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news

In 2007, the United States import-
ed 3.2 million tons of fruits and veg-
etables grown in Mexico. In that same 
year, 15,000 tons of Mexican marijua-
na were also exported to the US. Now 
a question: which of these two trans-
actions led to the kidnappings, politi-
cal instability, widespread bribery and 
corruption, and the thousands deaths 
in assassinations or massacres that 
plague Mexico and the Southern US 
today? With the answer in mind, re-
member that the only difference be-
tween pounds of Mexican-grown let-
tuce and pounds of marijuana from 
the same place is the legality of the 
two products. From a perspective 
of international trade, they’re both 
products Mexico can grow either 
cheaper of more easily than the US. 
The legal difference is of course, 
extremely import in a social sense. 
How else can one explain the thou-
sands of deaths due to the move-
ment of Mexican drugs versus the 
death toll of zero involved in the 
shipping of frozen peas or grapes?

The War on Drugs was launched 
in its current form by President Nixon 
in 1971, but its international existence 
has been around much longer. 100 
years ago, in January 1912, the Inter-
national Opium Convention meet in the 
Hague and offi cially laid out a policy of 
control over the manufacture and sale 
of certain drugs. This initial plan was 
expanded by individual nations. In our 
country, FDR took time on the radio 
to announce the US would fully imple-
ment the IOC rules on the US people. 

Soon after, the media and govern-
ment began a campaign of associating 
drugs with Mexicans, Black, and Chi-
nese people and other allegedly relat-
ed parts of society such as jazz and Sa-
tanism. In 1934 American papers ran 
with the editorial “Marijuana infl uenc-
es Negroes to look at white people in 
the eye, step on white men’s shadows 
and look at a white woman twice,” and 

the infamous Harry Anslinger of the De-
partment of Prohibition liked to issue 
his social views in gems like, “Reefer 
makes darkies think they’re as good 
as white men.” A Texan state senator 
said on the record that “all Mexicans 
are crazy, and this stuff is what makes 
them crazy.” 

These threats were  based mostly 

on racist and classist assumptions 
about who a drug user was. They were 
also predicated, as today, on a hugely 
infl ated sense of the danger posed by 
illegal drugs. The fact is that in the year 
2000, 17,000 people died in the US 
from the use of illegal drugs, compared 
to over 30,000 deaths from the use of 
legal ones. 

Today, the actions of the federal 
government haven’t changed much but 
the image has. The Offi ce of National 
Drug Control Policy, the white house 
group headed by the “drug czar” has 
a glossy media message that its focus 
now is on drug courts, which tend to 
send non-violent drug offenders to re-
hab instead of prison. For all its talk of 
a more forgiving system, the Obama 
administration’s budget for the drug 
war still requests the most for “Law 
Enforcement,” 9.5 billion, compared to 

the 1.6  billion devoted to “Prevention.”
The incarceration phenomenon is 

a product of the War on Drugs. If not 
for this effort, the US would have lost 
its role as World’s Largest Incarcerator 
to China, or some other dictatorship. 
The fact alone that the US, nominally 
the most important protector of lib-
erty worldwide, denies that freedom 

to so many of its 
own population 
should be cause 
for reconsidera-
tion, if not alarm. 
Since 2012 be-
gan, 156,000 
people were ar-
rested for drug 
violations. By 
the end of 2012, 
more than the 
population of 
Philadelphia, 1.6 
million people, 
will have been 
arrested for the 
non-violent of-
fense of pos-

sessing a substance defi ned by the 
federal government as illegal. The most 
dramatic rise in US prison number was 
from the mid 70’s to the mid 80’s, right 
after Nixon’s last term. So what is the 
fi nal score after 40 years of prohibi-
tion and what impact has been made 
on drug use and sale? All told, the US 
has succeeded in reducing the use of 
illicit drugs in the US by one third since 
Nixon’s efforts began. But the cost has 
been 16 billion dollars and a million ar-
rests annually, and a confl ict in Mexico 
more deadly than the War in Afghani-
stan—all over a product which could be, 
and has been, sold in a legal and open 
fashion in the United States. 

It’s easy to see that the terms of 
this confl ict are not always properly 
portrayed. And at this point, the debate 
can no longer be had simply over the 
personal and societal effects of drugs 

100 YEARS LATER, WAR STILL HUMMING, DRUGS STILL AWESOME 
No matter how many billions of dollars are invested or millions of ar-
rests are made, drugs will always be really fudging tubular, dude

Shamans

By Will Yates
STAFF DRUG ADDICT

use or the dangers of letting users do 
as they will. The gravity of the situation 
is not being fully discussed by the peo-
ple who design and implement these 
anti-drug efforts: prohibition is lead-
ing to dramatic and negative social 
trends in the form of crime, imprison-
ment, and a huge new underclass of 
prisoners and parolees. Thinking in a 
way in which government has to chose 
between high imprisonment and high 
crime, the third option is rarely even 
mentioned. To end prohibition would 
mean an end to dangerous crime and 
to the discriminatory practices of incar-
ceration, ones which heavily leave the 
poor and minorities in prison. This third 
option is seen as so unrealistic and un-
popular, however, that is rarely brought 
up on the federal level. Instead states 
have made motions to limit their indi-
vidual cooperation with the US central 
policy, such as when New York State 
recently ended its Rockefeller Laws, 
widely called tyrannical and racist by 
law professionals.

Obama has moved away from the 
punitive rhetoric that has character-
ized this debate. Obama’s language-
shift is a promising, although without 
real efforts to change policy his effort, 
too, is empty motion. They could start 
with revising the 2012 budget and put 
much more emphasis on rehab and 
less on rounding up young people for 
non-distributable amounts of drugs. 
100 years has shown us that there is 
no such thing as prohibition which is 
completely effective, easy, cheap, or 
safe. The experiment has failed be-
cause the governments of the world 
failed to take into account the lengths 
people would go to make money and 
to be happy. Like feudalism, slavery, 
disenfranchisement, and all other au-
thoritarian trends that have been torn 
down by free societies over the last few 
hundred years, prohibition’s time has 
come and it must be relegated to its 
rightful place in the past. 
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RUMORS RAMPANT ABOUT THE REOPENING OF 
A NEW YORK MUSICAL INSTITUTION 
By: Gibson Merrick  
NEWS CO-EDITOR

NEW YORKERS FEARFUL OF YET ANOTHER 
TACKY KNOCK-OFF CHAIN OPENING

Ladies and gentlemen, rock and 
roll may be returning to New York City...
in the form of a resurrected CBGB & 
OMFUG. Wait, what? That’s right, as 
of January 25th, rumors have been 
circling around the interwebs of the 
world-famous music venue’s return. 
And it probably won’t be on Bowery 
anymore, either. Chances are you’ll 
either be skeptical or kinda thrilled by 
the prospect, so there’s really no ex-
cuse for you not to educate yourself. 
Read on!

CBGB (Country, BlueGrass, and 
Blues), in case you didn’t know about 
it already, was a music club at 315 
Bowery in Manhattan, opened in 1973 
by Hilly Kristal. Initially opened with in-
tent to feature the above-mentioned 
genres, as well as “other music for 
uplifting gormandizers” (OMFUG), the 
club became the center of the New 
York punk rock and new wave move-
ment with bands like The Ramones, 

Talking Heads, Blondie, The Cramps, 
Patti Smith Group, and The Misfi ts. The 
club eventually closed in 2006 when it 
failed to be awarded historic landmark 
status following a dispute between 
Kristal and the Bowery Resident’s Com-
mittee over rent. Its interior was appar-
ently stripped down completely and is 
now being stored in a shed somewhere 
in Connecticut. Kristal then died in 
2007 from lung cancer complications. 
And now the property formerly inhab-
ited by the club is currently rented out 
to a high-end retail store, John Varva-
tos, so if you really feel like it, you can 
go mourn the death of CBGB by visiting 
where it once stood.

Then, on January 25th, rumors 
of CBGB’s return cropped around the 
internet. In an article titled “We Hear 
CBGB Is Planning to Reopen...Soon,” 
Gothamist reported “we have it on 
good authority that the legendary ven-
ue is still alive in spirit, and angling to 

take over a new space in Manhattan.” 
Various online media picked up the 
story, including Huffi ngton Post, which 
detailed the purchase of the CBGB 
brand from Kristal’s daughter by a 
yet-unknown group of buyers and the 
appearance of a fl yer promoting the re-

turn of the club (and a summer festival, 
apparently), come July 3rd. 

The obvious questions to ask (be-
sides the validity of the story), is wheth-
er or not the spirit of CBGB, which is 
still remembered fondly by those lucky 

enough to have partied there, could 
ever be recreated. What types of mu-
sicians would play there? Would it try 
to keep its punk/new wave roots, or 
would it serve as the site for a new gen-
eration of music, such as the growing 
electronic dance music scene? Will the 
new owners pimp out the name and 
turn the club into a tourist trap? Will 
they card at the door? 

Never having been to the club dur-
ing its original run, I can’t pretend like 
I know what the scene there was really 
like, so I’m defi nitely no expert. And 
although I’m usually perfectly content 

to take the cynical road, I 
can’t help but be excited by 
the prospect of a new CBGB, 
especially if the spokesman 
for the new owners is sin-
cere when he outlined their 
methods to “keep CBGB alive 
through loud music and by 
supporting new bands.” The 
worst thing that could hap-
pen is the new club might fea-

ture shitty bands, right? In which case 
New York’s fondness for the CBGB of 
old will only be reinforced. So for now, 
I say fuck cynicism and get excited just 
a little bit, because you can always go 
back to hating it if it sucks.

For now, I say fuck cynicism 
and get excited just a little 
bit, because you can always 
go back to hating it if it 
sucks.”

 On Saturday, February 4th, a 
United Nations Security Council plan 
intended to condemn the violence and 
bloodshed in Syria was rejected by 
member states Russia and China. The 
plan, which called for the pro-Demo-
cratic removal of President Bashar-al 
Assad in accord with the Arab League 
was tentative at best, and came to frui-
tion after days of international negotia-
tion. While Russia and China’s rejec-
tion was unfortunate, it was more or 
less predictable; both nations rejected 
an earlier plan in October, and Russia 
is one of Assad’s key allies. While any 
sort of international negotiation re-
garding Syria can be seen as positive, 
rejection suggests that the ongoing 
confl ict is far from over. 

 Since last March, protests and 
confl ict have rocked Syria. While na-
tions’ grievances against autocracy 
are universal amidst the greater Arab 
Spring, Syria’s case is distinct in its 
deeply-rooted civil issues. Although it is 

a Sunni-majority nation, Syria has been 
ruled by the Alawite Shiite minority sect 
since the 1963 coup lead by al-Assad’s 
late father, 
Hafez. 
Since the 
Assad’s 
and the 
Ba’ath 
Party have 
taken hold 
of the na-
tion’s 
power 
structure, 
attempts to 
modernize 
have been 
tested by 
national 
tension. 
In spite of 
smaller confl icts, such turmoil has not 
been seen in Syria sine 1982, when 
the Syrian army massacred upwards 

of 10,000 people led a in a scorched 
earth campaign in the city of Hama, 

 Although it has been 30 years 

since the attack, the memories serve 
as a painful reminder of what could be 
in store for Syria. Just hours before the 

Security Council plan’s rejection, the 
Syrian army shelled the city of Homs—
the nation’s third largest—leaving 237 

civilians dead. Syrian Information 
Minister Adnan Muhammed blamed 
the opposition for the bombardment 
of Homs, stating that it was the op-
position’s attempt to infl uence the 
passing of the resolution. Despite 
Syria’s attempts to avoid blame for 
the attack, President Obama con-
demned the attack, and again called 
for an end to the Assad regime. 

 While the future for both the 
Assad and Syria are uncertain, it 
seems as though matters will only 
intensify in the coming months. 
Some analysts have labeled the un-
folding confl ict a civil war, and as his-
tory tells us, the Levant has always 
served as a proverbial powder keg. 
It is only a matter of time before the 

prolonged confl ict will bleed across 
borders, and with a brewing Iran-Israel 
faceoff, further strife will prove fatal. 

UN CONTINUES TRADITION OF DOING ABSOLUTELY NOTHING 
By Peter Lacerenza
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

Attempts to institute sanctions rejected by Russia and China as 
crackdown on pro-democracy protesters carries on unabated
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FORMER PRESIDENTIAL PIZZA HOPEFUL HERMAN CAIN SNAGS BIG 
WIN WITH STEPHEN COLBERT SUPER PAC ENDORSEMENT
By: Mickie Meinhardt 
DEADITOR 

Comedian highlights the ludicrous nature of modern campaign fi -
nance

Would you vote for Jon Stewart for 
president? How about Stephen Col-
bert? After all, most Americans admit 
they get a fair portion of their news 
from Comedy Central’s The Daily Show 
and The Colbert Report. It sounds 
absurd, but consider this: Colbert de-
cided to “run” for president, coming in 
fi fth place in the South Carolina prima-
ry and, now, has raised over a million 
dollars in his own super PAC.

The super PAC is called “Americans 
For A Better Tomorrow, Tomorrow,” so 
if you see any commercials with that 
tagline promoting yet mocking certain 
members of the Republican party, you 
know Colbert is behind it. They did it 
before the Iowa straw poll—a commer-
cial with images of an astronaut on the 
moon, cherubic farm families, and an 
ear of buttered corn, followed by an 
request for voters to cast a write-in 
for Rick Perry, spelled with “an ‘a’ for 
America”—as well as during the NBA 
lockout, when they took the side of the 
owners in jest. 

But why? Sure it’s funny, but why 
take the comedy from the show into 
real life? Colbert loves a good parody, 
but he’s also raising awareness. Those 
millions of Americans who watch his 
show like it because they’re getting 
facts but in an 
easier pill to 
swallow: news 
as entertain-
ment. In all 
honesty, I 
didn’t really 
know what 
a PAC, or su-
per PAC, was 
until June, 
when Colbert 
and partner-
in-crime Jon 
Stewart decid-
ed to dedicate 
The Colbert Re-
port to raising 
money in the same way candidates do. 

As Wikipedia tells me, a PAC is a po-
litical action committee, a go-between 
for parties or candidates in a federal 
election and any interest group, union, 

or corporation who wants to donate to 
them. The PAC gets the money from 
corporate members or shareholders, a 
list of whom must be disclosed to the 
public, and then passes it on to the 
party through either straight donations 
or endorsements. 

A super PAC is a 
new hybrid devised for 
2010 elections, which 
can raise unlimited 
amounts of soft mon-
ey (normal PACs have 
strict restrictions on 
hard money, whereas 
soft money is largely 
unregulated) as long 
as they don’t coordi-
nate with the candi-
date or party it intends 
to support. Instead, 
the super PAC commu-
nicates its intentions 
through the media; 
hence, Americans For 
A Better Tomorrow, 
Tomorrow. Colbert 
dedicated his show 
to tracking the super 
PAC’s growth so Americans can learn 
what actually goes into funding a politi-
cal campaign. Total transparency, plus 

learning, straight 
from the comedi-
an’s mouth.

“Basically, the 
F.E.C. (Federal 
Election Commit-
tee) gave me the 
license to create 
a killer robot,” Col-
bert told The New 
York Times. He’s 
aided by a for-
mer F.E.C. lawyer, 
Trevor Potts, who 
believes Colbert is 
doing a public ser-
vice.

“I don’t know 
what he’s thinking. He can fi nd the laws 
ironic or funny or absurd. But he’s illus-
trating how the system works by using 
it. By starting a super PAC, creating a 
(c)4, fi ling with the F.E.C., he can bring 

the audience inside the system. He can 
show them how it works and then leave 
them to conclude whether this is how it 
ought to work.”

