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Crowds of protestors marching 
through the streets have become a 
common sight in lower Manhattan over 
the past two months. However, the 
350 marchers in last Saturday’s Lower 
East Side protest were markedly differ-
ent than the typical Occupy Wall Street 
protestors. 
The protest 
was October 
22nd, the 
16th Annual 
National Day 
of Protest to 
Stop Police 
Brutality, Re-
pression and 
the Crimi-
nalization 
of a Gen-
eration; the 
marchers 
were mainly 
New York 
City youth 
frustrated 
with the op-
pressive po-
lice presence and brutality that has 
plagued their communities for as long 
as can be remembered.

Yelling “No Justice, No Peace, Fuck 
the Police,” “We Remember Sean 
Bell,” and “Cops Are Not the 99%,” 

the diverse crowd of black, Latino, 
white, Asian, middle-eastern, and other 
youths did not seem intimidated by the 
65+ NYPD offi cers lining the sidewalks 
on motorcycles. The tone of the march 
was defi ant, angry, and aggressive. It 
bore little resemblance to marches as-

sociated with Occupy Wall Street, which 
have been largely white-dominated 
and more or less respectful of police 
and their authority. Occupy Wall Street 
protestors have attempted to ingratiate 
themselves with police by framing po-

lice as part of the movement, while us-
ing upper-level offi cers as scapegoats. 
However, Alice Feng, a member of the 
October 22nd Coalition and a blogger 
for “The Fuckin’ Loudest Asians,” feels 
this may be naïve. “A lot of people talk 
about how there are some good cops 

and some bad cops. But it’s not 
about individual cops. Some key 
questions we need to ask are: 
What is the role of police in so-
ciety? Who 
do they po-
lice? Who and 
what do they 
protect and 
serve? What 
is, ultimately, 
their job in so-
ciety? Looking 
at the police 
through the good cop/bad cop 
lens doesn’t really answer those 
questions, which are crucial to 
understanding the relationship 
between the police and commu-
nities of color.”

The march was organized by 
the October 22nd Coalition, a group 
of organizations (including Ignite and 
the Stolen Lives Project) that work to 
raise awareness of police brutality and 
discrimination in poor neighborhoods 
and neighborhoods of color. The Stolen 

Lives Project is a particularly poignant 
group that raises awareness of police 
murder; families whose children have 
been killed by police are invited to 
speak. At the march’s terminus at the 
Jacob Riis Houses on Avenue D, one 
of the mothers stood up. Ellen Cross 
told the story of how her teenage son, 
Elijah Foster-Bey was killed in a police 
shootout roughly a year ago. Cross per-
formed spoken word poetry she uses 
to process her grief, testifying that, 
“Shoot fi rst, ask questions later is not 
right.”

The October 22nd organization ad-
dresses individual acts of police vio-
lence, but is also tied into the larger 
issues of police repression in commu-
nities of color. The mass incarceration 

of black 
people, 
par-
ticularly 
black 
men, is 
one such 
issue. 
On their 
website, 

the coalition states, “In 1954, 90,000 
Black people were incarcerated. Now 
[2011], over 900,000 Black people are 
imprisoned, a tenfold increase, while 
the total U.S. Black population has 
merely doubled in the same period.

New York City’s controversial “Stop 
and Frisk” policy – by which the police 
can stop and search anyone on the 
street – is also one of the group’s tar-
gets. Continued on page 4

NEW YORK PROTESTS POLICE 
BRUTALITY, REMEMBERS VICTIMS
By Katherine White
STAFF NWA

The October 22nd Coalition Marches To 
Raise Awareness and Change Police Protocol

“The police occupy our neighbor-
hoods the way the imperialists 
occupy Iraq, Afghanistan, and 
Libya: With watch towers, check-
points, and stop and frisks.” 
-Khalil Vasquez

Students and Youth 
Against Police Brutality 
March  on October 22; 
Photo credit Eric Odell
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AND YOU THOUGHT THE “AMERI-
CAN PIE” MOVIES WERE VULGAR

by Katherine White
Continued from page 3
Reading the New York Police Depart-
ment statistics on Stop and Frisk is 
startling. During 2010, 601,055 New 
Yorkers were stopped by the police. 
517,458 were completely innocent 

(86 percent), 317,642 were black (53 
percent), 190,491 were Latino (32 per-
cent), and 55,083 were white (9 per-
cent) . These statistics reveal, beyond 
a shadow of a doubt, that the NYPD 
systematically targets people of color 
for search – and that these searches 
are not signifi cantly catching criminals. 
Stop and Frisk is legally supposed to 
have probable cause; unfortunately, it 
seems that in the eyes of the NYPD, 
being black or Latino is enough justifi -
cation for a violation of Fourth Amend-
ment rights. 

Such policies are a part of the “new 
Jim Crow” – post-desegregation poli-
cies that keep populations of color re-

pressed and disenfranchised. Included 
in new Jim Crow “laws” are policies like 
redlining, which is the illegal practice 
of arbitrarily denying or limiting fi nan-
cial services to specifi c neighborhoods, 
generally because its residents are 
people of color or are poor; the literal 
blockading of black neighborhoods 
in Los Angeles by police; and the CIA 
COINTELPRO program, which master-
minded the assassinations of Black 
Panther Party and Rainbow Coalition 
leaders. Khalil Vasquez, a Bronx na-
tive and political activist who marched 
Saturday, described his experience 
with neighborhood police as akin to 
war. “The police occupy our neighbor-

hoods the way the imperialists occupy 
Iraq, Afghanistan, and Libya - with 
watch towers, checkpoints, and stop 
and frisks. These are the material con-
ditions of our communities. Although 
they [government offi cials] abandon 
our schools, health services, and com-
munities, there is never a lack of police 
force.” 

This is the side of America many 
desperately pretend does not exist; 
however, the stories and the anger of 
the October 22nd march prove that 
the realities of our country cannot and 
will not be glossed over. We must rec-
ognize and change the fact that large 
populations in United States are still 
being treated as second-class citizens.

The 2009 fi lm My Tehran For Sale, 
written and directed by Iranian-Austra-
lian Granaz Moussavi, follows the artis-
tic career of an Iranian actress named 
Marzieh. Frustrated by the strict cen-
sorship of her country, Marzieh spends 
much of the fi lm trying to emigrate 
to a country where her avant-garde 
plays can be performed. While she 
attempts to navigate the complex im-
migration process she lives an under-
ground life of raves and romance in 
the country’s urban capital, Tehran. 
The fi lm is brazen in its treatment of 
various taboos in Iran, including drug 
use, romance and secular music.  Ex-
ploring these subjects and their rela-
tionship to government structure and 
broader society has always been the 
realm of independent cinema, but in 
the eyes of the Iranian government, 
the fi lm pushed the envelope too far—
earlier this month the lead actress, 
Marzieh Vafamehr, was sentenced to 
ninety lashes and one year in prison. 
The charges against Vafamehr include 
“participation in production of a vul-
gar fi lm” and “anti-Sharia conduct,” 
including drinking alcohol, shaving her 
head and appearing without a hijab, or 
headscarf, in a fi lm. 

My Tehran For Sale was never of-
fi cially approved for screening in the 
country, but after widespread illegal 

distribution and international showings 
the Iranian government took action, 
arresting Vafamehr in July. She was 
released later that same month after 
posting unspecifi ed bail, and awaited 
her sentence, which was delivered in 

the second week of October. Vafamehr 
is not the only victim of the govern-
ment’s recent crackdown on fi lms—six 
other independent fi lmmakers were 
arrested in September on charges of 
working with the BBC to portray Iran in 
a negative fashion. 

The sentence has provoked a mut-
ed reaction in the global media. Blog-

gers and a handful of publications 
have reported the news, often con-
demning the government’s actions and 
recounting denunciations and appeals 
by other Iranian actors and fi lmmakers, 
but the story has fl own largely under 

the international radar. Perhaps the 
world’s ears have grown deaf to con-
tinuous variations on the same theme 
issuing from a country that has been 
sanctioned multiple times by the UN 
for human rights abuses. Last month 
international attention was focused 
on the case of Troy Davis, an Ameri-
can citizen given the death sentence 

in a case that rested on disturbingly 
little evidence. Countless Americans, 
prominent international personalities 
and multiple organizations, including 
Amnesty International, organized, cam-
paigned and protested his death at the 
hands of the American legal system. 
How can that type of attention and ef-
fort be expected in a country like Iran, 
which formally executed no less than 
94 prisoners in 2005 (and informally 
played a part in the deaths of hundreds 
more)? The greater the total the less 
the individual counts; perhaps at this 
point the indignation has ceased and 
the indifference has set in. 

The parallels between Vafamehr 
and the character she plays are strik-
ing: both are searching for an artistic 
expression denied them by the repres-
sive Islamic regime ruling the country. 
Both are denied free speech, and both 
struggle with conservative norms in 
a society where women are regularly 
beaten and denied rights such as in-
heritance or wardship of their own 
children. As recently as 2006 women 
have been sentenced to death by ston-
ing for the crime of adultery. It seems 
as though the fi lm is a veritable micro-
cosm of the country itself. 

Regardless of its creator’s inten-
tions, My Tehran For Sale has crossed 
the boundary between art and poli-
tics. The government has consistently 
proven that it will not be undermined 
or portrayed in a negative light, and 
Vafamehr is no exception to the rule. 
If the international community does 
nothing to stop it, the Iranian regime 
will continue brutally silencing the voic-
es of dissent.  

Police Brutality Continues Through Controversial 
“Stop and Frisk” Policy (Continued from page 3)

By Aly Kravitz
STAFF FOR SALE

Unlike Natalie Portman, Demi Moore, 
and other women who shaved their 
headson fi lm, Marzeih’s theatrical 
head-shaving did not result in an Os-
car nomination

Iranian Actress Marzieh Sentenced to 90 Lashes 
for Appearing Without Hijab on Film
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Since the beginning of this year, 
Tunisia has proved a training ground. 
What started as a national revolution-
ary process has since become an in-
ternational phenomenon on the wings 
of social media. With that being said, 
Tunisia’s future is crucial to the vitality 
of the Arab Spring, and will continue to 
serve as model for potential outcomes 
of civic uprisings. In that sense, the na-
tion’s recent developments offer a ray 
of hope amidst the ongoing regional 
chaos. 

On October 24th, the moderate Tu-
nisian Islamist party, Ennahda, was de-
clared the early winner in elections for 
an upcoming constitutional assembly. 
Ennahda, or al-Nahda, was founded in 
1981 as the Islamic Tendency Move-
ment, and sought to borrow a similar 
platform to that of the Muslim Brother-

hood, which was founded in Egypt in 
1928.  

Following their establishment, the 
party chose it’s current name, mean-
ing “renaissance” in Arabic in 1989. 
Despite growing popularity and solid-
ity, the party was outlawed in 1992 by 
then-president Zine al-Abidine Ben Ali. 
As a result, many party members were 
exiled, or imprisoned, and the party 
all but disappeared from the Tunisian 
political circuit. It was only with the 
overthrow of Ben Ali that the party re-
gained legal status in March, and has 
remained active in the revolution ever 
since. 

From a Western perspective, the 
idea of Islamism undoubtedly raises 
eyebrows, and concerns over the di-
rection in which the Arab Spring could 
be headed on a regional scale. While 
the West regards Islamism with suspi-
cion, we as a country must look beyond 
Islamism, and understand that this 

movement is the fi rst step in a long-
awaited process of Arab democracy. It 

is the will of the 90% of the registered 
Tunisian voters who visited polling cen-
ters throughout the country. 

The leader of the party, Rashid Al-
Ghannushi, is an Islamist by name, but 
is by no means a radical theocrat. In 
fact, during a January 22nd television 
interview with Al Jazeera, Al-Ghannushi 
professed his opposition to a Caliph-
ate-style government, in favor of rela-
tively liberal system. The majority party, 
which is geared towards correcting so-
cial injustices, the importance of local 

IN TUNISIA, ENNAHDA PARTY WINS 
CONSTITUTIONAL ELECTION
By Peter  Lacarenza
STAFF “RENAISSANCE”

culture in developing policy, and made 
efforts at liberalism; Al-Ghannushi 
himself has already reached out to 
worker’s rights groups and unions, as 
well as vying for women’s education 
and rights. In an incredibly progressive 

move, he has also made a point 
to address Tunisian Jews, who 
have long been an underserved 
and oppressed population in the 
predominantly Muslim nation. 

Although this promises to be 
a move in the right direction for 
Tunisia, there are several more 
liberal parties that have not had 
the same successes as Enah-

dah. With the constitutional assem-
bly on the horizon, overcoming party 
differences has become increasingly 
important, [sparking talks of a unity 
government in cooperation with liberal 
parties.] This level of agreement, part-
nership, and collectivism is rare for cur-
rent state of the Middle East. Not only 
that, but Tunisia’s achievement shows 
a commitment to liberation and justice 
in the face of complex political means, 
and is therefore deserving of great in-
ternational praise and respect.

Northwestern Study Concludes That Tiny Verbal 
Cues Can Predict Your Future Husband (Sort Of)

By Alexander Jordan 
STAFF STEVE HARVEY

While the West regards Islamism 
with suspicion...we must under-
stand that this movement is the 
fi rst step in a long-awaited pro-
cess of Arab democracy

Subtle nonverbal cues speak loud-
er than the words themselves.  The 
seemingly insignifi cant articles and 
prepositions seem to know more about 
compatibility between people than the 
standard measures of romance.  A re-
cent study at Northwestern University 
gathered 187 men and women to par-
take in speed dating sessions.  The 
psychologist who spearheaded this 
study, James. W. Pennebaker, honed in 
on the words connecting the conversa-
tion’s topics (most likely ranging from 
beer, hookups, and anything else in 
excess that dies before graduation). I 
can only imagine if they picked MIT as 
the campus of study, the speed dating 
topics would be include beer, hookups, 
and the Heisenberg uncertainty prin-
ciple (so sexy it’s literally not real).  

The system, dubbed language 
style matching (L.S.M.), was observed 
through the choices of the nearly 180 
function words humans use to string 

their thoughts together. If the pro-
nouns and conjunctions matched, the 
likelihood for a romantic connection in-
creased dramatically. The maudlin Val-
entine’s 
Day cards 
follow-
ing may, 
however, 
decrease 
in qual-
ity. “You 
had me at 
‘at.’” “The 
way you 
said ‘but 
through’ 
drives me 
wild.” “Fif-
ty years, 
no ‘but’s!’” The experiment expanded 
to online conversations as well and the 
results still supported strong evidence 
of L.S.M.  This fact came as a relief 

to closeted World of Warcraft gam-
ers whose girlfriends, with names like 
“Gam3rGurl69” and “LoveOrks4Lyfe” 
and emails ending in @freecashnow 

and @xoxogos-
sipgangster, 
can now prove 
to their moms 
that they have 
a deep, last-
ing connection.  
“Just because 
we met through 
an MSN chat-
room doesn’t 
mean we’re not 
in love!”  

