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North Korea’s Kim Jong-Un Temper Tantrum Bothering Neighbors 
Lifelong Disney fan has adopted skill of dramatic speech

by Peter Lacerenza
Opinions Co-Editor

As part of its increasingly bellicose 
rhetoric, North Korean offi cials on April 
6 informed foreign embassies operat-
ing in the nation that they could not 
guarantee the safety of its diplomats, 
nor of its tourists, in the advent of war. 
Although this advice comes at a time 
when North Korea’s tactical trajectory 
remains uncertain, the reaction of for-
eign offi cials to this advice has been 
mixed at best. Though Russia, a tra-
ditional North Korean ally, has made 
public its considerations of leaving its 
facilities in the capital city, Pyongyang, 
other nations like Sweden and France 
have made no such announcements. 
Perhaps least concerned is Great 
Britain, who has not only vouched to 
continue its ambassadorial functions 
in the Democratic People’s Republic 
of Korea, but has also proceeded in 
conducting tour groups through its em-
bassy. 

Be that as it may, anxiety over 
North Korean military positioning un-
der uncanny leader Kim Jong-Un has 
reached a fever pitch amongst its East 
Asian neighbors, as well as the United 
States.  Although intelligence is not 
defi nitive, this fear is largely centered 
on the two medium range Musudan 
missiles that have been loaded onto 
mobile launchers along the nation’s 
east coast. Though it is believed that 
any such launch would be a test rather 
than a targeted strike, South Korea 
and the United States have taken re-
sponsive military action in deploying 
four Aegis destroyers—among them the 
USS John McCain and USS Decatur—in 
South Korean waters. Equipped with 
SPY-1 radar, these ships can detect 
targets up to 1,000 kilometers away. 
The United States has deployed a mis-

sile defense system in Guam, as North 
Korea has cited the nation’s Western 
Pacifi c bases as possible targets down 
the road. The United States and South 
Korea have also taken on additional 
joint tasks in order to prepare for war 
with the North, including the Foal Eagle 
and Key Resolve military 
drills for which the Unit-
ed States sent stealth 
bombers as an addition-
al aide in the exercises. 

North Korea’s defi -
ance also took an ever-
concerning turn for the 
worse when, on April 2, 
it announced that a plu-
tonium reactor at the na-
tion’s main nuclear facil-
ity was being repurposed 
to synthesize fuel for 
nuclear missiles. Such 
action defi es a 2007 
agreement between 
Pyongyang, the United 
States, China, and four other nations 
to shut down the facility. 

To add to this burgeoning sense of 
international hysteria, North Korea 
has also terminated its armistice with 
South Korea, which was enacted after 
the end of the Korean War in 1953. 
Saying that they have entered into a 
“state of war” with the South, offi cials 
from the DPRK have also terminated 
other formal agreements. In barring 
100 South Korean workers—and ship-
ments of necessary materials—from 
getting to the joint Kaesong industrial 
complex across the DMZ, North Korea 
has, at least for now, done away with 
any lingering hopes for Korean unifi ca-
tion. 

Though most observers say that the 

North is not capable of carrying out 
a nuclear strike, and that many of its 
threats are hollow, the United States 
and China have not hesitated to take 
additional actions. As a result, the two 
nations’ somewhat contentious rela-
tionship has experienced a heightened 

sense of cooperation and—in China’s 
case—compliance. Though China is 
suspicious of increased United States 
military action in East Asia, it has not 
made any protests over the deployment 
of warplanes, or the Aegis destroyers. 

This silence could perhaps be a sign 
of China’s growing frustration with 
North Korea, or perhaps China’s re-
cently elected leader Xi Jinping’s fear 
of retribution. Though it is perhaps too 
early in Xi’s term to predict the trajec-
tory of Chinese sentiments towards 
Kim Jong-Un and the DPRK, China was 
swift in its adoption of the United Na-
tion’s sanctions in March. While China 
has backtracked on such agreements 
in the past, it is crucial that they follow 
through with their promises, as sanc-

tions will ultimately be unsuccessful 
without their participation. Even as 
China begins mobilizing troops to the 
bordering Jilin and Liaoning provinces, 
military action is clearly a last resort. 
In a recent meeting with South Korean 
president Park Guen-he, Xi was vocal in 

in his offering of assistance 
to reconcile the relations 
between the two Koreas. 