Americans For A Better Tomorrow, 
Tomorrow is the front name for what 
is actually Colbert Super PAC SHH In-

stitute, the comedian’s 501(c)(4), an 
organization that can accept unlim-
ited amounts of money from corpora-
tions but doesn’t have to disclose the 
names, and can then give that undis-
closed-source money to a regular PAC. 
“This is 100 percent legal and at least 
10 percent ethical,” Colbert says.

It all sounds a little fi shy, and it is. 
But that’s the nature of today’s political 
election system. Money comes in from 
many undisclosed sources all looking 
to garner favor and ensure their inter-
ests are noted by the people they’re 
helping into offi ce. Which most of us 
don’t know about, or take the time to 
understand. So what Colbert has done 
is to bring the backhanded dealings of 
political investing right to prime time 
television, forcing us to notice how 
strange and seemingly illegal it all is.

It might have been just a funny 
stunt if it wasn’t so successful. From 
the super PAC’s approval in June to the 
fi ling deadline in December, it raised 
$1,023,121.24. “We raised it on my 

show and used it to materially infl u-
ence the elections—in full accordance 
with the law,” Colbert said in a press 
release on his website. “It’s the way 
our founding fathers would have want-
ed it, if they had founded corporations 
instead of just a country.” He almost 

managed to 
take over the 
South Carolina 
primary, offer-
ing $400,000 
to defray its cost 
in exchange for 
naming rights—
he wanted the 
ballots, lanyards, 
pencils, every-
thing, to say “The 
Stephen Colbert 
Super PAC South 
Carolina Prima-
ry”—and a non-
binding referen-
dum question 
that asked the 
voters to decide 
whether “corpo-
rations are peo-

ple” or “only people are people” (a jab 
at Mitt Romney, who told a heckler that 
“Corporations are people, my friend”). 
The Republicans actually agreed and it 
almost went through but for a state Su-
preme Court decision that noted only 
counties, not the party, could pay for 
the primaries.

On the “Super PAC Nation” web-
site, you can still donate, buy T-shirts, 
or watch the TV ads the group created. 
We’ve yet to see what Colbert actually 
does with his million-plus dollars; it’s 
likely he himself doesn’t know what it 
will go towards. But what he has done 
it shown a lot of people what actually 
goes on in elections and how much 
money is thrown around, which is more 
than any real candidate can say. For 
now though, the last word (for now) on 
his site thanks everyone for their sup-
port and says, “Now if you’ll excuse me, 
I need to go spend some quality time 
with my money.” He could be a politi-
cian, yet.

“ A super PAC is a new 
hybrid devised for 2010 
elections, which can 
raise unlimited amounts 
of soft money (normal 
PACs have strict restric-
tions on hard money, 
whereas soft money is 
largely unregulated)” 

Herman Cain briefl y recaptured the 
lead in pre-election South Caroline 
polls from rivals Newt Gingrich and 
Mitt Romney
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NEWT PLANS LUNAR STATE: WILL BE GOOD FOR 
THE BOOK MARKET
By Kyle Hudak
STAFF SPACE CADET

Gingrich plans to grow jobs through massive 
government investment in space venturing 

In case you don't follow the news 
much, the Republican primary race 
is fucking wacky. The latest insan-
ity from the race comes from (friend 
of Fordham) Newt Gingrich. Around 
a week ago during the Florida pri-
mary, Newt promised that he would 
have a moon base built by the end 
of his second term. Now, a moon 
base isn't necessarily that crazy, 
especially if you compare it to the 
prospect of Newt being a two term 
president. It is indeed possible and 
NASA  had planned to return to the 
moon by 2024 before Obama got rid 
of it. So, you could 
write it off as Newt 
being forward think-
ing and trying to 
be a pioneer...but 
then again don't 
because its Newt 
Gingrich. 

 Between 
the three wives, 
claiming that he 
would ignore the 
Supreme Court 
and arrest justices 
that he doesn’t like, and just overall 
being an asshole, everyone should 
hope that Romney continues to kill 

him in the primary race. It’s all of these 
reasons why Newt isn’t taken seriously 
outside of his own party.  

Newt wants this base to eventu-
ally become the 51st state. During 
the speech, he mentioned his "Space 
Northwest Ordinance." For those who 
don't remember their middle school 
history, the Northwest Ordinance was 
passed in 1787 and allowed territories 
to become states once they reached a 
population of 60,000. The very impor-
tant space version of this was intro-
duced in to congress by Newt in 1981. 
The legislation would allow a moon 

colony to apply 
for statehood 
once it reaches 
a population of 
20,000. Leave it 
to Newt to make 
a somewhat in-
sane, but plau-
sible, idea into 
something that 
ridiculous. 

All of this 
happened dur-
ing the Florida 

primary, a primary that Newt needed 
to perform well in. Now, what better 
way to get Florida (a state that has a 

high unemployment rate and a good 
deal of space jobs) on your side than 
by promising prospective state voters 
to greatly expand space programs and 
create more space jobs? His entire 
plan seem to be a desperate grab for 
more votes by making ridiculous claims 
and promises. It was a huge gimmick. 
I'm actually surprised that politicians 
don't pull the space base card more. A 
space base does sound really fucking 
cool and I'm sure it would pull in some 
votes, especially in Florida. Just imag-
ine if Gore promised a space base. But 
Newt won’t be giving us a space base, 
it’s just one of his preposterous pan-
dering prognostications. 

Now don't get me wrong, I am very 
much pro NASA, pro science, all of 
that stuff. I also think that Newt has 
a point with giving private businesses 
more control over space projects, but 
do we really need a moon base right 
now? A plan to establish a moon base 
would cost billions of dollars and would 
ramp up spending, something that is 
already out of control. You could use all 
of the private businesses you want but 
it would still be a spending nightmare. 
Before we start planning a moon base, 
we should really get domestic prob-
lems solved fi rst.

“What better way to 
get Florida on your 
side than by promising 
prospective state vot-
ers to greatly expand 
space programs and 
create space jobs?”

Faker 
Than 

Truth
By Marisa Carroll and Gibson Merrick
Smalltown USA - In order to recapture 
voters from opponent Newt Gingrich, Mitt 
“I LOVE humor” Romney hopes that taking 
a more conservative, “Clint Eastwood in 
Gran Torino” stance will help him out at 
the polls. After last week’s “I don’t care 
about the very poor” comments did not 
go over well with the press, liberals, or Re-
publicans strategists alike, staffers target-
ed another group they considered a “no 
brainer:” Abused puppies and kittens. In a 
statement to ABC News on Tuesday, Rom-
ney said, “I don’t care about those welfare 
bitches in Sarah McLachlan’s ASPCA ads. 
Those ads are an attack on everyday Fi-
dos and Chairman Meows, forcing their 
owners to give their hard-earned tax dol-
lars into the ‘Arms of an Angel.’ I’ll tell you 
one thing: Those animals aren’t angels; 
they’re regular folks already protected 
by government spending projects like 
garbage collection and animal control.” 
Sarah McLachlan has no comment at this 
time.    -MC

Liverpool, NY - In an impressive display of 
ingenuity, a small central New York town 
successfully eliminated two of its most 
pressing problems in one fell swoop, de-
ciding to utilize the carcasses of expired 
derelicts as a solution to widespread pot 
hole problems. The decision was made at 
the bimonthly town hall meeting, which 
elicited an impressive turnout of 12% of 
the local population. “We got the idea dur-
ing one of our semi-regular ‘body-dump’ 
burials,” said Craig Poundly, local paver, “I 
noticed that the hobos were pretty brittle 
and crushed together easily, and then I 
got to thinking, instead of setting aside 
perfectly good land as a mass grave, why 
not put these eye-sores to use?” The revo-
lutionary process involved packing parts 
of the homeless down into existing pot-
holes, then simply paving it over with a 
layer of asphalt. Townsfolk were quick to 
support the motion, and plan to vote in 
coming weeks on extending the new law 
to include the pre-deceased homeless as 
usable material.   -GM



GIANT HEAP OF PLASTIC AND GARBAGE 
THREATENS TO BECOME LARGER THAN TOP 
RIVAL, TEXAS
By Aly Kravitz
STAFF NUKE THE WHALES

Environmentalists complain of garbage, In-
dustry experts say most oceans not even 
close to full refuse holding capacity 
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You’ve probably heard of the Great 
Pacifi c Garbage Patch. You know, the 
giant mass of swirling refuse in the 
middle of the Pacifi c Ocean? The one 
that’s the size of Texas? (Or Europe, 
depending on who you’re asking). You 
may have even heard of its fraternal 
twin brother, the Great Atlantic Gar-
bage Patch. 

And I’m sure you’ve seen the heart-
wrenching photos of cute little seals 
strangled by plastic soda rings, or 
heard tell of starving whales washing 
up on beaches, tangled hopelessly in 
fi shing nets strewn carelessly by 
corporate fi shermen. Wherever we 
are, whatever we do, we can’t get 
away from plastic—it is ubiquitous, 
permeating our every day lives in 
one form or another. 

Some of these forms, like the 
Great Garbage Patches, are obvi-
ous; the visible signs of plastic pol-
lution have provided the impetus 
for laws, community action groups 
and innovative technologies. In 
1975 the National Academy of 
Sciences estimated that 14 billion 
pounds of garbage were being dumped 
into the ocean every year (almost a third 
of it coming from the United States). In 
1987 the United States used almost 
one billion barrels of oil to manufacture 
plastics. In the subsequent decades 
vast improvements have been made: it 
is illegal for ships to dump plastic into 
the ocean, and scientists are working 
on developing photodegradable (bro-
ken down by sunlight) and biodegrad-
able (broken down by bacteria) alterna-
tives. There’s no denying that progress 
has been made. 

As is often the case, however, new 
problems arise just as it seems the old 
ones will be resolved. Research from 
the past several years reveals that 
even those metal-water-bottle-using, 
recyclable-bag-toting hippies you bump 
into in Whole Foods are contributing to 
the plastic problem. You are too, and 
you don’t even know it. 

See, there are different types of 
plastic. Plastics measuring less than 

5 mm are classifi ed as microplastics, 
and they are everywhere. In a recent 
study by the University College Dub-
lin, 18 beaches on six continents were 
tested for the presence of microplas-
tics, and guess what? Every single 
beach was covered in them. According 
to the study, each cup of sand tested 
had at least two fi bers, and as many 
as 31. Makes you think a little harder 
about the last Gorillaz album, doesn’t 
it? 

Microplastic isn’t just coating the 
ground we walk on; it’s also washing 

through our seas. In fact, the Great 
Garbage Patches are largely composed 
of these diffi cult-to-see particles: sur-
face trawls in the Great Pacifi c Gar-
bage Patch have found as many as 1.9 
million bits of plastic per square mile, 
and similar studies in the Great Atlan-
tic Garbage Patch have revealed more 
than 520,000 bits per square mile. 

So where are these particles com-
ing from? Well, some of them are the 
result of larger pieces of plastic break-
ing down very slowly over time, but the 
vast majority of them are coming from 
the clothes you’re wearing. Synthetic 
materials like polyester, nylon and acryl-
ic are standard components of cloth-
ing, and studies show that as many as 
1,900 plastic fi bers are released each 
time a garment is washed. These fi bers 
are often too small to be strained out 
in sewage treatment plants, and fl ow 
uninhibited into the oceans where they 
enter the water cycle. 

So what’s the big deal? If we’re sur-

rounded by plastic anyways, why does 
any of this matter? Researchers are 
still trying to fi gure out the specifi cs of 
the consequences, but there is a gen-
eral consensus that these revelations 
are neither good for the human race 
nor for the planet. 

Small fi sh and other sea creatures 
are ingesting these particles, and since 
these organisms are near the bottom 
of the food chain, that means that the 
plastic will continue to accumulate in 
animal cells until they are consumed 
by the creatures at the top of the chain, 
namely, us. In addition, many chemi-
cals used in plastic manufacturing are 
leaching into the water. Many of these 
chemicals, including Bisphenol A, have 
been show to disrupt human hormonal 
systems, harm reproductive systems 
and possibly increase the risk of can-
cer. 

Is there anything we can do about 
this problem short of never doing laun-
dry again (semi-ok in college, probably 
not ok in real life)? While we can’t es-
cape plastic entirely, we can certainly 
consume less of it by replacing it with 
natural materials, and simply using 
less in general. The fi rst step to fi nd-
ing a solution is being aware of the 
problem, and being educated about 
environmental issues is a good place 
to start. Here are two great ways to do 
that:

1. Join the Student Council for 
Sustainable Development, which has 
student representatives from Colum-
bia, Harvard, Yale, Princeton, Cornell 
and Duke. The group has expressed 
interest in having a Fordham contin-
gent, and invites anyone interested to 
virtually attend a conference at Yale in 
March. More information at www.citiz-
inssummit.org. 

2. Check out the upcoming U.N. 
Conference on Sustainable Develop-
ment (aka Rio+10) happening in June 
to address pressing environmental is-
sues. More information at http://www.
uncsd2012.org/rio20/

By Marisa Carroll, Gibson Merrick, 
John O’Neill, Liz O’Malley

Demi Moore Rushed To Hospital 
After Whip-Its Overdose
Demi totally 
nailed her audition for 
the THIRTEEN remake

Susan G Komen Pulls, Reinstates 
Planned Parenthood Funding
Pink vulva spreaders!
Pink uterine dilators!
Pink forceps for the cure!

Army Corp of Engineers Rates 
Levees in Mississippi “Unaccept-
able,” Offi cials Call Army Corp 
“Drama Queens”
Everybody wants
Their own indoor swimming pool--
These ones’ll be very indoors.

   -MC
North Carolina McDonalds Enthu-
siast Imprisoned
Woman cuts the line
For delicious Micky D’s
Promptly tazed by cops

New “Pheromone Parties” hope to 
match lovers based on odor
Pheromone Party
Smell some dirty shirts, fi nd love
Fuck eHarmony
   -GM

4 Hurt When Stage Collapses at DJ 
Fruit Loop Concert in Brooklyn
Local punks get trapped
Theater stage collapses suddenly
Enjoy the basement
   -JO

Pronto Pizza on F. Road returns to 
old pricing system
Oh Pronto Pizza
Back to your old, 1 buck slice
What took you so long?

   -LO

“Quit cryin, I don’t see no 
problem here Hillary!”
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RACIAL PROFILING ISSUES PLAGUES CONNECTICUT SUBURB, 
MAYOR RESPONDS BY REITERATING PERSONAL FONDNESS OF TACOS
By Isabel Brown
STAFF RACIAL PROFILER Federal authorities investigate allegations of misconduct and abuse

“I don’t know, I might have tacos 
when I go home.”

In recent weeks, two egregious 
but predictable harassment scandals 
roared out of the NYPD and the police 
of East Haven, Connecticut. Through a 
full year of training sessions, police ca-
dets in the fi ve boroughs watched 
“The Third Jihad,”  a shame-
less portrayal of Muslims on the 
streets of New York as a race of 
terrorists and conspirators. Inter-
views with ex-mayor Rudy Giuliani 
and current Police Commissioner 
Ray Kelly were featured in the 
fi lm--although Kelly’s spokesman, 
Paul Browne, denied that the 
Commissioner was ever aware of 
his appearance in the fi lm. Only 
after public outrage mounted did 
Browne’s memory neurons start 
fi ring suffi ciently to recall Kelly’s 
decision to participate in the fi lm-
-based on the advice he gave 
Kelly himself. For a metropolis home to 
800,000 Muslims--nearly one-seventh 
of the total population, institutional 
bigotry like this poisons the history of 
exceptional religious tolerance which 
brought them here.

