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By Sean Bandfi eld
STAFF FIRST RESPONSE-R

According to traditional 
Calvinist Christianity, God cre-
ated the world having already 
chosen those souls that will 
enjoy an eternity of Heavenly 
residence – known as the elect 
- and those that will perish for-
ever in the fi res of Hell. Rick 
Perry might or might not accept 
this doctrine of Predestination, 
but his political concubines are 
hopeful that he will reign victo-
rious in an election of a different 
sort.

Rick Perry has all of the req-
uisite features to be a darling of 
Christian Conservatives from 
sea to parting sea. Born to hum-
ble beginnings in Paint Creek, 
Texas, Perry grew up with little 
money and even less running 
water, doing what he could on 
his father’s farm to help his 
family scrape a life together; 
after a largely isolated child-
hood – in which his principal 
sources of leisure were “school, 
church, and Boy Scouts” – Per-
ry graduated from Texas A&M, 
became a pilot in the Air Force, 
and started a career in politics, 
eventually serving as Governor 
for longer than any incumbent 
in the history of Texas.  

Political differences aside, 
I think our country would be 
much better off if we all had 
such initiative, and it’s without 
irony that I say that Rick Perry, 
in this regard at least, strikes 
me as a respectable, self-made 
man. The problem is that, with 
his Presidential campaign under 
way, he seems all too willing to 
join forces with delusional ped-
dlers of theological garbage. 

Anyone with even a passing 
familiarity with American poli-
tics will have recognized a very 
visible percentage of conserva-
tives whose political opinions 
and actions are inseparable from 
an unshakable and often funda-

mentalist devotion to the Chris-
tian faith. When it comes to Rick 
Perry, though, the infl uence of 
the broader Christian Right is 
less the issue. Rather, what’s 
worrisome is Perry’s connection 
with an especially conservative 
and politically motivated soci-
ety of Christians. The term “Do-
minionism” has been used to 
refer to this brand of Christian 
ideology – but that’s not a term 
I wish to embrace here. Rather, 
regardless of what we choose to 
call those Christians with whom 
Perry has been associating, the 
more pressing issue is what 
role those 
Christians 
expect Per-
ry to play 
should he 
become 
President, 
and wheth-
er Perry 
shares their 
ideas.

On Au-
gust 6th of 
this past 
summer, 
Rick Perry 
addressed 
a crowd 
of over 
30,000 
Christians 
at “The 
Response,” a massive prayer 
event coordinated between him 
and the eminently disturbed 
American Family Association. 
Standing abreast of Perry were 
Charles Lewis Jackson and 
Alice Patterson; Jackson is a 
conservative activist with a pen-
chant for attracting black voters 
towards Republican candidates 
of his theological approval, and 
is a familiar face among Glenn 
Beck’s circle of commentators; 
Patterson is also an activist – 
one who unapologetically seeks 
to “mobilize governmental 

prayer,” and whose latest book 
forwards her hypothesis that the 
Democratic party is controlled 
by Satan (seriously). 

Perry’s recent past holds 
more troubling facts. In 2009, 
pastors Tom Schlueter and Bob 
Lang visited the governor in the 
Texas state Capitol, express-
ing their belief that Texas has 
a transformative role to play in 
a paradigmatic shift in Ameri-
can culture, and that Perry will 
be important in leading that 
charge. Last April, Perry used 
his position as governor to is-
sue an offi cial proclamation 

for three days of prayer, in the 
hopes that the piety of faith-
ful Texans would alleviate the 
state’s worst drought since the 
1930’s. Though hardly in the 
spirit of church and state sepa-
ration, such an action is not 
without precedent in Texas; for 
Perry, however, it was without 
results. 

The exact nature of Perry’s 
relationship with these particu-
larly zealous friends is diffi cult 
to determine because of the 
nebulous way in which they op-
erate; in addition to Dominion-

ism, reporters have been paying 
attention to a closely related 
movement within Evangelical 
Christianity known as the New 
Apostolic Reformation, or NAR. 
More of a sociopolitical inter-
pretation of Christian responsi-
bility than a proper denomina-
tion in its own right, the NAR is 
like a network of interconnected 
churches, pastors, and activists; 
although they might differ as 
to their particular confessions 
of faith, they generally share a 
desire to see Christianity per-
vade cultural and governmental 
institutions in anticipation of 

the end times 
– the cata-
clysmic last 
era of human 
civilization 
preceding the 
Apocalypse. 
Alice Pat-
terson and 
C.L. Jack-
son espouse 
NAR ideals, 
and Thomas 
Muthee – 
the Wasilla 
preacher who 
“anointed” 
Sarah Palin 
in the now fa-
mous internet 
video – has 
been connect-

ed with the movement. A host 
of NAR regulars – names like 
Mike Bickle and John Benefi el 
- helped facilitate Perry’s “Re-
sponse” prayer rally, though the 
record of specifi c endorsers has 
suspiciously been erased from 
the offi cial website (www.there-
sponseusa.com). 

It’s easy for those of us on 
the East Coast to want to be 
gentle with the religious beliefs 
of presidential candidates; re-
ligion is an intensely personal 
thing, and many people in our 
part of the country recognize a 

distinction between religious 
life and political life. This is an 
understandable position to take, 
but it falters when applied to 
the type of religion that seeks to 
overpower competing beliefs; 
it’s one thing to keep your reli-
gion personal – but quite anoth-
er to strive for its synthesis with 
government. 

I’m perfectly willing to be-
lieve that Rick Perry is not as 
lost in the fringes as many of 
the people he’s been associating 
with; in fact, it seems more like-
ly that his has been an exercise 
in pandering to a certain elector-
ate. He certainly thinks his cam-
paign can gain momentum if he 
plays nice with far-out Christian 
fi gures and their far-reaching in-
fl uences, and he might in fact be 
succeeding. 

Regardless, Perry is earn-
ing the loyalty of religious fun-
damentalists with visions of an 
America that should be of con-
cern to us. The world of fun-
damentalist Evangelical Chris-
tianity is an alien one for most 
of us, but it’s one where there 
simply isn’t a distinction be-
tween matters of god and mat-
ters of government; Evangeli-
cal beliefs can have signifi cant 
impacts on foreign policy, es-
pecially regarding interactions 
with Israel, a nation that holds 
particular religious signifi cance 
to many fundamentalist Chris-
tians. If a candidate’s religious 
beliefs, or indebtedness to reli-
gious organizations, could com-
promise the soundness of his or 
her decisions, then those issues 
are not immune from criticism. 
If Perry’s allegiances are at all 
sincere, then his beliefs about 
religion could very well be of 
equal importance as his beliefs 
about economic, social, and ex-
ecutive matters; in fact, Perry 
might see them all as one. We 
would do well to think seriously 
about this, and vote accordingly.

On the mainstream signifi cance of  GOP front-runner Rick 
Perry’s pandering to fundamentalist Evangelical Christians

“If English was good enough 
for Jesus Christ, is oughta be 
good enough for the children 
of Texas” -Former Texas Gov. 
Ma Ferguson
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By Gibson Merrick
STAFF NEIL POSTMAN

On the otherwise calm and 
sunny morning of September 
12, 2011, The Offi cial Jour-
nal of the American Academy 
of Pediatrics declared war on 
Spongebob Squarepants fans 
everywhere, 
publishing a 
study that po-
tentially links 
the lively un-
dersea sponge 
to attention-def-
icit problems in 
children. Since 
then, nearly ev-
ery media out-
let has touched 
on the story, 
online or other-
wise, doing their 
best to blow 
up the story as 
big as possible 
and cast the be-
loved show in 
a (potentially!) 
negative light. 
As a diehard fan, I’m here to 
call some bullshit on the whole 
thing.

To see what I mean, Google 
“spongebob study” and just try 
to sift through the twenty-two 
pages of hits. But wade through 
the sensationalized headlines 
and what you won’t see is an 
actual link to the actual report 
(unless you’ve got a half-hour 
to kill looking). If you actu-

ally fi nd the report, you’ll see it 
comes in at just under 4 pages, 
which is about as long as a high 
school lab write up, but okay. 
The study, succinctly titled “The 
Immediate Impact of Different 
Types of Television on Young 
Children’s Executive Function,” 

pits Spongebob Squarepants, 
a “fast-paced” cartoon, against 
Caillou, a “realistic PBS car-
toon about a typical preschool 
boy.” The masterminds behind 
this study, two women from the 
University of Virginia, gath-
ered 60 four-year-olds from 
“families willing to participate 
in research” and split them into 
three groups: some watched 
Spongebob, some Caillou, and 

a control group drew pictures. 
Afterwards, the experiment-
ers performed attention-themed 
tests on the children and took 
notes on who did better. One 
such test, the Delay of Gratifi -
cation, put two plates of gold-
fi sh and marshmallows before 

the toddlers and 
told them they 
could either wait 
an undisclosed 
period of time to 
have 10 pieces, 
or ring a bell 
and have 2 im-
mediately. Ap-
parently, watch-
ing Spongebob 
makes toddlers 
especially antsy 
for snacks of 
the delicious 
variety, be-
cause most rang 
the bell pretty 
quickly. The rest 
of the results 
came in, and 
the ones who 

watched Spongebob demon-
strated a “possibility of lower 
Executive Function, at least im-
mediately after watching such 
shows.” Very impressive, UV. 
Oh, wait, did I mention that the 
children only watched 9 min-
utes of each show before taking 
these tests. You’re totally con-
vinced, am I right?

And so every news outlet 
from Christian Science Moni-

tor (no surprise there) to the NY 
Times began running this story, 
and reactionary parents every-
where probably started switch-
ing to goddamn Caillou, a show 
that can’t even break 3 stars on 
Netfl ix. Sure, most of the stories 
mention the small scale of the 
study, but only briefl y. And I’ve 
yet to hear anyone mention that 
the toddlers who watched the 
“educational” alternative only 
performed marginally better 
than the Spongebob kids, com-
pared to the artsy babies. Stop to 
think for a second and this study 
seems to raise more questions 
than it actually answers. Instead 
of “Is Executive Function im-
mediately affected by watch-
ing Spongebob?” how about 
“Which 
sixty par-
ents ‘will-
ing to par-
ticipate’ in 
the study 
actually 
took these 
women’s 
solicitous 
phone calls, 
and how 
much cash 
did they 
whore out 
their chil-
dren for?” 
Also, why the hell did these sci-
entists only show the toddlers 9 
minute clips of television shows 
that are pre-divided into 11 min-

ute segments? Even better, 11 
minutes be damned, why not go 
balls-out and let the kids watch 
the whole 22 minutes? Just be-
cause a show is “fast-paced” 
doesn’t mean you can’t learn 
shit from it (I personally have 
learned all of my life lessons 
from Spongebob). Don’t be-
lieve me? Track my ass down (I 
drive the Ram Vans on Saturday 
nights) and lets throw down. I’ll 
prove your ass dead wrong.

So here we are, at a cross-
roads, forced to determine what 
our hypothetical children can 
watch on the boob tube. On one 
side, we can let them watch an 
awesome cartoon and develop 
senses of humor and imagi-
nation; on the other, they can 

watch Caillou 
and...I don’t 
know...learn 
to help “di-
rect traffi c,” 
according to 
a Netfl ix de-
scription (se-
riously, look 
that shit up). I 
think I’ll con-
duct my own 
study to see 
how many 9 
minute seg-
ments of Cail-
lou it takes 

before children start repressing 
their childhood. And the write 
up is gonna be 5 pages, so suck 
it, University of Virginia.

Responding to the American Academy of  Pediatrics’ war on Spongebob

By Alexander Jordan
STAFF PARENT TRAP

With the national unem-
ployment rate at 9.1%, college 
graduates, particularly guys 
with ambiguous degrees in 
“that-major-that-has-off-every-
Wednesday,” fi nd any way of 
making fast cash (let alone, 
a salary) that isn’t too illegal 
soon as a viable option.  Sift-
ing through their options, the 
reasoning routed towards a fi nal 
decision starts as: 

Blood donations? Too altru-
istic.    

Graduate school? Too much 
work.    

Sperm banks, a combination 
of free porn and money? Per-
fect.    

Unlike other bodily dona-
tions, age, height, and weight 
are merely the basic regulations 
varying with each cryobank.  
The near three month screen-
ing process also includes family 
medical history, chromosomal 
karyotyping to determine any 
heritable abnormalities, and 
even IQ tests.  

The acceptance rate to the 
best paying sperm banks ends 
up hovering between 5% and 
10%, lower than some Ivy 
League institutions such as 
Harvard, Yale, and 
not Cornell.  Once 
the entire process 
is fi nished and the 
candidate’s gam-
etes are deemed 
suitable, the trans-
action can begin: 
an uncomfortable 
two to thirty min-
utes in a cramped 
bathroom followed 
by viciously avoid-
ing eye contact 
with the nurse 
holding the liq-
uidated genome.  
The idea that one’s 
parental status may 
change is a thought 
occluded by the 
morning’s hang-
over and the weekend’s plans. 

Though for numerous cou-
ples who cannot conceive a 
child of their own, parenthood is 

truly a dream that sperm banks 
can make a reality.  In a recent 
New York Times article, the of-
ten overlooked fact that a single 
donor’s sperm may be used an 

indefi nite number of times un-
veils the growing phenomena of 
“donor families,” groups of half 
siblings ranging from 20 to over 

100 relatives.  Think of Disney’s 
The Parent Trap starring Lind-
say Lohan (pre-cocaine) as two 
long lost sisters who reunite at 
summer camp, except in the do-

nor family friendly 
version, she’s actu-
ally related to ev-
ery other camper.  
Making it even 
easier to fi nd con-
nections, Wendy 
Kramer, who had 
her son through 
a donor, started 
an online record 
called donorsib-
lingregistry.com.  
After registering, 
parents can track 
how many siblings 
their child has, the 
results at times 
alarming.  It’s a 
bit like Match.com 
but in the truly ac-
curate context, as 

in the members literally have 
matching chromosomes. “They 
think their daughter may have a 
few siblings,” Ms. Kramer told 

the New York Times this month, 
“but then they go on our site 
and fi nd out their daughter ac-
tually has 18 brothers and sis-
ters. They’re freaked out. I’m 
amazed that these groups keep 
growing and growing.”

The regulations in the fertil-
ity industry preventing this are 
nonexistent save a few loosely 
defi ned guidelines.  With such 
ambiguity, the sperm banks 
have garnered massive profi ts 
from the multiple eggs fertil-
ized using one donation.  On 
top of fi nancial incongruities, 
the perception of these donor 
children’s defi nition of familial 
bonds and belonging to a cohe-
sive unit has been warped into 
a caricature, fodder for one of 
the New Yorker’s political car-
toons satirizing the grim truth.  
Ethically unstable, the fertility 
industry needs adequate legis-
lation limiting the profi ts ac-
quired through the creation of 
Frankenstein sibling networks 
adulterating the members’ soci-
etal identities and posing likely 
risk for stigmatization. 

 EVERYONE FEELS LIKE FAMILY HERE
the repercussions of sperm donation

After boning over 20,000 
women, Wilt Chamberlain 
might be America’s most 
famous sperm donor

Who are you 
callin’ ADD?

Credit: C Sarah 
Strafford
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By John O’Neill
NEWS CO-EDITOR

Demands for increased ac-
countability in urban education 
are sweeping through the na-
tion as taxpayers are once again 
declaring dissatisfaction with 
decades of failed schools. The 
renewed motivation for reform 
seems driven, at least in part, by 
cost concerns during this time 
of economic recession and fi s-
cal belt-tightening. A new gen-
eration of governors has risen to 
power, proclaiming the oppor-
tunities and cost reducing mea-
sures available in school choice 
and merit pay programs. While 
sincere calls for accountabil-
ity and reform are admirable, 
the city of Atlanta serves as a 
troubling example of the con-
sequences that can come with 
impractical demands for break-
neck improvements in public 
education. 

In 1999, under the leader-
ship of Mayor Shirley Franklin, 
the city of Atlanta embarked on 
a billion dollar decade of school 
reform. Dr. Beverly Hall, a na-
tionally recognized school re-
former and Fordham master’s 
degree holder who was widely 
praised for her work in Newark 
and New York City, oversaw this 
era of reconstruction. She was 
granted sweeping powers in her 
effort to rebuild Atlanta’s noto-
riously poor performing public 
school system. After twelve 
years of her management, the 
city was able to boast of dra-
matically improved graduation 
rates and test scores. Dr. Hall 
and Mayor Franklin appeared 
to have achieved nothing short 
of a miracle in a city plagued by 
stubbornly high crime and stir-
ring economic inequality. 

In 2009, The Atlanta Journal 
Constitution joined a growing 

chorus of observers skeptical 
of this seemingly improbable 
miracle being touted by Frank-
lin and Hall. The paper printed 
a series of investigative reports 
that revealed a stunning level of 
alleged cheating on the part of 
students and faculty. The scope 
of the purportedly fraudulent re-
sults prompted state monitoring 
into the 2010 testing session in 
Atlanta’s public schools. 

 Hall and Franklin vehe-
mently denied initial reports of 
cheating, and continued to do so 
until the release of a report in-
dicating drastically 
reduced test results 
in the wake of state 
supervision. The 
dismal test results 
vindicated the 
Journal Constitu-
tion’s scrutiny and 
roused the Geor-
gia Department of 
Education to open 
a system wide in-
vestigation into al-
leged cheating. A 
year of state inves-
tigation affi rmed 
the early claims of 
dubious activity by 
district employees. 
In July, Governor Nathan Deal 
released the fi ndings of the re-
port and declared that a culture 
of fear, intimidation and retali-
ation persisted throughout the 
district under Dr. Hall’s tenure. 

The frenzied cries for im-
provement continued as teach-
ers and administrators franti-
cally worked to undo the results 
of generations of educational 
inequality and disinvestment 
in the desperate hope of saving 
their own jobs. The Department 
of Education’s fi nal report in-
dicated that cheating occurred 
in 44 of Atlanta’s 178 public 

schools. Today, Mayor Kasim 
Reed and Superintendent Er-
roll Davis are grappling with 
the overwhelming task of purg-
ing the system of its inadequate 
educators and developing a new 
strategy to improve the quality 
of education being provided to 
young Atlantans.  

Today, Atlanta and the na-
tion are left wondering what the 
past decade of reform actually 
achieved. After nearly 1 billion 
dollars in investment to rebuild 
the city’s school system, noth-
ing has shown any actual statis-

tical improvement. The children 
of Atlanta continue to test far 
below their suburban peers and 
are considerably less likely to 
earn high school degrees. In the 
wake of the catastrophic failure 
that occurred in Atlanta, there 
is strong evidence that forceful 
calls for improved test scores 
and graduation rates are often 
detrimental to this noble goal.  

Threatening educators and 
administrators with their jobs in 
the face of improbable demands 
appears to have made cheating 
and fraud inevitable. Dr. Hall 
and Mayor Franklin were right 

to pursue improvement in At-
lanta’s broken schools, but to 
focus on one realm alone was 
one of multiple fl aws in their 
approach. Urban schools will 
continue to fail so long as other 
community issues remain ig-
nored. It is incomprehensible to 
expect improvement from chil-
dren living in communities still 
plagued by crime, poverty, and 
joblessness. 

Franklin’s failure was that 
her efforts were focused on test 
scores and new facilities rather 
than building strong communi-

ties. As the 
mayor report-
ed miracu-
lous improve-
ments in the 
schools, the 
city contin-
ued to suffer 
stubbornly 
high rates of 
crime and 
poverty. Rap-
id redevelop-
ment trans-
formed the 
city’s north-
ern and east-
ern neighbor-
hoods, while 

the city’s south and west sides 
remained impoverished and 
racially segregated. So long 
as these social issues continue 
to persist in cities, observers 
should remain skeptical of re-
ported improvement in the qual-
ity of urban public education. 

The controversy of exagger-
ated education statistics has not 
been confi ned to Atlanta alone. 
In New York City, the city’s 
graduation rate has risen to 61 
percent, yet the Department 
of Education data reports that 
just 37 percent of those gradu-
ates are prepared for college. 

Impractically positive statistics 
coming from the offi ce of the 
mayor is not something lim-
ited to education. The NYPD 
has consistently been charged 
with cooking the books when 
it comes to crime reporting and 
painting a rosier picture of the 
city’s security situation than is 
real. 

