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responsibility to use force in or-
der to protect civilians from at-
tack—in this case from the Qa-
ddafi  government in the Libyan 
Arab Jamahiriiya (including the 
eastern city of Benghazi, which 
Qaddafi  threatened to storm lat-
er that night). On top of imple-
menting a no-fl y zone (except in 
the cases of humanitarian-driv-
en fl ights), the U.N. Security 
Council strengthened an arms 
embargo, froze Libyan authori-

ties’ assets, referred Qaddafi ’s 
goons to the International Crim-
inal Court (ICC), and demanded 
an immediate ceasefi re of vio-
lence against civilians, which 
ICC prosecutor Luis Moreno-
Ocampo said constituted war 
crimes.

Responding to the U.N.’s 
demands on Friday morning, 
March 18, Qaddafi ’s Foreign 
Minister Moussa Koussa (who 
was the intelligence chief only 
one day earlier) agreed to the 
ceasefi re, although he lamented 
that the resolution’s no-fl y zone 
prevents commercial and civil-
ian fl ights, “which will increase 
the suffering of the Libyan na-
tion.” Koussa seemed almost 
sincere, at least until he told 
Portuguese TV that he’d start 
attacking non-military ships 
and planes in the Mediterra-
nean: “We will make their lives 
hell because they are making 
our lives hell,” he said, adding, 
“They will never have peace.” 
Thus, hours after the ceasefi re 
was declared, rebels in Misrata, 
Ajdabia, and Zintan reported 
that towns were besieged by 
artillery strikes and bombs. But 
despite these continuing reports 
of attacks, Koussa insisted that, 
“international governments, 
NGOs, and others check the 
facts” while Deputy Foreign 
Minister Kaalim confi rmed that 
the ceasefi re declared earlier 
that day was “real and valid.” 
It would have been easier to 

verify this if independent re-
porters inside Libya were al-
lowed to do their jobs—but then 
again, with Kaalim saying that 
the government will not remove 
military forces or meet Presi-
dent Obama’s demand to stop 
advancing forces on Benghazi, 
it was clear that the ceasefi re 
was never “real.” In fact, as of 
Sunday night, 230 were killed 
during peaceful protests despite 
Kaalim’s assertion that no ci-

vilians have been 
killed since the 
“ceasefi re” began.

On Saturday, 
March 19, the 
U.S. and Euro-
pean countries 
released the fi rst 
round of war-
planes and mis-
siles in the largest 
international mili-
tary intervention 
in the Arab world 
since the inva-
sion of Iraq. For 
those who think 
the French are a 

bunch of pansies (and who be-
lieve impetuous military inter-
vention constitutes the opposite 
of a pansy move), France was 
the fi rst to respond. The remain-
ing member nations quickly 
followed suit in what the Pen-
tagon calls “Operation Odys-
sey Dawn,” which sounds like a 
Star Trek spacecraft, but is es-
sentially RtoP/Resolution 1973 

in action. According to Obama, 
the use of force wasn’t their fi rst 
choice, but: “actions have con-
sequences, and the writ of the 
international community must 
be enforced.”

Hence the creation of a no-
fl y zone that allows coalition 
aircraft to fl y over Libya with-
out the risk of being shot down. 
In discussing the no-fl y zone 
Obama has repeated multiple 
times that “we will not deploy 
any U.S. troops on the ground.” 

However, such limitations on 
goals create a sort of gateway 
drug that paves the way for ex-
panded confl ict. Right now this 
military intervention is only 
dubbed an “operation,” but all 
the surrounding rhetoric point 
to this being the larval stage 
of war. Newspapers like the 
New York Times refer to mem-
bers of the coalition as “allies,” 
while Qaddafi  and his forces are 
called “loyalists”—terms usu-
ally reserved for full-out wars. 
Moreover, on Sunday March 20, 
a day after allied forces began 
strikes, Qaddafi  pledged retali-
ation, saying his forces would 
fi ght “a long war to victory.” 
The W-word was dropped, and 
that same day American and 
European forces intensifi ed 
their barrage, with American 
B-2 stealth bombers, F-15 and 
F-16 fi ghter jets, and Harrier 
attack jets fl own by the Marine 
Corps striking Libyan ground 
forces and airfi elds alike. The 
Navy jammed Libyan radar and 
communications with electronic 
warplanes and EA-18G Growl-
ers while British planes took 
over bombing missions and 
French forces went on airstrikes 
near Benghazi. In the wake of 
the wreckage, rebels have been 
recouping and heading west.

Qaddafi , on the other hand, 
hasn’t been seen since the strikes 
began—although a missile hit 
his military compound and resi-
dence at around 10 p.m. local 

time on Sunday (4 p.m. EST). 
Vice Admiral William Gortney 
claimed that the mission wasn’t 
to kill Qaddafi , but evasively 
added, “if he happens to be in a 
place…” before he was cut off. 
Similarly, when French foreign 
minister, Alain Juppé was asked 
if the operation was intended to 
remove Qaddafi  from power, he 
denied it. This is where humani-
tarian intervention gets tricky, 
as the RtoP principle is based on 
the imperative to uphold certain 

basic human rights independent 
of international political consid-
erations.

This entire enterprise hinges 
on how member nations of the 
Security Council respond in a 
relatively apolitical manner. Ad-
ditionally, while there is a clear 
enemy and a clear group of peo-
ple to defend, the Libyan rebels 
do not seem to have a unani-
mous vision for where they 
want to take the country should 
Qaddafi  fall. U.S. Defense Sec-
retary Robert Gates claims that 
a break-up of Libya would be 
a formula for instability, as the 
west (unlike the east) is in line 
with Qaddafi . As forces con-
tinue to build in support of the 
no-fl y zone, the Arab world has 
been in fi erce debate, with Qatar 
becoming the fi rst Arab nation 
to join the coalition. The head of 
the Arab League, however, has 
been criticizing the barrage’s in-
creasing severity. Philip Goure-
vitch, who has extensively cov-
ered the crisis in Rwanda in the 
1990s, suggested that Qaddafi  
has simply scared us into join-
ing his war, and that the cur-
rent humanitarian intervention 
will merely maintain status quo. 
While British Tomahawk  mis-
siles  barrage air defenses, it still 
doesn’t seem like such strikes 
will do more than neutralize Qa-
ddafi ’s government. Guorevitch 
says the only way we can avoid 
being defeated in Libya is by 
defeating him, which of course 

would mean war.
It’s debatable which is 

more shocking—the way 
violent events in Libya 
have skyrocketed, or the 
fact that for the fi rst time 
in my lifetime the U.S. 
is involved with a mili-
tary intervention based on 
valid premises. But even 
though the latter is the 
case, there have been com-
plaints from countries like 
Russia that many civilians 
were wounded in air raids 
on non-military targets. In 
the coming days we’ll see 

what happens regarding U.S. 
and European involvement, and 
the accompanying implications 
of these actions. So far, Gates 
remains fi rm that the U.S. will 
play a part in military opera-
tions, but “will not have the pre-
eminent role.” This could be the 
case, but it’s important to note 
that throughout these compli-
cated developments, rhetoric 
has been the most unreliable 
tool used by political and mili-
tary forces alike.

by Sarah Madges
 NEWS CO-EDITOR

War Rumbles in Libya
As Libyan rebels attempt to regroup, allied forces assault Qaddafi ’s government by land, air, and sea

For 41 years Colonel Muam-
mar Qaddafi  maintained control 
in Libya by outlawing demon-
strations, removing foreign lan-
guages from school curricula, 
and implementing harsh pun-
ishments for social unrest. On 
February 15, inspired by the up-
risings in and around the Middle 
East, Libyan protesters called 
for his im-
mediate 
deposi-
tion and 
the imple-
mentation 
of demo-
cratic re-
form in the 
country. 
Though 
February 
15 and 16 
saw police 
attempting 
to disperse 
crowds 
with bats 
and water cannons, February 
17, the Day of Revolt, was the 
fi rst day of extreme and violent 
oppression on behalf of Qad-
dafi ’s forces. In Benghazi, vio-
lent criminals were released by 
police, armed and paid to attack 
and kill protesters. Gruesome 
images of maimed and disfi g-
ured protesters made it apparent 
that Qaddafi ’s forces were using 
high caliber weaponry against 
demonstrators. Since the Day 
of Revolt, the open massacre of 
anti-government protestors has 
continued. Now in March, rebel 
forces have been tortured for 
weeks as Qaddafi  still attempts 
to re-control cities overtaken by 
protesters.

 In response to the dete-
riorating situation in Libya, the 
U.N. Security Council passed 
Resolution 1973 with 10 yes 
votes and 5 abstentions on the 
night of March 17. The reso-
lution describes the doctrine 
of Responsibility to Protect 
(RtoP), a set of principles based 
on the idea that sovereignty is 
not a privilege, but a responsi-
bility. RtoP falls under Chap-
ter VII of the U.N. Charter, 
and focuses on preventing and 
halting genocide, war crimes, 
crimes against humanity, or 
ethnic cleansing, should a na-
tion prove unable to protect its 
own population. The RtoP fur-
ther prescribes that when peace-
ful mediating attempts fail, the 
international community has a 

Benghazi residents stand on a tank 
inside a security forces compound

Despite government crackdown on pro-
testers, thousands gather in Libya’s capi-
tal, Tripoli
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On March 7 the Obama 
administration rescinded the 
suspension of military trials at 
Guantanamo Bay, a suspen-
sion that has been in place since 
Obama’s fi rst full day in offi ce. 
The order upholds the govern-
ment’s ability to indefi nitely im-
prison suspects “who have not 
been charged, convicted, or des-
ignated for transfer” and sug-
gests that these people continue 
to be “detained because they ‘in 
effect, remain at war with the 
United States.’”

Instead of any comprehen-
sive change, the administration 
offi cials claim that their order 
for minor reforms makes indefi -
nite detention more “credible.” 
However, changes from Bush 
administration policy are mini-
mal. What’s most hyped about 
the order is the establishment 
of a “periodic review process,” 
although it’s unclear how this 
differs from the “administrative 
review boards” established by 
the Military Commissions Act 
of 2006.

With orders like this one, 
Obama essentially set about 
normalizing one of the most de-
praved policies of the previous 
administration. In modifying 
Bush rulings, Obama is promot-

ing a policy that is essentially 
indefi nite detention with a hu-
man face. Although the presi-
dent and his supporters claim 
that such policy is a step towards 
eradicating indefi nite detention, 
it instead establishes it as a fact 
of American government. In the 
face of this ruling and Obama’s 
subsequent defense of it, one 
has to ask if a more 
credible version of the 
Bush administration is 
really the best we can 
do. Or, was it really 
what we thought we 
were electing?

Towards the be-
ginning of the Obama 
presidency, the Left 
expressed disappoint-
ment over Obama’s 
unwillingness to try 
members of the previ-
ous administration for 
the war crimes they 
committed. Now, two 
and a half years later, 
this decision not to 
prosecute makes more 
sense. Why would Obama 
charge someone else for violat-
ing the same international laws 
that he himself intended to con-
tinue violating?

Of course, to those who have 
been paying attention to this ad-
ministration’s policies (rather 

than blaming 
the Republi-
can minority 
and repeating 

the phrase “change doesn’t hap-
pen overnight,” as if saying it 
would lead to believing it), this 
news is hardly surprising. For 
instance, at CIA Director Leon 
Panetta’s confi rmation hearing, 

he told Congress that he intend-
ed to continue to use extraordi-
nary rendition, what Wikipedia 
describes as the “abduction and 
extrajudicial transfer of a person 
from one nation to another.” 

It should be noted that this 
policy puts the United States 

in violation of Article 3 of the 
United Nations Conventions 
Against Torture, not that Pa-
netta—or this administration—
seems to care. In her own con-
fi rmation hearing for Solicitor 
General, now-Supreme Court 
Justice Elena Kagan expressed 
similar views, arguing that 
those suspected of fi nancing Al 

Qaeda should be subjected to 
indefi nite detention no matter 
where they were captured.

Still, even those who have 
given up the hope that Obama 
will bring the change he prom-
ised should be at least a little 
taken aback by this news. For 
one, it directly contradicts a 
series of pronouncements on 
torture and Guantanamo Bay 
that have continued into his 
presidency. On the campaign 
trail: “It’s time to show the 
world…we’re not a country 
that runs prisons which lock 
people away without ever tell-
ing them why they’re there or 
what they’re charged with.” 
Or: “[The Bush] Adminis-

tration acts like violating civil 
liberties is the way to enhance 
our security. It is not.” Then af-
ter taking offi ce: “Any program 
of detention and interrogation 
must comply with the Geneva 
Conventions, the Conventions 
on Torture, and the Constitu-

tion.”
In the speech from which that 

last quotation was taken, given 
after he signed the directive or-
dering the closing of Guantana-
mo Bay, Obama went on to refer 
to the base as a “damaging sym-
bol to the world.” And he was 
right. Even as the Obama CIA 
was engaging in extraordinary 
rendition and the Obama Justice 
Department was invoking “state 
secrets” to withhold evidence, 
the closing of Guantanamo Bay 
was an important symbol--not 
so much to the rest of the world, 
but to his easily placated liberal 
base. The closing of Guantana-
mo suggested that Obama was 
trying, that change would come 
if we just hold our horses and let 
him do his thing. 

No matter what’s been go-
ing on behind the scenes, the 
fact that Obama has all but 
given up on even the illusion 
that change will come is surely 
signifi cant. In times like these, I 
return to the moment during the 
health care debate when then-
Chief of Staff and now Mayor 
of Chicago Rahm Emanuel re-
ferred to Obama’s critics on the 
Left as “fucking retarded.” With 
every passing month this proc-
lamation seems more and more 
wrong.

WHO HAS TWO THUMBS AND WENT BACK ON 
HIS PROMISE TO CLOSE GUANTANAMO BAY??

By Liam Lowery
STAFF LAW SCHOOL

his lineage) outside any event 
he sees fi t: funerals of soldiers, 
AIDS patients and those killed 
in violent hate crimes (notably, 
WBC gained media attention 
after picketing Matthew Shepa-
rd’s 1998 funeral); The Laramie 
Project productions; the United 
States Holocaust Memorial Mu-
seum’s dedication; and 
other situations where the 
WBC’s presence is intru-
sive, insulting, and will 
incite “imminent lawless 
action.” The public out-
cry and media attention 
that follows these stunts 
slyly advertises the WBC 
to America’s bigots.

Regardless of reli-
gious and speech rights, 
there are some basic, un-
remunerated rights that 
trump an anti-homosexu-
al agenda--like a father’s 
ability to bury his son in 
peace. There are certain 
types of speech not cov-
ered in the First Amend-
ment, and throughout the Su-
preme Court’s history, laws 
have been bent every which 
way with one goal: to serve jus-
tice as well as possible. 

The argument is not about 
what the WBC says, but about 
the slippery slope of allowing 
anything and everything that 
propagates radical conservatism 

to be allowed in all formats, 
in all “public” spheres. Sure, 
the WBC protested on public 
ground and the funeral service 
itself was not directly inter-
rupted (from the burial site one 
could only hear echoes of bull-
horns and see the very tops of 
signs), but the solemnity and re-

spect was lost; it became a me-
dia fi restorm instead of a time of 
remembrance. 

Laws are meant to be ad-
justed. They are intentionally 
opaque so that new precedents 
may be set and justices may 
always have the opportunity to 
make the right call, regardless 
of prior history. In this case, 

the “fi ghting words” doctrine 
(est. 1942)—that speech which, 
“by… utterance infl icts injury 
or tend to incite an immediate 
breach of peace”—could have 
been enacted; due to the emo-
tional stress and the nature of 
the speech this would have been 
a fair claim. This could have 

been coupled with the 
idea of a “captive audi-
ence,” which suggests 
that because the pro-
testers interfered with 
the route mourners had 
to take to the site, the 
family had no choice 
but to be present for the 
protests. Justice Alito 
highlighted this in his 
dissent (which I must 
say made me proud to 
be an American): “They 
may express their views 
in terms that are ‘unin-
hibited,’ ‘vehement,’ 
and ‘caustic.’…It does 
not follow, however, 
that they may intention-

ally infl ict severe emotional in-
jury on private persons at a time 
of intense emotional sensitivity 
by launching vicious verbal at-
tacks that make no contribution 
to public debate.”

The idea that the govern-
ment must remain neutral in 
the marketplace of ideas is the 
cornerstone of a free society, 

yet there has been and continues 
to be room for manipulation. 
The government was anything 
but neutral in cases regarding 
obscenity of the 1970s, estab-
lishing the doctrine regarding 
the “tone of the community” 
and championing the govern-
ment’s cause to create upright 
citizens through regulating their 
exposure to caustic elements. 
With this element in mind, one 
wonders whether the ruling 
would have gone a bit differ-
ently if, instead of the WBC, 
jihad-preaching Muslims were 
holding signs. Perhaps the fact 
that the choice seemed to be 
between queers and Christians 
made it a bit easier for Justice 
Roberts.  While government 
should never be entangled in 
religion and has the duty to try 
to neither persecute nor further 
any religious cause, the gov-
ernment itself persecutes an 
already disenfranchised group 
by remaining silent while that 
group is demonized. Snyder v. 
Phelps is a tragic error, not only 
because it shows that there is no 
protection against libel for the 
family of dead soldiers in the 
face of the WBC, but because 
it makes clear that even if God 
doesn’t hate gays, the Supreme 
Court will let them be treated as 
such. 

by Nick Murray
DEADITOR

SUPREME COURT UPHOLDS YOUR 
RIGHT to be a horrible bigot

     ...THIS GUY

On March 2, an 8-1 Su-
preme Court decision ruled in 
favor of hateful protests at mili-
tary funerals. The case arose 
from Westboro Baptist Church 
members picketing Marine 
Lance Cpl. Matthew Snyder’s 
funeral in March 2006. During 
the funeral procession, Snyder’s 
fellow troops and family had 
to march past protesters’ signs 
emblazoned with “God Hates 
Fags” and “God Hates Amer-
ica.” Snyder’s father sued the 
protestors for defamation, inva-
sion of privacy, and emotional 
distress. A federal jury awarded 
Snyder’s family compensation 
in 2007, but the Church won 
and sought an appeal. Follow-
ing the decision this month, 
Chief Justice Roberts wrote for 
the majority that the Court must 
protect “even hurtful speech on 
public issues to ensure that we 
do not stifl e public debate.”

The Westboro Baptist 
Church is founded and run by 
Fred Phelps, a preacher who 
thinks homosexuality is the 
root of all evil. Phelps, who is 
also a devout anti-Semite and 
against Catholicism and Islam, 
utilizes Americans’ right to as-
semble by lining up his con-
gregation (many of whom are 

“Hey, at least I never made a promise I 
couldn’t keep...I’ve always had a 
radically anti-gay agenda.”
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On Thursday, March 17, af-
ter lengthy debate, the House 
of Representatives voted 228 to 
192 to cut NPR’s federal fund-
ing.  Though the option has 
been hotly discussed for years 
now, Thursday’s vote came at 
a highly opportune time for 
NPR’s Republican critics, and 
even a cursory glance at the 
vote shows a deep partisan di-
vide on the issue.

The vote follows (and, argu-
ably, is a direct result of) videos 
released by right-wing pseudo-
journalist and whistleblower 
James O’Keefe, who made 
headlines in 2009 after conduct-
ing a sting operation where he 
purportedly received advice on 
tax evasion and human traffi ck-
ing from ACORN staff.  In his 
latest stunt, O’Keefe dispatched 
a group of people posing as rep-
resentatives of a Muslim orga-
nization to a lunch with NPR 
Foundation Senior Vice Presi-
dent Ron Schiller and fundraiser 

Betsy Liley in order to discuss 
the possibility of making a $5 
million donation to NPR.  Dur-
ing the meeting, O’Keefe’s per-
sonnel, wearing hidden cam-
eras and mics, recorded Schiller 
making comments lambasting 
the Republican party, stating 
that it had been hijacked by the 
Tea Party Movement and was 
full of “seriously racist, racist 
people.”  Following the release 
of the video, Schiller resigned 
immediately, while Liley was 
placed on leave.  Additionally, 
CEO Vivian Schiller resigned 
following pressure from NPR’s 
Board of Directors.

However, the damage had 
already been done.  NPR’s 
critics have always contended 
that it functions as a bastion of 
left-wing elitist politics (and, 
as such, should not receive fed-
eral funding), and O’Keefe’s re-
cording of a high-ranking NPR 
employee explicitly making 
anti-Republican comments only 
gives them more ammunition to 
use in their debate.  The fact that 
NPR’s fundraising arm exerts 

no editorial control over broad-
casted content, or that news sto-
ries that cover major NPR con-
tributors are treated with special 
care to maintain objectivity sad-
ly seems to make no difference 
in this case, as was evidenced 
by Thursday’s vote.

The vote itself was, predict-
ably, sharply divided along par-
tisan lines.  Though seven Re-
publicans voted against the bill 
(H R 1076), all 228 “yea” votes 
were cast by Republicans.  Only 
one representative, Republi-
can Justin Amash of Michigan, 
voted “present”, explaining his 
reasoning in a long note on his 
Facebook page.  Though the bill 
moved through the House with 
relative ease, it is not expected 
to go very far beyond that.  Sen-
ate Majority Leader Harry Reid, 
a self-confessed NPR fan and 
supporter, voiced his opposi-
tion to the bill on the day of 
the vote, stating “Public radio 
and the top-notch journalists it 
employs are valuable resources 
to people of all ages across the 
country and I can’t understand 

why Republicans would want to 
take that away from them.”  The 
same day, the White House is-
sued a statement opposing the 
bill and suggesting that it would 
be vetoed, although a specifi c 
threat of a veto was not includ-
ed.