Only last week did the second ha-
rassment case make the cover of the 
New York Times: in Connecticut, four 
offi cers and their chief were indicted 

on harassment charges. East Haven, 
a working-class, majority-Italian town 
on the greasy shores of New Haven’s 
harbor, has experienced rapid growth 
in the Hispanic community in recent 

years. The four offi cers were known 
on the force for treating potential sus-
pects with unusual violence--and for 
designating certain neighborhoods to 
scapegoat. I lived in New Haven for 
several years, in walking distance from 
the Mexican and Ecuadorian blocks 
of  ‘Staven, as East Haven was dismis-
sively nicknamed. This was not a high-
crime area; I mostly noticed parents 

coming home late in the evening and 
playing outside with their kids. Taxes 
are low and rents are cheap in ‘Staven, 
and for that the immigrant population 
gets the worst public schools and few-

est town services in the state. 
These new families are hardly 
welfare royalty. Nevertheless, 
on many back walls in those 
streets read “¡Peligroso!” or 
“¡Cuidado de la policìa!” but 
it was not until last week the 
details of anti-Hispanic attacks 
became clear: offi cers on the 
force not only pulled over His-
panic drivers with unusual fre-
quency but conducted raids on 
Hispanic businesses without 
warrants--physically attack-
ing customers and proprietors 
alike unprovoked. Woe to the 
immigrant who actually com-

mitted a crime--the four offi cers in the 
news reportedly smashed suspects’ 
heads against walls and cruisers while 
making arrests. One offi cer who ob-
jected to their use of ethnic slurs and 
brutal attitudes found a picture of a ro-
dent in the crosshairs of a gun in their 
locker, with a note attached: “You know 
what we do to rats.” Their chief turned 
a blind eye to every incident.

Although the New York Police Com-
missioner has publicly apologized to 
the Muslim community and the Con-
necticut cops are awaiting trial, these 
attempts to make amends fall well 
short. A forced apology won’t undo the 
bias those interviews instilled in the 
cadets. While the Connecticut scan-
dal might invite better-enforced bru-
tality laws, the probability of offi cers 
arresting each other is slim: only an 
independent, ethnically diverse review 
committee might be able to improve 
race relations in polarized communi-
ties like East Haven. Those offi cers--
like many East Haven offi cials--were all 
Italian. As a fellow Italian-American, it 
disgusts me that their actions reduce 
us to a stereotype, too: violent, cor-
rupt, and stupid. Not everyone with a 
vowel-ended last name is a Godfather 
extra. It’s as if they became oblivious to 
how enormously their behavior would 
backfi re. Racist cops, when they’re at 
last found out, tend to set their own 
people back and gain sympathy for the 
groups they victimize. Bigoted law en-
forcement is worthless, therefore, in 
its sheer ineffi ciency--any pleasure an 
offi cer gets from mistreating a civilian 
provokes unhealthy distrust and disor-
der in a thousand more. 

The 2012 Russian Presidential 
Election has been a hot topic for 
months now, ever since Prime Minister 
Vladimir Putin announced he would be 
running for another term as president. 
On Saturday, February 4, thousands of 
Russians gathered in Moscow to pro-
test Putin’s run for president and criti-
cize the rigging of Russian elections. 

The march, contained about 
120,000 protestors- and organiz-
ers say their gatherings will only grow 
larger. While it is understood that Pu-
tin is far ahead in the polls, protestors 
believe that they could create a runoff 
by boosting their numbers. The zealous 
protest was enough to draw a crowd 
with protestors’ passionate chants of 
“Take back our elections,” and “No 

more Putin.” 
While Saturday’s protest was 

not the fi rst, it was the largest pro-
test yet- previous Anti-Putin protests 
drew smaller crowds of about 10,000 
apiece. Organizers note their use of 
social media and coverage of Russian 
state television coverage as imparitive 
to Saturday’s protest. 

Across town, Putin held is own ral-
ly. With about 15,000, primarily state 
employees, his rally could not keep 
up with the Anti-Putin protest. Many 
note that these protests seem to cross 
generation gaps, a problem most Rus-
sian political organizers have not been 
able to overcome. This time, union 
leaders have united with university 
students. The difference seems to be 

the amount of outcry for fair elections- 
since statistics from the recent Duma 
elections showed that votes were be-
ing created, for example, a town of 800 
would magically have 1,200 votes for a 
Putin-backed candidate Russians have 
grown tired of the theatrically correct 
but politically meaningless elections. 

Organizers say that there will be 
more, and even larger demonstrations 
in the coming weeks, leading up to 
the March 4 elections. Support for the 
protests crosses party lines, as with 
recent candidate Mikhail Prokhorov, 
who joined the protests along with Rus-
sians from the Liberal Party- everyone 
was united on one important issue: the 
desire to rid Russia of Putin.  

While the importance of the pro-

tests cannot be overstated, many are 
wondering about the Kremlin’s next 
move. Many believe that the elections 
will be postponed due to the amount 
of controversy. Others expect that Putin 
will be offi cially declared a dictator, and 
that the façade of democracy in Rus-
sia will end. The protestors demand 
free and honest elections, but given 
the Kremlin’s history of reactionary re-
sponses, Russians are growing more 
concerned as March 4 draws nearer. 

In the mean time, Putin has refused 
to allow Kremlin offi cials to set up small 
dialogues with protestors. His bold 
stance has only served to strengthen 
the resistance. Putin has blamed Unit-
ed States offi cials (Hillary Clinton, to 
be precise) for infl uencing the Russian 
people. He also claims that his rally 
was bigger than theirs, with 50,000 to 
their 36,000. 

RUSSIAN PROTESTERS SAY NO TO FOUR MORE YEARS OF PUTIN
By Liam Lowery
STAFF EVENT PLANNER

Show more spirit than New Yorkers feeble 
opposition to Bloomberg’s third term
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Never in my life did I ever fathom 
going to El Paso, Texas. I thought that 
it’s sister city across the border had 
a cool name, Ciudad Juarez, but oth-
erwise the region conjured up no im-
ages beyond jars of generic salsa and 
boxes of crappy taco shells. Only in my 
sophomore year of college as I began 
to date a native of the city did my mind 
wonder what El Paso was like. Being a 
self-proclaimed urban afi cionado, and 
having little opinion about this desert 
outpost, I felt perplexed by the baffl ing 
amount of enthusiasm by which the 
city was described. As my relationship 
aged and grew more serious, it was de-
termined that Christmas would be the 
holiday when I met my girlfriend’s fam-
ily and the city of her birth.

The evening of Christmas Eve, I ner-
vously departed the frosty Midwest for 
an unusually wintery El Paso. I stood 
nervously outside the airport as I await-
ed my fi rst meeting with Elena’s family, 
watching my breath hit the chilly des-
ert night air. Upon being picked up, my 
usually affable demeanor was absent 
as I nervously sat and made small talk 
with her friendly family. Tiny children 
scurried around the old house adorned 
in candles as my girlfriend’s mother 
and aunt shoveled tamales, chili con 

queso, posole and other delectable 
dishes onto a Styrofoam plate for me. 
Elena, my girlfriend, sensing my ner-
vousness, presented me with a Negra 
Modelo, my fi rst of perhaps dozens of 
beers that were consumed in Texas. 

As I grew more relaxed/inebriated, 
I got word that we would be heading 
to midnight mass. Likely as a result of 
the drinking, I excitedly headed to the 
church-bound car with the family. I re-
call being enamored by the fl ames of a 
distant refi nery as we sped through the 
dusty blocks of South-central El Paso 
on our way to praise Christ. I joined 
one of a handful of Caucasians in the 
ornate domed church fi lled with hun-
dreds of worshippers. Much to my sur-
prise and delight, the local priest spoke 
of social justice and caring for the poor.  

The next morning we took a drive 
along the Border Highway to the old 
core of El Paso. Numerous fences line 
the border of Mexico, and the sludgy 
concrete wall lined trench known as 
the Rio Grande (a very disappointing 
river in reality). Downtown El Paso was 
comprised of magnifi cent neglected 
edifi ces. In a city of such explosive 
population and economic growth, the 
plight of downtown was rather sad-
dening. Not far away, the University 
of Texas at El Paso had an interesting 
campus of Bhutanese style buildings. 
The choice of Asian infl uence was puz-

zling, but also among the most remark-
able aspects of local architecture. The 
highlight of the day was walking on the 
fi eld of the Sun Bowl and engaging in a 
celebratory cartwheel in the end zone.  

Beyond the Sun Bowl, downtown, 
and the bungalow-fi lled neighborhood 
of Manhattan Heights, there isn’t a 
whole lot to do beyond eat and look at 
natural landmarks. With that in mind, 
Elena’s parents generously drove us 
to the sundrenched dunes of White 
Sands National Park. The dunes were 
covered in a light frosty snow that pro-
vided us with the unusual opportunity 
to sled in the desert, something most 
humans have likely never done.  

With several more days in Texas 
ahead, we had to grow creative as a 
result of the dearth of traditional tour-
ist activities. I made it my sworn goal 
to purchase a Texas cowboy hat. That 
objective led us to numerous cowboy 
themed clothing warehouses in the 
sprawl along El Paso’s main thorough-
fare. An afternoon of visits ultimately 
led to the purchasing of a magnifi cent 
black hat, one that I wore around with 
no self-awareness for the rest of the 
trip. 

Continuing our shopping spree, 
I was also able to make my fi rst ever 
visit to Wal-Mart. Being in Texas, I felt it 
necessary to hold a gun in order to ful-
fi ll the experience. Unfortunately, that 

By John O’Neill
NEWS CO-EDITOR

dream was cut short on account of the 
Wal-Mart’s proximity to Juarez. Flus-
tered, Elena’s mother drove us to the 
great Texas burger chain, Whataburg-
er. As I waited for my savory sandwich, 
I had the great luck to witness a portly 
Mexican woman performing felatio on 
the driver of a Honda Civic hatchback 
parked a couple feet downhill from the 
drive through. 

Movies and TV became a staple 
while in El Paso. I got to experience 
the joy of a number of telenovelas on 
Azteca, as well as see the fi lm The Girl 
with the Dragon Tattoo. The trip to the 
cinema was almost made disastrous 
when I forgot to turn off the lights of 
the car. Fortunately, the car started 
and I was able to avoid irritating my 
girlfriend’s father by saving him a trip 
to the periphery of the city on account 
of my clumsiness. By the grace of a for-
giving God, we were able to make it as 
the last late night customers for a late 
night trip to Chico’s Tacos, an El Paso 
chain that serves tightly rolled taquitos 
in a rich tomato-like soup covered in 
shredded cheese. 

I came to El Paso nervous and left 
rather ready to leave. As a student of 
urban planning, I would have to write 
an entire other article as to what I 
would change, but as a visitor, I found 
the city to be incredibly hospitable. I 
met dozens of El Paso residents, and 
seemingly every one of them either 
fed me or gave me a beer. I miss that 
friendliness; I miss the culture and the 
abundance of delicious inexpensive 
food. Lying in bed at night, it was an 
experience to stare towards the border 
lights and wonder what lay on the other 
side of the border, in the city and nation 
grinding through an appallingly brutal 
drug-fueled war. So thank you El Paso 
for letting me have all kinds of childish 
stupid fun like gun shopping, yelling 
out bizarre things like “Chi! Hua! Hua!” 
and “My boy Herman Cain on the ones 
and twos!”, and being totally enamored 
by a mansion covered in Christmas 
lights, all while wearing a preposterous 
looking cowboy hat. Thank you El Paso, 
and thank you to all the great people I 
got to meet and who hosted me in their 
various homes; I greatly enjoyed your 
desert city and will miss my nights look-
ing at your bright mountain star under 
the clouds of wood-fi re smoke from the 
homes of Juarez. 

Our News Editor’s account of his misadventures in El Paso

MORE THAN JUST A JAR OF MEDIOCRE 
SALSA
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I didn’t go to Berlin for its infamous 
nightlife, but I also didn’t leave Berlin 
without experiencing my share of it. 
There are a ridiculous amount of hid-
den clubs, which I found them with 
the help of the ever-hip, ever-relevant, 
Unlike City Guides, “the defi nitive 
city guide for the mobile generation” 
(which so far only covers fi ve Europe-
an cities, one of them being Berlin). 
When you click on their “Club” tab, 
you get a list of clubs and descriptors 
fi t for SNL Weekend Update’s “Stefon” 
bit. For those not familiar, Stefon is a 
“city correspondent” who is invited on 
the show to give tips on where to go in 
New York. Stefon often dubs his sug-
gestions as “New York’s hottest club,” 
then supplies a monosyllabic name—at 
one point he advertises a club called 
“Ugghhh”—and fi nally describes its lo-
cation, such as on the lower east side 
of a dumpster.

There seems to be a similar formu-
la for Berlin bars and clubs—strange 
name (often in English, and often one 
word) + bizarre location/hidden en-
trance + gimmick (whether that be its 
historical background, crazy layout, 
or weird policies) = awesome nightlife 
scene. For example (this is a real list-
ing): “Leave it up to the debauchery 
of Berlin’s nightlife scene to name a 
venue after a character from Goethe’s 
Faust who commits matricide, fratri-
cide, as well as infanticide in order to 
justify an illegitimate love. Located in 
the 19th century stables of Queen Vic-
toria’s Prussian 1st Guards Dragoon 
Regiment…” Etc. 

There’s a club called Cookies, which 
began as a weekly party held in a dif-
ferent location every week, hosted by 
a guy who goes by the name “Cookie.” 
It’s only open Tuesday, Thursday, and 
Saturday, located underneath a pre-
tentious vegetarian restaurant you can 
only access by walking through an un-
marked parking garage next to a hotel. 
Besides the unlit chandeliers in the ga-
rage, there seems to be no sign of life 

WÜNDERBAR! 
A former the paper editor’s adventures clubbing and boozing in ec-
centric Berlin
By Sarah Madges
DEADITOR

until you get to a tiny set of stairs with a 
doorbell at the top. The fi rst thing that 
greets you is a giant pop art-style paint-
ing that says “Fuck AMEX” for no ap-
parent reason (they actually do accept 
American Express cards). Like most 
other clubs, the inside is nondescript, 
smoky, and fi lled with people wearing 
clothes more expensive than the whole 

place probably cost to put together. 
Another “that’s so Berlin” place 

is Weinerei, a wine bar that works on 
an honor system. You pay two Euros 
to “rent” a wine glass and fi ll it with 
anything offered on the counter—reds, 
whites, and rosés. Since you serve 
yourself, there are no waiters, which 
also means there’s no tab at the end 
of the night. Before you leave, you drop 
whatever you think you should pay in 
a jar and leave. Kind of like the Met, 
except I never felt guilt-tripped into pay-
ing more than 5 Euros for the night. 

In a classic postmodern reappro-
priation of industrial space for indus-
trial music, many factories are con-

verted into clubs in Berlin. The most 
famous example is Berghain, which is 
notorious for its party scene and picky 
crew of tattooed bouncers. (Seriously, 
Google “Berghain door man” and you’ll 
hear all kinds of horror stories No one 
can fi gure out their selection policy.) 
The second fl oor features Berghain’s 
club-within-a-club, Panoramabar, 

which is covered with pornographic art. 
When the sun comes out, the window 
shades ceremoniously lift up to let the 
light in—although this is no indication 
to go home. Honestly, you could save 
money on room accommodations in 
Berlin by just staying out all night—it’s 
very doable if you’re on a bunch of am-
phetamines or coke (and many people 
are). 