The research-
ers also ap-
plied L.S.M. to 

accurately predict if couples would 
last three months based on their ex-
changes of small talk, inspecting not 
only supported modern relationships 

but also ones in antiquity. Using the let-
ters of poets like Sylvia Plath and Ted 
Hughes, Pennebaker’s team observed 
that in the fi nal years of their marriage, 
there was clear degradation in their 
synchronized speech patterns. Appar-
ently, “I’m going to divorce you and put 
my head in an oven” wasn’t the already 
an obvious answer. Synchrony also 
applies to arguments as well, though 
the dialogues themselves not neces-
sarily amicable. Pennebaker’s team 
analyzed the confrontations between 
hosts Elizabeth Hasselbeck and Rosie 
O’Donnell of The View, a show with 
“relevant” topics and hosts that never 
actually reach conclusions about any-
thing: political preferences, the stock 
market, if Earth is still a planet, if gravi-
ty still exists. The women’s quarrels still 
revealed impressively similar patterns 
of speech, though it wasn’t noted if the 
subsequent roaring noises following a 
Hasselbeck-O’Donnell verbal alterca-
tion were included.

Using an online platform, Penne-
baker allows anyone to post their cyber 
conversations into an engine to ana-
lyze their L.S.M. percentile. Check it out 
at http://secretlifeofpronouns.com/ex-
ercise/synch/.

YOU HAD ME AT “AT”

Love at fi rst fi ght
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TODAY,THE PAPER IS TAKING COL-
LEGE REPUBLICANS AND DEMO-
CRATS SERIOUSLY (SERIOUSLY)

Faker 
Than 

Truth
Fordham’s College Republicans 

and Democrats both know how to fi ght, 
especially when their battles include 
debating America’s Middle East policy 
and the upcoming 2012 Presidential 
Election. Earlier this month, the Re-
publicans and Democrats dressed up 
in Pee-Wee worthy attire for their fi rst 
debate of the semester. There was no 
shortage of highlights, ranging from 
Republican Samuel Martin 
schooling Democrat Edvina Lila 
in fact checking to Democrat DJ 
Ryan accusing Republican,TW 
“Screw-It” Arrighi of supporting 
fl at taxes. Though the clubs’ dif-
ferences made the war of words 
amusing, it was the passion for 
their country that made the de-
bate truly worth watching. 

If you break it down, it al-
most seems nonsensical to 
think that two parties with obvi-
ously confl icting hard lines both 
want the best for the land of the 

free. So why not just compro-
mise, agree, and call it a day? 
“I’m amazed at how they can’t 
agree on anything,” expressed 
appointed Republican Chair-
man, John Mantia. “They even 
have trouble voting on naming 
post offi ces.” A St. Louis na-
tive, Mantia is a no-nonsense kind of 
guy whose love for conservative econ-
omists would make any traditionalist 
swoon. Despite his frustration, Man-
tia makes it clear he will not compro-
mise his own beliefs. “When Obama 
says, ‘Set your differences aside and 
pass this bill,’ I’m not setting my dif-
ferences aside when I think that fun-
damentally your plan is fl awed and 
it’s not going to work.” 

Democrat President Nora Walsh-
Devries concurs, relying on her lyrical 
inspiration, Young Jeezy, who raps, “I 
Say And I Quote ‘We Need A Miracle’/
And I Say A Miracle Cuz This Shit is 
Hysterical.” In other words, it would 
indeed take a miracle for the Repub-

licans and Democrats to be united 
as one. A Cafornia gurl indeed, Walsh-
Devries’ involvement in community 
service opened her eyes to the Dem-
ocratic Party. “I tend to agree more 
with the democratic agenda,” she 
explains “particularly when it comes 
to issues like social welfare.” Surpris-
ingly enough, President Walsh-Devries 
admits to “not even knowing if she’s 
a democrat now,” and that her own 
club has not fueled a passion for her 
political views. Still, the love for her fel-

low College Democrats is as swift as a 
coursing river, expressing “What more 
can you ask for than a diverse and ex-
cited group of people?”

Defi nitely diverse, the College Re-
publicans and Democrats are a com-
pelling collective gang who fl ock to 
their scheduled general meetings. Sim-
ply sitting in on one easily reveals that 
both groups have different driving mo-
tivations. With a scattered agenda and 
Louis XIV-esque structure, the College 
Democrats’ meeting was plainly put… 
brief. It was clear that the Democrats 
had places to go and people to see, 
rushing the logistics of David Axelrod’s 
visit to campus. Despite apologies 
made by Walsh-Devries for the short 

get-together, she had no issue in shoot-
ing down members so she could make 
it back to the library in time. Unlike the 
Democrats, the College Republicans 
make the most of their meetings with 
all-you-can-eat conservative bumper 
stickers and fl yers denouncing Obama. 
They re-watch their debates, basking in 
the glory of what they consider witty re-
marks and talking about how “sick they 
are of the pigs” who occupy Wall Street. 
Their discussion of t-shirt designs and 
self-approval of themselves as a club 
equates to a successful meeting. 

Still, the Banana Republican-clad 
Mantia wants to make sure that each 
person feels welcomed. He says, “You 
join a club because you agree with 
them, you stay because you like the 
people.” Both Mantia and Walsh-Devr-
ies know that political beliefs can be 
a thorny subject around which strong-
arming might best be avoided, “I would 
not convince them,” says Walsh-Devr-
ies of anyone who is on the fence about 
which party to select. “Just as I would 
not want to be convinced, politics is 
personal.” Personal, too, are Walsh-
Devries’ willingness to screw Jimmy 
Carter and Mantia’s interest in taking 
Sarah Palin “out to dinner” politics, 
along with religious convictions, annual 
income, and social security numbers is 
a subject that can make an individual 
uncomfortable. 

At any rate, our school’s young poli-
ticians are not afraid to look such con-
troversial matters in the eye, boldly go-
ing where no Green Party member has 
gone before. The College Republicans 
and Democrats undeniably have differ-
ent outlooks on how our country should 
be fi xed, so to see them in agreement 
might be as rare as the existence of 
the Mexican Walking Fish. Nonethe-
less, both parties want to fi nd solutions 
for the people of America. “Let’s use 
our brains here,” says Mantia. “Let’s 
do what’s right for the people and get 
them on their feet.” And maybe, with 
the magical healing powers of John 
Boehner’s tears, we just might be able 
to do that. 

By Lindsey Festa
STAFF JAMES CARVILLE

Preach

By Conor O’Briem and Sean Kelly

Bronx, NY - In a stunning display, Jesus 
of Nazareth was resurrected on Friday 
on 187th and Bathgate to a select group 
lucky enough to be in the area at the 
time. According to eyewitness reports, 
Jesus emerged from a bright lumines-
cent sphere with a canon of trumpets 
and coronets behind him. He then said: 
“Behold, I am the son of God, and I am 
here to forgive all your sins and take the 
worthy back to Heaven.” Chad Welling-
ton, a Fordham student, is reported to 
have said: “Whoa, that’s fucking sick, 
bro!”

We spoke to Wellington shortly after 
calling in the incident: “Well, after we got 
pretty freaked out and just tried to, like, 
talk with him and shit, he said that he 
changed his mind and he’d come back 
later when he could get more press.” Our 
speculation analysts have predicted that 
he will return somewhere in Chelsea be-
tween the days of November 25th and 
December 4th.  

   -C.O.

Bloomington, IN – Though Blooming-
ton’s Halloween festivities went extraor-
dinarily smoothly this year and proved to 
be a source of safe family fun, revelers 
were unnerved and confused by a trick-
or-treated whose costume seemingly 
consisted of nothing but rollerblades. The 
youth in question, a male estimated to be 
of 9-12 years of age, was spotted in and 
around the suburbs of Bloomington trick-
or-treated with the rest of the festively clad 
populace, dressed in what appeared to be 
everyday street clothes punctuated by a 
pair of simple rollerblades. “I saw him go-
ing to peoples’ houses and thought they 
wouldn’t give him candy because he didn’t 
have a costume but then they did. It’s not 
fair!” said local resident Lilly Berkowitz, 9. 
“I was a fairy!” she continued. Though the 
trick-or-treated did not cause any mischief, 
property damage or other type of distur-
bance, residents were simply left puzzled 
by the “costume” choice. The Bloomington 
city council is expected to pass measures 
regarding the issue by next Halloween. 
   -S.K.
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HAIKU
NEWS

On October 20, 2011, the free world 
crossed yet another villain off its list: 
Libya’s ex-president, Muammar Gad-
dafi . Well, maybe “crossed off” isn’t the 
right term; the horrid events of Gad-
dafi ’s death could be better described 
as a third grader scribbling over Gad-
dafi ’s name so hard that he tears a 
hole in the paper.

 Discovered in a sewer drain af-
ter a particularly devastating French 
air strike, Gaddafi  was lead outside, 
beaten, stabbed, and shot. He died 
soon after from 
trauma; just to 
make sure he 
was dead, a Lib-
yan rebel soldier 
sodomized Gad-
dafi  with a sharp 
object. Can’t be-
lieve it? There’s 
a YouTube video 
to prove it.

Next, in an 
act that can only 
be described as 
extreme rever-
ence, Libyan reb-
el forces dragged 
Gaddafi ’s body 
to a local meat 
market, where 
they put it in a 
meet freezer 
next to the corpses of his defense min-
ister and his son’s national security ad-
visor. Libyan citizens walked by, taking 
pictures with their cellphones, point-
ing, and laughing loudly.

Even the world’s leading expert on 
social justice and human respect, Fi-
del Castro, denounced the atrocities 
surrounding Gaddafi ’s fi nal hours. His 
input, among others, raises the ques-
tion: do a man’s unjust actions warrant 
such injustice towards him? Does our 
global society still play by the age-old 
rule, “one eye for one bloody, beaten, 
sodomized, eye?”

For those somewhere on the other 
side of the “I stay informed on global 
news that will ultimately have an im-
pact on the world I graduate into” spec-
trum, let’s take a retrospective look at 
Gaddafi ’s career. Colonel Muammar 
Muhammad Abu Minyar al-Gaddafi  
was the offi cial leader of the Libyan 
Arab Republic from 1969 until 1977. 
He rose to power following a bloodless 
military coup and stepped down eight 
years later in a purely symbolic fashion. 
Although a façade council ruled the 

country for the past 34 years, Gaddafi  
remained its de facto leader. 

However, Libyans’ compliance 
of Gaddafi ’s rule ended in February 
of 2011. Inspired by the protests in 
Egypt and Tunisia, the Libyan people 
launched mass protests against Gad-
dafi ’s autocracy, resulting in a full-
fl edged civil war later that month. Gad-
dafi ’s ill treatment towards protestors 
garnered international attention.  Al-
though still under investigation, Gad-
dafi  commanded his forces to kill rebel 
protests and allegedly gave his militant 
forces a Viagra-like drug for soldiers to 

By Adriana Krasniansky
STAFF NOT CARLOS SAN-
TANA

DING DONG THE WITCH IS DEAD... 
       AND IN THAT SEWER...
         AND HE WAS SODOMIZED.

rape women and perform other acts of 
violence. Based on these allegations, 
Interpol issued a warrant for Gad-
dafi ’s arrest on June 27, and Gaddafi  
went into hiding for the following four 
months.

As Gaddafi ’s runaway days sud-
denly concluded earlier this month, it 
is important to remember that Colonel 
Muammar Gaddafi  was not always an 
enemy of the free people. During the 
42 years of Gaddafi ’s reign, Libya had 
the highest standard of living in Africa 

and prided 
itself in 
having a 
balanced 
budget. 
Gaddafi  
was the 
fi rst to is-
sue an ar-
rest war-
rant for 
Osama bin 
Laden in 
1998 and 
renounced 
his own 
weapons 
of mass 
destruc-
tion in 
2003. 
Ironically 

enough, Gaddafi  has now joined his 
two past enemies – bin Laden and 
Hussein – as the three highest politi-
cal fi gures killed in the past fi ve years.  
Their relation brings about two inter-
esting points: the ideological diversity 
of political villains, and the ability for 
these three enemies of the people to 
be enemies amongst themselves. 

Most importantly, Gaddafi ’s brutal 
death exposes an important lesson, 
relevant to today’s global society of pro-
tests: our hate for a man of atrocious 
crimes nonetheless does not justify 
atrocious crimes against a fellow man.

Libya’s Ex-President Muammar Gaddafi Assassi-
nated By Rebels After Months of Fighting

Dramatization:
Gaddafi ’s 
Assassination

If all of Spain’s sheep
Are marching throughout Madrid
Who’s making the cheese?

   -S.K. 

PETA sues for whale slavery
Thoughts, Harriet Blubberman?
Three-fi ns compromise

   -L.D.

Runner Rick Perry
Decides to go all birther
Somewhere Mitt dances

Lady Liberty
Turned one hundred twenty fi ve 
Thanks France for the gift

This year’s World Series
St. Louis Cardinals wins
Who really cares though

Van Gogh’s new bio
Says he did not shoot himself
“Oops,” says the ME

Snow storm hits northeast
Downed power lines and huge trees
Mother Nature’s pissed

-   -S.D.

Early snow storm comes
Westchester campus closes
Not like that mattered 

UChicago talks
Jersey shore in conference
Pretentious guidos

   -P.L.

Carriage horse drops dead
on a busy Manhattan street
Bloomberg does not care

   -J.O.

By Sean Kelly, Lauren Duca, Su-
zette Dorrielan, John O’Neill, Peter 
Lacarenza
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WHERE THE BRONX AT?
By Marisa Carroll
NEWS CO-EDITOR

Occupy The Bronx Gives a Local Spin On 
the Now-International Movement

According to its offi cial website, 
“Occupy Wall Street is leaderless resis-
tance movement with people of many 
colors, genders and political persua-
sions. The one thing we all have in 
common,” the manifesto continues, “is 
that We are the 99% that will no longer 
tolerate the greed and corruption of 
the 1%.” The movement is directed at 
correcting the incredible wealth dispar-
ity in the United States, namely that the 
richest 1% of Americans currently take 
in around one-quarter of the nation’s 
income every year. “In terms of wealth 
rather than income,” Vanity Fair’s Jo-
seph Stiglitz reported last May, “the top 
1 percent controls 40 percent.” Ideally, 
the attention the movement is receiv-
ing will help contextualize the econom-
ic burden individual families’ are strug-
gling and, in the process, push our 
political discourse beyond pervasive 
meritocracy ideology.

