauty. The message just feeds 
into the terrible battles rag-
ing among the fashion industry 

over the unhealthy body images 
it both bashes and perpetuates. 
The CFDA (Council of Fash-
ion Designers of America) has 
made weak attempts at raising 
awareness and a few designers 
have started hiring ‘real’ mod-
els (read: not malnourished) but 
overall the efforts barely make 
a dent in the eating-disorder-

ridden culture. The 
last thing the industry 
needs is more press 
glorifying a thin body, 
especially not from a 
company that spends 
billions on advertising 
annually. 

The problem isn’t 
product redesign. 
That’s a time-tested 
way to make more 
money, and gener-
ally it’s not dangerous, 
just sometimes silly. 
The problem is the 
sales pitch. Thin does 
not necessarily equal 
beautiful and to link 
the two so blatantly is 
irresponsible on Pep-
siCo’s part.  Change 
the name and take 
away the negative im-
plications and the new 
can will probably sell 
well for being cute or 
easy to hold. But for 
the sake of a seriously 

declining nationwide image 
problem, do not rate beauty by 
its size.

Because really, 
what’s more fash-
ionable than having 
an unhealthy stan-
dard of beauty?
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Did you 
know that 
95% of Planned 
Parenthood’s services 
are preventative?

Did 
you know 

that 1 of 5 
women has visited 

Planned Parenthood?

Planned Parenthood’s federal funding is good 
for everyone! Women and men and everyone in between benefit from 

the reproductive and general health cares services PP delivers every year. Especially 
vital in low-income communities and amongst the 50 million Americans living without 

insurance, PP is valuable to everyone from students living on anti-choice campuses like Fordham to teens 
desperate for reproductive health care to those struggling with their sexual and gender identities. What’s more, PP’s 

preventative services save taxpayers money in the long run: The cost of condom distribution is drastically lower than the 
long-term care for an uninsured individual living with HIV.

Why bring up all the wonderful and vital service Planned Parenthood provides? Well, on February 18, the House of Representa-
tives voted “Yes” on the Pence Amendment to H.R.1, voting to pull the organization’s federal funding. Slated as a win for anti-
choicers, this legislation overlooks the fact that PP is already barred from using its federal funds to perform most abortions. 
Instead, this move puts three million men, women, and teens at risk of losing basic health care services, making it one of the 

most egregious legislative offenses in recent history.
The Senate is set to vote on the Pence Amendment on March 4. There is still time to stop the amendment in its tracks. 

To voice your concern and protect your family, friends, 
and community, contact your senator or visit 

www.istandwithplannedparenthood.org.
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the paper’s big list

by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEV-
ERAL

Inspired by Fox News’ 
recent guide to sexting 
(complete with a handy 
acronym key featuring such 
gems as “GYPO” [Get Your 
Pants Off] and “IAYM” [I Am 
Your Master], we at the paper 
decided to give all you loyal 
readers a guide of our very 
own.  Here are a few tips and 
tricks for getting your sext on 
more effectively.

Mass Sext
by Suzy McShane
STAFF NO SHAME

 Worried about sexting 
for the fi rst time? Don’t have 
anyone to send sexts to? Fret 
no more! Your problems can 
be solved in three easy steps. 
1) Select your entire list of 
contacts. 2) Type out a sext, 
for example, “I want you so 
bad it hurts” or “I’m going to 
slide down your slippery, wet 
body in the shower tonight” or 
“Fuck me like the animal you 
are!” 3) Send! Within a matter 
of minutes, you will be sure 
to receive responses. Some 
people will be appalled, but 
others will be turned on. Feel 
free to keep the convo going 
with the truly erotic, concise, 
and common acronym, 
LDIWOACIHPOWJF, 
which stands for, “Let’s do 
it without a condom, I hear 
pulling out works just fi ne!” 
And for the people who are 
appalled? Who CARES, 
dude? Just reply, “Oops! 
wrong text,” and know they’ll 
spend the whole day jealously 
thinking about your thrilling 
and raunchy sex life. People 
thinking you are sexually 
active is cool, and what’s 
cooler than being cool? 