I think my favorite club name I 
came across was “White Trash Fast 
Food.” They feature supposedly “Ameri-
can” dining (pretty much just cheese-
burgers) and “rock ‘n’ roll cabaret,” 
which I don’t think is actually a thing. 
Like many other clubs, closing time 

is open-ended (i.e., never). In terms 
of club themes, however, my favorite 
would have to be Trust, a newer venue 
created by the owners of Cookies and 
Weekend. Of course, it’s through an un-
marked doorway, and, since Cookie’s 
involved, you have to ring a bell to be 
admitted. But unlike most clubs, there 
is a reason for its name—their concept 
is that you have to “trust” strangers. 
There’s a double bed next to the DJ 
free for any use, and for anyone to use. 
The toilets in the restroom are inter-
connected, which means peeing with 
strangers. And you have to drink with 
strangers too because they only offer 
hard alcohol in two sizes—small (0.2 li-
ter) or large (0.5 liter)—in “Trust” brand 
bottles. Sounds like the perfect way to 
get roofi ed. 

I couldn’t possibly describe them 
all, so I’ll give you one last loaded com-
ma series: There’s Dr. Pong with its 
multi-player ping pong table drenched 
in booze; Anklerklause, a liquor-soaked 
shack on top of a canal; Möbel Olfer, 
a bicurious bar with furniture hoisted 
above the fl oor; Clärchens Ballhaus, the 
1913 bar where old people go to swing 
dance and young people go to drink; 
Monarch, with its pinball machine and 
dance fl oor set up with sort spectator 
seating around it; Tape, a club with 
a bewildering gold room and DJ set 
featuring what they call “nu-rave,” be-
cause house is so 2010; Watergate, 
which doesn’t open until midnight and 
is the right place “if purely world class 
minimal techno is what you’re after;” 
Madame Claude, an almost Lynchian 
brothel-turned-bar with its décor glued, 
upside-down to the ceiling; Cassio-
peia, located in the middle of a now-
graffi tied abandoned train station that 
hosts ironic 90s nights; West Germany, 
a dingy club that earned its name be-
cause—get this—it’s located in former 
West Germany; Soda, a club in a com-
plex of clubs with too many different 
themed rooms and Jäger shots; ://
about blank, which I am still not sure 
if you actually call “Colon forward slash 
forward slash about blank” (I wouldn’t 
put anything past Berlin); Klub der Re-
publik, so named because it took its 
lights from the Palast der Republik (the 
old seat of the East German Commu-
nist government); and instead of a club 
that answers the question, “What?!” 
(one of Stefon’s taglines), a club that 
asks that question—it’s called What?!. 

Gute nacht, freak. Gute nacht, freak. 



february 8, 2012 the paper page 11

On January 30th during a rivet-
ing, almost rock concert performance 
of NPR’s All Things Considered, radio 
journalist Audie Cornish interviewed 
author Susan Cain on her new book, 
Quiet: The Power of Introverts in a 
World that Can’t Stop Talking. Now I’m 
not here to write a book review, an anal-
ysis of personality types, or rant on how 
NPR could be a great source of news 
for students if it wasn’t senior citizen-
oriented or so damn liberal; instead I’m 
here to write about what it means to be 
an introvert at Fordham University, and 
to highlight the perks 
of keeping to yourself 
amongst personalities 
as big as their parents’ 
bank accounts.

An introvert, by 
Cain’s defi nition, is 
“someone who pre-
fers to live and work in 
lower stimulation envi-
ronments.” Now that 
defi nition is one I feel 
most of us, at some 
points of our day, can 
relate to. So why the 
stigma, Cain (and I, and every other 
rational witness to social situations) 
asks. Why does an introverted person-
ality trigger therapist visits and – let’s 
not get started with that whole DSM sit-
uation – falls down the slippery slope 
towards the cave of that Zoloft bubble 
that nobody likes.  

Well, it all started with the rise of 
big business.

At the turn of the 20th century, 
people moved to the city, towards op-
portunity, and had to prove themselves 
to bosses, to sales clients, and to their 
golf buddies. Movie stars became our 
role models and soon enough, it was 
about “making it big,” not “making it 
work.”

Cain puts it more eloquently. “We’ve 
moved from […] a culture of character 
to a culture of personality,” she says.

A culture of character people! What 
does that entail? Well, it means that 
when you fold someone’s laundry for 

A QUIET CALL TO ARMS
It’s Good to be an Introvert, 
Because Everybody Else Sucks
by Adriana Krasniansky
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

them, you don’t have to post it on face-
book. It means that volunteering on a 
Friday doesn’t need to be followed by 
a night of celebratory binge drinking. 
It means that when you give a compli-
ment, you say it ‘cause you mean it, not 
because you can’t stop the word vomit 
spilling from your mouth. This “culture 
of personality” thing doesn’t do us, as 
people, much good.

Don’t get me wrong readers; I cer-
tainly don’t believe that the difference 
between an introvert and extrovert is 
that of a good person and an atten-
tion pariah.  However, I think that the 
quiet moments we spend alone help 
us, whether consciously or subcon-

sciously, grow as peo-
ple and form our self 
identity. It’s the walks 
between classes or 
to the cafeteria that 
allow us to meditate 
on our day, evaluate 
our situation, and get 
our shit together. And 
although the “fi fteen 
freshman riding the 
Metro North” group-
think works for some 
of us, a twenty minute 
ride alone won’t kill 

you. In fact, it might just help you fi gure 
out what you want out of every single of 
one those 15 friendships.

Taking time alone most importantly 
helps us grow comfortable with our-
selves. In a society where people spend 
thousands of dollars to talk about their 
feelings and must trek to yoga class to 
fi nd a little peace and quiet, it’s smart 
to enjoy quality time with just you. In-
trospection fosters self-confi dence and 
independence – two things extroverts 
desire, but very seldom posses behind 
their boisterous façade. 

I myself am not much of an intro-
vert, and like most people, lay some-
where in the middle of the introvert-ex-
trovert continuum. I don’t expect most 
readers to change the way they interact 
with others or themselves; I just hope 
that we won’t pass judgment so quickly 
on those sitting alone at the cafeteria, 
and – just for kicks – maybe one day 
try it out ourselves.

the paper’s view
November 2, 2011

You’re Invited to the paper’s 
Housewarming Party for 

fupaper.net!
You might have noticed You have 

no idea that the paper exists online, 
do you? Maybe you thought we were 
shooting for some sort of ironic anach-
ronism. Maybe we seemed so com-
mitted to “keeping print alive” that we 
refused to give in to our AOL overlords 
(Arianna Huffi ngtons, Carles, Lone-
lygirl15), as much as they tempted us 
with Groupons for Swedish chocolate 
massages and LASIK eye surgery. 

In reality, we were just broke. the 
paper has operated a free blog at fu-
paper.wordpress.com since 2008 
and—for a while—it worked for us. We 
were able to blog about everything and 
nothing. We ran an extended version 
of our 2008 story “The Silent Treat-
ment,” in which former editors Pete 
Mullin and Bill Donahue uncovered an 
alleged Catholic Church cover-up of 
clergy abuse by placing the priests in 
Fordham’s Wiegel Hall; this story still 
receives comments and thanks from 
Fordham Prep abuse survivors and 
launched a New York Times investiga-
tion. We also waxed not-so-poetic on 
Vanilla Ice’s house fl ipping TV show 
and Beyonce’s performance at the 
2011 Grammy’s, so hey, there ya go. 
Most important for our purposes, we 
also posted PDF fi les of each issue on 
the blog, so that readers near and far 
(alumni, our parents, students study-
ing abroad, our parents) could keep up 
with the paper. 

Unfortunately, the super-sized PDF 
model doesn’t work so well for sharing 
articles, especially in our Facebook-
dominated world.* We wanted a web 
platform where we could reach more 
readers within Fordham’s community, 
and people our age’s brains aren’t 
trained to kick back, relax, and en-
joy a large 30 page PDF. We tried to 
implement changes on our old blog, 

but at the slow rate we were moving, 
the world was going to end before the 
paper built a working website. Driven 
by our fear of the apocalypse and our 
sincere hope that we will reach more 
readers, this semester we launched a 
new site: fupaper.net.

Here you will fi nd all the issues from 
the past four years of the paper; within 
the next few months, we plan to upload 
all forty years of our archives. From 
here on in, we will individually post ar-
ticles, comix, infographics, etc, in ad-
dition to our blog posts and content 
made specifi cally for the site. We hope 
these improvements will please old 
readers and attract new ones, because 
without readers, what’s the point of 
crawling into our McGinley Center 
bunker on Superbowl weekend with a 
Reddit account and a dial-up connec-
tion? Please encourage your friends to 
check it out, whether through word of 
mouth or the Facebook “Like” button.

Of course, we also need you con-
tributors to keep writing, drawing, and 
alerting us to terrible Youtube videos. 
You are what keeps us weird/smart/
surprising/creative/worthwhile and 
off of the content farm. Whether you 
have written an article every issue or 
whether you are building up the nerve 
to submit one of your many “The Price 
is Right” themed comics, we hope you 
submit your stuff to the paper in 2012. 
We’ll see you Tuesdays at 8:30 PM in 
McGinley and, now, at fupaper.net.
*Note: We are not arguing that the 
“produce ‘content’ to ‘receive hits’ to 
‘collect user data’ to sell to ad com-
panies” model is perfect; honestly, 
we think it is pretty much the Worst 
News™. Still, don’t hate the player hate 
the game and all that jazz.

talk to the hands
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All too often, I’ve seen dudes play 
the Women’s Studies card to get laid. 
It goes a little something like this: a 
guy approaches a lady at the bar and 
says something about 
her rack. Another 
guy jumps in, saying 
the “rack” remark 
was inappropriate 
and that he read bell 
hooks’ Feminism Is 
For Everybody once. 
Once the lady is ini-
tially impressed, he 
spends the rest of 
the night talking over 
her, infantilizing her, 
and ultimately trying 
to bed her. This dude, 
when you think about 
it, only differs from 
the fi rst dude by not 
immediately talking 
about a lady’s tits 
when he meets her.

This breed of 
dude, the Horny Male 
Feminist (HMF), is the 
worst breed of chau-
vinist out there. Un-
like his counterpart, 
the Horny Male, he 
honestly thinks that 
he is enlightened and really gets wom-
en.

The HMF is generally a progres-
sive dude, and due to his propensity 
for skinny scarves and even skinnier 
jeans, he often gets confused with 
a gay guy. This accusation he will 
shrug off, by saying, “As a rule, I pre-
fer womyn,” and discussing how much 
he loves PETA porn. He will often go to 
feminist events, where he will steal the 
spotlight and where, worst of all, femi-
nist women will really believe he is a 
feminist.

While I am not the feminist police, I 
do feel that I am allowed to be the male 
privilege police. As a trans*person, 

when I began to present in a more 
masculine way, I became aware that I 
had male privilege, or that I was treat-
ed better because of my perceived gen-
der. Women would move out of the way 
for me on the sidewalk and fl irt with me 
politely at coffee shops. While my par-

ticular gender identity might prevent 
me from getting a job (no, anti-trans* 
discrimination laws do not exist nation-
wide), I notice that people generally 
take me seriously when I explain some-
thing. They give me more intellectual 
credit just because I look like a regular 
dude.

This is not to say that men can’t be 
feminists. This is because feminism 
doesn’t just help women…it helps men, 
too. If you want to know how, look no 
further than advertising on TV. Men 
are often portrayed as bumbling idiots 
who don’t know how to buy their wives 
a good Christmas gift, or as fatso los-
ers who only want to watch football 

and eat friend cheese covered cheese 
and drink Coors Light. If you still aren’t 
convinced, think about sex. Men are 
routinely shamed for not “performing” 
well enough in the bedroom, from the 
size of their package to “how long” 
they go. Feminism (at its best) strives 

to liberate all genders 
from the stereotypical 
images and impos-
sible standards that 
impact us daily.

Mr. HMF is not 
helping further this 
cause. This is be-
cause one cannot be 
a member of a group 
where he does not 
recognize his own 
privilege. An straight 
ally to the LGBTQ com-
munity, for instance, 
should not claim to 
know more about the 
experience of queer 
people just because 
they read a Wikipedia 
article once or really 
loved “The L Word.”

As a guy-looking 
person who is often 
in feminist spaces, I 
can say the best way 
to be a male feminist 
is to do a lot less talk-
ing and a lot more 

listening. Dudes, you’ve never been 
a lady (unless you are a trans*guy, in 
which case let’s be friends!) and you 
don’t know what it’s like. No matter 
how many books you read, you will 
never know how it feels to be a woman 
who is scared of getting raped, called 
a slut if you enjoy sex, gets talks from 
a young age about how you have to 
be careful not to let men abuse you, 
is pressured to have children, whose 
body is policed, and who gets cat-
called on the sidewalk when you’re 
just trying to get to work. You will never 
know what it is like to experience that 
every day within a society that regards 
your mistreatment as a norm.  That’s 

“WANNA COME BACK TO MY COMMUNE, 
MAKE SOME QUINOA AND READ ADRI-
ENNE RICH POEMS TO EACH OTHER?”
The Case Against the Horny Male Feminist
by Liam Lowery
STAFF HMF

a privilege. Male privilege. You have 
it, so recognize it. Male privilege only 
exists at the expense of the rights of 
women, trans*people and gender non-
conforming people, and that is why it is 
wrong. But as a person who has always 
possessed that privilege, you need to 
listen to others to learn how to be a 
feminist.  

So, if you are an HMF, or even just 
a dude who thinks sexism is over, I 
highly suggest you cut your shit out. 
Shut up and listen to women. If you 
are attracted to someone, be straight-
forward about wanting to bone. Don’t 
play the Women’s Studies card- you’re 
embarrassing yourself and holding 
back a movement. HMFs, y’all should 
be ashamed.

If you aren’t a feminist, I have a 
question for you. Why? It’s not about 
your gender: All people are negatively 
affected by abusive gender roles and 
violent stereotypes. It must be your de-
cision not to be a feminist, and there’s 
no worse decision you could make. So 
when you come around, here’s how to 
do it: 1) Shut up. 2) Listen to women. 3) 

When they tell you that you messed up 
(saying the b word, objectifying women, 
ect.), say sorry and try not to do that 
again. 4) Take it seriously, remember 
your role in the human community is 
to be supportive and loving and to un-
derstand that you have a privilege. 5) If 
your dude friends aren’t feminists and 
do awful stuff, let them know it. 

“This breed of dude, 
the Horny Male Fem-
inist (HMF), is the 
worst breed of chau-
vinist out there. Un-
like his counterpart, 
the Horny Male, he 
honestly thinks that 
he is enlightened and 
really gets women.”
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Somewhere between Madonna and 
Britney and Lady Gaga, female musi-
cians became “personas”. No longer 
content to simply make real, relatable 
music, they had to be an image. Some-
thing beyond a star. A package deal.

Not that that’s necessarily a bad 
thing. The aforementioned pop stars 
and their ilk became icons who many, 
for better or worse, looked up 
to and imitated. Blondie and 
Amy Winehouse, Beyoncé, Katy 
Perry, and Nicki Minaj; all con-
structed alternate personalities 
that were unapologetically above 
themselves. They weren’t exactly 
“real”, but they never pretended 
to be.

Enter Lana Del Rey, formerly 
Lizzie Grant, a roller-curled red-
head with collagen lips and a 
wannabe “gangsta Nancy Sina-
tra” voice (her words) that is 
taking the Urban Outfi tters shop-
ping, Tumblr-using, mainstream 
side of indie by storm. Her talent 
is debatable—she can sing, yes, 
but she’s no Sinatra. Or Wine-
house. Hell, she barely touches 
Katy Perry’s over-produced vo-
cals. Yet she has millions of 
YouTube views and managed to 
score several magazine spreads 
and covers, including Interview, 
Complex, and Billboard, and a 
much-criticized SNL performance. 