Yet the movement is not without 
critics…and not all of these critics are 
uber-capitalists a la Rich Uncle Pen-
nybags. While the increasing involve-
ment of labor unions and outer-bor-
ough organizations has made OWS 
more diverse, many have argued that 
the movement’s base remains homog-
enous and, arguably, out of touch with 
the whole “99%” of Americans—includ-
ing the very poor, immigrants, and 
people of Color. As a white college stu-
dent, for instance, I certainly sympa-
thize with the white kids I saw holding 
“College Educated and Unemployed” 
signs at Zuccotti Park, but our experi-
ence is just one facet of the fi nancial 
crisis in our country. I am the 99%...
but not in the same way the families 
in my neighborhood in the Bronx are 
the 99%. Economic reforms might re-
solve my fi nancial woes, but it wouldn’t 
change the way people’s race, class, or 
ancestry has infl uenced employment, 
pay, access to housing, healthcare, 
and beyond.

After the Bronx’s Rebel Diaz Art-
ists Collective headed down to Zuc-
cotti Park, collective member RodStarz 
wrote on the RDAC blog, “We left with 

mad questions! Where was the hood? 
Where was the poorest congressional 
district in the USA, from The South 
Bronx at? Like we say in Hip Hop, 
where Brooklyn at?” To begin address-
ing these concerns and move towards 
a truly revolutionary movement, people 
across the boroughs are organizing to 
create a more inclusive Occupy Wall 
Street. One such group is the Occupy 
Wall Street People of Color Working 
Group. People of Color who found Oc-
cupy Wall Street to be a vital oppor-
tunity for consciousness-raising but 

also an Othering, non-inclusive space 
formed the working group to push for 
an expansion and diversifi cation of the 
movement. They meet every Saturday 
at 3PM in Zuccotti Square to share sto-
ries and strategize. In an open letter to 
several churches, community groups, 
and media outlets predominantly read 
by people of Color, the working group 
explained,

“Let’s be real. The economic crisis 
did not begin with the collapse of Lehm-
an Brothers in 2008. Indeed, people 

of color and poor people have been in 
a state of crisis since the founding of 
this country, and for indigenous com-
munities, since before the founding of 
the nation. We have long known that 
capitalism serves only the interests of 
a tiny, mostly white, minority.”

The working group is currently en-
gaging in an “Occupy the Hood” cam-
paign. This campaign is fi ghting the 
problem of accessibility in the move-
ment by encouraging outer-borough 
residents to start up chapters in their 
own neighborhood. On October 15, the 

movement hit our neighborhood—part 
of the poorest congressional district 
in the United States—with Occupy the 
Bronx. At noon on that Saturday, about 
75 to 100 concerned people met at 
Fordham Plaza to share their experi-
ences, anger, and hope for change. 
The day began with a “teach-in” on how 
to create worker-owned cooperatives to 
transform the economy of the Bronx. 
One participant, speaking through the 
human-microphone system employed 
at Zuccotti Park in which the entire 

group repeats what the speaker says, 
explained, “The Bronx has, for too 
long, been dumped on. We get all of 
the waste that New York City does not 
want. We get developers who get lots 
of tax breaks and incentives to build 
malls that pay not even living wages. 
We have the richest sports team in the 
United States in the poorest congres-
sional district in the United States. We 
have businesses that are owned by 
people who live very far, far, far away 
and the people who work in those 
businesses who are us, who are the 
99%, do not have the money to make 
ends meet.” These concerns were re-
peated throughout the afternoon, with 
emphasis on creating worker-owned 
cooperatives, supporting living wage 
initiatives, and investing in community 
banks. Following the teach-in and a 
General Assembly meeting, the protes-
tors marched to the 4 train, which they 
took to a rally at Wall Street and, later, 
a protest in Times Square.

The group consisted of people 
young and old. Most were Bronx resi-
dents proudly sporting protests signs 
written in both English and Spanish. 
Some had been active in downtown 
Occupy Wall Street activities, including 
members of the Northwest Bronx Com-
munity and Clergy Coalition and Bronx 
for Change, but many others had not 
been able to trek down to Zuccotti Park 
due to issues of access. Others still 
were simply onlookers intrigued by the 
crowd gathered in Fordham Plaza. 

About 15 Fordham students and 
a few professors, including Drs. Mark 
Naison and Jeanne Flavin, were in at-
tendance. One Fordham student, Libby 
Gatti, said, “I was at fi rst hesitant to 
participate in Occupy the Bronx be-
cause I am a visitor in this community, 
and wasn’t sure if it was ‘my place’ to 
demonstrate. But I realized that I need 
to act in solidarity with my neighbors, 
especially since they have been so kind 
as to welcome me to their space.“

If Occupy the Bronx teaches noth-
ing else, it refl ects that the Occupy 
Wall Street movement must continue 
to become more inclusive. For those 
involved in Occupy the Bronx, their 
hope is that the Occupy movement will 
respond thoughtfully to the requests 
and needs of groups like the People 
of Color Working Group and Occupy 
the Bronx. Only then will the move-
ment grow to encompass the diversity 
of voices, identities, and interests that 
make up the entire “99%.” 

As Bloomberg tries to tear 
down the Zuccotti Park 
Occupy Wall Street camp, 
the  movement takes root 
in the Bronx
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In an effort to support my shopahol-
ic tendencies, I got a job at The Blend. 
A block away and they pay in cash? I 
thought it was the best job ever…un-
til I started working. Since he was al-
ways friendly to customers, I expected 
my boss, Bill, to be easy to deal with. 
I thought his explanations of even the 
most inane things were perhaps just 
part of training. The butter-melting pro-
cess continues after the bagel is toast-
ed. It’s because the bagel is hot. But he 
didn’t stop after day one. Three weeks 
in he illustrated why people need to be 
given a napkin. Four weeks in he called 
while watching me on the camera to 
ask how high I was fi lling up the iced 
coffee. Oh, right. And there’s a camera, 
which he watches perpetually. In lieu of 
day time television, Bill entertains him-
self with a live feed of The Blend, mak-
ing frequent calls to make sure I’m us-
ing the right amount of cream cheese 
or putting lids on tightly or doing some 
other task that I’m, you know, too fuck-
ing stupid to do.

Yet The Blend was a 2 minute walk 
from my apartment and didn’t get 
much harder than steaming milk. So 
as obnoxious as Bill is, I bit my tongue 
knowing The Alcohol And Yoga Pants 
Fund would be conveniently satisfi ed. 
But last week he took it too far. From 
the moment I got in he was on top of 
me. Correcting my every move and 
even making intentional messes for 
me to clean. I apologized as he yelled 
at me for accidentally using more than 
one coffee fi lter. Despite the fact that 
not a single customer complained, ev-
erything I did was wrong. “I don’t know 
what they taught you at Starbucks,” he 
said at one point, “It’s like you’re re-
tarded.” That was it. “You can’t speak 
to me like that,” I mustered. “If you 
don’t like it, you can leave.” So I did. 
And I haven’t gone back. 

Fortunately, I’m an over-privileged, 
white girl with fairly wealthy parents. 

(Not being able to afford a second $16 
cocktail is hardly a legitimate fi nancial 
woe). And since I only wanted the job at 
The Blend for pocket money, I had the 
option to quit. But what if I  needed the 
cash? There’s a lot of not-so-privileged 
people out there who have to work 
for the Bills of the 
world. Being called 
“retarded” is just 
something you 
have to deal with 
unless you’re inde-
pendently wealthy, 
right? Okay, that’s 
a little dramatic. 
But the point is 
that while there’s 
tons of legislation 
that encounters 
the issue of ha-
rassment, the pro-
cess (which comes 
with the loss of 
the job in ques-
tion) is often too 
expensive for the 
harassed to under-
go. Dependency 
fosters an indis-
putable authority, 
one which many people of power don’t 
hesitate to abuse. 

The broader implications of this is-
sue extend to our less concrete need 
to gain experience. You need experi-
ence to get experience, so how do 
you get experience when you’re inex-
perienced? It’s a catch 22 that’s left 
us scrambling for internships, in com-
petition with thousands of other inex-
perienced young adults. You wrote a 
charming cover letter, typed up your 
resume in Helvetica, got the interview, 
dry cleaned your one pair of dress 
pants, and got the job! Now shake your 
“employer’s” hand, and thank them for 
all the free labor you’ll get to do these 
next few months. But don’t you dare 
feel accomplished. You were thrown 

into a lottery with a bunch of other des-
perate college educated people trying 
to fi gure out what “business casual” 
means, and you happened to win. 
You’re lucky, at best. And don’t for one 
second think you’re not replaceable. If 
you have any complaints, about 5,000 

people are waiting in line, ready and 
willing to replace you. It’s this demand 
that’s made free labor acceptable. In-
ternships have become an integral part 
of the gen y graduate experience. Not 
only are the months of unpaid work 
they require condoned, they’re cov-
eted and competed for – a concept our 
parents certainly don’t understand. At 
Allure, leaving at 7:30 was early, and 
most nights we were there well past 
10:00. My mom would text me saying 
dinner was hot, and that I wasn’t be-
ing paid, and why couldn’t I just leave? 
Well, because I’d lose my job. 

One night around 8:00 I ran an er-
rand to Donna Karan. The package 
wasn’t ready so I asked if I could go 
home and run the errand in the morn-

ing. I came in early, picked up 3 over-
fi lled garment bags, and was heading 
to the Conde Nast building when a man 
tapped me on the shoulder. Ready with 
a death stare, I whipped around only to 
see him holding a silk blouse. The gar-
ment bag had ripped, leaving designer 
garments strewn in a Hansel-and-Gre-
tel trail along the cross walk. People 
were stepping on them and the light 
was going to change. I sprinted, scoop-
ing up the clothes with both arms, 
praying the oncoming car wouldn’t hit 
me before I got to the lambskin vest. A 
heart attack later I tumbled into the of-
fi ce. It was about 9:15, my boss clicked 
her tongue and looked at her watch. 
“Um, why are you late?” I mumbled 
that I was sorry, and started check-
ing in the clothes. “Sorry? Um, it’s bad 
enough you peaced out yesterday.” An 
editor had walked in the room and he 
and the other interns were making no 
real effort to conceal their eavesdrop-
ping. I snapped. “If working from 9 AM 
until 8 PM and then returning to my 
home is ‘peace-ing out,’ I am TRULY 
sorry.” “There are plenty of people 
who would be glad to stay for the en-
tire day,” she said, and sent me to drop 
off her dry cleaning. What a bitch! But 
she was right. I want to work in maga-
zines, and it would have been stupid to 
squander away the “Editorial Intern At 
Allure” line of resume gold I’d worked 
so hard to earn. So I stayed and dealt 
with it. What choice did I have? Yes, I 
had the agency to leave. But I also have 
the agency to drop out of school and 
work in a brothel. 

  I guess the unfortunate con-
clusion here is that we’re inexperi-
enced young people, and experienced 
old people are going to take advantage 
of that. In response, I suggest you work 
your butt off, stand up for yourself 
when things get particularly bad, and 
remember how shitty everything was 
when you fi nally have an employee or 
intern of your own.

Coming Soon To A Gradu-
ation Ceremony Near You

by Lauren Duca
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR 

Dealing With A Latte The Experience Of The Young 
And Inexperienced 
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My grandmother is starting a new 
religion. New texts, new psalms, new 
robes and all. She is keeping all her 
favorite prayers and defi nitely keep-
ing the cross. In fact, she is designing 
a line of jewel-encrusted crosses with 
Joan Rivers for QVC…once Joan recon-
siders that rejection letter.

As you might assume, Grandma is 
no Martin Luther—she would prefer to 
share her grievances over bacon and 
eggs than compile hard-and-fi rm theo-
logical complaints. She was raised 
Catholic and still attends mass every 
Sunday, but her spiritual identity owes 
more to where she grew up than what 
she thinks about the Pope (Though, 
if you’re wondering, she will tell you 
she loved “JP2” and isn’t so hot on 
“Benny.”) Grandma is from Escanaba, 
Michigan, located on the banana belt 
of the state’s Upper Peninsula. The 
U.P., as it is called, contains about a 
quarter of Michigan’s land but a slim 
3% of its population. Every brochure 
I have read about Escanaba has ex-
tolled its uninhabited, natural beauty. 
Traditionally, the cover of these pam-
phlets features either the sun setting 
over a crystal lake or a majestic tree 
covered landscape à la public televi-
sion’s Bob Ross. “Autumn ignites with 
aspen gold and blazes forth into maple 
crimson!” exclaims one travel planner, 
cleverly titled Upper Peninsula: 5-Star 
Wilderness. Another reminds tourists 
not just to bring their swimsuits and 
fi shing poles but also their hiking boots 
and shotguns. I believe it was these de-
scriptions that ultimately stopped my 
mother from ever taking my sister and 
me to visit the U.P.

When my grandmother was grow-
ing up in Escanaba in the 1940s, 
her culture was not just that of her 
French-Catholic mother or her English 
Protestant father. Her neighbors—or, 
whatever one who lives on acres of 
forestland calls those who live near-
est to her—were Chippewa, and their 
faith practices profoundly infl uenced 
my grandmother’s Catholicism. She 
was raised to believe in Heaven as 

well as reincarnation; the Holy Spirit 
as well as the presence of spirits on 
earth. Escanaba being a waterfront 
town, her faith was born in water: Both 
in baptism and in spiritual ceremonies 
melding her community’s Catholic and 
Ojibwe traditions. Most signifi cantly, 
her faith in a Judeo-Christian God was 
the product of an oral tradition instead 
of intensive Bible study. Seventy years 
later, she continues to value storytell-
ing; this was how I learned about her 
early spirituality.

When she moved to Chicago at age 
20, Grandma was shocked at how bor-
ing she found mass. No chanting, no 
dancing, just people sitting in their 
pews reciting Latin prayers. She had 
just about enough of that downtown 
Catholicism…until she met my grand-
father at church. He was a handsome, 
Irish-Catholic, Northwestern grad who 
worked at a bank, for God’s sakes, 
so Grandma silenced her disbelief. 
She got involved in her church’s char-
ity group. She taught Sunday school. 
She joined Women’s Bible Study. Like 
a good Catholic, she even went from 
“newly married” to “mother of fi ve” in a 
quick fi ve years.