Panels of experts are seem-
ingly always concocting new 
ways to improve the plight of 
the urban underclass. For a 
number of years the fad was 
reducing school sizes and de-
veloping specialized academies. 
After years of stagnant scores 
and continued failure, that con-
cept was agreed to be ineffec-
tive. Neighborhood schools, a 
standard curriculum, shorter 
summer breaks and a number of 
other costly but ultimately fruit-
less initiatives have been tried 
and tested as results remain dis-
mal. Our society remains one 
fi xated on fast answers and ulti-
mately unwilling to combat the 
injustices that allow crime and 
poverty to fl ourish in spite of 
the presence of infi nite amounts 
of wealth and resources. 

It is both immoral and im-
practical to passively accept 
the reality of a permanent un-
educated underclass. While im-
provement is critical to rebuild-
ing cities, pressuring school 
administrators and employees 
is a recipe for the type of fraud 
and corruption that fl ourished in 
Atlanta. Mayor Reed has a long 
task ahead, but early indica-
tions are that he has embraced 
the concept of investing in edu-
cation along with other social 
service programs. Hopefully 
Mayor Bloomberg can loosen 
his infatuation with statistics 
and embrace that real change 
comes in multiple forms. 

A billion dollars blown, Atlanta and the nation review the results of a decade of school reform
Still Dysfunctional
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-
by John O’Neill, Marisa Carroll, Sean Patrick Kelly, and Lauren 
Duca
STAFF LIARS

THE GUTTERS OF NEW YORK - Mayor Michael Bloomberg 
has announced a series of sweeping campaigns aimed at end-
ing the problem of homelessness in the city. The Department of 
Homeless Services estimates there are some 38,000 homeless 
New Yorkers, some 8,283 of those being children. The mayor’s 
push comes in light of a fi nancial crunch caused by drastically re-
duced citywide tax revenues. NYPD offi cers have been instructed 
to inform visibly homeless individuals of the plans and to distrib-
ute bus vouchers in advance of implantation week. All home-
less individuals present after the 1st of October will be charged 
with criminal trespassing and placed on a barge to be sent to the 
Atlantic. Bloomberg and his advisors are said to have developed 
the idea after an unpleasant encounter between the mayor and a 
homeless New Yorker on the 4 train in late August. The wretched 
stench of the so-called “human being” so offended the mayor that 
he originally demanded that the reduction campaign be instituted 
that very week, though the mayors advisors are said to have 
tempered him with the reality of the logistics of such a massive 
undertaking. Other aspects of the plan have yet to be revealed, but 
are rumored to include the covering of heating vents with shards 
of broken glass and the return of the city’s Soylent Green pro-
gram. 

      -JO

LOS ANGELES, CA- Inspired by the roaring success of Mad 
Men, shows like The Playboy Club and Pan-Am are bringing tele-
vision back to the Golden Age of the mid-twentieth century. This 
November, the CW is throwing its hat into the ring with Love Tap, 
an hour long dramedy composed solely of men in Ray Ban Club-
master eyeglasses beating their wives. The show will star up-and-
coming actors, all of whom said, “I love wearing the costumes,” 
and, “The entire cast is like a big family.” The director, Lawrence 
Terry, explained that the rich shots of gratutious violence actually 
comment on the inequalities of the period, while an unnamed CW 
executive noted, “What’s the fun in watching a show where no 
women get hurt?”

      -MC

BATAVIA, NY – Following area 9 year-old Charles Klingler’s 
request to play catch with his father this past Sunday, the Child’s 
father, Bernie Klingler, 41, proclaimed that his son was “too old 
for that shit.”  The announcement came on the tails of a decree 
just two weeks ago by Mr. Klingler that Charles wasted “too 
much goddamn time” playing with “those stupid action fi gures of 
his” and that the Naruto posters on his wall looked like “some soft 
of girlie communist fairy stuff.”  In an offi cial 24 page deposi-
tion fi led by Mr. Klingler’s attorneys, Klingler stated that he was 
“getting way too busy for this kiddie shit” and that “sometimes 
a grown-ass man just wants to sit down and have a beer after 
work”.  Though he declined to comment on the situation, Charles 
reportedly held back tears and resolved to try marijuana for the 
fi rst time instead.

      -SPK

BRONX, NY – A local college student has decided to start wait-
ing until the third date. “Why buy the cow, when you can get the 
milk for free? And by ‘milk’ I mean ‘sex,’”  area whore, Leslie 
Green, explained to reporters earlier last week. Green has been 
out to dinner with her current love interest only twice, but was 
seen signing him into her residence hall around midnight this past 
Saturday. “There was a lot of banging, but they could have been 
listening to that Tiesto song,” sources say. 

      -LD

Faker 
Than 

Truth
By Matthew Freeze 
STAFF-ARHRENHEIT 9/11

Sitting in cramped seats, I 
feel like I’m in an airplane as I 
wait for Michael Moore to come 
onto the stage at the Barnes and 
Noble store in Union Square. A 
quick look around tells me that 
this is quite the eclectic crowd, 
although every person here ap-
pears older than me. I’ve got 
my (borrowed) microphone out, 
ready to catch a good sound bite 
from one of the 
most polarizing 
men since the turn 
of the century. 
People are excit-
ed to be here: the 
man sitting next 
to me bought the 
book to get in to 
the signing (list 
price: $26.99) and 
with 15 minutes to 
go before Moore 
is scheduled to 
arrive, just went 
downstairs to 
buy 3 of Moore’s 
other books in ad-
dition to 3 of his 
movies. I wimped 
out and used my 
parent’s member-
ship to get the book, which got 
me admission to the event. It’s 
interesting how crowded the 
signing has gotten; there are 
more than 500 people crowded 
into a tiny space on the 4th fl oor 
of the store. For someone who 
has built a reputation as a fi lm-
maker on taking aim at the up-
per echelons of American soci-
ety, it is interesting to note the 
power that Moore now wields. 

10 after 7 and no sign of Mi-
chael Moore. The crowd is get-
ting antsy, and people 
continually turn around 
to see if he has arrived 
yet. A cheer erupts as 
he walks in while the 
mc does her best to 
introduce Moore over 
the crowd. He is clad 
in his trademark base-
ball cap and his best 
Michigan t-shirt (in 
honor of their victory 
last weekend, he says). 
Moore gets right into 
the swing of things, 
opening with a read-
ing from the fi rst story 
in his new book, Here 
Comes Trouble. En-
titled “The Execution 
of Michael Moore,” 
the story deals with 
Moore’s experiences after he 
made his infamous acceptance 
speech at the 2003 Academy 
Awards. The story itself opens 
with a monologue in which 
Glenn Beck muses about the 
best way to kill Michael Moore. 
To hear Moore tell this story of 
the numerous attempts on his 
life in person adds a depth of 

personality not seen in the text. 
The story transforms from one 
man’s fi ght with adversity to a 
story of one man being perse-
cuted in a free society for his 
belief in the principles of that 
same free society. When it was 
by sheer stroke of luck that a 
legitimate bomb threat against 
his life was discovered, Moore 
went into seclusion for nearly 
2 years, not appearing on any 
shows, nor giving any inter-

views, nor working on any new 
material. By his own admission, 
(or acclamation) Moore had be-
come the “most hated man in 
America.” 

Several other readings fol-
lowed, including a selection 
from the story “Pieta,” a vi-
gnette covering Moore’s rela-
tionship with his mother from 
his adolescence until her death 
in 2002. Moore read a comical 
selection from the middle of the 
story, telling of an episode in the 

5th grade when he got lost in the 
Capitol Building and found his 
mother with the help of Sena-
tor Robert Kennedy. Such sto-
ries were juxtaposed against 
Moore’s reading of the “Search 
Party” story, in which Moore 
recounted the life of one of the 
kids on his block who liked to 
throw dance parties. The boy 

was abused by his peers for 
being different and eventually 
runs away from home. The sto-
ry ends shortly after that with 
the boy’s suicide in New York. 
Where applause followed the 
reading of the more comical 
stories, silence followed the 
reading of this story and the 
reading of “A Blessing,” which 
was about Moore’s experience 
with a priest in the middle of a 
crisis of faith, having feelings of 

intense guilt over 
being the chap-
lain for the Enola 
Gay (the plane 
that dropped the 
fi rst atomic bomb 
on Hiroshima in 
August 1945) and 
having blessed 
both bombs. 
Moore is not a 
comedian, nor 
was he intending 
to be funny. The 
contrast between 
the lighthearted 
story of him get-
ting lost, or even 
the more serious 
tale of his life in 
the limelight, was 
striking with re-

spect to the more somber tales 
of Moore’s neighbor in Flint or 
the priest who blessed the bomb. 

It was in this rather somber 
point that the evening transi-
tioned into a question and an-
swer period. Moore disappoint-
ed the crowd because he didn’t 
have any prepared speech ready: 
he got onto the stage and took 
questions from the audience 
members (including one rather 
determined man in the back 
who wanted to “get something 

into your [Moore’s] 
hands.” But other than 
that, the standard ques-
tions ensued: his feel-
ings on George Bush, 
(he doesn’t hate him, 
just everything the 
man has done) his feel-
ings on Obama, (very 
disappointed) his feel-
ings on the current 
two party system, (he 
calls for a multi-party 
system that better rep-
resents the feelings 
of the people) and his 
thoughts on the politi-
cal future (he calls for 
new parties and new 
political organiza-
tions). Unfortunately, 
Moore did not offer 

any prepared remarks, nor did 
he make any impromptu speech. 
He did, however, leave with 
some parting advice (which 
has also become his mantra): 
to never trust those in authority, 
whether it be political or corpo-
rate. And Moore’s uncle went to 
Fordham. So be jealous.

Moore on his armed 
crusade against the 
Second Amendment
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Haiku 
newsby Erika Loberg

STAFF DEALBREAKER
Perks for Fordham students 

are numerous, ranging from dis-
counts on movie tickets to dis-
counts at Palombo Pastry Shop 
on Arthur Ave. One of the most 
useful and convenient perks was 
the privilege to run through the 
Botanical Gardens for no cost, 
upon presenting a Fordham ID. 
Many students took 
advantage of this op-
portunity, and as a 
runner I can say it was 
easily one of my fa-
vorite things to do in 
the Bronx. The New 
York Botanical Gar-
den, located directly 
across the street from 
Fordham’s main en-
trance, is a beautiful 
park spread out across 
a large piece of land 
in the Bronx. It is the 
home to many beauti-
ful plants that create 
a nice break from the 
urban scenery in the 
Bronx. Recently, the 
Garden made the deci-
sion to start charging 
Fordham runners in-
stead of allowing them 
to run for free. Saman-
tha Carey, sophomore, 
was one of the fi rst to 
encounter the new fee. 
She and her roommate were go-
ing to take a run in the Garden 
on Monday, September 5, when 
they were stopped at the front 
gate by one of the Garden’s 
employees. Carey, who is very 
agitated by the new price to 
run, explained the encounter by 
saying the Garden’s employee 
told her they were now starting 
to charge runners $10 per day. 
Carey also said that she contin-
ued to, “list other price options 
too but I was done listening. I 
was pissed.” The two refused to 
pay the price 
to run and 
turned around 
to head back 
to campus. 

Although 
in comparison 
to the normal 
admission 
costs ($18 
for students), 
ten dollars 
for admission 
seems like a 
deal; though 
paying $10 to 
run seems a 
bit ludicrous. 
Fortunately, 
Carey was 
misinformed. 
After talk-
ing to the Garden about the 
change in policy, the confusion 
was cleared. As a result of the 
improvements the Garden has 
been making, an admission in-
crease was necessary. “It has 

been quite a few years since 
they have raised the fee,” one 
employee explained, also noting 
that Fordham was informed of 
this price increase. The friendly 
employee I spoke with clarifi ed 
that the fee charged for running 
is a grounds fee, which is $10 for 
adults and $5 for students. The 
Gardens has also implemented 
a community grounds pass for 

$25, which entitles the owner 
to admission to the Garden for 
an entire year. The employee 
recommended the grounds fee, 
saying it was “really good” and 
that I would have access to “run 
through the Gardens everyday” 
if I wanted. 

After hearing about the new 
fee to run, my fi rst assumption 
was that the charge was com-
pletely unfair and unwarranted. 
To my knowledge, there had 
been no prior warning to the fee 
and I was extremely upset that 

my favorite free pastime had 
turned into a spending extrava-
ganza. However, once the facts 
were set straight, I realize the 
grounds fee isn’t as inviting as 
the previous perk but also isn’t 

as egregious as I fi rst assumed. 
Fordham runners are a signifi -
cant traffi c fl ow through the 
Garden, so a price increase will 
help raise money to fund the im-
provements the Garden strives 
to make to keep their serene 
corner of the Bronx beautiful 
and inviting; the recommended 
$25 yearly fee to visit the slice 
of heaven across the street isn’t 

necessarily going to 
break the bank. Plus, 
it will still allow stu-
dents to enjoy their 
exercise in the fresh 
air rather than pack-
ing into the Lombardi 
Center (with the bro-
ken air conditioning, 
mind you). 

Since the fee was 
introduced, gossip of 
the cost increase has 
spread like wildfi re 
leaving many dedi-
cated runners unhap-
py. Caitlin Degnan, a 
sophomore and avid 
runner, commented on 
how she loves to run in 
the Gardens because 
“Fordham is a small 
campus and the Gar-
dens are a beautiful 
and safer option than 
the surrounding neigh-
borhood.” Originally, 
Degnan had been 

misinformed about the price 
increase, believing the charge 
to be $10 a day or $25 a month. 
When she learned of the actual 
prices, Degnan agreed that it 
was a little more reasonable, but 
also added, “Why would I pay 
if I could run for free anywhere 
else? It is a luxury I will miss, 
but I am not going pay $25.”

 When comparing the 
yearly $25 to a gym member-
ship (Planet Fitness is $19.99 a 
month), the grounds fee at the 
Gardens isn’t as looming and 

evil as many, 
including 
myself, fi rst 
assumed. 
The staff is 
just trying 
to improve 
the Gardens, 
making it 
an even bet-
ter getaway 
from the ur-
ban chaos 
that sur-
rounds us. 
Fordham 
students had 
been lucky 
enough to 
escape ad-
mission costs 
up until this 

year, but nothing is ever perma-
nent. I encourage you to keep 
running and to pay the fee, but 
now with the mindset that we 
are supporting our surrounding 
community. 

“I guess I’ll just run 
around the Gardens.”

By Tom Sliwowski, John 
O’Neill, Mickie Meinhardt, 
Liam Lowery, and Marisa 
Carroll

Obama’s planned 3 trillion 
doll hairs in spending cuts to 
help reduce the defi cit but I 
can’t be bothered to read any 
more than the Yahoo news 
brief.

Politics, oh no
I can only read headlines
Haiku’s are for me!

  -TS

The city of Detroit sheds a 
quarter of its population in 
the last decade

Abandoned homes on
Empty blocks once crowded 
with
Once proud Detroiters

Cuomo cuts state budget by 8 
billion dollars in FY 2011

Property tax caps
To control spending on the  
Irresponsible

  -JO

Wiretaps Catch Italian Prime 
Minister Bragging About Sex 
With 8 Women In One Night

He did eleven
of eight.You call that being a
Prime Minister? Pussy.

  -MM

Mayweather Fight Ends With 
An Attempted Hug, Disputed 
Knock-Out

Mayweather knock-out:
Abosolutely no hugs
For heavy-weight champs

Poverty Numbers On The 
Rise in Texas

One in fi ve Texans
lives below poverty line.
Thanks, Mister Perry. 

Constitution Day Celebrated 
in Wash. D.C. on 9/16
How to celebrate?
Blowjobs for everyone
Says Day O’Connor

Strauss Kahn Admits “Moral 
Weakness” in an Interview

“Moral Weakness?” Well, 
Where I am from we like to
call that a boner.

$107 Lotto Winner Already 
Heir to Marriott Fortune

A trust fund baby
tunred lotto winner now
sticks to his day job

  -LL

New York Times fi rst woman 
editor Jill Abramson, says, 
“The idea that women jour-
nalists bring a different taste 
in stories or sensibility isn’t 
true.”

But who is gonna
Write those good stories about
Tampons and shit?

Brad Pitt tells CNN that 
“Jennifer Aniston wasn’t 
dull”

I wish they stayed to-
gether because they are both
insufferable.

Anti-choice activists picket 
outside of a clinic owner’s 
children’s school

You know what I think?
Somebody should get an ax
And break their treehouse.

“Design Criminologist” Meg 
wins HGTV’s Design Star

I much preferred Karl
But noone wants to hear it.
Gotta start watching Lost.

Pat Robertson advises a man 
whose wife developed Al-
zheimer’s to “divorce her and 
start all over again”

He should probably
Put an ad on OK Cupid
To meet trendy girlz

  -MC
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by Aly Kravitz
STAFF TRUTHER

Wednesday, September 21st. 
Most of us will spend the day 
recovering from hangovers or 
doing homework, but for Troy 
Davis September 21st isn’t just 
any other Wednesday, it’s the 
date of his execution. 

Davis, 42, was convicted in 
1991 for the murder of an off-
duty police offi cer, and in the 
subsequent twenty years his 
case has captivated the nation 
and the world. At fi rst glance the 
situation may seem unremark-
able: yet another thug mowing 
down an upstanding American 
citizen serving his country. But 
what has captured the public’s 
attention in this case is the in-
credible fact that, despite Davis 
receiving the most severe sen-
tence possible, death by lethal 
injection, there is not a shred of 
credible evidence against him.  

In 1989 Mark McPhail, an 
off-duty police offi cer, was at 
a bus station when he saw a 
homeless man being harassed. 
Like any upstanding policeman, 
McPhail moved to intervene, 
but was shot twice before he 
reached the man. In Savannah, 
Georgia, where racial tensions 
can be ignited in the blink of an 
eye, the case was explosive. As 
the media fanned the fl ames, the 
name Troy Davis was quickly 
circulated as the prime suspect. 
Fearing repercussions if he ran, 
Davis turned himself in and was 
put through a cursory trail be-
fore being condemned to death. 
Davis has consistently main-
tained his innocence, although 
he does admit to being present 
at the scene of the crime. 

Over the past twenty years 
the case, shaky from the outset, 
has crumbled before the eyes 
of the public. To begin with, no 
murder weapon was ever recov-
ered from the scene. There was 
no DNA, and whatever physical 
evidence was presented at the 
trail has been discredited and 
withdrawn. The verdict rested 
primarily on circumstantial evi-
dence, namely the word of nine 
witnesses who claimed to have 
seen Davis shoot McPhail with 
their own eyes. 

However, there’s just one 
slight problem with that evi-
dence: seven of the nine wit-
nesses have signed affi davits in 
the past two decades recanting 
their statements. Their admis-
sions paint a startlingly different 
picture than the one presented at 
the time of trial. Many of the 
witnesses, some with criminal 
records themselves, admit to 
being coerced by the police into 
fi ngering Davis. One of the wit-
nesses, Darrell Collins, recount-
ed to CNN “I told them over 
and over that I didn’t see what 
happened; 
they put 
what they 
wanted 
to put in 
that state-
ment.” 
Dorothy 
Ferrell, 
a former 
prison 
inmate, 
echoes 
Collins’s 
story.  “I 
was scared 
that if I 

didn’t cooperate with the detec-
tive, then he might fi nd a way to 
have me locked up again. So I 
told the detective that Troy Da-
vis was the shooter, even though 
the truth was that I didn’t see 
who shot the offi cer,” she said. 
In light of these new revelations 
Brenda Forrest, a member of 
the jury that convicted Davis, 

told CNN “if I knew then what 
I know now, Troy Davis would 
not be on death row.” To top it 
all off, the judge himself has 
conceded that “the case is not 
ironclad.” 

The high-profi le case has 
attracted the attention of a host 
of infl uential personalities, and 
several organizations have mo-
bilized to protest the execution. 
No fewer than 51 members of 
Congress have denounced the 
verdict, as well as Archbishop 
Desmond Tutu, former Presi-
dent Jimmy Carter, and Pope 
Benedict XVI. Amnesty Inter-
national has started a petition 
directed to the Georgia authori-
ties; in its fi rst fi ve days over 
200,000 people had signed it. 
The NAACP has also been ac-
tive, starting the #TooMuch-
Doubt campaign on Twitter and 
providing interested citizens 
with ways to get involved. 