How? It’s simple: Lana is a product, 
precisely manufactured by her own 
ambition and wiles and a knowledge 
of what a certain hipster demographic 
will eat up like candy.  And she sells 
that product very, very well.

To backtrack, the former Lizzie 
Grant was once a musically inclined 
student at our fair Fordham University 
(Go Rams), who as a senior managed to 
land a record deal with 5 Points label. 
Producer David Kahne (former clients 
include everyone from Tony Bennett to 
Sublime to Regina Spektor) helped re-
lease her Kill Kill EP and spoke well of 
her ambition, telling Spin magazine she 

“went against the grain of chart pop, 
which is about getting to the club on 
Friday night” However, her singing got 
tepid reviews and Del Rey fell off the 
radar, moving to a trailer park in Jersey 
to write music and build her “persona”, 
a vaguely sixties aesthetic married with 
a subtle, Lolita sexuality. Somehow (ru-
mors speak of a rich infl uential father), 
she scored her a meeting with Inter-
scope and sold herself well enough to 

get a deal. Executive Larry Jackson was 
emphatically impressed with her craft-
ed image—the lips, the hair, the “oh, 
poor beguiling me” lyrics—but asserted 
it has nothing to do with the record la-
bel. “The only Svengali in this thing is 
Lana,” he told Spin. Meaning she’s a 
crafty, ambitious little ladder-climber.

Now, Lana and her song “Video 
Games” are everywhere, and she’s 
become one of the most polarizing 
people in the blogosphere. Though her 
singing itself lacks maturity, she’s be-
come popular among the mainstream 
indie set (think fans of Garden State). 
She’s pretty and has the sort of vague 
hipster look people like, yet once her 

background was revealed many began 
deriding her for being “fake” and a 
product of manipulative record execs.  
They either love her or hate her. 

The problem is not that Lizzie be-
came Lana, or that Lana gives off a 
plastic sheen. The problem is she re-
fuses to acknowledge that this per-
sona is just that: crafted. A result of 
studying pop idols and honing man-
nerisms to become artifi cially appeal-

ing. An uncovered video interview with 
Index magazine in 2008, when she 
was still trailer park Lizzie, shows the 
beginnings of the Lana image: an Amy 
Winehouse bouffant and headband, 
false eyelashes, Marylin Monroe bot-
tle-blonde hair and affected lilt to her 
voice. Her youth betrays her; she’s an 
actress, one playing an elaborately 
constructed and never-ending role. 

That is why she's unrelatable and 
easily demonized. Other artists like 
Nicki Minaj and Lady Gaga have over-
the-top projected images, but they ac-
knowledge them as such. Though Gaga 
is never without her bizarre costumes 
nor Minaj her candy-colored wigs, they 

MAYBE ONE DAY YOU’LL GROW UP AND BE A 
WELL-HATED POP STAR, TOO!
Fordham alumna Lana Del Rey presents a bizarre case study in fe-
male musicianship, pop reinvention, and Internet buzz culture
by Mickie Meinhardt
DEADITOR

are willing to talk about those artifi ces, 
recognizing how their alternate person-
alities developed and how they aug-
ment their music. It's a form of escap-
ism that many can relate to. Yet Lana 
constantly publicly denies that she’s 
crafted anything, which is tiresome and 
invites derision. 

So why do we care about this silly 
girl playing perpetual dress up? Mostly, 
she’s gossip. But beyond that, Lana 
sends a message that manipulation of 
the self is necessary in order to be suc-
cessful as a female artist. Her image 
is as important as her music because 
without it, she'd still be a struggling art-
ist in a New Jersey trailer. And while 
some may applaud her ability to morph 
into a success story, it ultimately sends 

the wrong message to girls: that 
success can be bought for the 
small price of one’s personality and 
a willingness to pander to the oppo-
site sex. She also sends out a con-
fusing double standard—though 
soft-spoken and seemingly a "good 
girl", magazines sexualize her. Not 
that there's anything wrong with 
a provocative magazine spread, 
but when Del Rey's package cries, 
"Be someone you're not and you'll 
make it big", those images send 
the same message as a struggling 
actress posing for Playboy to fur-
ther her career.

Not to mention what this means 
for music. Image aside, Lana Del 
Rey is not particularly talented. If 
she was, she’d have made it as 
Lizzie Grant. Her voice is decent, 
but it lacks control and has a touch 
too much artifi ce (see a pattern 
here?); she'd be better off work-
ing her own vocals than trying to 
channel someone she's not. What 

made her Internet famous (and thus, 
eventually, real life famous) was her 
video for "Video Games". Had the mu-
sic remained faceless, she might not 
have had such success. The Internet 
is a tremendous platform for bringing 
notoriety to new talent, but only if it's 
deserved. Would a quartet of average 
girls from Brooklyn with one Facebook 
photo and Del Rey’s vocals have had 
the same success? Probably not.

Lana Del Rey is a product: of her-
self, of the music industry, and of the 
Internet age. Whether this becomes 
the new norm we can only suppose 
(though one hopes not), but one thing 
is certain – product placement has 
never been so tangible.
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life and death. Nature’s pattern of 
control (you could call it “protective 
contraception”) has a message of im-
portance for humanity, that there is 
an answer not on the level of physical 
organs, but on the level of conscience 
where all sin and virtue resides,” and 
this answer could resolve the desper-
ate vocational contradictions that of-
ten exists under the interpretations of 
Nature’s law that were published and 
accepted as doctrine in 1968. 

Ryan cracked the silence on “sex,” 
a topic banned from households of 
Catholics, deemed immoral, and only 

understood in the professional and 
cold language of bishops. Ryan, like 
any good Theologian, sought to return 
to Biblical understanding, specifi cally 
in Christ’s “law of Love,” his image of 
“two in one fl esh,” and how this has 
been disrespected by the underdevel-
oped moral teaching by the church on 
sex. By investigating both the Theol-
ogy of Natural Law, the history of the 
composition of the Biblical Canon, 
and the development of Church au-
thority as a hierarchical power, Ryan 
generated hundreds of responses 
from Catholic couples across the na-
tion relieved to fi nd some articulation 
for the crisis facing their families. The 
generations to be procreated from 
these families were trying to adopt 
moral teachings to pass on that com-
plied with their church and country, 
and found no solace in either of the 
extreme options. Those generations 
were our parents’; Catholic or not, 
the silence on sex and its association 
with immorality, evil, and “the culture 

The attention given to the current 
debate between Catholic institutions 
required to comply with Obama’s Free-
dom of Choice Act and students and 
employees of those institutions who 
want medical coverage for their birth 
control prescriptions has broader im-
plications beyond the militant rhetoric 
of “winning” or “losing” a battle for “lib-
erty.” In the upcoming year, or “grace 
period” given Catholic institutions to 
comply with the law, there is great op-
portunity for dialogue within the church 
and productive dialogue without, so 
long as the core issue is focused on: 
that the Catholic Church’s Vatican II 
prohibition on contraception has only 
resulted in decades of vocational con-
tradictions and deep crises in the faith 
and spiritual development of a com-
munity of believers committed to faith 
in Christ’s love, what the Church’s mis-
sion upholds itself to be. 

When the Catholic Church reaf-
fi rmed the historical teachings of 
church fathers who interpreted God’s 
command to “be fruitful and multiply” 
in Genesis to preclude the use of artifi -
cial barriers to contraception, they thus 
made any engagement in sexual inter-
course without the intent to conceive 
believed to be immoral. The debate fol-
lowing Vatican II’s prohibiting artifi cial 
birth control to allow the promise for 
procreation caused a broad-response 
from Catholic laity desperate to resolve 
what was evidently a complete con-
tradiction to the Council’s overall mis-
sion of reform the Church and “see the 
signs of the times” to which the Church 
was obligated, as a sacred institution, 
to respond to. 

Josephine MacDonald Ryan, a self-
identifi ed “Catholic laywoman” and 
mother of 7, wrote extensively on the 
issue surrounding the Pope’s contra-
ception ban. In her New Look at Na-
ture’s Law, Ryan resolves the disso-
nance between science and Church 
doctrine. Church doctrine is written in 
a dialogue with the philosophical idea 
of Nature’s law - the idea that all of 
creation has a unique design and or-
dained purpose by God. The way the 
natural world works, in the theological 
idea, is to provide means to the end, 
which is ultimately worship of God in 

of death” has caused (according to a 
revised interpretation of the Natural 
Law and a cursory glance over any of 
the four gospels) a deeper rift between 
those values lost to political torture and 
objective overkill - love and law; reck-
less passion given freedom through its 
obedience to authority; the “Catholic” 
Church. 

And so now, when the debate seems 
to be between science and religion, 
or Gingrich and Obama, conservative 
Republicans and concupiscent femi-
nists, or bishops and whores, or how-
ever you’d like to describe it. The signs 

of the times 
are screaming 
for progres-
sive direction…
and patience. 
Standing beside 
the generation 
of their great 
grandparents, 
self-identified 
Catholics do not 
need to leave 
the church if 
they want birth 
control. No one 
ever has. If 

we take away the layers of American 
politization, the polarized ax-hacking 
rhetoric of the United States bishops, 
the anti-Catholic American media and 
those Catholics who end up fi ghting a 
crusade against it, ignoring why it is 
they happen to be Catholic, what re-
mains at the core of this debate is old. 

In 1973, bishops helped to create 
the NRLC, and then religious groups 
became in this umbrella organization 
against abortion rights. From here 
“rights” rhetoric was born, stretching 
from abortion to contraception. The 
Church, by linking abortion with con-
traception as issues sharing the same 
God-given mission to protect innocent 
life, ended up condescending to the 
beliefs of its faithful, for assuming that 
women who would take The Pill would 
automatically be “Anti-Life,” is too large 
of a leap. Catholics for a Free Choice 
- religious groups in favor of abortion 
rights formed an alliance with protes-
tant and liberal Jewish groups. 1973, 
they all formed a broad-based alliance 

Religious Coalition for Reproductive 
Choice to counter pro-life politics. There 
is an increasing sophistication among 
thee groups, but members of the RCRC 
have only a fraction of their opponent’s 
resources. The traditional exclusion 
of laity from channels of church com-
munication was applied here, but not 
to the expensive expansive exclusivist 
positions that can emerge in the angry 
rhetoric of fearful fi ngers of blame.

When Bridgette Dunlap stated her 
purposes for holding the Nov. 30th 
birth control fair, she more authenti-
cally demonstrated an integral under-
standing of Vatican II documents and 
the Catholic social ethic to “see, judge, 
and act” a situation, taking into ac-
count the human dignity of the partici-
pants involved. All she wants is “a bet-
ter understanding of what the policies 
are and also we’re interested in what 
the doctrine behind them is.”The need-
lessness of having the event stress 
the importance that birth control as 
not just a drug or pill needed to pre-
vent pregnancy but a type of medica-
tion becomes clear when you consider 
what Dunlap’s simple request implies: 
no one needs to be dying to receive 
human compassion and understand-
ing - no one should feel immoral for 
their natural God-made, God-ordained 
condition as a human being, who may 
want to have sex - who defi nitely would 
want to preserve the dignity of the per-
son in that act. 

The question posed by the staff edi-
tors at The Observer - whether or not 
students should uphold the religious 
identity of Fordham or include “more 
secular policies” - needs a reexamina-
tion. By its Catholic identity Fordham is 
obligated by The Church to talk about 
this issue respecting its own mission, 
and that of the gospel. And students 
who self-identify as Catholic especially 
are obligated to more fully understand 
the Theology behind these doctrines. It 
cannot be acceptable that we under-
stand and accept the Catholic church 
fi nding birth control morally wrong, 
just as it cannot be acceptable and is 
in fact morally wrong that Archbishop 
Dolan is not clear on his own vocation 
as a bishop - one who ought to serve 
as the “chief shepherd” of his commu-
nity, one who ought to hear voices. But 
let’s all pretend to be good bishops, 
and authentically listen to voices - on 
both sides, hidden behind dogmas or 
protest posters. Everyone is screaming 
something. 

In debates on the Church and birth control,“Battle Lines” rhetoric  
    stifl es progress and Catholic women’s voices  by Kaitlin Campbell
DEADITOR

EVERYONE IS SCREAMING SOMETHING

Phone order your birth control to-Phone order your birth control to-
day!day!



With an uneventful Winter Break 
stretched out before me, I couldn’t 
help but fall into an unproductive rou-
tine of self-pity. Each morning began 
somewhere between the hours of ten 
and one, and when I wasn’t bemoaning 
my consecutive strep-bronchitis, I was 
moping around 
the house, won-
dering how it is 
that suburban 
Connecticut has 
so little to do.  
Out of despera-
tion, my friends 
and I decided 
to go to a taping 
of the goddamn 
Maury show. 

In 2009, the 
city of Stamford 
was blessed with 
its eponymous 
Media Center, 
home of Maury, 
and the equally 
delightful Jerry 
Springer and 
Steve Wilkos 
shows. Upon our 
arrival at the 
center, we were 
metal detected, and then herded into 
the waiting room. For about an hour, we 
watched an endless stream of paterni-
ty test reveals, and 15-year-old wanna-
bee baby mamas, expecting our show 
to be more or less the same. It wasn’t 
until we were brought to our seats that 
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we were informed the episode was a 
biannual feature on abusive, woman-
hating boyfriends. I’ll forgo the feminist 
preaching and just say that I was mildly 
disgusted and displeased by this, for 
abuse is not nearly as comical as at-
risk youths. 

So there we were in the small, faux-
bricked studio waiting for the parade 

of misogynist know-nothings to com-
mence. On behalf of one of the show’s 
producer, we were practicing our reac-
tions. In accordance to his direction, 
the room was overpowered with boos, 
gasps, and other exclamations, each 
meant to be as dramatic and overblown 

as their predecessors. With the added 
incentive of getting their rowdy selves 
on TV, audience members were—for 
lack of a better term—going buck. At 
this, my friends and I stood there look-
ing at one another; we wanted neither 
to be seen, nor heard. As the show be-
gan, our placid neighbors granted us 
hopefully minimal camera exposure.

The fi rst couple 
was probably the 
worst of the bunch. 
The boyfriend was 
unreasonably angry 
about something 
or other, and took 
it out on his girl-
friend in the form of 
handcuffi ng her to 
a pipe, locking her 
outside in the cold, 
and even keeping 
her in a closet for 
up to 24 hours. His 
girlfriend, who also 
happened to be the 
mother of his fi ve 
children, was seem-
ingly dead in the 
eyes, and numbly 
recounted her ex-
periences. 

The second boy-
friend, who equat-

ed the use hyphenated last names to 
being a whore, subjected his girlfriend 
to cavity and strip searches, and forced 
her into sex all while she was busy 
bringing in the bacon. The third girl-
friend was subjected to having her gen-
itals sniffed by her boyfriend (so that 
he could be sure she wasn’t sleeping 

around). One time, the boyfriend casu-
ally bit her breast in a fi t of rage. 

The worst thing wasn’t the stories, 
rather the arguments put forward for 
the sake of subjugation, all which were 
analyzed by the in-house “doctor”, who 
proclaimed each argument to be an 
act of male insecurity. “This is why the 
Middle Easterners hate Americans,” 
Boyfriend 2 said. “We let our women 
run free, and whore around.” Amidst 
the rehearsed boos, Maury fi red back: 
“Well your girlfriend’s Native American, 
she’s been here longer than you have.” 
Again, the audience is impassioned, 
this time with cheers. Girlfriend 2 sat 
there looking smugly. 

“I’m the other type of Indian,” she 
said. My friends and I snickered as 
Maury awkwardly tried to recompose 
his argument. It was only moments 
before the full-tilt theatrics kicked in 
once again, denoted by a presumably 
drunken or disturbed man who angrily 
shouted once the audience went silent. 