Eschewing the Romance
by Mickie Meinhardt
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

Listen guy. I’m a no-
nonsense gal. I like my beats 
up high and my sext character 
count down low. If we’re 
engaged in a particularly 
heated technologic word-
bang I don’t wanna be 
having to read like, all 140 
characters. That’s too much to 
handle in the heat of passion. 
Full sentences are a defi nite 
turn OFF, as is proper grammar 
and use of punctuation. The 
shorter, the hotter (but only 
textually! lawlz). Sexting is 
not about romance. You are 
not wooing me. You’re tryin’ 
to fl are my libido. So you gotta 
keep it short and preferably 
as skanky and not-sweet 
as possible. I want all the 

contractions with none of the 
apostrophes and would prefer 
if terms of endearment be left 
to simply ‘sexy’ or perhaps 
‘babe’. 
Also, the world love should 
never be preceded by I or 
followed by you and a period; I 
want to only see the ‘luv’ if you 
are describing how great my 
salacious fl irtacious verbage 
is. My sexting life is totally 
separate from my heart. The 
worlds just don’t mix. Accept 
that you are my sordid little 
secret that my honey at home 
don’t know about and be happy 
that at least we don’t have the 
burden of having to actually be 
in the same place to make some 
magic. You don’t want that. 
Commitment to physicality or 
subject-verb agreement just 
ain’t my thang, man. I want 
you like a fragment – cut hard 
and rarely seen in my academic 
circle.

SIBC: Sit in Birthday Cake
by R.Q. Smuckles
STAFF RUDE DUDE

Oh, you’ve been a bad boy. 
You showed up late for your 
birthday, drunk, on Ketel One. 
And lately I feel like you’ve 
been careless, not paying 
attention, staying out late, 
watching the television and 
talking about Lindsay Lohan 

like I’m not even there. Well 
what about Lindsey Lohan? 
I bet you wouldn’t show up 
late and drunk at her house 
for your birthday. Well, you 
know what I’m going to do? 
I’m going to take this birthday 
cake I worked so hard on, that’s 
now cold because you’re late, 
and I’m going to sit all over it. 
Yeah, how do you like that? 
You think Lindsay Lohan will 
do that?  Fucking right.

Pornographic Punctuation
by Titilating Tittle
STAFF LIKES MYSTERY

Punctuation is by far the 
most important aspect of 
coining a good sext. Forget 
words—a well placed comma 
can be the difference between 
starting a prolonged skanky 
conversation and getting 
slapped with a restraining 
order. Understanding a sexter’s 
use of punctuation is the key 
to understanding both their 
textual implications and sexual 
style. For instance, too many 
question marks, too much 
insecurity. Too many periods, 
too many assumptions. A good 
sexter knows the best tool in 
their arsenal is undoubtedly the 
ellipses—a good old ‘…’ can 
change everything. An Average 
Joe becomes an International 
Man of Mystery—who knows 
what is lurking behind that 
slutty trio of periods? A 
fi nal tip: never—and I mean 
never—use exclamation points. 
Exclamatory sexts are signs of 
overenthusiasm, douchiness, 
or even stalker-level obsession. 
For sexting—and, in fact, any 
other morally grey areas—stick 
to the ‘…’ Who can prove you 
meant anything by it? With the 
ellipses, you get your real point 
across….

Two Word: 
(Microsoft) 
Word Thesaurus
by Marisa Caroll
NEWS CO-
EDITOR

Word 
Thesaurus allows 
you to get original 
when you want 
that special 
someone to know 
that you’re in the 
bone zone. We’ve 
all experienced 
super dull, totally 
uninspired, 
Hallmark-card-
esque sexts, and 
I can tell you 
from personal 
experience, it’s a 
buzzkill. I want 
sexts that make 
me want to get 
caught...sexts that 

will make the creepy voyeur/
worried parent that looks at 
my recent texts respect my 
partner’s eloquent vocabulary 
and mastery of the English 
language. Sexts that will make 
even your stodgy old English 
professor stop and think when 
he takes your phone away in 
class.
I <3 acronyms as much as the 
next gurl. But when it comes 
to crafting a sext sure to 

make your lover erupt like a 
sexual Vesuvius, the use of 
sophisticated vocabulary and 
complex sentence structure 
are key. Why say “I want to 
bone you” when you could 
pull up the old MS Thesaurus 
and fi nd synonyms for “bone” 
like “prepare” and “fi llet?” 
Why type “can you come over 
later” when you have “come” 
synonyms “draw closer,” 
“approach,” and “befall” at 
your disposal? Just consider 
these “sex” synonyms: gender; 
sexual category; of or related 
to gonads. I don’t know about 
all you guys, but I’m going 
wild just writing this article! 
Friends, to make your sexts 
the raunchiest ever, try the 
old standard: Microsoft Word 
Thesaurus.