Davis has exhausted the le-
gal appeals available to him, and 
can now only ask for clemency. 
The power to grant that clemen-
cy resides with Georgia’s Board 

of Par-
dons and 
Paroles, a 
fi ve-mem-
ber com-
mittee that 
will con-
vene on 
Monday, 
Septem-
ber 19th, 
to discuss 
Davis’s 
fate. Since 
his latest 
execution 
date, three 

new members have joined the 
Board and it is possible that 
they will form the three-person 
majority needed to overturn the 
death sentence. 

The outcome of this case 
will prove an important test for 
the American legal system and 
the ideals of integrity and jus-
tice on which it is built. This 
case is no longer an isolated 
event; it has transformed into a 
symbol of American justice and 
a harbinger of the future of this 
country. The Georgia Board of 
Pardons and Paroles, as well as 
everyone else involved in the 
case, have been entrusted with 
an enormous responsibility and 
will have to answer to the inter-
national public for their deci-
sions. Will they take the life of 
a man who is, in all probability, 
innocent? Or will they acknowl-
edge the illuminating changes 
to the case over the past two de-
cades and grant him clemency? 
If they choose the former, they 
will be committing an egregious 
error in judgment and a major 
offense against the tenants that 
form the foundation of this na-
tion. If they choose the latter, 
they will allow a man who has 
already spent half of his years 
behind bars to begin to rebuild 
his life. On Wednesday, Sep-
tember 21st, hangover remedies 
will be mixed and French litera-
ture will be read, and while that 
is happening our country will 
be facing a crucial crossroads. 
Let’s hope that the path of jus-
tice is chosen for a man who 
deserves better than our legal 
system has done for him in the 
past twenty years.  

by Tom Sliwowski
EARWAX EDITOR

I seen the Sybil by Cumae, 
hanging in her jar. And these 
boys, they asked her: “Sybil, 
watchu want?” and she told 
them: “I wanna die”

Twenty years telling a ter-
rifying face burned into your 
memory that you didn’t kill 
them but it’s hard because you 
don’t even remember the night 
and you’ve spend time feeling 
time fall through your mind like 
the neck of an hourglass and you 
don’t even know if you killed 
Him after all at the BurgerKing 
that smelled like it always did 
and American Food. because 
you’ve analyzed and interpret-
ed your analyses and the Truth 
seems to be more that that night 
is a seared part of your con-
sciousness and thinking about it 
has changed the way you think 
about it so now you’re thinking 

differently and what is death 
anyway?

What’s it like to not  live 
knowing that you will die very 
soon?

Time slows down a lot on 
the way and maybe you can 
live a full life in shackles on the 
way to the guillotine when each 
breath becomes a cliff separat-
ing centuries. 

and what does a face look 
like when it knows it will die in 
less than a minute?

Lucid. 
Execution by the State. 
Who?
And now they don’t know 

the details of the night and nei-
ther do you, you simply know 
that you keep fi ghting it in court 
it and that there’s people on the 
outside who support you cause 
they disagree with the system 
and call it racist and call you a 
martyr 

But you’re not a race, you 
are man. 

And a White death isn’t dif-
ferent from a Black death; it’s 
the cold slide of the guillotine 
against a backdrop of skin rot-
ting from all the paranoia in the 
air.  

You are the trials and the 
Faces above you looking down 
below you to how they see you 
and the rich industrial smells of 
cold fi ltered air. 

Constructing your argument 
until it constructs you. 

Even if you got out, what 
would you do? 

(Asphalt and tar will seep 
into your pores and give you 
moaning headaches, but only if 
They hire you.)

Create a different life for 
yourself as you wander around 
the ruins of your old one, and sit 
watching other Black Men get 
arrested and tried and convicted 

and told to spend other days 
waiting to die in a box different 
from their Old Box. 

“What’s your box man 
(cause mine’s bigger and made 
of nicer stuff)?”

And wait for your guillotine 
on the outside and remember 
that You, you, you, you are your 
trial and your life on the outside 
will be the life when you throw 
down your cross and take up 
your guillotine, everyone else’s 
guillotine. 

Where it hovers above you 
like Damocles’ sword on a 
strand of angel hair, telling you 
how lucky you are to be alive. 

So you can sit in your New 
Box and listen to the television 
about the world. You are the 
king of your fortune, but the 
sword will fall anyway. 

And now why live when re-
membering makes every cell in 
your body quiver with nausea? 

Why remember when it will 
make living so dull,

And bland
And depressing
Empty of joy. 
Better sit in your Box and 

fl oat in the wasteland and wait 
for your guillotine to fall so it 
won’t hurt to think anymore. 

“That must be depressing, 
to be so sad that only death will 
make you feel better.”

Try dying for twenty years. 
Better go to sleep; the twin 

brother of death. 
On Wednesday, September 

21st Troy Davis will be ex-
ecuted by the State of Georgia 
for several counts of murder. 
He is most likely innocent, but 
that’s beside the point. The 
state’s gears have grinded him 
into an ideological symbol, but 
don’t worry, there’s nothing you 
could have done anyway. 

With no evidence of  his guilt and a looming execution date, Troy Davis 
becomes an international symbol for what is wrong with the death penalty

TOO MUCH DOUBT

Meditations in an Emergency: a paper editor 
ruminates on a death row inmate’s fi nal days

From Atlanta to Paris, large 
crowds have gathered in protest 
of Davis’s execution
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All That Mushy Stuff

On Saturday evening, after 
the homecoming tent had 

been broken down and Dagger 
John’s had been packed to the 
rafters with alums who aren’t 
weirded out by the idea of ac-
tually being in Dagger John’s, 
we, the paper, were holed up 
in the basement of McGinley 
just down the hall from our 
campus’s strange attempt at 
pub ambience (it’s got lino-
leum fl oors and the maze you 
have to walk through to get 
there is rather vomit inducing 
for anyone who’s had a few; 
come on).  We could hear the 
belligerents coming and going 
for hours on end, shouting 
school spirit fi lled things and 
pondering aloud “where the 
hell is this restaurant place 
we’re supposed to be at?” 
while we worked, and more 
than once a few people popped 
their heads in, looked con-
fused and promptly bolted out 
the door.  After things quieted 
down a bit and we thought 
the taps had stopped fl ow-
ing down the hall, our editors 
were sitting here enjoying the 
quiet for a few minutes when 
a straggler wandered in and 
appeared as if he had meant 
to come here.  We greeted 
the gentleman, who struck up 
a conversation and began to 
regale us with some stories 
of Fordham’s past.  There 
were the usual tales; streaking 
clubs, sports-related pranks, 
and of course that time when a 
goal post got rammed through 
the side of a bus.  But there 
were some more sincere re-
membrances too.  There were 
stories of watching Fordham 
develop and handle itself in 
times of crises, observing the 
student body’s action during 
the Vietnam era, and seeming-
ly tall tales about a time when 
The Ram actually printed 
newsworthy material.  The 
gentleman stayed for far more 
than what could be called a 
comfortable visit, and left us 
with the usual advice (stay in 
school, be active on campus, 
cherish your time here, etc.) 

All the dripping nostalgia 
that poured out of our anony-
mous visitor’s stories seemed 
to underscore the collec-
tive zeitgeist of reminiscing, 
reuniting and oddly zealous 
school spirit that took over 
our campus during homecom-
ing and left us with a bit of 
an odd taste in our collective 
big mouth.  Sure, homecom-
ing is an occasion to gather 
with old friends and shoot the 
shit about the whacky things 
that went on during college 
years, but the occasional notes 
of sappiness and longwinded 
pauses after laying down a 

funny story accompanied by 
a thousand-yard stare and a 
“those were the days” senti-
ment left us wondering; what 
are we going to be coming 
back to when we inevita-
bly show up at homecom-
ing?  While it’s a frightening 
thought, considering that it 
is predicated upon notions 
of entering the “real world” 
and becoming a “person”, it 
is something that is unfortu-
nately rapidly approaching and 
deserves a little mulling over.

So, where do we want to 
be when we saunter back onto 
eddies to drink Miller High 
Life cans and eat burgers with 
no buns?  For one, we don’t 
want to feel like homecoming 
is anything at all like coming 
home.  When we leave here, 
we want it to be with a certain 
sense of fi nality; not neces-
sarily in the “good riddance, 
d-bags” sense (although many 
of us will snatch our diplomas 
out of Daddy Mac’s paws with 
more than a little bit of that 
sentiment), but rather with 
the feeling that we’re beyond 
this place in some regard.  We 
want to have taken what we 
needed to take from Fordham, 
but still feel very much secure 
in saying “alright, I’m outta 
here. Later.”  Because, let’s be 
real here; although college is 
often touted as the best time 
of your life, nobody REALLY 
wants that.  We tend to forget 
how isolated and protected we 
are in our little wrought-iron 
lined bubble here at Rose Hill, 
and we often give inordinate 
amounts of weight to actions 
and decisions that will never 
make it out of said bubble (we 
fully realize the inherent irony 
of saying all of this in a col-
lege newspaper, but hey, what 
can ya do?).  The reality of it 
seems to be that although a lot 
of these things seem important 
at the moment, the number of 
footnotes you throw into an 
Intro to Psych paper or how 
many people you roll up to tri-
bar with on a given night will 
amount to little more than a 
fart at a Motorhead concert. 

So, new blood and old 
farts alike, take note: there’s a 
world past the campus gates, 
and it’s fi nest city lies a mere 
30 minute train ride away.  
Fucking take advantage of it, 
ease yourself into it, and for 
Christ’s sake don’t let the most 
exotic thing you eat while liv-
ing here be from the Halal cart 
outside of Walgreen’s.

by Liam Lowery
STAFF TRANNY-AT-
LARGE

I, as a transgender person, 
have a lot of feelings about 
Chaz Bono.  He is famous for 
the being the child of Cher (if 
you say this naturally, many 
a person will chuckle and say 
something about him being 
Cher’s “former daughter”). 
Chaz is very famous, indeed, 
for continually shocking 
the media: with at one time 
identifying as a lesbian, then 
releasing books on lesbianism, 
and now with his transition. 
This arc is familiar to me—I’ll 
have you know I was once a 
very nice but very awkward 
and unhappy lesbian. 
Yet Chaz’s take on the trans 
experience is one that leaves 
many trans*masculine folks 
like myself with lots of dis-
comfort. (Dude, if you get to 
pick a new name, why pick 
Chaz, which 
sounds like 
it belongs to 
a porn star 
with a skinny 
mustache and 
does that gross 
tranny name 
thing [“Al used 
to be Alice, 
Chaz used to 
be Chastity”].)

A bigger 
question Chaz 
raises—one 
that queer 
people have 
faced for the 
entirety of the queer move-
ment—is whether I would 
rather have media representa-
tion of my identity that I may 
disagree with, or no represen-
tation at all. I take pride in 
my identity as a trans*man, 
and have no aim to appear to 
be a cisgender guy (someone 
whose personal identity, body, 
and gender assigned at birth 
match). I also identify as a 
feminist. Chaz has said many 
things that have offended both 
of these identities, as well as 
my identity as someone who 
is not a mean dumb-o. In his 
t.v. special, “Becoming Chaz,” 
Mr. Bono not only stated that 
after starting hormone replace-
ment therapy he couldn’t stand 
to listen to women talk, but he 
also used the word “retarded” 
pejoratively to describe his 
pre-testosterone experience. 
Most signifi cantly, Chaz re-
peatedly enforces the principle 
that trans*people are “regular,” 
with his constant insistence 
that he is a “regular guy.” 
I will tell you this: I am 
anything but regular. I have to 
defend and explain my identity 
daily, and am questioned often 
why I will not just be a “regu-
lar guy.” I will not because 

there are systems in place that 
oppressed me into having to 
defend my identity in the fi rst 
place. So when Chaz Bono 
makes it seem like being trans 
is a problem to be fi xed, I must 
disagree. For me, it is an iden-
tity to be proud of. Sub-titling 
the memoir of his transition, 
“The Story of How I Became 
a Man” enforces the idea 
that gender is only male and 
female, when the existence of 
trans*people in the fi rst place 
proves that gender is something 
different entirely. 

Until a week ago, if you 
asked me anything about Chaz 
Bono, my answer would be less 
than fl attering. Then I heard 
about Bono’s plans to be on 
the next season of Dancing 
With the Stars. I thought, bless 
his little tranny heart. I chal-
lenge you to fi nd anything less 
self-deprecating or more all-
American for a celebrity to take 
part in than DWTS. The way 

I see it, Chaz is a regular guy. 
He is a transgender individual, 
yes, but dude just wants to bust 
a move. Though his desires 
for the trans* movement seem 
to directly confl ict with mine, 
I am happy that the t.v. show 
would have him. (Though that 
may have more to do with 
his negative attitudes towards 
women.)

I was appalled to see the 
now infamous article by the 
Fox News article by “ Keith 
Ablow. Aside from the im-
mense disrespect of intention-
ally using female pronouns to 
describe Chaz, he goes on to 
make a moot argument about 
defending the American family 
from trannies:  They will recruit 
children! Cher and her spawn 
are trying to build a pervert 
army! The angle of protecting 
the children has been used as a 
timeless mechanism for hold-
ing back the queer movement. 
Aside from this nonsensical 
argument that children will 
be “turned” by trannies I will 
say this: yes, that is the point. 
Since Chaz is suffering at-
tacks on his character for being 
on t.v., I will have to explain 
to fewer people what trans* 
means- even if their defi ni-

tion is a little sugar coated/not 
totally accurate. Chaz means 
that for an activist like myself, 
I have to spend less time as 
the fi rst exposure people have 
to the idea of trans* and can 
instead focus my attention on 
molding their perspectives into 
something less toxic. Chaz, 
without realizing it, is taking 
one for the more radical trans* 
team- and this awakens within 
me a special kind of sadness. 
The outrage at this dichotomy 
transman- one who wants noth-
ing more than to be a “regular 
guy”- get ripped to shreds and 
continually disrespected is like 
watching a little chubster try to 
join the varsity track team. He 
just really wants it, and he is 
not hurting anyone but poten-
tially himself. 

After Ablow, I saw the ad 
from OneMillionMoms.com, a 
mom-geared Christian activ-
ist site, calling for a boycott of 
DWTS and saying that Bono’s 

appearance on 
the show is 
“completely 
unacceptable 
and Christians 
should not 
watch the show, 
no excuses!” 
Both Ablow and 
OneMillion-
Moms. com cit-
ed with outrage 
that Bono will 
be “partnered 
with a woman,” 
which leads 
me to my fi nal 
conclusion that 

THEY ARE ALL GAY: they 
would rather have the dude 
who looks like a dude dance 
with another dude. Who is the 
radical now, Ablowadude?

While Chaz is by no means 
my favorite, and while I could 
care less who does what on 
DWTS, the amount of con-
troversy surrounding Bono’s 
casting has me more than a 
little upset. I will tell you this 
about the trans*masculine com-
munity: we are brothers. Even 
if one of those brothers is the 
tubby one with a questionable 
agenda and even more ques-
tionable facial hair, he is still 
family and I am proud to rally 
behind him. Watching the way 
the transgender blogosphere 
erupted with support for Chaz 
warmed my heart even if it left 
a funny taste in my mouth, and 
taught me an important lesson. 
The bottom line: I am me, and 
Chaz is Chaz; I want to decon-
struct the gender binary, and 
Chaz wants to be on Dancing 
With the Stars. My recommen-
dation to you is that you tune in 
and watch Chaz make history 
for the transgender community. 
I know I will, though maybe 
muted while I read a book on 
queer theory. 

Cue song from 
ASPCA 

commercial
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by Sam Wadhams
DEADITOR/ OLD FART

Hey dickbird. I don’t go 
to college anymore, but I bet 
you do.  I bet you’re hanging 
out in your Fordham Rams 
Shirt, brand spanking new 
dorm room keys on a Fordham 
Rams lanyard on your neck, 
sad little virgin balls hanging 
in your Fordham Rams boxer 
shorts (conveniently $34.99 
at your Fordham University 
Bookstore).  I bet you’re play-
ing Frisbee and talking about 
wanting to drink beer or an 
exotic liquor (tekwilla) or talk-
ing up your intramural softball 
team (I see you’ve worked in 
a penis joke into your name-- 
you’re quite clever).  It’s pretty 
sweet, taking your Introduction 
to Classes Ignored in High 
School at 1pm and getting into 
Tinker’s with your Chinatown 
fake I.D.  Good for you, prick.  

But I have news that will 
melt your rotten little bones 
down to their rotten little mar-
row and pop your perfect little 
collegiate bubble.  Brace your-
self.  I mean really lean against 
something with bent knees, I 
don’t want you falling over.  
Good.  This. Place. Sucks.

It starts with the area.  The 
Bronx sucks.  Your I <3 BX 
shirts are ridiculous, as is 

your totally overstated sense 
of Bronx pride and crav-
ing for authenticity in your 
meaningless life.  The Bronx 
is a series of tenements and 
pseudo burnt-out industrial 
trashlands, punctuated with 
cut-rate electronics stores and 
chain food outlets that poison 
the residents.  There is art and 
culture, to be sure; the Bronx 
was the birthplace of hip-hop, 
and some of New York’s most 
vital and important artists have 
come out of it.  You have abso-
lutely zero connection to any 
of these people, nor will you.  
You are a parasite, living in an 
enclave of almost totally white 
(we’ll call it Waiting Room 
Beige to be fair) privilege, fun-
neling your money into three 
bars and a pizza place, ignoring 
the fact that you are in a state 
of total consumption, giving 
almost nothing back to your 
community while endeavoring 
to learn (your stated purpose 
here) as little as possible.

But that’s not totally your 
fault.  Fordham also sucks.  
The fact that you see days 
upon days of construction and 
landscapers every May and 
August is no coincidence; this 
place exists almost entirely on 
its appearance.  Even our stat-
ed goal--to be the preeminent 
Catholic University in America 

by some arbitrary date--is 
ridiculous.  The notion that 
our greatest goal is to increase 
our U.S. News & World Report 
ranking is so thoroughly ab-
surd as to make my mind ache 

like an acid-eating epileptic.  
Our trustee-driven, style-over-
substance complex (like that of 
many American universities) 
will force us to continually 
expand our borders, to build 
larger and increasingly worth-
less things in the hopes that 
a better rating will give us an 
opportunity to show off our as-
sets to alumni, whom we will 
suck money from like a Gun 
Hill Road trick.  

Currently, we have a ques-

tionable ex-cop running our 
security*, the nation’s worst 
food service**, falling apart 
classrooms and buildings and 
a business school named for a 
man who was investigated by 

the FCC and Department 
of Justice for setting up a 
sham corporation to win 
small business government 
bids***.  We have one of 
the most majestic buildings 
in America gracing our 
campus, Keating Hall, yet 
the clock doesn’t fucking 
work. And we have 30 
armed ex-NYPD offi cers 
heading up our security 
team of underpaid locals 
who have been denied the 
right to unionize.

And then there’s you.  
There’s a chance that 
you’re a local minority 
benefi ting from the one of 

the few scholarships Fordham 
awards, or a socially conscious 
truth-seeker (being a left-lean-
ing hippie doesn’t count, you 
goon) or even someone coming 
to college to better themselves 
and make positive change 
in the world.  There’s also a 
chance that you’re a unicorn 
with three dicks and a savings 
account.

But the odds are you’re 
here to get drunk, get laid, get 
gone and get paid.  The good 

Lord knows I was, and did.  
But while you spend your 
four years here, wallowing in 
beer, fi lth and human fl uids, 
maybe take some time to try 
and make this place a little 
bit better for us old farts that 
come back three times a year 
and sigh with the ghosts of our 
misspent youths.  Maybe write 
masturbatory articles for your 
campus alternative weekly, 
and earn the opportunity to 
return to write embittered, 
masturbatory articles for your 
alma mater’s campus alterna-
tive weekly.  Maybe force the 
administration to make conces-
sions when it comes to things 
like free speech, affordability, 
relentlessly oppressive social 
practices or where we invest 
our considerable endowment.  
Us old sacks of bones will 
thank you, and, frankly, the 
world has enough Fordham 
grads endeavoring to defraud 
the federal government at the 
expense of small businesses in 
the hopes of having a syphilitic 
dorm gutted in their name.  I 
guess this is a call to action; 
make something of yourself, 
you little shit.  Frisbee is for 
clowns.