As the show wrapped up, I couldn’t 
help but have mixed feelings: were 

these abusive situations legitimate, or 
was it just an act? Should I feel badly? 
As my friends and I talked it over on the 
way to a diner, I found that I was not 
alone in my considerations. 

As a middle schooler, my penchant 
for VH1 and MTV afforded me a life-
time’s worth of broadcasted insanity, 
but I can honestly say that the taping 
of Maury was the most bizarre I have 
ever seen. If television is to serve as 
a window into American culture, what 
could an outsider gather from a show 
with an aged host that essentially lion-
izes abuse, and is by and large doc-
tored? If anything, they could gather 
that we honor stupidity above all, and 
are in need of some defi nite changes. 
Although Maury is an extreme minutia 
amidst the greater outfl ow of shit, it 
makes me wonder what it will take for 
us to fi nally realize the pitfalls of our in-
creasingly dumb-downed culture. 

The Maury Show Still Exists? Oh...Really?
A Trip to the Taping of the Maury Show Reveals That Abusive 
Relationships Aren’t Nearly as Funny as At-Risk Youths
By Peter Lacerenza
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

“This is why the Mid-
dle Easterners hate 
Americans,” Boy-
friend 2 said. “We let 
our women run free, 
and whore around.” 

“Hey baby, how about you, me, hand-
cuffs and the freezing cold?“
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What: VaLeNtiiNeZ DAii
Where: UrvRyWereeee
When: February 14, dummy!
How Much: If you loved me you’d 
get me diamonds, LOTS OF THEM.
Why: The only way to show the 
person you love that you really DO 
love them is to give them bath salts 
and jewelry and candy and cards 
and dinner and money and red 
wine and those mnm’s with your 
name on them and lots of PDA and 
candles and hugs and your virginity. 

What: Rare Bible Collection
Where: Museum of Biblical Art 
1865 Broadway
When: 10am-6pm, closed Mondays
How Much: $4
Why: The Museum of Biblical 
Art has 64 scriptures in over 30 
languages. So just think, there are 
now 29 more languages in which 
we can all misunderstand religion. 
Also, attending this museum would 
defi nitely make our Jesuits proud.

What: An Evening of Comedy With 
Jackie Moms Mabley and Her 
Ladies
Where: National Black Theater 
2031 5th Ave
When: Through Feb. 25th
How Much: TBD
Why: A theatrical production that 
humorously strolls through African 
American history. These divas evoke 
four distinct voices of the past: Ma 
Rainey, Dinah Washington, Billie 
Holiday and Mahailia Jackson. 
Explore Harlem in a night of revelry 
and cultural exploration.

What: Ice Skating
Where: Aviator Sports and Events 
Center, 3159 Flatbush Avenue
When: Thursday. 2/7
How Much: $9
Why: : Ice skating, if you haven’t 
experienced it, is super fun. 
Especially if your rink is awesome 
and huge like the Aviator Sports 
and Events Centers. So bring your 
peeps and have some good times 
skating, or for a lot of you, avoiding 
smashing your head against the ice.

Picture it: Girl Talk, an epic dance 
video, and dancing clergy members. 

At a recent screening at St. Paul’s 
chapel I fell in love again with Girl Walk 
// All Day.

So what exactly is Girl Walk // All 
Day, you might ask? Well it’s a feature-
length dance 
fi lm shot in 
public spaces 
of NYC and 
set to Girl 
Talk’s (the 
mashup DJ) 
most recent 
s ingle-track 
album All 
Day. The fi lm 
follows three 
main improvi-
sational danc-
ers as they in-
spire the city 
to dance. This 
project began 
way back in 
D e c e m b e r 
2010 as the 
brainchild of 
director/pro-
ducer/editor/
man-of-many-
hats Jacob Krupnick. After fi lming the 
initial trailer (available along with the 
rest of the fi lm at www.girlwalkallday.
com), Krupnick launched a campaign 
on Kickstarter—a super cool website 
that helps to fund creative projects—
that would be the base for his shoe-
string budget. Since December 2010, 
the project has changed and caught 
the eyes of people from all different 
walks of life. 

So wait, back to these dancing 
clergy members. On Sunday, January 
29th the Girl Walk crew threw another 
party (by which I mean they had an-
other screening). A young priest from 
St. Paul’s chapel had reached out to 
the Girl Walk crew about hosting a 
screening and a hip-hop class (taught 
by one of the fi lm’s dancers) for her 

congregants and the general public. I 
arrived early and watched as magical, 
indescribable, unending energy and joy 
fi lled the chapel. 

Cue Madonna’s “Like a Prayer.” 
John Doyle, the dancer who plays the 
part of “the creep,” began teaching the 
hip-hop class. Over a hundred people 

began following 
his lead, includ-
ing the nuns 
and priests. It 
might have been 
the church jux-
taposed with 
Madonna, or 
perhaps the in-
numerable gig-
gles, but what-
ever it was, 
witnessing and 
participating in 
this felt almost 
spiritual. Jacob 
and his manag-
ing producer/
wife Youngna 
watched from 
the balcony with 
mile-wide smiles 
at this success 
(only one of 
many).

After the dance class, the real show 
began. The fi rst shots of the fi lm show 
a traditional ballet class in black-and-
white only to be quickly tricked out and 
mashed with hip-hop and Black Sab-
bath (the fi rst of many samples fea-
tured on the Girl Talk soundtrack). 

Now, I’m going to guess that when 
most think about a movie screening, 
your mind is fi lled with an image of a 
dark room, one screen-projector-com-
bo, chairs, and people sitting still. The 
screening of Girl Walk//All Day is en-
tirely of a different sort. The screening 
at St. Paul’s had two screens projecting 
the fi lm, there were no chairs on the 
main fl oor, and people were certainly 
not sitting still. In fact, they were danc-
ing. The quirkiness of the characters in 

the fi lm never fails to inspire member 
of the audience to get up on their feet, 
make some noise, and shake what 
their mama gave them. 

As the fi lm continued, I could not 
stop smiling, for with each change in 
scenery or camera angle, I fell in love. 
In love with the reclamation of pub-
lic space, in love with the ecstasy of 
dance as a form of expression, and in 
love with the omnipresence and rede-
fi ning of beauty.

The screening fi nished, but the mu-
sic kept playing and people kept danc-
ing. For the next hour people who did 
not know each other danced with one 
another, talking and laughing like old 
friends. 

I found Krupnick and asked him 
how everything has been playing out. 
He spoke enthusiastically about Girl 
Walk // All Day’s upcoming tour on the 
west coast. I can only imagine how well 
received this project will be in Seattle 

or Oakland. Krupnick also mentioned 
his thrill for how the project has and 
will continue to change. I’m sure that 
the next time I see it, I will still be in 
love. I highly recommend that you fi nd 
a screening that fi ts into your schedule; 
you will not be disappointed.

For video clips, photos, and an in-
terview with director Jacob Krupnick, 
visit the paper’s website at http://fu-
paper.net or watch the video by chap-
ter/request a screening now at http://
girlwalkallday.com

NEW GIRL TALK INSPIRED FILM GETS NEW YORK 
AUDIENCE 
SHIMMYING
By Rachel Dougherty
STAFF INTERPRETIVE DANCER

Engaging Presentation of Girl Walk//
All Day Will Force You to Dance, Laugh, 
and Feel Things We Like to Call 
Emotions

“For  the next hour 
people who did not 
know each other 
danced with one an-
other, talking and 
laughing like old 
friends.”

“Your church is doing what? Improvised “Your church is doing what? Improvised 
dancing? Of course I’ll come!”dancing? Of course I’ll come!”
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Who: Die Antwoord
Where: Irving Plaza
When: Saturday, 2/11
How Much: $29.50
Why:  Die Antwoord is a rap group 
from South Africa with a com-
pletely...unique style and sound. 
You haven’t heard of them? Okay, 
stop. Go to Youtube, look up Die 
Antwoord, and click on any one of 
the videos you can fi nd. They’re 
hardly describable, but if I were to 
try I’d say...blinged out trailor trash 
with bad haircuts and scary faces 
who rap about being poor and weird 
in mixed English and Afrikaans. 
Despite their...agressive look and...
interesting music videos, I know 
a lot of people who really actually 
enjoy what these guys do. It’s hard 
not to appreciate how truly different 
they are from anything else you’ve 
ever seen or heard.

Who: Fred Armisen
Where: Union Pool, 484 Union Ave
When: Sunday, 2/12, 8:00 pm
How Much: $8
Why: Who doesn’t like Fred Ar-
misen? He’s hilarious on SNL and 
in Portlandia, and now the guy is 
rallying his music buddies to put on 
a show for the masses. This show 
will feature songs that impacted 
his life including tunes from The 
Damned, The Stranglers, and more. 
Special guests are also slated to at-
tend, so go on down and watch this 
SNL star throw down on a drum kit.

Who: James Blake (DJ Set), The 
Chain, Airhead 
Where: (le) poisson rouge, 158 
Bleecker Street 
When: Sunday, 2/12, 9:00 pm
How Much: $20 advance, $25 door
Why: James Blake is one of the few 
dubset DJs who makes dubstep 
sound like an amazing genre music 
and work of art, rather than just an 
annoying and repetitive soundtrack 
to a freshmen basement kegger 
party. He works magic with the 
turntables and him along with The 
Chain and Airhead should be an 
EPIC show!

1. Drive
Nicolas Winding Refn’s Drive was 

certainly a curveball.  Overfl owing with 
style reminiscent of David Lynch and 
Quentin Tarantino, the combination of 
neo-noir and art house is what made 
Drive stand out.  While it was easy to 
get distracted by the soundtrack and 
that covet-worthy cast, Refn’s direction 
is on point, incredibly thrilling, and ulti-
mately fl awless.  When every element 
is taken into account, Drive blends 
nicely in a way that sets a whole new 
precedent for fi lmmaking. 

2. The Girl With the Dragon Tattoo
Like many others who read Steig 

Larsson’s novels and saw their Swed-
ish fi lm adaptations, I entered the the-
ater hoping not to be bored.  Despite 
knowing exactly what was going hap-
pen every minute, I was on the edge 
of my seat entirely engrossed.  Almost 
all praise for this fi lm is due to Rooney 
Mara’s jaw-dropping performance that 
left us fl oored and dazzled all at once.  
Mara received a well-deserved Best 
Actress nomination for a performance 
that defi ned the fi lm as haunting and 
visceral. Though most likely she won’t 
win, it’s nice to see the Academy dem-
onstrating fearlessness by nominating 
such a dark movie.

3. The Artist
Even I’m skeptical about how effec-

tive a silent movie could be nowadays. 
However, I was pleasantly surprised to 
discover just how well it worked.  The 
charisma of the fi lm’s two stars com-
bined with some very innovative direc-
tion was an absolute joy to watch.  The 
Artist is the ultimate charmer.  Feel-
good movies are hard to come by these 
days, and when they’re executed with 
such zeal, they’re hard to ignore.  Di-
rector, Michel Hazanavicus and his fi lm 
are shoe-ins for Best Director and Best 
Picture, respectively, because no other 
movie this year intrigued or charmed 
audiences nearly as well.  

4. Bridesmaids
It’s safe to say that any credibility 

the Academy has lost over the years 
has been regained since it decided to 
acknowledge Bridesmaids this year.  
In a rather unexciting year for movies, 
Bridesmaids honestly stands out as 
one fi lm that worked. This movie some-
how managed to have us doubled over 
laughing at Melissa McCarthy shitting 
in a sink one minute, and compelled 
the next as we watched Kristen Wiig 
totally lose her nerve while planning 
her best friend’s wedding.  Enormously 
successful critically and commercially, 
this one has opened all sorts of doors 
for comedies with its witty writing and 
stellar performances. Bridesmaids
never tries too hard for laughs or emo-
tion. Its simplicity and its honesty are 
such a successful combo it deserves to 
be honored for it.  

5. Midnight in Paris
Since Woody Allen is my personal 

Jesus, I was so thrilled to see he had 
in no way lost his touch. From the gor-
geous opening shots of Paris to the 
sensational and hilarious performanc-
es, every minute of Woody’s latest mas-
terpiece was sheer bliss.  A real crowd 
pleaser, Woody will hopefully manage 
to snag a Best Original Screenplay 
award, though he faces fi erce competi-
tion in every other category.  It’s hard to 
explain why this fi lm is so superb, but if 
you too had the privilege of seeing it, 
you’ll agree there’s just nothing else 
like it.

6. Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy
It defi nitely takes a period of mental 

processing to fully grasp this one, but 
once you do, it’s plain to see just how 
excellent it is.  The script, mercifully 
honored with a Best Adapted Screen-
play nomination, and the performanc-
es are each executed laudably. The 
genius of the movie lies in its subtlety.
While one might not be entirely sure 
of what exactly happened, one can 
be certain that it was pulled off with a 
unique and refreshing style.

7. Melancholia
As far as visuals go, Lars von Trier’s 

Melancholia is a very close second to 
The Tree of Life.  Kirsten Dunst and 
Charlotte Gainsbourg are exquisite as 
two sisters experiencing intense emo-
tional upheavals as the planet faces 
certain destruction. The two power-
house performances teamed with von 
Trier’s stunning directing makes for an 
awe-inspiring result.

8. The Descendants
Without George Clooney, this fi lm 

would be nothing. Clooney’s perfor-
mance is what carries this movie and 
what makes up for the occasional 
shakiness of the script. His chemistry 
with Shailene Woodley, who proved 
herself as a serious actress capable 
of more than teenaged pregnancy, was 
honest and powerful.  No one deserves 
their Oscar more than Clooney, whose 
performance is easily the best of his 
career.

9. The Tree of Life
Whether you absolutely hated ev-

erything about it from start to fi nish, or 
whether you were moved to tears by its 
grandiose story-telling, there is no de-
nying that director Terrence Malick is 
a visionary unlike any other. The visual 
majesty of this fi lm is exceedingly im-
pressive and thoroughly beautiful.  The 
Tree of Life is a one of a kind, and ulti-
mately game-changing fi lm.

10. Warrior
Somehow, this movie managed 

to fl y largely under the radar, which is 
criminal since it is one of the year’s 
best surprises. While the fi ght se-
quences are shot with expert preci-
sion, the heart of the fi lm lies in the 
acting.  Tom Hardy and Joel Edgerton 
have explosive chemistry as estranged 
brothers, but Nick Nolte’s heart-raping 
performance as their scorned father is 
what stands out most.  Warrior defi es 
fi ghter-movie stereotypes, and stands 
on its own as a triumph.  