Safe Sexting (Re: Avoiding 
Ebola)
by Dustin Hoffman’s Dirty 
Balls
STAFF CONTAGIOUS 

If you’re sexting with your 
mate and you’ve been infected 
with a lethal strain of Ebola, 
prepare your e-penis with the 
proper decontaminants before 
performing e-penetration.  It 
spreads like the fl u, you got 
19 dead, you got 20 in the 
hospital, if one of them’s got 
it then 10 of them’s got it, 
and you’re in deep shit, and 
we’re in deep shit.  If only 
numbers were easier to do in 

T9, we’d nip this bitch in the 
bud rather than sext 800 pix of 
herps to everyone and infect 
all of their eyes...forever.  But 
while you’re in the process of 
destroying the nation with an 
Ebola STD spread exclusively 
by pix-message-Eye Fucking, 
you need to remember to keep 
a digital record of all black 
market monkey purchases to 
ensure that the Army and CDC 
something something. Shawty 
might have sent a twitpic 
saying come and get this, but 
by “this,” shawty might have 
meant Ebola. And if shawty 
did in fact mean Ebola, then 
you are basically fucked. Yeah, 
you’re fucked. Coughing up 
blood. Oh shit. Gurgle gurgle. 
Bleurghhhhhh. Text abbrev: 
FTEMKM (Fuck, those Ebola 
monkeys killed me). And wait, 
there’s my kidney on the fl oor. 
Shit. I’ve read the constitution 
cover to cover 26 times and 
there’s nothing in there about 
vaporizing thousands of 
Americans. 

Essential Acronyms

NWDTA - Nothing Works Down There Anymore

IWBMMISA - I Would But My Mom Is Still Awake

YSLMG - You Smell Like My Grandma

JTT - Just The Tip

YAMBIS - You’re Aggravating My Irritable Bowel 
Syndrome

LMYSA - Let Me See Your Ankles

DMULE - Dress Me Up Like Elmo

CMNC - Call Me Nicholas Cage

WMDW - While My Dog Watches

HICH - Hello, I’m Chris Hanson

OIYWTBS- Only If You Wear The Bunny Suit

ATL - Allergic to Latex

CWDCSA - Can We Drink Capri Sun After?

ICOGOIFNIOIB - I Can Only Get Off If Finding Nemo 
Is On In The Background

ICYSL- I’ll Call You Shia LaBeof

STMNM - Stop Texting Me Nick Murray

That’s so hot.
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Well, it was President’s 
Day this past Monday, 

we didn’t have classes, got 
drunk three nights in a row, and 
thought about Washington and 
Lincoln a little. But that’s not 
why I made this Earwax ban-
ner. No, I glorifi ed Washington 
with a divine role at the last 
supper because he’s 
the shit. In case you 
didn’t know, George 
Washington was re-
ally chill and totally 
badass, and thus he 
deserves a place of 
honor within this 
issue’s Earwax ban-
ner. We have some 
dope albums reviewed here 
which are as much fun to listen 
to as Washington is to fantasize 
about. And... we have some 
inane, mediocre albums which 
are worth your time about as 
much as Fat George’s com-
plaints were to Washington, 
meaning something, but really 
not that much. Enjoy!

Telekinesis
12 Desperate Straight Lines 
Krissy Buongiorno 

Did you just break up with 
someone? Do you hate what 
used to be your signifi cant oth-
er?  Do you fi nd yourself feel-
ing angry, lonely, hopeless, and 
at times tempted to yack all over 
everyone in that giant line for the 
package pick-up or even Edgar 
after he makes sexual advances 
at you when all you want is your 
freakin’ omelette? If so then lis-
ten to this album.  The lyrics will 
look like your diary entry from 
the past month.  However, Mi-
chael Benjamin Lerner, the only 
permanent member of Telekine-
sis, has craftily masked all this 
misery with up beat power pop 
songs.  This could actually be 
quite therapeutic for you since 
these cheery sounding anthems 
will have you boppin’ yo head 
and tappin’ yo toes.

