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 news

vor of unionizing with CIR, but 
were quickly met with opposi-
tion from the hospital’s leader-
ship.  St. Barnabas attempted to 
shoot down the residents’ efforts 
to unionize, contending that 
they were students rather than 
healthcare professionals (de-
spite the fact that residents often 
work up to 80 hours per week 
providing frontline care in near-
ly all departments of the hospi-

tal).  The dispute was brought 
before the National Labor Re-
lations Board last year, and the 
hospital was forced to recognize 
the union’s legitimacy.

However, not even a man-
date from the NLBR seemed 
to have a discernable effect.  

Though the  rst bargaining ses-
sion between St. Barnabas and 
CIR took place in September of 
2010, to this day CIR has been 

unable to reach a  rst contract 
agreement with the hospital.  
Essentially, this means that al-
though the union was fairly 
elected and “of cially” recog-
nized by St. Barnabas, it is, at 
this time, not in effect.  Accord-
ing to union president Dr. Far-
bod Raiszadeh, the stalling and 
dithering at the bargaining table 
is preventing St. Barnabas not 
only from improving conditions 

for its workers, 
but also from 
improving pa-
tient care and 
safety.

Speaking 
to reporters 
outside of the 
courthouse, Dr. 
Raiszadeh ex-
plained CIR’s 
demands and 
the apparent 
consequences 
of the hospi-
tal not meeting 
these demands. 
In addition 
to improving 
working condi-

tions for residents, CIR is re-
questing that St. Barnabas use 
a portion of their operating bud-
get to maintain a patient care 
fund (PCF), with which to pur-
chase updated equipment for the 
hospital’s various departments; 
speci cally, for the ER.  These 

funds are unique in that they 
give residents and other front-
line care providers a say in how 
the funds are allocated, and for 

what equipment. Already CIR 
has successfully negotiated the 
formation of PCF’s at hospitals 
across the country. Since medi-
cal residents are the ones who 
must use the available equip-
ment on a regular basis, their 
judgment on what needs to be 
updated is vital to maintaining 
an adequate level of care in the 
hospital.  

Possibly of greatest concern 
right now is St. Barnabas’ use 
of outdated de brillators.  Cur-
rently, St. Barnabas uses what 
are known as “monophasic” de-
 brillators, as opposed to newer 
“biphasic” models.  In mono-
phasic models, which have a 
success rate of approximately 79 
percent, an electric shock is de-
livered directly to the patient’s 
heart in one direction.  These 
models require a great deal of 
energy to deliver their shocks, 
and most were produced before 
1989.  

In fact, the models currently 
in operation at St. Barnabas are 
so old that their manufacturers 

no longer offer parts or main-
tenance for them.  The modern 
biphasic models, by contrast, 
deliver shocks in two direc-

tions and can adjust to the dif-
ferent levels of electrical resis-
tance in different body types 
(determined by factors such as 
muscle/fat content, etc.).  These 
models are used at trauma cen-
ters nationwide, and have a suc-
cess rate of close to 100 percent.  
Particularly disturbing about 
this situation is the discrepancy 
between St. Barnabas’ rating as 
a level 1 trauma center and the 
effectiveness of their equip-
ment.  A level 1 trauma center 
rating entails the hospital being 
equipped and prepared to de-
liver care to the most severely 
injured and critical of patients.  
If patients come to St. Barnabas 
expecting level 1 care and are 
met with outdated equipment, 
the results can be disastrous.

Several Bronx elected of-
 cials, including Congressman 
Jose Serrano, his son, State 
Senator Jose Serrano Jr., and 
Riverdale Assembly Jeffrey Di-
nowitz, joined Dr. Raiszadeh in 
pushing for reform at St. Barn-
abas. Echoing Dr. Raiszadeh’s 
sentiments, Congressman Ser-
rano entreated hospital of cials 
to reach a compromise with 
CIR.  “While we respect them, 
we have to be honest,” said Ser-
rano. “We’re not in Wisconsin, 
and I hope people don’t think 
they can get away with not al-
lowing people to unionize.”  

Assembly Dinowitz later 
reiterated the overwhelming na-
ture of the vote, saying, “Where 
I come from, 119-2 is a land-
slide; They’ve spoken, and the 
law is very clear.”

For now, the contractual dis-
cussions still seem to mired in 
the same bureaucratic and polit-
ical muck that brought them to a 
halt in the  rst place.   However, 
with an aggressive push from 
union leaders and elected of -
cials, St. Barnabas could even-
tually see improvements for 
both its workers and its patients.

by Sean Kelly
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

St. Barnabas: Retro De-
fibrillators Not as Cool 
as They Look

As Fordham students, 
we’ve all heard our fair share 
of St. Barnabas horror stories.  
Whether it’s a tale of a friend 
of a friend receiving improper 
treatment, a snippet on the news 
about a  ght breaking out in 
the ER, or simply an account 
of the whirling maelstrom of 

bureaucracy that rules the place 
(I was once sent to four differ-
ent buildings over the course of 
an hour to retrieve some routine 
x-rays following an unfortunate 
incident involving my 5th meta-
carpal), St. Barnabas has devel-
oped a reputation that borders 
on the absurd and that would 
even be comically bad if it were 
any place other than a hospital.

Although we may be tempt-
ed to attribute the quality of St. 
Barnabas’ care to external fac-
tors, the fact of the matter seems 
to be that, in this case, the poor 
quality comes from the top and 
rolls downward.

On the morning of Friday, 
March 25th, local elected of-
 cials joined union representa-
tives from the Committee of 
Interns and Residents (CIR) in 
front of the Bronx courthouse, 
calling on St. Barnabas man-
agement to address safety con-
cerns and employee treatment 
by entering into negotiations 
with CIR.  Founded in 1957, 
CIR is the largest house-staff 
union in the country and repre-
sents 13,000 hospital residents 
and interns nationwide, with 
5,000 in New York City alone.  
In 2009, medical residents at 
St. Barnabas voted 119-2 in fa-

“Couldn’t  nd 
the other de b-
berator, but I 
found my kid’s 
Velcro paddle, 
and that might 
work.”

Elected of cials and CIR 
members at a press con-
ference about St. Barn-
abas on March 25, 2011
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 Deaditor’s Note: One of the 

bene ts of living in America is 
being able to watch momentous, 
sometimes 
catastroph-
ic world 
events 
from the 
safety of 
an arm-
chair. Case 
in point: 
the revolu-
tions and 
mass dem-
onstrations 
that have 
spread 
throughout 
the Middle 
East and parts of Africa. There’s 
something in most of us that 
is enticed by revolt, and more 
than a few of us, whether or not 
we agree with armed con ict, 
thrive off of the chaos stirred up 
by war. So long as we can watch 
it on a rectangular screen with a 
cheap beer in our  sts and one 
hand tucked halfway into our 
waistbands, war will forever 
be an ugly but exciting part of 
our human nature. But we start 
to get edgy when the term “ci-
vilian casualties” is thrown 
around. There’s something 
about getting excited about that 
that’s just, well, fucked up.

Hundreds of civilians were 
massacred in the city of Duek-
oue in Ivory Coast on Saturday 
as rebel forces moved against 
incumbent president Laurent 
Gbagbo. Gbagbo’s term as 

president ended in 2005, but 
the leader refused to relinquish 
power amidst whispers of re-
bellion. Forces loyal to Alla-
sane Ouattara, the internation-
ally recognized leader of Ivory 
Coast, have been violently op-
posing Gbagbo’s government 
for four months now. The explo-
sion of violence is Ivory Coast’s 
second revolution in nine years 
(in 2002, rebel forces mobilized 
as Gbagbo was out of the coun-
try. A deployment of French 
troops, claiming to be protect-
ing French civilians, allowed 
government forces to suppress 
the revolt). The situation came 
to a head last week as rebel 

forces moved through Duekoue, 
leaving the city and its popula-
tion in ruins. 

The International Red 
Cross claims that at least 800 
people are dead from the mas-

sacre, while 
the Catholic 
charity or-
ganization, 
Caritas, 
claims that 
over 1,000 
bodies litter 
the streets of 
Duekoue. It 
is unclear at 
present just 
how many 
of the bodies 
are those of 
civilians, and 
how many 

are those of belligerents. It is 
almost certain, however, that 
the deaths were caused by a 
combined disregard for life on 
behalf of both rebel and gov-
ernment forces. The United Na-
tions, who support (i.e., back) 
the rebels, claim that Gbagbo’s 
forces killed at least 100 civil-
ians, while Ouatarra forces 
killed at least 200. UN peace-
keepers stationed in Duekoue 
pretty much stood by and al-
lowed the entire thing to hap-
pen, by the way. Prior to this 
weekend, the death toll for the 
entire four-month long political 
crisis was 500. It only took one 
day to almost triple that  gure. 

The event will almost cer-
tainly impact the perception 
of Allasane Ouattara, who has 
long bene ted from the good 
graces of the international com-
munity. Ouattara was long con-
sidered to be a man of moral 
superiority, taking the high road 
in comparison to Gbagbo, who 
is known for his intense meth-
ods of clinging to power and 
his proclivity to handle political 
unrest in an extrajudicial fash-
ion. The massacre in Duekoue 
has damaged the legitimacy of 
Ouatarra’s movement, however; 
rebel forces may be elevating a 
man of the same ruthless stuff as 
their current president. 

Ouatarra’s forces have 
swept across the western half 
of the country, pushing to the 
economic capital, Abidjan, and 
laying siege to Gbagbo’s presi-

dential palace. Part of the reason 
the rebels failed in 2002 was be-
cause French troops prevented 
them from overtaking Abidjan. 
Now that the rebels have suc-
ceeded in doing so, Gbagbo’s 
denouement seems imminent. 

A coup would hardly estab-
lish stability in the region, how-
ever. Ivory Coast suffers from 
many problems. Child slavery, a 
crumbling economy, a residual 
French presence after hundreds 
of years of colonial  sting (this 
place shouldn’t even be a fuck-
ing country; the French created 
what is now Ivory Coast from 
twelve independent kingdoms 
in the nineteenth century) and 
ethnic tensions with roots in 
hundreds of years of history are 
just a few of the omnipresent 
maladies.

Ivory  Coast  Not  Just  a 
World  Cup  Compet itor

by Alex Gibbons
DEADITOR

The weapons used to slaughter 
unarmed protestors are paid for 
with American tax dollars.  The 
United States has been a tepid 
supporter of Saleh’s Yemen for 
some time now. Saleh won the 

favor of President Bush during 
the War on Terror by apparent-
ly closing Yemen’s borders to 
wanted terrorists, and enjoyed 

some American aid as a result. 
A major Saudi Arabian oil pro-
ducer is also anxious about the 
current unrest in Yemen—both 
the U.S and Saudi Arabia view 
Saleh as a stable leader and 

important 
cog in the 
effort to 
keep al-
Qaeda 
out of the 
Arab Pen-
insula. 

Still, 
there will 
be no 
verbal 
acknowl-
edgement 
of either 
Saleh’s 
govern-

ment or anti-government protes-
tors until a conclusive moment 
is reached. Anti-government 
protestors have drawn up a 

 ve-point plan, proposing that 
Saleh step down immediately 
and Vice-President Abd Al Rab 
Mansur al-Hadi assume power 
while a new national unity gov-
ernment is formed. Saleh won’t 
agree to the plan, but has men-
tioned that he will step down 
once order is restored in the 
region—pretty much the same 
thing Mubarak said in Egypt a 
month and a half ago. He also 
claims, like Mubarak, that if he 
steps down, Yemen will fall un-
der the in uence of al-Qaeda. 
Saleh’s police continue their vi-
olent crackdown on protestors, 
however. On Saturday, demon-
strators were challenged by riot 
police and tanks. 

The most alarming incident 
of the situation in Yemen oc-
curred on Mach 18, when gov-
ernment snipers took the roof-
tops of Sanaa and proceeded 
to target unarmed protestors, 
killing 52 in one day. In total, 
82 people have died as a result 
of clashes between anti-govern-
ment forces and police. Saleh 

denied that his security forces 
were behind the shootings, but 
the bodies of victims show that 
the shooters were professionally 
trained individuals  ring gov-
ernment issue weapons. After 
the bloodbath, top military com-
manders in Yemen defected and 
announced their support for an-
ti-government protestors. Ma-
jor General Ali Mohsen Saleh, 
the head of Yemen’s northwest 
military zone, deployed troops 
to protect protestors. Several 
other major heads of Yemen’s 
military also defected, includ-
ing several brigadiers and Gen-
eral Ali Abdullaha Aliewa, the 
advisor to the supreme military 
commander in Yemen.  

The gesture is a powerful 
one. Yemen’s military is an-
nouncing that Saleh, though he 
can utilize his police and secu-
rity forces, will never have the 
power of Yemen’s military to 
suppress protestors, which has 
been the case in Libya and Bah-
rain. 

by Alex Gibbons
DEADITOR

turbulence 
in  yemen

In Yemen and Ivory Coast, Civilians Pay in Blood and High Casualties

Ali Abdullah Saleh has 
been the President of Yemen 
for over thirty years. In Febru-
ary citizens began to organize 
in opposition 
to Saleh’s 
government, 
holding mas-
sive demon-
strations and 
calling for the 
resignation of 
Saleh. Saleh 
responded 
in much the 
same fash-
ion as Hosni 
Mubarak 
and Muam-
mar Gadda ; 
his police 
violently suppressed unarmed 
protestors,  ring live rounds in-
discriminately into crowds and 
killing civilians. The best part? 

As protests against Saleh’s reign continue, Saleh escalates vio-
lence, military leaders defect in solidarity with civilians

After Gbagbo’s security forces shot and killed 
six women in Abidjan, residents blocked the 
street.

Youth in Yemen wrote “Get 
out” on their hands  in pro-
test of Saleh’s regime.
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The Tristan da Cunha Isles, 
a British Dependency in the 
South Atlantic, was rocked with 
a slick of black gooey disaster 
on March 16th. On this day 
the Captain of the MS Olivia, 
a Maltese registered freighter 
laden with a cargo of priceless 
soy beans, decided to engage 
in the time-honored maritime 
game of “Ghost Ride the Cargo 
Ship.” Much to the chagrin of 
these Merchant Marine Tokyo 
Drifters, the MS Olivia ran 
aground, splitting in half and 
spilling over 800 tons of fuel oil 
into the surrounding ocean. The 
crew escaped unharmed, but the 
freed oil created a noxious slick 
that encompassed the Night-
ingale Isles, a virgin nature 
preserve populated by various 
vulnerable and endangered spe-
cies. Without a  gurative Flor-
ence, the Nightingale Islands 

most precious feathery inhabit-
ants—the Northern Rockhopper 
Penguin—face certain doom. 
Images of oil-soaked birds are 
common in the wake of such ac-
cidents and many may assume 
that after a good scrubbing and 
health exam these birds are free 
to go, like some sort of Penguin 
Elementary School head lice 
check, but the reality is much 
grimmer.

Depending on how quickly 
workers can respond to a disas-
ter, on average less than half of 
the birds survive contamination. 
Oil sticks to a bird’s feathers, 
causing them to stick together 
and mat. This impairs the glan-
dular processes that keep their 
feathers waterproof, which is 
especially important for pen-
guins. Birds clean themselves 
by preening, where they pick at 
their feathers with their beak, so 
they accidently ingest oil lead-
ing to digestive and reproduc-
tive problems. The released oil 
has contaminated the Rockhop-

per Penguin’s pri-
mary food sources, 
namely mollusks 
and crustaceans. 
The shipwreck 
also released stow-
away rats, which 
eat bird eggs and 
spread parasites, 
to an island chain 
otherwise un-

touched by invasive species. 
Due to the Nightingale Islands’ 
remote location, only a single 
poorly equipped South African 
ship was able to respond in a 
timely matter; and though more 
help has arrived recently, the 
estimates on ecological damage 
look quite grim. Rescuers have 
launched a sort of penguin ver-
sion of the 1984 Operation Sol-
omon, where the Israeli military 
airlifted over 10,000 Ethiopian 
Jews from a land destroyed by 
war and famine. Almost the 
entirety of the surviving Rock-
hopper Penguin populace of 
the area has been relocated to 
nearby islands, as their home 
has been rendered currently un-
livable.

The Rockhoppers are so 
named because they brazenly 
leap from cliffs into the water, 
without regard for life or limb, 
like a group of freshly intoxi-
cated teenagers down at the 
swimming hole, whereas other 

penguins slide upon their bel-
lies like shamed curs. Arguably 
the most notable Rockhop-
per in media would Lovelace 
from “Happy Feet,” a penguin-
prophet af icted by a plastic 
ring around the neck that seems 
to be the Antarctic’s answer to 
David Koresh. Like Lovelace, 
the Rockhopper population as 
a whole has been severely dis-
turbed by pollution, with some 
estimates of over a 50% popula-
tion drop in only three genera-
tions.

Beyond the intrinsic value of 
preserving nature, anyone who 
values rebellion against accept-
ed social norms or vibrant youth 
subculture ought to be con-
cerned about the Rockhopper’s 
plight. Their bad attitude,  am-
boyant yellow crest, and pen-
chant for making Jordanesque 
leaps renders the Rockhopper a 
sort of les enfant terrible in the 
Penguin scene, one normally 
associated with snow, migra-
tion, and drab tuxedos. It is as if 
The New York Dolls, Raekwon, 
and Andrew W.K. collaborated 
on a bird. We cannot simply sit 
by and watch while man’s un-
quenchable thirst for petroleum 
and soybeans destroy the Rock-
hopper Rock n’ Roll Summer 
Camp. 

“March of the Penguins” is 
a documentary that mostly in-

volves storms, walking slowly, 
dying, Christian family values, 
and the soothing voice of Mor-
gan Freeman. Their ought to be 
a sequel set in the habitant of 
the Rockhopper Penguin named 
“March of the Penguins 2: Hop-
pin’ 7 Gram Rocks” This version 
would be superior in all ways as 
it would include the Rockhop-
per’s notoriously debauched 
lifestyle. Their would be dirt 
bikes, slam dunks, strippers, 
Mad Dog 20/20 being drunk 
out of toilet bowls, DMT fueled 
trips through the void that exists 
somewhere between life and 
death, and a dirty ol’ Rockhop-
per named Skroatch who can 
snort a gram of booger sugar in 
one fell swoop and used to work 
as roadie for Eddie Money. 

If you enjoy antiestab-
lishmentarianism, penguins 
in general, or feel the need to 
help improve our natural world 
there are avenues in which a 
person could help. These birds 
are in dire straits and one of 
the few untouched patches of 
nature may have been irrepara-
bly damaged forever. One such 
organization that is concerned 
with this situation and with the 
welfare of birds in general is the 
International Bird Rescue Re-
search Center at www.igrrc.org. 

by Scott Forba
STAFF MORGAN FREE-
MAN

Sticky Feet Oil Spill Spells Doom 
For Rockhopper 

Penguins

More than  ve years after 
Hurricane Katrina, legal jus-
tice has not been fully served 
in New Orleans. Last summer, 
two New Orleans police of cers 
were found to be involved in 
the 2005 death of Henry Glov-
er and the subsequent burning 
of his corpse in the back of a 
mid-sized sedan. On March 31, 
U.S. District Judge Lance Af-
rick sentenced the felons—for-
mer of cer David Warren (who 
served in NOPD until a leave 
of absence in 2008) and Greg 
McRae (who maintained his 
position in the department until 
sentencing)—to 25 and 17 years 
in prison, respectively.

On September 2, 2005, 
then-rookie of cer Warren shot 
31 year-old Henry Glover from 
the balcony of the NOLA police 
sub-station Warren guarded in 
the aftermath of the storm. The 
sub-station was located on the 
second story of a strip-mall that 
had been looted after Katrina. 
Assuming Glover was a looter, 
Warren opened  re. Warren tes-
ti ed that Glover approached 
the building he was on top of in 
a “menacing” way.  Warren, as 
stated in the judge’s decision, 
loudly identi ed himself as a 
police of cer and cocked his 

weapon. Warren claimed that 
Glover carried a weapon; how-
ever, no weapon was recovered 
from the scene. To further taint 
Of cer Warren’s credibility, a 
witness noted that, earlier in 
the day, Warren  red an unan-
nounced warning shot at a bi-
cyclist who rode along the edge 
of the same parking lot. Justice 
Africk concluded that 
Warren’s testimony 
was “fabricated” 
(however, he was not 
formally charged with 
perjury.)

After Warren 
gunned Glover down 
in the parking lot, 
Glover’s companions 
loaded him into the 
car of a Good Samari-
tan named William 
Tanner. They wanted 
to drive Glover to a 
hospital, but along the way re-
alized how serious Glover’s 
condition was. They stopped 
the car at a school that, after the 
hurricane, relief workers were 
using as a make-shift rescue sta-
tion. They explained what had 
happened and asked police of-
 cers for help; instead, the po-
lice handcuffed and beat Henry 
Glover’s friends. All the while, 
the victim lay dying in the back 
of a stranger’s car, completely 

alone.
Of cer McRae, a 25-year 

veteran of the NOPD, drove the 
car to a levee on the outskirts of 
the city. Upon exiting the vehi-
cle, he poured some gasoline on 
the interior. Then he attempted 
to set the car and Glover’s body 
a ame. The traf c  are proved 
lees effective than McRae had 

hoped, so he shot into the car 
until it went up in  ames. Noth-
ing was left of Henry Glover 
but a pile of bones, which took 
several years to piece together. 
McRae testi ed that he simply 
“did not want to see another 
corpse rot” in New Orleans.