As time went on, though, this façade 
began to unravel, as did her marriage 
to my grandfather. According to my 
mother, their church’s traditions and 
practices did not seem to transform 
my grandma the way a day on Lake 
Michigan would. Nor did the God my 

grandma spoke of to her kids—a com-
municative God, a fl uid God, an artistic 
God, a (gasp!) female God—match the 
God the uptight, North Shore Chicago-
ans spoke about in her congregation. 
Although my grandmother pursued her 
spirituality through other outlets, par-
ticularly creative ones like theatre and 
dance, by the time my mother reached 
high school Grandma was trying out 
different religious traditions. Most no-
table was the summer she spent as a 
Pentecostal, speaking in tongues with 
her hand raised over my then-teenaged 
mother’s mohawk.

So, yes, my grandma is starting a 
new religion. She is unsure what it will 
look like or who will want to join, but 
everyday she adds a few more spiritual 
pillars to her practice. Lately, she has 
been updating me about her process 
via email.

One day last spring, for instance, 
she asked me about Dorothy Day. My 
mother had told her about some orga-
nizing I was doing through Fordham’s 
Dorothy Day Center for Service and 
Justice and a Catholic Worker house on 
the Lower East Side; that same week, 
Grandma happened to open up a medi-

tation book with a bit on Dorothy Day. 
She wrote:

The whole Dorothy Day thing is so 
spiritual, to me. I did not know about 
her and I truly believe that her spirit 
just got in touch with me I will start 
reading her writings. Can you suggest 
a book that I can down load? If my de-
sire to stop smoking goes away, I will 
credit her intervention. She is up for 
Sainthood so this would be a plus for 
her. The spiritual journey is truly amaz-
ing, when your Mom told me about you 
connection with the Dorothy Center 
I was spell bound. We probably were 
connected in a past life.

Clearly, my grandma has a style 
of faith all her own. Far from what 
Romero would call a “non-evolving 
traditionalism,” hers is a Christianity 
so personal and “evolved” that many 
outside of her own parish would dis-
count her as a radical or as a “loopy 
old lady”—more like a character in an 
Adam Sandler movie than a woman 
faithful to God.

But her family and those in her 
church do not dare try to shake her 
beliefs. For one, as she often tells 
me, she “ain’t budgin.’” For anoth-
er, if I have learned one thing from 
the women in my family, it is that 
the women in my family have been 
through a helluvalot to get to where 
they are today. Even the thought 
of raising fi ve children is daunting, 
which my grandma ended up doing 
alone, in a city far from her family, 
while working exhausting hours to 
start a business that, ultimately, paid 
for the laptop on which I am typing 
this essay. For my grandma, her rural 
upbringing met her life’s struggles to 
form what she sees as her incredible 
spiritual gift. 

So, if you’re looking for a new re-
ligion, you’re in luck. My grandma 
is calling for any takers—all spiritual 
background and experiences wel-
come. You are especially welcome if 
you can help Grandma get in direct 
contact with QVC’s Joan Rivers.

“You are especially welcome 
if you can help Grandma get 
in direct contact with QVC’s 
Joan Rivers.”

or How My Grandma Is Starting A New Religion Influenced 
By Chippewas and Not The Boring-Ass Catholic Churchby Marisa Carroll

NEWS CO-EDITOR

“I don’t know man. I just 
don’t know anymore.”

“What the shit is going on 
here?”
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The most alarming part of shooting 
testosterone into my thigh bi-monthly 
is not the needles. It is also not the 
small vial of testosterone, which, when 
chemically pure, is an amber syrup that 
smells like boiled-down dudesweat. 
The most alarming part is not growing 
hair on your butt or having your voice 
crack. By far, the most alarming part of 
being on testosterone is the increase in 
dude behavior. 

The decision to start using tes-
tosterone was not simple, to say the 
least. Due to state law, I needed it on 
record that I was diagnosed with “Gen-
der Identity Disorder” and had been in 
therapy for six months. Only then could 
I request to start therapy. I began to get 
cold feet right around the week before 
I was to start treatment. What if I be-
came a raging asshole? Through talk-
ing to my partner about my concerns 
(which she initially shared) we both had 
the epiphany that hormones cannot 
be the only factor in making someone 
suck—and that if I saw such changes, 
I’d cut out the whole T thing. 

Sure enough, though, there have 
been changes. Now, I’m no Chaz Bono. 
I’m not going to start saying I hate lis-
tening to women talk and now only en-
joy their company in the sack. But I will 
say this: I crave buffalo chicken almost 
constantly, I now fi nd burping, farting, 
and violence HILARIOUS (especially 
when they occur in that order!) and I of-
ten have to remind myself to use more 
than one word when answering a ques-
tion.

While I am experiencing these dif-
ferences, there are some “regular guy 
things” that I will never fi nd natural. For 
instance, spreading your legs to take 
up two chairs on the subway. Many a 
time have I seen a dude sitting on the 
subway, spread eagle, while a woman 
next to him is squished into a weird po-
sition to avoid touching his carelessly 
fl ung limbs. For me, this is one of best 

ways to illustrate male privilege, and 
privilege in general: for one person to 
take something—like space on the sub-
way—another person has to lose some-
thing. The arguments for something 
commonplace like dudes sitting with 
their legs spread typically also employ 
the mystifying of genitalia: as though 
dicks and balls are the sizes of fore-
arms and fi sts, respectively. To which I 
must say: buddy, you are not that well-
hung (unless you suffer from elephan-
titis, in which case you should not be 
on the subway unless you are going to 
a hospital.) Like people’s packages, 
there are great problems with mysticiz-
ing hormones in our society. The “Boys 
Will Be Boys” mentality employed to al-
low dudes to act shitty and not be chal-
lenged hurts every person- women, be-
cause they are the ones forced to give 
things us, and dudes because they can 
do better. 

I have just as much testosterone 
soaked into my brain as any cisgen-
der (non-trans*) dude: when it comes 
to having the urge to be a dick all the 
time, I’m all man, baby. So I can tell you 
fi rsthand the old-time excuse of men 
just “being the way they are” is moot. 

In commercials for Androgel and 
Androderm, the gel and patch form of 
testosterone prescribed to people with 
low testosterone levels, the only signs 
and symptoms they point to for low-T 
are: “decreased sex-drive, decreased 
energy level, and moodiness.” That 
means that testosterone alone does 
not account for other seemingly impli-
cative symptoms: being misogynist, 
playing roles in the power structure 

that hurts women, and happily 
reaping the benefi ts of gender in-
equality. And if it isn’t hormones, 
it must be something else. 

Early in my transition, looking 
at tips for how to “pass” as male 
in society, I found a lot of answers 
from online forums of trans* men. 
In the same paragraph as the sug-
gested physical changes- short 
haircut, baggy clothes, sticking a 
sock in your underwear- there were 
alarming encouragements to sim-
ulate male socialization- how men 
are taught to behave. They sug-
gested talking about women as 
sex objects (“talking about a girl’s 
tits”), being less communicative 
(“answer things in as few words 
as possible”), not taking part in 
pro-women activities (“don’t go to 
feminist poetry readings”) and be-
ing violently controlling (“don’t let 
women tell you what to do.”) This 
means that the physical—which 
can be explained by hormones 
and genitals—is used to explain 
the social behaviors that lead to 
men being privileged and women 
suffering. Which might not sound 
too important, but think of it as 
a drop in a bucket. After starting 
testosterone, a friend joked that if my 
partner sassed me, I could “give her 
the backhand now.” While this was in-
tended to be funny, it shows that a cul-
ture of microinequalities—small, banal, 
sad little occurrences in life—makes 
it alright in our culture for there to be 
larger, more violent inequalities. It is a 
drop in the bucket that creates a world 
that perceives the maltreatment of 
women as natural. 

I refuse to be that kind of man. While 
I now understand a great deal of male 
behavior and physical desires, I have 
grown more and more shocked at the 
way these physical urges and attributes 
lead to men existing at the expense of 
women in society. Loving women in my 
life like I love my partner means that 
I must step up to the plate and be a 

better kind of man. Unlike when I was 
a scared 14 year old, wanting desper-
ately to be “One of The Guys,” I realize 
that my manhood comes not from tes-
tosterone, from trying to transcend the 
limits placed on my body through being 
on testosterone. I have more options 
than the tired narrative of the guy who 
can’t help himself from being a tyran-
nical asshole to women in his life and 
in society. 

Whatever spoils I may have gained 
from male privilege, nothing feels bet-
ter than being the type of man that I 
can respect.  

“Now, I’m no Chaz Bono. 
I’m not going to start saying 
I hate listening to women 
talk and now only enjoy their 
company in the sack. But I 
will say this: I crave buffalo 
chicken almost constantly.”

Testosterone!
More Than Just Dudesweat

by Liam Lowery
STAFF FART JOKE

Oooh yeah, right 
there baby. That’s 
the stuff.
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The People for the Ethical Treat-
ment of Animals, commonly known 
as PETA, has a long and sordid his-
tory with the mass media. From stag-
ing nude protests to distributing pam-
phlets proclaiming “Your Mommy Kills 
Animals” to unwitting six-year-olds, 
PETA has orchestrated countless scan-
dals to bring attention to their cause. 
In 2003 the organization’s founder, 
Ingrid Newkirk, unabashed declared: 
“we are complete press sluts.” Perhaps 
she was speaking fi guratively when she 
said that to the New Yorker, but over 
the last few years PETA members have 
taken her statement literally. Members 
all over the world have protested in the 
buff, and a slew of celebrities, includ-
ing the illustrious Pamela Anderson 
and the Olympian swimmer Amanda 
Beard have posed nude for PETA’s anti-
fur campaign under slogans like “Fur? 
I’d rather go naked.” 

In light of these and countless other 

publicity stunts (that are, let’s not for-
get, all for the sake of bringing atten-
tion to the plight of poor little bunnies 
and endangered polar bears) it should 
perhaps not come as a shock that PETA 
is preparing to launch a porn site. Yes, 
you read that correctly—a pornographic 
website to further the progress towards 
an ethical treatment of animals. 

Now listen, I am a proud vegan. 
I don’t eat meat or any other animal 
products, and I try instead to consume 
foods that come directly from our earth 
for the sake of my own life, the life of 
other living creatures, and the life of 

our planet. I don’t buy prod-
ucts tested on animals, and I 
refuse to purchase fur or leath-
er products (except that one 
pair of boots—we all have our 
weaknesses, right?). I support 
the mission of PETA to ensure 
an ethical and humane treat-
ment of all living beings, and 
I’m willing to overlook some of 
their questionable methods of 
action. But a porn site? Here I 
draw the line.  

Lindsay Rajt, the director of 
campaigns for PETA, explained 
that “as soon as people land 
on the site they will see some 
explicit content, those tantaliz-
ing images they’ll be hoping 
for,” but as soon as they go a 
bit further “that’s when they’ll 
be confronted with images that 
we hope will make them stop 
and think and get them talking 
and hopefully encourage them to make 
a lifestyle change to a plant-based 
diet.” These images will be graphic 
pictures and videos of animals being 
abused and slaughtered. If all this sex 
and violence makes visitors hungry 
they’ll be able to click on links to veg-
etarian starter kits and vegan recipes 
interspersed throughout the site. 

Sounds like exactly the thing our 

sex-saturated video game playing Big 
Mac munching society needs, right? 

One convenient webpage with a little 
something for everyone—those who 
get off on porn, violence, and/or food! 
The site will be hosted on the new .xxx 
domain, and is set to launch in Novem-
ber. Rajt explained, “we try to use every 
outlet that we can to speak up for ani-
mals.” She continued on to note that 
some organizations were a little wary 
of the new risqué domain, but PETA 
thought it would be “tripe-extra effec-
tive.” Eloquent words indeed. 

In addition to the absurdity of try-
ing to encourage a more thoughtful 
and caring treatment of animals with 
erotic images, this development in only 
the latest link in a chain of exploitation. 
PETA has consistently used women’s 
bodies and sexuality as a billboard to 

“Vegan sex addicts.”

“In 2003, [PETA’s] founder, 
Ingrid Newkirk, unabash-
edly declared, ‘we are com-
plete press sluts.’”

get their messages into the public fo-
rum, and the vast majority, if not all, of 
the images on the new site will be of 
women. Jill Dolan, a professor of gen-
der and sexuality studies at Princeton 
University, points out that “exploiting 
porn to get people’s juices going seems 
lame; exploiting pornographic images 
only of women to make their point is 
retrograde and misogynist.” Rajt re-
sponded to such criticisms by claiming 
that all models participate of their own 
will, and asserted that “it’s not a very 
feminist thing to do to turn to women 
and tell them whether or not they can 
use their bodies to express their voice.” 

Of course women are free to use 
their bodies in ways they see fi t, but 
Rajt is missing the point here. This use 
of women’s bodies may be “voluntary” 
to the extent that the women choose 
to participate, but the entire concept 
and resulting action fi t inside of a much 
larger system of patriarchal exploita-
tion that is embedded in the very no-
tion of manipulating women’s sexuality 
for commercial purposes. PETA may 
have started out with some noble ide-
als, but the organization has devolved 
into a group of attention seekers who 
will exploit women, men, and the very 
animals they claim to respect in order 
to make a story. Obviously it’s work-
ing—this article is proof of it. I could 
have used this space to inform you of 
the adverse ecological ramifi cations of 
raising livestock, or discuss alternative 
methods of slaughter, but instead I’m 
talking about PETA porn. Perhaps the 
website will yield a few vegan sex-ad-
dicts, but my guess is that all it will re-
sult in is more publicity for the people, 
not the animals. 

PETA Porn Sexytime To Make You Want To 
Eat Plants and Save Bunniesby Ally Kravitz

STAFF ETHICAL PLAYBOY BUNNY

Girl, I wanna lay 
you down and 
whisper sweet 
nothings  about 
fairly-treated 
tofu.
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Michael Vick Is My Neighbor
Preventing Animal Cruelty In The Bronx

Moving off campus is awesome. 
Now that I’m not in a dorm any more, 
I can smoke crack in my underwear 
for literally hours on end without some 
pesky “RA” knocking at my door asking 
what that funky-burning-urine smell is. 
As the year gets colder, the reality of 
living off campus begins to set in. The 
black mold starts to spread a bit fur-
ther each day, the mouse traps should 
probably get checked soon, and the 
heaters have been trying their hardest 
to sound like they are working without 
actually heating anything.

Ah yes, the privilege of living in an 
apartment. The constant stir of the 
Bronx is melodious. The woman who 
has claimed the neighbor’s stoop as 
her home, when not sifting through our 
trash for glass bottles, is constantly 
screaming “MAJESTIC” at a stray cat 
the she wishes so dearly were her own 
in a voice reminiscent of a zombie call-
ing out for brains. The smooth Domin-
ican-Polka beats from Apartment 1 
are always a bumpin’—dusk till dawn. 
Dusk. Till. Dawn. And there will always, 
without fail, be a mysterious scream-
ing dog, and I mean screaming. Wait, 
what? That’s not right.