*hearsay
**documented,  
***wasn’t charged, but  
settled for a mint

by Makeme A. Nomlette
STAFF BRIM JOB

So at fi rst I thought this was 
going to be about how much 
I disapprove of the inordinate 
amount of people in this year’s 
freshman class who wear fi tted 
hats. Then I realized some-
thing: every one of these people 
is fucking brilliant. They are 
the alpha male population of 
our society, the ruling, upper 
class that Calicle’s describes in 
his argument with Socrates. We 
shouldn’t seek to make these 
people feel like they are the 
scourge of mankind, with the 
low slung pants that vaguely 
represents relationship status in 
prison, or the “all bark but no 
bite” way of going about daily 
life. We should emulate them; 
we should strive to make sure 
that we are as close to these 
people as possible. I’m throw-
ing out all my tasteful outfi ts 
and fi lling my closet with fi tted 
hats (don’t worry all of the tags 
and stickers will remain on 

each hat—lest someone think 
my fi tted hat is not a genuine 
hat); (slightly larger than they 
should be) tee shirts from main-
stream sporting good stores, 
some sweet kicks, lax pennies 
and baggy sweatpants/ shorts. 
I wholeheartedly apologize to 
all of you fi tted hat wearing 
innovators for thinking for even 
a second that you collectively 
were less personable and coher-
ent than a stick. I will be join-
ing your ranks soon, comrades! 

Why are fi tted hats so 
brutally awesome though? 
Why are they so dope? First 
of all, fi tted hats are the best 
kind of enabler. They add to 
the metaphysical courage that 
bros everywhere get once they 
imbibe in the true nectar of the 
gods—Natty Ice.  If you don’t 
believe me, try it.  Natty Ice 
is probably the most fl avorful 
beer I’ve ever tasted. Anyway, 
fi tted hats essentially say you 
mean business, and you’re 
not to be fucked with—this is 
especially true when you see 

a fellow brother of the fi t-
ted hat brigade wearing a hat 
that is slightly too small to fi t 
on his head and is, as such, 
mildly perched on the top of 
his enlightened head. Fitted 
hats are a fashion statement as 
well; they let people know that 
you’re here to party whether or 
not you like it. Fitted hats are 
the future, and if you’re not on 
board now, you should honestly 
just go home. 

But sarcasm aside, I’d 
rather buy other hats. I mean, 
these silly glorifi ed baseball 
caps  cost a cool fi fty dollars a 
piece I have one thing to say—
fuck that shit. There is no way 
I would pay fi fty dollars for 
one hat.  This shit can’t even 
keep your ears warm. Besides 
that glaring design fl aw, why 
is the brim REQUIRED to be 
fl at? When I was a lad, people 
bought baseball caps and 
purposely stuck them in cups 
and other round receptacles to 
CURVE the brim. If you had 
a fl at brimmed hat you were 

viewed as a fool and laughed 
out of whatever respective 
playground your parents 
had dragged your (sorry, fl at 
brimmed) ass to in the fi rst 
place. 

I’m about to lay some 
knowledge on you elk-
dips: instead of buying a 
stupid hat for fi fty dollars, 
you can go do a whole 
slew of more fun/cultur-
ally enlightening things 
which include: going to a 
park, buying a Metrocard 
and going somewhere oth-
er than Ziggy’s or Howl, 
maybe going out and 
treating yourself to a mas-
sive and delicious meal 
out on Arthur (though if 
you haven’t fi gured out 
that Sodexo is not exactly 
the bees knees yet, then 
you’re probably too far 
gone for this to even mat-
ter). In short, please stop 
wearing fi tted hats, you’re 
all driving me slowly 
insane, and I can’t wrap 

my thinking head-parts around 
the fact that people actually 
buy this horrible excuse for a 
fl at cap (now, that’s a fuckin’ 
awesome hat). Buy a beanie or 
something-- winter is coming 
and shit’s cold, bro.

Don’t be
this guy

This could 
happen to you 
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by Sean Frey
STAFF BAD SEED

I’m what you might call 
a “nice guy”; a “goody two-
shoes,” if you will. I’ve never 
really gotten into any huge 
trouble with the law, or, more 
specifi cally, Fordham. And as 
of the beginning of my junior, 
I still hadn’t gotten docked 
(doced? documented); I was 
on what the people in the 
sports industry call a “winning 
streak.” But then on September 
11th, 2011, it happened. I fi nally 
got in trouble. BIG trouble. 
There was no escaping it now; 
the ghosts of my surreptitiously 
criminal past had fi nally caught 
up with me and now I had to 
face the music. So what was 
the offense, you ask? What was 
it that got a shy, quiet kid in 
trouble?

Sidewalk chalk.
Yes, ladies and gentlemen, I 

was documented for writing on 
a walkway with sidewalk chalk. 
Plain, average, giant-crayon-
esque Crayola sidewalk chalk. I 
won’t go into a lot of detail, but 
if you walked by JMH in the 
early afternoon on 9/11, then 
you probably saw it. Anyways, 
I had to schedule a disciplin-
ary hearing with my RD and 
all that jazz, and, honestly, the 
whole process wasn’t that bad. 
I’m still waiting for him to 
meet with his supervisor during 
their weekly meeting so that 
I can learn my fate, so as I sit 
here and wait, I fi gured I’d do a 
little bit of bitching.

In preparation for my 
disciplinary hearing, I fl ipped 

through every piece of Ford-
ham policy literature I could 
fi nd; both Reslife and Student 
Handbooks, and the Poli-
cies and Procedures page on 
Fordham.edu. The charge 
letter I received indicated 
that I was accused of “prop-
erty damage,” and I wanted to 
see whether what I had done 
constituted that. Obviously, it 
is my personal belief (and, I 
would guess, the 
personal belief of 
most people read-
ing this) that writ-
ing something 
in a medium 
that washes off 
in about 3 days 
absolutely does 
not constitute 
“damage,” but 
being the legal 
freak that I am, I 
needed to check 
for any court 
cases that backed 
me up. 

Let’s talk about what is 
actually prohibited by Ford-
ham; there are three regula-
tions under which my activity 
could have fallen, so let’s look 
at them one by one and see 
whether I was really at fault. 
All three are readily available 
in the handbook, so feel free to 
double-check me on what I’m 
about to say. 

The fi rst one is the ‘pub-
licity and posting’ regula-
tion, which reads in part, “No 
advertising is permitted on the 
sidewalks or roads on campus, 
including posters, fl yers and 
chalk writing.” Before I go any 

further, let me point out that, 
through investigation with my 
trusty ctrl+f, this is the ONLY 
place in ANY handbook that 
Fordham distributes where 
chalk is specifi cally mentioned. 
Now, what I did could possibly 
have violated this regulation, 
except that it wasn’t an adver-
tisement; this regulation only 
applies to things like writing 
meeting times in chalk, or 

advertising a student-run busi-
ness/other organization, and 
NOT to drawing a picture or 
writing a message (in my case, 
it was a political statement). 
But wait, even if what I did 
violated this, it still wouldn’t 
constitute “property damage,” 
so we can assume this is not 
what they used to diagnose my 
wrongdoing.

The next one is actually 
in the Lincoln Center Policies 
and Procedures, but I fi gured 
I’d address it anyways because 
anything is fair game when the 
administration is looking to 
get some money out of you. It 
reads, “Vandalism to any build-

ing, to any University property 
or to any individual’s personal 
property is prohibited.” This 
seems more clear-cut, but what 
actually constitutes vandal-
ism? While all of the nearly 
15 different common/legal 
defi nitions I looked up varied 
in some way, they all contained 
the phrase “willful and/or mali-
cious destruction of property.” 
I defi nitely was willful, but 

certainly not 
malicious, and 
sidewalk chalk 
is absolutely 
not destruc-
tive insofar as 
it a) is water-
soluble, b) 
fades naturally 
after weather 
wear in less 
than 4 days, 
and c) cannot 
be the proxi-
mate cause of 
the destruction 

of something in any way, shape 
or form. Thus, writing/draw-
ing with sidewalk chalk cannot 
have violated these regulations.

The last one is pretty direct 
and to the point. The Univer-
sity Code of Conduct states 
that “theft from or damage to 
University property” is pun-
ishable by one of any number 
of sanctions. I’m not going 
to deny that the walkway in 
from of JMH was university 
property, but I will vehemently 
contest that use of sidewalk 
chalk should be considered 
vandalism/destruction, which 
are the two major parts of any 
defi nition of “damage.” The 

last part, as I gleaned from my 
readings, seems to deal with 
monetary loss. This is nuanced, 
but “property damage”seems 
to mean any action which 
causes the market value of 
a given piece of property to 
permanently decline without 
intervention on the part of the 
property owner. The last clause 
is italicized because it is ex-
tremely important; as compared 
to spraypaint, which is consid-
ered to cause property damage 
because it does not wash away 
without intervention, chalk 
fades naturally within a few 
days and therefore cannot cause 
a permanent decline in value of 
a given piece of property. 

Finally, I would like to cite 
one of the court cases I came 
across: in the case of Mack-
inney (arrested for writing a 
political message in sidewalk 
chalk) v. Nielsen (the police 
sergeant of Berkeley, CA), the 
judge opined that “No reason-
able person could think that 
writing with chalk would dam-
age a sidewalk [or other piece 
of property].” 

To close, consider the fol-
lowing: in 2007, a Brooklyn 1st 
grader was issued a $300 fi ne 
by the Sanitation department 
for drawing on her front walk 
with chalk; all citations were 
retracted after the drawing was 
washed away two days later by 
rain. 

I think your decision should 
be clear. To my RD, Elizabeth 
Amico, and anyone else in 
Residential Life who may end 
up reading this, I simply ask 
that you be reasonable. 

by Gibson Merrick
STAFF INFECTION

Hey, you! Freshman! Grab 
a pair of scissors, cut this 
column out and keep it close 
to your heart always. In your 
darkest hour, turn to these wise 
words. 

St. Barnabas Hospital. You 
will end up there, one way or 
another. I’m here to tell you 
that for all the horror stories 
about being a patient at Barn-
abas, there are even worse 
horrors for those sentenced to 
its waiting room. And as the 
lucky friend of an intoxicated 
Fordham undergrad, it’ll be 
your job to wait around while 
your friend comfortably passes 
out in a bed somewhere behind 
closed doors. You can expect 
three increasingly heinous 
stages to your evening, so come 
prepared and don’t forget to 
have fun with it!

Stage 1: The Shock. The 
initial half hour of your visit 
will included (but is not limited 
to) gory stab victims, crying 
pregnant women, that guy who 
won’t stop yelling and oh-yeah, 
your trashed friend on the 
gurney. There is no preparing 
oneself for this, just be ready to 
sit back and take it. Patients are 

fl ying in an out of doors 
on stretchers, doctors 
too, and you’ll be stand-
ing right there against 
the wall looking like 
you just found out your 
mother is a man. Also, did 
I mention that you’ll be alone, 
without the backup of another 
friend? Barnabas policy won’t 
allow it. So expect a quasi 
panic attack or maybe some 
moderate stigmata. The good 
news is you’ll adjust rather 
quickly, hopefully soon enough 
realize the nurse down the hall 
yelling at you wants your ass 
in the waiting room and not 
blocking the entrance.

Stage 2: The Stand-by. So 
now that you’ve fi nally made 
your way to the waiting room, 
what now? As its name implies, 
you’ll be waiting in a brightly 
lit, densely populated room 
plastered with health-related 
posters and ugly wallpaper. 
Split into to adult and pediatric 
areas, the waiting room sports a 
large number of plastic purple 
chairs for sitting/ develop-
ing back spasms, a men’s and 
women’s single bathroom and 
a water fountain that’s surpris-
ingly refreshing. There’s also a 
large pillar in the center of the 
room that looks like it would 

make a good headrest, but un-
less you like the idea of slime 
on your face and hair, you’ll 
regret resting your head there, 
so don’t do it. 

“No problem, I’ve got shit 
to keep myself occupied with,” 
you say. False. Trying to be 
proactive, I brought my iPod 
and some headphones to pass 
the time. About 23 seconds 
into the fi rst song, I came to 
the legitimate, albeit crushing, 
conclusion that I didn’t want 
any of my music being tainted 
by St. Barnabas bullshit, so I 
turned it off. But by all means, 
if you feel confi dent you won’t 
negatively associate your music 
with that guy asking for change 
and Oxycontin, more power to 
you. What does that leave? The 
television on the far wall. And 
thus begins your descent into 
stage three.

Stage 3: Psychosis. By 
now, you’re tired. Really, really 
tired. But sleep deprivation be 
damned, you’re determined to 
stay awake until your friend 

comes to, and that means you’ll 
be watching Barnabas’ televi-
sion. Unfortunately for you, 
however, you’ll only get to 
watch one station. Do you like 
news? How about Teen Kids 
News, which makes Fordham 
Nightly News look like the 
goddamn CNN? And did we 
really need an hour long show 
titled “Whaddyado” to tell us to 
call 911 if our 500 lb mothers 
start convulsing on the ground? 
Don’t forget “The Winning 
Edge,” which reminds us all 
(spoiler alert!) it takes practice 
to become a champion athlete. 
The life of the multiple stab 
victim across the room never 
looked so preferable, am I 
right?

And that’s when the infor-
mercials for the NuWave oven 
begin. The informercial for this 
oven, which allegedly/magi-
cally removes all traces of fat 
from food while simultaneously 
fl avoring it more, will fi nish 
off whatever hope of surviv-
ing the evening you once had. 
Take my word for it, when the 
kid who watched the 40 minute 
Magic Bullet infomercial three 
separate times tells you the in-
formercial is bad, it’s BAD. My 
solution? Think about happier 
times, like that time you found 

a $20 in your coat pocket or 
that other time those test results 
came back negative. Also, 
maybe try to think of Natalie 
Portman, that always works for 
me.

Another thing to watch 
out for is the PA system in the 
waiting room, which explodes 
indecipherable shrieks into 
you ear with such force you’d 
swear a sentient robot was 
getting raped by a banshee on 
the height of her period. Think 
for a second, would someone 
who hasn’t gone insane in the 
Barnabas waiting room make a 
robo-banshee-rape reference? I 
rest my case.

Eventually, against all 
odds, your friend will wake up. 
That’s good; enjoy the wave of 
relief washing over you. But 
you’re not fooling anybody, 
you’re happier to leave and get 
some sleep than you are that 
your friend is okay. Anyone 
who says otherwise is lying 
to themselves. Either way, 
don’t get too excited, because 
it’ll probably be another hour 
before the nurse actually 
discharges your friend, so sit 
your ass back down, you poor 
bastard.

Oh, and bring a fucking 
jacket. It’s freezing in there.

Actual graffi tti outside FMH

Fuck the police
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by Peter Lacerenza
STAFF ATTENTION 
WHORE

In the wake of 9/11, places 
like Afghanistan and Iraq 
emerged from the then inter-
national gray area that was 
the Middle East. While both 
nations received sporadic atten-
tion throughout the latter half 
of the 20th Century, it was their 
 ties with the terrorist attacks 
that brought them to the fore-
front of the American media’s 
conscious. Now, the professed 
‘Arab Spring’ has similarly 
thrust more nations into the 
international spotlight; Egypt, 
Tunisia and, more recently, 
Libya and Syria have come to 
dominate media coverage in a 
way that is almost overwhelm-
ing. While the goings-on in 
the Middle East are crucial to 
world politics as well as the 
United States’ anti-terrorism 
efforts, many important issues 
have fallen by the wayside as a 
result. 

Perhaps favoritism is just an 
inherent truth of media cover-
age.  In a historical perspective, 
confl icts in no-name places 
have all waxed and waned with 
respective attention, so maybe 
there will come a time when 

people start thinking about 
issues outside the Middle East. 
But out of this hope of realiza-
tion, a question arises: how bad 
do things have to get before 
they are fully recognized?

Somalia is one of the coun-
tries indicative of the cyclical 
nature of press coverage. In the 
early 
90s, it 
was the 
center of 
interna-
tional 
political 
atten-
tion: the 
Somali 
Civil 
War—
on part 
of the 
rampant 
civil unrest and poverty—re-
sulted in the collapse of the 
central government, subse-
quent attempts at international 
intervention, and eventually a 
dramatized movie a la Black 
Hawk Down. Since then, So-
malia has received attention for 
its ties to oceanic piracy. While 
this procured some attention 
for the much-neglected country, 
it was not enough to keep it 
in the media conscious for an 

extended time.
Now Somalia faces a new 

crisis. Having missed the es-
sential rainy season for the 
past two years, drought has 
overcome much of the Horn of 
Africa.  Like its African coun-
terparts, Somalia’s economy 
is still largely dependent on 

the agrarian sector. This crisis 
has spelled disaster for many 
Somali nationals who are now 
fl eeing starvation, depleted land 
and infl ated prices for everyday 
necessities.

If those fl eeing are lucky 
enough to survive—the trek can 
be up to be several weeks of 
treachery and physical exhaus-
tion—will make it to refugee 
camps like that in Dadaab, Ke-
nya.  At the start of the crisis, 

Dadaab was designed by the 
United Nations High Commis-
sioner for Refugees (UNHCR) 
to shelter 90,000 people. Since 
then, the camp has swelled to 
450,000, making it the largest 
refugee camp in the world.  So-
malia’s transitional government 
is trying to solve the problem 

but limited resources 
mean that a solution 
will be reached some-
time in the uncertain 
future.  

What is most 
unfortunate about this 
situation is the sheer 
lack of acknowl-
edgement on behalf 
of media outlets. In 
an attempt to meter 
coverage of the issue, 
I have take to major 
search engines, like 

Google, only to fi nd relatively 
few articles on Somalia. While 
some of them are about the 
famine, many of them show the 
bevy of problems the country 
faces: growing terrorist cells, 
civil unrest, kidnappings, 
bombings and the autonomy of 
the Somaliland region. In com-
parison, Libya has a tremen-
dous amount of media buzz, the 
bulk of which highlights every 
slight development in the revo-

lutionary process as well as the 
misadventures of the eccentric 
Muammar al-Gadhafi .

These imbalances procure 
another question: are expecta-
tions of strife and misfortune 
grounds for ambivalence?  
From the time we enter school 
we are taught that Africa is 
distinct in its struggle to mod-
ernize and the erratic power 
vacuum left by imperialism. 
However, Africa is quickly dis-
missed by Western ambitions, 
which often limits our scope to 
issues that have the potential 
of benefi ting us. While places 
like Somalia are most certainly 
in dire need of aid, there are 
no vital resources being put 
on the line as in the Middle 
East. America has a great deal 
of pride in its “striving for 
the greater global good”, but 
perhaps our interests should be 
piqued by good will rather than 
economic incentive.  The fact 
that things like oil largely guide 
our media and thus our involve-
ment and concern with issues 
such as these almost under-
mines the notion of aide alto-
gether. For the sake of the true 
greater good, it is time to take 
a step back and allow ourselves 
to read between the lines. 

by Sean Kelly
EDITOR IN CHIEF 

Grab a piece of cheese. 
Any will do: a smelly, run-

ny wheel with a funny French 
name (Epoisses Berthaut comes 
to mind), a good honest ched-
dar or an amorphous lump of 
fresh mozzarella.  Take a cross 
section and have a good look 
at it.  What color is it? Does it 
bounce back after you press on 
it? Can you see the individual 
curds, or is it a single smooth 
continuum?  Give it a deep 
sniff and see what it reminds 
you of.  Is it grassy?  Does it 
smell like a barn?  Maybe feet?  
Appreciate its gestalt and see 
how the rind and paste inter-
act with one another to form a 
single whole.  But don’t taste 
it.  Defi nitely, whatever you 
do, don’t taste it yet.  There’s a 
couple things that you should 
know before you dive in, things 
that will drastically affect your 
gustatory experience.  Not tast-
ing methods and fl avor iden-
tifi cation (my colleague Sean 
Bandfi eld has already covered 
that in a previous issue), but 
rather the processes and heri-
tage behind the production and 
maturation of the cheese that 
you’re holding.