Also entering into the 
equation is Japan, whose 
fears over North Korea—as 
well as their worries over 
increasing Chinese might—
has led to a growing num-
ber of participants in joint 
US military drills. Buoyed 
by the conservatism of re-
cently instated Prime Min-
ister Shinzo Abe, military 
spending in Japan has in-
creased for the fi rst time 
in eleven years. Further-
more, Abe hopes to trans-

form the 240,000-member Japanese 
self-defense force to become more in-
volved with the United States. In order 
to fulfi ll a more demanding role, Japan 
must call for a broader interpretation of  
“self-defense” in its  postwar Constitu-
tion so that they can shoot down North 
Korean missiles and defend the United 
States. 

While only time will tell the trajectory 
of North Korea’s war mongering, Sec-
retary of State John Kerry will be going 
on an East Asian tour to China, Japan 
and South Korea later this month. The 
United States most certainly will try to 
take the lead in maintaining peace, but 
it is clear that preventing a nuclear cri-
sis is an increasingly collaborative ef-
fort. 

“He’s your problem now.”“He’s your problem now.”
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U.N. Passes Arms Trade Treaty as Middle East Implodes 
by Sofi  Muñoz
News Co-Editor Illegal arms traffi ckers reportedly upset by loss of business

The United Nations made history on 
April 2 when the General Assembly 
passed the Arms Trade Treaty (ATT), 
the fi rst coordinated international ef-
fort to regulate the $70 billion global 
arms trade. Efforts to restrict the sales 
of weaponry began nearly two decades 
ago, but were often vetoed by countries 
that benefi tted from arms sales. Yet 
last Tuesday, the vast majority of mem-
ber-nations, including the world’s larg-
est arms exporter, the United States, 
adopted the measure in what U.N. Sec-
retary-General Ban Ki-moon called, “a 
victory for the world’s people.”  The tal-
ly of votes revealed that the treaty was 
supported by 154 countries; 23 na-
tions chose to abstain and only three 
countries (Syria, North Korea, and Iran) 
voted no.  

The UN’s unprecedented move shows 
just how problematic the arms trade 
has become, particularly the traffi ck-
ing of smaller arms because they are 
cheap to buy, hard to track, and easy to 
transport. Many times, these weapons 
end up in the hands of terrorists, gangs, 
and insurgents; virtually every single 
confl ict you read about in the papers 
has been affected by the proliferation 
of arms. Think about it; where does the 
Democratic Republic of the Congo ob-
tain the AK-47’s it uses to arm child sol-
diers? How do Mexican drug lords arm 
their gangs? How does Al Qaeda supply 
militants with lethal weapons? Groups 
such as these are able to acquire 
weapons largely because there is little 
arms regulation on sales, both legal 
and illegal. The ongoing and increas-

ingly bloody Syrian civil war has been 
greatly exacerbated by Russia’s sale 
of arms to the beleaguered country, 
where it is estimated that over 70,000 
people have been killed. As the United 
Nations Offi ce for Disarmament states, 
“Small arms facilitate a vast spectrum 
of human rights violations, including 
killing, maiming, rape and other forms 
of sexual violence, enforced disappear-
ance, torture, and forced recruitment 

of children by armed groups.”
Though regulating and limiting the 

sale of arms seems like an obvious 
move to promote peace and security 
worldwide, it has taken over two de-
cades for the global community to 
enact the Arms Trade Treaty. Accord-
ing to the New York Times, humani-
tarian groups have been pushing for 
some sort of moral standard to be set 
on arms trade since 1991, and it has 
taken seven years of intense negotia-

tions amongst member states to pass 
the Arms Trade Treaty. Many countries, 
including the United States, expressed 
concern that the treaty would violate 
national sovereignty by regulating the 
sale of domestic weapons, while other 
countries with sketchy human rights 
records, such as Russia, Cuba, and 
China, complained that the document 
could be manipulated for political pur-
poses. Thus, in the words of Australian 

Diplomat Peter Wool-
cott, the ATT is “a very 
good framework to build 
on, but it is only a frame-
work.” 