I accept the other noises as one 
accepts living next to a busy highway—
begrudgingly but without much choice 
in the matter. Living off campus gives 
you many noises that can be annoying, 
but none quite as upsetting as animal 
abuse. And it isn’t something that is 
uncommon either. This year is my fi rst 
year living off campus and I’ve called 
the police, 311 and ASPCA to report 
different accounts of animal abuse. 
I’ve seen owners beating and hosing 
their dogs in their yards, I’ve heard 
dogs fi ghting at 3AM on weeknights, 
and I’ve been living next to a dog that 
cries all day long. But how do you know 
what constitutes abuse? And who do 
you call based on what you know (hint: 
not Ghost Busters)? I’ll tell you!

First of all, what is abuse?
To quote directly from the ASPCA  

(American Society for the Prevention of 

Cruelty to Animals) website, “New York 
State law defi nes animal cruelty as a 
situation where a person causes un-
justifi ed harm, pain, or suffering to an 
animal or neglects an animal’s care by 
not providing it with proper food, water, 
medical care, or suitable shelter.”

Another question that seems kind 
of strange to ask is, what is not abuse?

Often times, animals get anxiety if 
they are left alone for long periods of 
time. This is usually unavoidable (mom 
and dad work, kids are in school). 
When a dog has anxiety it will howl 
from the point their owner leaves until 
they return, and it sounds quite grue-
some. There is not much an owner can 
do for this besides hire someone to 
watch their dog when it is alone or put 
it on expensive doggy-anxiety medica-
tion, both costly and often not feasible 
options. This is why it is necessary to 
know who to call depending on what 
you know.

When to call 311:
If you hear an animal routinely bark-

ing or crying, and are unsure of what 
the animal or its owner looks like, call 
311. When you call you will be asked 
the approximate (preferably exact) lo-
cation of the noise. If you aren’t sure, 

they recommend that you peek out 
a window or (if you have roof access) 
check from the roof if you can see 
anything. If you can’t identify the ad-
dress of the building, there isn’t much 
you can do besides keep trying to fi nd 
out. If you can, the operator will take 
down your address and the address 
of the building the noise may be com-
ing from. Within a week your neighbor 
will receive a letter that explains that 
a noise complaint has been fi led, and 
gives some tips on how to prevent an 
animal from crying when left alone. You 
will also receive a letter explaining the 
process of having a noise investigated. 
They recommend that after about 3 
weeks, if the noise does not get bet-
ter or stop (which in the case of my 
neighbors, did. I’ve seen the dog and 
he looks healthy and happy, as long as 
people are around) you call back and 
fi le a second complaint. Once you fi le a 
second complaint they will send some-
one out to investigate the noise.

When to call ASPCA:
If you have seen the animal and its 

owner, and believe the animal is really 
being hurt or neglected (looks like it is 
starving, has cuts, walks with a limp, or 
is kept outside without shelter, food, or 
water) call ASPCA at (212) 876-7700, 

ext. 4450, or email humanel@aspca.
org. To fi le a report you must know 
what the animal looks like, what the 
owner looks like, the time and date of 
said abuse, a description of the abuse, 
and the location of the animal. In many 
cases, the address and abuse has 
been reported and someone is already 
investigating the claim. They will refer 
you to another number of the specifi c 
agent where you will probably be asked 
to leave a message describing what 
you saw etc.

When to call 911:
We all know calling 911 is reserved 

for emergencies and crimes in prog-
ress. If you witness an animal being 
beaten (as in repeated strikes) or tor-
tured by their owner, call 911 immedi-
ately. Report what you see, the exact 
address of where you see it, and de-
scribe the people and animals involved 
with as much detail as possible. Animal 
abuse is a crime—a very serious one. 
Keep in mind that those who could 
possibly be cruel enough to torture an 
animal would likely have no qualms 
about hurting a human being too.

**This is just a brief guide. For 
more information on animal abuse visit 
the ASPCA website at www.aspca.

by Liz O’Malley
ARTS CO-EDITOR

Look into my 
eyes.
Tell me you love 
me.
*Cue Sarah 
McLaughlin 
ASPCA music
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the paper’s view
November 2, 2011

Get ‘Outta (Go Into) TownImages are coming to play a much 
larger part in the way we receive me-
dia. Newspapers rely on eye-catching 
photos to buoy sinking sales, and web-
sites distinguish themselves by memo-
rable graphics accompanied only by 
catchy textual blurbs. This emphasis 
on visual appeal can sensationalize 
images, using sexualized and violent 
images to compete for readers’ atten-
tion. However it’s interesting to note 
that this sensationalization does not 
increase along a simple, linear path. 
Rather, those who are most exploited 
in the press often belong to groups that 
have been traditionally disadvantaged 
and exploited in real life. 

It’s no secret that female musicians 
and actresses present themselves in 
ways that are explicitly sexual. Recently 
I read an article in an excellent blog, 
Sociological Images, which discussed 
sexual depictions in Rolling Stone cov-
ers, noting statistics for “nonsexual-
ized,” “sexualized,” and “hypersexual-
ized” images of women and men. Not 
surprisingly, women were sexualized 
more often than men. What is surpris-
ing is they were sexualized with fi ve 
times the frequency of men. Watching 
Lady Gaga’s music videos, it’s easy to 
feel that the sex is so overt and in-your-
face that it’s not necessarily about the 
sex anymore. Lady Gaga can strip as 
close to naked as the censors will al-
low, gyrate her body for the camera and 
seem to simultaneously say “Isn’t this 
ridiculous?” and “Isn’t this great cre-
ativity?” But not all media outlets pos-
sess the self-awareness of Lady Gaga. 

Violence in the media can become 
a spectacle similar to sexuality. Journal-
ists must abide by a code of standards. 
Broadcasters are forbidden from ex-
ploiting violence and are instructed to 
give warnings before “scenes of extra-
ordinary violence.” However, even while 
operating within these guidelines, jour-
nalists still have to strike the balance 
between showing too much and too 
little or they risk either sanitizing reality 
or violating the dignity of victims. 

Yet what is extraordinary violence? 
The meaning fl uctuates across circum-

stances. To depict the death of soldiers, 
photojournalists often rely on sugges-
tive images, like post-explosion rubble, 
to convey the destruction, then cut-
ting to fl ag-draped coffi ns to depict the 
death. Exceptions exist, but it is rare to 
fi nd a shot which shows in detail both 
the face and body of a dead soldier. On 
the other hand, when a natural disas-
ter strikes, like the earthquake in Tur-
key, images showing maimed bodies or 
family members crying and clutching 
their dead loved ones is standard.

Juxtaposing a discussion of exploi-
tation of violence and sex may be mis-
leading; though both are manipulative, 
they have their differences. Though 
there is certainly pressure for starlets 
to appear in sexy or near-naked photo 
shoots, if a woman is appearing in a 
cover story for a major national mag-
azine it’s a safe assumption that she 
does have some agency. With photos 
of victims of violence, the relationship 
between photographer and subject 
is much less defi ned. There’s a good 
chance that the subject is unaware that 
their distress is being captured, espe-
cially in cases of trauma. The proper re-
action of the viewer is also less codifi ed. 
With images of violence, it is easy to 
get sidetracked, noticing the goriness 
of injuries or the grotesque contortion 
of limbs; there isn’t a direct correlation 
between seeing more gore and better 
understanding violence. Perhaps we 
don’t have a proper visceral reaction 
to stories like the earthquake in Turkey, 
but that doesn’t mean the solution is 
to show even more shocking images of 
the victims.

Don’t Gimme That Sexy 
Blood Money Shit
by Rachael Prensner
STAFF BOMB-SHELL

Boom boom 
pow, mofo.

So how about this Occupy Wall 
Street thing, huh? I remember the oth-
er day we were down there and there 
were people getting arrested and then 
everyone started to chant and march 
together and…. Wait, what’s that? You 
haven’t been yet? There’s a national 
movement beginning right in the womb 
of our fair city, and you haven’t made 
the time to schlep your apathetic ass 
down there to at least take a gander at 
it? What’s wrong with you? I just….

Well….
Okay, maybe we haven’t been down 

there yet, either. (editors’ note: SOME 
of our fi ne staff have been down. This 
is a rhetorical device, duh.) There’s 
work and stuff and we tried to go down 
when we got out but we’d have to take 
a few extra trains to get out there, and 
by the time we got back to Fordham ev-
eryone would already be out and then 
we’d have to catch up, you know? Then 
midterms and everything and stuff 
just got crazy and next thing I know 
it’s, like, this big thing and all over the 
news! Who knew, right? 

Maybe this is a bit of an issue that 
deserves to be looked at though. Sure, 
Occupy Wall Street is huge deal and is 
something that any who gives a shit 
about current events should really go 
and take a look at it, but it’s certainly 
not the only thing that’s happening in 
New York, nor is it the only thing that’s 
happened recently. The fact that it is 
attracting people out of their com-
fort zone to go and experience some-
thing new and explore our city, but it 
shouldn’t take something so drastic 
to draw people out into the other bor-
oughs. 

We here at Fordham have a unique 
and fantastic opportunity to be able to 
go out and explore everything that New 
York has to offer and to come back to a 
place of relative comfort, yet it seems 
like the allure is largely lost on people. 
Though the promise of a trip to a bar 
that isn’t located a block off campus 

may motivate people to hop on a train 
once in a blue moon, two sauced-up 
rides on the Metro-North just aren’t 
enough to really appreciate where we 
are. So do yourself a favor and go out 
in the daytime for a while. It’s impor-
tant to realize that everything that goes 
on in our city isn’t either drunk, violent 
or both. Yes, things like this are incred-
ibly important, but so is the fact that 
you’re in a unique place for four years 
that you may never be able to live in 
again.

For so many here, going into “the 
city” (note: the Bronx IS indeed still New 
York city) is some sort of mystical ex-
cursion. It, by necessity, must be predi-
cated on ridiculous outfi ts, expensive 
cab rides, twelve-dollar cocktails and 
some sort of epic, “unforgettable” ex-
perience theme, and is the most novel 
of novelties when it actually happens. 
However, that sort of mentality does a 
disservice to how many other things 
are going on all around us at all times. 
Some of the best excursions outside 
of our area are sometimes the more 
forgettable ones: going to fi nd some 
sort of odd (and probably overpriced) 
specialty item for a meal you’re cook-
ing; getting stuck in a subway station 
and being able to watch a xylophone-
playing duo dressed up as Cookie Mon-
ster, whatever. The point here is that 
going out and exploring doesn’t have 
to be a goddamn day trip. It can be a 
regular occurence, since we’re all in a 
position to be able to do such things. 
Sometimese the mundane can be a 
big enough allure to get you to go and 
explore, and sometimes those are the 
most rewarding times.

Wholesome fun, people, whole-
some fun. Make ‘yer parents happy and 
have some fun doing it, too. Sheesh. 
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In many musical conversations, 
“metal” is a dirty word, even a taboo. 
But if most people knew the technical 
and emotive brilliance that goes into 
making good metal, that just might 
change.

Meet After the Burial, a band most 
notorious for a song called “Pi: The 
Mercury God of Infi nity” which incor-
porates the mathematical constant 
Pi into a complex breakdown pattern 
where the kick drum corresponds to 
each number as the fi gure progresses. 
Still think metal is unsophisticated?

The band is known for their experi-
mental, technically complex songs, but 
unlike other progressive metal bands, 
their sound also incorporates a hyp-
notizing contrast between relentless 
shredding and beautiful melodies. 
After the Burial also joins the likes of 

Meshuggah and Gwar in the use of 
8-string guitars, allowing for a lower, 
heavier sound. The result is a lush 
groove that encompasses the full spec-
trum of human emotion, and sets their 
fans to motion nightly. From the Egyp-
tian thrash of “Cursing Akhenaten” to 
the almost pretty “Aspiration,” this is 
not music for those seeking the same 
old.

Backstage, at the band’s sold-out 
New York stop on the “Crush ‘Em All” 
tour (their fi rst co-headlining bill), the 
scene is laid back. Vocalist Anthony 
Notormaso does various amusing vo-
cal exercises while Veil of Maya’s drum-
mer practices on drum pads, and a few 
guys play XBox. At fi rst glance, they 
could be the guys next door, but take 
a step toward the stage, hear a crowd 

roaring in 
anticipation 
(15 minutes 
before the 
band even 
gets an-
n o u n c e d , 
mind you), 
and it’s ob-
vious these 
guys are 
something a 
little harder 
to come by.

“ W e ’ v e 
always con-
sidered our-
selves a live 

band,” explains Justin Lowe, rhythm 
guitarist and producer/co-producer of 
every ATB album to date. Their latest 
album, “In Dreams,” was even record-
ed with 
the intent 
to cap-
ture the 
b a n d ’ s 
live es-
s e n c e , 
but there 
is no 
compari-
son to 
s e e i n g 
t h e s e 
guys in 
the fl esh.

A f t e r 
the Buri-
al com-
m a n d s 
the stage with rigorous head banging 
and poetry screamed with irrefutable 
fervor. And of course, it wouldn’t be a 
metal show without a good, old-fash-
ioned, animalistic mosh-pit. Let’s just 
say security at Gramercy Theatre defi -
nitely earned their pay that night.

With an understanding of the band’s 
lyrical sophistication, it’s not surprising 
that they create such an infectious en-
ergy. Notormaso’s screamed poetry is 
metaphorical, yet approachable. The 
lyricist himself explains the story be-
hind “To Carry You Away,” a track on 
their album In Dreams, as addressing 

the process of becoming your own per-
son. Sometimes it takes a “wind that 
let[s you] go” to make a “son made of 
sand” into a solid, independent being. 
It’s his hope that messages like that 
one strike a chord with the fans, and it 

would seem they’re on the right path.
Looking out into the crowd, it’s 

apparent that shows like this are not 
just fun, but also therapeutic for many 
fans—a chance to feel a part of some-
thing bigger. After the Burial’s songs 
call forth emotion in a way that trans-
forms Gramercy Theatre from a crowd 
of singular metal heads picking fi ghts 
with each other into a room full of com-

mon energy. After the Burial’s growing 
fan base refl ects what the band them-
selves are about: open expression that 
tears down barricades and leaves se-
curity taken aback. Like most “rebel-
lious” things, we’re told this is a mark 
of lacking sophistication, but really, 
how unsophisticated can it be if it uni-
fi es and inspires thousands of people?

