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If you haven’t heard, there’s an 
occupation happening down on Wall 
Street. It’s kind of awesome. See, peo-
ple from all over have come together 
to create a better society. Now I know, 
“better” is a very ambiguous word that 
any professor would shoot me down for 
using, so let me explain. 

The thousands who come to the oc-
cupation do so with their own ideas of 
how to better our society. When I fi rst 
arrived at the occupation on Septem-
ber 17th—the fi rst day—I was a bit con-
fused because people’s opinions and 
ideas are scattered across the entire 
gamut. The next day, I came back with 
a plan. I brought along my camera, 
some sharpies, and note cards and did 
an impromptu project of sorts. I walked 
around Zuccotti Park (henceforth re-
ferred to as Liberty Plaza) and gave 
each person a note card and a single 
instruction: write the words “I want” fol-
lowed by one thing that brought you to 
the occupation. 

Once people fi nished their note 
cards, I photographed them, and we 
chatted about what sort of society they 
envisioned. One great thing is that the 
conversations I had with people about 
their frustration with the wealth dispar-
ity, or male privilege, or environmental 
abuse, or the justice system… these 
conversations were not passive. Every-

one that I spoke with was taking an ac-
tion step to fi ght for the society he, she 
or zhe wants, simply by attending the 
occupation.

Within Liberty Plaza, the collective 
does not simply talk about the issues 
like we, as college students, do every-
day in our humanities and social sci-
ences classes; they take 
these conversations and 
implement them into the 
society they are creating 
in the plaza. And yes, I be-
lieve that the plaza does 
act as an autonomous so-
ciety. 

At Liberty Plaza people 
are living together peace-
ably in a society that is 
non-hierarchical, decen-
tralized, and based on con-
sensus. This means that 
there is no one leader or 
group of leaders, everyone 
has an equal amount of power, and de-
cisions are made to include everyone, 
not just the majority. It is a true ex-
ample of participatory democracy, the 
likes of which I have only heard about 
in radical fairytales. I love seeing the 
realization of participatory democracy.

This new democracy works to make 
the voices of the 99% heard. The occu-
pation continues to get more and more 

support from organizations that rep-
resent the 99%. The Transit Workers 
Union has endorsed the occupation. 
Additionally, the SEIU1199 Hospital 
Workers have endorsed the occupation 
and plan to support us in two ways: a 
donation of one week’s worth of food 
and a training for our medical staff by 

their registered nurses. These are only 
two examples of the 99% coming to-
gether to support our movement, but 
there are many more who have come 
out in support of our movement. I love 
that this participatory democracy is one 
for the people, by the people—whether 
those people are overeducated, under-
employed 20-somethings, overworked, 
spirited union members, or peaceful, 

wise activists.
In fact, the movement has spread 

across the nation; it turns out that peo-
ple all over want this new democracy. 
Occupations have started in Chicago, 
San Francisco, Los Angeles, Boston, 
Cleveland, Nashville, and Austin, just 
to name a few of the twenty-four (and 
counting) cities acting in solidarity.

However, not everyone supports 
our new society. The reactions to Occu-
py Wall Street have been harsh. Rela-
tions between the occupiers and NYPD 
have been tense as unlawful arrests 
and brutality continue to occur. On 
October 1 alone, over 700 peaceful 
protesters were arrested.  The media 
and social networking sites have cen-
sored our voice. Our ability to speak 
our minds while being heard and pro-
tected is absent. It is imperative that 
we take note of what this environment 
says about our society. It is one thing 
for Occupy Wall Street to be permit-
ted to exist and grow as a movement. 
However, it means something entirely 
different about America if this non-
violent protest continues to be met 
by the NYPD’s unlawful action, media 
censorship, and lack of acknowledge-
ment from politicians.

Even with NYPD brutality and me-
dia blackouts, our numbers are grow-
ing and our spirit continues to pulse 
throughout Liberty Plaza. Personally, 
every time I return to the park, I am 
greeted by vibes that rush through 
my body, entangling themselves in my 
soul. And as everyone’s voices rise, 
chanting, “The people, united, will nev-
er be defeated,” I know that I am part 
of this society. I know that I am home.

More Than Just a Fringe Movement, 
the “Other 99%” Occupy Wall Street
By Rachel Dougherty
STAFF PHOTOGRAPHER

Fordham Student Captures Protestor’s Demands 
for Reform in the Financial Sector and Beyond

For more photos 
from the ground, 
check out Ra-
chel’s photoessay 
on page 21
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ers.
When the march began, it was 

completely peaceful. Younger AND 
older activists (despite the media’s ef-
fort to paint the entire movement as 
young, white, hipsters who are jobless, 
lazy, and want to co-opt a movement) 
marched together with disregard for 
color, gender, religion, and nationality. 
What I joined was a march of solidar-
ity, a group of more than one thousand 
individuals who believed that peace is 
possible, and that real change can be 
won.  Marching throughout lower Man-
hattan we were followed by NYPD. None 
of the protesters were trying to provoke 
the offi cers. As I followed the march up 
Broadway with my hand in the air in a 
peace sign, a police offi cer twice my 
size came up behind me, grabbed me 
by my arms and slammed me against a 
taxi cab that had stopped to allow the 
protesters through, while yelling, “No 
you are not taking the street!” At that 
point, I realized what this had become. 
The air had been knocked out of me 
and I knew that these offi cers were go-
ing to try to shut us up by any means 
necessary, even though I had done 
nothing to warrant being physically as-
saulted in the street like that. As he 
marched away several of the protest-
ers came up to me to make sure I was 
okay. They held my hand and offered 
me tissues to wipe the tears from my 
eyes. I was shaken. Never in my life had 

I ever been treated like that by another 
person. I could’ve chosen to go home 
at that point but I decided I would keep 
marching.

 At Union Square the NYPD were 
beginning to corral the protesters like 
cattle, even though we had done noth-
ing wrong. We did not damage any 

private property, nor did we pose any 
physical harm to anyone. The protest 
had become fractured as NYPD began 
grabbing individuals and slamming 
them against the pavement for arrest. 
I was horrifi ed that this was happening 
in front of me. I had seen law offi cials 
from Egypt and Syria on T.V. and law of-
fi cials from the Deep South during the 
marches in the 1960s act this way, but 
never had I thought as an American 
citizen peacefully exercising my demo-
cratic right in 2011 would I witness this 
with my own eyes.

As the group I was with circled the 
square to march back to Wall Street, 
the police began getting exceedingly 
violent. They were using police tarp to 
corral us onto sidestreets. Still I de-
cided to march. Then while we turned 
a corner, one of the offi cers grabbed 
two young men from the crowd and 
slammed them to the ground and ar-
rested them. I was too shocked to 
move. The protesters I was with were 
corralled against a storefront and we 
began shouting “Shame on you” at the 
police offi cers. No one from the protest-
er group ventured to physically harm 
any of the offi cers and even if we want-
ed to, they were cordoned off by the 
police tarp. Then an offi cer ran up next 
to me, grabbed a young woman by the 
hair from behind the tarp and slammed 
her to the ground. As she was scream-
ing, he dragged her from under the tarp 
into the street and forcibly kneeled on 
her back to arrest her. The other six 
women I was with were horrifi ed, some 
of them were shouting “why” and one 
of them, hearing impaired, was sob-
bing. We had nowhere to go as we 
were cordoned off against the store-
front. Then without warning, the offi -
cer who had arrested the woman next 
to us before running over and macing  
us all in the face and ran back across 
the street to arrest others. Some of his 
offi cers were maced as well. My fellow 
protesters and I could not speak and/
or see and no medics were sent. Pa-
trons of the restaurant we were in front 
of shouted for a medic. Some of the 
protesters had solution that would re-

lieve the burning and helped us. A few 
of the patrons offered napkins and had 
videotaped what had happened asking 
our names.

At that point police offi cers began 
rounding up protesters into the police 
netting and said they going to do a 
mass arrest. They had waited to corral 
us on to a sidestreet and then arrest 
all of us. Three of the protesters were 
elderly women (one I found out while 
we were in jail was a former Freedom 
Rider) who were forced to kneel, even 
though she told the offi cer that she was 
arthritic.

Because of the sheer number of us, 
the offi cers stopped an MTA bus full of 
passengers and while obstructing traf-
fi c, made them get off and stuffed half 
of us into it, while the others were put 
into NYPD vans. Many of the offi cers 
there were called in from other bor-
oughs and one offi cer told us the pro-
test wasn’t even a problem but that the 
NYPD wanted to “teach us a lesson”. 
As I spent eleven hours in jail, I thought 
about the sheer ridiculousness of the 
entire of the situation. We were all ar-
rested without having been read any 
of our rights and then held without 
any word on what exactly we were be-
ing arrested for. We were held in a jail 
cell with an exposed toilet, and on four 
occasions four male offi cers walked 
through the cell block without any 
warning. If any woman had been us-
ing the toilet she would been exposed 
and degraded. We were crowded into 
a 5’ by 8’ cell for eleven hours. There 
was no reason as to why it should take 
one offi cer that long to process four 
individuals (each offi cer was assigned 
four people to process at the precinct). 
I was traumatized by what I had seen 
and what I had been through.

I left that night, shaken and deter-
mined that we cannot profess we live 
in a country that is truly free if this can 
happen. I never thought that sharing a 
message was a crime, but when that 
message sheds light on a corrupt situ-
ation, I learned even in America, you 
can easily be targeted for breaking the 
law. I am by no means going to force 
myself into silence, I will make sure 
to continue to support the movement, 
take legal action as well as spread 
the word. Hopefully this is a sign to all 
Americans that we need to make sure 
our rights are not infringed upon. As a 
country that calls itself one of the fre-
est nations on earth, what happened 
Saturday is an embarrassment.

As I sat in jail last night, with my 
face still stinging from being attacked 
and maced by NYPD offi cer, I wondered 
what I could have possibly done wrong 
to warrant the day I endured.

When I left my apartment the morn-
ing of September 24th, I had no inten-
tion of being arrested. I had plans to at-
tend a peaceful protest on Wall Street 
and then head to Brooklyn to attend 
a concert with my younger sister that 
I had planned on attending with her 
since the beginning of August. I was 
happy to know that I was offering my 
voice and my support to a movement 
I believed in. As a young person in this 
country, I have grown more and more 
unnerved with the injustices I see ev-
ery day. The fact that our government 
is quietly but surely taking away our 
democratic rights (First with the Patriot 
Act, ironically named, and then with 
new voting restrictions that are being 
put into law), the fact that so many of 
my fellow graduates cannot fi nd mean-
ingful, rewarding work no matter how 
hard they try, the fact that our coun-
try’s infrastructure is falling apart while 
the richest 1% continue to increase 
astronomical amounts of wealth, and 
the fact our justice system was able to 
execute and continue to execute and/
or imprison innocent individuals dis-
proportionately based on their socio-
economic position and their ethnicity 
are simply a few reasons as to why I 
decided to attend the rally.

I admit I am frustrated, and that 
strategic civic action is needed, but not 
without a clear message that the citi-
zens who disagree with this broken sys-
tem are alive and well and that we will 
not be silent. This is America, and last 
time I checked free speech was still in 
the constitution. If Rick Perry can go on 
about how God saved the Texan econo-
my because of strategic prayer events, 
then surely I can lend my support to a 
movement that is seeking to make the 
country a bit more just for all it’s citi-
zens. So Saturday morning I certainly 
did not believe that I would end up at 
Central Bookings, One Police Plaza, in 
a jail cell with other peaceful protest-

“An offi cer ran up next 
to me, grabbed a young 
woman by the hair from 
behind the tarp and 
slammed her to the 
ground”

NYPD Makes Violent Arrests of Peace-
ful Protesters, Shits on Constitution 

A Fordham Alumna’s First Hand Account of Police 
Abuse at the Occupy Wall Street Protests

By Johanne Sterling
STAFF REVOLUNTIONARY
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Like that crazy aunt at Christmas-
time, the Palestinian question simply 
won’t go away. It has dogged Ameri-
can presidents since the signing of 
the 1993 peace accords in Oslo. The 
issue has continued to fester during 
the Obama administration. Israel and 
the Zionist cause has become a favor-
ite cause for evangelical protestants in 
America, for both political and religious 
reasons. What the hawks supporting Is-
rael forget is that the country itself was 
only founded in 1948, by an act of the 
United Nations. And it was not unoccu-
pied land. Palestinians who had been 
living there under differing colonial re-
gimes also had a right to that land. Fast 
forward 60 years (and several wars) 
and the situation hasn’t changed all 
that much. Israel is fi ercely protective 
of its right to exist (even more so now 
because the new governments that 
have sprung up as a result of the Arab 
Spring may not be as friendly to Israel 
as their predecessors) and the Pales-
tinian question remains unresolved. 

Frustrated by the lack of progress 
from on-again off-again talks, Palestin-
ian Authority President Mahmoud Ab-
bas took drastic action at the United 
Nations general session last week. 
Desperate times indeed call for des-
perate measures, in his speech before 
the General assembly, Mr. Abbas pre-
sented a letter requesting membership 
at the UN. Abbas made this request 
despite the vehement protests of both 
the United States and Israel (because 
the United States of America should re-

ally be in the business of denying peo-
ple the right to democratic government 
and national self-determination). The 
view of the Obama administration and 
the Israelis under Benjamin Netanyahu 
is that negotiation is the way to pro-
ceed, not pursuing statehood. Netanya-
hu, speaking to the General Assembly 
barely an hour after Abbas spoke (co-
incidence? 
I think not) 
dismissed 
the Pal-
estinian 
claim to 
statehood 
because 
of dubious 
Palestin-
ian claims 
of non-
violence. 
The Israeli 
position, 
while not 
entirely 
without merit, fails to acknowledge the 
reasons for the violence. Palestinian 
agitation is due to the fact that the few 
areas in which they can live are occu-
pied by Israeli military forces. Even an 
acceptance of the boundaries set after 
the 1967 war would be unacceptable 
for Netanyahu, because of a supposed 
lack of strategic depth, which means to 
say that Israel would not be big enough 
to be able to use the land to delay an 
invader. Essentially, the country would 

not be big enough to survive if it were 
invaded. The American response to the 
proposition of a Palestinian state is to 
call for more negotiations, which in ef-
fect means a return to the status quo. 
The American response is colored by 
the fact that in a region where change 
and anti-American sentiment have be-
come the only two constants, Israel 

has been 
a stead-
fast ally 
and one 
of the few 
democratic 
govern-
ments in 
the region. 
Among 
American 
politicians 
support for 
Israel is an 
issue that 
transcends 
party lines: 

they all pledge their undying support 
(which includes a hefty appropriation 
every year) to our ally in the Middle 
East. A Palestinian state would, in the 
eyes of Israel and the United States, 
disrupt regional stability and severely 
hamper the interests of a close ally. 