According to the Huff-
ington Post, “The treaty 
prohibits countries that 
ratify it from exporting 
conventional weapons 
if they violate arms em-
bargoes, or if they pro-
mote acts of genocide, 
crimes against human-
ity or war crimes, or if 
they could be used in 
attacks against civilians 

or schools and hospitals” while also 
requiring signatories to stop weapons 
from being sold on the black market. 
This would mean that countries such 
as Syria would no longer be able to 
import weapons and would make it 
more diffi cult for groups such as Mexi-
can drug cartel Los Zetas from acquir-
ing arms on the black market, which 
would have profound and lasting con-
sequences. Additionally, the ATT calls 
for an international forum to monitor 

arms sales worldwide, evaluate wheth-
er arms could be used for human rights 
violations or crimes against humanity, 
and draw attention to offenders. How-
ever, the issue that perpetually dogs 
any U.N. action, the issue of implemen-
tation and real world application, pres-
ents problems. The U.N.’s power is en-
tirely dependent upon how much power 
its member nations choose to give it. 
The ATT relies on signatory nations to 
essentially level regulations on them-
selves (its not as if a swarm of peace-
keepers are going to swarm Syria and 
halt arms trade). Rather, the success 
of the treaty depends on how commit-
ted the world is to regulating the sale 
of weapons and holding themselves to 
standard higher than making money. 
If the majority of the world is willing to 
implement the treaty, a real difference 
could be made, as international pres-
sure could persuade reluctant nations 
to follow suit. 

The Arms Trade Treaty may have set 
a new precedent in arms control, but 
its success is far from assured. A great 
deal depends on the degree to which 
the treaty is implemented and how 
committed nations are to establishing 
peace and security for the millions that 
are threatened by the proliferation of 
arms. As the world waits for the ratifi ca-
tion of the ATT following the signature 
of at least 50 member states, one can 
only hope that this document will be a 
real force for change, and not just an-
other empty promise. 

Nerdiest Bond villain everNerdiest Bond villain ever
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After two days of negotiating, six 
world powers--the US, the UK, China, 
Russia, France, and Germany--have 
failed to reach an agreement with Iran 
concerning Tehran’s nuclear inten-
tions.

In hopes of reaching a compromise, 
the nations offered Iran decreased 
economic sanctions on precious met-
als and petrochemicals in return for 
compliance with denuclearization ef-
forts. As the nations have been working 
together to curb Iran’s nuclear prolifer-
ation since 2006, and have attempted 
to pass several initiatives since then, 
progress is yet to be seen, and any kind 
of settlement remains unlikely.

The discussion focused on halting 
Iran’s enrichment of uranium to 20%, 
or, in other words, production of higher 
grade uranium that could potentially 

be diverted from use for nuclear fuel to 
create a nuclear warhead. The six na-
tions, fi ve being the permanent mem-
bers (P5) of the UN Security Council, 
have made a variety of demands to-
wards Iran, imploring the country to 
shut down their nuclear enrichment 
facility, Fordo. In an attempt to com-
promise the P5+1 (Germany being 
the +1) suggested allowing Iran mod-
est nuclear capability under strict UN 
supervision. Despite the economically 
crippling sanctions placed on Iran (pri-
marily their oil exports), the country has 
refused any such negotiation and con-
tinues to insist on moving forward with 
their uranium enrichment program.

Iran wishes to be viewed as respon-
sible enough to enrich uranium with-
out being punished with sanctions 
or chaperoned by Western countries. 

Iran smartly argued the hypocrisy of 
countries with gargantuan nuclear ar-
senals advising them on the dangers 
of nuclear weapons, urging nations 
to “recogni[ze] Iran’s right to enrich 
uranium.” Iranian political leaders, 
though typically divided on issues, al-
most unanimously support nuclear 
initiatives and refuse to budge on the 
issue. Iran insists that their nuclear en-
richment is peaceful, and is reserved 
for use as nuclear fuel, and calls for 
greater trust in the nation.

Without a doubt, the world’s currently 
tumultuous tensions with North Korea 
have provoked a more serious review 
of the Iran’s increasing uranium stock-
pile. Both Iran and North Korea seem 
to be wielding their nuclear potential in 
an effort to garner respect and atten-
tion from other nuclear powers, which 

has worked, for better or worse. Fol-
lowing the example that has been set 
by North Korea, Iran has learned that 
by ignoring sanctions and being stub-
born about compromise, they are more 
likely to get what they want than if they 
were to be complicit. Likewise, seeing 
the fear that North Korea has stirred 
amongst the nations, Iran has wit-
nessed a striking example of the power 
nuclear capability could bring.