Aside from its political op-
position, there are aspects of the 
bill itself that will likely prevent 
it from moving past the House.  
Amash, in explaining his reasons 
for voting only “present” high-
lights some of the bill’s prob-
lems.  Although Amash openly 
admits that he wants to defund 
NPR, he acknowledges outright 
that this particular bill is not the 
way to do it.  For one, Amash 
points out that the bill strongly 
resembles what is known as a 
bill of attainder, which is explic-
itly prohibited by the Constitu-
tion.  Briefl y, a bill of attainder 
is one that is aimed at punish-
ing an individual or entity rather 
than enacting a generally ap-
plicable law.  Bills of attainder 
are forbidden on the ground that 
they violate due process of law 

by punishing an individual out-
side of the judicial system (af-
ter O’Keefe’s ACORN scandal, 
a federal court ruled that a bill 
defunding the organization was 
a bill of attainder, and therefore 
unconstitutional). Amash also 
objects to the bill on ethical 
grounds, claiming that the pur-
pose of legislation should be to 
benefi t the public or to combat 
social ills rather than target or-
ganizations, stating, “Congress 
has singled out NPR not for any 
legitimate, objective reasons—
such as, “taxpayers shouldn’t 
subsidize any speech.” Instead, 
the legislation takes aim at one 
particular private entity because 
that entity is unpopular.”

While it appears likely that 
the bill will be a dead end, its 
passage through the House is 
disconcerting nonetheless.  The 
fact that a highly politicized, co-
ordinated attack on a particular 
organization can make it this 
far through the legislative pro-
cess offers a rather grim view of 
where our Congress currently is 
and where their priorities are.

Unless you’ve been living 
under a rock, news of the NFL 
lockout has reached your ears 
one way or another. Even so, 
the whole story is remarkably 
convoluted. For even the most 
serious football fan, understand-
ing the entire argument between 
the owners and players can be a 
challenge. The short story is that 
the two sides are fi ghting over 
the distribution of money--$9.3 
billion to be exact. The bigger 
picture, however, is not so eas-
ily explained.

In 2008, the NFL owners 
unanimously voted to opt out of 
what was then the current col-
lective bargaining agreement, 
or CBA, with the NFL Play-
ers Association (NFLPA). The 
owners believed that the rev-
enue needed to be distributed 
more in their favor to help pay 
for investments such as recent-
ly built stadiums. The players 
were skeptical of this move, as 
they were receiving 60 percent 
of the revenue at the time and 
weren’t keen on the idea of giv-
ing up some of their share. The 
owners also wanted to increase 
the length of the regular season 
from 16 to 18 games. Again, the 
players were in disagreement. 
They stated that the current sea-
son is already strenuous enough 

and an additional two games 
would be detrimental to their 
health. The owners proposed 
new health and safety issues, 
but the players believed that 
these proposals would just be 
offset by the additional games.

 Last fall, in anticipation of 
a lockout, the players voted to 
decertify the union. 
This proved detri-
mental because it 
meant that they could 
no longer collectively 
bargain with the own-
ers. However, it also 
exposed the owners 
to the players’ poten-
tial antitrust lawsuits. 
The previous CBA 
expired on March 3 
and the union was 
offi cially decertifi ed. 
The players wasted 
very little time, and 
on March 11, Drew 
Brees, Tom Brady, Peyton Man-
ning, and seven other players 
collectively fi led an antitrust 
lawsuit against the league. In 
response, the lockout offi cially 
began.

With the lockout in effect, 
the NFL is essentially frozen. 
There is no free agency or trad-
ing allowed. More importantly, 
teams are unable to hold orga-
nized practices or off-season 
workouts. That means when/

if there is a 2011 season, teams 
will have had no prior meet-
ings or practices and will be at 
a disadvantage going into the 
fall. Now, there are teams like 
the Colts and Patriots who have 
veteran leaders and coaches 
who will be able to handle the 
delays with relative ease. How-

ever, most teams do not have 
this advantage. Six teams--the 
Panthers, Browns, Broncos, 
Raiders, 49ers and Titans--are 
entering the season with a new 
head coach. These teams are 
among the worst off due to the 
lockout. They are unable to 
even meet their new coaches 
and do not know what to expect 
from a new coaching style. As a 
Broncos fan (yeah, go ahead and 
make fun of me) who thought 

last year’s 4-12 season was bad 
enough, it would appear I am 
in for an even more depressing 
year. Actually, maybe no foot-
ball would be better… 

So who is to blame for this 
lockout? Some say the play-
ers. Some say the owners. Both 
sides seem to be compelled by 

greed 
and just 
want as 
much of 
the rev-
enue as 
they can 
possibly 
have. 
How-
ever, it 
is much 
easier 
to sym-
pathize 
with the 
players 

than with the owners. While 
there is a large amount of 
players who have astronomi-
cal salaries, it is easy to forget 
about the players who make 
signifi cantly less money and 
are playing football to support 
their families. Positions such as 
long-snappers and players on 
the practice squads only make 
a couple of hundred thousands 
of dollars. While this is still a 
decent living, it is not enough 

to survive an entire year of un-
employment. On the other hand, 
the net average worth of the 32 
NFL private owners is $1.4 bil-
lion. Hell, Seattle Seahawks 
owner Paul Allen is worth $12.9 
billion alone. According to the 
Wall Street Journal, every NFL 
owner has enough money set 
aside to survive an entire lost 
2011 season. Now, do I sympa-
thize to the point where I agree 
with Adrian Peterson when he 
compares being an NFL player 
to “modern day slavery”? Abso-
lutely not. But it is clear that the 
owners are willing to sit back 
and wait as long as necessary 
to get what they want, even at 
the expense of players who are 
fi ghting for their livings. 

So when will the lockout 
end? It’s the question every-
one is asking, and the question 
that has no answer. Updates 
from both sides are pouring 
into ESPN daily as each side 
constantly tries to get the up-
per hand. In April, the case will 
be brought before a judge, at 
which point the league will be 
drawn into a long legal battle. 
If an agreement can be reached 
before then, the season will 
proceed as it normally would. 
However, if it reaches court, 
you can say goodbye to football 
for a long, long time.

How  Greed  Ruined  the  NFL
By Danny Casarella
STAFF EUGENE V. DEBS

by Sean Kelly
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
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Faker 
Than 

Truth
by Sarah Madges
NEWS CO-EDITOR

On Thursday March 10, 
New York Republican Con-
gressman Peter King, chair of 
the House Committee on Home-
land Security, held a controver-
sial hearing on what he dubbed 
the “radicalization” of American 
Muslims—i.e. held a hearing 
fueled by newfangled McCar-
thyism that stokes fear against 
Muslims. According to King, 
al-Qaeda has made a “concerted 
effort” to recruit Muslims from 
within America, with suppos-
edly “50 homegrown terrorists” 
coming forward in the last two 
years. Although King wanted 
to highlight the alleged unwill-
ingness of Muslim leaders to 
deter radicalization (i.e., black-

list Muslims), he didn’t invite 
any federal law enforcement 
offi cials to back up his claims. 
As it turns out, Muslims have 
been instrumental in prevent-
ing terrorism—the respected 
think tank, Triangle Center on 
Terrorism and Homeland Se-
curity (associated with a report 
from Duke University and the 
University of North Carolina) 
recently released a study re-
vealing that 48 of 120 domestic 
Muslims who were consider-
ing some kind of terror attack 
were turned in to authorities by 
Muslims. But with photos of 
the burning World Trade Cen-
ter and Pentagon on display, it 
was clear that King wouldn’t 
bring these facts to light, nor 
would he “surrender to politi-
cal correctness”which he said 
would weaken the campaign to 
protect America from a terrorist 
attack. 

In light of public out-
cry against the hearing, King 
claimed he has the full back-
ing of his Long Island district, 
which he calls a microcosm for 
U.S. public opinion because, 
“nobody [there] didn’t know 
somebody who was killed on 
Sept. 11.” For his witnesses, 
King brought two young men 
who fault the Islamic communi-

ty for recruiting them to extrem-
ism, along with a Muslim doctor 
who was featured in a fi lm that 
claims Muslim extremists have 
infi ltrated America to establish 
a theocratic state. As come-
dian Dean Obeidallah, who is 
a Palestinian-Italian-American, 
pointed out, “[King] brought 
three Muslims to testify because 
they were the only three in 
America that agree with him.” 
Laughing, he added, “I’m sure 
there were a few others, but they 
gave anecdotal evidence, noth-
ing about facts.” Clearly King 
made a calculated appeal to 
America’s paranoid sensibilities 
rather than to America’s rational 
side, as there were plenty of oth-
er Muslims at the hearing he did 
not invite to speak. Among these 
was Talat Hamdani, a member 

of September 11th Families for 
Peaceful Tomorrows, who had 
actually been asking King to 
give them a meeting for two 
weeks until he fi nally agreed--
and then promptly disappeared 
on the day of their appointment. 

Minnesota Democrat Rep. 
Keith Ellison (the fi rst Muslim 
elected to Congress) stood up 
for other Muslim Americans, 
and even broke down in tears 
when telling the story of Talat 
Hamdani’s deceased son, who 
was one of the fi rst responders 
in the 9/11 attacks. After his 
death people attacked Moham-
med Salman Hamdani’s char-
acter because of his Islamic 
faith—a New York Post head-
line read, “Missing or Hiding?” 
and went on to say that, “he was 
last seen, Koran in hand, leav-
ing his Bayside, Queens home.” 
Ellison used this story to illus-
trate how blanket statements 
about political/religious ideolo-
gies have been historically used 
to justify violence, or in King’s 
case, smear campaigns—which 
often lead to violence as seen 
with the Park51 controversy. 

Obviously there are many 
problems with this hearing—
from it being an arena of Islam-
ophobia to its blatant hypocrisy 
and lack of facts. What would 
happen if Keith Ellison were to 

propose hearings on fundamen-
talist/right-wing Christians? 
The fundamentalist community 
is undeniably the main forum 
for abortion clinic bombers and 
murderers of doctors, etc., yet 
if such a hearing were to take 
place there would be pitchfork-
branding mobs in the streets.

Additionally, in a display of 
pure ignorance and hypocrisy, 
King reported that there’s no 
equivalent threat “between al-
Qaeda and neo-Nazis, environ-
mental extremists or other iso-
lated madmen,” the same week 
that neo-Nazi Kevin Harpham 
was arrested for attempted mass 
murder of MLK Day marchers 
in Spokane, Washington. And 
this isn’t an isolated event I 
hand-picked to make a point—
according to Michael Rolince, 

who headed 
the Coun-
terterror-
ism Divi-
sion in the 
FBI, about 
two-thirds 
of all terror-
ism in this 
country be-
tween 1980 
and 2001 
was com-
mitted by 
non-Islamic 
American 
extremists. 
According 

to the same report, between 
2001 and 2005 that fi gure went 
up to 95 percent. Want another 
hypocrisy nugget? King was a 
visible supporter of the Irish Re-
publican Army, which has en-
gaged in terrorist activity over 
the years. It seems that for King 
all terrorism is equal, but some 
terrorism is more equal (evil) 
than others.

What happened March 10 
was a ridiculous charade de-
signed not to quell terrorism, 
but rather to buttress preexist-
ing anti-Muslim sentiment in 
America. It isn’t that jihad-
ists (whether domestic or for-
eign) aren’t a threat, but King 
grossly distorted reality with 
his claims that “there are too 
many mosques,” and that 85 
percent of mosque leaders are 
tied to extremism, while con-
cerns about the radical right are 
trivial. Luckily the majority of 
the representatives of Congress 
including Ellison did their best 
to counter King’s slant and open 
up dialogue about radicalization 
of all people. To focus in on just 
one faith like King did would be 
like pronouncing a war on drugs 
and then only looking for black 
drug users/dealers (oh, wait…). 
To sign a pledge against fear-
mongering, visit www.wha-
tunites.us.

by Sean Patrick Kelly, Sarah Madges, and Joseph McCarthy
STAFF LIARS

EVERYWHERE - As of yesterday, White House representatives 
confi rmed reports that everyone, every blessed soul in the nation, 
was drunk out of their mind.  From the youngest schoolboy to the 
oldest nursing home resident, from the President himself to Dave 
Wilkis of Stroudsburg, PA, every single U.S. citizen appeared to 
be completely shit-hammered for no apparent reason.  Speaking 
at a conference on Tuesday, White House Press Secretary Rob-
ert Gibbs delivered the news to a room full of whiskey-soaked, 
bleary-eyed reporters while himself suckling the dregs from a 
bottle of Evan Williams, briefl y stopping the conference to play 
the spent bottle like an air guitar, then smashing it on the podium, 
severely cutting himself and NY Times Associate Editor Rob-
ert Semple Jr. in the process.  “We’re fi ne,” began Gibbs at the 
conference. “There’s literally nothing to worry about, we haven’t 
even -- why are you dogging me so hard?  Jesus, why do you al-
ways have to do this shit?  I’m just fucking tired,” reported Gibbs 
before bursting into tears and mumbling something about his ex-
girlfriend.  Across the nation, public services (which many claim 
they “never even asked for in the fi rst place” and are “fucking 
lame”) have been suspended, and other basic aspects of daily life 
have come to a screeching halt as the populace continues to lurch 
towards total blackout and, likely, vomiting in their beds. The 
.78% of U.S. signifi cant others who were not intoxicated were re-
portedly livid, and wanted to “get out of this goddamn Bennigan’s 
before [boyfriend/girlfriend] makes an even bigger scene.”

      --SPK  
 
UNIVERSITY OF PENN, PA - A recent article in the Philadel-
phia Inquirer revealed that cats (especially in shelters) experience 
psychological pain in a way that dogs do not. Shelter conditions 
make cats sick and antisocial from the stress—and no one wants 
a stressed-out cat. Dogs love novelty, change of scenery, and in 
most cases, car rides—“Cats—not so much,” said Penn veterinar-
ian Michael Moyer. During what he calls, “a kind of ‘no duh’ mo-
ment,” Moyer realized that cats are different in so many physi-
ological ways, “and yet we treat them like they’re small dogs.” 
As research backs up the observations that cats need special care, 
shelters are redesigning cages to accommodate cats’ psyches and 
personal needs. Specialists are developing cat therapy methods that 
deal with anything from major depressive disorder and bipolar to 
schizophrenia and eating disorders. If research continues picking 
up speed and serious coverage, in a few years it could be possible 
to attend group therapy with your cat and other cats/cat owners.
      --SM

THE BLOGOSPHERE - Supporters of nuclear power have been 
scrambling since Japan’s recent meltdown to defend the power 
source that accounts for 20 percent of U.S. energy.  Among these 
is conservative rabble-rouser Glenn Beck, who appeared on the 
defense Friday during his Fox news show.  Beck, known for hands-
on news analysis (most notably his explosively reactive ego and 
the Frog Incident[1]) presented two frogs, only one of which had 
been affected by radiation. “Radiation has gotten a bad rap,” said 
Beck, groping for the frogs.  “Really, it’s everywhere.  It’s on your 
skin.  It’s in your blood.  It’s one of the four types of matter: solid, 
liquid, gas, and radiation.”  Beck held up the radioactive frog to 
the camera.  “I’ve named him Sashimi, a Japanese word meaning 
‘honor for ages.’  This lil guy, he stands for all those affected by 
recent tragedy in Japan. He’s been exposed to the same amount of 
radiation as workers in the heart of the crisis.  If you look close, 
he’s smiling.  Can we get a close-up? ” Beck and his cameramen 
were chased off the set after Sashimi grew ten feet tall and began 
wailing, “TREAD ON THIS, BECK.  TREAD ON THIS!”

[1] Beck, in demonstrating a point, threw a frog into boiling water.  
When the frog died instantly he stated, “OK, forget the frog…I 
swear I thought they jumped right out, but they don’t.”
      --Senator

PETER K ING USHERS  IN 
ERA OF ANTI-MUSL IM 
MCCARTHYI SM

All those damn Muslims are really ruining 
this poor xenophobic bastard’s day.
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In 1967, Martin Luther 
King, Jr. addressed the Southern 
Christian Leadership Confer-
ence, stating, “The curse of pov-
erty has no justifi cation in our 
age.” Over forty years later, the 
federal minimum wage is $7.25 
an hour. If you calculate the an-
nual salary for someone on min-
imum wage who never takes a 
day off and works 40 hours per 
week—a highly unlikely pos-
sibility, since most minimum 
wage jobs are crafted to be part-
time—you fi nd an annual salary 
of just under $15,000 per year. 
This fi gure is below the fed-
eral poverty line for a family of 
three, shooting holes through 
the myth that New York’s poor-
est do not work hard enough 
to succeed. 
The North-
west Bronx 
Community 
& Clergy Co-
alition (NW-
BCCC) and 
their partners 
in the Living 
Wage NYC 
declare that 
this economic 
reality is un-
acceptable.

Instead, 
they propose 
a living wage. 
According to 
Living Wage 
NYC, “A liv-
ing wage is a wage which is 
based on the cost of living in an 
area, rather than some arbitrary 
minimum,” continuing, “Under 
an ideal living wage, someone 
who works an ordinary 40 hour 
per week job would be able to 
afford shelter, food, health care, 
and other basic necessities of 
life.” These stipulations are 
especially important in a city 
like New York where, whether 
you live in the nation’s highest-
income zip code in Manhattan 
or its lowest-income zip code 
near us in the Bronx, rent alone 
is incredibly expensive. In fact, 
half of Bronx residents spend 
half of their monthly income 
on rent. As Cori Ring, FCRH 
‘13 and Fordham rep to NW-
BCCC’s Leadership Council, 
told the paper, “The Living 
Wage campaign is hugely im-
portant because its aim is very 
much about recognizing the ba-
sic dignity that every person de-
serves. As our system currently 
exists, we unfairly value some 
types of work over others, and 
in doing so we deny countless 
families the dignity of  being 
able to adequately provide for 
themselves.”

According to 2002’s New 
York City Living Wage Ordi-
nance, a living wage in New 

York City is at least $10 per 
hour with benefi ts, or $11.50 per 
hour without benefi ts. Notably, 
these wages would not put an 
end to the cycle of poverty, but, 
as NWBCCC President Desiree 
Pilgrim-Hunter shared with a 
group on March 7, “If we get 
this done [the $10 and $11.50 
per hour living wage] we start 
to change the mentality.” In the 
words of former Kingsbridge 
Armory Redevelopment Alli-
ance (KARA) organizer Ava 
Farkas, “If we mobilize and 
organize people then it goes be-
yond just winning one legisla-
tion but we’re trying to grow a 
movement that can fi ght for the 
rights of all low-wage workers.” 
[see KARA campaign Volume 
XXXVIII Issue VIII October 
28, 2009/ insert URL hyperlink 

here]
If you’ve ever walked 

around our neighborhood and 
reached Kingsbridge Road, 
you’ve seen the 575,000 square 
foot armory containing the larg-
est military drill hall in the na-
tion. Today, the armory sits 
empty, as it has since 1998. Un-
der Giuliani and now Bloom-
berg, the city has fought to turn 
the armory into a commercial 
and retail complex. Locally, 
Living Wage NYC grew out of 
KARA, a coalition of Bronx 
residents, businesses, unions, 
congregations, elected offi cials, 
and community groups work-
ing together to envision what 
could go into the Kingsbridge 
Armory instead of a mall that 
would dole out unacceptable 
wages to its community. KARA 
called for schools, living wage 
and union jobs, training pro-
grams, and safe and available 
community recreation space to 
be housed in the armory. Once 
the city voted to turn the armory 
into commercial/retail space, 
KARA evolved into the NYC 
Living Wage Campaign, vow-
ing that each job in the armory 
will be a living wage position 
and protesting its developers’ 
use of full-time equivalency in 

creating jobs (creating 1,200 
part-time jobs instead of 600 
full time jobs to avoid paying 
workers benefi ts). In the view of 
Living Wage NYC, “The battle 
over the armory could catalyze 
a new living wage movement.”

In coordination with groups 
in Brooklyn and Queens, the 
Northwest Bronx Community 
and Clergy Coalition hopes to 
pass the Fair Wages for New 
Yorkers Act. At present, 15 
cities nationwide have living 
wage ordinances, and economic 
disparity gaps continue to in-
crease—facts that President 
Pilgrim-Hunter responded to 
sharply, stating, “Bankers went 
and bankrupted us, and now 
they want us to pay the bill.”

To pass, the act needs 34 City 
Council members’ “Yes” votes 

(so it can 
defeat an in-
evitable veto 
by Mayor 
Bloomberg). 
The group 
currently has 
29 Council 
members in 
favor of the 
Fair Wages 
Act. In the 
Bronx, NW-
BCCC is 
working to 
win the vote 
of Council-
man Jimmy 
Vacca. Be-
sides knock-
ing on doors 

in his district and paying many 
visits to his offi ce, they are aim-
ing squarely at his constituents 
to garner his support. On April 
3 at fi ve p.m. outside of Bronx 
Pentecostal Deliverance Church 
(1755 Watson Ave., accessibly 
by bus), there will be a mass 
gathering to honor the legacy 
of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., 
called the “One Bronx: Rally 
for a Living Wage” event. Gath-
erings like this one will be hap-
pening across the boroughs in 
the month of April to celebrate 
Dr. King and show support for 
the Fair Wages for New Yorkers 
Act.

In March, 1968, Dr. Martin 
Luther King, Jr. said, “Now is 
the time to make an adequate 
income a reality for all of God’s 
children, now is the time for 
city hall to take a position for 
that which is just and honest.” 
We know this is not the real-
ity for all of God’s children, 
from workers in the Southwest 
to Wisconsin to the Bronx. 
As Fordham students, it is our 
responsibility to listen to the 
voices of our community and 
be part of this change. For more 
information about Living Wage 
NYC or the April 3 event, visit 
livingwagenyc.org.

FIGHTING AGAINST 
THE UNJUSTIFIABLE
by Marisa Carroll
NEWS CO-EDITOR

The Times Reports: Secret 
U.S./Mexico Program De-
ploys Drones to Monitor Drug 
Trade, 

Humans can’t cut it--
Might as well send Robocops
south of the border

Uzbekistan Expels Human 
Rights Watch, U.S. Turns 
Blind Eye Because It Allows 
Military to Transmit Material 
to Afghanistan

With activists gone
Forced child labor and human
torture is no prob
 

U.S. Airstrike Kills 2 Afghan 
Children while Petraeus 
Speaks of U.S. Military Prog-
ress and Possible Presence 
Past 2014 

Afghan progress is
 “Fragile and reversible,” 
thanks to the U.S.
 

 
Amidst Yemen’s Swelling Pro-
Democracy Movement  Pres. 
Ali Abdullah Saleh Opens 
Fire, Deports Journalists
 
Pissed-off folks with signs…
all waving around their rights,
all shot at regardless.  
 