Attorneys for both McRae 
and Warren argued that the 
storm and its horri c aftermath 
had caused lapses in judgment. 
They alleged that Glover had 

been going to the strip mall to 
loot. Glover was a father of 
 ve, with his youngest being a 
few months old, and there was a 
baby clothing store in the mall. 
Warren shot him, his attorneys 
argued, to prevent the thievery 
of a couple pieces of fabric. 
Warren is also a father of  ve. 
But his skin is white. In fact, 

so is McRae’s. 
They almost got 
away with it, a 
massive police 
cover-up in the 
wake of a terri-
ble disaster that 
reduced a city to 
ruin. They shot a 
black man, beat 
several more, 
stole one’s car, 
and used it as 
a furnace to 
incinerate the 

evidence. McRae and Warren 
certainly executed this well, for 
 rst-timers.

Race in New Orleans is 
not an elephant in the room, it 
is the walls of the room itself. 
It is what made Of cer Warren 
think that taking target practice 
on a bicyclist, then shooting an 
unarmed man, was permissible. 
He could have called for medi-
cal help or  led a report. He did 
not. Instead, he called up some 

of his buddies. These people 
involved in the cover-up are a 
particularly angering aspect of 
this case. One of the men of-
fered his services to get rid of 
the corpse, to hide the crime had 
ever happened. He drove all the 
way from the heart of the city to 
a levee to light someone else’s 
car on  re. He had to work hard 
at it, since the  are didn’t take.

In 2010, NOLA Mayor 
Mitch Landrieu described the 
city’s police department as one 
of the worst in America. It is 
certainly not because of cers 
do not know how to shoot their 
guns. It is because race is a di-
visive agent that fuels police 
action in the city at all times, 
it was just more obvious in the 
aftermath of Hurricane Katrina. 
Judge Africk notably said in the 
McRae decision, “Somewhere 
along the way, you lost your 
compass.” The people involved 
in the cover-up of Henry Glov-
er’s death lost their compasses 
long ago. Henry Glover’s moth-
er said that she forgave the men 
who denied her son the right 
to life, liberty, and the pursuit 
of happiness because if she 
didn’t, Jesus wouldn’t forgive 
her. What about Henry’s kids? 
The one he went to the mall get 
clothes for? They surely matter, 
just as their father did.

Nic Cage bad cops are 
funny. Real life bad cops 
are unacceptable.

by Liam Lowery
STAFF TREME

Law and Disorder
New Orleans cops  nally sentenced for racially-motivated murder following Katrina
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Faker 
Than 

Truth
by Sam Wadhams, Sarah Madges, Bobby Cardos, & Sean 
Kelly
STAFF LIARS

THE BOWELS OF MCGINLEY CENTER - In an effort to 
mimic the fundraising bonanza that came from renaming the 
business school after alleged fraudster Mario Gabelli, our fair 
Fordham University is renaming the AIOSA Club Suites after con-
servative icon G. Gordon Liddy, FCRH ’54.  Liddy is best known 
for his role in the Watergate “event” in 1974. He’s also known 
for suggesting the kidnapping of anti-war protesters, planning to 
covertly kill journalist Jack Anderson, advising Americans to aim 
for the heads of bullet proof vest-wearing ATF agents, and tour-
ing the nation with Timothy Leary to act as a moral counterpoint 
to Leary’s brand of drug-addled paci sm.  Asked for comment, 
Fordham College Republicans President John Mantia noted that, 
“Liddy is a strong, common sense conservative who represents 
some of the highest-level political achievements of any Fordham 
graduate.”  When asked if the recently deceased  and less feloni-
ous Geraldine Ferraro would have been a more appropriate choice, 
Mantia went on the record, saying, “Fuck that dead bitch.”

      --SW 

FORDHAM UNIVERSITY - NEW FALL ‘11 COURSE! DORM 
DÉCOR (OBVI 3200/ WMST 3202) TF 1:00-2:15pm
This course examines contemporary college life, speci cally the 
dorm room. This course explores some of the common ways in 
which individuals decorate their dorm rooms in order to maintain 
clearly divided stereotype-based groups. We will start with the 
stoner approach, wherein individuals scatter empty bags of plantain 
chips, Arizona tea cans, and Bob Marley memorabilia throughout 
the dorm room. From there we will explore the OCD, feminine 
girl, OCD feminine girl, slobby dude-bro, and slobby dude-bro 
with OCD roommate approaches, as well as where each approach 
overlaps. Students will leave the course aware of the importance of 
hanging  ags in dorm windows (even if your window does not face 
prominent spots on campus), both sides of the Shag Rug Debate, 
and how to maximize mini fridge usage without freezing those food 
items in the center of the top shelf. 

      --SM

BRONX, NY – The freeze in Mexico that resulted in massive crop 
loss for eggplant farmers has had repercussions for Tino’s Delica-
tessen on Arthur Avenue in the Bronx. The deli has stopped serving 
eggplant parmesan, a favorite among the vegetarian patrons,
especially when placed all messy-like in a 12” hero. To cope with 
the hiatus, many vegetarians have turned to its sister-sandwich, the 
chicken parmesan. Most vegetarians questioned claim it is only un-
til the eggplant returns, and the sandwich will be the only
meat they consume, referring to themselves as “parmetarian.” 
“It’s really about the breaded, sauce, and mozzarella elements, you 
know? It’s the parmesan, not the chicken or eggplant. I mean, I’m 
really not even getting any gustatory pleasure from the chicken,
so in my view, it’s okay,” said Sarah Crawley, vegetarian since age 
six, who, because of the recent reintroduction of meat to her diges-
tive system after years without it, looked quite ill indeed.
  
      --BC

GLENVILLE, NY – According to Glenville resident and Petral-
la’s Italian Grille patron Patrick Thomson, Pepsi is  ne.  After re-
questing a Coca-Cola from Petrella’s waitress Diane Marston, Mar-
ston regretfully informed Thomson that the establishment does not 
carry Coke products, to which Thomson responded, “That’s  ne.” 
Thomson, who was out celebrating his 20th wedding anniversary, 
said that after ordering the drink, he immediately remembered that 
Petrella’s did not carry Coke products. “I felt a little dumb after I 
asked. Me and LeAnne have been coming here for years,” reported 
Thomson.  “I like Coke better, but Pepsi is alright,” he added.  After 
receiving his drink, Thomson asked if he could get ranch dressing 
on his salad, to which Marston replied, “Light ranch okay, hun?”
      --SPK

by Marisa Carroll
NEWS CO-EDITOR

Politics is a dirty game: 
rarely physically, sometimes 
sexually (Hey there, Rick San-
torum), always rhetorically. 
After two decades in a political 
climate that has mostly desen-
sitized me to representatives’ 
squabbles, one argument still 
perpetually riles me up. I mean 
the “You dirty, scheming poor 
people!” rhetoric most closely 
associated with Reagan’s plat-
form that “welfare mothers” 
try to cheat the system—a form 
of argument that reveals deep 
disgust and distrust for citizens 
and assumes they will not act 
responsibly without our male-
dominated, white-supremacist 
government’s intervention.

Take Indiana Representative 
Eric Turner (R). In defense of an 
extremely restrictive anti-abor-
tion bill (which would limit In-
diana women’s access to abor-
tion even in 
cases of rape 
or incest), 
Turner said, 
“I just want 
you to think 
about this, in 
my view, gi-
ant loophole 
that could be 
created where 
someone who 
could — now 
I want to be 
careful, I 
don’t want 
to disparage 
in any way 
someone 
who has gone 
through the 
experience of 
a rape or in-
cest — but someone who is de-
sirous of an abortion could sim-
ply say that they’ve been raped 
or there’s incest.” Rep. Turner, 
your statement in many ways 
disparages women who have 
survived rape or incest. First, to 
say any woman is “desirous” of 
an abortion is the type of anti-
choice rhetoric that neglects 
that 64% of women who have 
abortions are mothers, 70% are 
members of a Judeo-Christian 
religion, and that—even though 
54% the U.S. population iden-
ti es as pro-life—one third of 
U.S. women will have had an 
abortion by age 45. These wom-
en do not “desire” to have a cost-
ly medical procedure any more 
than a man desires any surgery. 
Further, assuming that women 
are like Shakespearean Shy-
locks looking to pull the wool 
over our Daddy Governments’ 
eyes is incredibly offensive, 
drawing Jezebel name-calling 
into discussions that shape 
women’s access to healthcare. 
Even worse, his statement oper-
ates on the assumption that it is 
easy to prove incest or rape—a 

claim that anyone familiar with 
these crimes knows is patently 
false (Consider, for instance, 
that someone is sexually as-
saulted in the U.S. every two 
minutes but 15 of 16 offenders 
will never spend a day in jail.)

Similar “Be afraid—the 
populous is trying to fool us!” 
logic emerged in the Maryland 
House of Delegates last week, 
where legislators voted on the 
Gender Identity Anti-Discrimi-
nation Act. The Act would ban 
discrimination against trans-
gender Marylanders in the area 
of employment, housing, and 
credit. The legislation passed 
86-52, in what executive direc-
tor of Equality Maryland Mor-
gan Meneses-Sheets called, “a 
huge demonstration in support 
of fairness,” but not without 
dissenting voices from the  oor. 
These voices invoked the spirit 
of M*A*S*H character Max-
well Klinger. When I  rst read 
through transcripts from the 

House  oor and saw serious 
discussion of a 1970s televi-
sion show (however seminal), I 
scratched my head. Then I saw 
Klinger’s name and threw up 
in my mouth. To jerk your TV 
Land memory, the Klinger char-
acter was a man who dressed in 
women’s clothing to obtain a 
psychiatric discharge from the 
military (For those who have no 
idea what M*A*S*H is: Adapted 
from the 1970  lm MASH, the 
show followed a team of doc-
tors and support staff stationed 
at the 4077th Mobile Army Sur-
gical Hospital in Uijeongbu, 
South Korea, during the Ko-
rean War; also, M*A*S*H star 
and Fordham grad Alan Alda is 
ashamed of you). A few notes 
about Klinger: 1. He is a cisgen-
der—that is, his biological sex, 
gender assigned at birth, and his 
gender identity are in synch— 
male, not a transperson; 2. His 
wearing dresses was just one 
of his many “crazy” stunts 
played primarily for laughs (in 
a “funny-ha-ha, look at that ef-
feminate man” 70s style); and 
3. I cannot believe I am explain-

ing Klinger in the context of an 
anti-discrimination act. 

Delegates opposing the bill 
summoned Klinger to show 
how tricksters would use the 
bill to their immoral, twisted ad-
vantage. Delegate Joseph Min-
nick (D-Baltimore County) said 
that, like the  ctional Klinger 
did, “cross-dressing scammers” 
would use the bill to create 
problems at the workplace and 
protect themselves from being 
 red, thereby hurting business 
owners. Minnick is arguing 
that instead of protecting the 
trans population, this legisla-
tion would create loopholes for 
the lazy—and the perverted. 
Minnick also noted that, “Ev-
ery woman should be appalled 
by this legislation.” Why? 
Minnick said that in the early 
1990s, he saw a male-to-female 
transgender person in a public 
men’s bathroom. “That left a 
lasting impression on me,” he 
said. “The way that person was 

dressed [ed note: here 
Minnick used ‘he,’ 
the incorrect gender 
pronoun] could have 
very easily gone into 
the lady’s room and 
used the lady’s facil-
ity. Now I don’t think 
that’s what you want 
with this kind of legis-
lation.”

Before I decon-
struct all that is fucked 
up about Minnick’s 
transphobic statement, 
it is necessary to share 
a bit about the trans 
population. A recent 
National Center for 
Transgender Equal-
ity and the National 
Gay and Lesbian Task 
Force study found that 

transgender people have double 
the rate of unemployment com-
pared to the general population, 
they are four times as likely to 
live in extreme poverty (house-
hold income less than $10,000 
a year), and almost half had ex-
perienced discriminatory work-
place treatment. 90% of the 
6,400 surveyed said they had 
been harassed or discriminated 
against.

Clearly, the transgender pop-
ulation—like survivors of incest 
and rape—is a disenfranchised 
group desperately in need of 
(cultural, legislative, economic) 
change.  Saying people would 
take on trans identity to avoid 
being  red trivializes the trans 
community’s struggle, creat-
ing new hurdles for those out 
and transitioning, as well as 
for those still grappling with 
their identities. What’s worse, 
Minnick’s statements reveal a 
deliberate misunderstanding 
of the differences between the 
practice, “cross-dressing,” and 
the identity “transgender,” mis-
leading Marylanders and further 
threatening transfolks.                      

“I cannot tell a lie...but 
I know all y’all 
motherfuckers will.”

THIS JUST IN: THE TRUTH 
LIES IN STRAIGHT WHITE MEN
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    In Jon Stewart’s America: 
The Book Stewart notes that the 
beauty of America is that ev-
ery little boy and girl is raised 
to believe that they can grow 
up to be president, but with the 
exception of 44, they have all 
been wrong.  This is similar to 
how the prospective candidates 
for the Republican Presidential 
nomination must be viewed.  
They have the backing of a 
growing conservative move-
ment, eight years of George 
Bush restructuring the country 
to be as electorally conservative 
and corporation-friendly as pos-
sible, and a promising Demo-
cratic incumbent who has failed 
in many of his promises to his 
base.  All angry middle-Ameri-
ca wants is a good looking white 
guy, protestant (though they’d 
settle for Catholic—they guess) 
who can keep the rich rich and 
the brown down.  Unfortunate-
ly, the hodgepodge of psychos, 
greedheads and mutants (RIP, 
Hunter) that the Republican 
party has brought to the fore-
front is a motley crew that could 
out-motley crew Motley Crüe.  

Let’s look at the  eld!  Ob-
viously, John McCain, who was 
the Old Guy in 2000 and has 
been dead since late 2006, is too 
old for the 2012 election.  The 
rest of the scrapple from ’08 
are still mostly involved.  Rom-
ney, Huckabee, Palin, and Ron 
Paul are all being circulated as 
possible candidates, and they 
are joined by Jim DeMint, Tim 
Pawlenty, Newt Gingrich, Don-
ald Trump and Michele Bach-
man.  Almost none of these peo-
ple are even remotely quali ed 
to hold any political of ce, and 
the remainder have such hor-
ri cally glaring character  aws 
as to be immediately disquali-
 ed from being the face of any 
nation. GET READY FOR A 
RUNDOWN!!*
MITT ROMNEY
SOPHOMORIC NICK-
NAME: Shit Bombney
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE: 
Governor of Mass.
PROS: Presumptive favorite, 
looks like Bruce Campbell, bal-
anced Mass. budget.
CONS: Authorized legislation 
in Mass that was the template 
for the Obama Healthcare plan.  
Started as a liberal governor, 
then shifted further and further 
to the right, causing many to 
label him an opportunist.  Mor-
mon, not that there’s anything 
wrong with that.
CHANCES: 8:1.  The right-
wing media will be all over any-
one who has a shot at Obama, 
and will probably bury the 
socialist Mormon opportun-
ist angle in favor of the “good 
looking white guy gonna make 
America okay again” angle.

RON PAUL 
SOPHOMORIC NICK-
NAME: Wrong Hole
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE: 
Texan Congressman (Houston)
PROS: Strong libertarian 
whose beliefs were a template 
for the Tea Party, true (as op-
posed to neo-) conservative.  
Pro Drugs.
CONS: Most conservative vot-
ing record in the Senate since 
1937, doesn’t believe in evolu-
tion, thinks civil rights legisla-
tion is bunk.  Pro Drugs.  Pretty 
far out there.  
CHANCES: 20-1.  The lib-
ertarianism and  scal conser-
vativism are strong points, 
but eventually the fact that he 
doesn’t believe in evolution has 
to cripple him among swing 
voters.
SARAH PALIN
SOPHOMORIC NICK-
NAME: This woman has a porn 
parody.  There’s nothing I can 
add.
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE: 
Governor of Alaska, Vice Presi-
dential Candidate.
PROS: Name recognition, 
appeal to conservative base.  
Umm.  Something else, right?  
I mean there has to be.  She’s 
a rebel or something.  I don’t 
know.  Probably, we’ll go with 
probably.
CONS: Batshit crazy, seriously 
ignorant, an unfortunate contin-
uation of Bush-era neoconser-
vativism, procorporate, vaguely 
evangelical.  Almost no impor-
tant political experience.
CHANCES: 80-1.  Almost 
nobody takes her seriously or 
wants her to be President, she 
would have people  eeing the 
Republican Party like the Isra-
elites from Egypt.  If she gets 
the nomination, Barack Obama 
could spend the whole election 
season drunk and still make 
Nixon v. McGovern look like a 
photo  nish.
TIM PAWLENTY
SOPHOMORIC NICK-
NAME: Limp Pole-enter
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE: 
Governor of Minnesota

PROS: The least obvious-
ly batshit/closetelly skeleted 
member of the class (him and 
DeMint), strong conservative 
voting record, hates all the right 
things (gays, immigrants, abor-
tions, freedom for anyone but 
rich dudes). 
CONS: Almost nobody knows 
who he is.  Sophomoric nick-
name is something of a stretch.  
Lost landmark Minnesota court 
case about limits of executive 
power.  Narrowly second term 
as Governor, and left of ce with 
only a 46 percent approval rat-
ing.
CHANCES:  8-1.  If anyone 
can  gure out who he is, he’s 
got a lot fewer strikes than ev-
eryone else.  If he manages to 

have some good debates and 
strong primaries, he could come 
out a contender.
NEWT GINGRICH
SOPHOMORIC NICK-
NAME: Poot Gangrene
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE: 
Speaker of the House
PROS: Name recognition, re-
cent conversion to Catholicism 
has freed him from past sins, 
has managed to tap into the fear 
and paranoia in America’s right.  
Has written 16 books and is a 
ranked reviewer on Amazon.
com
CONS: Real d-bag.  Has had 
more wives than Henry VIII and 
usually left them for younger 
women he was having affairs 
with while the wives were in the 
hospital with a terminal illness.  
Called Spanish the “language 
of the ghetto.”  Fears an athe-
ist secular nation run by Islamic 
fundamentalists.
CHANCES: 20-1.  He’s per-
sonally repellent, and his ter-
rible personal life and serious 
gaffes are a tough sell for a 
values campaign, but Jesus, Tea 
Party people are crazy, so who 
knows.
AND THE REST: Jim De-
Mint, Rick Santorum, Haley 
Barbour, Michele Bachmann
SOPHOMORIC NICK-
NAME: The Breast!
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE: 
Barbershop Quartet
PROS: DeMint’s less crazy, 
as far as people willing to run 
on a conservative platform for 
the presidency can be. The rest 
are loons.  The top Santorum 
Google result is  “1. The frothy 
mix of lube and fecal matter that 
is sometimes the byproduct of 
anal sex. 2. Senator Rick San-
torum” a revenge play from sex 
columnist Dan Savage based on 
Santorum’s loony-bin criticisms 
of homosexual rights.  Haley 
Barbour is a caricature of arro-
gant Southern patriarch (think 
Boss Hogg) and Michele Bach-
mann is like Sarah Palin but less 
experienced and crazier.
CHANCES: Long.  Bet light 
and win heavy.

So those are your presump-
tive nominees.  The other 
strange part is that almost none 
have declared.  Only one can-
didate (Pole-enter) polling with 
more than 1 percent has de-
clared, and the May NBC News 
Republican debate, scheduled 
to be the  rst of the season, has 
been postponed due to lack of 
candidates.  So from this  eld 
of clowns, one will invariably 
emerge to challenge Obama.  
With this caliber of a  eld, he 
has to like his chances.

*These pros & cons are related 
to the chances of their nomina-
tions, and not how I personally 
feel about them.

ELECTION 
2012: 
A Guide to Recog-
nizing Your Aint’s

More Black Men In Prison in 
2011 Than Enslaved in 1850

Are you convinced yet
That the War on Drugs is just
Racist class warfare?

Anti-Choice Group Uses 
Obama’s Image on South Side 
of Chicago Billboards

If y’all really care
About nurturing future leaders,
Fund children’s health care.

Parker/Stone Musical “The 
Book Of Mormon” Wins 
World’s Best Reviews

Like Sarah Vowell’s books!
Elna Baker! Epic dance num-
bers!
Jokes and songs and oh!

Sammy Hagar Talks Alien 
Encounters With Dr. Drew On 
CNN
and we slowly lose
our gripping on reality
and laugh ha ha ha

             -MC

Israel Urges UN to Nullify 
Goldstone Report on Possible 
War Crimes During Gaza Of-
fensive
 
Rocket attacks on
hundreds of civilians?
It was an accident!
 

Berlin Polar Bear Knut 
Drowned after Collapsing Due 
to Brain Swelling
 
There’s a lesson here:
If you’re cute you die face down
in a pool of water.
 

China to Shut 50% of Dairies 
After Safety Audit Revealed 
Baby Health Scandal in 2008

Milk killed six babies
Scandals kill China dairies
More like: Got no milk?

Re: Afghanistan, Obama 
Condemns Killings of UN 
Staff in Response to the 
Burning of Korans in the 
U.S.

Pres. Obama’s Speech:
“Not cool, guy. This is why our 
troops are staying there.”

Ohio Republican John Ka-
sich Enacts Anti-Union Law, 
Opponents Seek Referendum 
 
No Kasich parties. 
No fun. No bargaining rights
For any Ohioan.

Maine GOP Seeks to Undo 
Child Labor Protections, Pay 
Under-20-Year-Olds Less, 
Eliminate Maximum Work 
Hours Allowed per Day

Those youngsters’ money
all goes to pot and pornos.
Don’t let kids be kids.