Talks ended with each state return-
ing to their respective capitals to think 
about how to move forward in the face 
of Iran’s refusal. Though a date has yet 
to be set for any future conference on 
the matter, it is hypothesized that Iran 
is waiting until after their presidential 
elections in June to resume conversa-
tion on the issue.

It is very rare that school teachers 
are associated with words like decep-
tion or scandal, but unfortunately this 
has become the case in the city of At-
lanta, GA. Teachers are typically the 
ones encouraging children not to cheat 
because it is unfair to the other stu-
dents and because they won’t learn 
anything from it; they do not normally 
convince students that cheating is ac-
ceptable. It comes as a surprise, then, 
that for possibly over a decade, teach-
ers of the public schools in Atlanta 
have been involved in a cheating ring 
in order to raise both the test scores of 
their students and their own salaries. 

Last Tuesday, thirty-fi ve teachers 
were called into trial in Atlanta to lower 
their bonds, some of which exceeded 
one million dollars, and decrease or 
eliminate their jail time. When they ar-
rived at the trial, however, it appeared 
as if the judicial system was not com-
pletely prepared to administer justice, 
as most of the accused had their bonds 
signifi cantly lowered. Most notably,  the 
bond of former school superintendent 
Dr. Beverly Hall was negotiated down 
from $10 million to a mere $200,000. 
Furthermore, Dr. Hall need only pay 
twenty-fi ve percent in cash and can 
use her signature to cover the rest.

Although this was the largest na-
tional cheating scandal in history, 
many people disagreed with the high 
bonds set for these educators, mostly 
because it is something completely un-
heard of. One of the lawyers that was 

defending the teachers cleverly stated, 
“I do not think a Cobb County grand-
mother needs one million dollars to 
secure her.” And, to some extent, this 
is true. However, the intention of the 
high bonds was to prevent something 
like this from ever happening again. 
By setting them so high to begin with, 
it was made clear that something like 
this is not acceptable. But, it was un-

realistic to think that the bonds could 
have been kept so high, especially for 
teachers with no other criminal activity.

Another aspect of this trial involves 
the never-ending social issue of racism 
present in the United States. Because 

the majority of the teachers being ac-
cused were black, reports on the trial 
have been questioning whether these 
accusations were based solely on their 
behavior. Reverend Timothy McDonald 
from the group Concerned Black Clergy 
was the fi rst to note this issue. “Look 
at the pictures of those 35,” he chal-
lenged, “show me a white face.” 

Whether or not race will play a role in 

this case remains to be seen. Did these 
teachers commit a crime? Yes, and on 
a very large scale. But it is uncertain 
if these teachers would have faced the 
same same trumped up charges and 
high bonds if they were white. Rever-

end McDonald claims that they 
have seen “deeper crimes with 
much less bond set,” which is prob-
ably true. The racial divide in the 
South has diminished but not dis-
appeared completely, and stories 
like these weigh heavily on black 
communities. 

According to the New York Times, 
if convicted, Dr. Hall could face up 
to 40 years in prison. The black 
community of Georgia would be 
outraged by this ruling, but at this 
point, such an outcome seems 
very unlikely in the trial. However, 
regardless of what happens, this 

scandal in the education system has 
opened the eyes of many in regards 
to the reliability of those who are typi-
cally seen as some of the most trusted 
members of the community. Hopefully 
it will create a more active interest into 
the education system, for there are 
surely many more issues to be found 
and fi xed.

Most recent nuclear arms negotiations fall apart

Atlanta Teachers Cheat, Georgia Still Ranks 48th in the Nation
by Zoe Sakas
Features and List Editor Dozens of administrators and educators arrested 

Iran Takes Notes on Kim Jong-Un’s Masterful Debating Skills 
by Liz O’Malley
Co-Editor in Chief

What do you mean our What do you mean our 
hometown cheats?!hometown cheats?!



page 6  the paper april 10, 2013

FAKER 
THAN

TRUTH

Tourism Reported Down in Syria
Situation grinding to a standstill as sides tire

by Jack McGovern
Staff Debbie Downer

The civil war in Syria has ravaged 
the country for two years. The UN re-
ports that, since March 2011, 70,000 
civilians have been killed in the war. In 
addition, out of a population of 22 mil-
lion, 4 million have been forced out of 
their homes and another million have 
fl ed the country. Rebels have recently 
made gains in the southern part of the 
country, but the government remains 
in control in most of the major cities, 
including Damascus. Small gains by 
the anti-Assad forces are steadily ac-
cumulating, as the U.N. holds secret 
negotiations for a post-Assad Syria. 
However, some commentators see the 
lack of direct intervention in the con-
fl ict as a sign that the there is no end to 
the war in sight. As the confl ict spreads 
beyond its borders, some see Lebanon 
as the country most likely to become 
entangled in it. Both nations gained 
independence from France after World 
War II, and they’ve have had an uneasy 
relationship ever since. 