The process of continued negotia-
tions between Israel and the Palestin-
ian National Authority really means a 
continuation of the same cycle of nego-
tiation and failure. Since the signing of 

United States Graciously Reiterates 
Support for Apartheid in Israel 
By Matthew Freeze
STAFF INTIFADA FIGHTER

Obama Teams Up With Netanyahu to 
Block Recognition of Palestine 

the 1993 Oslo Accords, each attempt 
at negotiation has resulted in a step 
backwards in the peace process. The 
agreement was only ever put in place 
to facilitate coexistence between Israel 
and Palestine. The bid for membership 
at the United Nations (and by extension 
for recognition as a sovereign state) is 
a fulfi llment of the Oslo Accords, not 
a rejection of it. In making his bid for 
statehood at the Security Council as 
opposed to the General Assembly, 
Mahmoud Abbas is playing politics. 
But he’s doing it in such a way that 
the bid for statehood is the only viable 
option. In the General Assembly Pales-
tine would simply need a 2/3 vote of 
all members present. The success of 
this vote is all but assured. The Secu-
rity Council, however, poses a different 
type of challenge because nine votes 
out of 15 are required, and the Unit-
ed States (along with China, France, 
Russia, and the United Kingdom) has 
the power to veto the measure. If the 
measure passes, it puts America in the 
rather sticky position of having to use 
its veto to prevent Palestinian state-
hood. One of the president’s titles is 
“leader of the free world.” Vetoing the 
Palestinian bid for statehood is an ac-
tion that is as egregious as it is contra-
dictory to the principles of liberty and 
self-governance that Americans pride 
themselves on. The Palestinian ques-
tion is not a political one: it is a moral 
one. The Palestinians should have 
the right to govern themselves. They 
should have the right to live free from 
the threat of Israeli military interven-
tion. Palestinians should have the right 
to determine for themselves the form 
of their government; it should not be 
up to Israel or the international com-
munity. The fi ght for freedom should 
never be done alone; that is the role of 
the oppressor. And that is never up for 
debate.

These Nuts for 
Nuts are A-okay!
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By Sean Patrick Kelly and John O’Neill 
 New York – Though their efforts have 
been largely overshadowed by the recent Oc-
cupy Wall Street protests, New York gourmets 
and artisanal food enthusiasts celebrated on 
the fi rst of October as the Occupy Bleecker 
Street campaign entered its fourth week, 
marking nearly a month of tense yet lively pro-
tests in the West Village area.  “We’re here to 
fi ght for what we know we deserve: a wider 
array of farmstead cheeses, more reason-
able artisan charcuterie, fresher oysters and 
smokier, smoother olive oils,” said 34 year old 
Jennifer Weissenbach, recent culinary gradu-
ate and the group’s de-facto leader in the oc-
cupation. “If people in our society think it’s 
normal to live with brunch menus that offer 
only three varieties of baked eggs en cocotte, 
then it’s time for them to stop burying their 
heads in the sand and come here to join us,” 
added Weissenbach before stepping away to 
begin a march toward chef Marcus Samuels-
son’s August with the aim of recruiting way-
ward diners.  As of press time, the movement 
stood 14 strong and had pledged to hold out 
at least “until the winter seasonal beers have 
been released.”

Riyadh - On Saturday September 25th, 
Saudi Arabia’s enlightened King Abdullah 
granted his female subjects the right to vote 
in municipal elections. The proclamation was 
seen as a major step forward for women’s 
rights in a nation long synonymous with op-
pression and inequality. Reactions within the 
kingdom were mixed, with conservative Wah-
habists declaring this to be an act of Satan, 
while others dared to question that perhaps 
the reform was not large enough a step for-
ward. Seemingly unable to please anyone, the 
kingdom’s small environmentalist community 
questioned whether expanded voting would 
lead to greater amounts of carbon being re-
leased into the atmosphere, as the ceremo-
nial ballots are incinerated. Saudi tradition 
forbids free speech and elections are merely 
to please oil-thirsty Western observers fearful 
of the hypocrisy of supporting an unspeakably 
evil and anti-democratic regime. The King, 
feeling generous, heeded the calls of the 
environmentalists and has since produced a 
decree that all ballots are to be buried in the 
scalding sands of the Arabian Desert.

UC Berkeley, the birthplace of 
the Free Speech movement, has a 
reputation for its lively student activ-
ism. Just last month, police pepper-
sprayed four students during a pro-
test against tuition hikes. Yet, it is 
this week’s “Increase Diversity Bake 
Sale” that has sparked more student 
reactions and media attention than 
any police brutality incident recently 
seen on campus. Facilitated by the 
Berkeley College Republicans, the 
bake sale is a protest against Demo-
crat Governor Jerry Brown’s recent 
legislation towards the bill, SP 185, 
which will allow the public universi-
ties, UC and Cal State, to factor in 
race, ethnicity, and gender into the 
admissions process. Similar pro-
tests have been held by Republican 
student groups on other campuses 
as well, but social media has esca-
lated this pastry sale into a debate 
about racism and sensitivity. 

It was the pricing structure of 
the pastries that sparked so much 
praise and outrage. The College 
Republicans priced the pastries ac-
cording to the gender and ethnic-
ity of the buyer. The same type of 
cupcake was $2 for Whites, $1.50 
for Asians/ Asian Americans, $1 
for Latinos/Hispanics, 75 cents for 
Blacks/ African Americans, and a 
quarter for Native Americans. A 25-
cent discount was given to all wom-
en. This could have been the most 
profi table bake sale on Fordham’s 
campus. Flyers for the event stated, 
“If you don’t come, you’re a racist!”

The bake sale was timed to coun-
teract a student-run phone bank 
supporting legislation SP 185. Af-
fi rmative action in California was 
banned by voters in 1996 with the 
passage of Proposition 209. Gov-
ernor Brown’s bill will not explicitly 
violate the ban. Instead of giving 
race-based preference, the Universi-
ties will be able to give ethnicity the 
same weight given to factors such 
as extracurricular activities. The 
students’ idea behind the satirical 
pricing was to show how any kind of 
preference based on race and gen-
der is still discriminatory.

Yet the pricing structure out-

raged many students, including the 
Democrat club and some minor-
ity groups. On Tuesday, the day of the 
bake sale, UC Berkeley’s Sproul Plaza 
was packed with hundreds of students 
in a free-for-all debate. Angered mi-
norities held up signs that said, “Don’t 
UC us,?” some students gave out free 
“conscious cupcakes,” and the Harry 
Potter club priced desserts according 
to magic ability. In the midst of all this, 
people pushed through crowds to buy 
pastries and show their support. The 
author of Proposition 209 and the for-
mer UC Regent Ward Connerly, who is 
black, came to help the students sell 
cupcakes. 

The College Republicans concluded 
that the bake sale was a success in fos-
tering dialogue about SP 185, but they 
are disheartened by criticisms of rac-
ism and insensitivity. "The pricing struc-

ture is meant to be discriminatory," the 
group's president, Shawn Lewis, said 
of the bake sale. "We're hoping it will 
encourage people to think more care-
fully about a policy that judges people 
differently based on the color of their 
skin." If students have a problem with 
the pastry pricing, then by that same 
reasoning, they should oppose race-
based affi rmative action, which gives 
an upper-hand to minorities in school 
admission. 

Yet, there are many opposition 
forces who feel the satirical move went 
too far.  A multicultural student group 
called “The Coalition” organized a lie-in 
in Sproul Plaza in front of the bake sale. 
Dressed in all black, over 250 dem-
onstrators took a vow of silence and 
held up signs that said, “UC Us Now.” 
Afterwards, The Coalition distributed 

pamphlets which highlighted eight de-
mands for fi xing the “poor campus cli-
mate,” according to Salih Muhammad, 
chair of the Black Students Union and 
coalition demonstrator. UC Professor 
of political science, Wendy Brown had 
a different opposition to the demon-
stration. In an effort to show how ap-
plicants of higher socioeconomic levels 
also received preference in admission, 
Brown tried to buy all the cupcakes. “I 
thought the Republicans were free en-
terprise, but they won’t let me buy all 
the cupcakes,” she said. "But I wasn’t 
trying to shut them down. Not only 
could they go replenish their cupcake 
supply in a heartbeat, there were plen-
ty of awful looking cookies for sale too, 
which I made no attempt to buy—I just 
wanted all the good stuff. My aim was 
to complicate the picture these guys 
had of preferential admissions, by ar-
riving as someone comparatively rich 
enough to just buy all the top goods 
on offer, regardless of price. That’s the 
real future of UC and of higher educa-
tion more generally.”

The debate has also spread world-
wide, as a result of social media out-
lets like Facebook. In fact, it created 
such a heated debate online that this 
past Sunday, the Associated Students 
Senate (an appropriate acronym) of 
UC unanimously approved a resolution 
that "condemns the use of discrimina-
tion whether it is in satire or in serious-
ness by any student group." The event 
has spurred a second debate on civility 
and respect and on whether the Col-
lege Republicans should have been al-
lowed to hold the bake sale. In all these 
efforts to remain politically correct, the 
Coalition and the Students Senate are 
losing sight of what free speech entails. 
Speech limited by the fear of offense 
isn’t free speech. The College Repub-
licans are not endorsing racism. They 
are only demonstrating that, in their 
opinion, the bill SP 185 is also racist. 

Governor Brown has until October 9 
to sign or veto the bill.  At this point, 
however, eyes are not on him but on 
the students. Supporters of both sides 
applaud the students’ efforts to get 
their points across. Let’s hope that 
they have the opportunity to hold simi-
lar demonstrations in the future. 

UC Berkeley Has College Republicans?
By Lenna Mancheril 
STAFF CUPCAKE

California Works to Reform Affirmative Action 
Policies, Student Groups Raise Questions 
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On September 25th, King Abdullah 
of Saudi Arabia at last granted women 
the right of suffrage, a seemingly ma-
jor step forward in this most conserva-
tive of Muslim nations. Despite having 
received international recognition and 
substantial media attention, this re-
cent development won’t be going into 
affect until 2015. This—in addition to 
the fact that women were excluded 
from recent 2011 elections—largely 
overshadows the sense of progress in 
gender equality. 

In reality, the structure of the Saudi 
political system doesn’t necessarily gar-
ner a national sense of effi cacy. Since 
the granting of suffrage to males over 
the age of 21 in 2005, Saudi Arabia 
has been slow to establish democratic 
elements within the complex tribal and 
monarchial system. In the recent 2011 
elections, voters were only permitted 
to vote on half of the 600 municipal 
council seats, with the remaining 300 
appointed by the government. Subse-
quently, turnout was incredibly low, as 
noted by the virtual emptiness of urban 
polling centers.

In spite of restrictions placed on 
them, Saudi women have been rela-
tively effective in satisfying their politi-
cal ambitions for the time being. Earlier 
this year, female activists protested in 
hopes of 
being 
included 
in the 
then 
coming 
elec-
tions. 
Although 
they act-
ed early 
enough 
for con-
sider-
ations 
to be 
made, 
Saudi 
offi cials 
claimed 
that 
there wasn’t enough time to set up sep-
arate polling stations for women. This 
rejection, in addition to the aforemen-
tioned national sense of apathy, comes 
as a proverbial slap in the face, women 

King Abdullah Grants Symbolic Rights to  
Saudi Women

fi ght for the right to have their voices 
heard while their male counterparts 
avoid their civic duties. Even though 
the political system is largely inert to 
drastic change, female participation 

could have 
at least in-
creased 
awareness 
of that little 
thing called 
democracy.  
Not only 
that, but 
the next 
four years 
provide 
ample time 
for reevalu-
ation. Even 
though it 
may seem 
unlikely at 
the mo-
ment, there 
remains the 

possibility of revocation.
The government’s hesitance to act 

comes as no surprise. As one of the 
world’s most gender-segregated na-
tions on Earth, Saudi Arabian men and 

By Peter Lacerenza
STAFF FOREIGN EXPERT

Legislation Does Little to Improve the Plight of Women in 
the Kingdom 

women operate in separate societal 
spheres. Women have earned the right 
to vote and run for public offi ce, but still 
don’t have the right to drive, and are 
required to have a male guardian ac-
company them as they engage in even 
the most commonplace of activities. 

In years past, women have spoken 
out in defense of similar policies. The 
social and moral restrictions coincide 
with Islam’s emphasis on the protec-
tion of women’s modesty, so adher-
ence comes with the benefi t of piety. 
Subservience may very well be the reli-
gious life path for women, but one has 
to wonder about how many other life 
paths women get to choose from over 
the course of their lives. 

With that question in mind, wom-
en’s suffrage comes off as bittersweet. 
The development in Saudi Arabia 
showcases the possibility of feminist 
victories in even the most traditional 
of nations. However, this romantic idea 
of progress is quickly met with the cyni-
cal realization that women still have 
a long way to go in Saudi Arabia, and 
many other parts of the world. The cul-
tural contexts in which women’s rights 
are deliberated may make for differ-
ent timelines, but one can only hope 
for more events like that of September 
25th. Until then, one can only hope for 
the day of global and comprehensive 
gender equality. 