Anthony high-fi ves his front row. The 
show is over—for now. So what’s next, 
besides you checking out this ridicu-
lous band? “All I can tell you is it’s go-
ing to be heavy,” hints Justin. Right on, 
After the Burial, right on.

After the Burial Plays Metal 
Music That Actually Doesn’t Suck

Complex Guitar Shredding Blend With Beautiful 
Melodies in After the Burial’s “Progressive” Metal

by Jenn Schwartz
STAFF VIP

“After the Burial 
commands the stage 
with rigorous head 
banging and poetry 
screamed with irre-
futable fervor.”

Math!
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What: The Quidditch World Cup
Where: Randall’s Island
When: November 12-13
How Much: $5-$20
Why: Do you really need any other 
explanation besides the words 
“Quidditch World Cup?” Wizarding 
robes and wands are optional, and 
the teams are already formed and 
entered (so no, you can’t just get 
really drunk and show up with a 
broom expecting to play), but you can 
just go to watch the games or catch a 
live owl demonstration.

What: The New York Comedy Festival
Where: Varies
When: November 9-13
How Much: Varies
Why: Comedy superstars like Louis 
C.K. and Ricky Gervais are headlining 
this event, but there are also several 
other presentations that are very 
much worth your while, like a behind-
the-scenes look at The Onion News 
Network and a panel with the creators 
and voice actors of Archer. Ticket 
prices and event times vary, check 
out nycomedyfestival.com for all the 
details.

What: The High Line Park
Where: Chelsea, Manhattan
When: 7:00 a.m. - 10:00 p.m. daily
How Much: Free
Why: If you haven’t already, now is a 
great time to visit The High Line park 
in Chelsea before it gets too cold. The 
newly opened second section at the 
southern end of the park features 
the Chelsea Thicket, populated by 
American holly trees with stunning 
orange leaves. 

What: The New York City Marathon
Where: All throughout the city
When: November 6th
How Much: $11 entry fee, or free to 
watch
Why: If you’re a runner and have 
conveniently been training for several 
months, why not join in on the 26.2-
mile run from Staten Island to Central 
park? Or if, like most of us, you would 
rather stay home and order Pugsley’s 
than go to the gym, you could be one 
of the two million spectators who line 
the course to watch the runners and 
offer encouragement.

There is something incredibly satis-
fying about feeling the solid weight of 
a doorstopper paperback in your hand. 
However, a few minutes later, and 
that incredibly satisfying feeling has 
morphed itself into some pretty pedes-
trian muscle strain, especially if you’re 
a weakling like me. Trust me, though, in 
the following list you’ll fi nd some books 
that make that strain worth it. That isn’t 
to say, of course, 
that they’re with-
out their down-
s i d e s — m a i n l y 
that you’ll look 
like a tool. A huge 
one. There’s a 
pretty nasty (and 
accurate) stig-
ma attached to 
people that bury 
their noses into 
books where the 
midway point is 
reached at page 
548. But don’t 
worry! You’ll be 
enjoying yourself 
enough to fend 
off the nasty 
stares. And just 
in case you need 
a little convinc-
ing, I’ve selected 
a few lighter al-
ternatives to get your toes wet and con-
vince you to take the plunge into the 
world of Very Big Books. 

WORTH IT:
Infi nite Jest, David Foster Wallace
2.8 lbs, 1088 pages 
DFW’s magnum opus is a grab-bag 

of tennis, drugs, television, and sex 
that brings readers into a post-apoca-
lyptic Canada populated by wheelchair 
assassins and rampaging herds of irra-
diated hamsters. Yes, you will need two 
books marks, yes, you will look like a 
tool if you bring it anywhere, and yes, it 
may break your foot if you drop it. Still 

worth it.
TRY INSTEAD: Brief Interviews With 

Hideous Men . A decidedly shorter 
novel, Brief Interviews still showcases 
the chameleon-like abilities of DFW’s 
narratives, and his ability to make the 

more repulsive aspects of humanity 
captivating.

House of Leaves, Mark Z. Dan-
ielewski

2.4 lbs, 709 pages
I’ve leant this book out so many 

times, and my advice is always the 
same: don’t read it in the dark, and 
avoid your closet. House of Leaves is 
a novel written about fi nding a book 
written about a documentary describ-
ing a house that is mysteriously ex-
panding—the only problem is that this 
documentary doesn’t actually exist, 

but is somehow driving the protagonist 
insane. One part horror novel, one part 
exercise in creative typography and 
three parts elaborate footnotes, HOL 
will keep you up at night if you can lug 
it into bed.

East of Eden, John Steinbeck
2.6 lbs, 601 pages.
When an author as talented Stein-

beck says that everything he has done 
has been practice for one novel, the 
general assumption is you should get 
your hands on that novel, and that is 
certainly the case with East of Eden. 
The novel is sweeping in scale, tracing 
through three generations of Salinas 
Valley inhabitants who are, by turns, 
whores, inventors, farmers, sadists, 
sociopaths, cooks, and, most of all, hu-
man.

NOT WORTH IT:
Atlas Shrugged, Ayn Rand
3 lbs, 1300 pages
I’m going to admit some-

thing to you, dear paper read-
ers. During my freshman 
year, I was the recipient of 
a scholarship from the Ayn 
Rand institute. I wrote an es-
say and everything. And I feel 
terrible about it. Why? Well, 
obviously Objectivism is a 
nasty concept but the real 
problem was that I couldn’t 
believe I read through that 
much of Rand’s work. Atlas 
Shurgged is a terrible bore, 
more than anything else. 
When every character is a su-
per-intelligent, mind-blowing 
entrepreneur or an insipid 
leech, no plot curveball is go-
ing to surprise the reader, es-
pecially since you can see the 
characters’ reactions coming 

a mile away.
TRY INSTEAD: 
The Girl Who Owned a City by O.T. 

Nelson 
0.45 lbs, 192 pages
This is a good alternative to Atlas 

Shrugged If you want to get a handle 
on Objectivism. It’s a primer originally 
aimed at children, but at the very least 
it starts with an interesting dystopian/
post-apocalyptic premise, and is aware 
of the fact that it’s a vehicle for an ide-
ology and not a literary work of genius. 
Or, you know, you could just play Bio-
Shock.

Doorstopper Novels Worth 
the Shoulder Strain
By Caitlin Van Horn
STAFF HAS READ INFINITE JEST AND 
WILL NOT HESITATE TO TELL YOU 
ABOUT IT

Impress Your English 
Major Friends with 
These Epic Works of 
Literary Genius

“What are YOU reading?”
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Who: Pixies, Surfer Blood
Where: The Paramount, Huntington, 
NY
When: 11/5, 8pm
How Much: $65
Why: The Pixies have been back 
together, touring old albums for about 
7(ish) years at this point with no new 
material to show for it. Isn’t it kind of 
lame that they’re asking you to pay so 
much to hear albums you’ve prob-
ably listened to (and they’ve defi nitely 
played) a trillion times? I’m not going 
to lie, the Pixies are hands down my 
favorite band, but at this point in the 
game they’ve been reunion touring 
about as long as they were originally 
together. Anyway, all this aside, the 
Pixies do rule and if you have $65 
bucks burning a hole in your pocket, 
I’ve heard they put on a really amaz-
ing show (probably because they’ve 
been doing the same one for seven 
years).

Who: The Sea and Cake, Brokeback, 
Adam’s Castle
Where: Bowery Ballroom
When: 11/8, 8pm
How Much: $15a/$18d
Why: Post-rock supergroup The Sea 
and Cake broke out on the Chicago 
indie-jazz scene when we were still 
toddlers, but the group, led by Archer 
Prewitt and Sam Prekop, are still 
redefi ning “alternative.” Their set at 
the Bowery should be equal parts 
inventive and muffl ed (a surprisingly 
winning combo) and, if nothing else, 
a great rock history lesson you can 
talk to your older cousins about.

Who: Kanye West, Jay-Z
Where: Madison Square Garden
When: 11/8, 8pm
How Much: $69
Why: The ticket prices are a bit steep, 
but this is Kanye and Jay-Z we’re 
talking about here. Two of hip-hop’s 
most popular artists will take to 
Madison Square Garden to perform 
songs from their recent collaborative 
album Watch the Throne, and the 
show is sure to be incredible. If you 
haven’t grabbed a ticket already, do 
so ASAP – they’re going to be in very 
high demand.

Two weeks ago a friend and I snagged 
tickets to go see Martha Marcy May Mar-
lene at the New York Film Festival. The 
experience was, aside from my majorly 
sore neck and ass (we sat front row on 
the far left), amazingly cool. And not just 
because the director, cast, and produc-
ers introduced the fi lm and stuck around 
for questions afterwards...but I’m sure 
you don’t really give a shit about my in-
troductory anecdote, you wanna know if 
Martha Marcy May Marlene is any good. 
Read on, fellow Rams!

Are you tired of the boring old Olsen 
twins? Are you a fan of independent cin-
ema and/or cults? Would you enjoy the 
feeling of superiority that accompanies 
remembering the correct sequence of 
names from the fi lm’s title? If you said 
yes to any of the above questions (es-
pecially the thing about cults), then get 
off your ass and see Martha Marcy May 
Marlene, the new fi lm directed by Sean 
Durkin and starring Elizabeth Olsen, the 
younger, non-twin sister of MK&A. The 
fi lm tells the story of Martha, a young 
girl who fl ees the confi nes of a rural cult 
and goes to stay with her estranged sis-
ter and brother-in-law in Connecticut. 
And she may or may not be going bat 
shit insane. Like Black Swan insane, but 
without the bi-curious sex scene.  If that 
sounds like a turn-off, fear not, there are 
still sex scenes. And did I mention the 
suspense? It’s surprisingly suspense-
ful. The plot is structured so that we get 
glimpses of Martha’s back-story with the 
cult (lead by certifi ably creepy Patrick, 
played by John Hawkes) between scenes 
in her sister’s home. Rather than show 

Martha immediately overcoming the psy-
chological trauma that comes standard 
with cults, the fi lm explores her rising 
sense of paranoia, building the tension 
to an extreme. 

If you’re interested in this movie 
(which by this point I assume you are), 

I’d highly recommend going into the fi lm 
knowing as little as possible, because 
you’ll have a better chance of being 
swept up in the semi-dreamlike cinema-
tography and paranoia that Martha dis-
plays more and more of. That’s why I’d 
like to keep this review short. As cliché as 
it sounds, the fi lm really does offer some-
thing for everybody. Unless you’re the 
type of person who doesn’t like creepy, 
disturbing movies. Then you might not 
like it. It’s a drama, but horror fans will 
defi nitely enjoy it all the same for it’s ev-
er-growing creepiness. And it’ll probably 
win an Oscar or something, so there’s 
that too.

If you’re desperately wondering why 
the fi lm is called “Martha Marcy May 
Marlene” if the main character’s name 
is simply Martha, don’t worry, there are 
answers. I thought they were satisfyingly 
subtle, but some guy behind me in the 
theatre took it upon himself to scream at 
Sean Durkin that it wasn’t. Speaking of 
which, can I break away for a second to 
say something on festival screenings? If 
you’re lucky enough to see a movie that 
has the entire cast and director answer-
ing questions at the end, for the love of 
god, don’t ask a stupid question. That 
über-badass guy I just mentioned was 
responding to the question of a fellow 
audience member about the mean-
ing of “Marlene” in the title. If you feel 
the need to correct small Asian women 
at fi lm festivals in front of hundreds of 
other people, you seriously need to re-
evaluate your life, sir. And one lady was 
stupid enough to ask the director, a man 
who barely introduced the fi lm at all, to 
explain the ending. Newsfl ash: if a movie 
has an ambiguous ending, you’re sup-
posed to fi gure it out for yourself, so don’t 
ask the director to explain it 5 seconds 
after the credits end, you naïve fool.

Tirades aside, Martha Marcy May 
Marlene is a pretty great movie, but not 
necessarily one that needs to be seen in 
theaters. So if you’re feeling stingy with 
your cash, don’t fret. Keep an eye out for 
this movie on DVD or Netfl ix—I’d imag-
ine watching the movie in a small room 
would add to the fi lm’s claustrophobic, 
paranoid feel.

“The fi lm tells the sto-
ry of Martha, a young girl 
who fl ees the confi nes of a 
rural cult and goes to stay 
with her estranged sister 
and brother-in-law in Con-
necticut. And she may or 
may not be going bat shit 
insane.”

The New York Film Festival Presents “Martha 
Marcy May Marlene”
By Gibson Merrick
STAFF SECRETLY OBSESSED WITH 
THE OLSEN SISTERS

Elizabeth Olsen, Mary Kate and 
Ashley’s Less-Famous Younger 
Sister, Stars in Sean Durkin’s 
Full-Length Film Debut

Rating: four out of fi ve McShane heads
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Ressurecting Pop-Punk
Remember Yellowcard? Brand New? Jimmy Eat 
World? Well, it’s Time to Dust Off Those .mp3s

By Caitlin Ramiro
STAFF WARPED TOUR ATTENDEE

Jimmy Eat World. Saves the Day. 
Finch. Saosin. If you were ever vaguely 
interested in Pop-Punk or ever experi-
enced an incredibly emo stage in life 
like myself, these bands (or at least 
one of them) should sound familiar. 
Yes, I am returning to the time where 
Hot Topic and incredibly depressing 
songs ruled our lives. 

Of course we pay homage to Radio-
head, Nirvana, and all the other bands 
that revolutionized rock, but we tend to 
forget about the Punk-Pop infl uences 
that are also responsible for shaping 
so many ipods. I will gladly share (and 
without shame) my personal favorite 
Pop-Punk bands.

 Personally, I was a huge (and I 
mean to the point of obsession) fan of 
Yellowcard. I fell partially in love with 
Ryan Key—the leader singer of Yellow-
card, and I memorized practically ev-
ery song from their One for the Kids, 
Ocean Avenue, and Lights and Sounds 
albums. “October Nights” is the an-
them for every failed junior high love. 

Oh, and the song’s catchy lyrics are 
totally appropriate for the Fall season, 
especially an “October Night”.

I do not care what any post-2000 
hipsters say; I still love Brand New, 
mostly because of Your Favorite Weap-
on. “Failure by Design” is perfect for a 
night of regretted procrastination—fi ve 
hours before you decided to begin 
your 10 page term paper. Also, Brand 
New’s sophomore album Deja Entenda 
produced “Quiet Things No One Ever 
Knows”—a dynamic song appropriate 
for late night car rides.   