Republicans Plan $4 Trillion 
Reduction in Federal Spend-
ing on Programs like Medi-
care

Wanna reduce debt?
Try not funding wars! Or, like,
hold a big bake sale!

   -SM

IRA Bomb Kills Northern 
Ireland Catholic Cop

Why weren’t these assholes
included in The War on
Shit-fucking terror?

         -AG

Post-Fukushima disaster, 
Japanese workers use shred-
ded newspaper to plug radio-
active water leaking into the 
Paci c

When I was a boy
I had radioactive
Stuff in my diapers

-SW

by Marisa Carroll,  Sarah Madges, Alex Gibbons, and Sam 
Wadhams
STAFF JAPANOPHILES

Your new president has a cleft 
chin, just like you wanted.

by Sam Wadhams
STAFF DEADITOR
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Operation  in  LIBYA  escalates  and  debate  
about  international  involvement  thickens

For the  rst time, I agreed 
with Obama’s military decision. 
I actually agreed, if cautiously, 
with the United Nations Securi-
ty Council Resolution 1973 and 
its creation of a “no- y zone” in 
response to Qadda ’s increased 
military-megalomania in Lib-
ya. It’s been almost two weeks 
since “Operation Odyssey 
Dawn” began, and already this 
war (excuse me, “time-limited, 
scope-limited military action,” 
according to the White House) 
has spiraled out of control—
constitutionally/integrity-wise, 
involvement-wise, objective-
wise, success rate-wise, and ci-
vilian casualty-wise. I guess not 
enough people noticed (myself 
included) the interpretive li-
cense Resolution 1973 offered. 
Perhaps we were distracted by 
feel-good words like “humani-
tarian” (not noting that the suc-
ceeding word, “bombing” made 
for an oxymoron). Perhaps we 
believed that protecting foreign 
civilians at the cost of $500 bil-
lion is a purely American thing 
to do, no ulterior motives at-
tached. Either way, we went 
from a “coalition of the willing 
2.0” to an Anglo-French-Amer-
ican consortium now making 
NATO the UN’s own air force. 

In other words, Africom 
(one of NATO’s partnerships, 
the U.S. Africa Command/the 
Pentagon) transferred the “ki-
netic military action” to NATO 
(i.e., the Pentagon’s club of 
European sycophants). In other 
other words, the US will no lon-
ger conduct air strikes in Libya 
unless requested by NATO. But 
the idea that passing off the 
mission to NATO under Cana-
dian command means the US is 
somehow scaling back involve-
ment is ridiculous (and not just 

because a Canadian is in charge 
of a military operation). The US 
is a primary member of NATO, 
whose many partnerships have 
direct connections to the Pen-
tagon—meaning the US is still 
key to the international coali-
tion.

But regardless of who heads 
the military action, the civilians 
we’re protecting have ceased 
being civilians—the same way 
that strife between protestors 
and pro-Qadda  forces has 
ceased to be protestors against 
thugs. Libya’s in a civil war, and 
we’re defending 
“civilians” oper-
ating tanks and 
wielding AK-
47s. While this 
“coalition of the 
willing” (who, 
by the way com-
prises of only 
12 of 28 NATO 
members) didn’t 
hide that regime 
change (inevi-
tably through 
civil war) was 
ideal—what they 
did hide was the 
extent to which 
they’d effect this change. On 
March 28 Obama attempted to 
address the disparities in the 
resolution, and clarify his case 
for intervention. Conceding 
that “America cannot use our 
military wherever repression 
occurs” [which is obvious if we 
look at Bahrain, Yemen, and the 
Ivory Coast], Obama said that, 
even so, “[the US] had a unique 
ability to stop that violence: an 
international mandate for ac-
tion, a broad coalition prepared 
to join us, the support of Arab 
countries, and a plea for help 
from the Libyan people them-
selves.” It sounds reasonable, 
but doublespeak and double 

standards abound. In the same 
speech wherein Obama claimed 
we already ful lled our pur-
pose in Libya, he added that 
we’re going to see it through—
through Qadda ’s hopeful abdi-
cation and through what comes 
after him, which could take 
years. What’s been described 
as a humanitarian mission to 
protect Libyan civilians has 
involved over 200 Tomahawk 
cruise missiles and the bomb-
ing of Qadda ’s ground forces. 
Additionally, the most in uen-
tial force behind the resolution’s 

creation, the Arab League, nev-
er even endorsed the no- y zone 
as claimed. In fact, two anony-
mous diplomatic sources at the 
UN con rmed that the White 
House OK’d Saudi Arabia’s in-
vasion of Bahrain in exchange 
for the Arab League’s “yes” 
vote. Of the 22 Arab League 
members, only 11 were pres-
ent at the voting, six of whom 
were Gulf Cooperation Coun-
cil members (the US-approved 
club of Gulf sheikhdoms). With 
a little cogent cologne and 
sweet-talking, Saudi Arabia 
convinced three other members 
(including Secretary General 
Amr Moussa, eager to please his 

way to Egyptian presidency) to 
give it a go, easily overriding 
Syria and Algeria’s “no” votes. 
What’s more, government of-
 cials have acknowledged 
that CIA operatives are on the 
ground in Libya, and have been 
for weeks. Along with Brit-
ish M16 intelligence of cers, 
CIA of cers have been gather-
ing intelligence of air strikes 
and attempting to contact reb-
els  ghting Qadda . So when 
Obama said again and again 
that the US would send no forc-
es by land—“no boots on the 

ground”—he 
meant there 
would be no 
large-scale 
military in-
volvement. 

As more 
comes to 
light and 
we continue 
quibbling 
about the 
diction most 
appropriate 
for the “inter-
vention”, the 
war in Libya 
continues. On 

Wednesday, March 30, as rebel 
forces struggled to regroup and 
allied warplanes reached Trip-
oli, Foreign Minister Moussa 
Koussa (once nicknamed “en-
voy of death”) defected and 
 ed the country. The following 
day, the defection of former 
UN ambassador Ali Abdus-
salam el-Treki continued to stir 
mayhem. Meanwhile, the inter-
national community has been 
debating whether the still ill-
de ned UN resolution permits 
individual countries to arm reb-
els, who have only made iso-
lated wins despite the air strike. 
(So far France is the only na-
tion that intends to supply arms 

to the anti-Qadda  forces.) On 
March 31, with support from 
Secretary of State Hillary Clin-
ton, Defense Secretary Robert 
Gates rejected the proposal to 
arm rebels, suggesting instead 
that the US offer communica-
tions and surveillance support. 
That same day both Gates and 
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of 
Staff, Mike Mullen, were sum-
moned to testify against charges 
of either not doing enough or 
over-asserting military in u-
ence and beginning a “mission 
creep.” As Congressman Den-
nis Kucinich (D-Ohio) pointed 
out, Obama attacked Libya with 
UN approval, but, signi cantly, 
not congressional approval. 
That is, Obama authorized him-
self to wage war in violation of 
the War Powers Act in Article I, 
Section 8 of the Constitution. 

And so, sadly but not sur-
prisingly, deceit and ulterior 
motives have accompanied this 
“humanitarian” campaign since 
the beginning. As it turns out, 
Libya is the only nation in North 
Africa not under Africom, or 
any of NATO’s partnerships. Of 
the non-member countries (Lib-
ya, Sudan, Eritrea, Zimbabwe, 
and Ivory Coast) there are cases 
of Western military intervention 
in all of these countries except 
for Zimbabwe. Call me a “No 
Blood for Oil” T-shirt wearing 
hippie, but this smells strangely 
of colonialism—only instead of 
individual nation-states compet-
ing for resources, they’ve joined 
NATO’s newfangled coalition of 
the willing. This latest proposal 
to arm rebels simply sounds like 
the traditional means by which 
America controls a country—by 
training its military/government 
of cers, installing/approving a 
US-friendly government, and 
enjoying the privilege of (oil) 
resources, etc. 

by Sarah Madges
NEWS CO-EDITOR

FORDHAM, BANKS, AND THE BRONX: 
A Robin Hood Story...in the sense that money once given 
to rich banks will be reallocated to support the Bronx.
by Sean Kelly
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

Fordham for the Bronx, a 
committee of Progressive Stu-
dents for Justice, has submit-
ted a proposal to the Univer-
sity administration calling on 
Fordham to invest a portion of 
our operating budget or endow-
ment into a community bank.  
Citing Fordham’s of cial mis-
sion statement, the proposal 
asserts: “Investing money in a 
CDFI will promote Fordham’s 
principles of social and global 
justice outside of the classroom, 
set an example for universities 
and individuals everywhere, 
increase the positive reputation 
of the university, and solidify 
ourselves as Fordham men and 
women for others.”  Discus-
sions of reallocating Fordham’s 
budget have been going on 

since approximately last May, 
and were precluded by similar 
discussions urging budget and 
endowment transparency.

Without endowment of 
budget transparency, it is im-
possible to determine exactly 
what banks Fordham uses 
to manage its money.  How-
ever, there are some clues 
as to where the money goes: 
the ATM’s on campus, which 
credit card companies table 
here, and which banks Ford-
ham’s paychecks are drawn 
through all offer insight into 
which banks the University 
does business with.  Also, 
since big national banks like 
Chase or Bank of America are 
more experienced larger, more 
substantial accounts, Fordham 
likely uses them for their  nan-
cial services.

A community bank, or com-
munity development  nancial 
institution (CDFI) is a bank-
ing institution that provide 

low-income individuals with 
low-interest loans and other 
banking services that would be 
otherwise inaccessible or dif-
 cult to obtain.  CDFI’s impact 

local communities by allowing 
people in dif cult  nancial situ-
ations to receive funds to buy 
their own homes or to start busi-

nesses, thereby creating 
jobs, increasing property 
values, and contributing 
the overall economic well-
being of a particular area.  

The proposal suggests 
two possible options for 
investment: Amalgamated 
Bank and Bethex Federal 
Credit Union.  Amalgam-
ated Bank builds locations 
and offers services in so-
called “under banked” 
areas (places where few 
or no other banks are eas-

ily accessible), and Bethex was 
last year’s recipient of the Wells 
Fargo NEXT award for “posi-
tive community impact.”  

On March 5th, United Stu-

dent Government voted in sup-
port of the proposal and wrote 
a letter of support that was 
submitted to the University’s 
CFO along with the proposal 
itself.  “If indeed, such an op-
tion proves to be in the interest 
of local communities and the 
University at large, we urge the 
University to strongly consider 
the execution of such invest-
ments,” said the letter, signed 
by USG Executive President 
Sara Kugel.

Though the effects of Ford-
ham’s investing in these banks 
would not be immediately ap-
parent, the goals are not short-
term.  Rather, the movement of 
funds into community banks 
would create what Committee 
Coordinator Brett Vetterlein re-
fers to as “a long-term creation 
of wealth” in the area.

The reallocation 
process will look 
something like this.
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Butting Heads
We Respond to The Ram

So, in case you didn’t no-
tice (don’t worry, it took 

us a while too), The Ram re-
cently released its annual April 
fool’s issue.  As in past years, 
the front page was emblazoned 
with headlines about actually 
plausible things and things that 
have already happened passed 
off as comedy—so, nothing 
new there.  And towards the 
middle was a nifty full-page 
ad promoting a drinking game 
based on our  ne publication.  
It was cute, and we took the 
abundance of hipster jokes in 
stride, stale as they may have 
been. (“The hippest game to 
hit this side of Williamsburg”?  
Come on dudes, it’s all about 
Bushwick now anyway)  A few 
of the talking points were, let’s 
say, “debatable”, but we’re not 
here to make a step-by-step 
comeback to a friendly (?) little 
joke.

Rather, what we thought 
we’d talk about the rest of the 
issue.  While we fully realize 
that it WAS and April fool’s 
issue and isn’t to be taken se-
riously, there were still quite 
a few, well, issues with the is-
sue.  Sure, it was mostly light-
hearted goofy stuff, but a size-
able portion of the pieces was 
plagued by some rather unset-
tling undertones.  Maybe our 
constant liberal indoctrination 
and lefty mentality has turned 
us into overly sensitive politi-
cally correct d-bags, or maybe 
we’re just a little crabby.  Or, 
maybe we’re not nuts and 
there’s something to all this.  
Let’s see.

Take the page 14 review of 
Kennedy Fried Chicken, for 
instance.  Funny because: food 
reviews are normally reserved 
for the purpose of telling peo-
ple about extraordinary or par-
ticularly delicious food.  Ken-
nedy Fried Chicken is cheap, 
greasy and rather sub-par, so 
why would any self-respecting 
publication dedicate an article 
space to reviewing it?  Com-
edy!  But, there’s a bit more 
going on here.  The article ad-
dresses the establishment as if 
it were some sort of foreign en-
tity that any Fordham student 
would be absolutely insane to 
go near, let alone eat at.    No, 
we’re too good for that (despite 
the wealth of caf and Sodexo 
jokes made throughout the is-
sue); we’d better leave stuff 
like that to those who live here 
year round, like the “ethnically 
friendly” cashier the author 
mentions.  

Then there’s the glaring 

headline on page 4: “NYPD 
Arrests African-American/
Hispanic Mugger”. Now, since 
The Ram has taken issue with 
us calling them racist, we’ll 
let you draw your own con-
clusions about that one. (Dis-
claimer: to avoid accusations 
of taking the headline out of 
context, we recommend you 
read said article before draw-
ing conclusions.)

What both of these arti-
cles seem to underscore is the 
sharp division so often drawn 
between Fordham and the sur-
rounding Bronx.  Inside the 
gates is “Fordham”, both the 
physical space and the idea 
behind it, and outside is “The 
Bronx”.  Never mind that we’re 
inside what we think of as the 
outside Bronx—Fordham is 
Fordham and the two are not 
to intermingle.  At the risk of 
being redundant, we again 
do realize that this past issue 
was indeed the April fool’s is-
sue.  However, the fact that this 
mindset is an object of humor 
is indicative of just how deeply 
ingrained it is in our commu-
nity.  

Now, we at the paper are 
certainly not opponents of crass 
humor.  Hell, take a look at the 
cover.  But, to be terribly hon-
est, when we target something 
for ridicule, we like to make 
sure that they (at least to some 
extent) have it coming to them.  
Whether it’s Karl Rove, Ford-
ham or, even sometimes, our 
buddies down at The Ram, we 
try our hardest to ensure that 
our humor either has a purpose 
or is completely off the wall.  
Humor can draw attention to 
something important and make 
information on an issue more 
easily digestible, but it can also 
make things seem acceptable 
when they clearly are not.  The 
“JK LOL” excuse can only go 
so far if the principles that the 
joke is based on are pernicious 
and harmful in nature, and if a 
joke perpetuates a harmful idea 
by making light of it then it 
should be recognized as such.

So with that in mind, take 
a look at what exactly it is 
you’re laughing at next time 
you’re laughing at something.  
You might learn a thing or two.  
And, if that thing is “the paper 
are indeed a bunch of sensitive 
polemicist asses”, well hey; 
even that’s something, isn’t it? 

by Guillermo Garrido-
Lestache
STAFF NOT AN IDIOT

You pay over $2000 for a 
meal plan in a cafeteria that 
has a monopoly. This is in fact 
a forced monopoly if you live 
on campus, as if it were the So-
viet Union. You pay that money 
for food that is inedible in most 
cases, tasteless, odorless, and 
occasionally weirdly colored. 
Did you know that if you have 
the carte blanche, assuming 
that you eat at the caf 3 times a 
day for every day of the semes-
ter (and that’s a huge stretch), 
you’re paying $8 for each meal? 
But that’s all  ne because we’re 
young and nutrition isn’t impor-
tant, or at least we don’t care 
about it. How can you concen-
trate to study, or do physical ex-
ercise, or have energy for a long 
college-style night out eating 
like this? Why are 
we eating like crim-
inals at minimum 
security prisons? 
Aren’t we supposed 
to be fortunate for 
being here, and not 
there?

ARE YOU IDI-
OTS?

You submit to 
another monopoly, 
one that affects your 
education directly 
as it is the source 
for the quintessen-
tial knowledge you 
are supposed to 
learn here: that of 
the bookstore. In it, 
you may not  nd the 
book you have been 
told to purchase for 
a class or  nd it in 
a different edition – 
something you real-
ize the importance 
of when your professor refers 
to passages of the text and you 
struggle to  nd them because 
the page numbers are different 
or those sections have been re-
moved or changed. If you order 
a book they don’t have, you may 
have to wait weeks for it when 
you need it from the start. And 
this is caused by an intentional 
decision on behalf of the book-
store to order less books than 
requested. In addition, when 
you return your books, the price 
you receive for them is ridicu-
lously low (in comparison to 
selling them online) no matter 
how good the state of the books 
is. Sure, we can always buy and 
sell the books through Amazon 
or eBay, but isn’t the bookstore 
there precisely so that we don’t 
have to do that? No wonder the 
English department has boycot-
ted it. But why is it the faculty 
that rebel, and not the students? 
Am I wrong here, or am I on 
to something? Why do we all 

know this, discuss it, criticize it, 
and yet do nothing?

ARE YOU IDIOTS?
You are subjected to a com-

plex system of discipline on a 
daily basis that invades your 
lives way beyond normal uni-
versity concerns. It uses immor-
al (and, I’m pretty sure, illegal) 
methods for surveillance around 
campus and in your dorms. If 
you’re unlucky to live in the 
wrong buildings (in theory, this 
applies to all buildings), there’s 
these people who can get into 
your rooms whenever they like, 
search through your stuff, and 
take it. Is it the Gestapo in Ber-
lin, 1936? Nope. It’s the RAs in 
New York 2011, a place and time 
that purports to be freer than 
any other. The structure (spe-
ci cally, the absurd and biased 
procedure getting caught with 
alcohol or other substances) of 
punishment could not be more 

hypocritical. What about the 
guest policy? Under the excuse 
of being in a dangerous neigh-
borhood, Fordham has found a 
justi cation to violate our free-
doms of association and intima-
cy. Instead of confronting this 
directly, you  nd ways around 
it: sneaking people in or having 
others sign for them. You think 
of the best way to service your 
interests ‘here and now’ but not 
in a planned, general way. Also 
mentionable here is the hypocri-
sy of the Alcohol Amnesty Pol-
icy: if you’re extremely drunk, 
it’s ok. If not, you’re screwed; 
or, if your friend is extremely 
drunk but you’re not, you’re 
screwed (speaking from actual 
experiences here). Thanks to it, 
‘drink responsibly’ now means 
‘go get hammered’.

ARE YOU IDIOTS?
You spend four years at this 

place where you’re supposed to 
be having the best time of your 
life. You make a huge economic 

effort to be here, perhaps getting 
into huge debt that will hunt you 
like a ghost throughout your 
twenties. You will come out of 
here to an ever more competi-
tive economy, on that is cur-
rently undergoing an important 
depression. While you’re here, 
you engage in all sorts of cam-
pus activities: intramural sports, 
artistic events, conferences. But 
somehow you don’t  nd the 
time or the energy to revolt, to 
 ght for your rights, even if it’s 
at a university level (and gen-
eral social changes are uncon-
ceivable). You are the  rst gen-
eration of college students for 
over a century that hasn’t tried 
to change society, to move it to-
wards some goal, some idea of 
how things should be. You are 
apathetic towards your present 
(and future) and  have no belief 
in how it should be (and if you 
do, you content yourself with 

the thought that there’s 
nothing to do about it). 
You naively believe in 
the power of technol-
ogy to change society, 
and this has sterilized 
you. You’re not able or 
willing to change the 
status quo. You talk 
about how the Internet 
has changed everything, 
but you ignore whether 
the form has changed 
and not the content; 
you couldn’t think that 
sometimes a different 
medium keeps perpe-
trating and propagating 
the same message. You 
are so pathetic that you 
sit there, bored, check-
ing the latest Facebook 
update every 2 minutes, 
wondering about what 
bar to go out tonight, 
and even though you 
care about these serious 

things, you’re not moved to do 
anything about them.

ARE YOU IDIOTS?
For every word you say 

there’s one less thing you do. 
For every shot or beer you 
drink, there’s one less issue you 
assess. For every book you buy, 
for every meal you take, for ev-
ery guest you sign up, there’s 
one less act of rebellion, one 
less inspired thought, one less 
source of autonomy. For every 
ironic/symbolic laugh you take 
at this article, there’s one less 
part of you left for your will, 
for your consciousness and con-
science, for yourself.

ARE YOU IDIOTS?
If most people’s answer is 

yes, then there’s some hope 
for Fordham students to revolt 
against the things that are im-
posed on them and impede their 
self-realization.

If most people’s answer is 
no, then we’re screwed.