First and possibly most 
importantly, where did your 
cheese come from?  It’s well 
known that a cheese from 
France will often taste differ-

ent than a cheese from Italy, 
but that would be too wide of 
a geographical spectrum to 
focus on.  Instead, ask where 
EXACTLY your cheese came 
from.  If it’s French, did it 
come from Normandy, or from 
the Jura Mountains? This may 
seem like an unnecessarily spe-

cifi c feature to hone in on, since 
factory farming and automation 
have taken over the production 
of most foods we enjoy on a 
day to day basis.  However, if 
you’re about to enjoy a piece 
of cheese that was produced by 
caring and capable hands and 
sold to you by a knowledgeable 
and dedicated cheesemonger, 
this knowledge will make all 
the difference.  For the world’s 
most dedicated cheese mak-
ers, the soil of their region in 
the true, primary ingredient 

that drives their cheese mak-
ing, and for smaller producers 
fresh, open pasturage bearing 
the diversity of local fl ora is 
the starting point of everything 
that they do.  For example, in 
France’s Tarentaise valley, a 
single square foot of pasture 
is home to 100 plus species of 

grass, fl owers and weeds, all of 
which is happily and indis-
criminately munched upon by 
cows, sheep and goats alike.  
The grasses in lower eleva-
tions, such as those found in 
the English countryside, will 
vary drastically and refl ect the 
chemical composition of the 
soil (responsible for the char-
acteristically yellow color of 
English cheddar).  On the other 
hand, an animal that is fed on 
grains and silage will produce 
a greater yield of blander milk, 

making for consistency in the 
fi nished product but detracting 
greatly from the character of 
the cheese.

This aforementioned “char-
acter” of the cheese is some-
thing extremely valuable, not 
just fl avor-wise, but economi-
cally and legally as well.  A 

cheese’s geographically 
specifi c character is a 
refl ection of terroir.  
From the French for 
“land”, terroir refers 
the unique characteris-
tics given to a particular 
agricultural product as 
a result of the climate 
and physical character-
istic of the land from 
which it comes.  While 
terroir is most com-
monly applied to wines 
(varietals are most 
often named for the 
regions that they come 
from, so geography 

naturally plays a large role 
in distinguishing them from 
one another), cheeses gather 
as much from their places of 
origin as does wine.  Again, the 
fi nal fl avor and composition 
of milk will depend on what 
an animal eats, and what an 
animal eats depends on where 
that animal lives.  The special 
regional quality of cheeses 
and their distinct terroir carry 
importance far beyond their 
fl avor, and factor into their 
legal status and the restrictions 

on how and where they may be 
produced.  The French AOC 
(Apellation d’origine controlee) 
system has its roots in terroir, 
and gives special legal status 
to certain cheeses produced 
in specifi c ways.  Though the 
AOC system is most com-
monly associated with wines 
(over 300 wines carry AOC 
designation, compared to about 
40 cheeses), its principles are 
heavily infl uenced by cheese 
makers and dairy collectives 
and, incidentally, Roque-
fort cheese was the recipient 
France’s fi rst AOC designation 
in 1925.  When a cheese re-
ceives this prized designations, 
the regulations imposed upon it 
become very strict with the aim 
of preserving its unique and 
traditional terroir.  To illustrate, 
French Comte cheese must be 
produced only from the milk 
of Montbeliarde cattle, each of 
which must have a full hectare 
of grazing; anything that does 
not meet these restrictions (as 
well as others) cannot legally 
be sold under the name Comte.  

So, next time you pick up 
a piece of cheese, try to get to 
know it a bit before consum-
mating your relationship.  As 
the label of Humboldt Fog, one 
of the best American artisanal 
cheeses, states, “It all starts 
underground.”

Gadhafi  during his BET 
appearance

I just hope they don’t put Finnish 
squeaky cheese in those mouse traps
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by Mickie Meinhardt, John O’Neill and Liam Lowery
STAFF KNOW THINGS ABOUT STUFF

There Is An Illegal Angry Birds Theme Park
Yep. Your favorite cellular device game is now a real place, 

complete with giant slingshots and stuffed birds, located in the 
Chinese city of Changsta (that is a real place). Only problem is, 
it’s totally violating copyright law, since they didn’t ask anyone 
if it was ok to just, you know, steal the name and concept and all. 
But it’s cool, don’t panic: Rovio, Angry Birds parent company, 
might work out a partnership so you can turn your stupid-ass vir-
tual score into a obnoxious toy you’ll never use and a commemo-
rative cup that cost $38000 yen (or $10). -MM

The Obamas Brew Their Own Beer
Apparently Barack is kinda into beer and purchased brew-

ing equipment this winter and had White House chefs brew up 
the fi rst-ever beer made in the White House, called White House 
Honey Ale, for his SuperBowl party. They ended up drinking all 
100 bottles made (who likes to party, Obama likes to party), and 
since then they’ve done a couple more batches. Tell me it’s not 
sorta badass that our President brews his own beer. Too bad us 
plebians can’t actually have any of it. -MM

Anyone Ever Called You She When You’re A He? 
Or a they when you are clearly an it? In this day an age, it’s 

helpful to know how to talk about gender pronouns. There are the 
more traditional he/him and she/her pronouns, but on the rise are 
third gender pronouns for those who do not identify as male or fe-
male, or prefer not to use those pronouns. These include ze/hir or 
they/them. Since the world’s perverts now include trans* people, 
genderqueer people, and people who have preferences about how 
they are referred to, you should know how to talk to people about 
their preferred gender pronouns. That can go something like this: 
“Hi, I’m _____ and I prefer he/him pronouns, what gender pro-
nouns do you prefer?” -LL

Tony Blair Had A Skeezy Secret Meeting With al-Gadhafi  
About Beachfront Resorts

In 2009, just one day before the release of Abdel Basset al-
Megrahi, a Libyan agent convicted of the murder of 270 civilians 
on Pan Am Flight 103, Tony Blair held secret meetings with then 
Libyan President Muammar al-Gadhafi . Blair met with Gadhafi  
along with the chairmen of Libya’s state-owned National Oil 
Company in the capital, Tripoli. Additionally, Blair arranged for 
his billionaire American friend, Tim Collins, to meet the colonel 
and discuss the development of several beachfront resorts in the 
North African state. Blair denies any wrongdoing and has de-
fended his visit to Libya stating that numerous other governments 
were in negotiation with the notoriously brutal dictator at the time 
of his meeting. Woof. -JO

Where To Find Other Awesome Pictures Like This One
http://awesomepeoplehangingouttogether.tumblr.com
Real photos of incongruous famous people partying and/or 

chillin’. Yep. That is Nancy Reagan on sitting on Mr. T’s lap as 
he’s dressed as 
Santa. -MM

by Lauren Duca
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR
  

Cupping my breasts in 
two handfuls, Toni shook her 
head. “Girl,” she said (still not 
letting go), “you need more 
than that lacy little excuse for 
a bra.” Toni was a deadringer 
for Luenell (the prostitute 
from Borat), and even though 
I was struggling to take her 
suggestion seriously, I had 
to agree. The American Ap-
parel “bralette” I’d worn to 
my Town Shop 
fi tting was prob-
ably better suited 
for Dov Charney’s 
models (so, thirteen 
year old girls). And 
I’m busty. I don’t 
remember exactly 
how it happened, 
but I know it hap-
pened suddenly. 
That’s the thing 
about boobs: unlike 
other body parts 
that grow gradu-
ally, stretching out 
a fraction of an 
inch each awkward 
phase, boobs seem 
to simply appear. 
It’s been a while 
since my last health 
class, but I wouldn’t 
be surprised if there 
was a boob fairy. 
Flying lopsided, 
because of her own 
gargantuan bosom, 
she selects her vic-
tims, who will wake up the next 
morning with tighter sweaters 
and slight back pain. 

 I was imagining a minia-
ture, winged Christina Hen-
dricks when Toni returned with 
a push-up bra. It had a secret 
clasp that hooked in the front, 
hidden under a tiny bow. I was 
sold, but Toni shook her head 
when I put it on. “That shit’s 
gonna cause an accident,” she 
mumbled. I wondered if a push-
up bra had ever literally been 
the cause of an accident. Boobs 
can be quite dangerous, and 
the well-endowed are ethically 
obligated to refrain from wear-
ing low cut tops and/or getting 
their breasts too cold or wet. I 
agreed that the push-up was an 
irresponsible abuse of power; 
it had already made me seem 
smarter, funnier and infi nitely 
more interesting than I actually 
am. Unclipping the tiny bow, 
visions of sugar daddies danced 
through my head. And like Gol-
lum returning the ring, I reluc-
tantly handed back the bra. As 
Toni rustled back through the 
curtain, in search of something 
“less in-your-face,” I thought 
of all the shirts and dresses I 
couldn’t wear, all those seem-
ingly innocent tank tops that 
would fi nd a way to look slutty 
when stretched around my 34 
DD’s.

I was interning for Allure at 
the time, and my life as a less 
pale, less cute and less-living-
with Adrian Grenier version of 
Anne Hathaway in The Devil 
Wears Prada had forced me 
to reevaluate my self-esteem. 
The week before my fi tting, 
the other interns and I had 
gathered in the fashion closet 
to discuss boob jobs. Recently 
leaked pictures of a nude Blake 
Lively convinced my friend 
Brinley that her life would not 
be complete until two lumps of 

silicone had been surgically in-
serted into her chest. The other 
girls seemed to agree that they 
wanted work done, and were 
not hesitating to joke about 
my rack. “Maybe I can borrow 
some of yours?” Brinley asked 
as my boss came over to get 
us back to work. “Don’t do it, 
Brinley,” she said after assign-
ing fi ve hours worth of spiteful 
errands, “big boobs will just 
make you look slutty…or fat.” 

“Bitch,” I mumbled, as 
I indignantly scurried off to 
fetch her a salad from Chop’t. 
I was pretty sure she was refer-
ring directly to me. And even 
if her comment was arbitrary, 
it stung. I had liked my body 
before the summer began, but 
after so many twelve-hour 
days in a room fi lled with pic-
tures of size zero skeletons, I 
began to feel less proud of the 
word “voluptuous” and grew 
wary of clichés about being 
“curvy in a good way.”

It was the very fi rst time 
I doubted the beauty of my 
chest. Even during the most 
tragically Degrassi-esque 
moments of my high school 
career, in attempts to shrink 
down to a negative dress size, 
I never wanted to lose even 
a tiny bit of what the boob 
fairy had given me. As the 
media photoshops more and 

more inches off of Fergie’s ass, 
double D’s remain in style. Yet, 
it’s impossible to both strictly 
adhere to a Tic-Tacs-only 
diet while keeping your bust, 
because, let’s face it, boobs are 
fat.

And that’s pretty unsexy if 
you think about it. Fat is about 
as appealing as acne, except for 
when it posits itself in the form 
of two (hopefully symmetrical) 
sacks on a woman’s chest. That 
fat is fucking HOT. Truly when 
it comes to boobs, bigger is 

better, although 
“fat” doesn’t seem 
to fi t naturally as 
a qualifi er. There 
are “fat” asses, 
“fat” stomachs, 
“fat” arms…but 
“fat” boobs? If 
you think about 
fat girls who hap-
pen to be busty, 
those jiggling 
lumps (oft remi-
niscent of under-
cooked Jello) 
seem adequately 
attributed with the 
word “fat.” But 
what about Sofi a 
Vergara or Jenny 
McCarthy’s rack? 
You wouldn’t call 
either of those 
exquisite sets 
of breasts “fat,” 
though that’s pre-
cisely what they 
are. 

I was feel-
ing disgusting, partly con-
sidering taping myself down 
Mulan-style and partly trying 
to remember the words to “I’ll 
Make A Man Out of You,” 
when Toni returned. A still 
purple and lacy, but far more 
practical version of what I’d 
worn in, this bra fi t perfectly. 
I stared in the mirror, no less 
haunted by what my boss had 
said. “Why are you so damn 
sad?” Toni asked, shaking her 
head for the eleventh time. 
“Mmmm I swear. If I had your 
body, I would be a bad girl.” 
“I’ll take this one,” I told her.

I wore the bra out of the 
store, feeling more confi dent 
than ever. The whole experi-
ence made me want to make 
up some sort of “uplifting,” 
inspirational story about how 
I learned to love the skin I’m 
in. I could tell you that every-
body’s beautiful or that it’s 
what’s on the inside that counts, 
but you can watch the Lifetime 
channel if you want to hear bull 
shit like that. I doubt a lingerie 
specialist’s insinuation of her 
promiscuity counts as an inspi-
rational tale. Yet, I left feeling 
good about myself, and as I 
walked out of Town Shop and 
was met with the lip-smacking 
of a nearby whiskey bum, I 
looked down at my boobs and 
thought, “Fuck yeah.”  

Bippity, boppity, boobs
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by Brian Gibbons
STAFF GOLDEN CALF

Whilst reading shemot (eng: 
Exodus), one can not help ob-
serve the role Mount Sinai took 
in shaping the congregation 
of Israel into a people. Moshe 
delivers the law and by binding 
the people of Israel to an ethical 
code, attempts to create unity. 
The mount offers up superb vi-
sions of the events: a bearded, 
weary Moshe preaching the law 
of YHWH from the foot of a 
towering mass to all; one can-
not help but envision thunder-
bolts and lightning surrounding 
Mount Sinai. It enables Moshe 
the ability to ascend and per-
form the role of intermediary 
between God and the people, 
and YHWH descends upon the 
mount to guide Moshe in what 
I can imagine to be one of the 
most diffi cult jobs in the history 
of civilization. Mount Sinai in 
shemot receives much attention 
in the text: the congregation 
encircles and faces the moun-
tain as a single entity, ascent 
and descent become key terms 
in describing one’s relationship 
(and communication) to the 
lord, and it is around this mount 
that the people of Israel fi rst 
place YHWH in the center of 
their “civilization” (this being 
what YHWH wanted all along, 
but never receives). All of 
these factors make one believe 
that there is an inherent divine 
status attributed to Mount 
Sinai, and all of the aforemen-
tioned details may attest to this. 
However, one cannot forget 
that after the Israelites depart 

from the base of Sinai, there is 
little to no recognition of the 
mount again throughout shemot 
and the rest of the Hebrew 
bible. It seems then that there 
can be no “inherent sanctity” in 
the mount, other than the role 
it played. Today, one will not 
fi nd a deeper connection to the 
lord even if you were able to sit 
atop its perch (the only prob-
lem there being no one knows 
where it is). The sanctity was 
that of the lord’s, its relation-
ship to humanity occurred only 
in Moshe’s time, and disap-
peared the day the Israelites 
departed. In sum, my claim is 
this: Mount Sinai is not a holy 
mountain. 

___________________

I decided to travel to the 
region of Palestine and study at 
Ha Universitat Haifa located in 
the northern district of the state 
of Israel in the second semester 
of my third year. My aspira-
tions that led to this decision 
centered on a newfound interest 
in Jesus of Nazareth and his 
environment at the time of his 
preaching and ministry (thanks 
in part may be given to profes-
sor Michael Peppard and his 
Introduction to the New Testa-
ment). I wished to fi nd a deeper 
connection with both God 
and the man I believe to have 
understood the lord more than 
any other, before and after. I 
wanted to walk along the paths 
that Jesus once walked, donned 
in leather-bound sandals, and 
wash in the waters of the Kin-
neret (the sea of Galilee). I 
jumped at the opportunity to 

stroll along 
the roads of 
Jerusalem’s old 
city, and pray 
at the Western 
wall of Herod’s 
temple. I 
wanted to feel 
that subtle air 
of “holiness” 
that I believed 
would surround 
this mythi-
cal place, and 
come out of it 
with a deeper 
understand-
ing of God, 
and a closer 
relationship 
with Jesus, my 
rabbi.

Yet this did not occur. 
My time in Israel proved 

to the most diffi cult journey I 
have taken, and while I do not 
regret a single day I cannot 
help but look back critically 
and contrast my ideas with real-
ity. The state of Israel is one of 
the most 
troubled 
“devel-
oped” 
nations in 
the world 
and this 
goes be-
yond the 
racial and 
ethnic 
divide, 
religious 
violence, 
and 
economic 
dispari-
ties one 
hears 
about in 
public media (both complacent 
and critical). In my study of the 
people I came across a deeper, 
much more troubling factor in 
the lives of its citizens and non-
citizens: the actual thought-
process. It is true that some of 
the most troublesome humani-
tarian crises have erupted in 
this nation, featuring an ethnic 
intolerance like that of the pre-
civil rights movement Ameri-
can south. The constant fi ghting 
and ignorance of one another is 
due not simply to hegemony or 
public indoctrination through 
mandatory military service, al-
though they play a key role, but 
instead to the average citizen’s 
and non-citizen’s actual view 
of the world and philosophy 
of life. This worldview centers 
on the belief that the only way 
to deal with one’s problems, is 
through violence and if neces-
sary, bloodshed. The only thing 
more astounding than Israel’s 
fundamental militarism is the 
complete lack of an alternative. 
An objection to the submit-
ting of all citizens to violence 
and war is not there, and this 
is because seemingly nobody 
actually feels that way (consci-
entious objection has begun to 
rise in cities like Tel Aviv, but 
they are harshly looked down 
upon by the average person). 
Revenge permeates throughout 
society: a bomb in Jerusalem, 
an airstrike in Gaza; a rocket in 

Be’er Sheva, tear gas in Ramal-
lah. This systematic violence is 
self-perpetuating, yet what is 
troubling is that nobody seems 
to understand this. Americans I 
studied with took part as well, 
with some of the Jews equat-
ing a bomb in Jerusalem to a 

bomb in their living room, and 
it is this relationship that draws 
harsh and emotional responses. 
The death of a soldier in Israel 
sends a message to every moth-
er and father in the country: 
that could be your son, your 
daughter that paid the price and 
we must avenge their death. 

Israel itself provides no 
other option, the tragedy being 
that this very alternative would 
provide the region a real chance 
of creating some sort of perma-
nent peace. In other words, the 
non-resistance to evil preached 
by Jesus of Nazareth, the revo-
lutionary call to turn the other 
cheek, to love one’s enemy, to 
form community with all walks 
of life (including ethnic and re-
ligious identities), is no where 
to be found. There is no Jesus 
in Israel. And the places where 
I expected to fi nd people that 
thought like me turned out to 
fair even worse. The Christian 
church in Israel does noth-
ing for the people, nor does it 
provide any movement towards 
the alternative, i.e. justice and 
equality. The revolutionary 
nature of Christianity has been 
thrown away in favor of decid-
ing who has control of which 
church, which chapel is located 
on the exact place Jesus was 
buried, and who has the author-
ity to move a ladder. 

I must take this time to 
express what I mean that there 

“is no Jesus in Israel.” I am try-
ing to say that we as Christians 
need to move past this obses-
sion with the importance of the 
historical Jesus. I am not argu-
ing that a better understanding 
of the historical Jesus is not 
necessary, but I am saying that 

our main goals 
need not rely solely 
on fi nding the true, 
fi rst century burial 
site or the exact 
place Jesus deliv-
ered the sermon on 
the mount. In my 
views, the utility 
of Jesus’ message 
is that one can sub-
stitute the environ-
ment wherever and 
whenever neces-
sary. A sermon was 
probably deliv-
ered atop a hill 
surrounding the 
Kinneret in which 
Jesus told his fol-

lowers to “resist not evil.” But 
is that hill still holy? Is there 
“inherent sanctity” in the wa-
ters of the river Jordan where 
Jesus was once baptized, or is 
the actual “holiness” found in 
the action of the baptism itself? 
Moshe must have looked back 
at Mount Sinai as an important 
part of Israel’s history, but 
makes no claim to its divine-
status. Jesus also must have 
looked back to the land of 
Israel as an important part of 
his personal history and that of 
his movement, but would he 
claim it a holy land? I would 
argue that what Jesus spoke of 
is what is important, that his 
teachings were divine, and that 
his movement has the inherent 
ability to end all suffering. My 
Jesus is not in Israel, and I had 
to spend a fi ve-month period in 
a bomb shelter to understand 
this. The Christian church in 
Israel must go back to shemot 
as I have, and see that God fol-
lows the congregation, not the 
place, for the people of Israel 
are what is holy, not the land 
itself. The sanctity of Jesus is 
in his words, and his teaching 
is found among us and in our 
call towards love and peace. 
For it is written in Luke: “The 
kingdom of God cometh not 
with outward show; neither 
shall they say, Lo here! Or, Lo 
there! For behold, the kingdom 
of God is within you.”