A rash of shootings has left the 
Washinton, D.C. trans* community 
shaken.  Since the murder of Lashai 
Mclean on July 20th, there have been 
four reported shootings and and many 
more shots fi red near Dix Street, a pop-
ular spot for trans*women in D.C. Most 
recently, a trans*woman was shot in 
the neck after being approached for 
sex by Darryll Willard, a 20 year old 
D.C. resident. Willard pled guilty on 
September 23rd, and received a lesser 
charge. He will now face a minimum of 
three years in jail, as opposed to the 
minimum of fi ve he would have faced 
w/o the plea deal. Though the victim 
(whose name has not been released to 
the public) agreed to go to court and 
testify, essentially assuring  Willard 
the maximum sentence, prosecutors 

offered the plea deal, hoping to quell 
the issue, especially since in a similar 
case, the main suspect is a D.C. cop. 

Organizers in the D.C. community 
are speaking out in the wake of the 
shootings, and receiving luke-warm 
coverage from local media and virtu-
ally no national attention. Meanwhile, 
in their community, the hastily erected 
memorials on Dix Street were trashed- 
teddy bears ripped to pieces, signs and 
fl owers burned. Still, the term “hate 
crime” has not been used w/r/t the 
shootings of trans*women in D.C. The 
media even goes as far as to claim that 
the attacks could be unrelated. 

A hate crime has been defi ned as a 
“bias-motivated” crime, in which “indi-
viduals are targeted for their perceived 
status as a member of a certain so-

cial group,” since 1969. Though hate 
crime laws in the U.S. previously only 
protected those who were targeted for 
their race, religion, color, and national 
origin, after the Matthew Shepard Act 
added gender expression to a list of 
protected traits in 2009, the statistics 
on hate crimes went through the roof. 
Still, on average less than 10,000 hate 
crimes are reported each year. 

While there were four reported 
shootings, they were reported because 
the trans*women involved were either 
hospitalized or dead. They have not 
been offi cial reports on the number 
of trans* people in D.C. who have felt 
threatened, who have been physically 
assaulted, who have been sexually as-
saulted, who have been verbally as-
saulted. One can not help but wonder 

how many more must have been killed 
or gravely injured before the status of 
“hate crime spree” will be earned. 

Throwing boric acid on the injury 
is the insensitivity with which the D.C. 
Police are handling the issue. In nu-
merous press conferences, they have 
referred to deceased trans*women as 
“he” and used terms like “cross dress-
er,” and “man in make-up and women’s 
clothing.” A horrifying lack of dismay or 
concern with protecting the members 
of the community, as well as refusing 
to call the crimes related or bias moti-
vated betrays the police’s true feelings 
While the shootings are not receiving 
the time or attention they deserved, 
this only draws to the alienated status 
of trans*women in society and allots 
for more violence to take place.  Cul-
tural bias or no, most of the perpetra-
tors have not been caught and still the 
trans*community in D.C. rises, holds 
vigils, and tries to spread the word. 

No Justice for DC Hate Crime Victims
By Liam Lowery
STAFF ADVOCATE

Police and Media Continue to Overlook Months of Violent 
Attacks on DC’s Trans* Community

“Well, I guess this 
means more votes 
to incinerate” -King 
Abdullah
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I Can Finally Pitch My Sci-Fi SPEED 
Remake Starring “Dr.” Keanu Reeves!
By Tom Sliwowski
STAFF BREAKFAST SANDWICH

Newly Discovered Nutrinos Found to 
Travel Faster than the Speed of Light

So the world didn’t end when the 
CERN Large Hadron Collider particle 
accelerator started smashing sub-
atomic particle just for highbrow sci-
entifi c shits and giggles. Even though 
a demonic black hole didn’t swallow 
the world up, the scientifi c community 
has made some pretty shocking dis-
coveries: most recently that a certain 
phantom particle is capable of moving 
faster than the speed of light. This, of 
course, creates a big problem for the 
theory of relativity (as it doesn’t ac-
count for the possibility of objects trav-
elling faster than the speed of light) 
and for physicists’ understanding of 
the nature of matter and energy itself.  

Deep under the Gran Sasso Moun-
tain in Central Italy the OPERA (Oscil-
lation Project with Emultion-Tracking 
Apparatus) tests the phenomenon of 
neutrino oscillations. These peculiar 
subatomic particles are “very light, 
they’re very tiny, they interact very, very 
weakly” says James Gillies, a physicist 
at CERN. He continues: “They’re con-
stantly passing through us; they’re 
constantly passing through the earth.” 
The OPERA experiment tests the speed 
of neutrinos by observing the neutrinos 
fi red out of CERN’s Super Proton Syn-
chrotron as part of the CNGS (CERN 
Neutrinos to Gran Sasso) experiment. 
Detecting these particles, which pass 
through entire planets unaffected, 
presents a further challenge. Scientists 

use bricks of photographic emulsion 
and lead plates to capture evidence of 
the particles’ presence. 

The experiment itself involves a 
simple procedure of timing how long it 
takes the particles to traverse a given 
distance, the 730 kilometers between 
CERN and Gran Sasso National Labo-

ratory. “It’s a straightforward time-of-
fl ight measurement,” says Antonio 
Ereditato, a physicist at the University 
of Bern and spokesperson for the OP-
ERA collaborative effort. When they 
measures the neutrinos, the research-
ers found that they made the 2.43-mili-
second trip about 60 nanoseconds 

faster than expected, with a 10-milisec-
ond uncertainty in measurement. 

And that’s when the shit hit the fan. 
Scientists had spent months precisely 
measuring the distance between the 
Swiss accelerator and their particle 
detector, and had been meticulously 
synchronizing their clocks to a few bil-

lionths of a 
second. On 
September 
23rd, an in-
ternational 
team of 160 
scientists 
began scru-
tinizing the 
experimental 
methods at 
a seminar at 
CERN. They 
found no fatal 
fl aw in the sci-
entists’ meth-
odology, but 
most scien-
tists are still 
quite skepti-

cal and believe that the anomaly is the 
result of a systematic fl aw. “I wouldn’t 
bet my wife and kids because they’d 
get mad,” remarked Chang Kee Jung, 
a physicist and neutrino specialist at 
Stony Brook University in New York, 
“But I’d bet my house.” 

The main problem arises in precise-

ly measuring such minute increments 
of time: the timing of the neutrino parti-
cles’ travel is based on the Global Posi-
tioning System, which can have uncer-
tainties of tens of nanoseconds. Jung is 
thus among the colleagues skeptical of 
how the scientists could have achieved 
a ten nanosecond uncertainty given 
their mode of measurement. V. Alan 
Kostelecky, a theorist at Indiana State 
University, Bloomington, summarizes 
the scientifi c community’s response, 
predicting that it “will not take this as 
a defi nitive result unless it can be re-
produced by at least one and prefer-
ably several experiments.” The results 
are currently being tested and verifi ed 
by the NOvA experiment, between the 
Fermilab accelerator in Illinois and an 
underground lab in Minnesota.  

Even if it were to be true, howev-
er, this discovery isn’t necessarily as 
shocking and revolutionary as it may 
seem. Jenny Thomas, a physicist from 
University College, London, says that 
nobody really feels that they have dealt 
a serious blow to relativity. Kostelecky 
adds: If you had told me that there were 
faster-than-light electrons, I would be a 
lot more skeptical. The possibilities for 
neutrinos are less constrained by pre-
vious measurements.” Ultimately, the 
result of this discovery is that scien-
tists will need to question the axioms 
on which they base their theories. The 
speed of light, always held to be a con-
stant and a limit from which we could 
extrapolate formulas and equations, 
now seems less infallible. This could be 
an overhyped scientifi c error, or it could 
signify a new perspective on subatomic 
physics. But, as Thomas said, you’re 
probably not going to be “waking up at 
night worrying, ‘Oh my god, oh my god, 
neutrinos go faster than light.’” 

The staff voted 8 to 1 to keep 
an image of an open-legged 
woman in this faux-ad for the 
Bronx. The dissenting vote 
came from a person who’s vote 
wouldn’t even count in Saudi 
Arabia, so who cares!?!?
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By Marisa Carroll 
NEWS CO-EDITOR 

On September 21, The Ram pub-
lished a piece titled “Point-Counter-
point: Affi rmative Action.” It has been 
a while since I have seen Point-Coun-
terpoint taking up prime Pugsley’s ad 
space in The Ram’s Opinions Section. 
Point-Counterpoint is almost diabolical-
ly banal: A writer comes in with an idea 
for an article about which he is particu-
larly passionate—let’s say, There are 
bunny rabbits in McGinley Center and I 
think we should murder them all!—and 
the editor supposes Hey, I saw this on 
The View’s Hot Topics segment last 
week and we’re short on articles, so 
maybe we could create more content 
by assigning a reporter to write the 
“counterpoint.” Bingo.

If you have experienced televi-
sion, you are familiar with this format. 
Mastered under Clinton by Murdoch’s 
Fox and mimicked at MSNBC and the 
rest, the point-counterpoint formula 
produces more easier: More content 
that 1) Can be presented in a competi-
tive format most likely to engage the 
otherwise distracted audience and 2) 
Can exist only because the debates 
are superfi cial enough for an “expert” 
to crank out fi ve minutes of hot-topic 
TV on a subject that isn’t the expert’s 
specialty. Last August in conversation 
with Sally Kohn, a progressive orga-
nizer cum Fox News contributor (She 
is always the Counterpoint), I was re-
minded that outlets usually alert their 
“experts” what issue they are debating 
a mere few hours before taping. Kohn 
shared that she had debated experts 
on Hannity’s show whose only research 
was a printed out Wikipedia page. 

With the utter lack of depth or nu-

ance implicit in point-counterpoint, 
when I saw The Ram resurrecting this 
style to discuss affi rmative action, I 
tensed. I fi rst witnessed my peers en-
gage in a pro-con argument about af-
fi rmative action when I was in Mrs. 
Downes’ fi fth grade class. The situa-
tion pretty quickly dissolved into a pint-
sized race war: The loud white people 
yelled “reverse racism” so the rest, 
afraid of being deemed “Angry Black 
Women” or a litany of other shaming 
stereotypes, slowly 
backed down. Since 
then, the quality of 
dialogue has yet to 
improve.

This is clear in 
The Ram’s “Affi r-
mative Action is a 
Part of the Solu-
tion, Though More 
Could Be Changed” 
by Canton Winer, 
which spends the 
fi rst 250 words arguing that white-su-
premacist government policies turned 
people of color in the United States into 
economic minorities and spends the 
last 500 words apologizing for this ar-
gument, emphasizing that affi rmative 
action should exist to help economic 
minorities, not racial ones (again, the 
author originally establishes that racial 
and economic minorities are one in the 
same.) Even the counterpoint’s title is 
apologetic and limp.

Ricky Bordelon’s “Michigan Ban 
Aptly Abolishes Affi rmative Action, a 
Discriminatory Practice,” on the other 
hand, employs trite “reverse racism” 
arguments. “With this policy in place, 
a minority student may be accepted 
to a university over a non-minority stu-
dent with greater merits,” Bordelon ar-

gues, continuing, “In the context of a 
university, this seems neither fair nor 
just.” This argument—one so popular 
that a May 2011 Harvard/Tufts study 
suggested that most white Americans 
think they are victims of racism more 
often than blacks—erases vital facts 
about our country’s past and present. 
As of the most recent Census, the typi-
cal white family has ten times the net 
worth of the typical black family; this in-
come gap is steadily increasing. I know, 

white people: We are all afraid that the 
black dude in history class is stealing 
our jobs, but in reality people of color 
have been disproportionately affected 
by the current recession (that means 
more than white people have). To jump 
in the not-so-way-back-machine, state 
and federal legislation ensured sepa-
rate and unequal resources for people 
of color as recently as when our par-
ents were in high school. In the fairly 
recent past, we’ll also fi nd Federal 
Housing Administration programs that 
allowed millions of white Americans 
to take out loans and buy homes for 
the fi rst time while denying loans and 
home ownership to black families (a 
community containing black families 
was labeled an ipso facto fi nancial 
risk therefore ineligible for low cost 

loans). In California, for instance, of the 
350,000 homes built with federal sup-
port between 1946 and 1960, fewer 
than 100 went to black families. The 
lasting income disparities mentioned 
above, then, are directly tied to black 
families’ inability to accumulate wealth 
via home equity and family inheritance. 
You know what that means: The “My 
Irish grandparents were oppressed 
and we didn’t get shit from the govern-
ment!” argument fails. 

On the day The 
Ram ran this piece, 
Troy Davis, a black 
man, was executed 
in Georgia for a crime 
even the witnesses 
who fi rst testifi ed 
against him agreed 
he did not commit. 
Noting that, accord-
ing to the American 
Civil Liberties Union, 
people of color ac-

count for a disproportionate 55% of 
those currently awaiting execution and 
considering both the international at-
tention the case garnered and the in-
numerable inches The Ram has allot-
ted to Fordham’s Respect Life group in 
my three years at Fordham, the Ram 
staff’s choice to print “Point-Counter-
point: Black People Got It Pretty Easy” 
and not print any mention of the Davis 
case is at best an editorial snafu. That 
the Point-Counterpoint closed with a 
poll stating “Should affi rmative action 
be banned? 14 Ram staffers voted yes, 
3 voted no” suggests not just an error, 
but willful ignorance on the staff’s part. 
Although I do not expect much from 
The Ram, this situation left me particu-
larly frustrated with Fordham’s “journal 
of record.”

Point-Counter-point: Inappropriate Or Totally Offensive?  

I have a dream that one 
day black people will stop 
having it so0oOo0o EASY!