12 Desperate Straight Lines 
is the band’s second album and 
an improvement  from their fi rst 
self titled album, Telekinesis.  
This album incorporates more 
abrasive and noisy guitars and 
gets rid of the acoustic ones 
from the previous album, mak-
ing it feel a little rougher but 

also adding a sense of consis-
tency to the album as a whole.  
Sometimes this consistency gets 
in the way, as the songs can seem 
to all bleed together one after 
the other.  The album is very 
paradoxical because the songs 
are light and simple but then 
Learner goes and asks questions 

like “will I die 
alone?” creating a 
heavy burden and 
scaring the listener 
into thinking that 
Learner might be 
a little more than 
simply depressed.  
But it’s better to 
listen to bubble-

gum rock with an actual mes-
sage behind it, right?  

Overall this album can best 
be described as just simply 
good. Its not going to change 
any lives but it could enhance 
your life for a short period of 
time until some other little indie 
band releases their new album 
next month.  It is fun and the 
drum beats are a good pace to 
run to, which is really important 
in an album.  It is not spectacu-
lar but as I said before, depend-
ing on what stage of your life 
you are in (like if you just broke 
up with someone) this could 
potentially be a life changing 
album.  For those of us who are 
stable and not on a love roller 
coaster this album might leave 
you feeling less than enthralled. 

Bright Eyes
The People’s Key
Sarah Madges

If you were looking for 
Oberst’s old lo-fi  trembling or 
more recent alt-country/folk 
rock, Bright Eyes’ The People’s 
Key will disappoint and/or sur-
prise. If you expected the fi rst 
song to be unreasonably long 
and riddled with audio of some 
Texan’s monologue, then “Fire-
wall” does that for you. A cou-
ple minutes in, talk of Hitler and 
the universe are interrupted by a 

crawling guitar riff and Oberst’s 
double-tracked vocals. From 
there the song slowly builds off 
of the barely-strummed chords 
and reverb, adding drums, what 
sounds like violin tone on a Ca-
sio, and female backing vocals. 
In lieu of traditional poetic and 
emotionally insightful lyrics, 
Conor went the Gertrude Stein 
route, repeating the phrase 
“Seen yeah seen by I and I” un-
til it is distorted by wandering 
synths and sporadic snares that 
end the song. The single, “Shell 
Games,” suggests the genre 
“electro-folk” can exist, with 
doubled up guitar and jouncy 
synths. Conor’s 
voice is shaky as 
per usual, only now 
it seems it’s not 
emotion holding 
him back so much 
as bewilderment as 
to how he ended up 
recording such a poppy song. 
“Jejune Stars” follows with an 
almost pathological noise remi-
niscent of Cursive that dissolves 
into an upbeat blippy dance 
song with the drums doing 
classic rock beat #3 with more 
pretension than emotion. (Also 
the douchey preacher from the 
fi rst track reappears to say shit 
about pomegranates and cre-
ation, so that’s cool). “Approxi-
mate Sunlight” is plodding and 
metronomic like a new-fangled 
Fevers & Mirrors song that 
got sidetracked doodling on a 
midi keyboard. Oberst’s lyric: 
“It’s been said we’re post-ev-
erything” is strangely fi tting, as 
the album proves his greatest 
quality is his refusal be post-
anything. That is, he manages to 
be everything at once: a folkster 
punk, an old soul, a newfound 
Rasta (the album is replete with 
references to Rastafarianism, 
including references to “one 
love” and Zion) a Dylan drifter, 
hipster heartthrob etc. “Haile 
Selassie” follows with grungy 
guitar and a pretty standard 
song progression that would be 
boring if the epic quality of the 
chorus didn’t prop it up. “A Ma-
chine Spiritual” is very Digital 
Ash in a Digital Urn and can be 
left at that, while “Triple Spiral” 
is a straightforward rock song 
mimicking certain gimmicks of 
bands like the Killers.

For the fi rst time I can see 
myself recommending a Bright 
Eyes album on a road trip not for 
the depressing looking-blankly-
out-the-window-at-the-endless 
American landscape factor, but 
for the head-bobbing steering-
wheel-tapping factor. For once 
Conor sounds confi dent for 
confi dence’s sake—it isn’t the 
defi ant drunken yelling confi -
dence at the end of, say, “Make 
War,” nor is it the arrogant con-
fi dence of “Take it Easy (Love 
Nothing)”. This is the sound 
of emo’s poster boy just going 
with the goddamn fl ow for once 
without overanalyzing. I sup-

pose he couldn’t be folk 
rock’s Peter Pan forever, 
and unfortunately this 
means that Bright Eyes is 
essentially dead. I mean, 
good for Oberst with his 
new adult-friendly cocky 
glam rock electro 

shit and everything, but it’s 
no “The Calendar Hung It-
self.” As he said in “Let’s 
Not S*** Ourselves,” “No 
I do not read the reviews. 
No, I am not singin’ for 
you”—based on this al-
bum, that’s clear.