Taking Back Sunday may fall into 
what we now call our guilty pleasure 
bands, but this band touches base 
with everyone’s secretly overly emo-
tional side—an alternate persona that 
I believe exists in everyone. The band 
tends to maintain a you-will-never-love-
me/screw-you-for-dumping-me type 
theme, but in moderation, songs like 
“Decade under the Infl uence“ make 

me feel nostalgic (in the good kind of 
way).

A n d 
h o w 
c o u l d 
we fail 
to men-
t i o n 
b l i n k 
1 8 2 ? 
I have 
a lways 
been a 
fan of 
Tom De-
Longe’s 
v o i c e ; 
it is not 
exactly 
angelic, 
but it 
produces a unique sound that I always 
found pleasing to the ears. Though I 
love Enema of State and Take Off Your 

Pants and Jacket, blink-182 (self-titled 
album) is my favorite. “Always,” “Feeling 
This,” and “I Miss You” returns me to 
high school when life’s problems were 
reduced to fi nding tolerable homecom-
ing dates and curfew restrictions.

 Ultimately, I urge you to revisit your 
dusty albums and consider them as old 
friends. After all, our once proclaimed 
“favorite bands of all time” remain 
foundational for our current music in-

terests; they are an indispensible part 
of who we are.

As Jon Pareles of the New York 
Times once said in a March 2010 arti-
cle, the emergent chill-wave microtrend 
is “recession-era music: low-budget 
and danceable.” Having already de-
veloped a deep liking for the genre, as 
well as for the bands it entails, I was 
more than excited to have the opportu-
nity to see Neon Indian in concert. 

While I had been somewhat late 
to start listening to the band’s soph-
omore album, Era Extraña, I was 
still completely won-over by Psychic 
Chasms. While the sound of Era Ex-
traña is markedly different from the 
fi rst album (think Crystal Castles and 
The Cure’s bastard child on hallucino-
gens) the band still held onto the fl u-
idly structured elements that drew me 
to them in the fi rst place.  

Despite my liking for the band, I 
was initially skeptical about their per-
formance. As with many similar bands, 
the matter of how well the heavy, am-
bient synth would translate into a live 
setting is critical to the overall qual-
ity of the performance. While it had 

worked incredibly well for the opening 
band, Purity Ring, the songs of Neon 
Indian are notably more complex, and 
had to factor in vocals, as well as in-
struments. Despite this, Neon Indian 
managed to blow it out of the water, 
despite the inherent diffi cultly of ex-
ecuting such a performance. Their set, 

which started with my personal favor-
ite “Terminally Chill”, was intermixed 
with songs from both albums, making 
it incredibly solid and dynamic. 

The stage was furnished in a way 
that enhanced the aforementioned 
psychedelic aspect of Neon Indian: a 
minimalist set of color morphing lights 
added to a background screen display-
ing ever-changing rainbow fractals. 

Webster Hall was perfectly suited 
for the band. As it was the band’s fi rst 
sold out show at the venue, the con-
cert was relatively packed, but it was 
still intimate enough to promise good 
views of the stage that would be un-
fathomable at larger locations like Ter-

By Peter Lacerenza
STAFF TERMINALLY CHILL

Neon Indian Pushes the Boundar ies 
of  Chill -Wave Music at  Webster  Hall

minal 5.  This allotted for good audi-
ence-band interaction, which made for 
an unprecedented amount of dancing, 
and an eventual encore performance 
of “Should Have Taken Acid with You,” 
which was the proverbial cherry on top 
of an excellent concert. 

In a belated reaction to Jon Pareles, 
I would have to agree with his stance 
on Neon Indian and it’s chill-wave 
counterparts. All negative connota-
tions of “recession-era” music aside, 
more recognizable names could learn 
a thing or two about bang-for-your-
buck concerts, as opposed to the of-
ten-overblown performances that only 
serve as disappointments. 

“Think Crystal Cas-
tles and The Cure’s 
bastard child on hal-
lucinogens.”

“Recession-Era Music” Offers Ambient, 
Danceable Music and an Intimate, 
Psychadelic Performance to Match
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HallowChristmas: Challenging 
Slutty Cats Everywhere
By Alana Holbrook
STAFF DRESSED UP AS A SEXY 
JOURNALIST FOR HALLOWEEN

There really is nothing better than 
fi shnet stockings and frostbite. This 
“Halloweekend” marked the earliest 
snowfall in New York since 1925, and 
it rocked the worlds of every scant-
ily clad girl running around campus. 
When the fl urries fi rst started to fall, 
you could hear cries of “How will I ever 
wear my neon-colored crop top and 
spandex shorts in this,” and “I’ll have 
to wear opaque stocking now instead 
of fi shnets.” But in the true spirit of Hal-
lowchristmas: the costumes remained 
midriff-bearing and still fell mid-thigh, 
people still managed to get appropri-
ately FUEM’d, and the holiday meal of 
choice seemed to be delivered pizza or 
Chinese. Many girls faced the hardship 
of walking to the bar slipping and slid-
ing in their fi ve-inch heels and battling 
the gale-force winds while trying to keep 
their police hats, cat ears, and halos 
from falling off. Upon reaching the bar, 
the sad truth was that their hair was 

now frizzy and their curls had fallen out.  
In the true spirit of Hallowchristmas, 
no one gives up; you just hope that 
everyone else is too drunk to notice 
your frost-
bitten skin, 
limp hair, 
and scraped 
knees. 

W h i l e 
some chose 
to brave the 
e l e m e n t s , 
others re-
mained in 
their dorms 
huddled to-
gether for 
warmth. The 
c o s t u m e s 
i n c l u d e d 
many “angry 
Fordham stu-
dents” wear-
ing sweats 
and cursing the snow for keeping them 
in on a Saturday night that they could 

be spending passed out on Arthur 
Avenue. One could also fi nd the boys 
getting their hair and makeup done 

and running around in slutty sailor 
costumes, wishing that they didn’t 

love how beautiful it made them feel. 
Some girls chose to put on their slutty 
cat, slutty cop, or slutty schoolgirl outfi t 
and go door-to-door singing Christmas 
carols. 

If the cross-dressers and carolers 
weren’t confusing enough, black and 
white swans trampled many innocent 
victims while trying to best each other. 
One may have spotted an ominous fi g-

ure draped in various articles of 
clothing moving slowly through 
the dorms, claiming to be the 
large piles of laundry left in the 
laundry room. 

The confusion that came 
along with this year’s unexpect-
ed Hallowchristmas challenged 
us to look past the snowfl akes 
and bring out our best. I com-
mend all of the girls that didn’t 
give up the dream of being the 
best slutty cat at the party, just 
because they almost got hypo-
thermia on the way there. The 
unrelenting spirit of Hallow-
christmas resides in anyone 
who stuck it to the weatherman 
and found a way to celebrate 
the holiday: whether you chose 
to be pissed off,  a slutty cat, a 

guy in a sailor dress, the swan queen, 
or a giant pile of laundry.

In Girl World, Halloween is the one night 
a year when a girl can dress up like a 
total slut and no other girls can say any-
thing about it.
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by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEVERAL

Socialite
by Mickie Meinhardt
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

A haunted house is, like, old, you 
know? And dirty. So fi rst, we’ll have to 
fi x it up really really well—I know the 
BEST cleaning service to call—because 
I can’t have it looking actually decrepit, 
otherwise the value will totally go down 
and there will be like, dust on everyone. 
Once it’s all shiny, we need to make 
it look old. Fake old, obviously, with 
spray-on dirt and some antique lace 
and maybe a newspaper from forever 
ago, like 2000. I don’t want any of that 
plastic cobweb stuff either, that’s so 
not legit. I’ll import home-spun cotton 
from South Carolina and have it woven 
into full-scale spiderwebs, where I’ll 
hang tiny little spiders--nothing hairy, I 
don’t want them to look gross. I’ll lay 
some nice repurposed Persian carpets, 
those always make me feel like I’m in 
a rich old place where they don’t have 
electricity. Speaking of, I’m disabling all 
electric to the house--that’s inauthen-
tic. Everything will be lit by candles--I 
found this really expensive chandelier 
on eBay from a Scottish castle and had 
candles made to fi t it, it’s so spooky 
looking I DIE. Ideally, I’d like to have 
the caterers in full costume dispens-
ing black champagne fl utes and steak 
tartare with pumpkin bread fi ngerlings, 
but I’m not entirely sure I can legally 
make them wear body paint. If that 
happens, I know the cleaning ladies 
are eager for an extra dollar, and it’ll be 
just like the Victorian era! I’ve set up a 
Foursquare location for it, too, so don’t 
worry; everyone will know exactly where 
you are and that they weren’t invited. 
I’ve got the best DJ with strict instruc-
tions to play only music from The Great 
Gatsby, and you can’t wear anything 
polyester. I had to install new fl oor-
ing, some great reclaimed redwood (it 
was SO EXPENSIVE it was practically a 
crime), because the old one was a little 
soft and I was worried all the Loubou-
tins would scratch it. This is going to be 
the BEST Halloween ever, it’s so vin-
tage-chic I can’t even stand it. I need to 
Tweet about this like, now.

Navaho
by Marisa Carroll
NEWS CO-EDITOR

  If I were going to design a haunt-
ed house, it would defi nitely be Indian 
themed. Well, I guess I should say “Na-
tive American” to be politically correct. 
That isn’t specifi c enough? Fine, I’ll call 
it “Navaho,” after the tribe represented 
on my favorite Urban Outfi tters panties 
(it is a very cute pattern). Ever since 
every girls’ favorite brands—UO, Billa-
bong, American Eagle—unveiled looks 
with super-cute Navaho prints, it seems 
like Native American was 2011’s most 
popular costume: This year’s Amy 
Winehouse. So, in this haunted house, 
everyone needs to be dressed all Nava-
ho-like to get in. I’m talking head dress-
es, dream catchers, tee shirts screen 
printed with head dresses and dream 
catchers, the works.

How is this haunted house differ-
ent from a party on Hoffman? What 
makes it a haunted house instead of 
a house party? Because inside there 
will be people dressed as zombie Na-
tive Americans dying of smallpox, duh. 
A girl child dressed as Howard Zinn will 
read from the fi rst chapter of “The Peo-
ple’s History” (the one about the rape 
and murder of Native Americans dur-
ing Columbus’ time) while a boy child 
reads statistics about incredible pov-
erty rates in indigenous populations. 
Spooky, right?! Of course, there will be 
jungle juice, but to get some you need 
to write a letter to a child on a reser-
vation about why your sexy Halloween 
costume requires you to crudely reap-
propriate her culture. Sounds good? I 
hope to see you there!

The House To Cripple Your Self-Worth
by Connor O’Brien
EARWAX EDITOR

In this haunted house, nothing 

would jump out at you or try to catch 
you off guard. Nothing would be sen-
sationalized. Instead, the house would 
look like a completely normal house, 
except for the fact that in each room, 
someone is watching you. This is not to 
say that there’s a camera on the ceil-
ing; somewhere extremely well hidden, 
a person would be unable to do any-
thing except for watch your every move 
through the house. Every time you 
leave a room, you could hear the per-
son laughing quietly. Occasionally, you 
could hear a “Get out!” whispered from 
one of the cupboards or from under 
the bed. Then, after your party leaves 
the haunted house for the night, they 
all get together and talk about how ter-
rible your outfi ts were, because as we 
all know, there’s nothing scarier than 
being thought of as having a bad style.

At-Risk Youth
by Sean Kelly
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

What’s the scariest thing? Is it 
vampires? No, they’ve already been 
wussed up by all this Twilight nonsense. 
Puppets? No, they’re just made out 
of wood. How about food poisoning? 
Nah, an excuse for a day off of work is 
rad. Now how about at-risk youth? You 
know, the mean kids who smoked icky 
cigarettes outside of school and made 
fun of you when you went to the mall 
with your mom? Jesus, that’s terrifying. 
That’s why we’re building a haunted 
house based on the at-risk youth that 
we’ve all encountered at some point in 
time.

At the fi rst station, you’ll be greet-
ed by a mean looking 14 year old with 
JNCO jeans and spike-y hair. He’ll try to 
stop you at the door and tell you that 
there’s “no melvins” allowed at his 
house party, but then he’ll start texting 
so you and your group can get in. Once 

you reach the main chamber, it’s a real 
Gee-Whiz moment. The whole place 
smells like pine trees and pepper and 
some guys wearing backwards hats 
try to get you to “take a puff” and call 
you a loser. Linkin Park is blasting so 
loud your brains almost turn to mush, 
and everyone is yelling swear words. 
Your group tries to run away to the next 
room, but there’s a guy and girl eating 
each other’s faces and rolling around 
under the covers on a bed. They yell at 
you to “fi nd your own room, dork!” and 
then the group heads out to the back 
of the house, where a guy named Chaz 
is barfi ng and telling you never to drink 
Tequila. The last room is a taping of the 
Maury Povich show, where all the peo-
ple from the whacky party are treating 
their moms really mean and yelling at 
the audience, who are swearing more 
than the kids are.

Luckily, this doozie of a haunted 
house ends with wholesome fun. Apple 
bobbing and cider donuts round out 
the scare fest, and everything turns out 
a-okay.

The Bachmann-Palin House of Sad-
ness
by Peter Lacerenza
STAFF GHOST HERMAN CAIN   

My haunted house would be rela-
tively simple, although potentially tricky 
in regards to scheduling. The house 
would feature Sarah Palin and Michele 
Bachmann discussing everything from 
Bristol’s post-partem stretchmarks, to 
Michelle’s policy-shaping discussions 
with God. The room’s atmosphere 
would be rather nondescript, save for 
the ambient noise from a television 
streaming Fox News, and a framed 
and signed picture of good ol’ Glenny 
on the wall. To heighten the fear factor, 
Michelle would maintain the crazy eyes 
seen on the August 15th cover of News-
week, which she could easily achieve 
with some of her beloved Botox. Sarah 
would have to bring some of her semi-
automatic hunting weapons and an 
ominously lit, mounted head. An elk 
carcass would also be a nice touch. 
Scared? Just look at it this way: these 
women have authority… I’m shitting 
myself just thinking about it. 

WHAT IS YOUR DREAM HAUNTED HOUSE?

the paper’s big list
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4)  Howl At The Moon
Howl is a despicable place when the guidos are out, but 

when it’s good and empty it’s not a bad joint. And, even bet-
ter, they have a legit kitchen that serves bangin’ wings that 
won’t make your innards turn to mush (see: Planet Wings). 
Their hours are a little strange, but you can order anything 
fried literally all the time, which is all anyone really cares 
about at 2am anyway. Their full menu is available in-house 
or delivery from opening until 12 or 12:30am, and after-
wards you can get wings, fries, jalapeño poppers, chicken 
fi ngers or mozzarella sticks until there aren’t enough peo-
ple around to keep the kitchen open, usually closing time 
(2am Sunday and Monday, 4am Tuesday-Saturday). It may 
be the kind of place that makes you feel icky and douchey 
but… I mean, I’ll sacrifi ce my dignity for wings. 