Oh, uh... hey guys... 
Didn’t see ya there                                        

And on the 
9th day, God 
said, Ford-
ham, you’re 
the authority 
on everything
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arts
C O N T A G I O N

Who 
knew a movie about invisible germs 

could be so lame
by Will Speros
STAFF HYPOCHONDRIAC

Steven Soderbergh’s latest 
blockbuster, Contagion, has an 
incredible amount of potential, 
but unfortunately does not live 
up to all the hype surrounding 
it.  The director is really not to 
blame for the fi lm’s shortcom-
ings-in fact, the directing may 
be the best part of Contagion.  
Soderbergh links the fi lm’s 
many subplots with a stylish 
zeal that defi nitely provides a 
boost to Scott Z. Burns’ fairly 
fl at script.  A mother and child 
are killed off within the fi lm’s 
fi rst ten minutes, and we the 
audience brace for a fi lm that 
seems unafraid to hold anything 
back; however, that is about the 

most shocking thing that hap-
pens the whole movie.  

Matt Damon plays Mitch 

Emhoff, a man from the suburbs 
of Minneapolis whose cheating 
wife (Gwyneth Paltrow) con-

tracts a mysterious 
illness on a business 
trip which quickly 
kills her.  Luckily, 
Damon is able to pro-
vide his uninteresting 
character with some 
depth as he tries to 
maintain sanity and 
immunity from the le-
thal virus.  The movie 
then transitions to Dr. 
Ellis Cheever (Lau-
rence Fishburne) and 
Dr. Erin Mears (Kate 
Winslet), employees 
of the Centers for Dis-
ease Control dedicated 
to ending any further 

contractions.  Fishburne gives 
a commendable performance as 
a  man confl icted between doing 

what is asked of him and doing 
what is right.  Winslet, as usual, 
nails her role, playing Mears 
with tremendous intensity and 
sympathy; unfortunately, her 
character isn’t given the neces-
sary screen time to truly display 
her talents.  The same goes for 
Marion Cotillard, who plays an 
epidemiologist for the World 
Health Organization.  Cotillard 
is the center of the fi lm’s big-
gest and most brilliant twist, but  
is barely featured again after-
wards.  

Things get a little more 
interesting when Jude Law’s 
character comes into play.  Law 
plays blogger/rabble-rouser 
Alan Krumwiede with great ap-
peal as he exposes the govern-
ment coverups surrounding the 
virus that is killing off millions.  
Law is given a great opportuni-
ty to show off his acting chops, 
and his performance stands out 
as the most memorable as his 
character is, by far, the most 
thought-out.  While much of 
Contagion’s appeal lies in its 
cast of Oscar-winners/nomi-
nees, it seems safe to say that 
they themselves are largely re-
sponsible for some of the fi lm’s 
shortcomings.  At times, having 
such powerful actors onscreen 
together is distracting, and cam-
eos by everyone from Bryan 
Cranston to Demetri Martin 
doesn’t exactly help matters.

One would naturally ex-
pect having Marion Cotillard, 
Laurence Fishburne and Kate 
Winslet in the same scene to 
be orgasmic, but the script al-
most never provides any of 
the actors with the opportunity 
to really act.  The script is all 
business and is devoid of any 
authentic or believable display 
of human emotion as it moves 
a mile-a-minute.  Burns’ script 
is the fi lm’s waterloo. It truly 
fails to give any of its charac-
ters more than one dimension.  
A fi lm with such stacked acting 
caliber and surrounded with so 
much hype it’s hard to accept 
that such a fi lm simply does not 
come together in the end.  One 
more script rewrite and Conta-
gion would probably have the 
same effect on audiences that 
Jaws did; Contagion strives to 
be the fi lm that renders its audi-
ence paranoid and edgy well af-
ter leaving the theater, but, alas, 
Soderbergh steers the fi lm in a 
way that leaves the audience in 
a phase of constant anticipation 
while the fi lm never delivers the 
mind-blowing thrills one should 
expect with a Soderbergh mov-
ie.  Honestly, it’s not so much 
that the fi lm is bad, it could just 
be a lot better.

“It looks like he’s dead.He’s got, like, 
blue paint on him or something. But 
he’s going to be fi ne.”
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PANIC AT THE DISCO:

e x c l a m a t o r y !
by C. Sarah Stafford
STAFF MIDDLE SCHOOL-
ER

Remember that band you 
listened to in junior 
high that made you 
feel like such a ba-
dass rebel pump-
ing your sleek new 
iPod to?  Maybe you 
were going through 
an emo skater phase 
like me and your 
sound added to your 
oh-so anti-main-
stream persona.  At 
the height of idealis-
tic teenage rebel fan-
tasies, little did my 
loving parents know 
that I went to see 
Panic! At the Disco 
on September 1st. 

I walked into 
Central Park that 
lovely afternoon to 
what only Simon 
Cowell could adequately de-
scribe as “the sound a cat makes 
jumping off the Empire State 
Building.”  I guess that’s what 
passes for an opening act nowa-
days.  Thankfully, my friends 
and I came late and missed 
most of that horror show.   As 
we pushed our way through 
the crowd, Neon Trees started 
their set.  After our concert 
ritual of quoting Scott Pilgrim 
(“they have a girl drummer?!”) 
we found a decent spot to set-
tle down and watch the show.  
Neon Trees is a decent band 
live, but honestly, who knows 

any other song by them besides 
“Animal?”  It certainly was the 
only song they played that the 
crowd seemed to know and give 
any sort of response to. 

 Some girl standing right 
next to me was complaining 
how rowdy it was getting, even 
though we were barely moving 
(than again, I’ve seen August 
Burns Red and once you’ve 
seen them live no crowd will 
ever seem rowdy in compari-
son).  I don’t think I spotted a 

single mosher or even a person 
dancing for that matter.   If you 
can believe it, two guys shot me 
dirty lookes when I tried to stay 
true to my Jersey roots and fi st 

pump to a song.
Blissfully, Panic! didn’t take 

long to come on with a roaring 
opening.  If I had to summarize 
them in one line, I’d say this: 
don’t believe what anyone says, 
Panic! at the Disco is amazing 
live.  Brendon Urie has a gor-
geous voice and amazing stage 
presence.  The rest of the band 
can sometimes lag behind on 
the energy level, but Brendon 
makes up for it by always doing 
something crazy.  He has a rest-
less style of performing, con-
stantly running around the stage 
while tossing off jackets and 

swinging around his mic stand 
or guitar.  What really made it 
a great show for me was their 
fabulous set list, which covered 
all my favorites like “Camisa-
do” and “Hurricane” – in which 
they gave their sympathies over 
the hurricane we had recently 
endured.

The crowd and I were sing-
ing every song along with Bren-
don, but remained completely 
stationary the entire show.  “Kill 
Tonight,” off their new album, 

Vices and Virtues,   was quite 
cool, especially when Brendon 
pulled out   a huge bong and 
started banging the shit out of 
it.   “Almost” was particularly 

sweet when the 
other members 
of the band left 
the stage to al-
low Brendon 
to play acous-
tic guitar all 
by his lone-
some.  They 
darkened the 
stage and left 
a single spot 
light on Bren-
don, creating 
a chilling yet 
intimate ambi-
ance perfect 
for the song.  
Coming as no 
big shocker, 
“I Write Sins, 
Not Tragedies” 
was the crowd 

favorite followed by “Ballad of 
Mona Lisa.”  These songs com-
plement each other nicely and 
both bring out the best in each 
other when played one right af-
ter the other.  They feel like a set 
in a way, despite being off two 
different albums.  To me, “Bal-
lad of Mona Lisa” is the con-
tinuation of the story told by “I 
Write Sins Not Tragedies” and 
should always be played togeth-
er. My personal favorite song 
of the night had to be “Time to 
Dance,” in which they brought 
out Pete Wentz to help them 
perform.  It was like my junior 

high fantasy all on 
one stage.   Thank 
God they only did 
one song from 
their waste of an 
album Pretty, their 
only good song 
from it: “Nine in 
the Afternoon.”

What surprised 
me was that my 
favorite part of 
the concert had to 
be their cover of 
Michael Jackson’s 
“Pretty Young 
Thing.”  Serious-
ly, I almost wish 
Panic! would do an 
entire cover show 
of classic rock and 
pop their cover 

was so fantastic.  Brendon’s 
voice was perfectly suited for 
that song and their instrumental 
arrangement was both modern 
and interesting.

Panic! closed with one of 
their best songs off their new 
album Nearly Witches.  It is 
an odd artsy song, involving a 
French children’s choir, so I was 
surprised they even performed 
it live.  It was an almost bitter 
sweet end to a decent concert 
that left me wanting more.   

What: X (The Unheard Music and Los Angeles) 
When: Thursday, September 29, 7:30PM
Where: Maxwell’s, 1039 Washington Street
Hoboken, NJ
How Much: $40
Why: X, a band which defi ned the sound of the Los Angeles 
punk scene, made a movie documenting the earlier stages of their 
rise to fame. On 9/29, the band will host a screening of the movie 
and perform all the songs from their album Los Angeles.

What: Comedy Shows!?
When: Nightly
Where: Upright Citizens Brigade Theater, 307 W. 26th St.
How Much: $5-10
Why: You’re a regular funny dude who likes funny stuff and 
being near funny people with funny ideas that say funny shit 
about funny shit. Funny is one of those words where if you say 
it enough it doesn’t really mean anything any more, that’s not an 
attempt at being funny but its kind of funny how funny funny 
funny funny funny funny and now you don’t even know what 
the what?

What: Adult Gymnastics
When: Monday-Friday
Where: Chelsea Pier, 23rd St. & the Hudson River
How Much: $28 per class
Why: lolololol

What: “Who is Alex Trebek?”
When: Thursday, September 29
Where: Rose Hill, Keating First Floor Auditorium
How Much: Free
Why: So you’ve been trying to get onto Jeopardy for years but 
for some reason they never pick you even though you’ve made 
the top 100 qualifying list twice and you want to know what the 
fuck is up? Then go see Alex Trebek as he does a little question 
and answer session and glare at him until your image is perma-
nently seared into his memory so next time he picks who gets to 
be on his show he will pick you just so your face stops haunting 
his every waking moment.

What: Smorgasburg, A Food Flea Market
When: Every Saturday 10AM-5PM
Where: Brooklyn, East River Waterfront (btw. North 6 + 7 St.)
How Much: Depends on how hungry you are
Why: How’s the food? It’s pretty good, and what better way to 
expand your culinary palette than to go to a giant food festival 
with cheap eats? Precisely, so go 

What: NYC Beer Week
When: September 16-25
Where: Various bars and restaurants throughout the city.
How Much: How much can you drink and how much can you 
afford to drink?
Why: If you love beer, nay, good beer, and are 21 years of age or 
older (or have a decent fake) this is your time to shine. All week 
long New York bars and restaurants all throughout the city will 
feature New York State Beers at discounted prices. To fi nd a list 
of participating locations near you visit:
www.nycbeerweek.com/venues

Sk8er 4 lyfe

I guarantee you that every one of those recordings later ap-
peared on Myspace or Facebook with a gratuitous amount 
of exclamation points in their descriptions.
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remembering the 
ATTICA PRISON RIOTS

by Will Yates
STAFF LOVES A GOOD, 
OLD-FASHIONED RIOT

On September 11th this year, 
thousands gathered at the World 
Trade Center and the Pentagon 
to remember those who died 10 
years ago in needless violence 
and horror. But on September 
13th, a handful mourned another 
tragedy, 40 years in the past that 
was as needless and as tragic 
as a terrorist attack, but perpe-
trated by the US military against 
its own citizens. This was the 
suppression of the Attica Prison 
riot in 1971 by New York State 
Police that left 39 people dead, 
hundreds injured and over a 
thousand left to endure days of 
torture. Last Tuesday, Brooklyn 
Academy of Music screened 
the 1974 documentary “Attica,” 
consisting mostly of narrated 
footage shot during the tense 
four days at the prison, to a hor-
rifi ed audience that included two 
survivors of the bloodshed and 
a handful of civil rights lawyers 
who have dedicated their lives 
to the pursuit of justice for these 
men. The fi lm documents how, 
once taking 
the prison 
yard and 42 
guards as 
hos t ages , 
the con-
victs quick-
ly set up a 
communal 
living ar-
rangement 
that was 
surprising 
in its ef-
fectiveness 
and har-
mony. Here 
were thou-
sands of 
men who 
society had 
d e e m e d 
o u t c a s t s , 
e l e c t i n g 
their leaders, organizing shelter 
and food arrangements, and see-
ing that their hostages had the 
best treatment possible. Panelist 
Carlos Roche, one of the prison-
er survivors of the attack, point-
ed out that people tend to view 
prisoners as being inherently 
unintelligent. “You got some 
of the most creative minds in 
there. Most of them were there 
for being too creative. People 
everywhere make plans, elect 
leaders, they persuade each oth-
er, and they try to improve their 
situation. Prisoners are capable 
of the same things.”

As time progressed, journal-
ists and independent observ-
ers entered the prison yard and 
spoke with the men about their 
grievances and demands. Foot-
age from those four days shows 
the prisoners’ leaders deliver-

ing eloquent speeches on their 
mistreatment and on the larger 
social trends that created their 
situations. The list included the 
fact that although Attica was 
built for 1,200 inmates, at the 
time of the riot it was holding 
almost twice that amount. They 
were allowed one shower per 
week and one roll of toilet paper 
a month. Their food consisted of 
almost entirely starch: potatoes 
and bread, with soup being only 
broth. The riot itself began after 
one inmate was held in his cell 
to be tortured during the morn-
ing walk to the mess hall and 
his friends refused to go without 
him. Muslims were not allowed 
to hold services or congregate in 
groups larger than three. News-
papers were censored for infor-
mation about prisons or prison-
ers’ rights.

Perhaps the most interesting 
part of the riot dynamic was the 
racial utopia that existed during 
the siege. Most of the prisoners 
were Black and Hispanic men 
from New York City and the 
guards were all white, mostly 
from upstate New York. Dur-
ing the standoff, white prisoners 

and hostages came to agree fully 
with the demands of the others 
and many of them spoke of it to 
news crews and observers who 
came in. The general feeling 
was that their causes were the 
same and the things that served 
to separate them in the outside 
world didn’t apply there. When 
the shooting began, many of the 
surviving white guards recall 
ed prisoners using corpses as 
shields to save themselves any-
way they could. 

Correctional Services Com-
missioner Russell Oswald 
agreed to meet the prisoners 
after three days. They told him 
their demands, including total 
amnesty against prosecution, 
after the siege was to end. Os-
wald then went outside the 
walls and told a distorted ver-
sion of events to news crews, 

especially concerning the treat-
ment of hostages, the broadcasts 
being watched by the prisoners 
themselves on television. This 
pattern of lying was to typify 
Oswald and the state’s approach 
for the entire ordeal.

Oswald pleaded with Gov-
ernor Rockefeller to come down 
from Albany, who refused. 
Many believe that his refusal 
was centered around his aspi-
rations to be President, and his 
desire to appear tough on crime, 
to counter his image as an East 
Coast aristocrat and a liberal. 
Negotiations broke down and 
Oswald moved ahead with his 
plan to retake the facility by 
force. A helicopter fl ew over, 
dumping CN and CS over the 
yard. All the prisoners and hos-
tages were immediately immo-
bilized, and the shooting began. 
Snipers, from as far away as 175 
feet, fi red indiscriminately into 
the clouds of gas. Police rushed 
in and immediately took con-
trol. 29 prisoners and 10 guards 
lay dead, hundreds were shot or 
choking from the gas. All the liv-
ing, including those shot, were 
made to strip, crawl through the 

mud of the yard and broken 
glass and run past a gauntlet 
of vindictive offi cers beat-
ing them with clubs and 
guns. Several key members 
of the prisoner leadership 
who, according to witnesses, 
survived the initial attack 
and were later found dead, 
suggesting selective killings 
went on throughout the day 
and night long after order 
was restored. Many of the 
prisoners received charges 
for kidnapping and assault, 
resulting in sentences of be-
tween 20 and over 500 years. 
No police were ever charged 
for the 39 deaths.

The legacy of Attica is 
visible in the shattered lives 
of the two survivors, one 
of whom spent 48 years on 
charges from the riot, as they 

spoke of the horror of seeing so 
many lives lost in a few mo-
ments. It is also visible in the re-
cord number of Americans now 
incarcerated and suffering under 
similar conditions. As the law 
activists and organizers have 
been fi ghting for 40 years for 
the truth about who was killed 
when and by whom, it is re-
sponsibility of citizens to stand 
up against the continuation of 
the systematic brutalization of 
prisoners. Many have made bad 
decisions and done things in 
their lives that hurt others, but 
we need to ask ourselves if this 
inhumane treatment is really the 
best way to rehabilitate them. 
Philosophically, America needs 
to consider why it stands alone 
in the modern world as a mass 
abuser and incarcerator of its 
own people. 

Who: Black Moth Super Rainbow, Lichens, The Marshmallow 
Ghosts
When: Thursday, September 22, 10PM
Where: le poisson rouge, 158 Bleecker Street
How Much: $18
Why: If you like to dance BMSR is the band for you to see. 
Electronic and psychedelic, BMSR has an original sound and 
style that is hard not to enjoy. 

Who: Wilco, Nick Lowe
When: Friday, September 23, 5PM
Where: Central Park Rumsey Playfi eld
How Much: $45
Why: If you’ve never seen Wilco live before but you’re a fan of 
their music they put on a show that is really worth seeing. Their live 
performances are bright, vibrant and unforgettable. The fanfare 
is equally as impressive as their music and altogether make for a 
show that is really worth the time and money you’ve spent to be 
there.                                                                                                                                           

Who: Fucked Up, Wavves
When: Saturday, September 24, 6PM
Where: Webster Hall, 125 East 11th Street
How Much: $20
Why: Does anyone else think this is a strange combination of 
bands? I mean it sounds cool and good and stuff but I just think 
it’s strange. Anyway, if you like hardcore or surf rock you’ll like 
at least 1/2 of this show, unless you like hardcore AND surf rock 
then you’ll like the whole thing, or if you like neither of those 
genres you’ll enjoy none of it and you’re probably kind of lame 
or something.

Who: Thao With the Get Down Stay Down
When: Monday, September 26, 8PM
Where: Music Hall of Williamsburg, 66 North Sixth Street
How Much: $20
Why: You like music that makes you feel like you’re fl oating 
down a pink river on a raft of sunshine? Thao With the Get 
Down Stay Down is instrumentally precise with warm tones and 
plucky beats, guarunteed to make you smile.

Who: Panda Bear
When: Saturday, October 1, 7PM
Where: Webster Hall
How Much: $25
Why: How much cool is pandas? They are cute but supposedly 
vicious and eat bamboo or something or maybe that’s Koalas 
but either way have you ever seen pictures of those dogs in Chi-
na that are painted to look like pandas? Because they’re pretty 
shocking and all you can think to yourself is “you would” as you 
watch videos on youtube of animals that aren’t pandas but are 
painted to look like pandas and what if you looked like a panda  
and everything was pandas, like your house and your car and 
your blender? Panda cars.

Who: X
When: Saturday, October 1, 9:30PM
Where: Irving Plaza, 17 Irving Place
How Much: $30
Why: One of the most revered bands to emerge from the late 
70’s/early 1980’s punk scene, X will not fail to impress. After a  
breif haitus in the 1990’s, X is back with all the agression your 
parents rocked out to.  

“ATTICA! ATTICA!”
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by Rachael Prensner
STAFF SEES THROUGH 
YOUR RUSE, HOLLY-
WOOD

When I fi rst saw the trailer 
for Tate Taylor’s The Help, a 
movie adapted from 2009 book 
of the same name by Kathryn 
Stockett, I wondered why a 
movie about social change had 
been disguised as a chick fl ick. 
After watching the movie, I real-
ize my thinking was backwards. 
Despite the movie’s promise of 
exploring diffi cult social issues, 
it manages to stay safely within 
feel-good chick-fl ick territory, 
and artfully avoids more serious 
questions. 

To quickly recap, The Help 
is about African American nan-
nies and housekeepers of 1960s 
Jackson, Mississippi, who were 
collectively referred to by the 
same name as the title of the 
movie. So when I say I hoped 
the fi lm would contain a mean-
ingful depiction of the predica-
ment of domestic workers, it’s 
because those workers are not 
only integral to the plot, but in 
the very title. 

The story is told for the 
most part through the eyes of 
Emma Stone’s character, Skee-
ter. Notice the nickname?  Her 
name sounds like a boy’s name 
because she’s got an identity 
and ambitions of her own – no 

ever, is comically and inexpli-
cably petty, like some historical 
prototype of Regina from Mean 
Girls.