Former Haitian President 
Jean-Bertrand Aristide Re-
turns to Haiti Ahead of Presi-
dential Runoff Election. 
 
Aristide out of
Haiti since ’04—Haiti
in shitter since ’18.

   

King of Bahrain Declares 
Three-Month State of Emer-
gency, 1,000 Saudi Troops 
Enter to Defend Sunni-led 
Government and Quell Pro-
Democracy Protests

 Now with Saudi troops,
seems Shiites will hit the fan.
Occupation? Womp.

        

Activist Tim DeChristopher 
Found Guilty, Faces 10 
Years in Prison After Trying 
to Save Public Lands from 
Oil and Gas Companies by 
Bidding on Land He Did Not 
Have the Money to Pay for

It’s like in movies,
only no one laughs it off,
and you go to jail.

      --SM 

Earthquake in Japan Shifted 
Earth’s Axis Four Inches.

Earth failed at getting
out of it’s own orbit. Next
time: blow up the moon.

Montana’s State Legisla-
ture Considers House Bill 
278, Authorizing Creation 
of Armed Civilian “Home 
Guards.”

Montana folks are
now ready for the impend-
ing war with Sasquatch.

        --AO

Arizona Lawmakers Reject 
New Anti-Immigration Mea-
sures

Classic underdog
Story, like if “Bad News 
Bears”
Met Aaron Sorkin.

Potential Oil Spill Appears 10 
Miles From BP Gulf Disaster 
Site

I see trees of green
And oil spills, too. I see ‘em
Bloom for me and you.

      --MC 

AT&T to Buy T-Mobile in a 
$39 Billion Deal
 
Technology giant
opens wide, devours all.
No choice, just iPhone.
 
    --MM

by Sarah Madges, Alex Orf, Marisa Carroll,  and Mickie 
Meinhardt
STAFF JAPANOPHILES

The Northwest Bronx Community and Clergy Coalition 
Rallies For A Living Wage

Bronx Borough President 
Ruben Diaz, Jr. rallies for 
the Fair Wages for New 
Yorkers Act
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AFTER THE QUAKE
Unraveling the series of tragedies Japan has endured in the past two weeks
Natural disasters, nuclear reactors, and mobilizing relief by Alex Blalock

Emperor Akihito gave a speech to all of Japan fi ve days after catastrophe struck the nation, saying, “I truly hope the victims of the disaster never give up hope, take care 
of themselves, and live strong for tomorrow.” The cruel combination of natural disasters, which hit Friday March 10, has left thousands homeless and over a million without 
water, power, heat or transportation. As a result, the Japanese government, which has refused aid in the wake of earthquake devastation in the past, is welcoming any help 
it can get. According to John Ross, the U.S. ambassador to Japan, urban Japanese search-and-rescue teams have been coordinating with the British and Chinese, one of the 
nation’s oldest rivals, to locate survivors.

Japanese workers, along with foreign governments and international aid groups, have all been working together to locate survivors amid the massive amounts of debris. 
Additionally, over 100,000 troops were ordered by the government immediately following the catastrophic earthquake and tsunami--“nearly half the country’s active mili-
tary force and the largest mobilization in postwar Japan,” according to CNN. Additionally, current rescue work has been complicated by the initial quake’s continuous and 
devastating aftershocks — 35 of which had magnitudes of 6.0 or greater, and more than 200 with magnitudes greater than 5.0, according to the U.S. Geological Survey.

Earthquake-tsunami survivors have fl ocked to the center of Sendai, an area that was spared from considerable damage. There Japan’s military authorities have managed 
to convert the city hall into an emergency relief center. With no way to contact the areas most affected by the tragedy, many have been waiting here in hopes of hearing word 
from loved ones.

The disaster, which has already produced a death toll of over 13,000 (a number that is expected to rise considerably), is now intensifi ed by a new factor — leakage from 
a nuclear power plant. In light of the leaking nuclear reactors, Prime Minister Naoto Kan has deemed this, “the worst crisis in the 65 years since the war.” Japanese offi cials 
have urged citizens to evacuate areas threatened by the radiation leaks, specifi cally surrounding the nuclear power plant Fukushima Daiichi, which was damaged in the 9.0 
magnitude earthquake.

Yet, while threats by the nuclear leak may be worse than the nation anticipated, the chairman of the United States Nuclear Regulatory Commission says that Japan remains 
hopeful. In a recent Tokyo news conference, Naoto Kan left the audience with the optimistic message, “If the nation works together, we will overcome.” And in what may 
prove to be a long and diffi cult recovery process for Japan, optimism may be what they currently need most.

What exactly is a nuclear meltdown? by Sean Kelly
Recently, the term “meltdown” has been thrown around in the 

news media without much regard to what it actually entails.  In ac-
tuality, the word “meltdown” (which is not explicitly defi ned by the 
International Atomic Energy Agency or the US Nuclear Regulatory 
Commission), in its popular usage, is a blanket term that has come 
to be used to describe a wide range of nuclear incidents or nuclear 
incidents in general--and while the incidents at Fukushima Daiichi 
could potentially result in an actual core meltdown, the dangers ex-
tend beyond that.

Technically, “meltdown” refers to an incident in which the nu-
clear fuel, contained within the reactor core, overheats and melts 
through its containment structures (usually consisting of 4 to 8 feet 
thick steel reinforced concrete, as well as the metal structures of the 
reactor itself), causing a release of the highly radioactive material 
into the environment.  These accidents, though unlikely, can hap-
pen for a variety of reasons.  The most common type is known as a 
loss-of-coolant accident, which occurs when the supply of material 
used to cool the reactors (typically de-ionized water, an inert gas or 
liquid sodium) becomes unavailable, causing the core to overheat 
and, potentially, the fuel to melt through.  

What’s happening at Fukushima Daiichi? by Sean Kelly
Fukushima Daiichi is one of the 15 largest nuclear power plants in the world, and consists of six 

separate water-cooled reactors.  After the tsunami hit, electrical power to the plant was cut off and 
emergency generators were compromised along with the reactor buildings themselves.  Without a 
power supply, the systems that supply coolant to the various reactors stopped, and the plant was left 
without a means of controlling the immense amounts of heat generated during sustained nuclear fi s-
sion.  Workers immediately began efforts to restore power to the cooling systems and began pumping 
in sea water mixed with boron in an attempt to keep the reactors at a stable temperature.  

On the March 12, there was an explosion in reactor Unit 1, which hampered efforts and destroyed 
more backup generators.  Offi cials were initially concerned that the explosion damaged or destroyed 
the reactor’s containment structures, possible spewing radiation into the surrounding areas.  However, 
investigation revealed that although the outer shell of the building was destroyed, the reactor and its 
containment structures remained intact.

On the 14th, there was yet another explosion, this time at Unit 3.  The explosion destroyed the 
building and injured six workers.  Following the explosions, local authorities began to dispense stable 
iodine to evacuation centers in the area in order to combat the effects of the radiation.  Additionally, 
elevated levels of caesium-137, a highly radioactive isotope, were discovered in and around the plant.

Though both reactors appear to be under control, concern has now shifted to the state of the spent 
fuel pools in Units 1 and 3, which contain used but still highly radioactive used nuclear fuel.  Spent fuel 
must be continuously cooled for a period of 1 to 3 years before it is safe to handle and dispose of them 
properly. Additionally, the disruption of the cooling systems at the plant poses a serious risk for these 
pools, especially in Units 1 and 3.  Investigation of the explosions showed that the spent fuel pools, 
which are located above the reactors in both Units, were damaged, and if the volatile fuel inside over-
heats it could easily be released into the environment.  Workers began pumping enormous quantities of 
seawater into the spent fuel pools in Units 1 and 3 to cool down the possibly exposed fuel, but the risk 
still remains since the structural integrity of the pools was compromised during the blasts.

What are the effects of the Fukushima disaster? by Sean Kelly
In the days after the crisis at Fukushima began, Japanese au-

thorities ordered an evacuation of residents within a 12 mile radius 
of the plant.  However, the American embassy advised an evacua-
tion of all residents in a 50 mile radius.  According to analysis by 
the Nuclear Regulatory Commission, those within one mile of the 
plant, if exposed for an extended period of time, could die in a few 
weeks, while those two to fi ve miles away could experience symp-
toms such as hair loss, vomiting, and bleeding from the mouth.

In addition to the potential damage to residents, agriculture in 
the area has also been affected.  Recently, elevated radiation levels 
were discovered in spinach and milk up to 90 miles from the plant, 
and ranchers across the country are concerned that the radiation 
could affect their internationally-renowned Kobe beef.  The taint-
ing of area food could also have dire economic consequences if the 
reputation of Japanese exported food is damaged abroad.

Graphic from 
LiveScience

Inside the Fukushima 
Daiichi reactor 
building

Devastation in Ishinomaki
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by Marisa Carroll 
NEWS CO-EDITOR

When I checked my Ford-
ham email a few Friday nights 
ago, I found a security alert 
sitting snuggly in my inbox. 
It read, “On Friday, March 4, 
2011, Fordham University Se-
curity was alerted by Detectives 
of the NYPD, concerning an 
attempted Rape that occurred 
on Sunday February 27, 2011, 
at 6:30am in the morning. This 
incident did not involve any-
one from Fordham Univer-
sity, however it occurred as the
victim was exiting the num-
ber #4 train in the vicin-
ity of Jerome Avenue and
Fordham Road.” The alert 
continues, “The victim de-
scribes the perpetrator as a 
Male White/Hispanic 35-40 
years of age, 6’2’’ tall and ap-
proximately 230 lbs, medium
complexion, with acne 
scars on his face. He 
was wearing a reversible
coat with fur on the inside. The 
subject approached the victim 
from behind, forced her into a 
building, assaulted 
and sexually abused 
her.” 

I express my 
deepest sympathies 
for the survivor of 
this attack, and hope 
the perpetrator is 
brought to some ho-
listic defi nition of 
“justice” (I use this 
phrasing of justice 
because, in light of 
only 6% of rapists 
serving time in prison 
and, of those who do, 
most go on to rape or 
commit other crimes 
again, our current “justice” sys-
tem fails at both responding to 
and preventing rape.) Reading 
this report awoke the fury and 
the sadness I experience every 
time I encounter stories of as-
sault.

But this security alert stirred 
my anger for other reasons: 
1) For being a security alert, 
which inherently means report-
ing crimes where—due to our 
neighborhood’s demographic 
makeup—the perpetrator is al-
most always a man of color, 
which in turn propels white-
supremacist narratives, impacts 
how we view our community 
and allows Fordham to see it-
self as a city upon a hill. 2) For 
not identifying that, though our 
security reports may suggest 
otherwise, most rapes are com-
mitted by white men (52% ac-
cording to the Department of 
Justice). 3) For failing to say 
that this is not a spontaneous 
incident; every two minutes 
someone in the United States is 
sexually assaulted.

The kicker, though, is the 
helpful advice Fordham Secu-
rity gave its students. “Students 
are reminded to change trains 
at 161st street to the ‘D’ train 
and exit at the Fordham Road 
and 188th street station, where 
a Fordham Security Van will 
be waiting to transport students 
back to campus, from 10pm 
to 5am.” Fordham is creating 
detours—in this case, a literal 
train detour in addition to a 
greater political/policy detour—
around actually addressing the 
culture in which violent crimes, 
gender-motivated violence like 
this one occurs. I cannot change 
my commute to escape the re-
ality that 1 in 3 women will be 
sexually assaulted, or that al-
most every person whom I love 
has experienced some form of 
sexual violence. I sure as hell 
can’t take the D train to the Ram 
Van to avoid being sexually as-
saulted on our campus.

On that note, the fact that 
Fordham can address these off-
campus incidents and fail to 
make any moves on addressing 
sexual assault within its own 

gates is incredibly upsetting to 
me. We aren’t getting security 
alerts about instances of sexual 
assault at TriBar or other areas 
Fordham students populate (yes, 
I am aware that this is in part a 
problem of reporting and there 
is a general culture of underre-
porting, but underreporting is 
implicit in unsuccessful sexual 
assault policies like Fordham’s). 
Instead, reports like this one 
strengthen the misconception 
that rape/sexual violence is an 
“outside-Fordham” problem, 
one we can fi x with guarded 
gates or the Ram Van or archaic 
sign in/out policies.

What’s the cherry on top of 
this whole debacle? I cannot 
take the Ram Van at 6:30 AM, 
the time this crime occurred, 
because the Ram Van stops 
running at 5:00 AM. Bravo, 
Fordham Security! This clumsy 
logic brings to mind the March 
14 alert, which read, “Students 
requiring rides from the D train 
from the Grand Concourse, 
should phone the Security Base 

fi fteen (15) minutes prior to 
their expected arrival and a van 
will be dispatched to provide 
transportation back to campus.” 
Problem: I defi nitely can’t call 
security when I am underground 
on the D.

All this leads me to believe 
that, although I strongly do 
not believe that John Carroll 
& Co. are crazed sadists hop-
ing to endanger their students, 
these security reports were not 
written with students’ safety in 
mind. They mean to suggest that 
Fordham (misunderstanding of 
time and cell phones aside) is 
equipped to keep you safe; what 
you have to fear is everything 
else. Ultimately, this propagates 
fear and victim-blaming under 
the “rape prevention” label. The 
March 4 email contained no 
other information about rape/
sexual assault, rhetorically pin-
ning rape to a train stop, to my 
neighborhood, and to my fail-
ure as a woman to fear travel-
ing alone. It means to say, “We 
reminded you not to take this 
train, so we will not be account-
able for the atrocities committed 

against you.” The rhet-
oric used in these inci-
dents is not passively 
complicit in our rape 
culture; these words 
actively promote it. 
To quote writer Rox-
ane Gay’s eloquent re-
sponse to a recent vic-
tim-blaming New York 
Times article, “That is 
not simply the careless 
language of violence. 
It is the criminal lan-
guage of violence.” 

And for those who 
say reports like this one 
keep us on our toes or 

give us a healthy sense of fear: 
I’ll be damned if being a wom-
an means being afraid. Of men, 
of the train, of the Bronx. The 
world is terrifying—I agree! I 
say this as someone who grew 
up in a city, whose wallets have 
been stolen, whose friends’ have 
been held at gun-point. But if 
God made the world so the hu-
man race must carry a certain 
amount of fear at all times, I 
don’t see why women’s share 
has them training for Strongman 
competitions while men hang 
onto Shakeweights. I believe 
in realism, sure: I really know 
women who have been raped 
in our dorms. But I go to class 
every day; even more amazing, 
these brave, strong, wonderful 
women go to class everyday. To 
protect me, Fordham Security 
does not need to make me feel 
more afraid; it needs to craft 
policies that make me feel safe, 
protect me, and reshape our cul-
ture to end rape on campus and 
in the Bronx. This security re-
port just isn’t cutting it.

Well kids, it’s over.  After 
over two centuries of paving the 
way for freedom and lighting 
the path towards a true, func-
tioning participatory democ-
racy, the United States govern-
ment has shut down.  And not in 
the lame-ass 1995 “government 
shutdown” way—nope, this 
thing’s totally kaput.  Fuckin’ 
broke, dude.  Sure, people have 
been saying for years now that 
the U.S. is losing standing in 
the international community, 
that the days of our imperialistic 
tendencies are waning, that our 
dependence on fossil fuels can 
no longer sustain our lifestyle 
and that our economy is circling 
the drain.  But trust us, it’s to-
tally fried this time; I checked 
the tubes and they’re straight up 
busted.

The problem wasn’t some 
sort of calamity like a bird get-
ting sucked into the engine or 
slamming into a telephone pole.  
Rather, it was a systemic failure, 
akin to a person’s circulatory 
system shutting down, imme-
diately followed by respiratory 
failure and, then, lurching to-
wards certain death.  Branch by 
branch, the federal government 
kicked the bucket in the most 
unceremonious of ways, with 
the Executive arm atrophying, 
the Judicial succumbing to a 
nasty virus, and the Legisla-
tive fi lling up with fl uid until it 
couldn’t take it anymore.

Let’s have a look at the au-
topsy report, shall we?

The Executive branch 
seemed to fi zzle out last Mon-
day, when the president rescind-
ed his earlier promises to end 
military trials at Guantanamo 
Bay (see pg. 4 for details).  The 
Obama administration claimed 
that changes would be made to 
Bush-era policies, but they are 
topical at best.  The practice of 
extreme rendition (i.e. kidnap-
ping) will continue unabated, 
and those stuck at Guantanamo 
Bay seem to be, to put it frank-
ly, shit out of luck.  With such 
an egregious contradiction be-
tween promises and policy and 
blatant weakness, the prognosis 
looks grim; at this point, a per-
sistent vegetative state would be 
a goddamn blessing.

As for the Judicial branch, 
they croaked at the beginning 
of this month after deciding the 
case of Snyder v. Phelps (see 
pg. 4 for details).  The deci-
sion, delivered by Chief Justice 
Roberts, reads like a eulogy for 
civility and rationality in legal 
discourse.  The Supreme Court 
decided almost unanimously 
to protect the Westboro Bap-
tist Church’s right to picket 
military funerals, with signs 
reading “Thank God For Dead 

Soldiers” and “America: Fag 
Nation.”  Sure, the First Amend-
ment protects even unpopular 
speech—hell, that’s the point.  
But, as legal philosopher Ron-
ald Dworkin once pointed out, 
First Amendment legislation 
has gone from protecting fringe 
movements and suppressed po-
litical ideas to protecting Nazi’s 
waving swastikas and racists 
shouting epithets.  Justice Alito, 
in his lone dissenting opinion, 
points out that in areas like this 
where freedom of speech and 
the right to privacy overlap, 
things must be considered much 
more carefully and the law must 
be interpreted to maximize fair-
ness.  In this case, the Supreme 
Court’s categorical acceptance 
of the First Amendment (which, 
don’t get us wrong, we at the 
paper simply adore) compro-
mised the privacy rights of a 
grieving family trying to mourn 
a lost son.  Yup, that branch is 
done for sure.

The fi nal pathetic death 
rattle came in the form of a sad 
little gurgle called HR 1076 (see 
pg. 5 for details), which would 
enact measures that would 
strip NPR of its federal fund-
ing.  The right has been on the 
offensive on this issue for years 
and with the House packed to 
the rafters with Republicans 
the bill made it through easily.  
The bill appears to be a dead 
end, since both Senate Major-
ity Leader Harry Reid and the 
White House itself have voiced 
their opposition quite explicitly.  
But, nonetheless, the fact that 
Congress is spending its time at-
tempting to kill the radio station 
that broadcasts ‘Word for the 
Wise’ indicates that the circuitry 
is ten kinds of screwed.

So, with our President re-
neging on important promises, 
the Supreme Court giving the 
go-ahead to one of the most 
offensive things since… well, 
ever, and the House piddling its 
time away the way you browse 
Facebook at work, it looks like 
it’s all broken down there.  We 
had a good run, but it looks like 
our government is as dead as the 
eviscerated squirrel I saw out-
side Dealy the other day.  And 
with the way things are going, 
there’s only one thing that’s 
for sure: the Westboro Baptist 
Church will be picketing the fu-
neral.

the paper’s view
March 23, 2011
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by Monika Chao
STAFF DOTH PROTEST
 

Unions. Everyone knows 
about them but you don’t really 
stop to think about them too of-
ten.  In seventh grade you hear 
about them--and in U.S. History 
you learn about them in depth.  
Hell, on Facebook you can be in 
a civil union.  Teachers, govern-
ment workers, and tradesmen 
are all protected by unions, a 
goal that many have fought hard 
to achieve.  Unions help protect 
worker’s rights, safeguard them 
from unfair treatment, enforce 
strikes, and most importantly, 
collectively bargain.  Collec-
tive bargaining allows workers 
to negotiate openly with their 
employer over things like wages 
and working conditions. 

In Wisconsin, the state gov-
ernment stripped unions of their 
collective bargaining power.  As 
part of a “budget-repair bill” in-
tended to help repair the $137 
million defi cit the state is fac-
ing, the Wisconsin Senate took 
away a 50-year-old civil right 
for which so many workers 
fought.  Many attempted to stop 
this atrocity from happening, 
including the Democratic Wis-
consin Senators.  All 14 sena-
tors went into a self-imposed 
exile out of the state in hopes of 
stopping the vote, as 20 mem-
bers of the Senate are needed in 
order to hold a vote.  The Re-
publicans outnumber the Demo-
crats in the Senate 19-14.  When 

all 14 Senators vanished, they 
effectively halted the vote for 
about three weeks. 

On March 9, within a half 
hour of beginning their meeting, 
18 Senators voted to strip almost 
all collective bargaining rights 
from union workers.  This de-
cision caused an 
uproar through-
out Wiscon-
sin, spreading 
to other states 
looking to strip 
their workers of 
similar rights.  
On March 12, 
three days after 
the bill passed 
the Senate and 
the day after 
the bill became 
a law, around 
100,000 protes-
tors stormed the 
capitol building 
in Madison in 
what may be the 
largest protest in 
the state’s his-
tory.  

E v e r y o n e 
from small busi-
ness owners to 
environmental-
ists to students 
showed up at 
the capitol building in Madison 
to protest the new law.  Farm-
ers even showed up on tractors, 
riding around in circles to show 
their support.  Unionized teach-
ers and teaching assistants were 

alongside students, fi ghting for 
their rights.  The work and soli-
darity of the Wisconsin protes-
tors has inspired citizens in oth-
er states like Michigan, Idaho, 
Ohio, Indiana, and Tennessee to 
take similar action against their 
governments’ attempts at pass-

ing unconstitutional laws simi-
lar to Wisconsin’s.  

In Michigan, the governor 
is trying to push legislation that 
would allow the government to 
take any town in fi nancial trou-

ble and put the town under the 
watch of an emergency man-
ager, who could deny collective 
bargaining rights to union work-
ers if deemed necessary.  In Ida-
ho, a new law was passed that 
takes away teacher’s collective 
bargaining rights and teacher 

tenure. 
Students are 

playing an impor-
tant part in these 
protests by taking 
action, rising up 
against the legis-
lators who are at-
tempting to strip 
people of their 
rights.  In Ten-
nessee, seven col-
lege students from 
both University 
of Tennessee and 
the University of 
Memphis were 
removed from the 
capitol for disrupt-
ing hearings. 