And God looked at everything he 
had made and said, “You guys are 
laaaame. Fuck this noise.”
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by Lauren Duca 
EXECUTIVE 
CO-EDITOR

Lately, I feel totally lost. I 
wake up worrying I won’t get 
any of the internships I’ve ap-
plied for. I’m terri ed I’ll end 
up spending another summer 
wearing a red Speedo and bab-
ysitting a giant puddle. With  
little I can do to bolster my 
resume before the rapidly ap-
proaching deadlines, my effort 
has been wholly concentrated 
on crafting meticulous cover 
letters. I’ve found that writ-
ing about being a good writer 
is stigmatized by a fantastic 
amount of pressure. Coming 
home after a few drinks one 
night, I sat down to write letters 
to all my dream internships, 
I woke up to a paragraph that 
started with “I’ve always want-
ed to be Carrie Bradshaw” and 
ended with a gratuitous hand 
job reference. For a moment, 
I thought maybe the various 
internship coordinators would 
 nd it humorous, perhaps think 
I was “unique,” but on second 
thought, realized “insane” was 
more likely. A poorly written 
letter about loving to write and 
being good at writing would re-
ally just be tragic. To Whom It 
May Concern, A fun thing, to 
me, writing is. Love, Lauren 

If this summer doesn’t work 
out, I suppose my life won’t 
end. But more than anything 
I’m worried about the ever 
closer “real world.” I’ve de-
cided to pair my English major 
with a philosophy minor, with 
the intent of further solidify-
ing my position as a barrista 
at Starbucks. I’m not nearly 
smooth enough to rob a bank, 
and I don’t like wearing Juicy 
sweat suits enough to have 
any hope of procuring a sugar 
daddy, so I’m going to have to 
 nd some legitimate way to be 
 nancially independent. That’s 
what scares me. I know I want 
to write, but that’s not just my 
career goal…I’m pretty sure I 
have no other valuable skills. 
For one thing, I’m technologi-
cally challenged. I hate when 
people say that, but I’m about 
as savvy as your grandma when 
it comes to the computer. The 
other day I pulled the color ink 
cartridge out of my printer, be-
cause I needed my Excel graph 
to be in black and white. Math 
gets fuzzy for me once I hit 
fractions, and I’m pretty sure 
the only thing you can do with 

a pervasive knowledge of philo-
sophical theories is, well, teach 
philosophical theories. It’s re-
ally just been a long time since 
I’ve even considered anything 
else. In  rst grade, I wanted 
to be a unicorn, and in second 
grade, I wanted to be queen of 
the world; by third grade my 
mind was made up, yet only 
now is it hitting me just how dif-
 cult that is going to be. 

At the same time, 
I’m having daily crises 
about ending up alone. 
I took a family psych 
class that identi ed your 
parents and siblings as 
your “family of origin” 
– a term which connotes 
the terri cally horrifying 
idea that the second you 
leave home you don’t 
have a family of your 
own. Basically, for some 
weird portion of time in 
our early twenties, our 
friends are our families. 
I can see a select few 
friends journeying with 
me into the real world, 
and for them, I wouldn’t 
trade all the alcohol and 
yoga pants in the world. 
But they are de nitely 
the minority of the peo-
ple with whom I spend 
my time. Frankly, most of the 
people I’ve met here are just sort 
of disappointing. No one has 
any goddamn passion. Drinking 
(unfortunately) doesn’t qualify. 
I just think there’s a lot more to 
life than waiting for the week-
end. How many times a day do 
you hear people complaining 
about class? Okay, I hate a few 
of my (required) classes, and 
once I skipped Old Testament 
so I could watch my favorite 
episode of Always Sunny in 
bed, but what about the classes 
we want to take? You’re here 
to learn, to grow, to de ne per-
spectives and opinions, not to 
wait for the weekend. You can 
do that for a lot less that  fty 
grand a year. Don’t get me 
wrong, I love Friday and Sat-
urday as much as the next col-
legiate alcoholic…sometimes 
too much. Seriously, where is 
my camera and why is a there a 
salt shaker in my purse?? But, I 
also love going to my classes - 
the ones I’ve chosen, at least. I 
guess I’m a nerd, and I can’t ex-
pect the same kind of academic 
enthusiasm from the entire stu-

dent body, but what about hav-
ing interests other than beer 
pong, huh? Care about some-
thing legitimate, you passion-
less fuck. It doesn’t matter what 
your drive is, just have one. 
Now, I’m not claiming that ev-
eryone who is not my friend is 
an insipid blob with a deterio-
rating liver. In fact, there is an 
equally frustrating opposite; be-
hold The Pretentious Douche-

bag. Here, we have the person 
who constantly lists every shred 
of cultural literacy they’ve ever 
obtained, providing you with 
their resume of self-promoting 
bullshit, stopping now and again 
to be intentionally condescend-
ing. These are the people that 
ask you whether you’re refer-
ring to “the book or the movie” 
and make an effort to actively 
scoff at anything mainstream, as 
though it were invaluable purely 
because it is so accessible. They 
raise their hands in class, and 
ask unnecessary questions and 
provide unnecessary examples 
simply because they want ev-
eryone to know that they know 
what they know. 

Maybe my standards are too 
high, or maybe I’m just going 
through some sort of mid-tran-
sition-to-adult-hood life crisis. 
In either case, I feel trapped in 
the Fordham microcosm, and 
I’ve chosen to deal with it all by 
entirely abandoning my obliga-
tions and wandering into Manat-
tan on “adventures.” I started 
small, searching out places to 
do my work in the Lower East 

Side. I spent one afternoon 
studying in Cake Shop, and an-
other reading in Café Pick Me 
Up. After my work, I’d order a 
glass of merlot and write, feel-
ing fantastically sophisticated 
until it dawned on me that I’d 
made a small ram-van-to-sub-
way voyage to get there, while 
most of the people around me 
had probably walked less than 
 ve blocks. I tried my best to 

seem at home, and 
made small talk 
with some charac-
ters I’d de nitely 
never have met in 
the Bronx. A few 
times, I enlisted 
people to join me. 
One night, I met 
up with a friend 
and wandered to a 
cheesy but charm-
ing Mexican place 
decorated with 
goofy, Nacho Li-
bre-esque masks, 
old wrestling  lms 
cast silently on the 
wall. Another night, 
we got happy hour 
drinks at a speak-
easy style bar; 
twenty-foot wooden 
doors with dragon 
shaped handles led 

us to  oor-length black curtains 
that parted to expose a chande-
lier-lit lounge  lled with black 
leather and the undertones of a 
Kubrick  lm. 

Living in the Tristate area 
my entire life, I knew that New 
York had a lot to offer, but my 
experiences had always been 
like the slightly more pervasive 
experience of a well-prepared 
tourist. Everything left me 
wanting more.I suppose it was 
that restlessness that drove me 
to wander to Dr. Sketchy’s. An 
“anti-artschool” hosted by the 
Bowery Poetry, Dr. Sketchy’s 
promised an afternoon of booze, 
cupcakes and an afternoon spent 
sketching burlesque queens. As 
tribute to Cynthia Von Buhler, 
the poses were derived from her 
painting Show & Tell. Cynthia 
was there in person, and Molly 
Crabapple, the beautiful, Elvira-
esque founder of Dr. Sketchy’s 
introduced her, saying “If I 
hadn’t been paid a lot of money 
to take my clothes off at one of 
Cynthia’s absinthe parties, we 
would not be here right now.” 
Cynthia took the microphone, 

and thanked us for being there. 
She was wearing cockroaches 
like jewelry; the host explained 
they were refrigerated into lit-
tle cockroach comas, but they 
could wake up at any time. One 
of them was attached to her 
face. I cringed. Too embarrassed 
to ask for prices, I ordered the 
drink special – a tequila sunset. 
I took a sip and started sketch-
ing, but, shamelessly peering at 
the pads around me, I saw that 
nearly everyone else at the bar 
was effortlessly rendering ex-
act representations of the mod-
els up on stage. Frustrated, I 
walked to the bathroom. I was 
washing my hands when Cyn-
thia walked out of a stall. She 
looked me up and down and 
asked, “Have you ever consid-
ered nude modeling?” I pictured 
myself at what I’d earlier imag-
ined an “absinthe party” to be: 
there were  uorescent green 
drinks in martini glasses, fum-
ing cold fog, Molly Crabapple, 
modeling in her pristine, ruben-
esque glory. Trying not to stare 
at her “accessories,” I avoided 
eye contact and fumbled for a 
response. She took a step closer, 
and opened the top button of my 
shirt. “You’d be great,” she said. 
Then someone called her name 
over the microphone, and she 
left, telling me to  nd her later.
      I’d imagine it doesn’t seem 
like cockroaches and nakedness 
have an awful lot to do with 
 nding myself. No, I didn’t 
change my mind entirely and 
decide nude modeling is my true 
calling. I’m still terri ed of not 
getting an internship or a job, 
of ending up living alone with 
nothing but a “family of origin” 
to my name. And while drinking 
merlot in Café Pick Me Up and 
discussing nude modeling with 
Cynthia Von Buhler have done 
nothing to legitimately quell the 
uncertainty of my future, some-
how I feel like it’s going to be 
okay. I think this whole article 
makes more sense, if you read 
it while listening to the Garden 
State soundtrack, or really any 
song that makes forlorn con-
fusion seem endearing. But, I 
suppose the point I’m trying to 
make is: as lost and confused 
as I am, I’m lucky to be able to 
conduct my search for self in a 
city where it’s almost impossi-
ble to run out places I can  nd it.  

“Oh, get a job? 
Just get a job? 
Why don’t I strap on my 
job helmet and squeeze 
down into a job cannon 
and  re off into job land 
where jobs grow on little 
jobbies?!?”



april 6, 2011 the paper page 11

by Sean Frey
STAFF WAL-FART

A decade ago, one hundred 
female employees from more 
than 3,400 stores across Amer-
ica  led suit against the world’s 
largest retailer. They were seek-
ing compensation for lost wages 
and promotional bene ts on the 
grounds that they were system-
atically discriminated against 
by the company, Wal-Mart, on 
the basis of their gender. 

Eleven months ago, the low-
er appellate courts gave them the 
go-ahead to proceed as a class-
action lawsuit, which means 
that the plaintiffs in Dukes v. 
Wal-Mart would essentially be 
representing the entire group of 
female employees from 1998 to 
the present day, amounting to 
somewhere around 1.6 million 
people. This would have eas-
ily been the largest class-action 
lawsuit in United States history, 
with a payout potentially in the 
upper tens of billions of dollars. 
However, Wal-Mart took its ap-
peal to the highest heights when 
it asked the Supreme Court to 
play a role on the case.

The SCOTUS just started 
hearing arguments on Tuesday, 
so there won’t be an of cial de-
cision for quite some time, but 
right now, the outcome is being 
overshadowed by the arguments 
surrounding it. I’ll try my best 
to go over the major points and 
simplify the case, since there 

really isn’t much room for any-
thing else, and because this is a 
very complex issue.

First of all, let’s be clear 
about the role that the Supreme 
Court is playing at this point 
in time: they are not ruling on 
whether there was discrimina-
tion, but whether the lawsuit 

can proceed as a class-action 
lawsuit. If they decide that it 
can, then that means the plain-
tiffs would be, as mentioned 
above, virtually every female 
employee who worked at Wal-
Mart for the past 13 years; the 
nature of a class-action lawsuit 
is that instead of  ghting against 
individual people, the plaintiffs 
are taking a corporation or other 

large organization to court. If 
they decide that it cannot, then 
the plaintiffs would be forced to 
seek legal recourse against the 
individual people at the hands 
of whom they believe they suf-
fered discrimination. 

Second, let’s talk a little bit 
about the history of the case. 

In the beginning, 
a former cashier 
named Betty Dukes 
 led suit against 
Wal-Mart claiming 
that she was denied 
advancement de-
spite almost unani-
mously sound per-
formance reviews. 
Since then, more 
than 100 women 
have submitted 
sworn testimony 
in support of this 
claim, including 
one who said that 
a manager told her 
that if she wanted 
to climb up Wal-
Mart’s corporate 
ladder, she would 

need to “blow the cobwebs off 
[her] makeup and doll up.” In 
Wal-Mart’s defense, however, 
they did/do not have any poli-
cies in place that expressly en-
courage or condone workplace 
discrimination. In fact, one of 
their main arguments is that 
their policy is to give autonomy 
to the stores on this issue (that 
is, to provide them with general 

guidelines and business poli-
cies, but to allow branches to 
resolve disputes on their own) 
means that the lawsuit can’t 
possibly be allowed to be con-
sidered class-action insofar 
as Wal-Mart as a corporation 
is not responsible for the ac-
tions of what they term “rogue 
managers.” However, this cuts 
both ways: the plaintiffs argue 
that failing to expressly pre-
vent workplace discrimination 
makes them complicit with the 
discrimination that does occur . 
This policy of branch autonomy 
is what allows the “rogue man-
agers” to practice gender-based 
discrimination.

Finally, let’s talk about 
what’s at stake. On the most ba-
sic level, the fate of the lawsuit 
rests in the hands of the Supreme 
Court, because if it rules against 
class-action status, then indi-
vidual women would be forced 
to seek legal recourse on their 
own. Eventually, some civil cas-
es would get settled, and noth-
ing would really change: Wal-
Mart would still give regional 
autonomy to their stores and the 
precedent would be set against 
class-action lawsuits in the fu-
ture. However, on a deeper (and 
I believe, more important) level, 
the fate of the methodology be-
hind this speci c lawsuit could 
set an even larger precedent. 
The argument of the plaintiffs 
in support of class-action status 
rests on an appeal to Due Pro-

cess vis-à-vis socio-statistical 
research; that is, proving their 
case requires the use of statistics 
on workplace discrimination 
speci c to Wal-Mart. But as we 
all learned in high school stats, 
these measures are only about 
tendency, and cannot be used 
to say anything reliable about 
individual cases (the “rogue 
managers” identi ed by Wal-
Mart). But then again, the TSA 
and your local 5-0 don’t seem to 
have a problem with using the 
“all Muslims are terrorists” and 
“all black people are criminals” 
logic, respectively, so Wal-Mart 
is obviously just being pissy.

In all seriousness, though, 
this is a landmark case before 
the Supreme Court, one that 
could break records and set new 
precedents for resolving long-
standing issues of workplace 
gender-based discrimination. 
Wal-Mart’s ‘hands-off’ policy 
with regards to individual stores 
has legitimized systemic ineq-
uity, and they must be held re-
sponsible for the implications of 
this procedure. It is supremely 
ironic that, by distancing them-
selves from the actions of the 
branches in an attempt to re-
move themselves from respon-
sibility concerning maltreat-
ment lawsuits, they may have 
embroiled themselves even 
more deeply in a losing con ict. 
Working women of the world: 
unite!

 

by Chris Gramuglia
STAFF PAPA BEAR

  
Living at Rose Hill certainly 

has its bene ts. You can wake 
up ten minutes before class 
and still make it on time, get 
teenage-girl drunk anytime you 
want without having to worry 
about driving home, and be part 
of a real community--that is, a 
rarely sober, substance-abusing 
community that is really only 
studious twice a semester and 
almost never bothers to ask, 
what would our parents think of 
us? Fordham’s residence halls 
are bastions of sex, drugs and 
not so much rock and roll, but 
whatever shitty electro-jam that 
douche down the hall decides to 
blast through his stereo while 
you try to sleep. And despite 
occasionally encountering this 
Af iction t-shirt wearing train-
wreck, residency is a wonderful 
convenience for someone look-
ing to get the most out of being 
in college--an essential element 
for a memorable experience.

Though, there is one part 
of student life that has recently 
been the source of some dis-
sent. It isn’t the highly-evolved 
cockroaches, continually clog-
ging toilets, or the fact that Fin-
lay was once  lled with human 
butchering-tables (sleep tight!); 
it’s something that has gone on 
for some time and has proven 
more detrimental to overall 

well-being than erectile dys-
function. I’ll just get right to it: 
the beds at this school are too 
damn small. 

The dollhouse-sized frames 
and mattresses we come to  nd 
upon moving in are in fact so 
tiny, that I’ve heard numerous 
reports of students unconscious-
ly tumbling overboard--some 
incurring serious injuries--while 
trying to get some shuteye. Nev-
er mind that issue though; the 
real problem with our sardine-
can sleeping arrangements is 
that they have rendered any 
attempt at sex tedious, fum-
bling and entirely unful lling. 
Trying to get busy in a Ford-
ham bed is about as relaxing 
as having Betty White or Gary 
Busey (whichever you prefer) 
perform a sensual, choreo-
graphed striptease to Had-
daway’s What Is Love while 
you try and  nish the writing 
section of the SAT’s--it’s con-
fusing, awkward and, for all in-
tents and purposes, a futile en-
deavor. Barry McCockinner, a 
junior from O’Hare who claims 
to major in getting that nut, la-
mented, “It totally sucks, bro. 
Whenever I’m trying to ‘get it 
in’ after a sweaty, trashy night at 
Howl I always wind up sliding 
off the bunk. And I can never 
change positions. It’s always 
just missionary, cowgirl, mis-
sionary, cowgirl… It’s so frus-
trating, especially for a stud like 

me.” McCockinner isn’t alone 
either. Fellow junior Eileen Do-
ver from Campbell Hall who 
majors in maxing out her dad’s 
credit card explained, “My 
knees and elbows always smack 
up against the wall because they 
hang off the side of those stupid 
beds when I‘m tryna’ smush. 
Doesn’t Reslife care that I get, 
like, bruises!?” 

 Recently I met with Dr. Vi-

jay M. Palar (PAY-ler) of the 
American Coalition of Kama 
Sutra about this travesty and 
he seemed genuinely troubled. 
“Hearing this makes me very 
sad,” Palar said. “That the stu-
dents of Fordham cannot ex-
plore and know the Kama Su-
tra because of the poor living 
arrangements is a grave injus-
tice and a dire infringement on 
self-expression. It pains me to 
know that students will not get 
to experience positions like the 
Fertile Lotus, The Gentle Jack-
hammer or the ever-popular 

Beam Me Up Slutty.” Profes-
sor Mike Hawk, senior advi-
sor to the National Doggystyle 
Institute in Boston echoed Dr. 
Palar’s sentiments, remarking, 
“We’ve found that small, unsta-
ble bedding is entirely insuf -
cient when trying to adequately 
perform the doggystyle position 
or any variation thereof. Also, 
it can often result in serious in-
jury, disappointment, general 

frustration and lastly, very, 
very blue balls. Seriously, 
I‘m talking, like, uber 
blue--like my-girlfriend-
is-a-Mormon blue.” 

After speaking with 
both of these leading 
minds in the  eld, I de-
vised a proposal of my 
own. It may seem egre-
gious at  rst, but I see no 
other way to deal with this 
seemingly irremediable 

problem. I am suggesting, ef-
fective immediately, that each 
Fordham student be issued a 
California King. 

For those who may not be 
familiar with this beast of the 
bunks, it sits seventy-two inch-
es wide and eighty-four inches 
long; basically, it’s the biggest 
son of a bed tuition money can 
buy. I’ve done the math and tak-
en measurements and, provided 
students do some reorganiz-
ing, spacing within individual 
rooms shouldn’t be a problem. 
This will, without a doubt, make 

things easier for students wish-
ing to copulate freely without 
plummeting to the ground or 
feeling cramped during an after-
sex coma and/or bashful cuddle 
session. “I think the California 
King idea is great,” said Colo-
nel Angus from the ROTC of-
 ce. “The kids need more room 
to take each other by force, so 
to speak. All of my cadets are 
walking around with, uh, loaded 
M16’s, and it really gets in the 
way of what we‘ve gotta get 
done around here. It wouldn’t 
hurt for them to pop off a few 
extra rounds, G’ dammit.” 

 For anyone interested 
in being a part of this move-
ment, a clothing-optional bud-
geting meeting in the print shop 
– located the AIOSA Club Suite 
– will take place the next time 
The Ram’s editorial staff  nds 
itself uncomfortably busy with 
production, needs a birds and 
the bees talk, or just wants help 
being funny. Whipped cream, 
oysters, chocolate-covered 
strawberries and champagne 
will be served while we dis-
cuss how much the project will 
cost and draft a petition to be 
brought before the administra-
tion. I am con dent that with 
enough support, our swooning, 
moaning voices will be heard, 
and everyone will eventually 
get theirs.   

 

No Cali King Bed? 
Sucks to be you, 
nerd.

Always lower 
standards. 
Always.
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by Joe McCarthy
STAFF EMERGENCY COLUMNIST

I have really messed up dreams—think David Lynch  lm with a 
score by Raf .  Really screwed up.   Last night, for instance, I was 
holding my friend Max’s eyeballs and carrying him home from the 
hellish war-torn landscape we’d ended up in.  He also didn’t have 
feet.  All the time I dream about the apocalypse.  And don’t lis-
ten to anyone who says you always wake up before you die, that’s 
bullshit.  If I had a nickel for every time I die in a dream, I could 
probably buy a Tempur-pedic bed and hire a shrink to do illegal 
experiments on my spine.    

 If dreams are the recycled rinds of our daily thoughts and 
worries and dreams, then why am I having erotic dreams about 
horses?  It just doesn’t make sense.  Did Peter Shaffer’s (Equus) 
and my brain get mixed up in some fucked up laboratory?  Whence 
these horses?    

 The tableau: I’m running for my life in the Great Plains 
or somewhere like that and getting shot at from every angle, and I 
might be with a friend or family member, but in any case, in grave 
danger and about to get my balls shot off; and out of nowhere gal-
lops in this sultry, tan steed, his leg muscles rippling and swaying 
with every perfect gesture, his deep and wet marbles of eyes beck-
oning me to safety.  I hop on effortlessly and we ride on into the 
spotless western blue.  The rest of the dream is me getting attached 
to and falling in love with the horse.

  The  ve or so dream minutes I get with this horse each 
time lasts an eternity, but it is never enough.  I’ve gotten to know 
him better than any human being I’ve ever met.  He’s bench press, 
I’m French Press.  He’s Starsky and I’m Hutch.  He’s J-lo and I’m 
Ben Af eck in that music video where he’s rubbing her bum.  

 Where did this come from?  I’m too embarrassed to talk to 
my friends or girlfriend about it, but it saturates my every thought 
and desire to the point that I’m going to burst if I don’t tell the 
world.  Horsey!  Horse-man!  I want you!  I need you deep inside 
me.  It’s weird but I’ve been getting this urge to just squeal the lyr-
ics to Donna Summer’s “Deep Down Inside”...