Radiohead
King of Limbs
Alexander Gibbons

When Radiohead left EMI 
after their 2003 Hail to the Thief, 
they created for themselves 
a very interesting, consumer-
driven release program. Their 
last album, In Rainbows, which 
was excellent, was released via 
a pay-what-you-choose down-
load program. I remember there 
being a minimum amount, but 
you could pay about four or fi ve 
dollars for a stellar 10-track al-
bum. In today’s climate, where 
you can easily torrent any new 
release, it was a ballsy, confi -
dent move. 

Their latest album, King 
of Limbs, is being released in 
a different manner. As of now, 

you can download the album in 
MP3 format, for which you’ll 
be asked to pay $9.00, or you 
can download a higher qual-
ity .WAV copy, which goes for 
$14.00. You can also pre-order 
a “Newspaper” version of the 
album, which contains two 
15” vinyl records and a huge 
amount of supplemental mate-
rial and artwork. While the op-
tions are not as empowering as 
the release platform for In Rain-
bows, it still shows the band’s 
dedication to and independent 
move away from big studios.

King of Limbs is a very short 
album. At just under 38 minutes, 
it feels a bit incomplete. The al-
bum lacks any major stand out 
bangers and failed to grab me 
and shake me and make me 
care that I was listening to the 
new Radiohead album. There 
was no pomp surrounding its 
production or release. The band 
announced the record’s release 
just four days before they post-
ed downloadable fi les to their 
website. Still, something about 
the whole process excited me 
for what I expected to be a re-
ally great record, or at least a fi t-
ting follow-up to In Rainbows. 

The fi rst half of the album 
is not very striking, and, really, 
until the fi fth track “Lotus Flow-
er,” the whole thing runs the risk 
of being boring. Not bad, mind 
you. Radiohead are masters at 
their craft. They can make qual-
ity music. But the fi rst several 
tracks of The King of Limbs just 
aren’t compelling at all. “Lotus 
Flower” taps into the ethereal 
soulfulness of Thom Yorke’s 
vocals and, as a result, is the al-
bum’s strongest track. 

The three tracks following 
“Lotus Flower” are all pretty 

s t r o n g . 
The track 
“Give Up 
the Ghost” 
gives the 
album its 
obligatory 
slow-paced 
T h o m 

Yorke vehicle, and “Separator” 
is a nice way to conclude the al-
bum. The problem is, The King 
of Limbs never really picks up 
after the beginning. It’s boring, 
and the last four tracks don’t 
provide enough awesomeness 
to generate a good momentum. 
Sorry, that’s just the way I feel. 

There is some speculation 
that the February 19 release of 
The King of Limbs was only the 
fi rst half of the album. The fi le 
offered on the band’s website is 
labeled “TKOL1,” leading some 
to speculate that there will be 
a “TKOL2” somewhere down 
the line. In addition to this, the 
two 15” records included in 
the Newspaper release provide 
more than enough space for 
the 38 minutes on The King of 
Limbs. 
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the paper’s list of songs to nom to
Congratulations! You’ve reached the end of what was apparently our first 
food issue. It wasn’t the alcopop issue, but hey, it was still pretty good. 
Earwax editor Polish Tom is at home getting drug tested, so they’ve called 
in help from me, deaditor and das Ding founding member Nick Murray. So 
without further adieu, here are some songs to listen to while you eat your 
favorite vegetarian dishes.

Fat Boys - “All You Can Eat”
Any list of songs to nom to has to begin with something by the Fat Boys. 
One of the more overlooked acts from rap’s early days (their eponymous de-
but still hasn’t been re-released on compact disc), it’s hard to listen to a Fat 
Boys song and not be happy. “All You Can Eat” appears on the soundtrack 
to Krush Groove, the filmic version of the early days of Def Jam Records. 
In the movie, the Boys rap and beatbox while stuffing their trays with pizza, 
soda, calzones, and more pizza--enough food to feed us mortals for maybe a 
week and a half. 

Kelis - “Milkshake”
You could have the best meal in the world, but without something to wash 
it down, what’s the point? Likewise, in 2003 the Neptunes might have 
been the best producers in the world, but they still needed talent like Kelis 
to make their songs come to life. A song to nom to, yes, but also a song to 
dance to, to sing to, and to live to.