An Editor Responds To The Ram, Fordham’s Offical Journal Of Lazy Journalism
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My friend Adam once asked me 
(in all sincerity) what girls mean when 
they say they have “play dates.” “Let’s 
playyyyyyy,” Becky writes on Sarah’s 
wall, and instantly the straight male’s 
mind begins to wonder not if Becky’s 
“y” key is broken, but whether she will 
be wearing a nurse’s outfi t or school 
girl costume when she opens the door 
for Sarah later. I decided not to tell him, 
knowing the description of my usual 
“play date” might shatter his fantastic 
assumption that when two breasted 
individuals hang out, they have pillow 
fi ghts and inevitably end up lip locked 
in a fl urry of feathers and boy shorts. 
During most of my “play dates,” my 
hottest girl friends and I usually skip 
feeling each other up, in favor of watch-
ing horror fi lms and eating any food of 
which cheese is the main ingredient. 
And yet, I understand Adam’s fantasy. 
If you’re a straight guy, what could be 
better than two girls making out? Well, 
besides three girls making out, in a hot 
tub. 

What if Adam was right, and ev-
ery time I hung out with a girl, we ate 
whipped cream off of each other’s 
glistening, naked bodies? Well, he’d 
think that was awesome, but wouldn’t 
doubt that I’m straight, that I like guys. 
It seems a girl can innocently hook up 
with another girl and face almost no 
ramifi cations. We see that regardless 
of how far the rumors of a Katy Perry 
make out spread, a girl’s sexuality is 
rarely doubted. A female who enjoyed 

some sweet lady kisses has no rea-
son to be embarrassed or ashamed 
(Actually, am I still drunk? Or did she 
get just get hotter?) Pop culture goes 
so far as to frame a lesbian encounter 
as a relatively typical part of the college 
experience. I mean, hey, the propensity 

for introspection is a key element of a 
liberal arts education. So, what’s four 
years of college without a nice girl-on-
girl make out session? Yet, the same 
whimsical attitude is hardly analogous 
for guys. Let’s look at a male in a same 
sex scenario. 

A guy (per-
ceived thus far 
as “straight”) 
wakes up from a 
night spent in lip 
lock with another 
dude. And people 
saw. People know. 
Shit. How long 
has he been gay? 
There are only re-
ally two options 
here. He can hide 
in his closet, read-
ing Martha Stew-
art Living in the 
fetal position, or 
he can attempt to 
redeem himself. 
Quick! Google 
“gender norma-
tive activities!” Are there any beers 
around to shotgun? How many strikes 
till you’re out in a football? I wonder if I 
can womanize that Becky girl. I’ll teach 
HER how to “playyyyyyy.”

Regardless of his sexual prefer-
ences, this guy will never be seen as 
“straight” again. He can spend the rest 
of his life growing a beard and hunt-
ing bears, but everyone who knows 
he kissed a boy will forever doubt his 
sexuality. Perhaps he was curious, and 
needed a night of exploration. Let’s say 
he felt nothing - his experience has only 
confi rmed that he likes girls and only 
girls. Well, too bad! Bi is the best he’s 
going to get. But what does that really 
mean? Bi…the way he’s gay, right? A 
girl has infi nitely more ability to ex-
plore her sexuality, to be defi ned and/
or defi ne herself as bisexual, and then 
be heterosexual again. But it’s this 

concept of “going back” that doesn’t 
seem to translate for guys. A male’s 
sexual identity is completely polar-
ized. We can conceptualize a man 
as gay or straight, but the grey area 
doesn’t exist. Thus, fl uidity becomes 
a categorical impossibility. 

For a guy, even the most G-rated ex-
ploration of the same sex transforms 
“straight” into a forever-elusive label. 
As Michael Kimmel investigates in his 
study of the American young man, 
Guyland, there’s a terrifi cally fi ne line 
between homosocial and homoerotic 
behavior. Were you guys just sharing 
your FEELINGS? Wow, why don’t you 
fairies just lick some rainbow glitter 
off each other’s inner thighs? Guys 
feel a need to assert their masculin-
ity. As they grow from boys to men, 
they deal with the frustration of what 
Kimmel calls “thwarted entitlement,” 
a phenomenon we can consider the 
blowback of civil rights, women’s and 
gay liberation movements. They need 
to assert their masculinity and prove 
that they are MEN! Wait, girls cer-
tainly don’t select their mate based 
on his ability to chug a 40. But this 

fi erce, chest-bumping, raw-steak-eat-
ing assertion requires a direct object 
– who are guys proving their masculin-
ity to? Well, each other! As playwright 
David Mamet says, “Women have, 
in men’s minds, such a low place on 
the social ladder … that it’s useless to 

defi ne yourself in 
terms of a woman. 
What men need is 
men’s approval.” 
Basically, men are 
awesome and they 
want to prove their 
awesomeness to 
other awesome 
men. That behavior 
sounds pretty ho-
mosocial, doesn’t 
it? Well, it is, but 
it’s the right sort of 
homosocial behav-
ior. Dude, wanna 
gay-bash or wom-
anize later? Yeah, 
man. As long as I 
don’t have to share 
any of my feelings! 

HAHA wouldn’t want to eternally taint 
my masculinity!

Such is the sinister truth of what I 
would like to call The Cherry Chapstick 
Effect. Two guys have no social agency 
for homosexual exploration. Two girls? 
Yo, let those collections of orifi ces do 
whatever the fuck they want! (Wait, is 
this girl seriously turning something 
awesome like two sluts banging into 
some feminist bull shit? Dumb bitch.) 
I suppose those are all the gruesome 
stigmas I have to reveal for now, but 
I leave you with this thought: even 
confi ned to a society that perpetually 
labels, categorizes and defi nes us in 
terms of noxious preconceived notions, 
we remain forever free to rise above 
and be ourselves. 

Okay, see you guys, I’ve got to put 
on some lip gloss. I’m late for my pillow 
fi ght with Becky. 

By Lauren Duca 
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR 

The Cherry Chapstick Effect
A Brief Analysis Of The Same Sex 
Hookup Double Standard

“What could be 
better than two girls 
making out? Well, be-
sides three girls mak-
ing out in a hot tub.” 
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An Argument for 
“The Alphabet”

There’s quite a few feathers being 
ruffl ed over the word “Queer” at Ford-
ham. For instance, one can’t make 
a fl yer using the word “Queer”- or, at 
least, not a fl yer that OSL will approve.  
As a Queer trans* person (and club 
leader) on this campus, I fi nd myself 
fi elding a lot of (often offensive) ques-
tions about my identity: Why can’t I 
just identify as ““el-gee-bee-tea-cue”? 
Why does “Queer” matter? What does 
“Queer” mean?

Get ready, because I’m about to 
drop some Queer knowledge on your 
ass. 

I hate to hear people say  “el-gee-
bee-tea-cue,” because they often do 
not know what the “tea” stands for, 
and often remark on a perceived lack 
of validity “non-letter” groups- pan-
sexuals, asexuals, ect.. These groups 
which comprise the alleged “el-gee-
bee-tea-cue,” and those which are left 
out, have more in common than they 
think: they are all oppressed due to 
their gender expression. One because 
they are women who are into women, 
another because they are men who are 
into men.  Some because they do not 
align with any gender expression that is 
familiar to people, others because they 
do not like to have sexual relationships, 
which is assumed of all people, still 
others whose genitals are considered 
not typical for their sex. It is perceived 
that sexuality is separated from gender 
expression, but who you are attracted 
to can demon-
ize everyone- my 
partner is ques-
tioned about her 
sexual identity 
because of our 
relationship, men 
and women are 
also questioned 
when gender 
roles in relation-
ships are not the 
norm- when the 

more femme partner is the breadwin-
ner, ect.

These people, who are all othered 
because of “unfi t” expressions of gen-
der, still can’t get it together and have 

an all-inclu-
sive name for 
the communi-
ty. So I am do-
ing it for them. 

H e n c e -
forth: the 
questioners, 
b i s e x u a l s , 
o m n i s e x u -
als, asexuals, 
fudge-packers 
transgenders, 
pansexua ls , 
carpet-munch-
ers, homo-
sexuals, allies, 
transsexuals: 
You are The 
Alphabet. Now 
no one will be 
sassy about 
what order 
their letter 
comes in the 
acronym. 

O f t e n , 
people who do 
not know The 
Alphabet is 
The Alphabet 
will often call 
The Alphabet 

“Queer.”
Do not refer to The Alphabet as 

“Queer.” Queer is much more than that.
I say this because The Alphabet is 

a white, upper class, gay, man’s move-
ment. It focuses on the needs of that 
demographic, and is not a movement 
centered on the needs of anyone lack-
ing those characteristics. Because I do 
not fi t that schema, I feel extremely un-
comfortable walking into an Alphabet 
centered space and having my identity 
assumed. I want to be asked questions, 
I want to organize, I want to dialogue. I 
do not want to be part of a movement 
that places the right to marry above the 
fact that trans* people are 12 times 

more likely to be murdered than a cis-
gender people, or that poverty rates 
of trans* people are greatly elevated 
compared to cisgender people. I can’t 
be part of a marriage movement when 
my brothers and sisters do not have ac-
cess to medical care, are the victims of 
hate crimes, and are arrested for using 
public bathrooms. 

Gender- the thing that unites The 
Alphabet- is pretend. It is an archaic 
system of categorizing people for the 
purpose of procreation and to create 
a societal hierarchy. It has worked like 
a charm. It has worked so well that it 
even makes us think it is natural- that 
humankind has a resting state of divi-
sion based on genitalia. 

Queer surpasses these shallow 
goals of assimilation. Queer under-
stands that social justice trickles up 
(that if you solve the problems of the 
most systematically oppressed mem-
ber of a group, you will solve the prob-
lems of those at the top) not down. 

Queer is a movement, though many 
think it is an insult. If you ask my grand-
pa, he would tell you that he used to 
call kids queer in high school, and al-
most got kicked out for it. Queer is a re-
claimed (or re-appropriated) word. This 
means it was once used negatively and 
now is being used by the group it was 
meant to disparage.

Queer is defi ned by many different 
individuals to mean different things, 
so here is my defi nition: Queer is post-
gender- it is a word for members of 
The Alphabet who have surpassed the 
point of attempting assimilation and 
moved into a state of action. Queer 
is intentional- it is a decision, unlike 
who you are attracted to or how you 
express gender. Queer is political- it 
seeks change.  Queer is intersectional- 
it understands and seeks to dismantle 
oppressions. Queer opposes economic 
inequality. Queer is Sex-Positive. Queer 
is Feminist. Queer is Anti-Racist. Queer 
is a community. Queer is pro-self-ex-
pression. 

But Queer is not a catch-all.  
To use this word to describe a het-

erogenous group that focuses on gain-
ing entry into the normal world is to 
misuse the word entirely. So to all the 
members of The Alphabet- you may or 
may not be Queer, but I will not use that 
word for your community. 

I will not call you Queer until you are 
ready to claim it yourself. 

“Henceforth: the questioners, 
bisexuals, omnisexuals, asexuals, 
fudge-packers transgenders, pan-
sexuals, carpet-munchers, homo-
sexuals, allies, transsexuals: You 
are The Alphabet. Now no one will 
be sassy about what order their 
letter comes in the acronym. “

By Liam Lowery
STAFF NOT ALPHABET SOUP

What Is Queer 
And What Is Not 
Shun the non-believer! 
Shuuunnn!
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I used to be okay with blood. During 
my childhood, scrapes and cuts were 
met with slight resentment, as a blood-
drawing wound meant a temporary 
hold on playtime in favor of a proce-
dural fl urry of anti-bacterial wipes and 
rubbing alcohol. However, there was a 
pleasurable aspect to cuts, as they pro-
cured eye-catching Band-Aids to make 
it all better.  There 
were also prospec-
tive scabs to pick, 
but pickage really 
depended on how 
long I wanted to 
sport Bugs Bunny 
on my arm. 

It wasn’t until 
7th grade health 
that that all 
changed. In the 
previous years, I’d 
been slightly trau-
matized by at least 
one thing each 
health class. In 
fi fth grade, it was a 
premature discus-
sion of circumcision. In sixth grade, it 
was an anti-smoking video showing so-
lidifi ed cholesterol being squeezed out 
of an aorta. Despite the minor mental 
scars, I came into seventh grade with 
a different mindset; I was twelve years 
old and MTV’s I Want A Famous Face 
had made me all but immune to shock. 

But perhaps I was naïve in my ap-
proach to health that year.  The teach-
er, Ms. Tampa, had already caused the 
aforementioned trauma as my fi fth 
grade puberty instructor. “Don’t talk 
about circumcision once this lesson is 
over,” she had told us, “It’s inappropri-
ate and not a proper topic for conversa-
tion.” As a ten-year old, I was scarred 
by her graphic descriptions of jock itch, 
let alone her explanations of hacking 
off foreskins. 

By seventh grade, I better un-
derstood the infamous reputation 

Ms. Tampa had made for herself.  At 
30-some-odd years old with an aggres-
sive use of lip-liner and a husky voice 
that likened her to a RuPual/Roseanne 
Barr love child, she was defi nitely the 
most questionable of my middle school 
teachers; that’s saying a lot consider-
ing the seventh grade dossier alone 
included two former Playboy models 
and a divorce with a whiteout problem. 
With her fascist tardy policies, general 

unpleasantness, and the stories of her 
avocado skin treatments on the unfor-
tunate occasion that she babysat you, 
Ms. Tampa came to be generally hated 
by her students. She was also resented 
because, in addition to her appearance 
and policies, Ms. Tampa was defi nitely 

a smoker. Her two inch acrylics were a 
dead give away, and I struggled to take 
her seriously. 

 As a twelve year old, high on my 
nearly-teenaged glory, I was one of 
Ms. Tampa’s most outspoken critics. 

“She’s such a bitch,” I’d proudly an-
nounce to my friends as we schlepped 
over to her classroom. They’d all laugh 
open-mouthed at my profanity; I was 
clearly the shit. 

One day during that year, we were 
discussing the topic of heroin, which, 
in true Ms. Tampa fashion, was a little 
TMI. 

“When you’re a heroin addict, you’re 
not going to care about a lot of things. 
You won’t care about your appear-
ance, your family or your responsibili-
ties. What’s worse is that lot of addicts 
get AIDS from their needles because 
they’re strung out…They’ll use any one 
that they can get their hands on.” 