WE KNOW THAT IT’S 2012 BUT WHAT 
THE HELL

By Will Speros
STAFF NOMNOMNOMINEE

A List of the Top Ten Movies From 2011: Movies That Have Been or Should Have 
Been Nominated For Oscars
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SURPRISE: A VIDEO GAME STORE IN NEW YORK IS 
CALLED VIDEO 
GAMES NEW YORK
By Jake Kenny
STAFF NERDGASM

Are you tired of good graphics, com-
plex game-play, and endless hours of 
play time? Miss video games from the 
90’s and earlier? Looking to be a hip-
ster and gamer at the same time? If 
so, this store is for you. It’s called Vid-
eo Games New York. Yeah, no thought 
went into the name, I know. They’re lo-
cated in the East Village at 202 East 
6th Street. I went there recently with a 
friend who knew the place and I didn’t 
leave for hours. They sell all the oldest 
video games, and I mean old. They have 
Odyssey, Intellivision, Colecovision and 
Commodore 64. But if the 70’s games 

are too old for you they’ve got classics 
for Nintendo 64, Sega Dreamcast, and 
Atari as well. 
They also have 
parts for all 
types of games 
and consoles so 
you can repair 
your old favor-
ites or, if you’re 
not that handy, 
they can do it for 
you. I recently 
picked up Poké-
mon Stadium 
for $10, and for 
those of you who haven’t played it, it’s 
bananas in pajamas. They even have 

original Pong machines, back when 
they were “the games of the future.” I 

talked to the guy 
who ran the 
place. He said 
that his store 
was made to 
give an alterna-
tive to the “cold 
and aseptic 
chain stores.” I 
asked where 
they gets all 
these old video-
game systems 
and games. Ap-

parently it’s run by an antique video-
game collector, Guilio Graziani, and he 

sells all duplicates of games he has 
already collected. He explains that his 
store is partly a museum. He’s col-
lected some of the rarest videogames 
on the planet, and you can see them 
in the many displays he has around 
his store. The greatest video game he 
currently has is the trophy game car-
tridge from the Super Nintendo World 
Championships in 1990. It’s worth 
about $17,000 now, and will be worth 
much more in years to come. It causes 
a nerdgasm just looking at it. They also 
have all the newest stuff like Xbox 360, 
PS3, and others, but going there to buy 
them is like doing the Tour de France 
with training wheels. You can do it, but 
it’s just weird.

PAINTER RECOGNIZES THE BRONX, A DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH
By Hannah Weissenbuehler
STAFF MUSEUM GOER

The work of Emilio Sanchez at the 
Bronx Museum of the Arts depicts the 
South Bronx’s buildings in bright pri-
mary colors of red, yellow, and blue. 
Though the buildings are commercial 
and industrial, their portrayal is ex-
otic and seems welcoming. The sunny 
colors of the oil and watercolor nearly 
make you forget you are looking at li-
quor stores, auto shops, and bodegas 
located throughout the South Bronx.

In exhibition, Urban Archives: Emilio 
Sanchez in the Bronx, Sanchez por-
trays the South Bronx neighborhoods 
of Mott Haven and Hunts Point.

In 1988, the Cuban-born New York 
City resident, Sanchez, visited these 
neighborhoods over and over. As stud-
ies for his paintings, he photographed 
Mott Haven and Hunts Point’s baker-
ies, meat markets, and pharmacies 
from the outside. He liked the geomet-
ric architecture of each business.  His 
primary focus was architecture; there 
are no people in Sanchez’s paintings. 
Instead, the paintings are still depic-
tions with fl at contrasting surfaces and 
varying colors, as though Edward Hop-
per stepped out of the Midwest and 
into El Barrio. In the art world, they call 

this “Late American Modernism.”
But with all of the colors and clean 

precision dimensions, it is easy to for-
get the actual state of modern America 
in the Bronx today. In both the neigh-
borhoods, over half the population lives 
below the poverty line, while Hunts 
Point is 
n o t o r i -
ous for 
its high 
prostitu-
tion rate 
and be-
ing part 
of the 
p o o r -
est con-
g r e s -
s i o n a l 
distr ict 
in the 
c o u n -
try (of 
which Fordham’s Bedford neighbor-
hood is also part).

Two decades later, the buildings 
that inspired Sanchez’s paintings are 
still there today. The commercial build-
ings, though some of the signs have 

changed, are still recognizable.  A still 
bright yellow Auto Glass shop on Hunts 
Point Avenue still exists, though it is 
dilapidated on a busy street. The over-
bearing brick building with the small 
corner liquor store on its bottom fl oor 
is still there, too. Likewise are the body 

works shop and bodega. 
In real life, people with 
shopping carts fi le around 
the car shops collecting 
cans in large garbage 
bags and next to the deli 
there is a bright Chase 
Bank sign. These build-
ings, today, do not have 
the pink and neon blue 
squares in their windows 
as they did in Sanchez’s 
work, instead there are 
iron grates. Their walls 
are crumbling brick, not 
smooth tan walls with 
neat red trim.

After I took a look for myself, I won-
dered where this version of the Bronx 
could exist. The bright colors, extreme 
contrast, and depth made the Bronx 
seem more welcoming than I had ever 
seen it. Emilio Sanchez said he felt at 

home in the Bronx. It is also said that 
the man had very poor eyesight.

An area student visiting the Bronx 
Museum of the Arts agreed, saying 
that even though he passes these 
places on his walk home everyday, he 
never sees the world Sanchez paints.   

As Fordham students from our 
‘leafy green oasis’ in the Bronx, we nev-
er even see this view of the borough 
that we live in. And when we say we’re 
heading downtown we almost never 
mean anywhere in the Bronx (maybe 
for a Yankees game at the 1.5 billion 
dollar stadium.) Otherwise, the Bronx 
does not typically seem alluring since 
- “Ladies and gentlemen, the Bronx is 
burning.”

But it is not burning anymore. As you 
exit the D train on 167th, you will see 
the bright orange banners – The Bronx 
Museum. The building with its bright 
signs and large glass windows defi nite-
ly stands out on the Grand Concourse. 
Like Sanchez’s paintings, it provides 
another vision of the Bronx – one we 
do not often see as Fordham students. 
Instead, we walk through our iron gates 
and keep an inspired perspective like 
Sanchez’s far from our minds.

Cuban Born Artist Emilio Sanchez Depicts One of the Poor-
est Congressional Districts in the Richest Colors

Cleverly Titled Video Game Store Sells and Repairs Vin-
tage Games and Systems From Both Your and Your Par-
ents’ Childhoods

But...But...where are the prosti-But...But...where are the prosti-
tutes? What do you MEAN there tutes? What do you MEAN there 
aren’t any?aren’t any?

One of Emilio Sanchez’s paintings de-One of Emilio Sanchez’s paintings de-
picting a storefront in the South Bronx.picting a storefront in the South Bronx.
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NEW JERSEY MAY BE NEW YORK’S DUMPING GROUND, 
BUT PENNSYLVANIA IS 
NEW JERSEY’S PIT STAIN 
By Eamon Stewart
STAFF HATER

I don’t know much about Pennsyl-
vania.  Even as someone who spent 
a good chunk of his life growing up in 
northern New Jersey, I never had much 
reason to take the short drive over to 
see my neighbors to the west.  Once 
you go past Philadelphia, as far as I’m 
concerned you might as well be in Indi-
ana, or South Dakota, or one of those 
other god-forsaken places in-between 
the east coast and southern Califor-
nia that are allegedly part 
of the fi fty states (if you’re 
from this hillbilly back-
woods region and are in-
sulted by what I am saying, 
I’ll fi rst congratulate you on 
being able to read and also 
point out that you came 
here for a reason and that 
you can be sure that people 
like me have no plans on 
moving to your hometown 
of Louisville or Topeka any-
time soon).  When I have 
heard stuff about Pennsyl-
vania it’s usually not good; 
I once read somewhere 
that thanks to its long his-
tory of mining, parts of the 
state will set on fi re.  Politi-
cally, my familiarity with PA 
elected offi cials consists of 
Budd “Hey Man, Nice Shot” 
Dwyer and the bilious con-
coction of semen and fecal 
matter known as Rick San-
torum (the anal sex residue 
joke is a great one to use in a myriad 
of social situations; I use it often and 
frequently am commended for my bit-
ing wit and typically become the life 
of the party).  There’s that whole Jerry 
Sandusky thing, but frankly that’s a dif-
fi cult one to use to gauge the character 
of the state’s largest public institution; 
on one hand the support of pedophiles 
and pedophile enablers is abhorrent, 
but on the other hand its better than 
the prior position the school had (which 
was that pedophilia didn’t exist).

For the purposes of this article, the 
most valuable piece of information on 
Pennsylvania came from a fellow Ford-
ham student and Wilkes-Barre native. I 
once asked him what it was like grow-
ing up in that part of the country, his 
response was a deadpan “When some-
thing becomes cool in Pennsylvania, it 
means that three years ago it stopped 
being cool everywhere else.”  In the 
case of Pissed Jeans, natives of Al-
lentown, giving them a three year mul-
ligan isn’t enough; it should probably 
be stretched out to somewhere around 

twenty-fi ve.
Going just on band name you would 

think of these guys as sharing a con-
cert bill with shit like Dirty Rotten Imbe-
ciles and Suicidal Tendencies.  Going 
by their sound you’d be right to make 
that assumption too; this band oozes 
80s hardcore punk out of every pore 
with only the occasional acknowledge-
ment of music that very briefl y suc-
ceeded that era.  That’s the sticking 
point though; this is a band that was 
formed in 2004.  It’s like they found 

out about Minor Threat a few years ago 
and no one bothered to tell them that 
they’re not a new and upcoming band.

They’re not the only ones doing this 
obviously; there are all kinds of deriva-
tive shit for any genre of anything.  The 
thing about modern hardcore punk 
bands is that they are usually rele-
gated to the really shitty, dingy clubs 
that have the suggested capacity of 
a two-bedroom apartment (the town I 
grew up in had one of these venues, 
a remarkably gross setup which was 
very aptly called the Meat Locker).  But 

here Pissed Jeans was, headlining 
the Music Hall of Williamsburg, the 
epicenter for all things thoroughly hip 
and cool, a place usually reserved 
for junk like The xx and Bloc Party.  It 
was a strange melding of things. The 
very normal looking band with a very 
throwback sound from a very uncool 
place playing in one of the most hip-
tacular concert halls in a city which 
prides itself on looking down its nose 
at less cool places.

Lead singer Matt Korvette (which 
in the hierarchy of punk rock stage 
names is certainly better than Pat 
Smear but not as good as Jello Bi-
afra) acknowledged this meeting of 
divergent tastes by informing the au-
dience that “You all look like you work 
at an Apple store!”  

Thus began the performance.
The concert itself was more may-

hem than anything else.  In hindsight 
it’s impossible to differentiate one 
song from another; it was all a blur 
of energy.  Korvette was certainly the 
star of the show; he gladly accepted 

being pelted by cups of beer through-
out the show, he continually berated 
the audience for their ostensible cool-
ness, and would occasionally stop to 
hump nonexistent things onstage.  He 
periodically would rip his shirt open, 
revealing a less than impressive beer 
gut, and then calmly button himself up 
before later repeating the cycle (the 
only other person I’ve ever seen per-
form this maneuver live was the time 
I saw Morrissey play a very sad casino 
in Atlantic City).  Towards the end of the 

show Korvette informed the crowd that 
he was going to dedicate the next song 
to an icon of his.  After a pause he sang 
the opening bars of “Dead and Bloat-
ed” before launching into a completely 
unrelated song.

The crowd, reveling in Korvette’s 
antics, rose to the occasion.  This was 

not a scene for the faint of heart; two 
guys in front of me repeatedly would get 
each other into headlocks and punch 
each other in the face, there was no 
security so when someone jumped out 
in the stage he would immediately turn 
around and throw himself indiscrimi-
nately into the crowd, meaning you 
hoped not to be in the way and that the 
idiot didn’t bust his head upon hitting 
the crowd.  For a touch of surreal a fat, 
balding man in a cardigan sweater did 
the high knees in and around the mosh 
pit.  None of this seemed weird until I 
thought about it after the concert had 
ended.

The whole thing was strange; guys 
who looked the way they did playing the 
music they did to the people they were 
playing to.  Nothing quite fi t; it was like 
looking at a mediocre quality duplicate 
of a famous painting.  But it was still 
fun; I’m not old enough to have seen 
Black Flag and I doubt most of the peo-
ple at this show were, so seeing a band 
like this in a prominent venue was the 
next best thing.  It does make me won-
der what other shopworn things are 
still cool in PA, and that maybe one day 
the state will lead for a push in the re-
vival of VHS and acid wash jeans.

Allentown Natives, Pissed Jeans, Put on a Trashy 
Show at the Music Hall of Williamsburg for Ap-
ple-using Hipsters

“The concert itself 
was more mayhem 
than anything else. In 
hindsight it’s impos-
sible to differentiate 
one song from anoth-
er; it was all a blur of 
energy.”

“Oh yeah...These acid wash jeans “Oh yeah...These acid wash jeans 
defi nitely make me look sexy.”defi nitely make me look sexy.”
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Many have mourned the rise of the Internet and its impact on phsyical mail, from 
Luddites to paper distributors to US Postal Service employees. A niche though 
notable change in communication since the Age of the Internet has been the way 
the radical-left and -right alike share their political propoganda and conspiracy 
theories to their unassuming friends and family. America’s nieces and nephews do 
not need to walk to their mailboxes to learn that Bush is a murderer or that Gore 
murdered Bush’s dog; these days, a quick “Refresh” on Gmail is all that one needs.  
Last week, the paper was delighted to when one of those relics of Old Times--a 
“Ten Commandments of Republican Politicians” letter--and a ten dollar bill arrived 
in our mailbox. Since then, we have been brewing our own conspiracy theories be-
hind “Sandy M” and her intentions. Are we being rewarded? Should we be afraid? 

Perhaps:
•The mysterious origins of the letter lies within a nondescript condominium complex 
in Las Vegas. The sender, a proclaimed “Sandy M” is actually a part-time prostitute, 
but full time anti-Republican form letter sender. With the fi nal ten-dollar bill holstered 
in her low-riding, rhinestone incrusted g-string, she decided to fund the paper be-
cause it’s fucking awesome and we make a lot of Newt jokes
•Sandy M is a bored pre-teen, living on the outskirts of Las Vegas. Have you ever 
grown up in Vegas? After you’ve hit the slots everyday since you were 4 and a half, not 
a lot excites you. So Sandy likes to send anti-Republican propaganda and 10 dollar 
bills to “school papers.” It’s a cheap thrill. We’ve all been there. 
•Sandy M is the pseudonym of Stewart Maverly, leader of a militant fundamentalist 
christian group on the West Coast. He received word of the paper while at an under-
ground book/paganist burning and sent us this letter as a front to draw us out and 
end us. The 10 dollars is a reference to Alexander Hamilton’s fatal duel in 1804 and 
is obviously meant as a death threat. Should Maverly’s plan succeed, we at the paper 
will no longer be around to deliver the pointed, mature journalistic material you know 
and crave.
•An elderly Las Vegas women (possibly one of Newt Gingrich’s ex-wives) in hospice 
care sent us this letter in lieu of a defi nitive will. Not wanting to to be a bother to her 
remaining family, Sandy M wrote her closing thoughts on life on paper, dropped the 
last of her vending machine money in the envelope, and mailed away. RIP Sandy.
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by the paper
STAFF OF MILLIONS SEVERAL

Another year, another SuperBowl 
Sunday we spend locked in the 

basement of McGinley Center making 
the paper. None of us are too bummed 
for missing out this year, mostly be-
cause the Patriots and the Giants are 
both East Coast teams with a pretty ir-
ritating roster of sports celebs (no of-
fense, bros). Luckily we have alterna-
tive programming like the Puppy Bowl 
for years when the match-up is less 
than appealing. If we had to design our 
own alternative SuperBowl program-
ming, what would we want? 

Four Quarter Madonna Concert with 
a Football Halftime Show
by Connor O’Brien
EARWAX EDITOR

I have no stock in this year’s Super 
Bowl, save knowing who in my building 
is going to be the most obnoxious for 
the next few weeks. So instead, I pro-
pose that we have a four-quarter, three-
and-a-half hour long Madonna concert 
with a 20 minute football game for the 
halftime show. Here’s how it would go 
down: during the fi rst half, Madonna 
would underwhelm us completely, 
leaving us wondering why she hasn’t 
broken out any of her hits yet. There’s 
occasionally excitement, maybe she 
fl ashes a boob near the beginning of 
the second quarter, but overall, we’re 
left wanting more. “She was so much 
more exciting in the play-offs,” “How 
did she even make it to the big game?” 
etc. etc. The game is classically un-
derwhelming, and then she retakes 
the stage. The third quarter has a few 
good points, but then the fourth quar-
ter hits, and everything gets absolutely 
apeshit. She sings “Like A Virgin” to a 
twelve year old boy trying to hide his 
misplaced erection, Karl Lagerfeld and 

Michael Kors are the backup dancers 
on “Vogue,” and for the fi nale, she goes 
to Africa and steals another child while 
belting out “Material Girl.” 