 Down deep inside, there’s a place in me I’m yearning to ex-
plore.  Look in my eyes and remember wine, the music and amour.  
The days grow stronger and longer with every glance.  It’s what a 
stare and the dance were to  nd romance while dancers dance so 
close.  Deep inside to our dream of dreams, our theme of themes—
romance—yes I’m falling, watch me falling.  Something warm is 
turning inside of me.  Something warm is burning inside of me.”

Something warm is turning inside me.  I never want to wake up.  
I’ve fallen head over hooves for a horse!  

Falling for a horse, now that’s so Joe!

by Guillermo Garrido-
Lestache
STAFF CAN YOU HEAR 
ME NOW 

You’re a guy in a bar. Or 
anywhere, really. You may be 
in class, or in your dorm. You 
could be on the street, or in a 
shop, or maybe in Central Park. 
There’s a girl (and there’s al-
ways a girl). You notice her, 
there’s something about her that 
makes you glare. Perhaps it’s 
her aura, or maybe it’s just her 
boobs. Whatever the case, she 
looks at you and realizes you’re 
staring at her. The million dol-
lar question: what does she do 
next?

This text is an attempt at 
expressing my distress with the 
answer, one I have con rmed 
over and over again in all sorts 
of circumstances. The  rst thing 
any girl does 
after she real-
izes a guy is 
staring at her is 
get hold of her 
cell phone. She 
looks at it with 
the reciprocal 
intensity with 
which the guy 
was looking at 
her.

She  ddles 
with it and at 
some point 
looks up again 
in the guy’s 
direction. If 
he’s not there 
anymore, she’ll 
look for him. 
You might not 
get beyond 
the staring or 
say a word to 
each other. You 
might end up 
together that night, or even in a 
relationship. One you might ac-
tually be in a relationship (and 
be faithful). All this happens. 
And now, we reach the double 
or nothing question: Why do 
these perplexing yet wonderful 
creatures we call women act in 
this manner?

I discussed this question 
with three German friends who 
came to New York one week-
end: Karl, Sigmund, and Fried-
rich. In our discussion, which 
took place as the sun rose and 
after a long Saturday night 
of heavy drinking (except for 
Friedrich, who considers in-
ebriation a sign of weakness 
and decadence), each devised 
a theory. Karl claimed that “the 
girl is making a socioeconomic 
statement; the product symbol-
izes her wealth, she is trying to 
set a standard for the guy, show-
ing him that he is probably not 
good enough.” “Well, Karl,” 
I said, “I don’t think that’s the 
case, really”.

Then, Sigmund joined: 
“What the girl wants is to repro-

duce her relationship with her 
father. Karl has it totally wrong. 
She is not displaying social 
pride but mental insecurities. 
The situation creates unease, 
so she goes to something that 
distracts her from reality and 
the fear of failure. In technical 
terms, she’s avenging her penis 
envy by creating castration anx-
iety in the guy.” Actually, that 
makes some sense, yet I replied 
“Is it the full story? Isn’t there 
something particular about the 
phone? Why doesn’t she just ig-
nore you?” 

 Upon hearing this, Friedrich 
shook his head, looking at us in 
despise. “The girl is exerting 
her will to power! Don’t you see 
that everything a woman does 
in relation to a man is to in ict 
pain? Instead of af rming your-
self, you go and discuss it with 
your friends. You intellectual-

ize, you idealize.” No wonder 
Friedrich has no friends back 
in Germany. “Ok, maybe I’ve 
been too harsh. But that’s wom-
en: they make the highs higher 
and the lows more frequent” he 
added, with his characteristic 
combination of  rmness in form 
and melancholy in content.

When they check their 
phones because they notice 
you’re staring at them, those 
are cases of making the lows 
more frequent. Seriously. It is 
distressing and sometimes just 
depressing. It displays neither 
encouragement nor rejection. 
I often wonder what girls are 
thinking when they do this. The 
girl might be showing that she 
isn’t interested, but it can also 
be a consequence of being inter-
ested. Or it’s pure indifference.

Thus, we are left to interpret 
signs. This is what I discussed 
with my three French friends, 
Claude, Michel and Jean-
Paul, the following weekend. 
Claude mentioned something I 
wouldn’t have realized without 
him: “When someone does or 

uses something, it is in relation 
to a system symbols. So, what 
does the cell phone represent for 
the girl?”

This shift from what the girl 
means by her actions to what 
her actions mean to her is very 
revealing. “Cell phones are a 
means of communication, so I 
guess the girl is showing that 
she is sociable, with many peo-
ple to talk to.” Valid point. “But 
Claude, aren’t you reading too 
much into it? What if she is re-
ally just checking for texts?”

 At that moment Michel took 
the last sip of cognac left in his 
glass. As he re lled it, he said 
“There’s really no point in  nd-
ing the meaning of a cell phone. 
All you can really know is the 
relation of power. When star-
ing at a girl, a guy cause her to 
behave according to her identity 
– a heterosexual, urban, sane 

female student. Us-
ing her cell phone 
is an action of this 
form.” 

“You must re-
alize that you’re 
acting according 
to a system of ac-
customed rela-
tions. Thus, you 
can break the rules 
and not stare at the 
girl, or do more 
than stare at her. 
And she should 
avoid the phone, 
either ignoring you 
or going further”. 
That seemed fai r 
to me but I won-
dered if Jean-Paul 
had anything to 
add (though he was 
pretty stoned by 
now). “Not much 
really. What’s the 
point, anyway? 

What’s happening to you at the 
moment seems important, but 
with perspective it’s really not. 
Whether you never see each 
other again or you actually meet 
and have a relationship, the fact 
about the cell phone is insigni -
cant.” De nitely, Jean-Paul’s 
‘inspiration’ helps him think 
profoundly.

However, if it’s insigni -
cant, why do I think about it? 
Why do I write this? Apart from 
the fun of writing these imagi-
nary conversations with Marx, 
Freud, Nietzsche, Levi-Strauss, 
Foucault and Sartre, there is an 
attempt here at making sense 
of these seemingly insigni -
cant events. In reality, all this 
is just a futile effort at rational-
izing what belongs to the pas-
sions. Hence, this would place 
me with my fella Jean-Paul, 
who wrote that “If I became a 
philosopher, if I have so keenly 
sought this fame for which I’m 
still waiting, it’s all been to se-
duce women basically.” Indeed, 
Jean-Paul, indeed.

Girl’s social power? 
Pshh, man I be blowing 
up the bros and the bid-
dies all day, you don’t 
even know man.
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by Mickie Meinhardt
EXECUTIVE EDITOR

Brooklyn Flea Opens New Location
The Brooklyn Flea is a thrifter’s paradise but is also located 

in  inconveniently far Fort Greene, making it a trek not many are 
willing to make on the reg. Thankfully, the vendor collective is 
opening a new outdoor location in Williamsburg on Sundays on 
the East River waterfront and N 6th St, just a few blocks from the 
L and adjacent to one of the greatest places in all of NYC, the East 
River State Park (seriously, best view of Manhattan ever. picnic 
CITY). The market has hundreds of stalls and ranges from vintage 
or handmade clothing and jewelry to organic foodstuffs and  farm-
fresh local foods. For lists of favorite or featured vendors, check 
www.brooklyn ea.com

Snookie Earns More Money Than Toni Morrison
The Jersey Shore has proved itself to be worth more in real cur-

rency, not just cultural currency, than people far above her in age 
and intelligence. Rutgers University paid the ‘star’ (vom) $32,000 
last week to speak to students about things presumably not relat-
ing to how to better one’s academic standing, $2000 less than what 
internationally acclaimed author Toni Morrison is recieving to de-
liver this year’s commencement address. Parents/faculty/students 
with brains were outraged, citing Paloozi as a negative in uence 
on the community; rightly so, considering her gems of wisdom in-
cluded, “When you’re tan, you feel better about yourself,” and she 
closed the Q&A session with, “Study hard, but party harder”. Su-
per. Way to go, New Jersey. 

Why are we here anyway? Let’s turn the library into a giant 
MugZ. Suits can sleep in the reference room.

Run Errands, Get Money
For those strapped for cash (all of us?), there is a relatively 

easy way to earn a few buckaroos without getting a real life job. 
Agentanything.com is site where people can post ‘jobs’ and offer 
a price for anyone willing to complete it for them within a certain 
time period. They range from technologic help to standing in line 
for tickets to buying and delivering pints of Ben&Jerry’s and will 
usually not cost you more than a couple hours and some subway 
fare. Of course, this does imply you’re willing to get up and go do 
something random and unimportant for someone even lazier than 
you, but when you’re broke, it’s impetus enough.

War of the Pharmacies; Loser = You
Did you know that Duane Reade is now owned by Walgreens? 

Yep, that’s right. Back in February the gignormous pharmacy 
bought out NYC’s ‘local’ ‘corner store’ for a little over a billion 
bucks. Why, you may ask, would they do such a thing? Well my 
young friends, this means they now get DOUBLE the pro ts from 
your q-Tips and bars of generic soap! But they get to market them-
selves as competing! So, it’s like, inspiring the good ol’ American 
spirit of competition... but they win either way! Ha, ha, ha, isn’t 
that a swell joke? Nope?

Yeah, no. Nobody else really thinks so either. Better start shop-
ping solely at bodegas? What’s that you say? You do that anyway? 
Well, you’re alright kid. You’re alright.

 

PINNACLE OF HUMAN KNOWLEDGE

www.pauladeenridingthings.com

honestly... that is all you really need to know.

by Alex Gibbons
DEADITOR

Insomnia means, literally, 
“want of sleep,” or, if you were 
to break the word down by its 
Latin roots, -in and -somnus, 
“not sleep.” There is a certain 
repellant quality to the word, es-
pecially when juxtaposed with 
its counterpart “somnolence” 
or “sleepiness.”  “Somnolence” 
kind of rolls off the tongue with 
a comforting sort of grace, like 
a warm blanket or a pair of nice 
comfortable slippers for your 
mouth, whereas “insomnia” 
with that horrible pre x “in” 
sounds like some sort of diag-
nosable mental 
disorder, sounds 
too much like 
“insanity.” 

Not sleeping 
is bullshit. When 
you don’t sleep, 
it’s like you’re 
mounting a mo-
torcycle naked, 
sans helmet, 
and preparing 
to speed down 
a bumpy ramp 
into a dumpster 
full of syringes 
and combat 
shovels. All of 
you kids who 
willingly un-
dergo sleepless 
nights in hopes 
to somehow advance your aca-
demic career, who pop Adderall 
or Dexedrine and grind your 
teeth for  fteen hours on an 
empty stomach…you guys are 
assholes. Bodies don’t come 
with owner’s manuals, but if 
they did the  rst page would 
read in big giant letters, GO TO 
SLEEP, YOU FOOL.

And the kids who pawn their 
hard won Adderall prescriptions 
to make a few extra bucks here 
and there—you’re not helping 
anyone. You’re killing us, kill-
ing us all. You deplete years 
from our lives by feeding us 
those blues and yellows that 
guarantee us all madness as a 
prologue to an impending and 
terrible death.  Woe betides he 
who sells his Adderall; he is 
fodder for the beast.  

Before I continue I should 
admit to being a complete and 
utter hypocrite. Even now, as I 
write this, I can tongue the small 
chips on my back left molars, 
the jagged edges where tooth 
met tooth and slowly wore away 

as a result of a night on speed. 
But this rant isn’t even meant 
to be a rally against amphet-
amine consumption. I am re-
sentful, though, because I, on a 
regular basis, undergo hours or 
entire nights or several days of 
sleeplessness not as a result of 
outside stimulation or my own 
discipline. This isn’t a question 
of morals. I’m just really, really 
tired. I just can’t sleep. 

The signs are obvious. A 
person who has gone without 
sleep for even just 24 hours is 
a haggard sight to behold. Their 
skin is waxen and pale, their 
eyes glazed orbs that betray no 
human emotion or understand-

ing. More often than not the 
individual will suffer from cold 
sweats and will  nd themself 
covered in perspiration during 
even the most effortless tasks. 
Hygiene as a concept does not 
register in the mind of an in-
somniac. Disposition-wise they 
are devoid of alacrity, speaking 
only in monosyllables and shuf-
 ing about aimlessly.  

When you can’t sleep your 
days become the plots of Fred-
dy Kruger  lms because, sud-
denly, when the sun is up, you 
can sleep but if you do, you’re 
fucked. Your body compels you 
to sleep. Everywhere but your 
bed suddenly becomes a more 
than reasonable place to cop 
a nod. The library, the train, a 
public cafeteria, all of these be-
come four star Riviera suites. 
But if you do cop a nod and do 
doze off in your ham and eggs 
in the middle of a restaurant, 
you doom yourself to another 
night awake.

People used to believe in 
the concept of a witching hour, 

a time (usually agreed to be 
3am, the antipodal to Christ’s 
death) where supernatural enti-
ties would roam the countryside 
and terrorize pre-enlightened 
man. Taken in context (it’s the 
thirteenth century and there is 
no science anywhere) it’s actu-
ally a pretty believable concept. 
Lying awake at night, waiting 
hours for that mauve wave to 
rise and crest and steal you from 
waking life, does feel as though 
you’re being fucked with. The 
cyclicality of your thoughts 
is curse-like. When you can’t 
sleep, you think about not sleep-
ing. You think about the hours 
of rest you’re missing out on, 

how many hours 
of sleep you could 
possibly squeeze in 
if you were to fall 
asleep at this very 
moment, and, usu-
ally, you ruminate on 
the minimum hours 
of sleep you think 
you can face the next 
day with. This type 
of thought process, 
as you may have 
guessed, is not con-
ducive to sleeping.

When you can’t 
sleep, it’s as if the 
world and the cos-
mos have turned 
against you. Regard-
less of your spiritual 
preferences, a night 

of sleeplessness will make you 
know a god. A mean, awful, ter-
rible crank of a god. At 4 or 5am 
he leans over your bed and stirs 
on whatever ridiculous anxi-
ety is keeping you from falling 
asleep. He created the Earth and 
its people for his own sick en-
tertainment, the Moon to mock 
us as we lie awake and wait for 
the Sun, the Sun as a giant burn-
ing reminder that something 
very important is missing from 
our nights.

I want to sleep. Some nights 
I do, and I sleep until 1 or 2 in 
the afternoon. Other nights I 
don’t, and I won’t for a night 
more. I can only hope that post-
college life will bring order to 
my sleep schedule, that this in-
somnia is some fucked up rite 
of passage some folks have to 
deal with before becoming con-
tributing members of society. 
Until then I’ll probably spend 
a few more nights awake, read-
ing a book I’ll never  nish and 
waiting for the sun to rise and 
the world to start. 
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A Couple of Philosophers Ponti cate in a Bar...

Descartes: Get this—I drink therefore I am drunk!
Kant: Yeah, yeah. You drank too much, man. You probably are just a brain in a vat—of 
whiskey, haha. 
Hume: Who really cares, Immanuel. Let’s have another round, drink like tomorrow won’t 
come! I mean, it might not…
Kant: It’s the principle of the thing, you know that. Plus, look at the time!
Heidegger: Ah, who cares about the time? It’s all about Da-sein, dude—just be!
Descartes: Oh, Heidi, you talk about how we’re “thrown” into life all the time—well I feel 
like I’m going to throw up my life.
Heidegger: It’s called “geworfen sein.”
Kant: Ugh! I told you we should leave—he just geworfed all over your shoes!
Bertrand Russell: Don’t mean to interrupt your girl talk, but where’s Plato tonight anyway?
Husserl: He’s hanging out in his man-cave tonight. Missing quite an experience, I’d say.
Russell: Seriously! This scotch is incredible—talk about Why I Am Not a Teetotaler, ami-
right? Not like Gutei Isshi over here!
Socrates: Yeah, Isshi, how’s your Vitamin Water treating you?
Gutei Isshi: It’s great. How’s having all the biddies ask you why your name is “Soh- 
craytes”?
Saussure: Oh, names are all arbitrary 
-Socrates gives Isshi the  nger anyway-
Gutei Isshi: Don’t test me, dude. You know what I did last time someone raised a  nger at 
me!
Schopenhauer: Look, I’m with you, Isshi. I don’t even know why us two are out here. Let’s 
read Buddhist koans together or something. 
-Gutei Isshi and Schopenhauer leave together mumbling about asceticism-
Nietzche: You are sad excuses for men. Us Übermensch will stay behind ‘til closing time.
Heidegger: Actually, I’m gonna peace out too. Camus keeps texting me and it sounds like 
he’s either about to kill himself or the next guy he sees on a beach.
Kant: Ach Gott! Descartes, Hume, let’s go. Auf Wiedersehen, idiots!
Nietzche: Great, you’re leaving me with Mr. Logic-meister Russell and those Frenchies? 
Those two have boners for signi cation. Whatever, I’ll just speak in broken Germ-english 
until they leave. 
Saussure and Derrida: Actually, we’re leaving now too. Russell, please don’t bring up 
totalitarianism tonight.
-Kant, Descartes, Hume, and Heidegger leave. Saussure and Derrida leave a few minutes af-
ter that. Russell and Nietzche drink heavily and get in an argument about whether or not Be-
yond Good and Evil really is Nazi fan-non ction. Nietzche is too wasted to explain himself.-

-SM

Things To Do When Mom Forgets to Pick You Up From Swim Prac-
tice, ca 1997

-Count the number of tiles covering the locker room’s  oor and ceil-
ing. Compare to the number of barred windows. Draw no conclusions.

-Memorize the lyrics of “I Believe I Can Fly” in reverse order. Be-
come convinced that the con dence the song instills is ephemeral and 
you will never make it to the Olympics.

-Read Baby-Sitters Club book.
-Try to catch a glimpse of an older woman changing out of her swim-

suit. Realize curiosity is a horrible mistake. Begin to fear future.
-Unsuccessfully duck into shower stall when two grade-school foes 

wander into the locker room. Explain that your mother didn’t forget 
you…she’s just running late. Wait, then cry quietly in the stall.

-Hand games.
-MC

Lifetime Movie or GWAR Song
1. A Face To Kill For
2. We Kill Everything
3. Carnival of Chaos
4.A Colder Kind of Death
5.Damnation Under God
6.Lust In Space
7. The Dead Will Tell
8. Tainted Blood
9. Preschool Prostitute
10. I Dream of Murder
11. The Hunt For the Unicorn Killer
12. The Road Behind

-MC

by Sarah Madges, Marisa Caroll, Sam Wadhams
STAFF KNEE SLAPPERS

Q: Who’s got 2 
thumbs and is 
ready for judge-
ment?

A: THIS GUY

Tweaking Out
Look, Scott, we’re sorry to sur-

prise you like this, but we need to 
talk.  We’re all people who love 
and care about you, but we need 
to have an intervention.  It’s about 
your blinking.  You won’t stop oc-
casionally rapidly opening and clos-
ing your eyes.  You do it when you 
wake up, you’re doing it at work, 
and frankly, it has us all worried.  
It’s gotten to the point where your 
brain has compensated for it, that 
you can see an uninterrupted image, 
even when blinking.  Try and stop.  
You can’t, can you?  Your eyes get 
all dry and weird, you do it with-
out even thinking about it.  I know 
you’ve seen me blink, Scott, but this 
is about you.  My blinking is under 
control.  We need to send you to re-
hab.

-SW

by Chloe Rickert
STAFF NOSTRADAMUS

No, these poignant Boyz II 
Men lyrics are not in honor of 
the nearing end of the spring 
semester and our departing se-
niors’ commencement ceremo-
ny. Though the event in ques-
tion does fall on the same day, 
which should inspire a good 
number of Apocalypse-Gradua-
tion Combo Fests. That’s right, 
kids. The world is ending. If 
you’ve been in a subway station 
ever in your life, you may have 
seen these Christian groups with 
their friendly signs warning you 
of your inevitable eternal dam-
nation. It’s always a nice part 
of a train riding experience to 
be reminded that soon you will 
die and pay for your terrible 
sins. However, recently these 
signs no longer hold the warm 
tone they once did as these lev-
elheaded, intellectual folks have 
calculated the date of our “Judg-
ment Day.” May 21, 2011, they 
claim, will be the beginning of 
the end.

Now, it’s surprising how 
little attention the public seems 
to be paying to their obviously 
serious impending fates. With 
all the fancy websites out there, 
like the Wordpress-powered and 
straightforward judgmentday-
ismay212011.com, I don’t see 

how anyone could treat this as 
of no great concern. Some of the 
websites give various helpful 
tips to get yourself saved before 
Judgment Day arrives like beg-
ging God for mercy while others 
simply remind you of your fore-
seeable doom because you are, 
after all, a heathen destined for 
the  res of hell 
and shouldn’t 
even try anyway. 
So, now that I 
have reasonable 
information from 
a reliable source, 
it’s time to make 
my own neces-
sary preparations 
for this exciting 
day. 

The Judg-
ment Day com-
mencing the 
end of the world 
is a little like 
the high school 
prom. Getting 
ready in advance 
is absolutely 
crucial to have 
a successful day. First of all, I 
need a new out t. I’m not try-
ing to make a bad impression 
on this God dude. I mean it is 
called Judgment Day; I should 
look my best. Secondly, I need 
a date. In this way, it’s also like 
New Year’s Eve. If you end 

up being the one pathetic per-
son with no one to awkwardly 
make out with in a large crowd 
of people, you’re going to feel a 
little depressed. Finally, I’m go-
ing to need a high quality digital 
camera or a few rolls of  lm to 
take silly posed photographs to 
commemorate the experience. 