Unions are 
pivotal for work-
ers.  They help 
protect benefi ts 
and encourage 
healthy working 
conditions.  They 
also affect every 
one of us.  Special-

ized, well qualifi ed teachers and 
professors are lured into schools 
and universities by the prospect 
of being union-protected, where 
they are assured of benefi ts.  If 
the unions can no longer collec-

tively bargain and fi ght for the 
rights of workers, fewer spe-
cialized, motivated workers like 
teachers will want to work for 
state-run institutions.  

The initiative exhibited by 
all the protestors across the 
country shows unity amongst 
people that is so often forgotten.  
People are gathering together in 
peaceful, constitutional (unlike 
the laws the people are fi ghting 
against...) protests to support 
unions. These protests show 
support for state and govern-
ment employees and are an ex-
ample to all of us.  The amount 
of students that are participat-
ing in these protests is notable 
-- too many students nowadays 
are indifferent about politics, 
often claiming that they just 
don’t care. It is reassuring to see 
that students are starting to care 
more about politics and the fu-
ture of their country than MTV 
reality shows and beer bongs.  

In the state where collec-
tive bargaining rights were fi rst 
granted to workers, it is no won-
der that the citizens of Wiscon-
sin are fi ghting so hard for their 
rights.  It is an unfortunate irony 
that Wisconsin is also the fi rst 
state to strip their employees of 
the right to collectively bargain.  
While more and more states are 
trying to push for the end of col-
lective bargaining, there is still 
hope that the citizens of these 
states can bring an end to these 
laws.

you can’t sit with us!

See these dorm violations? It’s 
called fi ghting the man, guys.

by Nick Murray
DEADITOR

At fi rst, the night of De-
cember 30, 2010 looked as if 
it would be pretty uneventful. I 
was in my hometown, and my 
friend and I were at the local 
bar, drinking Millers, shooting 
pool, and watching the old high 
school football coach sing ka-
raoke. Things got a little more 
interesting when two other 
friends showed up, and placing 
cell phone bets on horse races 
in California turned into a 12:30 
AM casino run. Sometimes, 
home’s not that bad.

A couple hours later when 
I was sitting at a smoky poker 
table, doing everything I could 
not to lose the 35 dollars that 
was supposed to buy me booze 
until I received my work study 
check, the last thing I was ex-
pecting to do was learn a lesson 
about George Orwell. But sure 
enough, as I went to cash in the 
30 dollars I had somehow man-
aged to hold on to, that’s exactly 
what happened.

When I got to the counter I 
gave the woman my chips and 
held out my hand to receive my 
“winnings,” only she ignored 
my hand and put the money di-
rectly on the counter. “Sorry,” 
she said, gesturing towards a 

camera by the entrance, “Big 
Brother’s watching.” Then we 
laughed. But it was the way we 
laughed. Contrary to Orwell’s 
fears, this woman had no prob-
lem subjecting herself to pow-
er’s gaze; she probably even 
enjoyed it in a way.

So I left the poker room and 
sat next to an empty slot ma-
chine to think about Orwell and 
power until either I passed out 
or my friends fi nished playing. 
This was too much for my brain 
to handle, so my thoughts turned 
to something a little closer to 
home, Fordham University.

What I realized, and disagree 
with me all you want, is that 
Fordham students, like this ca-
shier and contrary to 1984, need 

the administration above them, 
telling them what to do. And 
not only do they need it, they 
love it. They love that whoever 
writes the rules has outlawed 
sleepovers or that every Friday 
night RAs are walking around 
trying to write up kids who are 
drinking, and most of all they 
how Dean Rogers shows up to 
parties unannounced and forces 
everyone to leave. Dean Rog-
ers is the father fi gure, the bad 
dad, against whom Fordham 
students can feel like they’re 
rebelling (maybe it’s not a coin-
cidence that he looks a bit like 
Larry Miller in 10 Things I Hate 
About You). 

But how many Fordham 
students are actually mounting 

a meaningful challenge 
to the actually horrible 
policies Rogers and the 
administration of which 
he is a part have put in 
place and have come to 
stand for? Groups like 
ASILI, Pride, El Grito, 
and Women’s Empower-
ment do great things, but 
they are the exception.

For the rest of the stu-
dent body, Rogers’s pres-
ence provides a post-fac-
to, usually unconscious, 
justifi cation for doing the 
stupid shit people would 
be doing anyways—for 

instance, sitting in their dorm 
rooms or apartments smoking 
weed and watching TV or You-
Tube every day until something 
o’clock A.M. Despite this pres-
ence, and despite that Bob Mar-
ley poster hanging on the wall, 
there is nothing political about 
this sort of behavior, and it is 
only subversive in the most be-
nign, meaningless way possible. 

So I would suggest that 
when students complain about 
how much the hate all the rules 
this school has put in place, they 
are probably either bullshitting 
or they are unaware of the way 
in which deep down the need—
crave—these rules, but only so 
that they can break them, al-

lowing said students to live out 
the Oedipal fantasy mercilessly 
vended throughout our culture 
and giving their lives in front of 
a screen the illusion of meaning. 
And the fact that Dean Rogers 
doesn’t realize this only proves 
that he is as much of a sap as 
everyone else. 

And when we realize this, 
we learn a thing or to about Or-
well and 1984. Orwell’s key er-
ror—and it’s an error that gets 
repeated throughout his work—
is his envisioning of power op-
erating from the top down, with 
Big Brother really reporting 
back to the bad dad who rules 
from on high. As he envisions 
it, the “undeclared purpose” of 
power is “to remove all pleasure 
from the sexual act.” Likewise, 
“the sexual act, successfully 
performed, [is] rebellion.” 

But outside of Orwell’s cau-
tionary tale, not only does this 
model ring false, it provides in-
tellectual support for the bour-
geois self-indulgence described 
above. Now I’m back in New 
York and writing this article, 
and I have no idea how to end 
it. What I’m saying makes sense 
to me and I hope it makes sense 
to you too. I’m actually not that 
bitter. If you’re haven’t given up 
on this article then thanks, be-
cause I clearly have.
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by Chris Gramuglia
STAFF BOOT-O-PHILE

Can I tell you a secret? It’s 
about this thing I like to do; it’s 
something taboo--a deliciously 
dirty habit of mine. I do it when 
I get back from the grocery 
store or after a long day of class, 
and I’m usually alone when I 
choose to indulge. It’s an ut-
ter thrill for me, this private 
activity, and the lingering risk 
of getting caught or exposed 
makes it all the more pleasur-
able every time I engage in it. 
I’ve been doing it for a short 
time--a few months, actually-
-and won’t beat around the 
bush: I’ve become an addict-
-a fi end for the forbidden, 
iron fruit--and I don’t see 
myself cutting back any time 
soon. I am full-on, to-the-max, 
addicted to removing boots from 
car tires. 

It sounds odd at fi rst, but 
know this: you have not lived 
without experiencing the lib-
erating feeling one gets while 
driving away from the spot 
where his car has been recent-
ly immobilized. Just like a shy 
freshman girl from Wyoming, I 
popped my boot-removal cher-
ry, believe it or not, right here 
at Fordham. See, another one 
of my vices is that I like to park 
my car in places I’m allegedly 
not allowed to, namely outside 
of Rose Hill’s soon-to-be Bas-

tille, Martyr’s Court (My al-
legiance lies with those ballsy 
vainqueures who glued that 
RD’s door shut: Liberte’ ou la 
morte!). It was a humid evening 
in September my fi rst time, and 
the sun was going down, cast-
ing a lemonade glow through 
the trees on Martyr’s lawn when 

I deposited my vehicle in the 
circle behind the building. I had 
just returned from a trip to my 
favorite faux-organic, hipster 
grocery store, Trader Joe’s, and 
had a trunk full of hummus, 
grass-fed beef and some other 
assorted items you might fi nd 
in Charlie Sheen’s refrigerator. 
Just kidding: the only things in 
his refrigerator are drugs, Adon-
is DNA and porn-stars--duh, 
winning!

I unloaded my groceries 
from the trunk and carried them 
past my favorite Area Coordina-
tor for Integrated Living Com-
munities, Amy Harper (despite 

our budding romance she still 
aims to harp on my bogus fi nes) 
and then rode the elevator to 
the sixth fl oor. Once all of my 
tasty morsels were safely in the 
fridge, I did what most people 
my age do on a Friday after-
noon: take a huge, end-of-the-
week, coma-nap. 

It wasn’t until I awoke hours 
later with a hankering for a 
white-chocolate mocha that I 
discovered that security had 
slapped a boot onto my beloved 
four-cylinder mobil fortress. I 
felt inexperienced at fi rst, won-
dering where I should put my 
hands or what moves I should 
make on the smooth, seductive 
clamp spooning with my tire. 
I felt like Nick Twisp in Youth 
in Revolt: clumsy, awkward but 
boyishly curious and yearning 
for some experimentation. Sud-
denly, I remembered reading 
something online about the way 
to caress a boot off a car, to gen-

tly coax it off without anyone 
knowing. No, I thought. That’s, 
like, crazy. People don’t do 
that sort of thing… do they? It 
turned out that, indeed, they do. 

First, I slowly let the air 
hiss out of the shackled tire, be-
ing careful not to seem too ea-
ger. You don’t just go groping 

away, I remem-
ber thinking. 
Gotta preheat 
the oven before 
you take off the 
boot! Then I re-
moved the jack, 
the wrench and 
spare tire from 
my trunk and 
sensually loos-
ened the lug-
nuts on the 
tire. Still with 

wrench in hand, I slid the jack 
under the car and carefully be-
gan cranking until the car rose 
high enough for the tire to slide 
off. Something began coursing 
through me while the car lifted 
off the ground and the boot dan-
gled there in front of my eyes; it 
was primal--hell, it was down-
right enrapturing!-- and as I 
ran my hands along the smooth 
rubber of the tire and pulled it 
off, I grinned with a culminat-
ing, unadulterated joy. I slid the 
spare on, fastened the lug-nuts 
and lowered the car back to the 
ground, ready to drive to an-
other location with some appro-

priate tools to fully remove the 
boot from the original, recently 
defl ated tire. Now, right when I 
don’t want Summit Security to 
arrive, they do, and subsequent-
ly proceed to charge me thirty 
dollars for my misdeeds. “That’s 
one way to beat the boot,” one 
of the guards chortled a la the 
middle of a CSI or Scooby-Doo 
episode. No, I ruminated while I 
reluctantly handed him the cash. 
It’s the only way, and I would 
have gotten away with it too if it 
weren’t for you meddling secu-
rity guards!

Since that day I’ve become 
a bona-fi de boot-o-phile, and 
can’t get enough of yanking 
them off of cars-- even if it 
means running the risk of being 
caught. Look, you bunch of wily 
collegiate goons, I’m not saying 
you have to try it, or that your 
life won’t be as fulfi lling if you 
don’t, but I highly recommend 
re-mobilizing a car that’s been 
im-mobilized by some parking 
attendant or a on overly cocky 
dude with a tacky uniform. It 
doesn’t even really matter if it’s 
your car; provided you have the 
tools available, do a stranger 
a favor and, in the meantime, 
don’t ever be afraid to experi-
ment because you might wind 
up transforming what appears 
wrong into something very, 
very right. 

bitches ain’t shit!

by Liz O’Malley
ARTS CO-EDITOR

They are the enemy of 
all—pedestrians, drivers, and 
cyclists alike. They even hate 
each other they suck so much. 
Without a doubt I would have to 
award taxis a position on a list 
of top ten worst things ever. If 
you want to really ruin a great 
day, try to get an NYC taxi to 
drive you from LaGuardia Air-
port to the Bronx. 

Stand in the line where the 
surly airport workers direct peo-
ple to cabs. Tell them your des-
tination, even though they don’t 
give a shit and it does not per-
tain at all to which taxi you get. 
Then, walk to the cab they’ve 
told you to go to.  The cab driver 
will get out, throw your bag in 
the trunk and motion you into 
his vehicle. You will get in and 
sit down. He will ask you where 
you want to go. You will say 
the Bronx. He will start to drive 
away. Then he will ask you how 
to get there.

At this point you’ll probably 
ask the driver some obvious 
questions like, “Do you have a 
GPS?” or “You mean you really 
don’t know how to get there? 
Really?” or “Can you go back to 
the taxi pick up and I’ll just get 
another cab that knows where 
they’re going?”

You might have thought 
they would, but boy, have you 
guessed wrong! You have no 
idea how to get back because 
you’re a freshman and you’ve 
only ever made the trip back to 
the Bronx from LaGuardia once 
before, plus you aren’t the one 
being paid to know how to get 
places. So since neither one of 
you knows how to get there, 
he’ll take you back to the air-
port, right? Ha ha ha. Ha. Nope.

The driver continues to 
drive, asking you questions in 
an accent so thick you could 
cut it like cartoons cut fog. You 
have no idea what’s going on.  
How did you get here? Where 

are you going?
He tells you to call up a 

friend and get some directions. 
You call a friend who drives 
the Ram Van. No answer… you 
desperately scroll through your 
contacts looking for the name of 
someone else who might know 
how to get back. You remem-
ber that your friend Chris is in 
the Bronx and at the very least 
can use his computer to get di-
rections. You dial him up. The 
phone rings for a couple of sec-
onds before Chris answers on 
the other end, kind of confused 
why you’re calling him. You 
frantically beg for directions 
and promise to buy him a 40 

if he complies. Turns out Chris 
doesn’t know exactly how to get 
there so he hands the phone off 
to Joe. Joe begins to direct the 
cab driver.

You think the cab driver 
would have a basic knowledge 
of the highway system in the 
city he works. Again, you are 
sorely mistaken. He has no 
fucking idea. 

He talks on the phone the 
entire time it takes for him to get 
you back. You get lost about fi ve 
times, nearly get hit by a semi 
on an entrance ramp and just 
about crap yourself when the 
driver stops in the middle of the 
highway (THE MIDDLE OF 
THE FUCKING HIGHWAY) 
to clarify he should go left and 
not right. He hardly stays in one 
lane at any given point. He goes 
the wrong way down a one-way 
street. He looks in his rearview 
mirror to see you with your 
hands covering your face. He 
says you don’t look too good. 
You say nothing.

Finally, once you have your 
bearings and you know where 
you’re going, you take your 
phone back and thank Joe and 
Chris for helping. You have him 
take you to the library entrance. 
He rings up the total to be $35 
dollars. He tells you he’s adding 
a tip and a charge for the toll. 
You snap.

Never before have you com-
plained about someone who was 
serving you. You can usually 
shrug off incompetence as them 
just hating their shitty job. You 
clench your fi sts to keep your 
hands from shaking. You feel 
your face get red. A vein you 
didn’t know existed pops out of 
your forehead. You are scream-
ing at the top of your lungs. You 
are a lunatic.

After ten minutes of merci-
less berating, you throw two 
twenties at the cabbie. He hands 
you no change. You demand 
to know his name. You want 
to know; you need to know. 
You want this man’s life to be 
ruined. You’re gonna call the 
company and complain. You’re 
going to demand they send you 
your money back. Twice. With 
interest. He refuses to tell you 
his name and hands you your 
receipt. You step out of the car, 
several people are waiting at the 
bus stop staring at you being a 
psycho. He opens the trunk. You 
grab your shit and ask the ques-
tion that’s been on your mind 
since this ordeal started. “Who 
the fuck gave you a license?”

To this day, you pay your 
friends to pick you up and drop 
you off at the airport and you 
still owe Chris and Joe some 
40s. 
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 by Joe McCarthy
STAFF KINDRED SPIRIT

Dying’s for fools, dying’s for amateurs. 
-Charlie Sheen
“Have you ever gotten the feeling that you aren’t completely 

embarrassed yet, but you glimpse tomorrow’s embarrassment?”
-Tom Cruise

I died on Thursday.  St. Patty’s.  I left my body in New York 
Fucking City.

Who knew that Wild Turkey American Honey* was wildly 
fl ammable, and if you ate a lit cigarette after drinking it, it would 
toast your sausages like organs?

The weather here is like that feeling you get when you’re horny 
or have to sneeze.  It always feels like this.  There is no way to 
quench the feeling.  I have to sneeze more badly than I ever have, 
ever.  

So you walk around in your underwear and socks smoking men-
thol cigarettes, not sneezing.  It’s a city not unlike Pittsburg.  You 
can leave but everywhere else is the same. There’s a phonebook 
with the names of all the people in Purgatory Quadrant 5b, but they 
don’t have ears or mouths, and plus the only payphone charges 
long-distance and only works on Tuesdays, which, incidentally, is 
Taco Tuesday.  There is no cheese here.  Generally, I am at Taco 
Tuesday all day, in the corner with Martha Washington.  I tell Mar-
tha about the importance of cheese in tacos.  She says pipe down, 
boy, and sniffs the dun shell.  Mambo #5 is playing.    

Weeks fl y by fast here.  I have eaten more tacos than some-
one from a country where lots of tacos are eaten.  A little bit of 
Monica in my life.  Martha and I have nothing left to talk about but 
are too lazy to make new friends.  A little bit of Erica by my side.
 So were crunching on a taco and in comes St. Michael the Archan-
gel.  He takes trips here all the time for promotions and advertise-
ments, the Bono of the afterlife.  And here’s something Martha and 
I can agree on, we hate this asshole.  A little bit of Rita is all I need.  
He reeks of cheese and air conditioning, and the capacity to sneeze.  
He wears a baby blue tee that chaffs his man breasts.  He’s smoking 
a Camel, where did he get a Camel for Christ’s— A little bit of Tina 
is what I see.  

Well Martha gives me this coy smile I know well, and nudges 
me, and I can’t resist: “Hey dipshit,” I call over to the baby blue 
mass, “Weight Watchers is around the corner.”  

Well that was just plain stupid.  He’s gonna tack on so many 
years, I’m gonna be in here for as long as Martha Washington.  I’m 
always thinking, Martha must’ve done something horrible to be in 
this place for so long.  Whenever I ask her she just winks. 

They give you a military grade walkie-talkie kind of thing that 
needs D batteries, which broadcasts to the best of my knowledge 
news clips of future events from the Powers That Be to the best 
of their knowledge.  Dead people learn from the living; as there is 
no real incentive, progress is slow.  We use gas lamps and the like.  
Horses, and so on.  The probability of sneezing in the near future 
is slim to nil. 

I’ll tell you what you have in store for you since I have clair-
voyance about future matters and the like.  The world is fucked and 
it’s downright funny to think about people caring about news and 
politics.  No one person can make a positive change.  All the starfi sh 
are going to dry up and die on the beaches.  Tell that little boy to 
stuff a starfi sh up his ass, and then eat a cheese plate for God’s sake.  
Tell him to read US weekly and take Xanax and smoke unfi ltered 
cigarettes.  And sneeze.  Sneeze until his balls fall off.

I’m going to be here for a long time.  I’ll be the fi rst to admit 
calling St. Michael the Archangel a Fatso was dumb.  

Calling St. Michael the Archangel a Fatso, now that’s so Joe!     
 
* not to mention mystery shots, 2 shots shy of a fi fth of some-

thing named after Irish nobility, Angry Canine XXII, 909 blackber-
ries, and Bartledoo Rossi 

by Sarah Madges
NEWS CO-EDITOR

I asked my sister Katie how 
I should start an article about 
the dubious nature of charities 
and charitable companies in our 
capitalist society. She adopted 
a voice like a female Gilbert 
Godfried, accentuating every 
couple words, and said, “You 
give what you get,” then paused 
and barked, “No good deed goes 
unpunished.” Another pause, 
“I’m just saying things.” Of all 
these, the last statement, “I’m 
just saying things,” most ap-
plies to this edit. During a lec-
ture called “First as Tragedy, 
Then as Farce” in 2009, Slo-
venian philosopher/crazy ge-
nius, Slavoj Zizek spoke about 
“cultural capitalism,” wherein 
corporations “just say things” 
to create an ethic for you to buy 
into when you buy their prod-
uct*. What others might call a 
philanthropic trend in today’s 
companies, Zizek sees as the 
product of neoliberalism 
compounded with our cap-
italist infrastructure. That 
is, companies like Star-
buck’s now offer a sort of 
semantic over-investment, 
wherein you don’t just buy 
a cup of coffee but you 
buy into the coffee com-
pany’s ethic as well. For 
example, Starbuck’s mis-
sion statement doesn’t in-
clude the words “coffee,” 
“service,” or even “prof-
it.” Apparently their true 
mission is “to inspire and 
nurture the human spirit” 
through their ethically-
sourced fi ne coffee beans 
that are “roasted with 
great care, and improve 
the lives of people who 
grow them.” This is the 
double-edgedness of ethi-
cal companies—when we buy 
expensive Venti garbage we feel 
redeemed from this consumerist 
act because we know that Star-
buck’s is saving the world with 
each cup we purchase.

And now Kellogg’s is doing 
it too. Unlike Starbucks, they 
believe “in the power of break-
fast,” which is much like the 
power of friendship only that 
friendship-making presupposes 
each party has eaten breakfast. 
Since one in four children live 
with food-insecurity, Kellogg’s 
new campaign is to have people 
upload pictures of themselves 
eating breakfast, and in return, 
they will share a breakfast with 
kids in school who “might oth-
erwise miss out.” By that they 
mean that each time you share 
a picture, they will donate “the 
monetary equivalent of school 
breakfasts” until they reach 
their goal of one million break-
fasts, which they report is worth 
$200,000 (this is found in the 
tiny grey footnote #3 at the 
bottom of their homepage). So 
Kellogg’s is boasting itself as 

the champion of breakfast giv-
ing the little guys the breakfast 
of champions while actually 
donating what comes to $0.20 
per picture you send. What’s 
essentially happening is: 1) 
You enjoy the privilege your 
superpower nation and/or race, 
socioeconomic standing, and 
pure chance provided, and eat 
breakfast. 2) You use perhaps 
your digital camera and fancy 
computer to upload a picture of 
your daily breakfast advantage 
[or you use your cell phone to 
text a description or photo of 
your breakfast] 3) Kellogg’s 
gives you publicity on their 
website while getting publicity 
from their incredibly generous 
marketing (excuse me, chari-
table) campaign and hope to 
get more money/exposure 4) 
You get to feel a part of a big 
pool of American altruism, and 
Kellogg’s only has to spend 
$200,000 of the nearly $13 bil-
lion they make in a year.