Her description of blood was what 
did me in. With her dissertation on 
AIDS and vivid detailing of the injection 
process, I could feel the room spinning 
and clutched my face in my palm.  I 
would have asked to leave if I hadn’t 
been fi xated on “fi tting in”. Complain-
ing would make me stick out 
amongst that Abercrombie 
brat pack, and I couldn’t bear 
to think about those reper-
cussions. 

So I shuddered and bared 
it, thinking that this newfound 
phobia would just be a fl uke. I 
went back home that day try-
ing not to think about blood. 
Thereafter, there was a le-
gitimate fear of passing out in 
class in the advent of a blood 
discussion. Luckily for me, 
the remainder of my middle 
school career was relatively 
bloodless. 

Despite my lucking out in 
middle school, blood would 
continue to haunt me in my 
later years. It wasn’t until the 
blood unit in sophomore biol-
ogy that I fully realized the toll 
Ms. Tampa had taken on me. 
In yet another educational vid-
eo, the entire class watched 
as full beakers of platelet-rich 
goodness were swirled by a 

“When you’re a hero-
in addict, you’re not 
going to care about a  
lot of things.”

clearly eager hematologist. For me, the 
video was slow torture. I looked at the 
ground in order to prevent a mortifying 
blackout. 

With the acceptance of my blood 
phobia came other things. Because of 
Ms. Tampa, I could no longer aspire to 
be a doctor. Granted, I’ve since real-
ized that I don’t have the math skills 
to take on organic chemistry, but I still 
should have the dignity to dream. If 
not a doctor, I could have settled for 
something like an EMT, or even a blood 
donor, but all of my gory dreams were 
been squandered in the wake of the in-
famous anti-heroin rant. I can still man-
age True Blood or Dexter (all that really 
matters), but it’s times like these that 
I long for those Bugs Bunny Band-Aid 
days.  

How 7th Grade Health Ruined 
Blood For Me Forever

Pickin’ Scabs Ain’t What It 
Used To Be
By Peter Lacerenza
STAFF PHLEBOTOMIST

NO, NOT THE AIDS!

Sorry, but if you’re 
not talking about 
heroin, I really 
don’t care.
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Common knowledge tells us Liam 
Neeson, Oscar nominated actor, is a 
bona fi de “bad-ass mother-fucker.” I 
don’t think anyone’s debating that, 
but if you are, your opinions are unwel-
come, sir or madame, please leave. 
Now that we’re all on the same page, 
let’s cut the bullshit and start talking 
about whether or not we should kidnap 
his son. Oh, you mean you didn’t know 
Liam Neeson’s son goes to Fordham 
Prep? Well he does, look it up. Remem-
ber the 2008 movie Taken? The one 
where Liam Neeson’s faux-offspring is 
kidnapped and he proceeds to kick ass 
for two hours? What if (hypothetically 
speaking) we set out to make Taken 
into real-life? Read on to see why stag-
ing the kidnapping of Liam Neeson’s 
son might be one of Fordham’s great, 
if not greatest, ideas.

Let me preface this by reminding 
you all that kidnapping is technically 
illegal. Like, jail for a minimum of 10 
years illegal. We’d be talking like 2nd 
degree “kidnapping” (no harm to the 
victim) at the most here, so nothing too 
serious. That fi rmly in mind, think for a 
second about how awesome it would 
be to tell all you friends A) your school 
faked kidnapping Liam Neeson’s son, 
and B) you saw Liam Neeson tear your 
college apart to get him back, doling 
out beatings along the way. “Wait,” you 

say, “Liam Neeson is just an actor, he 
can’t really unload buttloads of ass-
kickery on command.” FALSE. Much 
like his character in Taken, Neeson 
has a very particular set of skills at his 
disposal. The kind of skills one gathers 
from acting in movies like Taken, Star 
Wars, Batman Begins and Darkman. 
Namely the skills to perform complex 
fi ght choreography and deliver savory 

one-liners to his prey. Now 
factor in his Irish heritage 
and you’ve got a man who 
is just as good, better even, 
than a fi ctional CIA agent.

So there’s no doubt 
Liam Neeson has what it 
takes to fi nd his son, so let’s 
contemplate our (the stu-
dent body’s) role in his son’s 
staged kidnapping. To do it 
right, every one of us, se-
niors to freshman, off-cam-
pus and on, would need to 
stand united and resolute. If 
anyone went rogue and got 
blabby to police or press, 
we’d miss our chance. Oh, 
and the Jesuits would back 
us up because the last thing 
they need is a scandal in-
volving the underage boy 
of a well-liked celebrity. So 
we’d all be working togeth-
er to hide lil’ Neeson on a 
campus that literally prides 
itself on keeping unwanted 
people out, not too hard. 
And when Liam inevitably 

drives through the Lombardi Center in 
an 18-wheeler, we’ll still have dozens 
of buildings with bars and locked doors 
to hide his son in, some with conve-
nient tunnels for transportation. And 
how hard could it be to take care of the 
kid, really? After the initial shock of be-
ing kidnapped wears off, I’d wager the 
guy would want to stick around for the 

show too. Now a word on beatings. If 
we do this, some of us will be beaten to 
a bloody pulp. That’s just unavoidable. 
But again, getting beaten up by Liam 
Neeson has serious bragging potential. 
Man or woman, drop that story at a bar 
and show the scars, and you will get 
laid. It’s as simple as that.

Still skeptical? Lets move forward 
in this hypothetical narrative to the 
inevitable rooftop fi nale. After all our 
hiding spaces are used up, those of us 
left will drag Neeson Jr. to the top of 
Keating tower for the dramatic fi nale.  
Liam will emerge from below, ready to 
fi nally reclaim his kidnapped son, only 
wait—who’s that in the corner with the 
students? Father McShane, mother-
fuckers! And there’s gonna be a solar 
eclipse in the sky, just because. The 
two warriors will ready themselves for 
the deadliest of duels. 

“Are you prepared for the wrath of 
God?” Father McShane will warn, eye-

brows and mustache curled into a mer-
ciless scowl.

A moment will pass before Neeson 
unwaveringly asks “are you prepared 
for... Schindler’s FIST?” 

And then the single greatest fi ght in 
the history of fi ghts will unfold, right be-
fore our eyes. Only punches, jabs, and 
roundhouse kicks will exist in this mo-
ment. Will Liam Neeson win? Of course 
he will, you putz. 

So while kidnapping is considered 
an offense punishable by law (serious-
ly, kidnapping is a horrible thing to do—
this is a joke), the alternative seems 
too incredible to forego. Think about it 
Fordham. And to Liam Neeson’s son, if 
you ever read this, seriously consider 
volunteering yourself for a kidnapping 
hoax. You won’t regret it!

A Hypothetical Situation 
Where Fordham 
Replicates The Movie “Taken”
By Gibson Merrick
STAFF HYPOTHETICAL 
RENEGADE

“Father McShane, 
motherfuckers.” 
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Mark Zuckerberg’s new-
est update to our lives is the 
Facebook Timeline. This latest 
change looks to be the big-
gest one in the history of 
the site. Your profi le will 
no longer feature your 
latest activity and wall 
posts. Instead, there will 
be a timeline document-
ing your life from birth 
until now. That’s right, 
your entire fucking life. 
Usually, an adjustment 
in the format of the 
site is like a new pair of 
underwear; at fi rst it’s 
constrictive, but after a 
while it becomes a part 
of you. Yet, this particu-
lar change seems differ-
ent . [Editor’s note: per-
haps consider boxer briefs.]

Let’s take a walk through 
the new Facebook. The fi rst 
thing your stalkers will see is 
“Your Cover.” Facebook devel-
opers encourage us to, “Fill 
this wide, open space with a 
unique image that represents 
you best.” This will be the 
equivalent of your profi le pic-
ture, so make sure it’s a good 
one. A screw-up here, like a 
picture with your grandpa, 
tells the person looking at your 
page that you don’t have a so-
cial life. I don’t care if you love 
him- coolness always prevails. 
[Editor’s note: 97.8% of the pa-
per staff thinks grandpas are 
awesome, specifi cally tiny Ital-
ian ones that play bocce.] Re-
member, there will be plenty 
of “wide, open space”, so that 
one of you and your annoying 
friend making unconventional 
faces on your Macbook will be 
perfect. That one of you riding 

The Ram will be great too.
Outside of your profi le pic-

ture, the new page will allow 
you to show your interests and 
creativity in a fresh and com-
pelling way. The model version 
features the profi le of Matt 

Brown as a guide. By taking 
a quick glance at his profi le, I 
discovered that he likes Chris-
topher Walken, enjoys pools, 
and that his wife wears fedo-
ras. Developers explain this 
portion of the site saying, “The 
movies you quote. The songs 
you have on repeat. The ac-
tivities you love. Now there’s a 
new class of social apps that 
let you express who you are 
through all the things you do.” 
Of course, everyone will take 
this part of their profi le very 
seriously and assert that they 
are an individual because they 
love Wayne’s World.

But, don’t worry stalkers, 
there’ll be more personal in-
formation than just generic 
things like books and movies. 
The timeline maps out how 
many new Facebook friends 
you made in a given period. 
And now, for the fi rst time ever, 
you can see the specifi c date 

and time of when you became 
friends with that kid from high 
school who vaguely looks like 
Harry Potter, or the exact date 
a picture of you blacked out at 
Tribar was posted. The days 
of miserably clicking through 

those gawky high school pic-
tures are over. The informa-
tion provided also seems to 
be much more specifi c. Afore-
mentioned example Matt also 
posted how far and where he 
has ran. This is another perk 
for the stalker willing to go the 
extra mile. (The Botanical Gar-
dens has plenty of bushes to 
hide behind). [Editor’s note: 
Dean Parmach also runs in 
the Botans.]

Although I have my griev-
ances, I must admit that this 
update is intriguing. The pro-
fi le functions as a semi-decent 
portrayal of who you are, be-
sides the fact that none of it is 
real…and you are real. Wast-
ing time is what we do, and 
there’s always a better way to 
do it. For now I will bask in the 
glory of this latest feature and 
continue to fi nd out inane facts 
about people I vaguely know. 
Thanks again, Facebook.

The New Facebook Looks 
A Lot Like Old Myspace

By Jack McGovern
STAFF ADD FRIEND

And Is Just As Mediocre

the paper’s view
“On Opinions”
Oct. 5, 2011

Oh, Mr. Ram, you’ve gone 
and done it again, haven’t 

you? Your opinions section 
has printed something that 
was ill timed and poorly in-
formed, and now the paper is 
ruffl ing its brightly colored lib-
eral feathers at you across the 
yard. It’s a dialectic that we’ve 
seen for decades and, admit-
tedly, that we’re all too happy 
to perpetuate, but lets get real 
for just a minute or two.

The existence of this con-
stant back and forth highlights 
a much more disconcerting 
and pervasive problem in both 
our national press and our 
national dialogue as a whole: 
the claiming of entitlement to 
opinions as an excuse for will-
ful ignorance of a nuanced and 
sensitive issue. In this case, a 
slapdash point-counterpoint 
concerning a highly complex 
issue was published at a bad 
time and without much in the 
way of journalistic oversight; 
pretty typical for The Ram and 
seemingly innocuous at fi rst 
glance, but indicative of the 
larger problem nonetheless. 
See, by fi ling this crappy article 
under “Opinions”, The Ram is 
slowly chipping away at any 
credibility that the word “opin-
ion” holds any more. Rather 
than an argument based on 
knowledge of the facts, cul-
tural perspective and experi-
ence, an opinion has come to 
be something that people feel 
compelled to bark loudly at 
one another based on some 
perverse reading of the fi rst 
amendment. The fact that “ev-
eryone is entitled to an opin-
ion” has entered our lexicon 
as a be all end all exoneration 
of believing in completely un-

substantiated bullshit fosters 
willful ignorance of the issues 
and breeds and environment 
where a poorly thought out 
argument is deemed accept-
able in the pubic discourse 
because, well, they’re entitled 
to it, aren’t they?

Well, no, they’re not. To say 
that someone is entitled to 
an opinion validates the idea 
that the First Amendment is a 
free license to say whatever 
you want to whoever you want 
and that its provisions and 
privileges do not carry even 
an iota of responsibility with 
it. What we should be saying 
that that everyone is entitled 
to an argument, since an ar-
gument can be broken down 
and judged based on its co-
herence and worth. Since 
opinions have become so 
closely associated with per-
sonal liberties and rights, to 
make a value judgment of 
one has become taboo, re-
gardless of how ridiculous 
and harmful it is. If nobody is 
criticizing one another’s view-
points based on their logical 
validity, then what progress is 
being made? Sure, our liberal 
wussitude tells us, on the one 
hand, to respect divergent 
viewpoints, but this is getting 
a little ridiculous here, isn’t 
it?? If people are going to rely 
on the unwillingness of oth-
ers to call them out on their 
ignorance, then it seems to 
be high time to do something 
about it.

Therefore, Mr. Ram, we 
humbly entreat you to have a 
bit of foresight and to quit be-
ing a part of the problem. And 
yes, it is a big problem.
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The last time we, the general view-
ing public, were informed of a “heart-
warming comedy about a man’s strug-
gle with cancer”, we were subjected to 
Judd Apatow’s 2009 fall from grace, 
Funny People.  The last of Apatow’s 
movie domination over comedy, Fun-
ny People was generally viewed as a 
misguided effort that suffered from 
a lack of real honesty and genuine-
ness.  With this in mind, my apprehen-
sions when seeing 
Jonathan Levine’s 
50/50 were, in my 
mind, completely 
reasonable.  It 
seemed like an 
unfortunately simi-
lar concept, right 
down to the cast-
ing of Seth Rogen 
in a supporting 
role.  My body 
was not ready for 
another two and 
a half hours of 
heartache.  I could 
not take another 
Funny People.  
Thankfully, 50/50 
learned from the 
history that pre-
ceded it, and proved to be an honest 
attempt at a dramatic comedy that 
deals with one of the least comedic 
subjects possible.  And for the most 
part, this movie pulled it off.