The movie pays this same 
lazy, caicaturish attention to de-
tail to the social issues it treats. 
Ostensibly, the book Skeeter 
publishes represents the maids 
transcending injustice through 
the power of the written word 
and forming a community. Then 
again, the movie depicts the 
writing process through tell-all 
sessions where the maids con-
fi de about their bitchy bosses 
like they’re dishing the latest 
gossip. Once the book is pub-
lished, Skeeter jet sets off to 
New York to take her dream 
job, leaving all the maids hold-
ing their posts in Jackson. I’m 
not sure the change is going to 
be sustainable, or Taylor has 
given the help anything beyond 
a meaninglessly metaphorical 
seat at the table; in reality, the 
maids still have to get dinner on 
the table at the end of the day.  

I don’t mean to say The Help 
is a bad movie, because if you 
want to see something pretty 
that features some great actress-
es, it’s not a bad choice. Watch 
it like you’d watch some teen 
melodrama, maybe one involv-
ing vampires, then go home and 
chit-chat about whether it was 
good or not. It worked for the 
help.

voice to her openly racist legis-
lative initiative which stipulates 
that all white homes require a 
separate bathroom for the “col-
ored” help. In fact, Hilly’s so 
horrible she can’t be more than 
an exaggerated cipher. This 
choice in villain is especially 
facile and lazy considering there 
is so not only an abundance of 
contemporary nastiness to de-
pict, but also an extensive leg-
acy of social prejudice to draw 
upon. The historical Hilly Hol-
brook was born into a society 
deeply infused with sexist and 
racist biases, powerful enough 
to warp the best of characters. 

The Hilly of the movie, how-

boy who originally made fun of 
her is actually a perfectly fi ne 
guy – Eugenia fi ghting with the 
boy when he gets jealous – it all 
feels like scenes recycled from 
the most tired, insubstantial ro-
mantic comedy. Through it all 
we’re just waiting for the Afri-
can American actresses to get 
back on stage. 

Meanwhile, the maids have 
to suffer the petty tyrannies 
of the villains of the movie: 
the myopic, bouffanted young 
wives of Jackson, who are of-
ten bracketed by their especially 
vile ringleader, Hilly Holbrook. 
Everything about Hilly is hate-

able, from her grating, drawling 

Stepfordian southern belle here! 
Her idea is to document the sto-
ries of the maids of Jackson, 
because it’s a story worth be-
ing told. Also she’s got a liter-
ary career to get off the ground. 
“Remember how you told me 
to write about things that dis-
turb me? Particularly if they 
disturb no on else?” she pleads 
to a hard-boiled New York City 
magazine editor. The earnest-
ness in her tone tells us that this 
movie matters, really, it does. 

Skeeter’s presence isn’t un-
welcome because, after all, ev-
ery great journey needs a guide. 
The problem is, the storyline of 
Skeeter – or 
in more so-
p h i s t i c a t e d 
s i t u a t i o n s , 
Eugenia – 
as a white, 
p r i v i l e g e d 
and single 
p ro tagonis t 
who needs 
to follow 
her dreams 
tends to over-
shadow the 
much more 
i n t e r e s t i n g 
parts of the 
movie.  Eu-
genia getting 
made fun of 
for wanting to 
write – Eugenia fi nding out the 

United Citizens Brigade (UCB) 
Theater in Chelsea. UCB is an 
improv theatre that holds a lot 
of shows throughout the week 
and sometimes features guest 
appearances including Conan 
O’Brian, Robin Williams, Jack 
Black and Tina Fey. 

The show’s title, ASSSS-
CAT 3000, may have been in-
spired by the all-nude lap danc-
ing club that was their former 
theatre, but no one really knows 
(or cares.) 

The ASSSSCAT is easily a 
bargain since it only costs ten 
dollars for some great laughs. 
The theatre is in a grungy, un-
derground basement of a Grist-

edes supermarket that fi ts about 
150 people. Because of the 
limited space, they sometimes 
let stand bys literally sit on the 
edge of the stage. This turned 
out to be incredibly lucky for 
me because it was a full house 
and I was too short (story of 
my life) to see anything in the 
back. ASSSSCAT goes on twice 
every Sunday. The fi rst show is 
at 7:30pm and costs ten dollars 
and the second is at 9:30pm and 
free. The improv troupe is made 
up of seven comedians who 
aren’t famous but are nonethe-
less extremely talented. 

As soon as everyone is set-
tled, two of the comedians come 

out and interact 
with the audi-
ence. That night, 
they made a guy 
in the fi rst row 
put on socks to 
conceal his open 
toes. When he 
asked why the 
women in fl ip 
fl ops near him 
weren’t ordered 
to do the same 
thing, one of the 
comedians re-
plied, “Because 
they have small, 
dainty feet and 
yours are not 

pretty.”  
After all male toes were con-

cealed, the monologist comes to 
the stage and tells funny per-
sonal anecdotes based on sug-
gestions taken from the audi-
ence. That night’s suggestions 
were “crazy ex-girlfriends” and 
“quarters.” He surprisingly had 
way more stories about the lat-
ter. Unfortunately, the craziest 
ex-girlfriend he ever had just 
stepped on his hat as they were 
breaking up. Meanwhile, this 
guy has been robbed more times 
than Taylor Swift has called 
herself a crazy ex-girlfriend 
(implicitly).   Back when the 
monologist was still a strug-
gling comedian in Los Ange-
les with only fi ve dollars in his 
pocket, he once got harassed by 
a group of hookers. The hookers 
then stole said fi ve dollars. An-
other time, he got scammed by 
an Israeli man who begged him 
for 200 dollars to release his de-
tained family from the LAX air-
port. He now hates Israel. 

Immediately after the mono-
logue, the other comedians im-
provised sketches based on his 
stories. They elevated his funny 
anecdotes to fantastical, outra-
geous situations. In one sketch, 
a guy meets his ex-girlfriend’s 
douche bag boyfriend and is of-
fered money for his “missing 

cock” surgery. In another, a guy 
is robbed by a bunch of hook-
ers but then takes them out for 
a classy dinner. The sketches 
worked because they were well 
acted, well timed, and really 
funny. The comedians played 
to their strengths and were very 
believable no matter what char-
acter they played. They all had 
something to offer in the show 
and together, they created a 
smooth, well-run team.

So if you’re too late to buy 
rush tickets for a Broadway 
show one night, UCB is a great 
alternative. You will save mon-
ey and you’re more likely to run 
into a celebrity (I know that’s on 
your bucket list). They recently 
opened up a second theater, 
UCB East, on 3rd Street and Av-
enue A this past August.  It will 
focus less on improv and more 
on standup and storytelling. It’s 
like they heard my prayers. You 
can also watch improv students 
perform in “class shows” for 
fi ve dollars, although they focus 
more on technique than mate-
rial. Back at the original theater, 
co-founder Amy Poehler (SNL, 
Parks and Recreation) is sup-
posedly going to make an ap-
pearance at the ASSSSCAT for 
the next two Sundays. I couldn’t 
possibly make this show sound 
more appealing. 

A Ch ick-Fl ick in Soc ial 
Commentarys Cloth ing

by Leena Mancheril
STAFF ASSCAT

At fi rst glance, all types 
of comedy can look alike. But 
to the careful eye, one can see 
that there’s a difference be-
tween screwball comedy and 
black comedy; parody and sat-
ire; standup and improv. The 
last two are my favorite and 
that’s why I didn’t think twice 
about spending the anniversary 
of 9/11 laughing at the ASSSS-
CAT 3000. Contrary to what 
you may think, (and what my 
friend thought he paid $10 for) 
that is not the name of a stripper. 
It’s a weekly improv show at the 

The Best $10 You Can Spend on 
Something With Assss In Its Name

Probably not what he had in 
mind.

The extra “SS”  in “ASSSS CAT” is 
surprisingly important for a Google Im-
age search.
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by Chloe Rickert
STAFF PHOTOJOURNAL-
IST

From 2006-2008, the Virgin 
Festival was an annual event 

in Baltimore that cost roughly 
the same as festivals like Lol-
lapalooza. In 2009, the festival 
switched its location to Mer-
riweather Post Pavilion, a 40-
acre venue in Columbia, MD, 

and became a free event: the 
Virgin Mobile FreeFest. Its goal 
is to encourage concertgoers 
to donate and raise money for 
homeless youth. The line-up for 
FreeFest on Saturday Septem-

Virgin Mobile FreeFest: 
A Good Cause, and Even Better Music

heard of this Maryland venue 
besides Animal Collective’s 
album title tribute, I graduated 
from high school in the pavil-
ion, and past performers include 
Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, the 
Who, and the Grateful Dead. 
The grounds of Merriweather 
Post are pretty sacred and also 
really convenient for holding 
a festival. The pavilion itself, 
a smaller stage in the woods 
called “the Dance Forest,” and 
a large stage in the West fi eld 
make three headliners possible. 
It’s absolutely impossible to get 
bored with three stages, spon-
sors’ tents, a skateboard ramp, a 
ferris wheel, and food and bev-
erages galore. (But don’t decide 
to go next year because I can 
barely deal with how fast tickets 
“free out” now.)t

ber 10th included Patti Smith, 
James Murphy, Cut Copy, !!!, 
TV on the Radio, Cee Lo Green, 
Ghostland Observatory, The 
Black Keys, and Deadmau5. 
Although most people haven’t 

Tunde Abebimpe’s experience as a musician is obvious. 
Outside of live performances, it’s easy to be impressed by 
his solo work and collaborations with bands like the Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs, but seeing him onstage, any audience member 
can tell he knows and loves what he’s doing. His soulful 
rendition of every song was genuinely moving.

The dance-punk band 
!!! (pronounced chk 
chk chk) had an after-
noon set at the Dance 
Forest. Nic Offer, lead 
singer and master of 
the pelvic thrust gave a 
thoroughly entertaining 
performance, mostly 
from atop the speakers. 
He and the rest of the 
band had a glorious 
energy that successfully 
put dance in everyone’s 
pants.

TV on the Radio gave a solid set that threatened the spots of 
the headliners of the festival. The band seems to be doing well 
considering the tragic loss of Gerard Smith earlier this year and 
they fi nished up with “Wolf Like Me,” a total crowd-pleaser, get-
ting everyone from the pit to the lawn up on their feet. The whole 
group got into it just as much as the audience and Jaleel Bunton 
(above) is a stunning example of the type of musician you can see 
losing himself in the music onstage.
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the paper’s big list

by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEV-
ERAL

Early September was hot 
this year. We were surprised by 
the weather, sure, but early Sep-
tember brought with it another 
surprising turn of events we 
weren’t soon to forget. At the 
GOP debate on September 7, 
Brian Williams turned to GOP 
front runner Rick Perry and 
said, “Your state has executed 
234 death row inmates, more 
than any other governor in mod-
ern times.” Before Mr. Williams 
could ask his question, the au-
dience erupted in applause. Ap-
plauding the execution of real 
human beings in a process (Hel-
lo, Troy Davis) that has proved 
again and again to be fl awed? 
Dear readers, that was some 
medieval type shit. Can you 
imagine being Perry, and ex-
pecting your ass to get roasted 
and receiving a baggie of roast-
ed almonds instead? It was hon-
est to God horrible-amazing. 
This week, the paper will spill 
which potentially-immoral acts 
of which we’re secretly proud.  
Feel welcome to stand up and 
applaud at any time.

PRETENDS TO BE BLIND
by Liam Lowery
STAFF DAREDEVIL

It really isn’t that hard to 
pretend to be blind. I carry a 
white stick around, and my dog 
is allowed to come into Whole 
Foods. More than that, I live 
for a thrill- whenever I need 
one, I can smear a little food 
on my face and listen to panic 
ensue: people never know how 
to tell me. I love this sociologi-
cal experiment so much that it 
was worth spending $39.50 for 
a “Sight Sensing Walking Cane 
with White Adjustable, Fold-
ing Aluminum Shaft” There 
is the classy way: tapping me 
lightly on the shoulder and de-
scribing the exact location of 
the foodsmear “Just above your 
right upper lip, it looks like you 
have a little bit of salsa…” but 
more often there is a hushed 
debate, (“What do we say?” 
“Nothing, it’s not like he’ll see 
it…”) followed by the awkward, 
“Uh, excuse me, you have a lit-
tle schmutz.” Though my most 
favorite  benefi t of my imagined 
disability is being able to smack 
people with a cane- and I fuck-
ing do, hard. Right in the sweet 
spot on the shin where it rever-
berates up the entire leg to the 
tailbone. And I know it hurts, 
too, because through my half 
closed-eyes behind a large pair 
of Ray-Bans I can see a wince 
and a clenched jaw as I say, 
“Oh- I’m so sorry! How clumsy 
of me!”

ROOMMATE RIDDLES
by Liz O’Malley
ARTS CO-EDITOR

One time my roommate 
and our friend were wasted and 
found a creepy baby doll on the 
ground and hung it in my closet 
by a ribbon. My roommate tried 
to keep it a secret and told me 
there was a surprise for me at 
home, but I read his Word docu-
ment that I “wasn’t allowed to 
read” about something horrible 
he’d done that he was really 
proud of. Tonight I’m going to 
go home and hide every pair of 
shoes he owns (two pairs, to be 
exact). Tomorrow morning he 
will wake up to a note with a 
lengthy, vague set of riddles that 
he will have to solve in order to 
fi nd them. Once he completes 
this and discovers the location 
of his shoes he 
will fi nd that 
there are only 
left shoes and 
another set of 
riddles telling 
him where the 
right ones are. 
Tom also nev-
er showers.

H A N G -
ING DOLL 
“PRANK”
by Tom Sli-
wowski
E A R W A X 
EDITOR

So last 
night me and 
Adam were really drunk and 
were walking to a bodega for 
more beer and maybe thrubs 
too, so we found an astonish-
ingly creepy baby doll on the 
sidewalk and put it in Adams 
backpack to save for later. This 
morning we were nursing our 
hangovers and found it and took 
a ribbon and made a noose and 
hanged the doll in my roommate 
Liz’s closet among her clothes. 
Her reaction will probably be 
really intense and she’ll play it 
down later. And once last year I 
hacked her facebook and made 
it entirely thanksgiving themed. 
She’s sitting right next to me 
and she won’t even know about 
the doll until after this is print-
ed. Ha ha. 

BEAT UP SOMEONE 
WHILE WEARING A PUP-
PY SUIT
by Megan Cattel
STAFF WOOF

Everyone knows “that” guy. 
The dude who scours Facebook 
to creepily (and suspiciously) 
friend request an unnatural num-
ber of females, while utilizing 
Tumblr, Photobucket, and other 
socially networking sites for 
that zinger-dinger of a picture 

to set his daily fantasies to. It’s 
“that” guy, and during my fresh-
man year Homecoming dance a 
mere 4 years ago, I was faced 
with him. He had not seen me 
since elementary school, and a 
lot of things had changed—most 
namely his hormonal impulses 
and my bra size. I spent most 
of the evening avoiding gyrat-
ing grind chains and “that” guy 
as Soulja Boy offered a pitiful 
soundtrack to the ordeal. Dur-
ing the next month he got a hold 
of my phone number and AIM 
address, and before blocking 
him from any further contact, 
he sent a 7 page text admitting 
for his “fl aming love for me”, 
but not without a lucrative sto-
ry about a string of imaginary 
girlfriends. The next, (and last) 
time I ever saw him, I was on 
a volunteering job for my local 

library, dressed in a giant puppy 
suit to promote National Read-
ing Week. He entered a quarter 
to 12, and seeing my nametag 
on my Disney-esque costume, 
he raced to the computer lab. 
During lunch break, I marched 
up to him, dragged him out of 
his seat, and decked him in the 
face by the bathroom hallway. 
After a couple of minutes of 
WWE-inspired moves, I pulled 
off the head of my puppy cos-
tume, and gave him the fi nger. 
I pwned a creepster while wear-
ing a puppy suit, and I am very 
proud. 

MURDERED A HOMELESS 
PERSON
by Michael Bloomberg
STAFF MONEY (BODY) 
BAGS 

I decided to take a drive 
north of 96th Street in the Rolls 
and explore the bowels of our 
fi ne city when a heavily dressed 
being pushing a shopping cart 
caught my eye. I feared for the 
safety of my dear automobile, 
colliding with this wretched be-
ing and their cart of refuse, but 
I thought I’d round the block 
and give it a second thought. 
I fi gured, hey what’s the prob-

lem, maybe I can em’ on their 
soft side. With that I accelerated 
down the cavernous block of 
E. 118th and rounded 2nd Ave 
to fi nd that sack of organs and 
greed struggling with said prim-
itive hauling device. I thought 
it wise to get some momentum 
on my venture, go hard or go 
home, am I right? I pressed my 
foot to the fl oor, the parked cars 
whizzing past me on either side 
as I mowed down the wretched 
beast. Cans and bottles scattered 
across the corner, showering the 
local drunkards standing outside 
the bodega in the fi lth they had 
earlier discarded. I had a slight 
crick in my neck that night and 
wasn’t able to see the fruits of 
my labor, but I still felt the satis-
faction of doing away with that 
oxygen-hogging do-nothing. 
With that, I returned home to 

my silk sheeted 
bed for a glass 
of warm milk 
and a chuckle 
before settling 
into a slumber.

INVENTED 
NEO-CLAS-
SICAL PORN
by Adam Dix-
on
S T A F F 
B O N E -
THOVEN

I’m not 
really sure if 
this is horrible, 
but I’m pretty 
proud of it. 

Anyway on the last day before 
spring break my friends and 
I connected a laptop to a gui-
tar amplifi er and blasted porn 
mixed with classical music out 
the window of Alumni Court 
South. I wouldn’t say that’s ter-
rible though. We merely created 
a new genre of music, neo-clas-
sical porn. It was just funny. I 
mean its not like it hurt anyone. 
It was really loud, really funny 
and everyone heard. And when I 
say everyone heard it I mean ev-
eryone, including some parents. 
The RD was really pissed, she 
came up to the room and yelled 
at us. She asked why we thought 
it was funny, and I asked her 
how it couldn’t be funny. She 
didn’t really like that, but I 
guess I’m pretty proud of it. It’s 
not an everyday thing when a 
couple of friends come up with 
a new genre of music. Plus it 
was probably the funniest thing 
we’ve ever done, if not the one 
of the most memorable things 
we’ve ever done.  

SUCKIN DICK
by Katie Howl
STAFF PRIORITIES 
STRAIGHT

I mean, let’s be real. When 

someone asks me, “What’s 
something you’re good at?” 
my knee-jerk mental response 
is always “well, I can give a 
swell beej.” But that’s not ex-
actly resume material, unless 
you’re a prostitute, so it goes 
largely unannounced. So let the 
record stand: when it comes to 
the ol’ drop-and-give-me-suck-
age, I can perform swifter and 
with less noise and teeth than a 
Hoover, and operate under the 
personal philosophy that spitters 
are quitters. Cosmo may be the 
most repetitive magazine ever, 
but it did teach me one impor-
tant lesson at a very young age: 
treat it like a delicious ice cream 
cone (and remember to catch 
the drips). When we’re playing 
“Never Have I Ever” and some 
particularly inventive douche is 
like, “I’ve never sucked a dick! 
Gotcha!” and all us girls and 
gay guys put a fi nger down, I 
give myself a mental pat on the 
back and chuckle at his foolish-
ness, because I know that if he 
did know what that guy on the 
other side of the room I hooked 
up with last year knows, he’d 
be groveling at my feet like the 
thinks-with-penis bro he is. And 
that, my friends, is a fucking 
ego booster. Amen to me, say all 
the single closet-slutty ladies.

PUNCHES 4 LOVE
by Marisa Carroll
STAFF ASSHOLE
Sometimes my boyfriend falls 
asleep instantly when I want to 
sit up in bed and watch House 
Hunters International and 
cuddle. I let him doze, watch-
ing the realtors try to balance 
price with distance from the 
beach. Durning this process, 
I watch his sweet face arrange 
itself into a placid expression 
of pleasure, his lower lip shiny 
with drool, his brow completely 
free of the usual worry lines as 
he drifts into a dream. At this 
point (snoring decibel level: 
somewhere between refrigera-
tor hum and freight train) I shut 
my laptop, set my alarm clack 
(he will turn it off when he gets 
up to feed the cat and make cof-
fee), and lean over to shut out 
the light. I wait for my eyes to 
adjust to the darkness and nestle 
into bed next to him. Usually, he 
is turned away from me so as to 
protect his eyes from the light of 
my computer. Then, I roll over 
and punch him as hard as I can 
in the thigh, then quickly roll 
over and feign sleep. I here his 
muffl ed, confused, and delayed 
cry as he awakes to immense 
pain. I listen to him sit up in bed 
abruptly. Sometimes, he actu-
ally says, “What?” But always, 
he rolls over and puts his arms 
around me. You’ll cuddle if I 
say so, douchebag. 