But Kellogg’s isn’t the fi rst 

to use this model—TOMS even 
more overtly appeals to the do-
gooder-meets-consumerist in-
side you with their little catch 
phrase, “One for One,” which 
means that with each pair of 
shoes you purchase they give a 
pair of shoes to children in Afri-
ca, South America, or wherever 
kids are in need. The company 
even has a vision for a “better 
tomorrow” that goes: Shoe-
sHealthEducationOp-
portunity, making a fantastical-
ly idealistic leap from shoes to 
health, as if wearing shoes cures 
more than a few scrapes. This is 
in their “Giving Report,” by the 
way, which is a PDF fi lled with 
hyperbolic “Look what you 
made possible!” stats that per-
petuates our newfangled global 
capitalism—now with more hu-
manity and tolerance than ever! 
And while all of this is nice, it 
is this pat-yourself-on-the-back 
mentality that exemplifi es the 
“unhealthy and exaggerated al-
truism” that capitalism engen-
ders, as Oscar Wilde wrote in 
The Soul of Man Under Social-
ism. According to both Wilde 

and Zizek, a campaign like Kel-
loggs’ or TOMS’ isn’t going to 
solve poverty, even in just one 
community—in fact, it will pro-
long it. Instead, the proper goal 
is to reconstruct society on such 
a basis that poverty will be im-
possible, and charitable compa-
nies aren’t needed for their phi-
lanthropy. 

The same applies to char-
ity—Zizek claims: “It is immor-
al to use private property in or-
der to alleviate the horrible evils 
that result from the motivation 
of private property.” So even 
though charities pool funds to 
help people in need around the 
world, the fact that charities are 
private properties means that 
they are complicit in the capital-
ist system that created many of 
these problems. Liberalism and 
all its egalitarian and universal 
ideals isn’t doing enough—and 
neither are the charities that 
represent these ideals. As Oscar 
Wilde put it, “Just as the worst 
slave-owners were those who 
were kind to their slaves and so 
prevented the horror of the sys-
tem being realized by those who 
suffered from it, and understood 
by those who contemplated it, 
so…the people who do most 
harm are the people who try to 
do most good.” The ism in ques-
tion is capitalism, and charities 
are hypocritically compliant 
with this system that enslaves 
the disempowered.

However, I’m not suggest-
ing we stop donating to char-
ity or boycott companies with 
ethical business models because 
they’re hypocrites or are gain-
ing from their magnanimous 
guise. What I’m saying is that 
charities do not address the root 
of the problem (the inequalities/
injustices that capitalism ne-
cessitates) while perhaps unin-
tentionally making donors feel 
that they are doing enough for 
the cause. If they truly want to 
make a difference, both con-
sumers and companies need to 
work in solidarity to dismantle 
and reconstruct the system. I 
mean, capitalism doesn’t seem 
environmentally or economi-
cally sustainable any way. In 
economist Joseph Schumpeter’s 
book, Can Capitalism Survive?, 
(SPOILER ALERT) he answers 
the title’s question on the fi rst 
page: “No, I do not think it can.” 
There are about 200 explanatory 
pages after that, but just take his 
word for it. And, like, fuck the 
system.

*The RSA Animate of 
Zizek’s lecture is available on 
YouTube

**If you want to help Kel-
logg’s campaign, text the word 
SHARE with a photo/descrip-
tion of your breakfast to 21534 
[buymorekelloggscerealbuy-
morekelloggs!] or upload a 
photo/description at ShareYour-
Breakfast.com. 

Charity grows on 
trees. Trees wa-
tered with cereal 
milk.
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by Bobby Cardos, Mickie Meinhardt, Lauren Duca
STAFF KNOW THINGS ABOUT STUFF

Fordham “Integrated Learning Communities” are actually 
Segregated Learning Communities, when you really think 
about it

Especially when considering it’s a grouping of people with a 
particular course of study or ethos or intense desire to have their 
own bathroom Freshman year. And also considering the exclusiv-
ity involved, the marketing to students considered to be of a higher 
caliber (or just plain “better” will do, diction wise), the requisite ap-
plication/acceptance process, and the (albeit only marginally) better 
living facilities for these better members, it really makes the whole 
thing look anything but integrated. -BC

SXSW Tunes
South by Southwest is source of eternal discontent for me. It has 

one of the most diverse selections of the large-scale music festivals, 
ranging from rockabilly to rap to beach rock, heralds the start of 
summer touring season. However, it’s in the middle of the semester, 
it’s exppensive, and it’s all the way in Texas. Fuck me, right? Since 
the powers that be are mildly aware that their shindig isn’t univer-
sally accessable, they put up a online playlist on Bandcamp.com 
featuring one track from each of the 472 artists playing, totalling 
1 day, 6 hours, and 31 minutes of free music streaming. And since 
that’s a daunting amount of tunege to sift through, iTunes put to-
gether a 15-song sampler available for free download. Get it while 
it lasts, and try not to read the reviews of how awesome the festival 
was. It stings, man. - MM

He’d KILL To Be Like Dexter
Andrew Conley, a Dexter fan, killed his 10-year-old brother 

cited an obsession with the fi ctional serial killer as his motive 
for murder. He sounded a lot like Dexter a bit himself, telling 
detectives, “I don’t see why sometimes people get so happy over 
something or upset over a little thing.…I just sit there with a blank 
face.” Be warned, Dexter fans. The show is addicting. Snowed in 
over winter break, I fl ew through the fourth and fi fth seasons in an 
embarrassingly lazy three days. It isn’t hard to fi nd yourself not 
only captivated by, but rooting for the serial killer vigilante that is 
the character of Dexter Morgan. Yes, Michael C. Hall is fucking 
sexy, but there’s more to it than that. There were moments during 
the end of season two, where I was hoping he would just go ahead 
and kill the innocent, though intensely irritating and obnoxious 
Sergeant Doakes. Yet, even Dexter couldn’t justify the killing of 
an innocent man. Confi ned to the small screen, Dexter and his 
moral code of murder make an enormous amount of sense. Per-
haps the show needs a “don’t try this at home” sort of disclaimer. 
Now serving a life sentence in prison, Conley still anxiously asks 
about Dexter plot developments. Unfortunately for him, however, 
Conley’s not quite as similar to the serial killer as he’d like to 
think; Dexter Morgan would never let himself get caught.  -LD

by Rudyard Crippling
DEADITOR 

It is prudent, when a man 
has the time and means, for him 
to attempt to take in some of the 
world, so as to gain a broader 
perspective and a brighter hope 
for humanity.  I was just grant-
ed such an opportunity when 
my university recessed for the 
spring, and decided to pack my 
trunk and catch a steamer for 
Scotland.  A boyhood chum at-
tends a university there, and 
with my love of single-malted 
Scottish whiskys and women 
with foreign accents, I knew I 
had no other choice.

I marked my map and de-
parted with the best of inten-
tions.  I arrived, luggage lost 
and thoroughly delayed, just 
in time for the annual fashion 
show the university puts on, the 
same as where the Prince and 
his bride to be met some short 
years ago.  My chum and I be-
gan consuming wodka and en-
ergy spritz and I faintly recall 
much later drinking gin with the 
captain of the university rugby 
team, before my facilities were 
compromised, and I arrived in 
bed.  I woke up and took stock 
of the day.  My chum had been 
up respiring MDMA until 10 in 
the morning, and so neither of 
us emerged from our chambers 
until after fi ve.  We settled in 
for some whisky and pints, but 
returned to bed not much later.  
The next two days were spent 
traveling the grounds, consum-
ing the native victuals, and at-
tempting to consume every pos-
sible variety of Scotch whisky.  
Pubs were inhabited, and chips 
consumed.  The bunker of the 
17th hole of the home of golf 
was peed in.  Each night we’d 
retire to a friend of my chums, 
where we would spend the night 
smoking marihuana cigarettes, 
insuffl ating cocaine and playing 
either Battleship or Charades.  
On the fourth day we hailed a 
lorry and began a trip by rail to 
Dufftown in the north of Scot-
land, to tour the local distilleries 

and take in the color.  It had 
rained each day to that point, 
and that day was no exception, 
but from what I could make out 
from the window of our railcar, 
Scotland is beautiful country, 
hilly and full of sheep.

When we arrived in Duff-
town, we immediately set to 
tour the Glenfi ddich distill-
ery.  Having a quick meal and 
beer in the distillery, we were 
soon treated to a tour of all the 
tanks, peats, malts, and barleys 
one could imagine, followed by 
a tasting fl ight.  This was then 
followed by another tasting 
fl ight to the MacAllan distillery, 
which was followed by a trip 
to the pub, where we continued 
drinking, playing with the pub’s 
resident canine, and gambling at 
billiards.  Eventually we went to 
the market and procured a bottle 
of Buckfast wine.  Buckfast is 
produced by Benedictine monks 
in the south of England as a for-
tifi ed tonic wine, it is 15% al-
cohol by volume and contains 
as much caffeine as eight cans 
of cola.  It packs quite a punch, 
and was the perfect compliment 
to our Oriental food, though 
throughout the night I awoke 
in a cold sweat, believing I had 
seen our innkeeper in the win-
dow with a robe and knife, pre-
paring to turn us into meat pies.

The next morning we at-
tended another tour, this time 
at the Aberlour distillery.  This 
was far and away the fi nest tour, 
our guide was sagacious and 
sanguine, and though we began 
two hours before midday, we 
nonetheless managed to taste 
no fewer than nine whiskys.  
We left the tour full of thrill 
and song, and Scottish pride.  
We returned to Edinburgh by 
train, and I parted company 
with my chum to head to Eng-
land and visit some family, my 
step-grand-uncle Joe, a recent 
widower who I hadn’t encoun-
tered since his son’s wedding 
some eight years before.  Joe is 
not a young man, but he was a 
navigator in the RAF, takes his 
whisky straight and chuckles 

when he passes wind.  We spent 
the night drinking and talking 
politics, and I have never been 
better fed or treated in my life.  
The next day we made a tour 
of the Lake District, seeing the 
countryside, Hadrian’s Wall and 
visiting Carlisle, and as evening 
approached I boarded my return 
train.  Upon my return, I was 
told by an urchin that it was the 
day of St. Patrick, and so my 
chum and our fellows entered a 
pub to drink Guinness, and take 
a break from good whisky with 
a glass of Jameson.  The night 
progressed and we found our-
selves drinking heavily and tak-
ing ketamine, reeling from party 
to party until at last we found 
ourselves glued to the fl oor, lis-
tening to overloud music and 
slipping away into the land of 
Nod.

We awoke some four hours 
later, a friend was taking a trip 
to Glasgow to buy some ecsta-
sy, and we accompanied him for 
sport.  Glasgow is a beautiful 
city with striking gothic archi-
tecture, all pillars and gargoyles, 
and I was thoroughly impressed 
that a city so far removed from 
conventional notions of “Eu-
rope” could be so cosmopolitan.

We had a spot of lunch, 
smoked another marihuana 
cigarette and headed home.  We 
ate the ecstasy in time for a rave 
in an abandoned RAF bunker, 
and I spent the remainder of 
the night perspiring and feel-
ing like I would jump out of my 
skin.  This is not to say I didn’t 
enjoy myself, merely that I had 
forgot the toll that night after 
night of psychotropics takes on 
my constitution.  Eventually I 
said my farewells, retired, and 
in the morning began the trek 
home.  As I hazily stumbled to 
the airport, battered and unwell, 
I was reminded of the words of 
the American folk singer John 
Cash, who entreated me, had I 
only been wise enough to listen, 
to, “Lay off that whisky, and let 
that cocaine be.”

ARK Music Factory
So, by now you’ve all seen the travesty that is Rebecca Black’s 

“Friday” music video.  But did you know that there’s an entire com-
pany that’s dedicated to cranking this shit out on the reg?  ARK Mu-
sic Factory, a California-based music production company, is equal 
parts Justin Bieber and Jonbenet Ramsey.  Inspired by Bieber’s In-
ternet success, ARK fl ies kids in from the beauty pageant circuit 
all over the country, writes them a “hit” song and produces a hor-
rendous video all in super compressed fashion.  ARK functions as 
much as a viral marketing fi rm as it does a production company, 
and fl oods the internet with this crap.  Watch the fuck out. -SPK
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Tuesday Morning 
Me: Oh, hello there! How are things?
Landlord: Things are not good. We need to talk. 
Me: Is it about the rent check I owe you?
Landlord: No, not the money.
Me: Is it the Armenian children living in the bathroom?
Landlord: No, I like Raffi  and Aida.
Me: Is it the cockfi ghts? That’s not on the kids, that’s all my hobby; they just help 
clean the blood up after.
Landlord: No, not the cockfi ghts.
Me: …Then, what could it…Oh. You that bag fi lled with plastic bag out by the trash, 
didn’t you?
Landlord: Yes. What did we say about using reusable bags? Use a nice cotton tote, 
you know?
Me: I know, I know! I will next time I go to the store, I promise! I actually just found 
that old “Deport Obama” bag in the back of my closet. I’ll use that one.
Landlord: I have your word.
-MC

My Grandma Reads Me Bedtime Stories
 
The Very Hungry Caterpillar
“And then the caterpillar was too fat, just lumpy all over. Fatty Fatty No Friends, 
that’s what they called him at school. Have you seen that on the news? One in 
three kids your age is o-bese, g-ross. Well, the caterpillar was like that, too, so 
don’t get any ideas that the caterpillar was some kinda hero or something. The 

caterpillar is bad news.”
 
The Giving Tree
“Then the tree said, “Hell no, you’re not using what I got left to make a boat, you 
ungrateful snoot” and popped the biggest, reddest apple off of the boy’s tiny head.”
 
Pat the Bunny
“Here are Paul and Judy. They can do lots of things. You can do lots of things, too. 
Judy can pet the bunny. Now you can pet the bunny. Watch it when you’re trying 
to pat…you just got some sort of goop on my sweater. Is my phone ringing? Does 
your mother keep seltzer in the fridge? I have to go answer that phone…”
 
Goodnight, Moon
“Have you heard of non-fi ction? I haven’t been reading ‘goodnight’ over and over 
just so you can stay up and stop old Grammy and Pappy from watching the Law & 
Order replay on TBS.”
 
Oh The Places You’ll Go
“Now remember, sweetie, they wrote this book long before you were born. Times 
have changed.”
-MC

 A Tale of Two RAs
It’s no surprise that Reslife rakes in a butt-load of student cash. Like wayward 

sperm mindlessly swimming around a uterus looking to score, Reslife periodically 
disseminates RA’s to inspect and appraise damages done to Rose Hill’s residence 
halls and off-campus apartments, hoping to win big by documenting some leftover 
beer cans or “paraphernalia.” I experienced the wrath of Reslife shortly after my 
junior year when I was fi ned $800 for the damages done to my apartment in Arthur 
House, later recounting the woes of trying to reason with the Area Coordinator For 
Integrated Living Communities, Amy Harper, in an earlier editorial this year. Suf-

fi ce it to say, our dialogue was unproductive. Amy is a mysterious woman with a mindset that seems etched in stone; 
understanding her is the equivalent of a blind guy trying to decipher a Rubix Cube. Her actions typically leave students 
lamenting over the questions: why am I being fi ned twenty-fi ve dollars for hangers in my closet? Where is that money 
even going? Don’t these numbers seem a bit arbitrary? Forty-dollars for crushing some brew-ha’s? Isn’t that sort of…
egregious?  

Time and time again Fordhamites fi nd themselves not only broke because of Reslife, but also confused and feeling 
betrayed by the university that has otherwise given them so much. Having recently incurred some more fi nes of my own 
via hand-delivered letter (you know, ‘cause it was super important), I decided to get to the bottom of this once and for 
all. I wanted to know exactly what Amy Harper was up to. 

 Fortunately, I was able to sit down with Amy and Assistant Dean Greer Jason and discuss the matter with them 
face-to-face. Be warned: what I learned was shocking. Recently, Amy Harper purchased a hybrid BMW (she’s going 
green), a mansion in West Hollywood, a French poodle that she named “Hairy Moby” after her favorite musician, a 
Shakeweight, a G5 for getting to and from work, and fi fty-eight and a half pounds of Price Club brand tapioca pudding. 
And yes, all of this was paid for using the money collected from judicial fi nes. 

 “Omigosh,” she explained when I met her at her offi ce, “the Beamer is so fetch, and Hairy Moby loves riding 
in the back with the window open! [baby talk] He’s such a cutie-pie! Isn’t he?” Hairy Moby was present for our meet-
ing and he is, indeed, a cutie-pie-- though, it appeared that Amy died his hair pink using food-coloring, nail-polish and 
cotton-candy. “What about the mansion?” I asked. “Can you tell me about it?” 

 “I mean it’s… okay.” Amy remarked, seeming somewhat dissatisfi ed with her new abode. “It’s like this little 
twelve bedroom thing. There’s a movie theatre, a bowling alley, spa, horse corral and a staff of butlers from Brazil or 
Mexico or some weird taco-country like that. You know how it is.” I stifl ed my desire to tell Amy that I had no idea how 
“it” was and let her continue. “I’m sharing it with Greer--the Assistant Dean--and she’s, um, SUCH a good roomie. We 
went half-zies on the house and on the jet, and it’s been a blasty-blast.” 

 “Yeah,” Greer added. “Amy and I are such BFF’S. We do everything together. Like, we take Hairy for walks 
and do these really intense Shakeweight workouts. Life is awesome.” I couldn’t help but cringe while I heard all of 
this, knowing that I inadvertently sponsored some of these exercise sessions with my hard-earned cash. Not wanting to 
offend Greer or Amy, I asked them how they felt about using student money to splurge. “Whatever,” Amy said while 
snapping her fi ngers at me and ripping open a cup of tapioca. “I’m the ACFILC. I do what I want.” 

 “I see, and you don’t fi nd anything wrong with, for lack of a better word, stealing from Ford-
ham students?” 

 “Nah,” Greer explained with a nonchalant shrug. “Fordham kids are uber rich. They have tons 
of money. Plus they always screw with our residence halls. They deserve it.” Greer then began feeding 
Hairy Moby another cup of tapioca pudding that she pulled from under Amy’s desk. He seemed to enjoy 
the fi rst few licks but was denied the second half of the cup due to his high puppy cholesterol. “Seri-
ously,” Amy agreed. “Want some puddin’?” 

 “No thanks,” I responded, slowly feeling nauseous. I was about ready to conclude my inter-
view at this point, but had one question left. “Greer, Amy, what are your plans for the future? Will you 
continue living large?” 

 “Fuck yeah,” Amy said through a mouthful of tapioca, spraying bits of it onto my shirt. “Why 
would we stop? The mansion can only get bigger.” 

 “You said it, Ames,” Greer agreed. “I want to put in a squash court and a rock-climbing gym.” 
With that I thanked both Amy and Greer for their time and exited the offi ce. 

 Upon making my way back to Salice-Conley, I felt taken for a fool--subversively manipulated 
and used-- but then I really started contemplating my recent fi ndings. I fi nally discovered where my 
money went which was, at the least, a refreshing notion for me--after all, that was all I really wanted. I 
even laughed a little bit to myself, remembering how lively Hairy Moby was and how much he enjoyed 
the pudding. I suppose, in the long run, my money went to a good place.      -CG

Alphabetical List of What Pops Up When I 
Begin a Google Search/Why I Am a Little Con-
cerned About My Mental Health

“Antidepressants side effects”
--also, “Arthurian Literature”; “abusive relation-
ship characteristics”
2.  “Baby ripping paper video”
3. “Christmas gifts for alcoholics”
--also, “can you make your own kitty litter?”
4. “Dali piano cuticle painting”
5. “Engel’s law”
6. “Film versions of Othello with blackface”
--also, “Fur-go-pet”
7. “get your booty on the fl oor tonight” lyrics
8. “How best to ingest psilocybin”
9. “I spilled laundry detergent. How do I clean it 
up it’s everywhere”
10. “jewishy areas of new york”
11. “kindle d00701 why are page numbers repre-
sented by percent signs”
12. “little French girl explains a trip to the zoo”
--also, “lactating breast images”
13. “my cat keeps throwing up”
14. “names of pokemon attacks”
15. “obama turkey named apple”
16. “people at Wal-mart photos”
17. “Quest diagnostics drug test”
18. “rebus: moth cry cry cry mean-
ing”
19. “Symptoms of OCD”
--also, “segue inventor dies by 
segue”
20. “Touchable holograms”
21. “Unicorns”
--also, “unemployment hotlines”
22. “Vampire fi sh”
23. “Welch’s makes your lip smack 
annoying girl”
--also, “what to do if your ceiling is 
leaking mad water”
24. “X men fan fi ction”
25. “Yahoo news article about mer-
maid syndrome”
26. “Zoo babies!”
--also, “Zionism and ethnic cleans-
ing”
-SM

by Marisa Carroll, Sarah Madges, Chris Gramuglia, Sam Wadhams
STAFF KNEE SLAPPERS

A Very Public Private Trouble
It was terrible.  The fi rst thing I no-

ticed was the sticky wetness. A cruel 
viscosity that seemed like it would cling 
to me for all eternity.  Then there was 
the smell, barely noticeable at fi rst, but 
steadily growing to overpowering.  The 
sucking a popping sounds were wretch-
ed, like limbs being ripped from sockets, 
and before I knew it, the whole room was 
looking at me.  There I was, covered in 
it, surrounded by the judging eyes of ev-
eryone I knew, looking at me like I was a 
fi lthy animal.  Oh well, I thought.  It was 
one hell of a pomegranate.

-SW
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arts

by Sean Bandfi eld
STAFF QUEEN OF LIMBS

Radiohead have made a ca-
reer out of being strange. 

Their signature mix of elec-
tronica, gloom, humor that only 
the band understands, and gen-
eral Britishness makes them the 
weirdest mega-rock band worth 
caring about. However, even 
Radiohead’s most diehard fans 
found their latest release, The 
King of Limbs, a bit out of the 
ordinary; not peculiar so much 
for what it did deliver, but more 
for what it didn’t. Thus, amidst 
the confused reaction , I feel the 
need to jump swiftly to the de-
fense of my favorite band and 
their bizarre bleeps, bloops, and 
facial expressions.