50/50 is about the struggles of a 

27 year old journalist, Adam (Joseph 
Gordon-Levitt), who abruptly learns 
that he has a rare form of spinal cancer.  
The title derives itself from the percent 
chance that Adam has to live, 50%. His 
high school buddy Kyle (Seth Rogen) is 
there to help him through his struggle, 
misguiding him along the way in typical 
Seth Rogen style.  Having cancer forces 
Adam to deal with all of the problems 
in his life, from his mother to his girl-

friend, and contemplate what he really 
wants out of life.  Through this struggle, 
he is fi nally able to be at peace with 
himself and his life.  

For the most part, Gordon-Levitt’s 
performance is what makes this movie 

succeed.  The plot of the movie puts 
the actions of Gordon-Levitt’s char-
acter under increased scrutiny, for he 
solely is the force that draws the audi-
ence into the movie.  If he cannot con-
vey suffering or lightheartedness, no 
amount of Seth Rogen will be able to 
make the audience feel that same suf-
fering or lightheartedness.  In this way, 
every other character, plot point, or set-
ting revolves around Levitt’s character.  

As I said before, Levitt was completely 
able to pull this off, and has a dynamic 
and genuine performance as Adam.  
Admittedly, some emotions toward the 
middle of the movie felt very forced, 
but that is more due to weak writing 

that attempts in vain to force sadness 
and anger.  Levitt, and the writers for 
that matter, are able to blow over these 
forced emotions pretty easily, and they 
recover with plenty of time left in the 
movie.

Seth Rogen’s performance as Kyle, 
Adam’s high school partner in crime, 
leads to a very interesting aspect of 
the movie.  Rogen’s presence in the 
beginning of the movie was completely 
out of place and unnecessary.  It is so 
bad that it comes across as  a possible 
miscast for Rogen in this movie.  Right 
before the midpoint of the movie, how-
ever, Rogen’s character is able to fi nd 
his niche and obtain dominance.  Kyle, 
a toned-down version of Rogen’s usual 
movie character, provides a more than 
decent foil to Adam.  He is used spar-
ingly in the movie, which increases his 
effectiveness.  He does not dominate 
the movie, for that would make it al-
most too lighthearted, but instead ac-
centuates Gordon-Levitt only when he 
is needed.  In this way, he keeps the 
movie’s honesty moving, not falling into 
the “too-much-Rogen” trap that hin-
dered genuineness in Funny People.

Along with the two main stars, 
50/50 has a solid supporting cast, al-
lowing for non-distracting subplots to 
keep the audience’s interest through-
out the movie.  Although some sub-
plots are not resolved by the end of the 
movie, it does not affect the movie as a 
whole.  The supporting characters and 
subplots are written well enough to not 
detract from the main focus and drive 
of the movie.  As a result, the audience 
does not lose out on the message and 
emotion that the movie is trying to con-
vey, but rather appreciates it more due 
to these characters.

All in all, 50/50 is a genuinely 
heart-warming story that keeps the au-
dience interested and invested in the 
life of its main character.  Despite its 
heavy subject matter, it is a light movie; 
one can walk away from the movie and 
not be burdened by its plot.  It does not 
make one feel sad for the rest of the 
day, or contemplating his or her mor-
tality.  It is merely a movie that draws 
the audience in just enough, and ends 
when it needs to.  It is not too long and 
not too short; it is simply a lighthearted 
tale that will indeed pull on several of 
your emotions.  In my opinion, 50/50 
is defi nitely worth seeing.  Besides, it 
made me forget about Funny People, 
and that is always a positive quality in 
my book.

Not Just Another Cancer Movie
Gordon-Levitt Shines in Jonathan Levine’s 
Surprisingly Heartwarming New Film, 50/50

By Daniel Stracquadanio
STAFF REALLY DIDN’T LIKE FUNNY 
PEOPLE

Too... much... Rogen...
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What: Fall Flowers of Japan
Where: New York Botanical Garden
When: Through October 30th

How Much: $18
Why: Take in the season with 
traditional Japanese fl ower 
arrangements, along with cultural 
dance and music. Renowned artist 
and ikebana master Tetsunori 
Kawana has created a vast sculpture 
of reclaimed branches and vines 
from the grounds of the garden, and 
Japanese chrysanthemum (called 
kiku), grown in a variety of shapes 
and styles, will also be on display 
beginning October 5th. 

What: Nightmare: Z-Day
Where: 1157 Commerce Ave
When: Every Fri-Sun through 
Halloween
How Much: $10
Why: The Zombie apocalypse has 
begun in the Bronx. In Pelham 
Bay, a mock safe-house has been 
established to guard against the fl esh-
eating hordes where you can take 
a nightmarish tour through groups 
of zombies and refugees vying for 
control. With zombies lurking in every 
shadow and behind every corner, this 
haunted house offers discounted 
tickets for students, and you don’t 
even have to leave the borough to get 
there.

What: Ice Skating at Rockefeller 
Center
Where: 5th Ave Between 49th and 50th

Streets
When: Starting October 15th

How Much: $10-$14
Why: Sure, it’s a little early to go ice 
skating, but if this is something that 
you want to cross off your touristy 
New York City to-do list, you might 
want to go this month and take 
advantage of the discounted pre-
season pricing through November 
3rd. The rink opens on October 15th

and will be open throughout the 
fall and winter, but if you’d like to 
avoid the crowds and higher prices 
(it costs $21.00 in November and 
December, as opposed to $10 on the 
weekdays and $14 on the weekends 
in October), grab a friend and go this 
month.

Five years. Five long fucking years. 
Five years of delays, deadline exten-
sions, false hope and broken promises. 
Most popular authors somehow turn 
out a book a year, sometimes more.  
This one took fi ve goddamn years. And 
it was worth every fucking second. I 
am, of course, talking about the new-
est book by George R.R. Martin, Dance 
of Dragons. This book is now the fi fth 
of the seven book A Song of Fire and 
Ice series by Martin. And like I said, it 
took forever to get to us. Okay, maybe 
I should give some background on the 
book, the series and why 
I was so impatient.

A Song of Fire and 
Ice is a seven book fan-
tasy epic that started in 
1996.  Unlike most fan-
tasy books of its kind, it 
does not contain a lot 
of magic or mystical ele-
ments, though they are 
becoming more plot rel-
evant. Rather, they’re 
mainly pushed to the 
background, serving as 
a backdrop for a tale of 
political intrigue, war 
and family rivalry.  With 
dragons and ice zombies 
of course. The story has 
been likened to The Sopranos meets 
Lord of the Rings. It draws heavily on 
European history, mainly the English 
War of the Roses. The series was re-
cently adapted to a television format, 
re-titled Game of Thrones after the fi rst 
book. The show premiered on HBO last 
spring and is based on the fi rst book 
in the series. And it was fantastic. I 
watched it and loved it. So far it has 
been renewed for a second season 
and been nominated for thirteen Em-
mys. I highly recommend it to anybody, 
fantasy fan or not.

There are a few reasons for my 
above rant. Mainly it was because of 
the amount of time that it took for the 
book to come out. Granted, it’s eleven-

hundred pages long (thank God for 
e-Readers.) But still, look at some of 
Stephen King’s books, and how often 
they come out! Plus, Martin wrote in 
the afterword of the previous book, A 
Feast for Crows, that the original book 
was too long and he was going to split 
it into two books. That implies that, af-
ter some editing and revisions, the next 
book was already written and should 
have been done in a year or so. Nope. 
Instead it took fi ve. I will grant that an 
artist shouldn’t bow completely to his 
fans. Great works take time, and you 

can’t rush genius, etc. It was probably 
mostly due to the HBO series being 
produced, so I’ll forgive him that. Or 
maybe he was waiting until the series 
premiered for added promotion and 
to spike interest. Anyways, it was still 
too damn long. Okay, enough padding, 
onto the review itself.

For those who haven’t read the se-
ries or seen the fi rst season, I’ll warn 
you now that there will be spoilers 
ahead. If you don’t want to read them, 
short form of the review is: the book 
was good, read it.  

For those of you looking for some 
detail: here it is. The book is basically 
a counterpart to A Feast for Crows. Its 
events take place simultaneously with 

it and towards the end begin to ad-
vance the timeline slightly. The book, 
like all the others, is written with each 
chapter from the viewpoint of a differ-
ent main character. The chief charac-
ters of this book are Tyrion Lannister, 
Jon Snow, Bran Stark, Theon Greyjoy, 
and Daenerys Targaryen.  There are 
others as well, but they mainly serve 
to tie into the main characters’ story-
lines. Like I said before, the book is an 
excellent read overall. It is a real page 
turner, with each chapter ending on a 
cliffhanger that practically forces you 
to keep reading.  

The characters continue to be 
fl eshed out and you can defi nitely see 
how far they’ve come since the fi rst 
book. Daenerys went from a timid girl 
just wanting to live a simple life, to the 
ruler of massive city state surrounded 
by political intrigue and enemies on all 
sides. Jon is shouldering his burden of 
Commander of the Night’s Watch. Tyri-
on is dealing with his fall from power 

and guilt over mur-
dering his father, 
but he still makes 
us smile with his 
wit and sheer cun-
ning. The book is 
well structured 
and it is easy for 
one to keep track 
of the multiple 
storylines: who be-
trayed whom, who 
killed whom, who 
slept with whom, 
etc. I will admit be-
cause of the time 
between readings 
I had to look up 
who certain char-
acters were. It’s 

hard to fi nd faults with the book, other 
than I don’t like what happens to some 
of the characters.  Otherwise it’s a 
great book all around. 

I particularly liked how Martin was 
able to make Theon Greyjoy, a detest-
able character who I would gladly see 
hanged, sympathetic and pitiable. 
That’s what I enjoy about the book se-
ries as a whole. Almost every character 
has hidden depths. Almost everyone 
can gain the reader’s sympathy (except 
Cersei and Joffery, of course.) The se-
ries and book deserves all the praise it 
receives and sets the rest of the series 
up for some major plot points. Hope-
fully we won’t have to wait fi ve years 
again. 

“A Song of Fire and Ice” 
Was Well Worth the Wait
By Alex Kelso
STAFF MYSTIC

George Martin’s New Book in His 
Fantasy Series Doesn’t Dissappoint 
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Who: Japanther, The So So Glos, Fort 
Lean, Doldrums, Me You Us Them
Where: Cameo Gallery, Brooklyn
When: Wednesday, October 19, 
7:30PM
How Much: $8
Why: Known for their devoted and 
disorderly crowd, Japanther is a 
band that doesn’t dick around. If you 
love to mosh with people who love 
to mosh, Japanther will show you a 
damn good time. Their sound incor-
porates rudimentary punk elements 
with stylistic fl air, so you can’t help 
but jump in and join the rest of the 
crowd (which tends to be one large 
pit). While the show is 21+, we know 
you have a fake ID, so fucking use it.

Who: Double Dagger, AIDS Wolf, 
Zomes
Where: Death By Audio, Brooklyn
When: Thursday, October 20, 8PM
How Much: We’re not really sure, but 
probably cheap.
Why: Double Dagger is known for 
being in your face. Playing on the 
fl oor with the audience, they remove 
the typical band-audience barrier 
and force you to become a part of 
the show. Though often compared 
to original DC hardcore and various 
punk, indie and grunge bands, this 
band has a sound that is completely 
their own. That being said, DD is 
disbanding and this is their second to 
last show before they conclude their 
last-ever tour in Baltimore the next 
day. So if you want to appreciate a 
sound that you likely won’t ever hear 
again and a show you won’t forget, 
make your way down to Brooklyn on 
the 20th.

Who: GWAR, Every Time I Die, Ghoul
Where: Irving Plaza, 17 Irving Place
When: Sunday, October 23, 7PM
How Much: $29.50
Why: Do you know what GWAR is? 
You don’t? Really? Wow, I thought 
everyone knew what GWAR was. Ok…
imagine a bunch of scantily clad orcs 
playing music that kind of resembles 
metal? Or something that’s kind 
of like metal. And there are lots of 
spikes involved…and a fake ejaculat-
ing penis that shoots the crowd with 
sticky liquid (???). And …just go on 
YouTube.

“No, not the city.”
I must’ve said this at least ten times 

before seeing the band Beirut on Sep-
tember 21st at Terminal 5 for the fi rst 
of their two sold-out New York shows. 
Apparently many of our classmates are 
both very gullible and unknowledge-
able about their prominent, polka-style 
hipster bands. 

The band, deceptively from New 
Mexico, sounds like they were raised in 
the aftermath of a French street carni-
val, a unique mix of joyous instrumen-
tals and lead singer Zack Condon’s 
morose tenor weaving nonsensical sto-
ry lines. Formed in 2006, the band’s 
fourth LP Rip Tide came out earlier this 
year to solid, well-deserved reviews. 
The band has expanded its infl uences 
since its fi rst release, incorporating 
more Latin infl uences than its previous 
signature Balkan-folk sound of earlier 
releases. The shift paid off well, espe-
cially for a live show. 

But be-
fore that, 
the band’s 
t e c h n i -
cal ability 
needs to be 
p r a i s e d 
as it so 
r i g h t f u l l y 
deser ves . 
The six-
piece band 
of Beirut 
sounds like 
a sympho-
ny on their 
albums and 
the sound 
doesn’t fall 
short of ex-
pectations 
at all live, which is extremely impres-
sive. Each member, with the excep-
tion of drummer Nick Petree, switched 
instruments between virtually every 
song. Condon would transfer between 
singing and trumpet on every song, 

once or twice switching to ukulele or 
piano. The lead trumpeter Kelly Pratt 
would swap mid-song to glockenspiel 
then pull out a french horn then sing 
the harmony, trombonist Ben Lanz 
would switch to tuba, accordion player 
Perrin Cloutier to piano, bassist Paul 
Collins from electric bass to upright. 

These guys know their stuff.
The band’s obvious talent with 

their alternating upbeat and emotional 
songs made for a great audience expe-
rience, despite a fellow Fordham stu-
dent, who I affectionately nicknamed 
Drunk Backpack Kid, who had a habit 
of continually leaning against me. He 

did, however, make it through the en-
tirety of the show while singing every 
word to every song, and his exuber-
ance was equaled if not exceeded by 
the other show-goers. 