As Melissa Joan Hart said in 
her highly acclaimed role as 
Yearbook Girl in the  lm Can’t 
Hardly Wait, “These are memo-
ries frozen in time, people!”

While Judgment Day comes 
this May, the world is not sup-
posed to of cially end until Oc-

tober 21st according to the ma-
jority of crazies in the subway 
and websites about the coming 
apocalypse. Since he’s left all 
this time, God must be planning 
something big. I have a few 
theories on how he will use the 
summer months effectively to 
wipe us out. My  rst three are 
mole people, mole people, and 
mole people. Then, I wondered 
if perhaps he might speed up 
this whole global warming deal 
so we’d be tricked into thinking 
we had just been blessed with 
very nice tans at the beginning 
of the summer, but we’d soon 
burn to a crisp and crumble like 
bread left in the toaster too long. 
Good old Robert Frost said, 
“Some say the world will end in 
 re. Some say in ice,” but when 
all’s said and done, I hope the 
world will end in Michael-Bay-
esque explosions.

Now, I don’t think God 
seems like the kind of d-bag 
to send zombies to destroy the 
world, but isn’t Jesus essentially 
the walking dead? Just in case 
he gets the munchies, I better 
pick up a handful of those zom-
bie survival guides. However, 
if Jesus is a nice zombie and 
God is relatively chill, I have a 
lot of questions. To begin with, 
what is with the platypus? It is 
honestly just the silliest looking 
animal. How does one come up 

with that? Second, does God lis-
ten to Alanis Morissette? Also, 
I’m dying, literally, to know if 
there is a separate heaven for 
Irish Catholics like The Simp-
sons portrayed it. If that’s true, 
at least in the afterworld, I’ll be 
invited to the cool kids’ party. 
And  nally, the most important 
question of all, what is the real 
meaning of… Lost?

So, I know it’s like my Judg-
ment Day, but if I created a uni-
verse with this many problems 
I’d kill myself. To quote Kelly 
Kapoor, “Yeah, I have some 
questions. Number One: How 
dare you?” As a chick, I feel 
generally screwed over by God. 
I mean, once a month? Really? 
Why? And what are all these 
bugs about? Some of them have 
small purposes, but I think the 
main idea is to scare the shit out 
of me when I’m at my weakest 
moment: in the shower, sleep-
ing, etc. Next, I want to know 
why it was necessary to cancel 
Dollhouse. It was legitimately 
quality television and hasn’t 
Joss Whedon been through 
enough? And  nally, if these 
Westboro Baptist Church freaks 
are His idea of a joke, I don’t 
want to be a part of His stupid 
creation anyway.

But I appreciate all the rain-
bows, kittens, and ice cream. 
Thank you.
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What: Karl Rove Book Burning
When: April 14, 6:30PM
Where: Fordham Prep Auditorium
How Much: One soul
Why: Bring your favorite non-Christian text, gasoline and some 
matches and let the partay commence. The best part? Rove 
will be handing out complementary, pre-signed copies of Mein 
Kampf to the  rst 50 participants. Get there early and bring  
friend!

What: St. Nick’s Jazz Pub
When: Seven days a week, gets bumpin’ around 9:30PM
Where: 773 Saint Nicholas Ave near 149th Street
How Much: FREE
Why: At  rst this tiny Harlem jazz bar may seem intimidat-
ing, but once you’re inside you can’t help but enjoy yourself. 
The drinks are expensive but pack a punch. Free entertainment, 
authentic jazz, sweet back patio, smoke pot with musicians.

What: The Idiot
When: Friday, April 8. Showings at: 1:30pm, 4:30pm, 7:30pm
Where: Film Forum at 209 W. Houston St
How Much: $12.50
Why: The Film Forum is a non-pro t movie theater with a repu-
tation for playing quality documentaries, independent  lms and 
foreign  icks. The Idiot is a 1951  lm by director Akira Kuro-
sawa. Based on Dostoevsky’s original novel, this is a stunningly 
true-to-text rendition set in postwar Hokkaido. Getchyer inner 
philosopher on.

What: New York African Film Festival
When: From Wednesday, April 6 until Tuesday, April 12
Where: Walter Reade Theater at 70 W. 63rd St.; New York NY
How Much: $8-12
Why: The New York African Film Festival features movies by 
contemporary African  lm makers. The  lms range in content 
but often lend insight to the experiences of African people and 
their struggles, both large and small, and put emphasis on the 
necessity of diversity.

What: Underground U.S.A. 
When: Sat., April 9, 7:00pm, Sun., April 10, 8:45pm
Where: Anthology Film Archives at 32 Second Ave. 
How Much: $8
Why: Anthology Film Archives, a theater that regularly plays 
avant-garde cult classics, presents Underground U.S.A.—a 16 
mm  lm by director Eric Mitchell circa 1980.  Two frauds, a 
NYC hustler and a movie star on the fall, become romantically 
entangled. A tale of downfall and deceit with a comic twist? 
Wowee!
 

What: Discovery Network’s traveling “Harry Potter: The Exhi-
bition”
When: Tuesday, April 5, to Monday, September 5. 
Where: Discovery Times Square, 226 West 44th Street between 
7th and 8th 
How Much: idkz
Why: BECAUSE IT’S FUCKING HARRY POTTER.

G i v e  M e  B a c k  M y 

Shamelessly Dolled Up 

Action Movies, Hollywood. 
by Alex Gibbons
DEADITOR

Last night I watched Battle: 
Los Angeles with a few friends. 
It was one of the dumbest mov-
ies I’ve seen in quite a while, 
and I don’t think I’d have been 
able to sit through it were it 
not for the support of several 
faculty-slowing substances. But 
Battle: Los Angeles didn’t just 
sound stupid (the screenplay 
sounded like it was written by 
a semi-literate bro whose only 
reference point was 
the “Call of Duty” 
franchise), it actually 
looked bad, too. Like, 
really bad. And this 
surprised me, because 
it was a big budget 
Hollywood movie. 
I’ve come to expect 
little from this type 
of movie. Blockbust-
ers are usually mind-
numbingly boring, but 
one thing they do seem 
to get right is cinema-
tography and special 
effects. Which is why, 
every few months or 
so, I’ll endure a movie 
like Transformers be-
cause in between Shia 
Labeouf’s mouth farts 
are some legitimately 
impressive explosions 
and cool sound effects. 

Battle: Los Ange-
les brought no compensation to 
the table, and failed conclusive-
ly to impress me on any basic 
carnal level. The reason? It’s the 
latest in a trend of movies that 
utilize innovation in digital vid-
eo to cut corners and save mon-
ey. Only the  lm doesn’t really 
save money in the long run, as 
most of what would go towards 
kick-ass pyrotechnics and other 
special effects go toward adver-
tising campaigns. These days, 
studios care more about making 
sure you know about their mov-
ies before the release than how 

the  nished project actually 
looks. A good example of this 
is the upcoming X-Men: First 
Class, which has been heav-
ily advertised with a set release 

date before the movie has even 
 nished  lming. 

The advent of digital video 
(DV) was a good thing for cin-
ema. For many aspiring  lm-
makers, DV leveled the play-
ing  eld, making it possible for 
smaller projects and indepen-
dent directors to pursue projects 
on limited budgets. The biggest 
difference between DV and  lm 
is cost; DV tapes are far cheaper 
and reusable whereas  lm has 
to be paid for by the minute and 
cannot be reused once exposed. 

One of the  rst really great 
commercial  lms to be shot on 
DV was 28 Days Later, which 
is, in my opinion, still the best 
example of the potentials of DV. 
Before DV, if someone wanted 
to make a movie they had to 
1) be very wealthy or the son/
daughter of an already estab-
lished  lmmaker 2) go to Tisch 
and spend thousands of dollars 
making shitty student  lms or 
3) fellate a Hollywood execu-
tive. DV is the new 8mm; it’s 
cheap and easy to understand, 
and now everyone can make a 

movie. 
In my opinion, DV was 

never meant for the big budget 
action  lm. The term “big bud-
get” is antithetical to the whole 

point of DV. But, when Clover-
 eld came out in 2008, studios 
got a taste at how pro table a 
little DV  ick with a lot of post-
production could be. Battle: Los 
Angeles is among this new breed 
of  lm, it even goes as far as to 
shaky came exhibited in Clo-
ver eld. That camera technique, 
which is some newfangled form 
of cinema verite, made perfect 
sense in Clover eld, where the 
perspective was always that of 
a character. It has no place in 
Battle eld: Los Angeles, how-

ever. Shaky 
cam in a movie 
without a sub-
jective camera 
is simply lazi-
ness. The cin-
ematographer 
jumps around, 
rarely focusing 
on a speci c 
shot for more 
than a few sec-
onds, assuring 
the audience 
will be continu-
ously process-
ing new frames 
and never fo-
cusing too long 
on one speci c 
image. The 
whole point of 
a big budget ac-
tion  lm is to 
look pretty. The 
camera should 

focus for medium to long pe-
riods of time on an image. Let 
the audience savor an explo-
sion, a gun shot wound, or the 
spectacle of a speeding vehicle. 
Don’t force the audience into 
 ts of epilepsy by speed cutting 
back and forth from an explod-
ing building and Aaron Eckart’s 
butt-chin.

I want a return to form. I need 
my big-budget action  icks to be 
more like Independence Day or 
Total Recall. Don’t give me any 
of this identity crisis bullshit. 
I don’t want any corners cut; 

spare no 
e x p e n s e 
when it 
comes to 
m a k i n g 
your big-
b u d g e t 
m o v i e . 
You know 
the screen-
play is 
going to 
suck an 
egg. That 
means fo-
cus more 
on cin-
e m a t o g -
raphy and 

include a minimum amount of 
post-production effects (mon-
sters, aliens, and robots are ex-
cusable).

More explosions. Always.

A still from Battle: Lost Angeles.
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Who: Sharon Van Etten
When: Saturday, 4/16
Where: Music Hall of Williamsburg
How Much: $15, $17
Why: Ms. Van Etten played at Fordham’s very own Rodrigue’s 
this past fall, playing a wonderfully soulful and intimate set 
including many songs from her recently-released sophomore 
album, Epic. And if you missed that, you might know her as the 
voice of Sylvia from The Antlers’ debut album, Hospice. Now 
on a full- edged tour across the country, SVE is bringing her 
musical talents to Williamsburg, and if the show is anything 
like the one at Rodrigue’s, it will be well worth your time and 
money.

Who: TV On The Radio
When: Wednesday, 4/13
Where: Radio City Music Hall
How Much: $40.50
Why: Their fourth studio album, Nine Types of Light, due out 
on April 12th, TV On The Radio returns for a new tour this 
spring. Two tracks from the album, “Will Do” and “Caffeinated 
Consciousness,” have already been released to positive reviews, 
and the album claims to have a more lush sound, with themes 
of love and longing as opposed to their previous dystopic work. 
The new songs will surely sound fantastic and their previous 
albums speak for themselves, but honestly, you should want to 
go just to get an in-person view of Kyp Malone’s epic beard.

Who: The Hold Steady
When: Friday, 4/08
Where: Terminal 5
How Much: $25, $30
Why: The Hold Steady were guests of The Colbert Report last 
May with the release of their  fth album, Heaven Is Whenever. 
The album has since gotten very positive reviews from almost 
every major music review (except for Pitchfork… pricks) and 
their classic rock in uences will make for an excellent show at 
the stark venue. This album, in contrast to their previous work, 
does not focus the keyboards or various instruments of Franz 
Nicolay, who left the band in January of 2010. Band members 
Tab Kubler and Dan Neustadt both play the piano and keyboard 
on the album, but in a diminished role, so that the classic rock 
and roll feel of the guitar, drums, and vocals is even more pres-
ent.

Who: Black Lips
When: Tuesday, 4/12
Where: Webster Hall
How Much: $20
Why: Having been kicked out of high school for being a “sub-
culture danger,” as band leader Cole Alexander puts it, Black 
Lips have always been faithful to their garage-punk sound and 
ethos. On playing a show at an English bar, Alexander said, 
“We were jamming out at the end, just making noise, and I 
jumped onto the bar, laid on my back and started convulsing. 
Then I realized my head was near the tap, so I put my head un-
der it and poured beer straight into my mouth. Then I spit beer 
all over the crowd. The crowd went wild. I do it whenever I can 
now, although I have to say that not all the bartenders appreci-
ate it.” Expect the same kind of craziness.

Drink Diary
by Caroline Egan
STAFF PAYS $18 FOR ONE 
DRINK

I love cocktails. Hops and 
yeast have nothing on a properly 
mixed cocktail. There is nothing 
quite like taking the  rst sip of a 
well-crafted mixed drink. First, 
the ingredients are critical to the 
perfect cocktail, the most impor-
tant part is the brand and qual-
ity of the liquor, no Smirnoff 
allowed.  Certain brands will 
always yield a good result: Hen-
drick’s Gin, Belvedere Vodka, 
and Maker’s Mark will never 
leave you disappointed. But 
it’s the secondary ingredients 
that make an amazing cocktail 
s o m e -
thing to 
truly ap-
p r e c i a t .  
H o u s e -
m a d e 
f r u i t 
juices or 
p u r e e s 
a l w a y s 
bring out 
the best 
of cock-
tails, and 
the pair-
ing of al-
cohol and 
juices is 
w h e r e 
a cock-
tail goes 
f r o m 
good to 
amazing.  
M i x o l -
ogy is a 
craft to 
say the 
l e a s t , 
and it 
requires 
a great 
u n d e r -
standing 
of how the mixing of different 
ingredients can create a unique 
drink that balances the strong 
taste of alcohol with juices 
and other mix-ins like sugar 
or fruits.  The following is a 
glimpse into my drink diary, a 
memo on my Blackberry where 
I list every single alcoholic bev-
erage I purchase or order. 

The Standard
Drinks to try: The Blinker, The 
Penny Drop, The Standard 69

The Standard Grille in the 
Meatpacking District is known 
for its hip atmosphere and great 
food.  My  rst drink at the infa-
mous Standard was The Blinker, 
an accidental order as I did not 
realize whiskey was the main 
liquor. I generally shy away 
from whiskey-based drinks, but 
when the waiter brought out 
a deep pink drink in a classic 
martini glass I was pleasantly 
surprised.  The Blinker consists 

of rye whiskey, lemon, bitters 
and a sweet, house-made rasp-
berry syrup. The syrup balances 
the whiskey and bitters to make 
a concoction that is strong and 
bittersweet. The Blinker is con-
sidered a classic drink, and can 
be found at most bars. Not all 
the drinks at the Standard are 
classics, though, like their Pen-
ny Drop, a vodka based cocktail 
made with a house-made ginger 
cordial, lime juice, ginger beer 
and candied ginger.  Served in 
a chilled cooper mug, the penny 
drop masks the vodka so well 
that by the time I had  nished 
it along side my chicken liver 
royal appetizer I already had 
a buzz. Then there’s the Stan-

dard 69 which I was drawn to 
because it’s topped off with 
champagne (any drink topped 
with champagne is going to be 
good). Made with gin, lemon 
and a raspberry puree, the Stan-
dard 69 is one of the Standard’s 
best cocktails.

The Crosby Street Hotel
Drink: French 75

Easily my favorite boutique 
hotel in the city, the Crosby is 
chic with clientele from the art 
and fashion worlds, those New 
Yorkers willing to shell out $18 
for cocktails. Amongst their sig-
nature drinks are the Saint Cros-
by, White Linen and the clas-
sic French 75.  Whenever I see 
Champagne as the last ingredi-
ent in a drink I tend to be imme-
diately drawn to choosing that 
drink. Served in a champagne 
 ute the French 75 is made with 
Plymouth gin, lemon, sugar 
and Champagne, and its beau-

tiful yellow color indicates the 
sweetness and hints of tartness 
of the drink. Upon tasting the 
French 75 I was pleasantly sur-
prised and pleased that my $18 
cocktail lived up to the price tag. 
All of the Crosby’s cocktails are 
pricey, but with a great selection 
of beers for $8, I highly rec-
ommend stopping by this New 
York fashionista staple. 

Thom Bar at 60 Thompson 
Hotel
Drink: A60 Bellini, Classic 
Mojito

If it hasn’t been clear yet, 
I have an af nity toward fruit 
purees and champagne in my 
cocktails; the combination nev-

er fails to please my taste-
buds and my alcohol needs. 
My drink choices at the 
Thom Bar at the Thomp-
son in Soho followed this 
logic. I have tried their A60 
Bellini and Classic Mojito. 
The latter, a bar staple, was 
one of the best mojitos I 
have ever had, garnished 
with a sugar cane to ac-
centuate the mint and lime. 
The A60 Bellini, named for 
the hotel’s members-only 
rooftop bar, is made with 
Rose champagne, Stoli 
Raspberry, and an in-house 
fresh berry puree. Mixing 
champagne and vodka can 
be a risky decision, but the 
Thom Bar’s berry puree 
softened the harshness of 
the Stoli by bringing to life 
the raspberry  avor which 
complimented the sweet 
Rose. 

Soho Grand Hotel Bar
Drink: Spa 

As previously men-
tioned, I am a big fan of 
Hendrick’s Gin. Every time 
I see it in a drink I am in-
clined to order it, and if it 

has cucumber in it I am without 
question going to order it. Like 
Thom Bar and the Crosby St 
Hotel, the Soho Grand is the bar 
of a chic downtown boutique 
hotel. When I looked at their 
drink menu the Spa caught my 
eye: a drink with Hendrick’s 
gin, fresh cucumber puree, fresh 
lime and fresh mint. Now, most 
people may think cucumber in 
a cocktail would be gross, but 
Hendrick’s Gin is meant to be 
served with a cucumber, and 
whenever I have ordered a Hen-
dricks and tonic at a bar in the 
city it is always garnished with 
a cucumber slice. The promi-
nence of the cucumber puree is 
evident by its green color, but 
it is not overpowering which is 
another important aspect of the 
perfect cocktail: no one ingre-
dient can overshadow another 
they must blend perfectly to 
create a new  avor, one that is 
unique to the combination. 

One classy lady.
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by Nick Murray
DEADITOR

When, almost four years 
ago, I  rst found out that Ford-
ham offered a multiple classes 
that in some way involved the 
history of hip-hop, I was ex-
cited but also baf ed. Excited 
because it sounded a lot better 
than whatever dumb-ass core 
classes they were making me 
take. Baf ed because, wait a 
minute, wouldn’t I rather take 
a class on James Joyce than on 
the music I’ve been listening to 
since I was a little shorty? As it 
turned out, I never took either 
class, but I also never stopped 
trying to  gure out the place 
that something like rap music 
has or should have here in the 
academy.

The obvious answer, the 
answer that warms out liberal 
hearts: It’s great that we can 
now include, acknowledge, and 
study this culture previously ex-
cluded by our academy. Brining 
hip-hop into the classroom pro-
motes tolerance, or diversity, or 
whatever multiculturalist buzz-
word is in vogue this year. 

There’s some truth in this. 
Even if OSCLD makes you run 
background checks on any hip-
hop artists you bring to perform 
(true story), the fact that we can 

have created a mass of students 
who seem to think that hip-hop 
was born in New York and died 
when it left, or who will tell you 
that they only listen to “real hip-
hop” but don’t seem to realize 
the class bias inherent in how 
“real hip-hop” has come to be 
de ned.

Such people have become 
so desperate in their search for 
the next Lauryn Hill that they 
continue to support middlebrow 
mediocrity while they let the 
real life E-40, the real life Killer 
Mike, the real life Missy El-
liott, and hell, the real life Gucci 
Mane slip away—just like they 
let the real life Kool Herc, Melle 
Mel, Roxanne Shante, KRS-
One, Mia X, Juvenile, Goodie 
Mobb, and Mac Dre before 
them all slip away once upon a 
time. 

So what am I proposing? 
I’m not really sure, nor should I 
be. However, if academics ever 
want to be true a tradition as rad-
ical as hip-hop’s, they  rst must 
open themselves up to the pos-
sibility that the music and lyr-
ics can do something more than 
 ll an empty slot in the “poetic 
tradition” or get bored bros to 
pay attention during class. Only 
after this happens will anything 
like the decentering I mentioned 
above take place.

It sounds like a joke, and in a 
way, it is. Without getting into a 
discussion of this previously un-
heard-of history PhD student’s 
music (Generally speaking, it’s 
terrible—comfort food for well-
meaning progressives at best, 
and disingenuous, pretentious 
horseshit at worst) it’s clear that 

certain class and regional biases 
are at work here.

In the end, this might be the 
true tragedy of hip-hop’s pseu-
do-inclusion into the academy: 
in their attempts to rid the acad-
emy of certain biases, many 
academics have in effect rein-
scribed those and other biases 
in new, more covert ways. They 

long as it’s never allowed to be 
anything more than hip-hop. It 
must never become rap or be 
considered as rap. (A false dis-
tinction, and one created by and 
for the people whom this article 
targets) Hip-hop can only be ad-
mitted in a way that does not de-
center the academy, because at 

the end of the day the academy 
must remain ours.

This thesis is only con-
 rmed by the academics who 
make teaching hip-hop their 
mission. Take, for instance, the 
example of the history profes-
sor who champions a previously 
unheard-of history PhD student 
as the best rapper in the world. 

openly discuss this music in the 
classroom is surely a step in the 
right direction. However, it’s 
still only a step, and a step that 
brings us closer to a new set of 
problems with which we have to 
deal.