Firstly, let’s be clear about 
one thing, kids: The King of 
Limbs has received a good deal 
of praise, and legions of loyal 
fans have found it very, very 
much to their liking. Rolling 
Stone even gave it four out of 
fi ve stars, if that means any-
thing (note: it doesn’t). It’s not 
that anyone (worth mention-
ing) thinks The King of Limbs 
is a bad album; rather, the major 
issue of detraction seems to be 
that Limbs simply failed to blow 
everyone’s mind. That Radio-
head were in the studio record-
ing a new album was common 
knowledge for the better part 
of a year before the band an-
nounced on Valentine’s Day that 
the new album was fi nished and 
would be available that week-
end(!); with more than three 
years since In Rainbows, their 
previous release, Radiohead 
seemed to have had enough 

time to produce a monster of a 
good album. 

Thus, when fans were 
greeted with Limbs’ mere eight 
tracks, all within the relatively 
familiar territory of electronic-
rock and devoid of any imme-
diately ear-catching epics a la 
“The National Anthem,” “There, 
There,” and “Reckoner,” they 
didn’t know quite what to think. 
Radiohead is traditionally ap-
preciated for going in somewhat 
of a new 
direction 
with each 
a l b u m , 
surprising 
fans with 
an in-
novat ive 
and fresh 
sound ev-
ery few 
y e a r s ; 
so when 
l is teners 
w e r e n ’ t 
complete-
ly taken 
a b a c k 
with The 
King of Limbs, they were, suf-
fi ce to say, taken aback. Some 
fans were okay with this, and 
some fans weren’t, but pretty 
much everyone was simply try-
ing to fi gure out what to make of 
the familiar and subdued sounds 
reverberating within their des-
perate skulls.

This is the part where I say 
that The King of Limbs is a very 
good album – not a great album, 
given the type of greatness that 
Radiohead is demonstrably ca-
pable of – but more than just 
“okay.” Broad opinion seems to 

be that the initial four songs are 
weaker, comprising a more ex-
perimental fi rst half, but things 
change with the more radio-
friendly “Lotus Flower,” which 
ushers in the album’s more 
palatable and agreeable second 
half. This “50/50” breakdown 
is one that I dispute. Granted, 
the fi rst half seems to be more 
atmospheric and forgettable, but 
I hold that this is due to the fact 
that the fi rst four tracks are actu-

ally two quite conventional (by 
Radiohead’s standards) songs 
sandwiched between two more 
nebulous electronic pieces. 
The fact that the quite concrete 
“Morning Mr. Magpie” and 
“Little By Little” fall between 
the more experimental “Bloom” 
and “Feral” creates the illusion 
that the whole fi rst half is simi-
larly experimental; however, if 
“Feral” became track two, then 
those who now criticize the fi rst 
half for being less interesting 
would instead lay that criticism 
only against the fi rst two songs, 

insisting that the real music be-
gins at track three. (Note: If you 
aren’t familiar with the album, 
then you shouldn’t have under-
stood any of what I just wrote. 
Don’t feel bad - you’re probably 
normal.)

Although the fi rst half is not 
as weird as it’s made out to be, I 
do agree that “Lotus Flower” is 
the fi rst of the four really good 
songs on the album. I love the 
perplexing rhythm of “Magpie” 

and the 
dark, fall-
ing chords 
of “Little 
by Little,” 
but the 
last four 
tracks are 
the stand-
out mate-
rial; just 
b e c a u s e 
fans are 
m i s t a k e n 
when they 
say that the 
“fi rst half” 
of Limbs is 
the “exper-

imental” part does not mean that 
they’re also mistaken when they 
say that the last four tracks are 
the best. It’s here that perhaps 
the album’s most redeeming fea-
ture is put on full display: Thom 
Yorke’s vocal performance. 
Yorke has never hesitated to un-
leash a mean falsetto, but on the 
last four tracks of Limbs, he just 
shines. Although “Lotus Flow-
er” is the song that will likely 
receive the most attention, the 
album’s truly stunning moment 
is “Codex.” With a piano that’s 
either being played underwater 

or in a crystal cave, a brittle de-
scending glissando, and horns 
that go from mournful to trium-
phant to mournful again, it is a 
hypnotizing work of magic, and 
upon fi rst listen became one of 
my favorite Radiohead songs.

I do understand why the al-
bum was met with confusion 
and even mild disappointment; 
a record of eight tracks seems a 
bit inadequate at fi rst, especially 
when the songs don’t peak with 
intensity and trough with re-
serve, but just kind of wander 
along with much the same char-
acter. However, it’s precisely 
in that respect that the album 
distinguishes itself; it’s not a fu-
ture-rock epic like The Bends or 
OK Computer, nor is it a trans-
formative experience like Kid 
A. Rather, it plays like a myste-
rious stroll through a forgotten 
forest – there’s just enough to 
let you get to know it before you 
walk out at the other end. 

Ultimately, what I fi nd most 
amusing about the reaction to 
The King of Limbs is that, with 
it, Radiohead have really done 
what they always do, and what 
they are expected to do – defy 
expectations. When everyone 
looks forward to you breaking 
new ground with each album, 
there comes a point when the 
only way to live up to that ex-
pectation is to not live up to it. 
Thus, the fan who is upset with 
Radiohead for not doing some-
thing new can only undermine 
his own criticism; indeed, by 
releasing an album of typical, 
non-defi ant Radiohead songs, 
the band has yet again defi ed 
expectation. Well done, chaps.

“We live up to expectations by 
not living up to expectations. 
Think about it.”

RADIOHEAD: still very good, not great, 
but more than okay
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What: SOVA Student Art Showcase
When: Friday, March 25, 7 PM
Where: Rodrigue’s Coffee House
How Much: FREE!
Why: Come to Rodrigue’s on Friday and SOVA will prove to 
you that Fordham ACTUALLY has a visual arts department.  The 
talent and creativity of Fordham artists will be displayed on the 
walls of Rod’s, and there might be cheese.  

What: Bill Cunningham New York, the movie
When: NOW
Where: Film Forum, 209 W. Houston St
How Much: average movie ticket
Why: For anyone who has ever read the New York Times Style 
Section, or just been aware of its existence, Bill Cunningham is a 
god among photographers. The original ‘street style’ photographer, 
he began snapping fashionable people on the streets of NYC via 
bicycle in the mid 70s and struck a running deal with the Times 
in 1978. He’s been a fi xture ever since and still traverses the oft-
perilous Gotham streets by bicycle despite being 83 years old. 
The majority of his extremely large body of work has never been 
published, and the fi lm serves as an exhibition of what amounts 
to the best single compilation of NYC life and style over the past 
50 years. Part biography, part photography exhibit, the fi lm is 
absolutely unmissable for anyone who has ever loved fashion, 
photography, New York City, or a combination of the three.

What: Orchid Show: On Broadway
When: through April 25, 2011
Where: New York Botanical Gardens
How much: $18 for students/ free for members
Why: Because it’s beautiful. Because it’s next door. Because 
it’s spring and you should get out more. The Orchid show is the 
NYBG’s  yearly coming together of the strangely exotic and 
the aesthetic of organization. With dozens of displays featuring 
both individual species and larger mixes of varying orchids 
put together in arrangements modeled after famous Broadway 
theatres, this year’s show is sure to please just about anyone who 
goes. Even for those wary of fl owers as capable of holding one’s 
interest for more than a few seconds, the show is designed in such 
a way that it entices the visitor along all the various pathways and 
through the different collection rooms. With a broader range of 
species than in past years, there’s more incentive than ever to go 
and see the gems of the world’s jungles brought together under 
one glass roof.

What: Bye Bye Kitty!!! Between Heaven and Hell in 
Contemporary Japanese Art
When: Runs until June
Where: At The Japan Society, 333 East 47th Street
How Much: 10$ for students, free Friday nights.
Why: “Bye Bye Kitty!!!” subverts the stereotypes of kawaii 
and otaku culture that has infi ltrated Western views of what 
is contemporary Japanese art. With a title that’s a play on the 
popularity of Hello Kitty, the exhibit features sixteen artists who 
meld traditional Japanese styles with gentle irony and aggressive 
dissociation. This refl ect the artists’ struggle to rectify Japan’s 
artistic heritage with its troubled past and uncertain future. 
The artists chosen bring together immaculate craftsmanship—
particularly Manabu Ikeda’s massive pen and ink alternate 
landscapes, which took a year each to draw—and startling 
imagery—particularly Chiharu Shiota’s multimedia piece 
involving red liquid pumping through plastic veins in and out of 
a hanging wedding dress.

by Timothy Bridge
STAFF NEVER DISROBES 
BEFORE A GUNFIGHT

Picture this: Nicolas Cage, 
adorned in all black denim, don-
ning extra large sunglasses, a 
half-smoked cigar in mouth and 
a bottle of Jack Daniels in hand, 
is being straddled by a large-
breasted, naked, blonde woman, 
apparently having intercourse in 
a trashed motel room. The wom-
an, screaming with pleasure, 
(naturally, she’s having sex with 
NICOLAS CAGE!) leans back 
from Cage’s 
s o m e w h a t 
dead-looking, 
mid-thrusting 
body and says 
“Oh baby, 
why don’t 
you fuck na-
ked?” Cage 
responds, in a 
gruff whisper, 
“I never dis-
robe before 
a gun fi ght.” 
Cue the en-
trance of 
about ten or 
so Southern 
Satanists with 
guns, tasers, 
and various 
other holy-
crap-that-axe-looks-like-it’s-
coming-right-at-me weapons, 
all looking to kill the man mid-
fuck. In Cage’s other hand (no, 
not the one with the whiskey in 
it) he has a handgun, which he 
proceeds to take out and kill ev-
ery single person who walks in 
the door, dodging 3D axes, 3D 
bullets, enduring a 3D electric 
shock, which seems to 3D 
please the woman he is 3D 
penetrating, all while his 3D 
clothes are still on, all while 
puffi ng on his 3D cigar, all 
while drinking 3D whiskey 
and did I mention fucking a 
big-breasted 3D blonde wom-
an. If that isn’t description 
enough to convince you to go 
see Drive Angry 3D, then I 
don’t know what will.

Cage’s career has been in 
somewhat of a downward spi-
ral since (we’ll say) 2005, af-
ter starring in downright piece 
of shit movies such as The 
Wicker Man, Knowing, Season 
of the Witch, and Ghost Rider 
just to name a few and, quite 
honestly, whenever I see a trail-
er of a movie with this man in 
the leading role, I vow not to see 
it. So, why is it that I got off my 
ass and went to AMC Empire 
25 in Times Square to pay $19 
for not only another Cage shit-
fest, but a 3D shitfest as well? 
For Christ’s sake, I haven’t even 
seen The King’s Speech or True 

Grit, what in God’s name made 
me pick another Nicolas Cage 
revenge movie? 

Because it looked so god 
damn terrible. 

The Academy Awards were 
that night, and I planned on 
watching them, so I decided 
to pre-game the elegance of 
The King’s Speech with the 
unpolished Drive Angry 3D. I 
decided to pre-game the inspi-
ration of 127 Hours with the 
hell-fi re of Nicolas Cage’s dead 
stare. I decided to pre-game the 
beauty of Natalie Portman with 

the smokin’-hotness of Amber 
Heard. In short, I needed to see 
a really shitty movie.

And a really shitty movie it 
was. 

Drive Angry revolves 
around John Milton, who breaks 
out of hell (yep) to hunt down 
and kill Jonah King (played 
with wooden verisimilitude by 

Billy Burke), who is in posses-
sion of his baby granddaughter 
because Milton’s daughter was 
forced to join the cult and was 
subsequently killed along with 
her husband after she bit off 
King’s dick when he forced her 
down on him to save her life. 
You know, the normal Nico-
las Cage movie plot. The only 
thing stopping Milton is a bril-
liant little character named The 
Accountant (William Fichtner), 

who was sent to Earth by Satan 
to bring back Milton, equipping 
him with a beautiful three piece 
suit, witty dialogue, and a coin 
that, when fl ipped, turns into an 
FBI badge. Fichtner’s charac-
ter provides a calm before the 
Nicolas Cage storm and, quite 
honestly, I loved him. In his in-
troductory scene he calls to an 
obese restaurant owner, “Hey 
you, fat fuck.” When the owner 
objects to the namecalling he 
responds coolly and swiftly, 
pausing after every pronounced 
syllable and looking at a wom-

an apparently 
overcome with 
pleasure just 
at the sight of 
him, “Would 
you prefer I call 
you dead... fat... 
fuck?” He pro-
vides the movie 
with the genuine 
laughs, while 
Cage’s melodra-
matic deep space 
staring and I-
can’t-really-tell 
Southern accent 
give us the rest.

The movie 
jumps from ac-
tion scene to 
semi-degrading 
view of Amber 

Heard’s legs and ass to action 
scene and back again with the 
editing of a fourth grader, but 
who am I to criticize: this movie 
had my testosterone exploding 
all 90ish minutes. Whether The 
Accountant is throwing a bro-
ken baseball bat through the eye 
of a bald redneck, or a woman is 
getting run over by a car while 

screaming and shoot-
ing an Uzi, Drive An-
gry 3D is just the kind 
of mindless grindhouse 
one would need on any 
given lazy Sunday. The 
dialogue is hilarious, 
the story is ridiculous, 
and it is a damn shame 
that this movie is the 
lowest-grossing wide 
release 3D movie of 
all time. In the movie, 
Cage has a gun called 
the Godslayer, which 
completely destroys the 
person’s soul, keeping 

them away from both heaven 
and hell. In the climactic scene 
where the gun is used, I swear 
I almost pissed my pants out of 
the hilarity that ensued. I’m not 
saying everyone should go out 
and see this horrible excuse of 
a movie, BUT if you see one 
terrible movie this year, make 
it the one where Nicolas Cage 
drinks beer out of a dead man’s 
hollowed-out skull. Hell yeah!

You mean this 
movie?

Back from hell, fast cars, 
lots of explosions, boobs...

                  
                   Drive Angry

                 Ghost Rider
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by Andrew Craig
ARTS CO-EDITOR

The fashion world was re-
cently rocked by the fi ring of 
British designer John Galliano af-
ter a video surfaced of him mak-
ing horrendously anti-Semitic 
remarks while in a Paris café. 
Galliano is hugely famous in 
the fashion world, and has been 
hailed as a creative genius behind 
some of the most innovative, daz-
zling collections ever to appear 
on a runway. After 
gaining critical ac-
claim for his showy 
and technically ad-
ept collections in 
England, beginning 
with his graduation 
collection from Cen-
tral Saint Martins 
College of Art and 
Design, Galliano 
was hired by iconic 
French fashion house 
Dior in October of 
1996, under whose 
label he has been 
working as the head 
designer since his re-
cent dismissal. 

Galliano quick-
ly became famous 
for his critically ac-
claimed haut couture 
designs, which were 
aimed at a younger, 
more fashionable de-
mographic than pre-
vious designs of the 
old fashion houses. 
Since the mid-90’s, 
Galliano has pro-
duced collection after 
collection of beautiful 
couture designs, both 
under Dior and his 
own label. 

Personally, Gal-
liano has always been 
something of an at-
tention-seeker, dress-
ing in designs even 
more outlandish than 
the ones he puts on 
the runway. This past 
January, he appeared 
at a Parisian fashion show wear-
ing what might best be described 
as frayed silk fl oral harem pants 
and a fur-accented jacket (sans 
shirt), with an enormous fur pi-
rate hat to, you know, pull the 
look together. The outfi t is a stun-
ning piece of avant-garde design 
and has unquestionable artistic 
merit, but nonetheless is indica-
tive of Mr. Galliano’s fl amboyant 
taste and desire for the spotlight.  

Even if you weren’t at all fa-
miliar with Mr. Galliano’s critical 
acclaim and iconic reputation as 
one of fashion’s greatest design-
ers, odds are that you’ve heard 
about his recent comments that 
have since gotten him fi red from 
the Dior label and have seriously 
jeopardized his standing in the 
fashion world. On February 25, 
2011, accusations surfaced of 

Galliano going on a horrible, anti-
Semitic tirade in a Paris bar. Re-
portedly, Mr. Galliano somehow 
got into a fi ght with respected 
French art historian Geraldine 
Bloch, grabbing her hair and 
launching death threats against 
her boyfriend. “Dirty Jewish face, 
you should be dead,” he suppos-
edly said to her. “Your boots are 
of the lowest quality, your thighs 
are of the lowest quality. You are 
so ugly I don’t want to see you.” 
After which, in true Galliano 

fashion, he stood up, shouted “I 
am the designer John Galliano!” 
and struck his signature pose as 
if he had just presented another 
of his runway collections. The 
whole thing would be comic if his 
words weren’t so terribly hateful. 

That same day, a grainy video 
appeared on the internet of Gal-
liano taunting another couple 
who he (wrongly) determined to 
be Jewish. First appearing on the 
website of the British tabloid The 
Sun, the video shows a clearly 
intoxicated Galliano slurring his 
way through bigoted statements 
such as “I love Hitler,” claiming 
that “people like you would be 
dead” and that “your mothers, 
your forefathers” would all have 
been “gassed.” France is particu-
larly sensitive to this kind of hate-
ful speech, and in fact it is a crim-

inal offense in France to incite 
racial hatred. This law has been 
used in the past to punish people 
for making similar anti-Semitic 
remarks, and it is quite possible 
that Galliano will be taken to 
court for his outburst. According 
to the Times, the French advocacy 
group SOS Racisme has even said 
that it would support legal action 
against Mr. Galliano if the accu-
sations were confi rmed.

In addition to bringing hate-
ful anti-Semitic slurs to the front 

page of the news, this 
incident perhaps brings 
about a broader com-
plaint against the fashion 
industry as a whole. Mr. 
Galliano – creative, yes, 
but fl amboyant, edgy, 
and often considered the 
“bad boy” of the fash-
ion world – could come 
to personify an idea of 
the vain, elitist fash-
ion world as a whole 
to those less familiar 
with its merits. The 
rant, which occurred the 
week before Paris Fash-
ion Week for F/W 2012 
and after other Fashion 
Weeks such New York’s, 
even prompted a Times 

opinion piece by Rhon-
da Garelick titled “High 
Facism,” which purports 
to link Mr. Galliano’s slurs 
and the fashion industry as a 
whole with a facist mental-
ity. The truth is, though, that 
Galliano’s tirade and subse-
quent fi ring are of no great 
indication to the mindset of 
the fashion world in general. 
John Galliano’s outbursts 
were disgusting and unbe-
lievably inappropriate, and 
that’s very diffi cult (most 
would say impossible) to 
argue against. French news-
paper Le Monde hailed 
Galliano’s dismissal as the 
“death knell for the myth of 
the omnipotent designer.” 
But maybe that’s not so bad. 
None can question Mr. Gal-
liano’s outstanding contri-

butions to the fashion world; his 
works have been hailed as genius 
and he is without a doubt one of 
the greatest artists of our time. 
However, the end of the deifi ca-
tion of designers like Mr. Gal-
liano will serve to pave the way 
for new stars to emerge. There 
are plenty of young designers out 
there who have already shown 
outstanding prowess and creativ-
ity; hopefully with a farewell to 
the mindset of the omnipotent de-
signer, they will get their share of 
the limelight and show similarly 
brilliant collections. Yes, this may 
be the “death knell” for Mr. Gal-
liano and his ilk, but that is not 
to say that there aren’t a dozen 
new young, talented, and eager 
designers ready and willing to fi ll 
his shoes.

You mean this 
caterpiller?

Who: The Death Set, Spank Rock
When: Saturday, 3/26
Where: Music Hall of Williamsburg
How Much:
Why: The Death Set is one of those danceable garage rock bands 
that are meant for a tiny grungy venue where you can hop around 
and bang your head and get real bruised up, with simplistic lyrics 
that they scream at you over punchy drums and long, low, heavy 
chords. They’re not the most intricate, but they’re a hell of a lot 
of fun; perfect for any fans of Wavves or Japanther. Spank Rock 
runs along the same lines, sounding much like their name would 
imply: reverb and electro-beats abound behind rap lines mostly 
about hot girls and their body parts. The Baltimore duo is on the 
rise and making a name for killer live sets, and fi nding a show for 
just $10 is an opportunity you’d be remiss to pass up. In combina-
tion, it’ll be one hell of a dance party. You should really go.

Who: The Cold War Kids
When: Thursday, 3/24
Where: Terminal 5
How Much: $40
Why: I fi rst heard The Cold War Kids awhile back when iTunes 
featured them in the Free Download of the Week, and, like most 
bands I’ve encountered from that feature, they’re kinda amazing. 
It’s modern blues rock at it’s fi nest, with a seriously soulful vocal-
ist and favoring basslines so low and punctual you can feel them 
through the fl oor. And while electronica has its fi ne points, it’s 
nice to actually hear some real guitar playing for once, which they 
can do better than most and often run away with some amazingly 
complex solos. Perhaps a bit pricey, but it’s totally worth it – this 
will be the defi nition of a solid rock show.

Who: Cults, Magic Kids, with Superhumanoids
When: Wednesday, 3/30
Where: The Knitting Factory
How Much: $12
Why: This shouldn’t even be a question of why. Cults were one 
of 2010’s best breakout acts, riding the low-fi  beachy rock wave, 
and the partnership with Magic Kids for only $12 is blowing my 
mind as I write this. Cults write super sunny songs (their best is 
called Go Outside, and makes you want to do just that) accentu-
ated with twinkling triangles and Shangri-La beats. Think mod-
ernized, happier Beach Boys with female vocals. The Magic Kids 
are unabashedly poppy but in the best way – laden with drum rolls 
and chiming choruses over solo guitar strums. Also beach rock, 
also super upbeat…This may be the happiest show ever, and the 
perfect start to spring. **2nd show: Thursday, 3/31 at The Mercury 
Lounge. Same price.

Who: Jeff the Brotherhood, with Screaming Females, Teen Witch, 
Juiceboxxx
When: Thursday, 3/31
Where: Santos Party House
How Much: $10
Why: This is the perfect Santos Party House lineup. Jeff the Broth-
erhood are really loud and really punk and all-around awesome; 
they favor expertly drawn out drum solos and lay it heavy on the 
wailing guitar riffs. Screaming Females is actually just one re-
ally crazy screaming female and her bassist and drummer, but her 
seemingly inexhaustible vocal chords put on one hell of a show. 
There are few things cooler than a really wild female rock singer, 
especially when she’s backed by scratchy chords and rough dis-
tortion that sound like the Bowery in the 80s. Basically… not go-
ing to this makes you totally, totally lame.