Beirut is a band whose songs in-

dividually stand strong next to each 
other, and every song played received 
the response usually reserved for a fa-
vorite one. Part of the reason for the 
audience reaction was the band’s own 
enthusiasm for everything they played. 
No one phoned it in, each member was 
respectively killing it on each (or many) 
of their individual instruments. By this 
point in their career, they are adept at 
mixing the various sounds and instru-
ments to create something truly capti-
vating and interesting. The three horns 
never sound blaring, the changing in-
struments never superfl uous. 

By the end, the excitement from 
the crowd along with the awesome 
talent of the band drove them to play 
not one, but two encores. During the 
fi rst encore, they played an impressive 
four songs, including a stylized version 
of “My Night With the Prostitute from 
Marseilles” which contained some sur-
prising tuba solos that shockingly got 

people dancing the hardest they 
had all night. 

After the fi rst encore, as I start-
ed to weave my way out, the crowd 
was still not moving. Literally, I was 
the only person trying to leave. Re-
signed, I stayed for another minute 
until against all belief and expe-
rience, Condon walked out with 
ukulele in hand saying, “Give me 
a minute. You guys played us dry!” 
Needless to say, people lost their 
respective shit. He eventually broke 
into a fantastic solo of “The Penal-
ty” and brought out the rest of the 
band halfway through.

While walking onto the stage, 
Collins yelled, “This is the best show 
we’ve ever played! Thank you New 
York!” I have no factual evidence 
to back this up, but it’s extremely 

likely that this statement was true. 
Instruments were traded, spit 

valves were emptied, and Beirut 
rocked. If ever you get the experience 
to see a tuba solo, whatever the con-
text, I’d highly recommend it.

“Instruments were 
traded, spit valves were 
emptied, and Beirut 
rocked.”

Beirut: A Sensational Indie-Rock Band All the 
Way from the Middle East (But Not Really)
By Valerie Heinmets
STAFF PROSTITUTE FROM MAR-
SEILLES

Deceptively-Named New 
Mexico Band Plays Terminal 5

Beirut in Beirut. SO meta.
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Tiest-OHMYGOD
OH MY GOD OH MY GOD OH MY GOD 
OH MY GOD OH MY GOD OH MY GOD

By Erika Loberg
STAFF OHMYGOD

Far from the days when rock bands 
melted faces and an epic guitar solo 
was the best thing imaginable, a 
new genre of music is slowly creep-
ing towards center stage. Electronic 
dance music (or as some ignorantly 
call it “techno”) is pumping through 
the speakers and making an impact 
on the musical taste of our genera-
tion. Although electronic music is not 

necessarily new, its popularity has re-
cently increased dramatically. Walk-
ing through campus, murmurs of Avicii 
or Kaskade can constantly be heard, 
where as before Drake and Lil Wayne 
were common topics of conversation. 
Now, what is it with this music, also 
known as house music, that has ev-
eryone turning the speakers up? Who 

knows! Originally, when I was fi rst intro-
duced to this music, I was completely 
against it, turned off by the long intros, 
lack of lyrics and liberal mindset of the 
producers. But after much persuasion, 
I opened my mind to the idea of elec-
tronic music. Although untraditional, it 
has the positive vibe and excitement 
that so many crave. It is upbeat and 
catchy, forcing even the least likely 
people to tap their foot or raise their 
hands to the beat. I can’t get enough 
of it. It is the only thing blasting through 
my speakers and I constantly feel the 
urge to dance. I quickly abandoned my 
previous love of hip-hop music, leaving 
the explicit lyrics behind and adopting 
a liking for an instrumental fl ow. 

As soon as I got past the mental 
block of accepting and liking house 
music, I quickly opened up to the idea 
of going to see one of these DJs play. 
I had always heard people gush about 
how awesome the shows were and I 
wanted to experience one for myself. A 
little over a week ago, my best friend 
and I saw Tiesto at Syracuse University 
on his College Invasion Tour. First off, 
let me tell you I am not one of those 
people who love concerts. Normally, I 
always seem to leave somewhat unhap-
py, either because of the overcrowded 

s t a n d i n g 
room or some 
old lady telling 
me to be quiet 
because I was 
too loud. I had 
quite the pes-
simistic view 
of live shows 
but Tiesto 
did not disap-
point. Porter 
Robinson, a 
19 -year-o ld 
DJ, opened 
for him. I 
had heard a 
couple of his 
songs and he 
did a pretty 

decent job. But the real show started 
when Tiesto, a 42-year-old from the 
Netherlands, took the stage. The crowd 
erupted when he walked out. For be-
ing a single person on a stage that 
could have held an entire band and 

their equipment, Tiesto held a massive 
presence. He stood behind a DJ booth 
and controlled the entire show single-
handedly. Easily the most memorable 
song of the night was one of his most 
popular and well known, “Escape Me.” 
If you’ve never heard it, come out 
from underneath your rock and google 
it.  The entire two-hour set was mind 
blowing. Tiesto has always focused on 
making his show a performance, and 
he showed off his skills at conduct-
ing a crowd through the use of lights, 
confetti and fog. The lights pulsed in 
tempo with the beat as Tiesto mixed 
it. For his huge drops, fog would burst 
out from along the stage. In his fi nale, 
Tiesto dropped billions of pieces of pa-
per confetti on the surprised crowd, 
setting the place off. This truly was one 
of the most unbelievable shows I have 
ever seen and I was completely in awe 
of the whole art of it. 

As my adrenaline began to subside, 

I replayed the entire night of events in 
my mind and compared it to my experi-
ence of electronic dance music itself. 
Looking back on previous concerts I 
have attended, I noticed a completely 
different focus for the show. Concerts 
always seemed to be defi ned by the 
LIVE music, whether it is a band or a 
singer. People go to watch the artists’ 
talent displayed on stage in front of an 
audience. I would never have consid-
ered a DJ playing music a concert, or 
even anything worth paying to go see! 
But as I became a fan of dance music, 
I discovered a whole new art of music 
that I never realized existed. These 

DJs are masterminds working behind 
a computer program to create music. 
They mix different sounds and beats, 
occasionally with vocals, with their own 
ears as the judge. In this sense, these 
DJs are a new form of artist; an artist 
who creates to inspire dancing, energy, 
and atmosphere. On top of this, one 
of their shows is a work of art in itself. 
Precisely planned lights and stage ef-
fects, strategically programmed in 
tempo with the music, creates an un-
forgettable experience that no singer 
can produce by her vocal chords alone. 
Tiesto is the perfect example of this 
musical artistry. I’ve never been to a 
show where the crowd was more in-
vested in the performance, hanging on 
his every move and mix. It’s what the 
crowd craves, and these DJs are go-
ing to give the people what they want. 
I tried to fi ght the inevitable, but I had 
no choice but to put my hands up and 
accept the musical revolution shaking 
our generation.

“The crowd erupted when 
he walked out. For be-
ing a single person on a 
stage that could have held 
an entire band and their 
equipment, Tiesto held a 
massive presence.”

“I have literally no idea how 
to play these.”
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The Roots and The Hold Steady Rock Out on the USS Intrepid
By Caitlin Ramiro
STAFF INTREPID JOURNALIST

Tariq “Black Thought” Trotter has been the 
frontman of the Roots since he and drummer 
Ahmir Khalib Thompson, better known as 
Questlove, co-founded the band (a drummer/
MC duo known as the Square Roots) in 1987. 
All these years later, he effortlessly spits out 
the lyrics to each song without even appear-
ing to take a breath.

Celebrating his birthday, “Captain” 
Kirk Douglas was really getting 
into his performance. He backed 
up Black Thought’s raps with soul-
ful vocals and joined the rest of 
the band in synchronized dancing 
throughout the set. The crowd sang 
an impromptu “Happy Birthday” to 
him when he came over to hand the 
set list to a lucky fan.

The Hold Steady’s Springsteen-
esque singalong songs fi t per-
fectly into their quick 40-minute 
set. It was suddenly clear who 
was just there to see the warm-
up band because we were all in 
the front row dancing our asses 
off. When they departed the 
stage, the only complaint was: 
“It’s over?”

Even just opening at a 
concert, Craig Finn’s 
energy is through the 
roof (or the tarp in this 
case). He points to let 
you know he’s singing 
every word directly to 
you and does his goofy 
wiggle/dance because 
he is just downright 
gleeful. He’s a geeky 
middle-aged man, but 
he’s also a rockstar.

Photos By Chloe Rickert
STAFF DSLR

When you combine The Roots, Hold 
Steady and a New York City space mu-
seum, you can only expect ridiculous 
amounts of awesomeness. Needless 
to say, the party at The Intrepid disap-
pointed only those who failed to attend.

 When I fi rst heard of the free and 
not so publicized event, I grew a little 
skeptical. I mean, come on. The Roots 
for free? That is as unheard of as extra 

credit in college. In order to guarantee 
myself admission, I arrived two hours 
before doors open. I have never been 
to The Intrepid, but the place fulfi lled 
my ideal concert venue dreams. Even 
Madison Square garden couldn’t com-
pare to this stage; I stood on the gigan-
tic Intrepid ship/airplane hangar which 
provided a surround view of the lovely 
New York City lights. 

Upon entering the stage, The Roots 
emitted the most positive, feel good 

vibes; their performance compensated 
for the 4/5 hour wait. With their touch 
of rock, soulful and jazzy type rap, The 
Roots have always been a good “mid-
dle-ground” band for rock fans but not 
-so-avid rap fans like myself. They fi lled 
the entire venue with electric energy, 
compelling everyone in the audience 
to sway with their music. From an au-
dience standpoint, you could tell how 
passionate each member felt about 
their music. Oh, and did I mention how 

dope Questlove’s afro is in person? 
The Roots played classics like “You 

Got Me” and “Seed 2.0” and then 
switched to covers that ranged from 
Beyonce to Bon Jovi, proving how ver-
satile they can be. The Roots are pretty 
damn incredible, which explains why 
they still continue to thrive in the music 
business. If you have never listened to 
The Roots, drop your Little Wayne re-
cord, and do your quality-rap deprived 
ears a favor by giving them a try.
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Terra Nova
If you can sit through the entire 2 hour pre-

miere of Terra Nova, you might as well continue 
to watch for a few more episodes to see if it gets 
any better. Otherwise, two whole hours of your life 
have been spent watching dinosaur animation 
worse than that of Jurassic Park. I really wanted 
this to be good in a Planet Earth-plus-dinosaurs 
way, but it’s really just a bunch of horrible per-
formances by unknown actors in front of bad 
green-screen shots. Intiguing parts that may have 
me hooked: possible alien invasion conspiracies, 
young kids running off into the jungle to make 

Jurassic moonshine. (Mondays 
at 8 on FOX).

Should You Watch It: 
No. See: Game of Thrones.

Pam Am
Pam Am is the better of the two Mad Men knock-

offs this season, but it still isn’t phenomenal. Christi-
na Ricci kills it, as per usual, and it’s fairly historically 
accurate, except that the entire crew is young and 
beautiful. It appeals to those who like their period 
dramas full of cool costuming and young hot people 
with relationship drama, only with a slightly more nu-
anced plot. Minor props for not making the 60s look 
utopian. Weird but possibly workable plotline: the 
stewardess-as-spy. (Sundays at 10 on ABC).

Should You Watch It: Not sayin’ no, not sayin’ 
yes.

Playboy Club
60’s are the new vampires of TV; ubiqui-

tous and soon-to-be tired. Sigh. Playboy Club 
wasn’t terrible—lots of sexiness, cool costumes 
and a mob plotline—but it was all fun and no 
intelligence. It paints the 60s as hedonous 
with little ties to reality outside of the Chicago 
underworld. It’s not a bad show, per se, it just 
had more potential than this. (Mondays at 10 
on NBC).

Should You Watch It: No. See: Boardwalk 
Empire.

Louie
Comedian Louis C.K.’s foray into the small screen 

is just as hilarious as his stand-up. It’s got the 
standup-cum-plotline of Seinfeld with the real-life 
feel of Curb Your Enthusiam, but a lot dryer and more 
believable. It just wrapped the second season, but 
don’t worry about watching it sequentially; much like 
it’s aforementioned predecessors, it can easily be 
watched randomly and out of order. (Reruns on FX)

TV! We all like it, most of us watch it. But with so many choices, what do you even watch these days? 
Well... we were going to tell you about the cool new shows for 2011, but sadly, most of the premiering shows 
kinda blow. So instead, we gave you brief breakdowns of those minor failures and then better, slightly older 
shows to watch instead. See how thoughtful we are? Yeah, yeah. We know. Thank us when your brains turn 
to mush, dweebs.

Whitney
The Internet hates Whitney Cummings. It hasn’t always 

been this way: Way back before her “Men are like this…
women are like this!” ad campaign covered every bus and 
subway stop in this city, the Internet and I were at the very 
least a little fond of her stand up.  However, the transition 
from her stand up, which lewdly parodies the War of The 
Sexes tropes, to a sitcom, has been disasterous. Consider 
the lame ad “Whoever invented morning sex forgot about 
morning breath.” This derives from her stand up bit in 
which Whitney says that she hates morning sex so much, 
she microwaves up a cantaloupe in the morning and tricks 
her boyfriend into fucking it. Yup. (Thursdays at 9:30 on 
NBC)
Should You Watch It: Nope.

Anderson
Anderson Cooper is a renowned journalist, 

Vanderbilt heir, and beautiful man. Every time 
I would watch him schmoozing with Congo 
refugees or righteously yelling about injustices 
after Hurricane Katrina, I wondered How well 
can he determine the difference between store-
bought and homemade baked goods? Is he 
friends with Sarah Jessica Parker? Does he fi nd 
spinach icky? With Cooper’s daytime talk show, 
these questions AND MORE are answered in an 
thrillingly campy way. Thanks, Anderson. (4pm 
daily on WPIX 11).