5)  University on 188th and Belmont (aka Fake Habibi)
This place is actually pretty sketchy, but it lives up to its name and will indeed 

be open at 4am when you just really need a bag of circus peanuts and a tall boy to 
wash it down. They have all your favorite beers (Bud Light! Coors Light! Keystone 
Light!) and there is a deli counter, although I can’t really say I’ve ever ordered food 
from there because it scares me a little bit more than most of the bodegas. BUT it’s 
owned by the same people that own Habibi, so that means they deliver the same 
delicious sammiches. They also have penny candy, so you can use your quarter in 
change to get a handful of Swedish Fish (ooooohhh), or a Blow Pop if you’re a slutty 
freshman. As far as all-night places go, this isn’t the best but... it’s there. 

3)  24 hr. Deli Grocery (Belmont + 187th)
Sure, the fi rst thing that comes to mind when you think 

late-night food in this area is the Thrub (that’s three-dollar-
sub, kids), and yes, with the number of bodegas and del-
is around here, they are indeed a dime a dozen. But this 
place is special; very special in fact. Why? Because they 
don’t have a credit card minimum, meaning your drunk ass 
can CHARGE A BACON EGG AND CHEESE SANDWICH at 3 
am. Yes, that IS extremely important, trust us. Also, the grill 
person is sometimes prone to forgetting to scrape the grill 
off thoroughly in between sandwiches, meaning that if you 
order a cheesesteak, chances are you’ll get a little bonus 
of some bacon and chicken pieces inside. Sounds gross, 
tastes amazing.

2)  White Castle
While originally asked to talk about how awful it feels 

to combine bottom shelf liquor, domestic beer, and White 
Castle in one night, the horrid outcome can yield positive 
insight in some regards. The horrid outcome I speak of is 
the obelisk of shit that will burrow through your innards 
and sting so much you will think that somehow, during your 
black out, Fire Ants had made a home within your rectum. 
THAT SAID, I feel that the heady mix of intensity, suffering, 
passion, blood, and love is the closest a young man can 
come to experiencing childbirth

1)  7/11
Since it opened at the end of last school year, 7- Eleven has become an 

indispensable addition to the Fordham community for their wide array of un-
healthy food available- most notably, their selection of taquitos. Don’t think 
about what a taco-and-cheese-fl avored taquito is actually supposed to entail. 
The thing is damn delicious and satisfying, so just eat it. However, the pizza 
tends to be a hit or miss, and you should eat the potato wedges and chicken 
strips at your own risk – they tend to harden after a couple 
of hours in the display case.

1
2

3

4

5

Take our word for it, kids: these places will 
[probably] not make you [that] sick. Enjoy!
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In the wake of shitty concept albums Lulu by Lou Reed and Metallica and Mylo 
Xyloto by Coldplay being released this past week, Earwax decided to fi nally re-

veal its own rock opera: Octopussy’s Revenge. Set in the year 2163, our protago-
nist, named Apple, gets fed up with his oppressive, dystopian society that always 
keeps him down. The only thing keeping him going is his true love, Wind, who 
constantly sings in metaphors about industrialized Britain. Through such songs 
as “Red,” “Blue,” and “Orange,” we follow their various episodes falling in and 
out of love (loosely based on Wuthering Heights), ending in a wonderful deus 
ex machina… IN SPACE.  Following equally great artists such as the Beatles and 
David Bowie, instead of using Earwax, we’ll be going under the moniker “Donkey 
Copter.” After various disputes with our label are settled, none of which concern 
the much-talked-about Apple Jack orifi ce incident, we’ll release the album on 
triple-LP or, if you’ve already moved on to the digital age, fl ash drives shaped 
like rocketships. Look for the feel-fucking-fantastic album of winter coming out 
in record stores near you. Meanwhile, read these reviews of albums that will be, 
surely, much worse than ours.

Coldplay
Mylo Xyloto
Connor O’Brien

In their never ending quest to be-
come U2, Coldplay has produced a 
truly bad album with Mylo Xyloto. After 
going though other words I would’ve 
liked to describe this convoluted mess 
(like shitty, unbearably shitty, and God 
will someone turn this off), I fi nd that 
“bad” is the best choice because it’s 
vague and over-encompassing, like the 
defi ciencies on this album: they aren’t 
focused in one area, it’s a very general 
and inclusive kind of awful.

Like 2005’s X&Y, this is another 
cry for help from the London quartet. 
They are, once again, growing too big 
for their britches. It’s as if the band 

sat down and wrote a record entirely 
dedicated to be played during soc-
cer games: pumped up masses will 
be excited to yell along, but to people 
outside the Coldplay camp, it just looks 
like childish hype. Brian Eno (who, con-
sequently used to produce U2 records. 
Hmm…) saved them from destruc-

tion with Viva la Vida, but he seems 
to phone it in on this record. I’m all for 
a band trying to change its sound to 
adapt to the musical atmosphere, but 
there’s no excuse for using the electric 
harpsichord on your Moog. Eno does 
his best to caricaturize this band even 
further in Mylo Xyloto. Either that, or 
he’s just decided to throw all producing 
sensibilities out the window as a joke 
In fact, it seems like Champion, Berry-
man, and Buckland decided to half-ass 
this one as well. Now, all we’re left with 
is Chris Martin, lead singer, trying way 
too god damn hard. You can tell which 
songs he’s meant to be singles on this 
record, because they all have a 30-45 
second lead-in, you know, just to pre-
pare us for the amazing bullshit about 
to be slung at us. They either make a 
separate track preceding it or come at 
the expense of the end of the song be-
fore it. It’s exactly this kind of pompous 
songwriting that won’t make Coldplay 
any friends in the industry, especially 
since they’ve been taking good work 
and airtime from other, much better 
bands. Martin’s never exactly been a 
Dylan or Prine level wordsmith, but on 
this record, he goes out of his way to 
make sure that we know he has the 
writing capacity of an emo twelve year 
old whose parents just got divorced: 
mixed and cliché metaphors that, at 
the end of the day, serve no purpose 
except trying to please himself. Person-
al favorites include accidental incest 
with Rihanna (“I could be your princess, 
you’d be my king”) and a simile so bad, 
you could only fathom it in your wildest 
dreams (“Like a river to a raindrop, I’ve 
lost a friend”). However, no one person 
is to blame for this record. This kind of 
effort could have only been achieved 
through teamwork (read: circle-jerk).

Mayer Hawthorne
How Do You Do
Will Speros

As far as white guys go, Mayer Haw-
thorne has some serious swag in his 

step.  Hawthorne is a throwback in all 
the right ways, and his 2009 debut A 
Strange Arrangement was a breath of 
fresh air when it dropped.  The man 
hasn’t lost his touch, and his latest, 
How Do You Do, does not disappoint.  
The new album exudes a more ma-
tured style from a more matured artist.

Based on his new tracks, it’s clear 
that Hawthorne’s life has gone through 
some changes, especially in the ro-
mance department.  While his debut 
dealt predominantly with bouts of pup-
py love and heartbreak, How Do You Do 
sees love in a less innocent fashion.  It 
isn’t hard to tell that he’s been much 
luckier with the ladies since the days 
of Strange Arrangement.  Hawthorne 
kicks off the album with “Get To Know 
You”, a slow jam about fucking on the 
fi rst date that’s ideal for babymak-
ing.  These naughty undertones carry 
into his collaboration with Snoop Dogg 
called “Can’t Stop;” Hawthorne and 
Snoop croon over lusting and fantasiz-
ing about making nothing but sweet 
love, “I wanna play with your body, 
softly, softly.”  The song doesn’t fully 
deliver, but the collaboration defi nitely 
helps Hawthorne’s effort to develop a 
naughtier reputation.

The disc is heavily infl uenced by the 
smoother R&B of the early 80’s, the 
same way Hawthorne’s fi rst album bore 
a striking resemblance to the Motown 
style of the 60’s and mid-70’s; howev-
er, Hawthorne’s patented 60’s fl avor is 
still evident some of the albums best 
tracks (“The Walk”, “Hooked”).  Many 
of the tracks are dripping with Hall & 
Oates-inspired style, and hearing Haw-
thorne’s voice over these more sophis-
ticated rhythms is reminiscent of their 
awesomely-80’s fl are.  This is especial-
ly evident in “A Long Time” in which he 
expresses his hopes for his hometown 
of Detroit to return to its former glory.

The tracks off How Do You Do dis-
play a somewhat more confi dent Haw-

Rating:

Well, these guys loved it!
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fearwax
This music will unsettle you. It will get into your head and not leave for a 

long, long time. And that’s a good thing. For God’s sake, stop listening to fuck-
ing “Super Bass” and give these tracks a few spins. They’re terrible for your 
mental health, but who ever got hurt from expanding their horizons? The an-
swer is lots of people. But, after all, this holiday got founded on dressing really 
scary to frighten evil spirits away. These songs have the same effect.                                    

“Gloomy Sunday” by  Rezso Seress & Laszlo Javor
Affectionately dubbed “The Hungarian Suicide Song,” this song has a fatal 

effect on some of its listeners, basically The Ring in audio form. It’s about lovers 
who, after being separated by a war, promise to kill themselves to be together 
in the afterlife. Several people, including the original composer, have been 
found dead of suicide with this song playing in the background. What a coinci-
dence, right guys? …right?

“Jolson and Jones” by Scott Walker
Like horror movies, this will either make you jump out of your chair or laugh 

hysterically. Besides sharing the name of a certain horrible governor, Scott 
Walker is terrifying because he made a song with the sound of a goat being 
murdered as his equivalent of the “drop” in a brostep song. On top of that, he 
sounds like a sub-par opera star who never quite made it, and now kills people 
while singing to them.

“Country Death Song” by Violent Femmes
A song that further proves that Wisconsin people are inherently fucked in 

the head (see Ed Gein and Jeffrey Dahmer), Violent Femmes, probably the most 
infl uential band to come out of Milwaukee, wrote this about a farmer who, in 
1862, killed his young daughter and hung himself out of shame. The catch: 
they wrote it when they were 15. Seriously, what’s wrong with us?

“Red Right Hand” by Nick Cave
British police should stop theorizing because Nick Cave is probably the 

closest living avatar for Jack the Ripper. Based on a line from John Milton’s 
Paradise Lost, Nick sounds as intimidating as the person he’s singing about, 
who can only be described as Whitey Bulger if he were played by Christopher 
Lee. The ominous bell ringing between each verse and the haunting organ 
solos prove Cave is the best at scaring us while not compromising his amazing 
songwriting.

“What’s He Building?” by Tom Waits
While you could consider anything Waits wrote after about 1984 to be 

absolutely terrifying (his cover of “Heigh Ho” from Snow White was a close 
second), this song tops them all. It’s a spoken word about hearsay concerning 
what a man in the neighborhood is building in his basement. The combination 
of Waits’ gravel and cigarette ash voice, ominous Eraserhead industrial noises 
in the background, and the fact that it seems like it’s based on an unreleased 
episode of The Twilight Zone makes this an essential for insomnia.

“Magic Moments” by Perry Como
This song isn’t written to be scary, it’s sung by an unassuming lounge singer, 

and it has a female chorus behind it, but this freaks me out more than all the 
songs before it. The combination of reverby whistling, eerily slow tempo, and an 
effi ng bassoon playing bass transitions will make you shift around in your chair. 
If anyone plays this song for you, RUN, because they are going to murder you.

thorne singing about more grown-up 
romances, and these tracks are defi -
nitely more upbeat and dancier when 
juxtaposed with A Strange Arrange-
ment.  Mayer Hawthorne’s latest offers 
tracks with the throwback style we’ve 
come to expect from him, but with a 
more refi ned modern touch.  While How 
Do You Do’s fl ow may lack at times, as 
a whole, the album offers reassurance 
that all good things just get better with 
age.

The Beets
Let The Poison Out
Sean Kelly

What’s to be expected from the 
third album by a band whose produc-
tion quality ad audio fi delity has been 
compared to that of a “damp fast food 
napkin”? Well, for starters, not too 
much in the way of… production qual-
ity and audio fi delity. For Let the Poison 
Out, The Beets have stuck to their origi-
nal and slightly endearing strategy of 
sounding like they recorded in a public 
bathroom: nasal vocals, incredibly sim-
ple drums, and a guitar that sounds a 
bit like a starter kit that was purchased 
at Target run through and old Marshall 
amp. The songs, in addition to not de-
manding too much in the way of equip-
ment or polishing, don’t demand too 
much of the listener, with three or four 
chord songs all hovering well under the 
three-minute mark (the longest track 

drags on at a whopping two minutes 
and fi fty-two seconds). 

However, this is part of the charm 
of The Beets. The Jackson Heights trio 
(with an occasional fourth member 
playing recorder and drawing their al-
bum art entirely in crayon) began with 
rickety recordings and a simple garage-
rock aesthetic, and to foray into any-
thing else much more complex than 
that would, in a sense, be a tad disin-
genuous. Sure, the tape hiss is toned 
down signifi cantly, and there are a few 
less-than-traditional blips throughout 
the album, like the fi fty-second noisy 
jam “Eat No Dick No. 3”, but at the end 
of the day the band still tours the coun-
try in a station wagon and has been 
known to play shows after losing 75% 
of their drum kit. Make no mistake; this 
is still far, far away from sounding “pro-
fessional” in any sense of the term.

The album opens with a plodding 
and whiney “You Don’t Want Kids to Be 
Dead”, which captures the listener with 
a slow repetition of two twangy guitar 
chords that manages to sound lazy yet 
resolute at the exact same time, and 
moves immediately into the more up-
beat, pop-y and sarcastic “Now I Live”, 
which proclaims at the start, “got so 
tired I got fat.” Things continue through 
“Preso Voy”, a song in Spanish which 
sounds as if it came directly from a 
1960’s South American surf-rock 
band, and return to the lackadaisical 
sounds of good ol’ American garage 
rock with “Doing As I Do” and “Without 
You”, both with infectious guitar riffs 
doubled by a bouncy bass.

All in all, while the slight bump in 
production value adds to things, The 
Beets have proven that they are fi rmly 
planted in their original sound, whether 
by default or by choice. But when their 
music is looked at in its totality, the 
commitment to one style does com-
mand a great deal of respect.
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