Pixies - “Wild Honey Pie”
And for dessert, treat yourself to some “Wild Honey Pie,” as sung--err, 
screamed--by Black Francis in the Pixies at the BBC compilation. Paul 
McCartney’s original version is a nice tune, much better than its less wild 
sister song, but after Pixies had their go the original quickly faded from 
memory. What this has to do with real life, edible honey pie I’m not sure, 
but it’s a great song and if you’re looking for a soundtrack to your meal you 
can do a lot worse.

The Clash - “Lost in the Supermarket”
“Lost in the Supermarket” is less a song to nom to than an Andreas Gursky 
photograph turned to sound. More existential than your average meal, it 
certainly rings true for everyone who’s spent a half hour walking around 
Modern Food Center trying to remember what they went there to get. Then 
just getting a jar of peanut butter and eating that with a spoon. That might 
not be something you do as often as me, but that doesn’t mean you can’t 
appreciate this great tune. 

Hank Williams - “Jumbalaya”
It might not be vegetarian friendly, but Hank Williams’s offer of “jumba-
laya, a crawfish pie, and a file gumbo” is hard to turn down. Perhaps we 
can cite Kurt Cobain’s suggestion that “it’s okay to eat fish, ‘cus they don’t 
have any feelings,” and just eat those Cajun delicasies anyways.

das Ding - “Estrellita III”
The odds-on favorite to win this year’s Fordham Battle of the Bands, das 
Ding has been taking the Fordham campus by storm. Their first gig isn’t 
until Saturday, but it’s hard to go anywhere without hearing the buzz. One 
song the supergroup is rumored to be playing is their original composition 
“Estrellita III,” a tune about everyone’s favorite local Mexican restauarnt. I 
think I speak for the entire student body when I say that we cannot wait to 
hear these dudes play.

Weird Al Yankovic - “Eat It”
Obv.

Yeesh
Little Stabs at Happiness
Liz O’Malley

Yeesh, an up and com-
ing band out of Bennington 
College in Vermont, released 
their debut EP Little Stabs at 
Happiness in mid-December 
of last year. Though it isn’t 
technically “new” the sound 
certainly sets itself aside 
from any other release you’ve 
heard in a while.

The album opens with 
“Architect”, a sprinting guitar 
frenzy interspersed with 
bouncy, driving bass lines and 
precise, demanding drums. 
Lead singer Alex Doyle com-
mands you to listen to him 
with vocals oddly reminiscent 
of the hardcore movement of 
the 1980s. Lyrics like “I’m not 
okay/ with the way/ I can’t 
seem/ to change anything” 
reinforce their punk roots, as 
the whole album oozes with 
frustration and unrequited 
desire.

The songs all propel them-
selves with similar hostil-

ity, cataclysmic tempos and 
anguished vocals. Towards 
the second half of the song 
“Long Distance Calls”, a brief 
spoken intermission with 
guitar accompaniment inter-
rupts the established chaos 
and enhances the ensuing 
breakdown. I like this inter-
ruption but I take issue with 
the lyrics. They come off as 
corny and a bit unrealistic—
a minor flaw to the song as 
a whole.  The ending of the 
song redeems itself, however, 
simultaneously reinforcing 
the title where the spoken 
part fell flat with a dial tone 
chirping until the fade out.

The only actual drawback 
of the album is the tone. You 
may get lost in the songs, as 
they seem to almost influ-
ence each other at points. 
This is most noticeable 
where the second and third 
tracks, “Long Distance Calls” 
and “Genesis Pt. II.”, bleed 
together a bit. The tempo 
is distinguishably different, 
likewise the bass and the 
drums, but this could easily 
get lost on the listener, if not 
for the songs’ similar keys, for 
the tappy, energetic style the 
guitar adopts.

My personal favorite track 
is the last, “Attack Ships”. It 
veers away from the pace 
of the rest of the album yet 
amps up the aggression, 
making it a terrific final track. 
Even the quieter parts of this 
song make you want to stand 
up and kick someone you 
hate in the diaphragm. “At-
tack Ships” is a facemelt that 
showcases the band’s ability 
to slow down and speed up 

without a hitch, and is a great 
example of the almost obses-
sive compulsive cohesiveness 
present throughout the entire 
EP. 