You should watch this.

Boardwalk Empire
Pure HBO gold. It just entered its second season, so 

you have time to read a synopsis online and watch the fi rst 
episode (and maybe download/Netfl ix the fi rst season to 
catch you up). Produced by Scorsesee and Mark Wahlberg, 
starring Steve Buscemi in his best role ever, this  outlines 
the start of 20s gangster mobs. Plus booze smuggling. Pro-
hibiton is always cool. (Sundays at 9 on HBO)

Game of Thrones
This show has more nudity than any show, ever. 

Even if it didn’t it still totally kicks ass. Medieval fi c-
tional land with warring families and epic battles. Not 
to mention one main character is a royal midget ge-
nius and another is a hot girl descendent of dragons. 
Anyone who’s ever liked Lord of the Rings will jizz all 
over this show. It’s only 10 episodes; plenty of time to 
catch up before next season in the spring. (HBO GO; 
illegal Internet streaming; ) Extreme Couponing

No television program appeals to my niche interests quite 
as much as Extreme Couponing. I love a title that tells you 
everything you need to know about a program. I love steal-
ing from our corporate overlords by buying full price products 
at very reduced prices. I hate sports but love strategy. I love 
TLC’s “freak-show-billed-as-educational-TV” genre. On Ex-
treme Couponing, I’ve seen a self-proclaimed “Coupon Diva” 
buy $600 worth of groceries for three dollars and a room the 
size of my apartment stacked with toilet paper. (Wednesdays 
at 10 on TLC; reruns all the time)

Parks & Rec
Why isn’t everyone watching Parks & 

Rec? Does America still think that it is a 
spinoff of The Offi ce, because Parks & 
Rec has been out-doing its predecessor 
for at least two seasons. Besides its hi-
larious one-liners, cast of comedy super-
heros (including the very-famous Aziz An-
sari, Rob Lower, and Amy Pohler and the 
pretty-famous Rashida Jones, Chris Pratt, 
and Aubrey Plaza), this show has what 
my mom calls “a good heart.” Oh, yeah, 
and it has Ron Fucking Swanson. Season 
3 just started; catch episodes Thursdays 
on NBC or Hulu the next day. (Thursdays 
at 8:30 on NBC).

J
a
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On September 18, Fordham’s 
Rachel Dougherty arrived at Oc-
cupy Wall Street hub Zuccotti 
Park with a plan. She gave each 
protestor a notecard and a single 
instruction: “Write the words ‘I 
want’ followed by a short descrip-
tion of what brought you to the oc-
cupation.” This photoessay is the 
result. For her article, see page 
3. For more photos, notecards, 
and audio recordings, check out 

fupaper.wordpress.com.
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year-old Brooklyn band, They Might 
Be Giants. Yes, the Johns have been 
making music together since 1982. If 
a band stays together that long, they 
fi t into one of two categories: they’re 
internationally recognized superstars 
who’ve been recording constantly 
and touring stadiums, or a band with 
a “cult” following. Their latest album 
is even called Join Us, for God’s sake. 
However, TMBG do not recruit fans into 
their cult; they’re more of a musical in-
stitution that has always been there. 
The problem with being an institution 
is that people regularly become excited 
and disenfranchised with it in a rela-
tively short stretch of time. 

How does a mid-level band stay 
afl oat for such a long time? First of all, 
they take songwriting cues from War-
ren Zevon and Randy Newman. That is, 
they tell stories better than a lot of nov-
elists, they’re not afraid to abandon va-
garies, and are capable of using words 
that have more than three syllables. 
They Might Be Giants are a lot more 
Ginsberg than they are Whitman. Sec-
ond, they can write amazing pop melo-
dies. You will surely be singing songs 
like “Experimental Film” and “Ana Ng” 
for days (in my case, weeks) after you 
hear them, and your brain forces you to 
click skip back. But most importantly, 
they stay mid-level. Look to the recent 
break-up of REM: they were once on 
pace to be as big as U2, a band eas-
ily selling out stadiums thirty years 
after appearing on the music scene. 
However, when they called it quits, 
the world let out a collective “meh.” 

TMBG have a strong following nation-
ally, some who’ve been following them 
since their platinum-selling Flood. For 
them, the new record will make a great 
addition to their already extensive col-
lection: this is TMBG’s fi fteenth studio 
album.  

Unfortunately, Join Us produces 
only a solid effort. Although every song 
has great melody and song structure, 
most fall a bit fl at. 
The exception is 
“Canajoharie,” which 
sounds like a more 
uptempo and educat-
ed Jayhawks song. 
Although the hit fac-
tor may be missing, 
the boys have not 
lost any of their wit 
or wordplay over the 
years. At times in-
spired (“Can’t Keep 
Johnny Down,” “Old Pine Box”), the 
lyrics behoove the listener to actually 
listen to the words (and, perhaps, to 
even contemplate them). However, on 
a closer listen, some songs devolve 
into simply listing off proper nouns, like 
the throwaway track “You Don’t Like 
Me” at the album’s tail end. However, 
while they’ve been whetting their lyrical 
skill, they’ve let their musical weapons 
in the same condition; here’s to hoping 
they don’t rust and 
snap in battle one 
day. This is a great 
band with great po-
tential for hits, as 
they’ve proven time 
and time again, but 
this effort falters. In 
short, there’s no “Is-
tanbul Not Constan-
tinople,” “The Meso-
potamians,” or even 
“Boss of Me” (also 
known as the theme 
to Malcolm in the Middle). This album 
has a smidge too much novelty, and by 
the end of the album, it becomes less 
endearing and more grating. 

 

Lil’ B
Black Flame
Adam Dixon

First of all, I want to say thank you 
Based God for gracing us with yet an-
other mixtape. We are not worthy. 
Honestly, I have  nothing bad to say 
about the Based God. Am I biased? I 

guess. But, I honestly 
think Lil’ B is one of 
the most important 
things to happen to 
hip-hop in the past 
decade. His infl u-
ence can be seen in 
all of today’s new up 
and coming rappers, 
even Tyler the Cre-
ator. Lil’ B is swag, 
he is the Based God, 
he is Jesus, and he 

looks like J.K. Rowling (which is, coin-
cidentally, why your bitch sucked his 
dick). 

But all joking aside Lil’ Boss is nse-
rious business. I don’t care if he has 
hundreds of songs about fucking your 
bitch, and if he has an album called 
“I’m Gay”. I don’t care if you think he 
sucks. But anyway let me get into this 
review.

Now this is a mixtape, so technical-
ly its not really an album. But I wanted 

to review so I could 
spread the message 
of being based. Lil’ 
B is literally decon-
structing hip-hop 
and mocking the en-
tire culture that sur-
rounds  hip-hop

Lil’ B is a Dadaist 
rapper, and he’s not 
afraid to work at the 
periphery of sense 
and meaning.  He  

puts out music, and most of his music 
is meaningless like track 11, “Logged 
In”, but he also puts out rare songs. 
Songs that are lyrically strong and bril-
liant like track 9, “Fuckin Wit Da Fiens”. 
You can say that Lil’ B is bad, but again 
I will disagree with you. He has com-
pletely deconstructed the meaning of 
hip-hop. He treats his music like a joke 
because everyone else who is out right 
now is a joke. The biggest names in hip 
hop are all jokes. Just look at Eminem. 
How can anyone take Eminem seri-
ously? They rap about absurd stuff and 
try to pass it off, at least Lil’ B is being 

Word search puzzles allow you to 
fool yourself into thinking that 

you’re spending your time wisely and 
intellectually, when you’re really do-
ing absolutely nothing. You don’t learn 
any new vocabulary words, you can’t 
deduce clever and witty hints, you 
just stare at them until you see what 
you want. Music is suprisingly just like 
word-search puzzles, though I’m not 
entirely sure why. Regardless, we have 
some pretty nifty reviews for you here 
at earwax., including Black Flame, the 
highly-experimental Dada hip-hop al-
bum that doesn’t get nearly enough at-
tention, the much-awaited They Might 
Be Giants album, Join Us, and River 
City Extension’s The Unmistakable 
Man and its “fusion of everything from 
mariachis to sea chanty’s.” In light of 
recent events, we’ve also included an 
emergency list of not dubstep that you 
can listen to once you realize how in-
credibly unoriginal and pointless that 
inferior genre is. So insert your ear-
buds, crank your ipod volume all the 
way clockwise, and destroy your inner 
ear, because by the time you’re old and 
disgusting they’ll have technology for 
that anyway:

They Might Be Giants
Join Us
Connor O’Brien

Now that children have fi nally 
stopped hogging John Flansburgh and 
John Linnell, we fi nally get another 
“adult” album from the nearly thirty-
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honest. 

Anyway back to the album, it sounds 
just any of Lil’ B’s other mixtapes. And 
that is not a bad thing; every beat used 
on this album is some next level shit. 
Track 8, “ I Go the Hardest”, sounds 
like an old Manny Fresh beat. It’s too 
bad Manny Fresh left Cash Money, they 
really suck now. Fuck Drake, I can’t be-
lieve Wheel-Chair Jimmy is a rapper. 
Oh God, we need Lil’ B now more than 
ever. 

Overall this is a good mixtape, the 
perfect balance between based swag 
and serious raw hip hop has fi nally 
been achieved. This guy’s real, and 
not in the suburban-thirteen-year-olds 
-appreciate-me-at-school-dances com-
mercial real. All I have to say is, Thank 
You Based God, this mixtape was just 
as good as Blue Flame and Red Flame. 

River City Extension
The Unmistakable Man
Tom Gardinier

This is the sophomore effort of 
River City Extension, and compared 
to Nautical Sabbatical, their fi rst al-
bum, it seems the 
band has really so-
lidifi ed and found 
their sound. The 
fi rst album seemed 
a bit rushed but on 
The Unmistakable 
Man all the tracks 
play with a slower 
confi dence that can 
be tough to feel in 
bands today. When 
listening to RCE one 
can honestly tell that 
they’ve now got their collective shit to-
gether and are really intent on making 
music that will please you and your ear-
organs. 

The fi rst two tracks essentially just 
ooze this kind of cool confi dence; by 
the third track you’re expecting this 
feeling to coast through the album, 

when all of a sudden “Something 
Salty, Something Sweet” hits you like a 
sledgehammer. It’s happy, upbeat, and 
tastefully applies both bongo drums 
and trumpet cues. This is followed up 
by “South for the Winter”—the opening 
on this track tones it way back only to 
come back strong, though a bit darker 
than “Something Salty”. “South for the 
Winter” is a bit more rock-oriented, 
while the rest of the album leans more 
towards the folk side. Also, it’s probably 
apposite to mention that they have a 
cello integrated into all of the songs, 
and it’s dope as hell.  

The album, as a whole, also fl ows 
with amazing dexterity from one song 
to the next—while the songs are not in 
fact continuous, the album as a whole 
gives you a feeling of continuity. The 
5th track on the album is just as up-
beat as “Something Salty, Something 
Sweet”, and makes a great transition 
into the second part of the album. 
The second part is a bit more woven 
with some downer-type material, but 
the lows make the highs even higher, 
and this album fi nishes strong. I sug-
gest listening to this all in one sitting 
and in the order that was intended by 
the band—listening to just one track 
is not going to do it for you; the album 
was written and recorded as a unifi ed 
whole, and needs to be appreciated as 
such. 

When I fi rst heard River City Ex-
tension, it was one song that I really 
couldn’t even identify for you even if 
a disgruntled man-eating hatt were 
to ask me. And that’s too bad, cause 
it was a great song and it begat my 
obsession with this band. But I guess 

this just proves my 
point: on listening to 
the album as a whole 
The Unmistakable 
Man is fantastic. The 
songs don’t neces-
sarily lead into each 
other as much as 
they build off of each 
other. 

And it’s also 
worth mentioning 
that the band is just 

as good live as they are in the studio—
which is (at least for me) refreshing. 
The lyricism throughout the album is 
stellar. I just can’t say enough good 
things about this album, and I could 
sit here and tell you pretty decent rea-
sons for why you should listen to this 
band, and then make some sort of for-

not dubstep.
So I think we can all agree that dubstep is pretty bad and needs to die. It’s not that there’s 

anything wrong with dance music, but when the attention it gets eclipses the better electronica 
artists out there, we need to control it. Also, shit, it all sounds the same: you can’t have much 
originality when every bass wobble is exactly the same— every video on youtube has the same 
overplayed distortions, it’s just masturbatory. And now give this a listen:

Human After All – Daft Punk

This song is a complete celebration of humanity, and Daft Punk is really fucking cool. Their 
style is almost minimalistic, but this song keeps it together with carefully woven melodies. 
They’re god music robots from outer space. 

Waking Up From the American Dream - Deadmau5

I kn ow, Deadmau5 sucks. He sold out like a bitch and started producing pop dubstep shit. But 
deep under the stupid cult of 16 year olds with deadmau5 masks, there’s a  good artist. This 
song is experimental, it’s really crazy. He creates a storyline with melodies, and guides the 
listeners emotions like a bard. It’s zen as hell. 

Mescaline – 1200 mics

This is probably best for zen prophet Navajo indians, but its psytrance that everyone can enjoy. 
Let this music take you away, and awaken; it sounds awesome. 

No Turn Unstoned — Shpongle

Shpongle is probably the coolest band that’s ever existed. Their live shows are unreal (look at this 
song’s video on youtube), and their highly experimental. This is like avante garde art rock shit, 
like grateful dead jams but using the medium of electronic. And it works, go now.   

Parachute’s Ending— Birdy Nom Nom

Ok so you need to watch this video on youtube immediately. If nothing else, please watch this, 
it’s the most psychically stimulating music video of All Time.  

mal appeal to your logic and such or I 
could just tell you that this is defi nitely 
fi ve q-tips, fi ve and a half if that could 
ever even happen. And you should get 
up, take a brief repose from reading 
this fi ne scholarly journal, go to your 
computer, fi re up your music acquiring 
method of choice and acquire the hell 
out of this album. At the very least you 
will never regret it. Ever.
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