YOU’RE INCORRIGIBLE!
bragging about the most horrible things 

the paper staff has ever done
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Back on track: did you know 
that George Bush worships 

the devil? Or that the CIA, FBI, 
Bilderberg Group, Freemasons, 
and the Pope are all planning to 
create a New World Order from 
their secret lair under Denver 
International Airport? They al-
ready put fl ouride in our water, 
spray chemtrails out of com-
mercial jets and draw atten-
tion away from the main issue: 
the subterranean reptilian race.
Just look at the back of the dol-
lar bill, or read some of  Alex 
Jones’ Prison Planet. Ignore 
the mass media; Rupert Mur-
doch controls all of them, and 
he sacrifi ces children to Ba’al. 
We would be worried, but we’re 
mostly in on it. Here are some 
revews of masonic, illuminati, 
mind-control albums; enjoy!

Neon Indian
Era Extraña
Connor O’Brien

Just as I get out, they drag 
me back in. In summer 2009, 
the phenomenon known as 
“chillwave” casually sidled it-
self onto the scene with artists 
like Toro y Moi and Washed Out 
at its vanguard. Neon Indian, 
23-year-old Mexican born Alan 
Palomo’s stage name, came in at 
high tide with Psychic Chasms. 
He was able to 
cash in partly 
because of his 
perfect timing, 
but mostly be-
cause he mas-
tered the wall 
of synth aes-
thetic without 
sacrifi cing ear-
worm melodies. 

Palomo stands atop the 
chillwave (also known as glo-
fi ) genre as the big kahuna be-
cause his music sounds like 
Phil Spector producing the 
soundtrack to a Super Nintendo 
game. Everything is electronic 
sounding; he plays guitar ex-
clusively for the feedback. Era 
Extraña isn’t  disconnected or 
cold, which  sometimes proves 
to be the case with other synth-
heavy genres. The album is 
warm and enveloping, not like a 
monolith at the other end of the 
room shooting beeps and bloops 
at you. If you’re looking for a 
crisper, more jagged sound, 
then look elsewhere to try and 
fi nd the new Kraftwerk. You’re 
not the only one, believe me.

While Palomo no doubt has 

spun Machine Man a few times, 
he has a much wider range of 
infl uences, which, on the new 
album, range from Bowie to 
of Montreal to Flying Lotus. 
“Polish Girl” could be a mel-
lower B-side for Animal Col-
lective’s Strawberry Jam, and 
“Fall Out” sounds like a ballad 
from the Human League (mi-
nus the choreographed backup 
singers, naturally). Palomo’s 
breathy vocals compliment the 
music well, but sometimes get 
lost in the shuffl e. It’s a shame, 
because when he goes up into 
his higher register, he invokes 
awesome diphthongs, like El-
vis Costello if he smoked a lot 
more pot. Each song gets more 
rewarding with every listen, but 
with a passing attention, you’ll 
hear them run together a bit.

Neon Indian is not afraid of, 
as James Murphy put it, “bor-
rowed nostalgia for the unre-
membered 80s.” It’s hard to 
take a step in any direction in 
the Pitchfork/Gorilla vs. Bear/
Williamsburg-Bushwick scene 
and not hit someone ripping off 
The Eurythmics, The Cure, or 
Talking Heads, but here’s the 
twist: Neon Indian actually does 
it well. At the end of the day, he 
tries to make you feel like the 
girl at the end of Say Anything, 
and not so much like Anthony 

Michael Hall at 
the end of The 
Breakfast Club. 
While the rest 
of indie-dom 
is farming the 
Reagan era for 
every bit of 808 
cheese it has 
left, I implore 
you to listen to 

Era Extraña, which literally 
means “strange time.” This is 
a very strange time for music, 
but Neon Indian isn’t trying to 
be the one to make sense of it 
all. He’s just doing what he 
does best: pop music with a 
healthy portion of a welcom-
ing layer of fuzz and 8-bit video 
game soundtrack sensibility.

Blu
NoYork
Mike Sansevere

If you’ve ever wondered 
what would happen if Theloni-
ous Monk and Super Mario were 
one day kickin’ it in Sunny CA 
and just so happened to have the 
impulse to jam, it might sound 
something like this album. NoY-
ork is like a thick stew fi lled of 
chunky electro-jazz-soul that 
is at fi rst tough to swallow, 
but in the end warms the soul. 

Originally intended to be 
Blu’s fi rst major label release, 
Blu began leaking the album 
himself by throwing free copies 
of the album to hyped crowds at 
Rock the Bells concerts; a risky 
move by Blu in an effort to show 
his dissatisfaction with the War-
ner Brothers label. In compari-
son to many rappers, this move 
may seem unorthodox and un-
conventional, but for Blu it has 
come to represent the norm. Blu 
- a tall, lanky rapper with a dap-
per sense of fashion, a sublime 
attitude indicative of his west 
coast upbringing, and a poised, 
poetic nature – has been in the 
habit of releasing whole proj-
ects for free download fi rst, with 
the hopes that his fan base will 
then make the physical purchase 
of his respective projects when 
they are offi cially released in 
CD and vinyl format. (His “Her-
FavoriteColour” and “Jesus” 
EPs are two prime examples.) 

Upon fi rst listen, it may 
seem appropri-
ate to categorize 
NoYork into two 
different EPs:  
the fi rst a collec-
tion of electron-
ic-rap songs; the 
second a collec-
tion of jazzier 
songs - the latter 
something Blu 
fans have come to expect. Yet, 
that would undervalue Blu’s 
level of craftsmanship, for no 
matter how electronic, jazzy, 
or eclectic the production may 
venture into on the album, Blu 
brings a level of soulfulness and 
emotion that composes the core 
of each song. A prime example 
of this is the song “Soupa,” fea-
turing  Suzi Analogue on the 
hook. The beat itself  is a col-
lage of clashing synthesizer 
chords and unorthodox swing-
ing drums, but Blu’s impres-
sive lyricism and the soulful ass 
hook keep the song grounded 

in hip hop. Other notable tracks 
include “My Sunshine” – the 
most commercial sounding sin-
gle on the album, “Keepusin,” 
“Jazz Men,” “SLNGBN-
GRS,” “Ronald Morgan,” 
and  “Never Be the Same.” 

NoYork is the Electric Cir-
cus of our generation.  For those 
that don’t know, Electric Circus 
was an album that Common 
released with a collective of 
musicians known as the Sou-
laquarians. The album was a dis-
appointment to many Common 
fans and critics alike because it 
was a departure 
from what Com-
mon has done 
in the past. Yet, 
several years af-
ter it’s release, 
it was noted 
by true music 
heads for it’s 
genius, experi-
mental nature, 
and it’s abilities 
to push the boundaries of what 
could be considered rap music. 

This is what NoYork is 
about: pushing the boundaries 
of the art of rap music. “It’s not 
a state, it’s a state of mind:” a 
euphoric trip into the realm 
of uncharted terrioty. And al-
though the album does have 
its weak spots: lackluster guest 
artists and some inconsisten-
cies, as a whole the album 
will keep your head bobbing.

 

St. Vincent
Strange Mercy
Connor O’Brien

The most accurate method 
of describing Annie Clark of 
St. Vincent is both a bit far-
fetched, but also conceivable: 

I’m pretty sure 
Nancy Wilson 
lost track of one 
of her daughters 
about 26 years 
ago. To whom 
much is given, 
much is expect-
ed, especially 
since we’ve 
seen her bril-
liance before. 

On her new album Strange 
Mercy, she takes center stage 
during the front end of the al-
bum, but seems to get a bit tired 
near the thirty-minute mark. 

St. Vincent seems to exist 
in a realm all by herself. When 
singers like Regina Spektor and 
Jenny Lewis took the spotlight 
with their plunky four chord 
piano songs about the peppiest 
heartbreak you can imagine, 
Annie put out Marry Me, which 
is bookended with songs called 
“Jesus Saves, I Spend” and 
“What Me Worry?” Obviously, 

listeners were dealing with a 
different kind of songwriter. On 
her latest release, however, she 
doesn’t seem to have lost any of 
the spark, but she seems to be 
too focused on creating singles. 
To be completely fair, she suc-
ceeds masterfully with about 
half of the album. This is more 
than most of her unfairly as-
signed contemporaries can say.

Hopefully, she’ll change up 
the style of some of the new 
songs in her concerts because 
what truly sets her apart from 
her counterparts are her fabled 

live perfor-
mances. Clark 
has a great af-
fi nity for covers 
(anyone from 
Neil Young to 
Big Black) and 
on-the-spot re-
ar rangements 
of songs. She 
stands in the 
middle of the 

stage with the presence of an 
Irish sprite, complete with freck-
les and amazingly curly hair, 
and sings like a siren luring you 
down into her depths. Instead 
of a bottomless ocean, Clark 
invites you to explore the dense 
and wide landscapes she creates 
on pop gems like “Cruel” and 
“Cheerleader.” Even on songs 
like head-bob friendly “Neu-
tered Fruit” and “Chloe in the 
Afternoon”, which have notably 
less layers of production, you 
feel immersed because of the 
versatility of Annie’s guitar ef-
fects and ghostly back up vocals.

This album isn’t as dark and 
morbid as Actor, and in some 
ways, that proves to be a detre-
ment to the album’s cogence. 
An interesting and deep sound is 
only interesting and deep for so 
long without deviating from the 
traditional formula or lyrical fo-
cus. Also, what kept Actor fresh 
were songs that took a break 
from the earth shaking distor-
tion. Besides the dance break 
in the Farfi sa organ heavy “Sur-
geon,” Strange Mercy presents 
no such breaks in the carefully 
choreographed madness. Near 
the tail end of the record, Clark 
decides to throw in a number, 
“Hysterical Strength,” with a 
disco-ish downbeat with a hur-
ried effort to save it with her 
trademark bass-amp fuzz. The 
album never really recovers as 
she chants: “Oh, America, can 
I owe you one?” during “Year 
of the Tiger.” Yes, Annie, you 
can owe us one. This was a val-
iant effort to replicate the suc-
cess that landed you on many 
Best of ’09 lists a few years 
ago, but we’ll take the IOU. 
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grand mal-odies: 
the paper’s list 

of songs to have 
seizures to

Everyone likes to listen to music, cause music makes our 
brains feel GREAT, but sometime’s it all goes terribly wrong.  
I usually settle for some nice idoser or corporate muzak 
whenever I get a hankering for some tunes, but I sometimes 
like to do lots of cocaine, blast repetitive, droning electronica 
music, and dance like there’s no such thing as a seizure 
until the cops come. Unfortunately, there is and the cops are 
already here. This is no laughing matter.  

Junk Culture - “Watson’s Glossy Stare”

Like a loop made out of the gnawing and scratching of mice that haunts 
your nightmares, this song is abrasive. There’s not much to it, it’s a 
short (~1 min.) aural assault that makes you think for a moment that 
you surely must’ve blown your speakers out or something. When listened 
to in the context of the entire West Coast EP, however, this song begins 
to makes sense: you get lost in Junk Culture’s gritty sound and it kinda 
makes sense, give it a try will you?

Polysics - “My Sharona”

So this is either the best cover of My Sharona ever or it’s so bad it ruins 
the original song (which really isn’t that good anyway). It’s sped up  and 
choppy and full of 8-bit riffs; the singer’s voice is nasal and electric 
(though not electrifying). You’ll feel cracked out and ashamed after just 
one listen, and it’s gonna be stuck in your head for days this is a prom-
ise. But don’t roll your eyes into the back of your head just yet buster! 
They’ve got other far stanger songs, atonal songs. Yeah. 

Gaspar Noe - “Enter The Void” (Opening 
Song)

Psychotic and difficult is how most people describe the DMT ego-death 
ghostflight through Tokyo known as Enter The Void; this song pretty 
much encapsulated the movie, it’s fast-paced and neon and seems to 
hack at your mind with it’s synth riffs, razor sharp. That vibration you 
feel in your inner ear? Oh, that’s just your brain’s wiring slowly frying- 
wipe the foam from the corner of your mouth, it’s unseemly. Let’s go, 
the cops are coming, hurry, stop being so sketchy. 

The Faint - “ Glass Danse”

This indie group from Omaha is strange, like Franz Ferdinand with 
more synthesizers and quicker beats; the melodies are percussive and 
the singer’s voice really does remind me a lot of Alex Kapranos’. These 
songs are like slices of thoughts that you don’t really share with anyone 
because you just don’t and that’s it; there’s no real discernable build-up 
beginning or end, it’s all abrupt and fragmentary. Enjoy a taste. 

Sean Paul - “Temperature”
To my great shock and bewilderment, a quick google search revealed an 
observed correlation between this once-popular not-that-good song and 
women having seizures. This correspondent personally believes that said 
women were simply erotically overwhelmed and nothing more, but when 
you contract epilepsy from a tune something’s gotta be up. Sean Paul’s 
obviously an illuminati, but I feel there are stronger undercurrents at 
play here: 
 

Wilco
The Whole Love
Bryant Kitching

Wilco’s 8th studio album, 
The Whole Love, begins with 
a chaotic swell of strings and 
feedback. It’s the sound of Jeff 
Tweedy and his veteran band 
clearing their throats – a re-
minder that these are the guys 
who created some of the most 
genre-bending, stunning re-
cords of the last decade. The 
song, “Art of Almost,” with its 
monster avant-garde guitar the-
atrics and elec-
tronic under-
current sounds 
strikingly Ra-
diohead-esque. 
But perhaps 
more striking is 
how the track 
itself is a total 
180 from the 
smart-a lecky, 
semi-eponymous beginning of 
the group’s last album, Wilco 
(The Song). This time around, 
Wilco brings to the table some-
thing that sounds like a nice step 
outside of the often-uninterest-
ing comfort zone they’d created 
with their last two releases. For 
the fi rst time in far too long, 
Wilco are dead serious and go-
ing in for the kill.

“Art of Almost” may be The 
Whole Love’s deepest venture 
into experimental waters, but 
the album as a whole still packs 
its share of exciting twists and 
turns. Wilco sound more fo-
cused and in tune with one an-
other than they ever have since 
beefi ng up their lineup in 2004. 
ince then, Wilco has been trying 
to fi gure out just how to appro-
priately utilize the expanded ros-
ter. The talent was always there 
(I mean seriously, who’s gonna 
argue against Nels Cline’s vir-
tuosity on the guitar?), but the 
execution more often than not, 
wasn’t. The results were either 
lackluster “dad rock” (Sky Blue 
Sky) or misguided cheekiness 
(Wilco (The Album)). With The 
Whole Love, Wilco channel the 
keyboard-heavy power pop that 
made albums deeper within 
their catalog, notably 1999’s 
Summerteeth, modern classics. 

Jeff Tweedy’s songwriting 
can sometimes hit you like a 
strong punch to the stomach, as 
on 2004’s primal explosion “At 
Least That’s What You Said.” 
But on The Whole Love, if 
you’re not careful, the same dark 
moodiness can be easily missed 
thanks to a shiny exterior. Take 
for example, “Standing O,” a 
track that livens up the album’s 
later half with its high-fl ying 
yet simple pop sensibility (how 
great are those handclaps?). It 
just might be the catchiest song 
the group has released since 
“Heavy Metal Drummer,” yet 
this jubilant rocker juxtaposes 
itself with lyrics like “Maybe 
you’ve noticed I’m not ashamed 
of anything I’ve done/maybe 
you’ve noticed I’m not the same 
as almost anyone.” Even the 
biting pop and heavy bass of the 
album’s fi rst single, “I Might,” 
has Tweedy declaring he’s go-
ing to “set the kids on fi re.” The 

overt accessibility of many of 
The Whole Love’s 12 tracks al-
most manages to hide the fear-
ful paranoia underneath.

But ultimately, just like on 
Yankee Hotel Foxtrot and A 
Ghost Is Born, this underly-
ing confl ict gives The Whole 
Love purpose and urgency. Jeff 
Tweedy isn’t just giving us 
songs; he’s giving us a glimpse 
into his psyche, however painful 
that might be. Enter the album’s 
closing folk-epic “One Sunday 
Morning (Song for Jane Smi-
ley’s Boyfriend).” At 12 min-

utes, the track is 
far from the ex-
perimental jam 
you might ex-
pect. Tweedy’s 
gentle candor 
is captivating, 
as he refl ects 
on God, family, 
and death. As 
the song reaches 

the 9-minute mark, it slowly 
fades into a pastoral mix of 
soothing piano, acoustic guitar 
and soft feedback. It’s a fi tting 
bookend to the raucous chaos 
that the album 
greets you with. 

If you didn’t 
realize it by 
now, this latest 
release solidi-
fi es that Wil-
co ultimately 
thrive off this 
darkness and 
uncertainty that 
loomed over so 
much of their earlier (and great-
est) work. And in turn, when 
those emotions are not there in 
at least some form, the music 
suffers. In strictly this respect, 
The Whole Love is a remark-
ably solid album. Not without 
its blemishes, it still manages to 
remind us just what Wilco are 
capable of, and manages to be 
easily the strongest album that 
the veteran group in their latest 
incarnation have produced.

Kanye West and Jay-Z
Watch the Throne
Makeme A. Nomlette

As a pretty big fan of Jay-Z, 
it goes without saying that I was 
very eagerly anticipating the 
release Watch the Throne, his 
new collaboration with Kanye 
West. Day in and day out, I sat 
in my room, wondering how 
terrifi c this album would be. 
When I heard it, however, I was 
not pleasantly surprised. In fact, 
I was (and still kinda am) re-
ally fucking upset. First of all, 
I appreciate albums that fl ow. I 
mean, I know it’s a rap album 
and fl ow between tracks isn’t 
necessarily as big a deal as it is 
in other genres of music, but se-
riously they could have tried for 
a bit more fl ow than what they 

have in here. The album comes 
across as analogous to Los An-
geles County; it’s choppy and 
fragmented landscape seems 
more like a bunch of loose ideas 
hastily strewn together i than a 
unifi ed whole. No fl ow, man. 

Also, may I add, that Frank 
Ocean is just straight up good. 
As Watch the Throne opens with 
“No Church in the Wild.” This 
just may be the saving grace of 
the album; it’s something that 
the listener can enjoy and it’s 
a very reasonable track. It’s a 
pretty solid effort, and my ea-
ger self said “Gee, that was 
pretty dope” but then “Lift Off” 
played. I really like Beyonce; 
what I don’t like is the beat be-
hind this track, it feels like I’m 
in a poorly dj’d discotheque 
in the mid 80s. The next song, 
“Ni**as in Paris” starts off as if 
it’s going to be really good, and 
in fact it is pretty good, but still 
doesn’t hold a candle to the pre-
mier song. “Otis” is a love/hate 
song and everyone I’ve spoken 
to about this track is exception-
ally polar about it so I’ll leave 
this one up to you to decide. It’s 

not that there 
aren’t some 
gems on this 
record; one can 
defi nitely argue 
that this album 
is in fact fan-
tastic—but it’s 
still a let down. 
I expect a lot 
of Kanye, and I 
expect a lot of 

Jay-Z, so when they put this out 
as the fi nal cut I was personally 
offended in a major way. I know 
Jay-Z is a businessman, and he’s 
in it to make a metric fuck ton of 
money—which he no doubt did, 
but I thought that Kanye would 
contribute something worth the 
cost of the album.  The trend of 
listening and expecting great 
things and getting only good or 
mediocre effort from these two 
left me with a sour taste in my 
mouth—as if they were build-
ing up to something great and 
then it just never actually hap-
pened. Maybe Jay-Z and Kanye 
should try to break into dubstep, 
because they certainly have the 
whole create-a-huge-build-up-
to-nothing formula down, and 
they’re very good at dissapoint-
ing us without ever taking off 
their masks. 



page 24 the paper september 20, 2011

D
R

A
W

 U
S

 A
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
.

for inform
ation on com

ix subm
issions,

attend a paper m
eeting or shoot us an 

em
ail at p

a
p

e
r.fo

rd
h

a
m

@
g

m
a
il.c

o
m

.


	Cover.pdf
	News September 20 2011
	EDITS!
	Arts
	featuresandlist volXLissueVI
	Earwax
	Comix