Hip-hop, as it seems, is only 
allowed entrance into the acad-
emy so long as it meets 
certain preconditions. So 
long, for instance, as it 
can be incorporated in 
something as vague and 
important-sounding like 
“the poetic tradition.” See, 
the academic suggests that 
the Notorious B.I.G. is just 
like T.S. Eliot! 2Pac is just 
like Milton! Jay-Z is just 
like Chaucer! But within 
these claims there lies a 
certain desperation, a fear 
that attempts to reassure 
itself by neutralizing what 
is uncanny and what is 
other about this work. “If 
only we proceed calmly, 
by the rules of the academy, by 
the rules of the seminar, by the 
rules of philological discourse, 
we will see that 2Pac was a poet 
like all the others. He belongs to 
us. To our tradition,” the profes-
sor seems to tell himself, and 
likewise his students.

A thesis: hip-hop is allowed 
entrance into the academy so 

who thinks he is a cool bachelor 
dad: worn jeans, party shirt, too-
long leather jacket. The jeans 
were about two inches too long 
and needed to be hemmed. He 
isn’t balding yet 
or going grey, but 
his face is more 
drawn—he has 
neck wrinkles. I 
would still marry 
him.

I was pleas-
antly surprised by 
Norm’s lackadai-
sical pace. It’s not 
that I expected a 
Bill Hicks-ian rant 
or a  rey George 
Carlin impression 
from the normal-
ly laid-back guy, 
but I was worried 
that “Television!” 
would move his 
performance more 
towards the pro-
fessional. Luckily, 
he still moseyed 
through his one-
liners, laughing at 
his own jokes. He 
would rather just 
sit at the bar and 
let the jokes pop in and out of 
his head, maybe leaning over to 
crack wise with the bartender, 
than stand in front of a Com-
edy Central crowd wearing TV 
makeup and awaiting a direc-
tor’s notes. I would give him a 

million caf swipes to follow me 
around and narrate my life. 

 Norm’s hour stuck to 
a few key themes: death, death, 
sex is shameful, and death. 

“I come from a long line 
of death,” he tells us before 
jumping into an examination 
of his uncle’s bowel cancer. 
Norm’s philosophy might be 
boiled down to his note, “Hope 
is never good”—a phrase that 

also captures the comic style he 
is best known for: biting one-
liners that tackle the macabre 
without scraping the bottom of 
the shock-value barrel. In his 

bit about “ ghting 
a battle” against 
disease rhetoric, 
he says, “He was 
waging a brave 
battle, at the end 
he got cowardly. 
Then the bowel 
cancer got brave, 
gotta give it to the 
bowel cancer,” 
with the button, 
“So the last thing 
he did was lose.” 
He adds that, in-
stead of dying in 
a plane crash or 
being attacked my 
terrorists, “Odds 
are you will be at-
tacked and killed 
by your own 
heart.”

 He moves into 
a bit about miss-
ing women al-
ways pro led on 
the evening news:  
“Our top story 

tonight: A lady has vanished.” 
This prospect perplexes and fas-
cinates Norm, like a child who 
overhears his parents having 
sex. “I do not believe I would 
kill a woman in cold blood,” he 
sheepishly tells the audience, 

“There’s a lot at stake—you 
would lose your job…I don’t 
know what happens.” At this 
point, I could deconstruct this 
joke’s remainder—focusing on 
delivery and the wink-nudging 
that prevents very creepy jokes 
from becoming too-creepy-
turn-off-the-TV jokes, but in-
stead I will leave you with these 
two lines: “Even in today’s po-
lite society, there’s a stigma at-
tached to being a psycho-sexual 
sadist” and “ If I was the police 
chief, I’d go, ‘Listen, I want ev-
ery shallow grave in the vicinity 
checked out! Dig up every shal-
low grave in the area!’” He also 
makes some great jokes about 
alcoholism (his friend in A.A. 
will tell a room that he “blew a 
dog for a pint of gin” but not his 
last name) and shares the phrase 
I urge all Fordham students to 
write on their bathroom mir-
rors, “Booze is a magic elixir 
that makes you think sex is not 
a dirty, shameful, evil thing.” 

The Norm-iest statement 
of the evening, I think, was 
when he said that if someone 
invented a way to stop death, 
“I’d give that guy all my money, 
and I’d sit on a chair.” Brilliant 
anti-climax, or Brilliant funny-
ha-has, or Good jokes, Norm. 
Thanks for being my favorite 
person. Please hem your jeans; 
I am worried that you will trip 
or wear holes into the legs’ bot-
toms.

Academic Hip-Hop? From Jay to Z

by Marissa Carroll
NEWS CO-EDTIOR

I only have one operat-
ing Google Alert: Norm Mac-
donald. Since I set up the alert 
in 2009, every week or so an 
email pops up in my inbox col-
lecting pan-Internet “Norm 
Macdonald” mentions. I have 
always intended for the Norm 
in question to be the Cana-
dian comedian, former Week-
end Update host, World’s Best 
Talk Show Guest (please watch 
his 1997 “Conan” appear-
ance immediately http://www.
youtube.com/watch?v=GoLm-
vD89SQ&NR=1) and profes-
sional curmudgeon Norm. In 
the thin-times of his career two 
years ago, however, the most 
commonly reported Norm was a 
Canadian forestry critic. 

In the past few months the 
comedian’s career has  nally 
started heating up. The Google 
Alerts are packed with Norm 
interviews about his upcoming 
Comedy Central show, “Sports 
Show with Norm Macdonald,” 
the Onion A.V. Club style revis-
itings of his career, and—most 
exciting for me—promotions 
for Norm’s  rst one-hour stand 
up special, “Me Doing Stand-
Up.”

The special was  lmed at 
The Fillmore in San Francisco. 
Norm dressed like a cool bach-
elor dad, or, a sad single dad 

Odds Are You Will Be Attacked and Killed by Your Own Heart: 
Norm Macdonald’s First One-Hour Stand Up Special

“Which way to the library?”

Hurpidy derpity durp! Har har 
har har har!
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by James Wayne
STAFF DRUNK GIRL

Most of you reading this 
have probably heard of the 
whole LCD Soundsystem  -
nal show debacle. For those of 
you who haven’t (and for those 
of you who read The Ram and 
think the paper is too obscure)  
LCD Soundsystem, a relatively 
famous band, announced that 
they would be breaking up 
and they would play one  nal 
show at Madison Square Gar-
den as a sort of farewell to the 
fans. Special 
guests were 
promised and 
opening acts 
were booked, 
and all in all 
people started 
to get pretty 
excited for 
what would 
be an amazing 
 nale to the 
career of an 
equally amaz-
ing band. 
Long story 
short, through 
a semi-exclu-
sive Pitch-
fork presale and a general sale 
two days later, all 12,000 of 

the tickets were sold in ap-
proximately 45 seconds. I was 
poised and ready, hunched over 
my computer, the second the 
tickets went on sale. I couldn’t 
get tickets, none of my friends 
could get tickets; something 
was afoot. A quick check on 
StubHub showed that within 
an hour of the sale there were 
already over 1,000 tickets for 
sale, most going for triple face 
value, and some for as much 
as $1,500. James Murphy, lead 
singer, front-man, everything 
man, was pissed. After a scath-
ing blog post entitled “Fuck you 

Scalpers,” the band announced 
that they would be performing 

 ve more shows at Terminal 
5 leading up to the  nal show. 
There were some whispers of 
conspiracy, some people angry 
that LCD was just in it for the 
money, but after seeing the band 
on Tuesday night (March 29th), 
I don’t give a fuck.

They were incredible.  Ter-
minal 5 is always kind of a crap 
shoot, and the pit (i.e. where 
everyone stands in front of the 
stage) is consistently packed 
and only really good if you want 
to feel like you’re in a pack of 
sardines in the dryer.  So my 
group of friends made it up to 

the third  oor balcony where we 
had room to dance. We would 

need as much room as we could 
get. Throughout the entire three 
hour show, the tempo was up, 
the energy positive and the mu-
sic amazing. Liquid Liquid, the 
supposedly very famous under-
ground dance band that no one 
has ever heard of, was really 
good too. But they were nothing 
compared to the all out emo-
tional, passionate performance 
that LCD shared with us that 
night. They played 26 of the 
best songs from their entire ca-
reer. They mixed them together, 
they jammed them out and they 
funked them up. Three sets of 

music, cov-
ering all of 
their albums, 
including the 
Nike run mix 
45:33, was 
enough to 
make any fan 
happy. They 
kicked it off 
on a high 
note with the 
c o n t a g i o u s 
“Dance Yr-
self Clean” 
then blasted 
through the 
 rst set before 

ending with “All My Friends” 
nostalgia. They zipped through 

the second set playing mostly 
45:33 with a great guest appear-
ance by Reggie Watts (of “Shit 
Fuck Stack” fame - look it up, 
it’s worth it), and  nished with 
an epic third set highlighted by 
an over ten minute long version 
of “Yeah” and an amazing ren-
dition of “Home.” The encore 
“New York I Love You, But 
Your Bringing Me Down” was 
emotional, appropriate and per-
fect.   I don’t even care that they 
played pretty much the same 
setlist the night before, and ev-
ery successive night. They were 
giving the fans one last look 
into the band’s legacy, and they 
did it quite well. 

All in all I feel kind of bad 
writing a review for something 
that is over, for something that, 
barring reunion tours,  you 
will never be able to see again. 
LCD Soundsytem went out 
with a bang, out with some-
thing that this reviewer will 
not soon forget. Sucks that you 
weren’t there, because to quote 
“I’m Losing My Edge”, “I was 
there.” 

PS. - Don’t mean to rub it 
in, their  nal show (April 2nd) 
featured The Arcade Fire on 
“North American Scum” and 
Daft Punk on “I’m Losing My 
Edge” among others.

Campus MovieFest andThe Man
by Thom Sliwowski
EARWAX EDITOR

Doing creative stuff is fun 
and is a great way to slow down 
the onset of Alzheimer’s later 
in life.  In this day and age, 
however, most of us are far too 
lazy and apathetic to actually 
organize something ourselves 
so we need a little push, a little 
impetus if you will - a carrot 
dangled in front of our eyes - 
to get us to do something pro-
ductive for once. That’s where 
Campus MovieFest comes in. 
“The world’s largest” student 
 lm festival, this group orga-
nizes  lmmaking contests in 
many colleges across America 
as well as a sort of nationwide 
 lmmaking championship. Af-
ter you sing up, you’re given an 
AT&T cell phone, an Apple lap-
top, Final Cut Pro (a super ex-
pensive  lm-editing software), 
a Panasonic video camera and 
one week to create a 5-mintue 
 lm. Films are placed in several 
categories, ranging from histori-
cal to comedy to horror, and are 
judged by a panel of “students, 
staff, and partners” at each uni-
versity. This seems like a great 
idea, and frankly it is: I’ll be 
participating this year with a 
comedy about lightbulbs, goon-
ish girls, and cigarettes. 

There are, however, some 
drawbacks. Actually there are 
quite a few drawbacks. First of 
all, Campus MovieFest is ac-

tually very corporate: all that 
free equipment they give you 
was given to them by corpo-
rate partners 
in exchange 
for intense 
adve r t i s ing 
bordering on 
the sublimi-
nal. You’re 
actually not 
allowed to 
use any brand 
names in 
the  lm you 
make except 
for those of 
the organiza-
tion’s corpo-
rate sponsors. 
Furthermore, 
there’s a 
pretty exten-
sive list on their website about 
which editing programs you can 
or cannot use. In fact, even your 
choices for what music you 
want to include in your  lm (a 
pretty important part of the cre-
ative process) is limited to a list 
of 1,300 songs that Apple pre-
loads onto the laptop they lend 
you. So you’re doing creative 
stuff, but your range of move-
ment is limited to a complex 
cage delineated by their exten-
sive “guidelines” and adhering 
to the wishes of their corporate 
sponsors. If, halfway through 
making your  lm, you feel like 
you’re making a dramatic, artsy 
commercial instead of a work of 

art, don’t be alarmed. That’s just 
the feeling of consumer capital-
ism washing over every facet of 

your existence and consuming 
your subjectivities into its gap-
ing mouth. Ignore that, and keep 
 lming. 

On the other hand, some-
thing that you should be worried 
about is the fact that, based on 
past “MovieFests,”  lms which 
use the accepted corporate lo-
gos tend to fare better than 
those who ignore them and far 
better than those who dare use 
the unaccepted ones. So watch 
out. Also, no nudity or illegal 
activities (drug use) and not re-
ally drinking either, ‘cause this 
is puritanical America, and we 
have to be PG, think of the chil-
dren, and be obscenely modest 

before we can worry about arts 
and stuff. The judging, at least 
at Fordham, may also be a bit 

rigged. If you look around on 
Youtube you can  nd the  lms 
from last year and if you watch 
the winning entry you will  nd 
yourself with a disgusting taste 
in your mouth. The winning 
 lm, titled Unexpected, fuck-
ing sucked. It was awful. It was 
everything I hate about Ford-
ham and about the world in 5 
minutes of pure agony. So why 
did this  lm win? Because a lot 
of the  lmmaker’s friends and 
roommates happened to be on 
the panel of judges. Funny. 

But you really shouldn’t 
worry about that, because mak-
ing a  lm isn’t about winning a 
contest, as lame as this sounds; 

the value of a creative endeavor 
really lies in the process of its 
creation. This whole competi-

tion bullshit is 
just more cap-
italism seep-
ing into our 
v o l k s g e i s t . 
And if you 
don’t care 
about win-
ning then you 
don’t have 
to adhere to 
their tyranni-
cal guidelines 
as much as 
they’d like 
and you can 
actually make 
s o m e t h i n g 
wor thwhi l e 
and valuable. 

No, you won’t win, but fuck 
their stupid contest anyway, 
right? Just use the free opportu-
nity you have to get your hands 
on some pro equipment and 
go for it - who knows? Maybe 
you’ll appease their conserva-
tive sensibilities enough to get 
a shot at winning, or maybe 
you’ll end up a minor Youtube 
sensation and pretend to feel 
somewhat famous for a day or 
two.  Either way: go for it. Even 
though by the time you read 
this article the entry period is 
over and all you can do is watch 
from the sidelines and hope for 
next year, at least watch other 
people’s movies.

T o  T e l l  t h e  T r u t h ,  T h i s 
C o u l d  B e  t h e  L a s t  T i m e

We’ll miss you, buddy.

In the following scene, they used their 
Apple ™ laptop to book a honeymoon 
on Expedia ™ to a Sandals Resort ™.
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The Iraq WarPolitical Strategy Outing a C.I.A Agent

Rhetoric Rove 
Loves

*Finger-pointing at “lib-
eral fascists” and “liberal’s 
Nazi tactics” 

*Victimizing the 
Republican party: 
“The GOP’s progress dur-
ing the last four decades 
is a stunning political 
achievement. But it is also 
a cautionary tale of what 
happens to a dominant 
party — in this case, the 
Democrat Party — when 
its thinking becomes os-
siied; when its energy 
begins to drain; when 
an entitlement mental-
ity takes over; and when 
political power becomes 
an end in itself rather than 
a mean to achieve the com-

mon goal.”

Rove Quotes
“We've been probably, to 
some degree, too success-
ful.”

"The president never 
authorized torture. He 
did just the opposite by 
making sure the EITs 
[enhanced interrogation 
techniques on high-value 
terrorist detainees] did 
not cross the legal line into 
torture.”

“You may end up with a 
different math, but you’re 
entitled to your math. I’m 
entitled to the math.”

In response to a Univer-
sity of  Iowa student’s 
question, “Can we have 
our $40,000 back?” dur-
ing a Q&A, Rove said, “No, 
you can’t.” 
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the paper’s big list

by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEV-
ERAL

Ok, something’s a little off 
in here.  You don’t smell 

that? It’s like someone left a bag 
of baby carrots in the veggie 
crisper drawer for too long and 
let them get all fuzzy.  Serious-
ly, it smells like what I assume 
it would smell like if you tried 
to cook a bunch of that Nickel-
odeon gak stuff up in a pot with 
way too much garlic and some 
gasoline.  Christ, I can almost 
taste it.  What the hell happened 
in here?  Did a stray dog come 
in here and roll around on ev-
ery god-forsaken upholstered 
surface or did someone just soil 
themselves?  I can’t even pin-
point what that might be, what 
do you think?

IT’S JUST MY EXOTIC PET 
ACCESSORIES EMPORI-
UM
by Alex Gibbons
DEADITOR

“What’s that smell?” you 
ask? Well good sir I’m glad 
you’ve asked. You see, I’m in 
the exotic pet business. Yes, 
that’s right. I collect and sell ex-
otic animals from all across the 
globe. Don’t believe 
me? Well then, allow 
me to direct you to 
our showroom. It’s 
just this way. 

 “Smells like 
burning hair,” you 
say? No, no. That’s 
just the wildebeest. 
It’s grooming season, 
you see, and many of 
them are busy trim-
ming the spindles of 
dingleberries from 
their ass-hair. For-
give me for the crude 
nature of my speech. 
This here is the ex-
otic pet business, and 
I, being an exotic pet 
salesman, rub elbows 
with a very saucy cir-
cle. 

 “Smells like 
cooked  esh,” you 
say? Now, now, my 
good man, I can as-
sure you that there is 
absolutely no burn-
ing  esh on the premises. That’s 
just the orangutan. You see, it 
being the spring months, our bi-
peds enjoy having a barbeque or 
two. How can an orangutan pos-
sibly barbeque, you ask? Well, 
my jolly lad, you’ll just have to 
wait and see. I get the sense that 
you’re a bit uneasy. No reason, 
my good man, no reason at all to 
be skittish. This here’s a 100% 
certi ed exotic pet emporium. 
I do appreciate your curiosity 
but I must assure you that your 

extensive inquiries as to the na-
ture of that particular smell are 
unnecessary, as you’ll soon  nd 
out for yourself. 

 “The showroom looks 
quite like a shed, and there 
seems to be  ames spewing 
from its windows,” you say? 
Now, now, my intrepid young 
whippersnapper, that’s just 
our security system. You see, 
this being a world-class exotic 
pet and exotic pet accessories 
wholesaler, it’s quite important 
that we maintain a safe and ef-
fective security program. Don’t 
be alarmed, my friend. Every-
thing is  ne, everything is o.k. 
“What’s that smell?” you ask? 
Well, my boy, my companion, 
my inquisitive explorer, just 
step on in here and you’ll  nd 
out. 

THE SMELL OF SUCCESS
by Sarah Madges
NEWS CO-EDITOR

What’s that smell? That’s 
the smell of success, baby. “But 
why does it smell like rose oil, 
leather, and scotch,” you ask? If 
you have to ask, clearly you are 
not close to Success or its scent. 
There comes a time when you 
lean back in your Milan high-
back mesh back of ce chair, put 
your shined shoes on your ma-

hogany desk, and you open that 
envelope to reveal the salary that 
 nally puts you over the edge—
from Well-Respected/Well-
Dressed Guy to Most Success-
ful One. You become the elite. 
Suddenly your door man bakes 
you banana bread to get on your 
good side, your town car drivers 
become your limo drivers, and 
this scent—this beautiful, ex-
quisite scent—latches on to you 
like the magnetic clasp on your 
Victorinox briefcase. You’re ri-

din’ the Success Scent train to 
Swiss bank accounts and mild 
disillusionment. Enjoy.

BRO? DO YOU KNOW, 
BRO?
by Chad Briocci
STAFF CHILLIN ON ED-
DIE’S
Bro, seriously. What is that 
rank smell? The pledges said 
that they would clean this mess 
up, like, last week. How are 
we supposed to have another 
totally bangin’ party if there’s 
month-old pizza on every sur-
face? Seriously, dude. This is 
so uncool. I have a delicate 
schedule of blasting my glam-
our muscles, pounding protein 
shakes and brews – very often 
at the same time, getting these 
fucking deadbeat pledges to do 
my Business Ethics (Ha. Like 
that’s a thing.) papers, napping, 
nailing chicks, more brews, and 
the occasional regatta. How the 
fuck am I supposed to do all that 
when there is this decidedly un-
bro smell in the entire fucking 
house? 

I wasn’t even going to tell 
you this, bro, but I’ve been on 
a dry streak. It’s been rough. 
I don’t know if I just haven’t 
been wearing enough Polo co-
logne or what, but the chicks 

have just not 
been wanting 
a piece of this 
chiseled phy-
sique, crafted 
by an unde-
served sense 
of privilege 
and Ameri-
cana. I need 
to fucking 
score tonight, 
and with this 
rank smell 
in the house, 
that is never 
going to hap-
pen. 

 I 
fucking know 
that you Fe-
breezed the 
house last 
week. I also 
fucking know 
that the house 
still smells 
like stale Nat-

ty and sweat. Maybe it’s time 
to, I don’t know, like, clean. No, 
not more Febreeze. You know, 
like, actually clean stuff. No, I 
don’t fucking know how, you 
think I grew up in the ghetto 
or something? Fucking gross, 
dude.

Maybe the Zeta girls know 
how to clean? I think one of 
them is still passed out upstairs 
from that party a few nights ago. 
Maybe we should, like, give her 
a vodka drink or something to 

wake her up? Because seriously 
bro, what the fuck is that smell?

PEPPER AND CHRISTMAS 
TREES
by Missy Carroll
FUTURE NEWS CO-EDI-
TOR, AGE 7

Mommy, when I was at 
Dad’s apartment today during 
visiting time I smelled some-
thing really funny. It wasn’t 
those grilled onions from the 
Bad Man Downstair’s George 
Foreman grill like it usually 
is. And the milk in the fridge 
smelled very good, not sour and 
yucky like you said it would 
when Dad isn’t being a good 
grown-up. No, it wasn’t any 
of those things. It was later, 
wayyyyy late, after I woke up 
from having a really bad dream 
where a unicorn bullied me 
for losing the spelling be and 
a good dream where me and 
the unicorn became friends. I 
jumped out of bed to get some 
water but the cups were too 
high up so I went to get Daddy 
to help me. You always say that 
Dad isn’t a very good helper 
like how Ms. Cassidy says that 
I am a very good helper during 
clean-up time, but when I visit 
him he is a very good helper. It’s 
true! It’s true!