An arpeggiated and in-
credibly precise style is what 
defines this self-proclaimed 
math punk band. Though at 
times their sound gets a bit 
tedious, it’s impossible not 
to appreciate the syncopated 
beats and meticulous layer-
ing that went into it’s cre-
ation. Overall, it’s refreshing 
and enjoyable to listen to, it 
gets stuck in your head, and 
it makes you wanna break 
shit. For a first album, Little 
Stabs at Happiness effectively 
flaunts the band’s raw talent 
while leaving generous room 
for any stylistic tweaking they 
may happen to forgo in the 
future. 

The best part? The band 
will mail you a cassette tape 
of the self-recorded and mas-
tered four song EP for a mere 
5 bucks. The album is also 
available for free download 
(donations accepted) at www.
yeeshband.bandcamp.com. 

Doubting Thomas Cruise 
Control
Nostalgiche Mode
Alex Orf

In early 2010, Doubting 
Thomas Cruise Control’s 
vocalist-guitarist-songwriter 
Bobby Cardos suddenly and 
inexplicably fell into a coma 
in the middle of a perfor-
mance. Puzzled doctors and 
neurosurgeons alike searched 
for a medical explanation 
for Cardos’ comatose condi-
tion, and after much debate 
decided it to be the result of 
being “over-rocked.” Cardos 
remained stable but unre-
sponsive until December 21, 
2010, when he finally awoke. 
Unsure of who he was, in 
what world he resided, or 
even what language he was 
speaking, Cardos immedi-
ately reached for a guitar and 
8-track recorder and put to 
tape five songs he claimed 
were taught to him by Jesus 
Christ himself during his 
spiritual fugue. Those songs 
became Nostalgische Mode 
EP.*

Whether or not Nostal-
gische Mode was truly writ-
ten and fretted by the Divine 
Hand – and why, if so, the 
Deity chose to title the EP in 
Czech when we all know that 
He speaks only English and 
Latin – is a discussion for the 
Theology department; we’re 
all here to talk about the 
music. What I can tell you for 
sure, however, is that Nos-
talgische Mode is a stripped 
down suite of ruminations 

on travel, displacement, and 
the difficulty of human com-
munication. Opener “£1.82 
Onwards” begins with Cardos 
declaring, “These are not 
the days I made, but I’ll take 
them anyway” over upper-
register strumming and a 
softly picked lead. Construct-
ed only of rhythm and lead 
guitars and Cardos’ slightly 
reedy but confident vocals, 
the song’s elegiac tone and 
steady pace mirror its first 
line’s world-weary declara-
tion; by its heavily-strummed, 
non-verbal climax, the song 
has shifted from elegy to re-
proach, resenting that “Ideal-
ism never did subside.” 

Continuing the thread of 
dislocation from the opening 
track, on “Nostalgische Mode” 
Cardos sings, “In a place I 
don’t belong / Listening to 
native people speak their na-
tive tongue,” this time backed 
by mid-tempo percussion and 
folk-ish guitars. Under the 
vocals and strumming, the 
distorted lead guitar winds 
between consonance and 
dissonance, adding to the 
agitated mood of the vocals 
and giving adding a touch 
of uneasiness on the track’s 
edges. The down-tempo, 
acoustic “Bad Maps” shifts 
to more personal territory, 
addressing an ended relation-
ship. Its layers of tremolo and 
picked electric guitar, coupled 
with a brighter melody, lend 
the song a – excuse me for 
using the term – nostalgic 
feel. “Caesarean Lack” con-
tinues Cardos’ reflections 
on miscommunication and 
personal relationships, this 
time backed by a full band 
that sounds like if Guided 
By Voices took as many cues 
from Woods as they did from 
REM. With a solid, simple 
arrangement and mid-song 
addition of overdriven gui-
tars, “Caesarean” is the most 
fully-realized song on the EP, 
and possibly the strongest. 
Closer “Master Colonizer,” 
a brief character sketch of 
a two-faced asshole, moves 
quickly to a full-band crescen-
do, fading out as Cardos sums 
up, “What a guy” over a few 
ringing chords.
 Purposefully bare 
bones, featuring simple but 
impressive guitar arrange-
ments, and carrying through-
out a tone of disorientation 
and longing without being 
cliché or sentimental, Nostal-
gische Mode EP is a cohesive 
and promising effort a by 
songwriter who, at least to 
the handful of people who 
have access to his earlier 
recordings, is maturing and 
coming into his own. \
*The preceding paragraph 
may or may not be true.
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