Not really a cater-
piller, just a douche.



page 18 the paper march 23, 2011

Godspeed You! Black Em-
peror is not new; their newest 
album is nine years old. I’ve 
known about them for quite a 
while, after coming across the 
cover art of their fi rst proper 
record, probably while get-
ting lost on Amazon.com. Who 
could forget the ghostly black 
and white grains of an image 
found on the front of F#A#∞, 
only a snapshot of the ashen 
apocalypse to be heard inside? It 
wasn’t until the last few months, 
however, that I fi nally did my 
homework, digesting the entire-
ty of Godspeed’s discography—
an effort that culminated in my 
purchase of a ticket for the last 
show of Godspeed’s fi rst New 
York City tour in eight years, to 
be held in The Church of Saint 
Paul the Apostle, directly across 
the street from Fordham’s Lin-
coln Center campus. Could the 
stars be any more aligned?

I managed to secure a seat in 
the front pew, and after endur-
ing an ethereally awful opener, 
I was ready for the aural epic 
to begin. A crowd of people, 
presumably with less desirable 
seats, had made themselves 
comfortable by sitting in the 
aisle and on the fl oor in front of 
the stage, decreasing the already 
minimal barrier between where 
the band would end and where 

by Sam Wadhams
DEADITOR

by Sean Bandfi eld
STAFF KANADA

“‘It’s all circling around 
the same problem of personal 
liberties,” Walter said. “People 
came to this country for either 
money or freedom. If you don’t 
have money, you cling to your 
freedoms all the more angrily. 
Even if smoking kills you, even 
if you can’t afford to feed your 
kids, even if your kids are get-
ting shot down by maniacs with 
assault rifl es. You may be poor, 
but the one thing nobody can 
take away from you is the free-
dom to fuck up your life what-
ever way you want to.’” –Free-
dom, by Jonathan Franzen.

The notion of the Great 
American Novel is a curious 
one.  It must capture the spirit 
of the nation, it must refl ect 
some essential truth of our na-
tional character, and it must fi nd 
an important place in the pub-
lic lexicon.  Huckleberry Fin, 
The Great Gatsby, Catcher in 
the Rye, Slaughterhouse Five-
- all of these managed to make 
bare some part of our collective 
psyche.  By this measure, Free-
dom, by Jonathan Franzen holds 
its own.  As a story, it’s about a 
couple, but as a book it’s about 

the audience would begin. Not 
with fanfare or with fl ourish, 
but rather gradually and with a 
deep drone emanating from the 
monolithic speakers, the mem-
bers of Godspeed You! Black 
Emperor took their places and 
instruments, one by one. With a 
sputter, a projector in the aisle 
fl ashed on, and a single word 
fl ickered on the massive screen 
behind the band, the jagged 
script looking as if it had been 
carved into the canvas with a 
blade: “HOPE.” The show had 
begun.

Screwdrivers. That’s how 
they did it. Agitating their 
guitar strings with the metal 
necks of screwdrivers, as a 
disturbed violinist might vi-
olently use a bow, guitarists 
Mike Moya and Efrim Me-
nuck made their instruments 
sing and weep. Bassist Mau-
ro Pezzente alternated be-
tween sitting and standing, 
playing when it was needed, 
and silent when it wasn’t. 
Second bassist Thierry 
Amar alternated too, though be-
tween electric bass and upright 
bass, the latter complement-
ing the violin playing of So-
phie Trudeau, the precision and 
grace of which often morphed 
into unison with the guitars, cre-
ating an alien melody. Guitarist 
David Bryant diligently pro-
vided structure, often beginning 
the single note progressions that 

the rest of the band would build 
upon, constructing an empire 
of sound upon the simplest of 
harmonic beginnings. Perhaps 
most impressive was the playing 
of Bruce Cawdron and Aidan 
Girt, dual percussionists, who 
replaced each other throughout 
the night, each one allowing the 
other to recover after the pun-
ishing marathon of drumming 
that Godspeed’s music, at its 
most terrifying, demands.

It’s diffi cult to provide a 
setlist for the show—mostly 
because, like on their albums, 
each song slowly evolved into 

the next, without much of a 
break in between movements. 
That aside, there were moments 
during the show, after espe-
cially exciting crescendos, that 
the audience would applaud –
always with the most obvious 
appreciation and sincerity of 
any applause I’ve heard—and I 
did recognize several passages 
from band’s recorded canon. I 

was especially thrilled to hear 
the “Cowboy” segment from 
“The Dead Flag Blues,” as well 
as the fi rst two movements from 
the fi rst track of Lift Your Skinny 
Fists Like Antennas to Heaven. 
All four of Godspeed’s proper 
records were represented, with 
the familiar tape loops and 
background ramblings, which 
was most notable during the 
performance of “Blaise Bailey 
Finnegan III” from Slow Riot 
for New Zero Kanada. Most re-
markable, however, was the fact 
that the music of the albums 
was impeccably reproduced, 

although much, much, much 
louder. During the artillerist bar-
rage of guitars and percussion 
that constituted the evening’s 
fi nale, I found myself so over-
whelmed by the monstrosity of 
sound that I briefl y forgot where 
I was, only snapping back to 
consciousness after several sec-
onds, as if from a daydream. I 
attribute this to hypnosis.

At the conclusion of the 
show, the band exited as they 
had entered, individually, wav-
ing to the audience in a appre-
ciation, and leaving their in-
struments to resonate and feed 
back for the fl eeting delight of 
those in the crowd. Their depar-
ture was met with furious ap-
plause, and a crowd of people 
lurched towards the stage to 
take pictures of the elaborate 
confi gurations of guitar pedals 
and electronics that had helped 
to shape such unforgettable 
sounds. Eventually, the house 
lights came on, and the band 
returned to the stage to collect 
their equipment. They mingled 
with the crowd, shaking hands, 
and, Quebecers after all, spoke 
with fans in English and French. 
“Humanizing” is the word that 
could describe this encounter; 
this mystery of a band that so 
often seems faceless, with re-
cords that lack any pictures of 
them or detailed information 
about who they are, were peo-
ple after all—and nice ones at 
that. No personality, however, 
could ever match the size of the 
rare music I was treated to that 
evening. Thinking about the de-
cades of performances that that 
church has seen, I can imagine 
no choir, symphony, or pipe or-
gan that ever has or will match 
the cataclysmic grandeur of 
Godspeed You! Black Emperor. 

love, drugs, sports, families, 
legacies, drugs, birds, rock and 
roll, hillbillies, fucking, punch-
ing, grey-market war profi teer-
ing, mining, consumption, loss, 
alcoholism, hope and squeezing 
through a turd to fi nd your wed-
ding ring.

 Franzen makes each and 
every one of his characters 
driven and fl awed, the mas-
tery of the book is the way 
he fl eshes each out, switch-
ing back and forth between 
people across place and time.  
He shows how every charac-
ter is a rebellion against and 
an echo of their history.  As 
the novel progresses, as we 
watch the characters move 
and fl ail and make mistakes, 
their choices, however poor, 
make perfect sense.  The 
family at the heart of the 
story, the Berglunds, begins 
in middle-class St. Paul, and 
is gradually, as Sam Anderson 
of New York magazine put it, 
much, much better than I can,  
“digested by the insatiable ana-
conda of modernity.”

Franzen gets accused of be-
ing something of a crochety old 
man in some of his opinions, 
and justifi ably so.  Through-
out the book he shows his dis-
dain for the trappings that have 

become the signatures of the 
new millennium, plasma TVs, 
SUVs, ATVs, the sort of hollow 
trappings we consistently use to 
entertain ourselves to death.  He 
seems to want our national char-
acter to return to a time of critical 

thinking, literary understanding 
and thorough discussions.  The 
whole point of the book is that 
the family spends so much time 
trying to appear as a family, to 
succeed on some unknowable, 
existential level, that they fuck 
up the basic premises of loving 
and understanding each other.  

The book could be spec-
tacularly boring.  A Midwestern 
housewife’s bored life and petty 

alcoholism because of her aloof 
children and workaholic hus-
band could quite easily devolve 
into soapy histrionics, or a long, 
slow jerkoff just to fi ll pages, 
but Franzen imbues both the 
prose and the characters with in-

sight and urgency.  
He has a spectacu-
lar (if cranky) eye 
for culture.  When 
Franzen bemoans 
the lack of spark 
in today’s gen-
eration, saying at 
one point, “They 
gathered not in 
anger, but in cel-
ebration of their 
having found, as 
a generation, a 
gentler and more 
respectful way of 
being. A way, not 
incidentally, more 

in harmony with consuming.” 
He pretty much nails the en-
tire hipster movement (which 
the man who recommended 
the book to me noted “isn’t a 
movement, it was about vanity 
and comfort”).  And he spends 
a good part of the book railing 
against the Bush-era neoconser-
vatives that so dominated the 
time he spent writing.  He’s not 
wrong, he takes on backwoods 

archrepublicans, oil barons and 
the military industrial complex 
with gusto, and reminds us ex-
actly why so many of us thought 
of George W. Bush as a personal 
nemesis, a Thompsonian Nixon 
to an entire class of people. 

But Franzen makes a case 
for this as Great American 
Novel, of an attempt to cap-
ture the zeitgeist of a people 
in a dying medium.  For a man 
who writes 600 page novels to 
come to terms with a culture 
enthralled with 140 characters 
is tough, and he doesn’t handle 
it perfectly.  Despite the hope at 
the end, the book is relentlessly 
bitter, every character is fucked, 
everything is fucked, and every-
one makes the wrong choices.  
Franzen doesn’t seem to like 
the vapid and vacuous people 
he feels we’ve become.  But his 
tight prose and furious insight 
lay bare what many of us fear 
we’ve become.  And endlessly 
entertained people in a nation 
without prospects trying to grab 
the last scraps of the American 
empire before it slides into the 
lava, like rats scurrying to the 
top of a sinking ship.  Franzen’s 
only hope for us?  To love, natu-
rally.   But through his 570-odd 
pages, he makes the case much 
more convincingly than I do.

“I really hate 
SUVs”

“Haven’t seen ya in eight 
years. How’ve ya been, eh?”

CARPE NOCTEM:
THE TRIUMPHANT RETURN OF GODSPEED YOU! BLACK EMPEROR
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the paper’s big list

by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEV-
ERAL

Hey everyone. It’s nice to 
see you outside again.  

While we all shuffl ing around 
our dank apartments in snug-
gies, drinking Mexican beer to 
pretend like it was nice out and 
breaking up stale taco shells to 
use as tortilla chips because all 
we want are some goddamn na-
chos but it’s too cold to go any-
where, we realized something: 
we were SAD (that’s seasonal 
affective disorder, ya tukey).  
With spring fast approaching, 
we realized that this is going to 
take some adjusting.  Here are 
some of the biggest ways the 
winter doldrums affected us.

“Say Yes To The Dress” 
by Marisa
NEWS CO-EDITOR

I don’t know if it was Sea-
sonal Affective Disorder or my 
year-round crippling depression 
that has had me down in the 
dumps for the past few months, 
but whatever it was, boo. Go 
home, depression. It’s past 
your bedtime. And you can take 
TLC’s bridal reality show “Say 
Yes To The Dress” with you.

SYTTD premiered when I 
was still an angsty teen mov-
ing back and forth between my 
parents’ houses. I would lose 
hours of my life watching it, 
precious hours where I could 
have been building endorphins 
through exercise or fi nding a 
psychiatrist to feed me happi-
ness pills. The amount of time 
I’ve spent watching indicates 
that either I subconsciously long 
to engage in the consumerist 
patriarchy that is the American 
marriage industry or because it 
is mind-numbingly stupid and I 
love turning off my brain. Now 
that I am a big-time adult liv-
ing in New York City (transla-
tion: I cannot afford cable), I 
still watch the show. It’s more 
embarrassing now because I 
can’t pretend I stumbled onto it 
while channel surfi ng—I have 
to seek it out on Netfl ix Instant-
watch. But when I do, I watch 
it for hours, forgetting about my 
exams or the cold weather or 
existential conundrums. I im-
mediately become absorbed in 
Kleinfeld’s (the ritzy New York 
wedding dress store depicted in 
the show) world. I especially 
love that show’s underlying 
theme: The store’s employ-
ees hate all of their customers, 
viewing them as barbarious, ly-
ing, and gauche, even though 
these customers drop thousands 
of dollars on one garment, ulti-
mately granting these employ-
ees the exorbitant commission 
money they love. In conclusion, 

capitalism.

Paler Than The Moon
by Sean Kelly
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

When it gets dark around 4 
pm and your apartment is lit by 
a single, sickly bulb and four 
Santeria candles from the corner 
store (mine certainly is), natural 
light is just about the last thing 
on your mind unless there’s one 
in your hand (har har har iha-
temyself).  During the winter 
months, missing literally all the 
daylight is a pretty regular oc-
currence for me, and on the rare 
occasion that actually I take my 
oafi sh ass across the street to 
buy a ginger ale and empanada 
before the sun goes down, I 
scuttle back inside like a fright-
ened cockroach and enjoy my 
purchases with the blinds down.  
The lack of sunlight makes me 

avoid sunlight, and the process 
is continually repeated pretty 
much until the spring equinox.

Consequently, I am pale as 
fuck.  My pallor is always with 
me: in the summertime I get 
sunburned if I so much as walk 
to the D-train without slathering 
all my exposed skin with 45 spf 
goop, and I actually missed the 
last week of 5th grade due to 
a second degree sunburn.  But 
things are different in the win-
tertime.  My skin tone lightens 
in proportion to the rate that 
my mood darkens, and by the 
time I’m translucent I’m a mis-
anthrope straight out of a Dos-
toevsky novel desperately pin-
ing for the day I can throw on a 

pair of jorts and fi nd Leinenku-
gel Summer Shandy stocked in 
the bodegas. 

So, with all this in mind, I 
can expect to be red and fl aky 
for the rest of the semester be-
fore I acclimate to the degrad-
ing Banana Boat ritual before 
going outside.  Thanks for the 
melanin, ancestors.  You are all 
dicks.

Shorts
by Mickie Meinhardt
CO-EXECUTIVE EDITOR

I’ll go ahead and say it: I’m 
not a fan of pants. Just not my 
favorite thing. They’re restric-
tive and sometimes I get re-
ally tired when I climb stairs 
in a tight, newly washed pair 
of jeans. I just don’t feel like I 
can kick up my heels and dance 
in pants. Now shorts, shorts are 
a whole ‘nother story. Shorts 

equal freedom. When it’s warm 
enough for shorts, that means 
it’s warm enough for all the best 
things in life, like Slurpees and 
cartwheels through fi elds of but-
terfl ies. There’s nothing more 
satisfying than taking a pair of 
pants and choppin’ ‘em off and 
making jorts, little denim hot-
pants that will softly fray and 
gently tickle and you’ll laugh 
because it’s sunny and you have 
jorts on! Let’s go ride a bike, 
guys!

But see, in the winter, you 
can’t wear shorts unless you 
want to get pneumonia. Argu-
ably, you could wear shorts 
with tights but not everyone is 
comfortable with that and it’s 

really not the same anyway. 
With the fi rst frost the bare leg 
dies and the jorts weep in their 
bottom drawer of the dresser. I 
become sad with the SAD. All 
I wanna do is kick my legs back 
and forth like a schoolgirl on 
a brick wall with the sunshine 
in my hair, you know? Instead 
I’m cooped up in my apartment 
watching the winter winds bat-
ter the parka-clad passerby, 
eventually losing the will to 
move at all and crying softly on 
my futon, secretly wearing jorts 
under my chambray Snuggie. 
Spring Break rolls around and 
we get that freak day of 70 de-
gree weather and BAM, moth-
erfuckers better watch out be-
cause I am a happy, bare-legged 
camper. But Mother Nature is a 
cruel temptress – two days later 
the temps plummet again and I 
feel like a piece of poop. I will 

retreat back 
to my lair to 
prance around 
in a climate 
controlled en-
vironment and 
wait, wait for 
P u x a t a w n y 
Phil to tell me 
my Levi’s may 
see the light of 
day.

Balls of Light, 
or Whatever
by Sarah 
Madges
NEWS CO-
EDITOR

During just 
one winter sea-
son I managed 
to go through 
endless cycles 
of shame and 
seasons of 30 
Rock. I strictly 
wore my most 
favorite Gar-
fi eld nightie 
and avoided 
leaving the 
apartment at 
all costs—it 

got to the point where I was 
using newspaper as toilet pa-
per, and ended up getting little 
synopses of tragedy all over my 
hands and thighs. On one of the 
few days I pulled my chocolate-
smeared self out of the house I 
slipped on some ice and broke 
my ipod. Life got really bleak 
after that. I felt like I was in 
complete darkness and every-
one I knew was a glowing ball 
of light, but I just couldn’t reach 
them.  I told my mom about it, 
and she emailed me about the 
Lumie Zip LED Portable Sad 
Lightbox. For only a hundred-
some dollars, I could have my 
very own ball of light—well, 
rectangle of light—in which to 

bask. But then I realized that I 
spent all my money on presiden-
tial quarter collections, MCR 
cds, and economy-size tubs of 
JIF…I’m sorry, what was the 
question?

Making us into Bitches
by Sam Wadhams
DEADITOR

As a proud resident of our 
nation’s wintriest state, I know 
SAD is bullshit for pussies.  
Winter sucks, you say?  Well al-
low me to stop the presses and 
print up a new headline, the 
war be damned.  You mean the 
biting wind, ludicrously short 
days, freezing cold, inability 
to go outside, regular sickness, 
no live music, it’s a bitch to get 
anywhere, my boots are ruined 
from this salt, everyone’s get-
ting fat and then you get inside 
and all the buildings are a mil-
lion degrees.  Putting on clothes 
takes a fucking hour, getting out 
of the shower is like being get-
ting a handjob from Frosty the 
Snowman and you can’t even 
get to the grill without dressing 
up like a Viking longboatman.  
Yeah?  That’s not fun for you?  
Join the club or move to Florida.  
The only SAD you’ve got is a 
stumpy-ass dick.

Just Going on Walks, 
By Myself
by Archer Beans
STAFF GRANDPA

I mean, who else would 
want to go on a walk with me in 
the middle of winter? I knew I 
was alone, well, I live alone, but 
even if I didn’t everyone seems 
so worried about getting their 
faces chapped or their hands 
dried out or catching pneumo-
nia. I know a lot of people my 
age who have died of pneumo-
nia, it’s pretty serious. I guess I 
think about them when I go on 
these walks, which started out 
as nothing, just going to drop 
off my mail in the box, but then 
I just got caught up in them. My 
nose would get so dry and my 
bones would ache like I was 
really feeling my sadness, my 
S.A.D. I started walking for lon-
ger, farther, until suddenly I was 
missing work and my grand-
kid’s birthday parties. My son 
called me up, all worried about 
my walks, but I knew I wasn’t 
lost. I was just...lost. I told him 
it was spiritual and he asked if 
I’ve been taking my pills and I 
said of course I have been and 
he got all snappy and hung up 
the phone. That’s not how I 
taught him to have a phone call. 
This isn’t how I though this 
would be.

how our seasonal affective 
disorder affected us
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During spring break, I found 
myself doing some very 

predictable activities: gorging 
on delicious nonSodexo food, 
enjoying cheap(er) cigarettes 
to my lungs’ dismay, and ut-
terly tormenting my liver like 
that asshole in third grade who 
always took your cool pens 
cause he never had his own. 
You, being the coward you 
are, merely glared at him and 
angrily doodled while thinking 
about ways to “show him” once 
and for all. But you had one 
joy, one simple pleasure which 
he would never take from you: 
your Sony motherfuckin Walk-
man. Cause really, was there 
ever a better music format that 
casettes? 8-tracks were too 
bulky, CDs smudge too easily  
and mp3’s are really alienating 
and probably not real. Records 
were cool i guess, but despite 
their record collections no one 
really owns a record player. 
Shit. Well, here at Earwax 
this issue we have some good 
reviews (The Vaccines), some 
“mehhh” reviews (Kurt Vile), 
and an overbloated baggy 
rant about the death of music. 
Enjoy!

Bayside
Killing Time
Sean Bandfi eld

Killing Time is Bayside’s 
fi fth album, and displays the 
band at somewhat of a mid-
point between their classic, raw 
darkness and newer pop-punk 
sheen. Bayside’s previous 
album, Shutter, was very much 
an exercise in simple song 
structures and melodies, likely 
somewhat of a tribute to their 
punk infl uences. On Killing 
Time, much of that 
sound remains, but 
it’s balanced with a 
heaviness and grit 
that harkens back 
to Bayside’s glory 
days of Sirens and 
Condolences and 
their self-titled 
album. This is certainly attrib-
utable largely to the fact that 
Bayside partnered up with pro-
ducer Gil Norton, whose work 
on Pixies’ Doolittle is enough 
for me to award the band points 
for working with one of my 
default heroes.

The album opens up with 
a pounding drum roll and 

driving guitar riff, alerting the 
listener to the energy that will 
dominate most of the tracks. 
Towards the end of the fi rst 
song, “Already Gone,” we’re 
in familiar Bayside territory, 
though the established mood is 
notably less cheerful than the 
one that characterized Shutter. 
This continues with the sec-
ond song and probable single, 
“Sick, Sick, Sick” – here, the 
heavy bass and soaring vocals 
show that Bayside knows better 
than to abandon the signature 
elements of their sound. The 
album turns a bit brighter with 
“Mona Lisa,” whose complex, 
unpredictable chord structure 
is enough to make it one of the 
record’s strongest tracks. 