But then, when I wanted the 
cup, I knocked on his door over 
and over and he didn’t open the 
door...but I heard him in there! 
He was coughing and I knew 
he was in the room. I got very 

worried that he was sick so I 
knocked again so that maybe 
we could both have a glass of 
water. Then something made a 
little bomp-bomp sound, like 
he dropped something not very 
heavy on the ground, nothing 
heavy like a cat or a bowling 
ball, and he got the door for me 
like I hoped he would! I got wor-
ried again because his eyes were 
red like crying, but then I forgot 
because  it smelled like pepper 
and Christmas trees. Once he 
opened the door, it smelled like 
that all through the house but 
especially in Dad’s bedroom. I 
said, “Wow, Daddy, what is that 
smell? I had a bad dream! That 
smells really nice. Do you want 
water?” I asked him all those 
things over and over but he just 
laughed, like I was telling all the 
funny jokes. My friend Becky 
at school tells the best jokes so 
all the girls and even the boys 
laugh, but I did not know what 
good Becky jokes I was saying.

I asked Dad why it smelled 
all that way, and he laughed 
more! I said, “Daddy, let’s get 
water and go to bed,” and he said 
“Good idea!” but then we went 
in the other room and watched 
“Blind Date” and ate Cheetos 
for a long, long time. That is 
why I do not know why I can-
not stay with him more than one 
time every month...we have so 
much fun together! And I really 
liked that smell...Mommy, what 
was that smell? Can our house 
smell like that sometime?

“No one said it smells like teen 
spirit? I’m disappointed in you 
guys.”

WHAT MIGHT SMELL
by Sean Kelly
EDITOR IN CHIEF

FUCKING KARL
Jesus Christ, did you smell the stench coming out of Karl’s 
room?  It smells like a weird combination of BO and old bananas.  
Fucking Karl…

THE THAWING TRASH
I mean, you left that bag of trash from the day we cleaned out 
the fridge in the alley underneath the snow for the whole winter; 
naturally it’s gonna stink once it thaws out.  Idiot.

FAILURE
Ever since I blew it last week everyone can smell my shame.  
God, it’s inescapable.

THE GUY UPSTAIRS COOKING
Larry from 4b has been trying to learn to cook lately.  Dude seri-
ously needs to lay off on the cumin before I barf.  I’m all for new 
foods and whatnot, but this is getting kinda ridiculous.

ME (?)
I dunno, could be.  I didn’t shower after the show last night and 
my room was pretty hot while I was sleeping, I probably got 
pretty sweaty.  Oh, and I guess my socks are  a little crusty, too.

YOU (?)
Check yourself, maybe you let one go.  Also haven’t you been 
wearing that shirt for like four days? 

THE DOG
Don’t blame it on Bruno, I just gave him a bath the other day.  
Plus who cares if he stinks a little, he’s a dog.  Chill.

the paper asks 
WHAT’S THAT SMELL?
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One of my favorite activi-
ties is people-watching. 

All it takes is a cigarette and a 
complete lack of respect and 
common decency to  ll up your 
empty minutes/hours/days/life 
with astute color commentary 
about completely innocent and 
fairly normal people as the walk 
by like total doofuses, unaware 
of your painfully judgmental 
remarks. Some of my favorite 
subjects to people-watch are 
old men and dogs. Old men are 
weird and often creepy and dogs 
are cool, especially if they’re 
wrinkly and obese. Old men and 
dogs, coincidentally, also both 
enjoy listening to music, which 
is why I choose them for this 
issues earwax banner. We have 
some pretty cool reviews lined 
up for you this issue, such as the 
disappointing new Snoop Dogg 
album and the 
pretty alright 
Strokes album. 
If you’re play-
ing The Ram’s 
the paper. 
drinking game 
I have to warn 
you now that 
there might be 
some really hip 
bands here that 
you’ve never heard of, so un-
less you wanna get absolutely 
trashed off of that single tall 
boy you’re currently drinking 
alone in your room, stop read-
ing now and go straight to the 
Comix page. 

T.J. Kong and the Atomic 
Bomb
Idiots
Dan Murphy

Imagine this: Charles Bu-
kowski and Howlin’ Wolf have 
a baby, and naturally Bukowski 
drinks during the entire preg-
nancy. Around that time, Bob 
Dylan and Tom Waits have a 
different illegitimate child and 
 ll the kid with whiskey, co-
caine and heartbreak. These two 
basket-case children somehow 
 nd each other and have anoth-
er child out of wedlock and the 
poor bastard buys a guitar and 
 nds himself writing music in 
the 2000’s. Ladies and gentle-
men, I give you T.J. Kong and 
the Atomic Bomb. 

With songs of alcoholism, 
disaster, blissful ignorance and 
the occasional tale of transves-
tite hookers, Kong’s Idiots is a 

fantastic relief from the modern 
scene of guitarless, synth-driven 
crap. Combine folk, punk, blues 
and the general feeling of being 
drunk and in love, and throw in 
more whiskey 
than you thought 
was neces-
sary or possible 
and you’ve got 
Kong. The al-
bum opens up 
with “Ten Min-
utes” and you 
 nd yourself 
listening to the 
psychological rantings of a 
deep-voiced madman who in-
troduces himself with, “I’ve 
got my eyes on your bathroom 
window, but I ain’t bad, I’m just 
looking for a shadow.” Creeped 
out? Good, you should be. 

As the al-
bum progress-
es, it becomes 
more and more 
apparent that 
the lead singer/
songwriter, Dan 
Bruskewicz, is 
quite the word-
smith. There’s 
de nitely a 
Dylan in u-

ence, but the man makes it his 
own. The album’s most catchy 
and uplifting track, “Everyone 
We Know”, pulls you in with 
major chords and vocal harmo-
nies and tucks you in with words 
of that glorious hangover when 
you wake up next to someone 
and everything is just alright. 
Well done, boys. 

Kong moves through “Post-
Apocalypse Blues”, a track you 
would expect to  nd on High-
way 61 Revisited. Bruskewicz 
nods his head to Dylan by bor-
rowing the line, “I’ve got my 
dark sunglasses and an Appa-
lachian mountain range.” There 
are several clips of psychotic 
preaching throughout this al-
bum, most notably at the end of 
this song in which this crazed 
man of the cloth tells you why 
Jesus is responsible for gravity. 
Seriously. 

The album reaches its pin-
nacle with “Photograph Waltz”. 
This depressant of a song, to put 
it simply, just fucking kills you. 
Kong takes minor chords and 
lyrics of lost love and builds 
it into a stadium-sized heart-
breaker that brings tears to your 
eyes and a bottle to your lips. 

But don’t worry, they pick it 
back up again with “The Trail 
of a Lonesome Hobo” (not as 
depressing as it sounds), and 
you end up dancing again to the 

stomping awe-
someness that 
e n c o m p a s s e s 
most of Kong’s 
sound. Oh, and 
you’re extreme-
ly drunk. Like, 
falling down the 
stairs drunk.

After that, 
the band brings 

another blues number called 
“The Genie, the Sidewalk and 
the Mary Jane” about wish-
es and fossil fuels and, you 
guessed it, whiskey. The title-
track is a slow number with an-
other showing of lyrical genius 
and you start to wonder how the 
hell someone gets to be so sad, 
drunk, lonely and uplifting at 
the same time. 

The album closes with “Hel-
ena Handbasket”, a story about 
clergymen, transvestite hook-
ers and everything in between. 
It ends like a good night: you’re 
hammered, a little confused and 
all the more learned than before. 
You can  nd the album at http://
tjkongandtheatomicbomb.band-
camp.com. Get it immediately, 
it’s just fantastic. 

Snoop Dogg 
Doggumentary
Pep-pep

Snoop Doggy Dogg is a 
muthafuckin’ gangsta and when 
I found he was coming out with 
a new album I was pretty ex-
cited. I really like Snoop Dogg, 
Doggystyle, The Doggfather, 
and every verse he dropped on 
“the Chronic” is some amaz-
ing shit. Plus Snoop smokes 
mad bud, and as a person who 
indulges from time to time I en-
joy to listen to his shit on those 

times that I indulge. (That’s ev-
eryday). Anyway I listened to 
his new album Doggumentary, 
 guring that while it wouldn’t be 
as good as Doggystyle, I’d prob-
ably at least like a few songs on 
it. That’s true there were some 
sick songs on that shit, and some 
legends came through on those 
songs and made them amazing. 
I’ll get into that in a bit. Yes the 
album had three good songs but 
they came late into the album, 
so late that I almost had given 
up hope. Most of the record was 
repetitive and forgettable. Most 
rap albums are like that. There 
were a lot of guest appearances 
on Doggumen-
tary, some good 
most lame. One 
of the guests 
was a dude from 
Pittsburg that I 
have mixed feel-
ings about.  I’m 
talking about the 
current smoked 
out, tatted up fad 
called Wiz Khal-
ifa. He smokes a lot of weed, 
that’s cool, but his song about 
weed that he did with Snoop 
wasn’t . The song was called 
“the Weed IZ Mine”, it was a 
forgettable song: the beat was 
generic and so were the lyrics. 
Besides Ghostface Killah thinks 
Wiz is soft, and Tony Stark, in 
my opinion, is the best member 
of the Wu-Tang Clan.  

Now, most of the album 
sucked. I couldn’t listen to any 
of the songs all the way through: 
that bad. Then I got to track 16, 
and it was like a different album 
all together. The song is called 
“Sumthing Like this Night”, and 
the beat was done by the Goril-
laz. It was like some reggae dub 
sounding shit, and Snoop had 
crazy  ow and delivery on this 
track. The song was the best 
song on the whole album, ain 
fact, I think that this song would 
make a sick single on its own. 
I’d like to see a Gorillaz video 
with Snoop, that’d be sick. The 
next song was amazing too, 
“Superman.” It comes on and 
it’s a blues song with Willie 
Nelson. Willie Fucking Nelson.     
This song was absolutely great 
and touched upon a lot fo my 
favorite subjects. It was about 
weed. The whole album was 
about weed. But I’m not about 
the whole album, apart from 
the Gorillaz song and the Willie 
Nelson song I’m not even gonna 
remember the rest of the album. 

The Strokes
Angles
Monika Chao

When thinking of solid 
alternative-rock bands of the 
2000s, the Strokes are one of the 
 rst bands that come to mind.  
It’s been  ve years since the last 
Strokes album was made, mak-
ing Angles a much-anticipated 
album.  Most of the songs on the 
album all sound somewhat the 
same, but that’s always a part 
of the Strokes’ charm.  While 
their single seemed to scare/dis-
appoint many diehard Strokes’ 
fans, you need not to worry, the 
band adequately entertains their 
audience. 

The Strokes have moved 
away from their classic guitar-
heavy music in Angles in what 
seems like an attempt to keep up 
with the new wave of electron-

ic/dance type 
music.  Half the 
songs on the 
album have an 
80’s-esque un-
derlying beat 
that strangely 
works for the 
band.  When 
listening to the 
album’s  rst 
track, “Machu 

Picchu,” for the  rst time, the 
 rst minute of the song made 
me want to dance like I was part 
of the Breakfast Club, while 
the rest of the song reverted to 
the good ol’ guitar-heavy music 
of the Strokes seen in previ-
ous albums like Room On Fire.  
Similarly, the songs “Game” 
and “Two Kinds of Happiness” 
follow this basic 80’s pop/guitar 
formula.  

“Under Cover of Darkness” 
and “Taken for a Fool” are in 
solid, quintessential Strokes 
song form.  My main concern 
with this album is the song, 
“You’re So Right.”  Julian Cas-
ablancas, the lead singer, takes a 
note out of T-Pain’s book (who 
would have thought...?) and de-
cides to go for autotuned vocals 
on the track.  The result is a dis-
mal, deep-voiced, almost gut-
teral throat-singing effect that is 
not pleasing to the ear.  Nobody 
needs to use autotune, especial-
ly Casablancas.  

Overall, the Strokes don’t 
fail to deliver to their audi-
ence.  The band provides an 
entertaining album that is fun 
yet stays true to their alt-rock 
roots.  While Angles isn’t as 
good as their previous albums, 
the Strokes don’t disappoint.  
Every time I put the album on, 
I catch myself dancing, both 
consciously and unconsciously, 
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do-chores angsty. This might 
sound odd but it made me de-
pressed and wish I knew how 
to surf... Weird electric drums, 
weird whiney vocals, weird but 
fortunately forgettable listening 
experience. 

The album concludes with 
“My Time’s 
Up”, a dainty, 
twirly 1950’s 
h igh - schoo l -
dance ballad. 
It was a good 
song and really 
‘nice’ to listen 
to, but not very 
memorable. As 
a concluding 
song it left the 
album slightly incomplete, like 
a painting without a frame.

Overall Raven in the Grave 
is one of the best albums I’ve 
heard in a while. It has some  op 
tracks, but the quality of the mu-
sic and the abundance of good 
songs make it up to the listener. 
The best part about the whole 
album is how artful it is in its 
entirety. Everything blends to-
gether but remains open enough 
to capture a wide range of emo-
tions and sounds. You can tell 
that The Raveonettes were tak-
ing the whole piece into con-
sideration as they crafted the 
album, not just throwing songs 
in at random. Despite the loose 
ends, Raven in the Grave is well 
thought out and very enjoyable. 

Moon Duo 
Mazes
Alex Gibbons

Let me preface this review 
by saying that I had planned 
on reviewing the new Tyler, 
the Creator album Goblin but 
could not  nd a legitimate leak. 
I was forced to  nd another al-
bum to review last minute, and 
my bearded compadre (beards 
translate to an extensive knowl-

edge of music) 
recommended 
me a random 
band I’ve never 
heard before. 
So if my tone 
seems a bit 
lackluster, then 
sorry. You get 
what you paid 
for I guess, and 
I didn’t pay for 

this album I’m reviewing, and 
you didn’t pay for this periodi-
cal you’re reading. So suck it 
the hell up. 

Moon Duo is a psychedelic/
pop/rock/trance band from San 
Francisco. I’ll admit that that’s 
a pretty terrible description but 

I won’t change it. Mazes is the 
duo’s  rst record with Sacred 
Bones; in the past they’ve re-
leased albums under Woodsist 
Records. Being my  rst Moon 
Duo album, Mazes left me 
pleasantly surprised. The pros-
pect of having to listen to 45 

minutes of psy-
chedelic-trance 
rock doesn’t 
sound too entic-
ing, but Mazes 
is a solid record 
with strong 
tracks. 

The most 
attention-grab-
bing aspect of 
Mazes is Moon 

Duo’s proclivity to mix heavily 
distorted guitars, poppy, up-beat 
synthesizers and a percussion 
style that maintains a dancey 
rhythm throughout the album. 
This also results in most of the 
albums songs sounding very, 
very similar, so similar that the 
transitions between tracks are 
almost unperceivable if you’re 
listening to the album in a fever-
ish haze, like I was. This homo-
geneity denies the album from 
having any distinct bangers; 
there’s not one particular track 
that stands out amongst the rest. 
Still, there aren’t any patently 
bad tracks on the album either, 
so I guess that’s a plus. 

I do appreciate the almost in-
tentional dirtiness of the sound 
in Mazes. I imagine the album 
was recorded in some stinky loft 
with egg cartons on the walls 
and frayed wires everywhere. It 
gives the album a very ominous, 
garage-rock feel. This vibe can 
be suddenly challenged how-
ever, as in the song “When You 
Cut,” which remains dirty and 
distorted but also showcases a 
poppy-keyboard as the song’s 
melody, making the track sound 
very much like a song by The 
Animals. And if more bands 
these days sounded more like 
The Animals, the world would 
be a much better place. 

Anyways, Mazes does 
run the risk of becoming dull. 
By the second or third listen, 
that whole “every song sort of 
sounds the same” thing eventu-
ally gets to you. And then you 
start to wish that you got that 
Tyler, the Creator album like 
you originally intended. But the 
internet doesn’t always make 
illegally downloading music 
easy, and you should be paying 
for your records anyways, you 
dirty whore. It is worth a listen, 
though. Shit, play it on the Ram 
Van or something. I’m not the 
boss of you. 

Songs For Fools For April Fools
It’s April, so it’s time to act like a fool. We have a lot of foolishness to look 
forward to this month here at Fordham. There is of course the 20th of April, 
a wondrous holiday. But more importantly  George W. Bush’s own turd blos-
som, Karl Rove, is coming to spew his foolish rhetoric and burn books here at 
Fordham.  So to get foolish I compiled a list of songs for fools

Casey Tatum and His Brother - “Horse and 
Buggy Ride”
This song is great. It’s by Casey Tatum and his brother. Casey is now de-
ceased, but Uncle Muscles often plays his music on his Uncle Muscles’ Hour 
show on Channel 5. Smooth, though often struggling vocals are played over 
chill background tunes to give you, the listener, a nauseatingly good experi-
ence. 

Flight of the Concords - “I’m Not Crying”
This song is a pretty awesome ballad about ended relationshits by New Zea-
land’s fourth most popular folk band. This song is folking good. Listen to this 
shit. And don’t worry, this song won’t make you cry, unless you’re a loser 
who doesn’t get it. Then you should cry. Because you suck.

Flight of the Concords - “Song for Sally”
This song is about a pretty bad situation, a situation in which two friends like 
the same girl. It’s about how much cock blocking sucks and all that shit. It 
paints a lyrical picture of the desperate attempts of two idiots going for an 
unattainable goal. And I think it’s a song that a lot of fools can relate to.

Weird Al Yankovic - “Bedrock Anthem”
No list of music for fools would be complete without a song by the legendary 
Weird Al, plus this song is the shit. It’s a parody of “Give it Away” by the Red 
Hot Chili Peppers but it’s about the fucking Flintstones. It’s pretty funny. 
And I think it’s better than the Red Hot Chili Peppers’ song because  it’s by 
Weird Al Yankovic.

David Liebe Hart  - “Stay in School”

This song is by puppeteer and singer David Liebe Hart. David looks like fool, 
sings like a fool, and he’s a recurring character on “Tim and Eric Awesome 
Show Great Job!” It’s a song about staying in school and succeeding in life. 
I can’t tell if he knows how funny the song is or if he knows it was a joke, but  
either way it makes for some very enjoyable listening. 

 Tim and Eric - “Petite Feet”
This is a song about a fool who has petite feet. The man with petite feet has 
a feminine step and he sounds like a lady when he walks in the room. Tim 
and Eric discern the different sounds of walking by playing tambourines and 
twinkly sounds when the man with petite feet walks and then heavy sounds to 
signify what a real man sounds when he walks.  

Grateful Dead - “Ship of Fools”

This songs isn’t really foolish, it’s not funny like all these other songs on the 
list. However, I feel that it embodies what it means to be a fool on April Fool’s 
Day. Everyone else is pulling stupid pranks and yelling bad jokes to make 
themselves feel something again after so mnay years of depair and numbing 
apathy and you just go along with it, ‘cause that’s what they said it was for. 
And you see that you’re on a ship of fools, and you hate yourself. But then 
you laugh about it instead of jumping off... “man overboard” just isn’t funny 
you fucking buzzkill. 

 

to at least half the album.  So if 
you’re in the mood for some-
thing light and you’re prepared 
to not take yourself seriously, 
pop in Angles and get ready to 
have some fun.

Raveonettes
Raven in the Grave
Liz O’Malley

The Raveonettes are one of 
those bands I accidentally let 
slip away from me. When I saw 
they had a new release I was cu-
rious, but didn’t expect a whole 
lot. Much to my surprise, Raven 
in the Grave, released on April 
5th, made me shiver. With danc-
ing songs, hang-out songs, driv-
ing songs, and stone-y songs 
the band showcases their abil-
ity to play around with textures 
and sounds yet stay true to their 
signature shoe-gazer surf rock 
style. 

The  rst track, “Recharge & 
Revolt”, is a perfect  rst bite. It 
lets you know exactly what the 
rest of your listening experience 
is going to feel like as the hairs 
on the back of your neck raise 
with anticipation. The simple 
drum and bass combination 
scribbled with ambient synth 
and dreamy vocals pulls you 
along and hypnotizes you into 
the next song and so on. 

“War in Heaven” features 
the Raveonettes fading in and 
fading out  awlessly, dragging 
you even further along into their 
world of hazy nostalgia. Certain 
parts get a little bit glitzy and the 
tinkly shit that goes on makes 
you feel kinda weird but overall 
it’s a great song. The transition 
at the end of the song into “For-
get That You’re Young”, like the 
rest of the songs on the album, 
is clever and  uid. The whole 
album continues to use transi-
tions to set itself up and rope the 
listener onward.

“Forget That You’re Young” 
and “Summer Moon” are two 
of my personal favorite tracks 
from Raven in 
the Grave. Both 
are beautifully 
made and im-
possible not 
to enjoy. Like 
having a strang-
er smile at you, 
the tracks are 
simple, mel-
ancholy, but 
lovely. 

 “Apparitions” is the only 
song on the album I didn’t fully 
enjoy. Other songs on the album 
like “Evil Seeds” pulled off the 
whole ‘sad’ thing really well 
but this song fell  at. It made 
me feel kinda angsty. Seventh 
grade angsty. Mom-made-me-
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