Best Super Bowl ever.

Four Hours of Superbowl Commer-
cials
by Will Speros
STAFF CONSUMER

What’s more thrilling than watch-
ing a slow-paced, anti-climactic fi nale 
to the NFL season? Watching a hot girl 
eat Doritos at a laundromat, of course. 
One of the best parts about watching 
the Super Bowl is getting to see a mul-
titude of brand spanking new commer-
cials that you probably won’t ever get to 
see again. Companies often spend ab-
surd amounts of money bidding for air 
time during these precious four hours, 
and some of these ads have even be-
come staples of pop culture, like the 
famous and terrifying Apple commer-
cial from the 1984 Super Bowl. Since 
so much effort is put forth into creating 
the most memorable ad every year, why 
not dedicate an entirely separate four 
hours to an endless stream of grossly 
expensive and gaudy Super Bowl-sized 
commercials.

I have been a devout Redskins 
fan since birth, but my beloved Skins 
haven’t even been to the playoffs since 
2007. Since the Redskins haven’t ap-
peared in a Super Bowl in my lifetime, 
it’s usually rather diffi cult for me to get 
excited about the game itself. I’ll come 
right out and say that the commercials 
are my favorite part of the Super Bowl 
because I never have an emotional 

investment in either team (except for 
the Packers because Clay Matthews 
bares a striking resemblance to Thor). 
There’s nothing better than a 30-sec-
ond teaser for a horrible summer block-
buster or Burt Reynolds hypnotizing 
me into shipping with FedEx. I love how 
these commercials celebrate junk food 
and shitty beer – what’s more Ameri-
can than that? Honestly, why not dedi-
cate a full four hours to Taco Bell and 
Bud Light commercials? It’s capitalism 
at its fi nest, and if that’s not America, 
then I genuinely don’t know what is.

A Napoleon Dynamite Marathon
by Peter Lacerenza
EXECUTIVE CO-EDITOR

As an alternative to the Super Bowl, 
I would suggest the new television se-
ries Napoleon Dynamite on Fox. Lions 
and ligers and bears, oh my! Napoleon 
and the gang are back and as delight-
fully quirky as you recall them being 
eight years ago. I mean it’s still cool, 
right?

As Fox’s most original series to date, 
Dynamite has been blowing audiences 
away with its explosive performances. 
Just incase you weren’t quite ready to 
put your “Vote for Pedro” t-shirt, it’s 
once again socially acceptable. Feel 
free to sport it instead of those nasty 
jerseys that all those Superbowl-watch-
ing assholes are wearing. However, no 
one can pull off such a hot novelty item 
with chapped lips, so can you bring me 
my chapstick? But my lips hurt so bad!

Now that you and your mom both 
go to college, I think you should gather 
around the television and watch this 

truly momentous show! Don’t mind 
the poor ratings, just know that you’re 
helping John Heder’s career as best 
as you can. During the commercial 
breaks, you and your mom can pass 
the time by talking about how much 
you hate yourselves. Clearly, Napo-
leon Dynamite is a win-win for families, 
avant-garde tweens not old enough to 
enjoy the fi rst round of hilarity, and the 
one-hit wonder actors looking for their 
next meal ticket. Yesssssssssssssss.

Muted ASPCA Commercials
by Gibson Merrick
NEWS CO-EDITOR 

Look Sarah McLaughlin, I don’t buy 
your shit. Your ASPCA commercials 
always come on just when Im feeling 
happiest and try to depress me into 
donating money, and I’m not a fan of 
that. But they’re still better than the 
Superbowl, despite the sadness. If only 
there was some way to take away the 
depressing song from my television. 
Wait, if I mute the television, it’s not 
said anymore! Just the opposite, in 
fact! Muted, they’re just a slideshow 
of adorable animals looking up at me 
with big ol’ puppydog/kitty cat eyes. 
They don’t even really look that sad, 
just like they want to be petted. And the 
fucked up part is that even if I felt like 
donating money to you guys, I’d only 
want my money to go towards the ani-
mals shown. And you can’t give me that 
guarantee, could you Sarah? Who’s to 
say those animals aren’t dead already 
anyway? Sorry, that sounded a little 
darker than I wanted it to. All Im say-
ing is that instead of worrying my ass 
off about animals I can’t afford to help, 
I can just mute what your saying (and 
maybe even turn on some music of my 
own choosing), and let the animal lover 
in me fl ourish. Because I like animals 
more than the Superbowl.

ALTERNATIVE 
SUPERBOWL 

PROGRAMMING

the paper’s big list
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Before Charles Manson ordered his “family” to kill Hollywood celebrities, he 
was a singer/songwriter. Do I have his debut album on my computer? Maybe. Are 
the songs good? Several past artists thought so: bands such as Guns n’ Roses 
and Marilyn Manson covered his songs on several occasions. He even knew Den-
nis Wilson, the drummer in the Beach Boys. Manson believed in something called 
“Helter Skelter,” a name which he lifted off of a Beatles song from The White 
Album, which was basically the belief that the world would end in a giant race war 
between black and white people. So, naturally, he bent every lyric on the rest of 
the album to fi t his crazy-ass vision of the future and subsequently told his follow-
ers to try and start the movement. 

What’s the point of this? Artists have been blamed for real life crimes for years. 
The most heinous example was when the mass media blamed Marilyn Manson 
for Eric Harris and Dylan Klebold committing the Columbine High School mas-
sacre. Art can be misinterpreted. And it is... a lot. Jackass and Grand Theft Auto 
were constantly blamed for random acts of violence. Sometimes, people take 
things way too far and there are terrible consequences.  However, a musician like 
like Tyler, the Creator is writing songs about raping and murdering women, with 
no interpretation necessary, and yet no one goes out and does those things and 
blames him. Musicians have no hidden instructions on their records if you play 
them backwards. Led Zeppelin were, in all likelihood, not trying to contact Satan 
in “Stairway to Heaven.” Not a lot of musicians write songs in order to make you 
feel murderous and schizophrenic. That’s your brain’s job.

Lana Del Rey
Born to Die
Valerie Heinmets

After months of a very rough 
rise, Lana Del Rey -- proud Fordham 
alum, everyone -- fi nally released her 
debut album “Born to Die.” The self-
described “gangster Nancy Sinatra” 
has attracted much attention lately 

due to her bizarre live performances, 
especially her heavily scrutinized guest 
spot on Saturday Night Live. She has 
also received much criticism for her 
speedy rise to fame from the amazingly 
catchy standout single “Video Games,” 
released in July of 2011.

Most of Del Rey’s persona can be 
gathered from that song: a distinct, 
stylized throwback to old Hollywood 

glamour. The song, at once very simple, 
pretty, and atmospheric, is instantly 
catchy and impossible to shake once it 
gets stuck in your head. Her voice 
drones lines like “He holds me in his 
big arms, Drunk and I am seeing stars, 
This is all I think of”, and then suddenly 
swings into a baby-talk range for other 
lines (“Is that twue?”). 

That song is still far and away the 
highlight of Born to Die, with the rest 
of the album following the same basic 
equation. On every song, the tempo 
and instrumentation remain virtually 
unchanged. Each is a varying tone of 
her signature bad-girl melancholy, all 
of which featuring a variation of Lana 
being too perfect, white, skinny, and 
drunk all the time.

But even for someone who lis-
tened to “Video Games” non-stop for a 
month, the album gets very repetitive 
and, at times, dull. Songs like “Dark 
Paradise” and “Lolita” are pretty diffi -
cult to listen to, partially because Del 
Rey is not a very talented singer. That’s 
not to say that she’s bad, but her range 
is rather limited, as especially evinced 
by her very not good live performanc-
es. On these forgettable songs, her 
worst vocal trick, the high range “is 
that twue” baby-talk voice, is especially 
prominent. Switching from Fiona Apple 
to Willow Smith proves, surprisingly, to 
be a poor strategy. 

The subtle 
bad-girl vibes 
that added depth 
and interest to 
“Video Games” 
and “Blue Jeans” 
are over-played 
and come off as 
trying too hard 
on the rest of the 
album.  In “Na-
tional Anthem”, 
she sings “Money 
is the reason, We 
exist. Everybody 
knows it, It’s a 
fact. Kiss, kiss.” Defi nitely not the best. 

Even if the rest of the album is only 
aiming to replicate “Video Games,” it 
does a reasonably good job doing so. 
Songs like “Radio,” “Born to Die,” and 
“Lucky Ones” all have a similar, listen-
able quality to them. Even though that 
they’re not the greatest, each song has 
a weird, lullaby way of getting stuck 
in my head. And maybe that’s Lana’s 
greatest trick -- I know that the songs 
aren’t good, but they’re so catchy.

Ingrid Michaelson
Human Again
Rachel Dougherty

Ingrid Michaelson has been record-
ing ever since her fi rst album Slow the 
Rain in 2006, but Human Again is 
defi nitely one of her drearier albums. 
As a fan, I get her tweets, Facebook 
updates, and emails, and when I got 
the announcement of her new single 
“Ghost,” I promptly clicked the avail-
able link. At fi rst, I was underwhelmed. 
Having seen her in concert and follow-
ing her more closely since her previ-
ous album release, my fan status had 
defi nitely increased, thus I was expect-
ing fi reworks and magic. Instead, I got 
Ingrid’s usual poetry, but damn, was 
it depressing. “I’m a ghost, haunting 
these halls… And I’m lost, broken down 
the middle of my heart.” Whatever hap-
pened to my cheery, upbeat Ingrid who 
sang about quirky situations and al-

ways being hope-
ful?

After the sin-
gle release, I was 
a bit skeptical 
about the com-
ing album. But 
then the emails, 
tweets, and Face-
book updates 
kept coming. In-
grid decided that 
each day lead-
ing up to the al-
bum release, she 
would release a 

preview of a song on an interactive site 
where fans could also see the lyrics 
and hear her talk about the process of 
writing that particular song. I checked 
this out, but to be honest, the samples 
of the fi rst few tracks didn’t do much 
for me. 

January 24th arrived and I dutifully 
downloaded the album.  Thankfully, 
that fi rst day, I was in a moody place, so 
Ingrid’s new, less-than-uplifting, ang-
sty sound was perfect. Beginning with 
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Love, Loave, Lurve, Loff
It’s that time of year again. Despite having a history marred with Christian 

martyrdom, Chaucer and Hallmark decided that February 14th would be about 
courtly love and giving your sweetheart cliche on top of cliche. On top of that, you 
probably have to worry about getting that perfect dinner reservation, and then 
undoubtedly underperform in the bedroom after all is said and done. Yeah, I’m 
sorry that you couldn’t quite do it for your partner of choice, but hopefully this 
playlist will cheer you up.

1. “Let’s Talk About Sex” - Salt N Pepa
Besides being reality stars and formerly being on the vanguard of fashion, 

Salt N Pepa churned out a few major hits in the 90s. This one defi nitely fi ts the 
theme of the day. In fact, you could fi t most any Salt N Pepa song into this slot. 
Preferably “Push It,” but hey, I’m not gonna tell you how to live your life.

2. “St. Exquisite’s Confessions” - of Montreal
This is one of the most sexual songs of the modern age. Kevin Barnes’ weird 

sexuality sometimes leads to weird, spaced out 13 minute explorations of Story 
of the Eye, but sometimes you get good old-fashioned sexy funky hooks with 
wah-wah guitars and a body-rocking groove. 

3. “Let’s Get it On” - Marvin Gaye
It wouldn’t be a love playlist without this gem. The defi nitive seduction song, 

only to be rivaled by the likes of Al Green and Barry White. Not bad company to 
be in.

4. “Peggy Sue” - Buddy Holly
No one did 50s love songs better than Buddy Holly, even though he didn’t get 

as much time as many other artists. This song is a little bit sadder, so just in case 
you get dumped next week, just spin this a few times. Peppy, yet depressing is 
what Buddy did best.

5. “Love Shack” - The B-52s
If you don’t get the urge to dance your ass off when this song comes on, then 

you may not be a human. A staff favorite, the B-52s kill it on this track about a 
little house off the Atlanta highway where everyone can take a weekend, relax, 
and have a good old fashioned orgy. Be prepared to wait though, folks are lining 
up just to get down.

6. “I Believe In A Thing Called Love” - The Darkness
Not only will this make you pumped about being back in middle school, but 

it’ll also energize you with the power of love brought to you by this British fl ash-in 
-the-pan band. Brought back into the public light by the recent Super Bowl com-
mercial, you’ll want to fuck and dance at the same time.

7. “O.P.P.” - Naughty By Nature
Yeah, you know me.

“Fire,” I had beautifully orchestrated 
strings combined with a good beat to 
sway back and forth to, but I still didn’t 
get the vibes that this was the same 
Ingrid who sang about how “we’ve got 
our love to pay the bills” while accom-
panied by ukulele.

Thinking that there might be hope 
in searching for the sounds of old-
Ingrid in the rest of the album, I kept 
listening. It wasn’t until the sixth track, 
“Black and Blue,” that I heard some-
thing more familiar. For the next couple 
of tracks, old-Ingrid is there, with a bit 
more pep, a bit less melodrama. But it 
only lasts for a few tracks, quickly re-
treating to the sounds of new-Ingrid, 
fi lled with angst. 

Now please don’t mistake my 
words, it’s not that I dislike new-Ingrid, 
it’s just that she’s different. New-Ingrid 
sounds great, she’s still got fantas-
tic lyrics and lovely orchestration, it’s 
just darker than normal. You’ve been 
warned.

Kidz Bop 21
Kidz Bop 21
Liz O’Malley

Holy shit? THEY’VE MADE 21 OF 
THESE GODDAMN THINGS? Did any-
one ever actually listen to this even 
when they were kids? I don’t know 
about you, but if there’s one thing I 
hate about kids it’s their goddamn voic-
es. If there’s another thing I hate about 
kids its that goddamn Kidz Bop exists 
because of them. I’m not gonna lie, 

I’m only listening to the previews that 
they give you on their website (very dis-
cretely...) and I feel like a dirty pervert. 
You know what? I bet, like, half of their 
listening (and target?) demographic is 
a bunch of creepy old pervs. HOW ELSE 
WOULD THIS STILL EXIST?

The recording quality of this album 
sounds like it was made using Garage 
Band and every song is dramatically 
auto-tuned (for that neato edgy effect 
the kidz love these days!) My God, 
there is not a single song on this album 
with a real instrument in it. What’s even 
more uncomfortable than the slew of 
youth vocals are the song titles. “You 
Make Me Feel” like a goddamn pedo-
fi le. “Without You” I am just a lonely old 
man. “We Found Love,” “The One That 
Got Away,” “Good Feeling,” “Someone 
Like You.” Oh my.

If you’re looking for the worst gift 
idea ever, it’s this. If you gave it to an 
adult as a joke-y “white elephant” gift 
it’s more insulting than funny (like your 
tryna accuse them of bein’ pervs), and 
if you gave it to a kid it’s practically a 
sin, like you want them to grow up to 
suck balls or something. I mean, even 
if the kid DID suck I think they’d be mad 
you thought they’d want goddamn Kidz 
Bop instead of Justin Beiber or some 
shit. Really, what normal kid listens to 
Kidz Bop? What normal parent gives 
their kid FUCKING KIDZ BOP? God...I 
just don’t know.
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