There’s a slight lull in the 
middle of the album, not so 
much because the songs are 
bad, but more because they 
fail to stand out exceptionally. 
Shifting from intense power 
pop in the style of Four Year 
Strong to more classic hardcore 
with gang vocals, these songs 
are fun, even if they don’t reg-
ister very deeply. The oddball 
on the album comes with “On 
Love, On Life,” a piano-based 
tune that provides a refreshing 
change of pace, but whose lyr-
ics sound a bit too “scrawled-
on-a-napkin-in-three-minutes” 
for me to appreciate. After 
“The New Flesh,” another 
foray into cynical Bayside 
darkness, comes the closing 
title track. With its subterranean 
wall of guitars, massive bottom 
end, and sluggish pace, this is a 
big song, very much a brother 
to Bayside’s classic “Master-
piece,” and a powerful track to 
conclude the album.

Over all, Killing Time is en-
couraging because 
it demonstrates that 
Bayside isn’t look-
ing to become just 
a pop-punk band. 
As palatable as 
Shutter was, I can’t 
think of Bayside 
as being too bright 

or cheerful; there’s always 
room for Bayside to be fun and 
optimistic, and I certainly don’t 
wish torment upon them just so 
they have something gloomy to 
sing about, but there is a certain 
range of emotion and sound 
within which Bayside ideally 
falls. Fortunately, Killing Time 
brings them closer to center, 

and if it doesn’t mean wishing 
misery upon one of my favorite 
current bands, then I look for-
ward to more albums like this 
in the future.

The Vaccines 
What Did You Expect From The 
Vaccines?
Bryant Kitching

Oh, how the British press 
loves hype. The well-docu-
mented less than impressive 
output from the rock com-
munity in recent years has 
left NME editors and British 
hipsters alike clamoring for any 
sign of a band to break the pat-
tern of crappy pop music that 
has been dominating the charts. 
Like The Strokes did in 2001, 
The Vaccines seem like a prime 
candidate to reinvigorate a sup-
posedly dying genre. Well, let’s 
just get this out of the way right 
off the bat: despite whatever 
“saviors of rock” nonsense has 
been getting thrown around 
across the pond lately, The Vac-
cines are not The Strokes, nor 
are they even Arctic Monkeys. 
Yet just because an album is 
not in the company of industry-
shaping classics like Is This It 
doesn’t mean that it can’t be 
worth repeated 
listens, and then 
some. In fact, the 
almost mockingly 
titled What Did 
You Expect From 
The Vaccines? is 
probably the most 
fun I’ve had listen-
ing to a guitar rock 
album in years (sorry Kings of 
Leon fans). 

The album’s lead track, 
“Wreckin’ Bar (Ra Ra Ra)” an-
nounces The Vaccines’ arrival 
in about 80 seconds of music 
that would make Joey Ramone 
jealous. Right off the bat it lays 
out the formula for a Vaccines 
song: short, fast, and catchy. 
Front man Justin Young pulls 
off the nerdy romantic look in 
fl ying colors and his lyrics give 
new legs to songs that might 

otherwise get old quickly. In 
the standout “If You Wanna,” 
he sings, “Well, I don’t wanna 
see you with another guy but 
the fact is that I may, that’s 
what all the friends I do not like 
as much as you say.” The track 
powers along with an explosive 
chorus and a coming-apart-at-
the-seams urgency that’s sure to 
translate to some fi ne pogoing 
during live performances. Else-
where, the group race through 
tracks like “Nørgaard,” a song 
about a prudish 17-year-old 
girl, as if they couldn’t be over 
fast enough. The Vaccines keep 
it simple and don’t mess with 
over-production or studio gim-
micks. What Did You Expect 
From The Vaccines doesn’t ask 
much of your ears, but gives so 
much in return.

The closest comparison to 
The Strokes occurs in “A Lack 
of Understanding,” where the 
chorus, in which Young lazily 
chants, “I’ve got too much time 
on my hand, but you don’t un-
derstand,” sounds directly out 
of the Julian Casablancas hand-
book. Yet whereas The Strokes 
sounded (and looked) too cool 
for school, The Vaccines have a 
less arrogant, naïve way about 
them in the best way possible. 
You can tell that they’re not 
trying to be the biggest band in 
the world or make a multi-plat-
inum album, and that in itself 
is refreshing. When listening 
to What Did You Expect From 
Thye Vaccines? , one doesn’t 
get visions of parties at Upper 
East Side lofts or alcohol-fu-

eled night in dirty 
clubs, but rather 
painfully relatable 
awkward interac-
tions with ex-
girlfriends (“Post 
Break-Up Sex”) or 
the daunting pros-
pect of growing up 
(“Wetsuit”). It has 

been a while since we’ve heard 
teenage anthems this sharp and 
fun loving.

In just over 35 minutes, The 
Vaccines prove that sometimes 
a good album is just a good 
album even if it doesn’t change 
the world, or even the music 
industry. Is What Did You 
Expect From The Vaccines? 
derivative? Absoloutly. And if 
rock n’ roll does in fact need 
saving, this is not going to be 
the album to do the job. But 

in comparison to much of the 
processed, packaged and dis-
ingenuous pop that get hoisted 
up the charts these days, The 
Vaccines sound like a breath of 
fresh air.

Lupe Fiasco
Lasers
Elena Lightbourn

Lupe Fiasco on Lasers: 
“...I love and hate this album. 
I listen to it and I’ll like some 
of the songs. But when I think 
about what it took to actually 
get the record together and 
everything that I went through 
on this record—which is some-
thing I can’t separate—I hate 
this album.”

Lupe Fiasco’s long-awaited 
third album is #1 on the charts 
as of press time for a reason. 
Lasers is more  akin to a pop 
album that happens to feature 
Lupe as a rapper than a hip-hop 
album heavily infl uenced by 
pop.  

Saturated with house beats, 
synthesizers, auto-tune, and 
even hooks by artists“who 
wrote [them] and didn’t want 
to give [Lupe] [the] song in the 
fi rst place” (according to the 
rapper himself), the album is a 
product of years of drama with 
Atlantic Records, Lupe’s label 
that repeatedly delayed the 
release of his work and “gave 
him”several songs to rap over 
and include in the release.

I had diffi culty listening to 
the Lasers all the way through 
for the fi rst time. Overall, it 
lacks both the original produc-
tion and the intelligent, meta-
phorical lyricism so prominent 
in the MC’s previous albums 
Food & Liquor and The Cool – 
exactly what won Lupe a solid 
fanbase and critical acclaim in 
the fi rst place.

“The Show Goes On,” 
the album’s made-for-radio 
single, heavily samples Modest 
Mouse’s “Float On.”  I have 
nothing against the sample 
choice, but for some reason, 
“The Show Goes On” has 
failed to grow on me. Maybe 
it’s because the track is so simi-
lar to “Float On” (even bor-
rowing the hook melody from 
the end of “Float On”) that I 
cannot detach the two from 
one  another, or because Lupe’s 
lyricis in the track fails to grab 
my attention, or even that 
frankly, the beat kinda sucks; 
the sample could have been 
used much more creatively, 
but it sounds like its producer 
settled for adding bass synths 
and a generic hip-hop beat to a 
sped--up Modest Mouse riff.

The rest of the album, for 
the most part, is a collection of 
songs that likewise refl ect its 
recording process; however, for 
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GOTTA GET MY BOWL GOTTA GET 
MY CEREAL... IT’S FRIDAY FRIDAY 

FRIDAY
Unless you live under a fucking rock, you’re probably uncomfortably 
familiar with the latest hit single from Rebecca Black in which she boldly 
proclaims her love for the fifth day of the week to the world of spoiled 
Californian brats. What you may not know, however, is that there’s a whole 
fuckton more where that came from. “Friday” was produced by the ARK 
Music Factory, an independent record label which essentially allows wealthy 
parents to purchase music-industry fame for their sparkling preteen dar-
lings. From their website: “... to further advance as a professional within the 
music industry, it is absolutely essential for an artist to have hit singles and 
a well executed image - all within that marketable package!” I personally 
feel really fucking good about the way American music is going; fame has 
become a traded commodity and artistic success has been redefined as “hit 
singles and a well-executed image.” If you take a peek at their Artists page, 
you’ll find nine or ten impeccably similar young girls; I’m getting creeped 
out just looking at this website. If you take them time to watch a few of 
their videos you soon realize that one rapper appears in nearly all of them, 
he goes by the name Pato and may or may not be one of the producers of 
this self-proclaimed “indie record label.” Shameless self promotion + token 
black musician to give privileged white girls more “street cred” = a total 
fucking recipe for success. Here are some gems from ARK:

Alana Lee - “Butterflies”
According to the ARK website, this is the next up-and-coming artist, the 
next Rebecca Black, and thus the next utter fucking travesty to hit the indie 
(?...?!?!) music scene. Her soon-to-be hit single features a highly edited 
music video (contrast pumped up, everyone’s white, etc.) with a magnifi-
cently original story line (preteen girl likes preteen guy, draws butterflies as 
a metaphor for her awkward attraction, then this megabitch metaphorically 
kills them). Fuck this shit. I don’t even feel like finishing this earwax. list at 
this point. This is horrendous. 

CJ Fam - “Ordinary Pop Star”
CJ Fam is not only eleven fucking years old, she’s also “a little chubby 
baby” (This is not the baby-fat of a third-world child bloating with hunger, 
but the spoiled pudginess unique to the scions of horrible Los Angeles fami-
lies). Her song is about how she doesn’t want to be famous, which is really 
fucking funny cause her parents just dished out a couple grand so that ARK 
could create a “totally unique” image for her and bestow this prefabricated 
celebrity unto her. Once again, fuck this.

Ishraq - “n/a”
Ishraq isn’t like the other girls on ARK, she’s clearly at least 16 years old 
and she looks more so like Ru Paul than like the spawn of Californian new 
money. But she also doens’t have any songs released, just a bunch of weird 
fucking photo albums in which she wears a whole lot of make up and gets 
way too many creepy comments. I think i’m gonna need to go to confession 
and make my Hajj after writing this to repent...

Rebecca Black - “Friday”
This, my friends, is where all this bullshit began. This is quite literally the 
spawn of Satan, the whore of Babylon who is wailing on the trumpets of 
hell and calling the death of music into session. Her lyrics are inane, her 
melodies unoriginal, and her subjects bland TO SAY THE VERY FUCK-
ING LEAST
peace out Rebecca Black and ARK, enjoy your future trust fund and your 
complete lack of artistic integrity. 

those of you wondering wheth-
er the old Lupe appears on 
Lasers at all, I can thankfully 
say that two genu-
ine tracks manage 
to stick above the 
rest of the mostly 
sales-driven mess 
– the two tracks 
which, according 
to Lupe, he made 
in response to his 
fans’ protest to At-
lantic. Lupe’s verses in “Words 
I Never Said,” drip with self-
refl ection, self-criticism, and 
socio-political commentary 
right from the beginning: ”I 
really think the war on terror is 
a bunch of bullshit/ Just a poor 
excuse for you to use up all 
your bullets.” However, the real 
gem of the album is, without a 
doubt, “All Black Everything.” 
The beat is amazingly haunting 
and the verses moving. I can’t 
say much else about it for risk 
of settling into a paragraph-
long list of praises. If you’re 
going to listen to anything off 
this album, make sure this is it. 

Kurt Vile
Smoke Rings for My Halo
Adam Miles Dixon

I have never heard the 
work of Kurt Vile before, but 
his album was the fi rst album 
on the list of best new music 
on Pitchfork.com, so it must 
be good I fi gured. Well I was 
wrong, the album was slow, re-
petitive, and uninspired.  Each 
song had pretty generic  lyr-
ics and combined with Kurt’s 
mopey, drone, I had a hard time 
listening to the songs all the 
way through. Although I would 
like to note that while his lyrics 
and singing were anything less 
than spectacular his guitars 
were pretty decent. For instance 
on track 7 “Peeping Tomboy”, 
he uses some good effects. But 
effects don’t really help your 
playing they just make you 
sound a little bit cooler.  The 
intro riff of the song was cool, 
but he repeated it throughout 
the whole song. And ironically 
he talks about change, but the 
song sounded like every other 
song so there was no change 
from the rest of the song. And 
despite being a good guitar-
ist, I found his riffs to be a bit 
generic and repetitive. In some 
songs he makes an attempt to 
change things up a little by 
using varied percussion, but 
this didn’t really help mush the 
songs were too repetitive. Even 
the title track “Smoke Rings 
for My Halo” was bad, I didn’t 
think it was powerful enough, 
it just didn’t stand out from 
the rest of the album. The best 
song of the album was track 
4, “Society is my Friend”, it 

was more of a rock ballad with 
some heavier guitars and some 
good piano fi lls, and the lyrics 

were a bit less 
repetitive. I actu-
ally liked the song 
because he kind of 
sounded like Tom 
Petty when he was 
singing, and as 
lame as it sounds 
I like Tom Petty. 
Another song that I 

kind of liked was 
track 5, “Runners 
Up”, it was kind 
of progressive and 
he used some cool 
effects, and it was 
about both an old 
man and a girl.  
But overall the 
album was boring 
and just plain 
repetitive. Actually it was more 
repetitive than Deadmau5’s 
new album “4X4=12”, that al-
bum was too repetitive even for 
a techno album. Overall I found 
Kurt Vile’s album a repeti-
tive borefest. The songs pretty 
much all sounded the same, full 
of basic repetitive guitar riffs 
played over generic annoying 
percussion. And 
to be honest I 
could not listen 
to the songs in 
their entirety. The 
people at Pitch-
fork.com liked it, 
they know more 
about music than I 
do, I guess. They 
have a website after all, and ac-
cording to them it was the best 
of his four albums. If you don’t 
like my review for this album 
you can just listen to it yourself 
maybe you’ll like or maybe you 
wont.  Either way it doesn’t 
matter I didn’t like the album.     

The Joy Formidable
The Big Roar
Liz O’Malley

Tom needed more reviews 
to fi ll his section so he forced 
me to write one. I Googled 
new releases and when I saw 
that the Joy Formidable had 
recently released a new album 
I got really exited. Their fi rst 
album A Balloon Called Moan-
ing so immediately impressed 
me that I fi gured their second, 
The Big Roar, would match 
its predecessor in quality. The 
album surprised me, neither in 
a bad way nor in a good way, 
like when you get an unexpect-
ed phone call from your best 
friend from grade school and 
they tell you they meant to call 
someone else but you should 
hang out sometime anyway 
even though you’ll probably 
never actually do it.

The fi rst song “The Ever-
changing Spectrum of a Lie” 
isn’t anything special but it’s 
not unenjoyable. It’s the stan-
dard JF sound but with more 

annoying ambient chimey noise 
going on in the background 
than usual. The song does set 
up the album as something that 
needs to be listened to loudly 
for Ritzy’s voice to really 
shine.

The best new song on the 
album is “I Don’t Want to See 
You Like This.” I listened 
to a really beautiful, dreamy 
acoustic version of the song 
on Youtube because the other 

video took too 
long to load. For 
all I know the 
original could also 
be acoustic. I’m im-
patient. Whatever. 
The song highlights 
how playful their 
vocal harmonies 
can be and fl aunts 
the band’s ability 

to write a catchy song rich in 
texture. 

Another notable new track 
is “Chapter 2.” The song, like 
the album A Balloon Called 
Moaning, is the kind of thing 
you listen to and like on the 
spot. It starts off with a type-
writer clacking and then drops 
into a simple guitar and vocal 

medley. The 
chorus is a bit 
pop-rock-ballad-y 
for my taste but 
overall the song is 
great.
However, listen-
ing to a major-
ity of their other 
tracks like “Buoy” 

and “Maruyama” is like drink-
ing fl at ginger ale. What’s the 
point of drinking ginger ale if 
it’s fl at. Amirite?
Here is where I got confused: 
the new album contains four 
songs from A Balloon Called 
Moaning (“Austere,” “Cradle,” 
“Whirring” and “The Great-
est Light is the Greatest 
Shade”). These songs are all 
really amazing but this is a new 
album and I don’t think it’s 
unreasonable to expect great 
new tracks. The Big Roar relies 
on the old tracks heavily, likely 
because the new songs (even 
the better ones) aren’t strong 
enough to prop up the album on 
their own.

Overall I feel like they 
released this album to squeeze 
the last few pennies out of their 
old hits. I want to see them try 
to play around with new instru-
ments and sounds reaaalllly 
badly because you get sick of 
the background ambience and 
they rely really heavily on re-
verb. They defi nitely know how 
to write a song, but they seem 
afraid to play around with their 
sound and tend to stick to a 
very stylistically specifi c struc-
ture. I think the album is good, 
but could majorly improve if 
the band would experiment 
more. 
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Chris:  I have to admit, I was 
not really expecting much from 
this year’s Orchid Show at the 
Botanical Gardens. As a lifelong 
orchid enthusiast, I’m 
more attracted to the 
delicate intricacies of 
rare species and hy-
brids than the generic 
supermarket species 
like Phaelenopsis or 
stereotypical prom-
corsage Cattleyas that 
I’ve seen pervade the 
Orchid Show in the 
past. I’m also wary 
of themed shows, as 
the creators tend to 
put more effort into 
the spectacle of ar-
rangement than to the 
beauty of the orchids 
themselves. To me, 
orchids are meant 
to be seen close-up 
and one at a time, 
not mashed together 
into a mix of pattern 
and (poorly matched) 
color. 

That said, I was actually 
fairly impressed with this year’s 
Broadway-themed show. The 
arrangements were tasteful, the 
set design was both visually im-
pressive and didn’t distract from 
the individuality of the species 
used, and there were enough 
small plantings of single species 

outside of the larger arrange-
ments to appease purist nerds 
like me. What’d you think, 
Nick?

Nick: I should start by say-
ing that I disagree with your 
evaluation of the last few shows, 

by Chris Sprindis and Nick 
Murray
STAFF DEADITORS

and although I liked the current 
show, I don’t think it lived up 
to the high expectation set by 
its predecessors. Although you 
might be anti-theme, the pre-
vious shows had themes that 
facilitated both an interesting 
perspective on the orchids and 

a stunning experience for the 
viewer. Take last year’s Cuba 
show: the theme allowed for 
the showcasing of thousands 
of brilliant, diverse fl owers but 
also set the background on top 
of which that diversity could 
make sense. I can see how you 
would dislike the 2009 show, 

since much of the focus was on 
modernist landscape architec-
ture, but I thought it provided 
an interesting insight into both 
botany and the work of, say, Le 
Corbusier.

My expectations were low 

for this show because I fi gured 
that the Broadway theme would 
be too distant from the orchids 
(it was) and that this gap would 
be widened by the fact that a 
set designer and an advertising 
agent were laying it out (it was). 
Generally speaking, I did enjoy 

the showcasing of specifi c or-
chids. I liked, for instance, how 
I saw a beautiful Phalaenopis 
in the display case towards the 
beginning of the show and then 
was greeted by a whole cho-
rus of them when I entered the 
Special Collections room. And 
the Darwin Star Orchid, for in-

stance, was stunning 
in when taken alone 
in one of the single 
plantings you’re such 
a fan of. 

On the other 
hand, across from 
the Darwin Star Or-
chid there were some 
of the most beautiful 
Lady Slippers I have 
ever seen. They al-
most looked as if they 
were dancing - or they 
would have, had they 
not been boxed in by 
the single display. At 
a certain point all this 
organization began to 
take the life out of the 
fl owers and their nat-
ural vibrancy turned 
into stateliness. As I 
walked down the fi nal 
hallway, it was hard 
to shake the feeling 
that I was walking 
down the aisle at the 
upcoming wedding of 

Kate Middleton and Prince Wil-
liam. 

Finally, I felt that the show’s 
main weakness—and you 
might disagree with me about 
this—was the limited range of 
its palette. Orchids come in so 

many colors and styles, and yet 
the show’s designers for some 
reason confi ned themselves to 
a few Easter pastels. However, 
despite these drawbacks, it was 
still an orchid show at the New 
York Botanical Gardens, and 
they would have to screw up, 
umm, royally, in order for me 
not to enjoy myself. One thing 
I love about the orchid show 
(and for that matter, all of the 
Garden’s best shows) is how it 
makes the entire conservatory 
come to life. The momentum ac-
quired when you see those fi rst 
few orchids in the fi rst wing re-
ally makes the entire experience 
more enjoyable. So, to wrap up, 
although I may be a nerd I am 
defi nitely not a purist, so our or-
chid aesthetics diverge from the 
start. But I’m curious to know 
if you have any concluding 
thoughts, maybe a defense of a 
few of the designers’ choices? 

Chris: To be honest, I don’t 
know how much of a defense I 
could put up. I said earlier that I 
thought this year’s arrangements 
were more tasteful, but that was 
only in relation to past exhibits 
that I found much more dis-
agreeable. I still think that over 
the top constructions detract 
from what I personally want to 
get out of the show, although 
this year I felt less distracted by 
monstrous designs and more in 
touch with the fl ower as some-
thing worth experiencing. 

I will compliment the de-

signers in the fi nal wing of the 
exhibit modeled after the prom-
enade of the New Amsterdam 
Theatre. Towering pillars of ep-
iphytic orchids interlace over-
head to create a dazzling display 

of organized chaos (and while I 
agree with you that the pastel 
color themes throughout the rest 
of the exhibit were boring, I do 
think they used diverse color 
creatively here). The genius in 
this design, however, comes 
from the fact that in the middle 
of each pillar, a specifi c species 
of orchid is showcased and a 
plaque is placed to tell interest-
ing facts about that particular 
varietal. For once, they were 
able to intrigue me with the sen-
sationalist grandiosity that most 
people seem to fl ock to the show 
for while still providing me with 
the opportunity to encounter the 
intricacies of a single fl ower up 
close and personal. 

You’re right on many of 
your critiques. The overall show 
had a very limited palate that 
seemed to invite the orchids to 
blend together into an unintelli-
gible mass rather than use them 
to achieve anything aestheti-
cally interesting. The opening 
stage design of the Walter Kerr 
Theatre was underwhelming 
and only really accessible from 
one angle. All in all, it was only 
slightly better than what I ex-
pected. Of course, I’m extreme-
ly glad that I had the opportu-
nity to go to the show again, but 
I just don’t see how the strict 
organization of Broadway stage 
sets can capture the raw, organic 
mystery that fi rst drew me to the 
world of orchids and keeps me 
there to this day.

Editor’s note: Very special 
thanks is due to Chelsea Flo-
rio for the pictures.

 

The centerpiece of the 
Walter Kerr Theatre 
stage arrangement

An impressive stalk of Cym-
bidiums

Slipper Orchids. I want to hide things in them.
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