Two weeks ago, Syria made an air 
strike on rebels taking refuge in a bor-
der in Lebanon, an attack that received 
condemnation from the State Depart-
ment. Foreign policy correspondent 
Conn Halinan, citing As-Safi r, an Arabic 
newspaper in Lebanon, writes how Qa-
tar and Saudi Arabia each vied for their 
candidate to be 
the head of the 
Syrian National 
Coalition (the 
main opposition 
group) and Qatar 
won.

Ghassan Hitto, 
an American citi-
zen, is the newly 
appointed op-
position Prime 
Minster. Sheikh 
Ahmad Moaz 
al-Khatib, the 
most popular op-
position leader, 
quit recently in 
protest, to the 
surprise of many 
Coalition leaders. 
But the interests 
of these two monarchies are just a mi-
crocosm of the more elaborate schem-
ing amidst pro-Assad nations (China, 

Russia, Iran, Iraq), the West, and its 
allies. 

 Russia and China’s vetoes in the Se-
curity Council aren’t preventing a more 
direct form of intervention. The chance 
of an invasion by Turkey, a member of 

NATO, which serves a similar purpose 
to the U.S. as one of Dennis Hopper’s 
gawky henchmen in Blue Velvet- re-
mains possible but unlikely. Western 
apprehension towards more direct 
forms of intervention in the region re-
volves around a fear of what will hap-
pen once Assad is overthrown, a fear 
that the region will become even more 
unstable than it already is. Although 
the U.S. is still calling the shots, so to 
speak, it doesn’t have the infl uence 

that it used to. An 
empire in decline 
will not, naturally, 
be able to as-
sert its power as 
much. The tumul-
tuous happen-
ings in the Arab 
world, in part, re-
fl ect that.

Allegations sur-
rounding a chem-
ical attack in the 
country have 
caused some 
controversy. The 
New York Times 
reports that the 
Russian envoy 
from the U.N., 
Vitaly I. Churkin, 
compared West-

ern demands for investigation into 
the use of chemical weapons to the 
inspections in Iraq ten years ago. Like 

Assad, the Russians know that the U.S. 
is full of it. Why trust them anyway? To 
cope with both the freezing climate of 
their country and the coldness in their 
communist hearts, Russians drink ex-
cessive amounts of vodka because 

they hate liberty. 
Unless the Syr-
ian government 
felt like testing 
out its chemical 
weapons on its 
own forces --Syr-
ian soldiers were 
amongst the 
dead --it is clear 
that rebels were 
responsible. Yet 
the only reason 
the supposed 
chemical attack 

has received so much publicity is sim-
ple: to justify further intervention. 

With roughly 3,500 tons of weap-
ons sent to rebels, the U.S. is fi ghting 
a covert war in Syria. With Egypt and 
Libya, Gaddafi  and Mumbarak were not 
denounced by the U.S. until they were 
overthrown. Although the standard 
strategy entails supporting the dicta-
tor until he is overthrown, then telling 
everyone how much we love freedom, 
the situation in Syria is different. Some 
analysts believe that the West’s indi-
rect involvement in the confl ict reveals 
that they are afraid of who might come 
to power next. Assad’s regime, unlike 
Qadafi ’s (whose son received a PhD 
from LSE and who received praise from 
slick Harvard intellectuals), is not too 
chummy with the West. Assad has not 
been the most obedient dictator but, 
until recently, he has played along with 
the West. When the U.S. responded 
to Assad’s “I’m not a puppet” speech 
by saying that he was “detached from 
reality,” it became clear that he was 
just another teenager being yelled at 
by his parents for hitting the bong too 
hard. If Assad was truly that radical, he 
wouldn’t be in power. At this point, it’s 
no longer a question of whether he will 
stay in power, but more a question of 
whether he will make it out alive. Ei-
ther way, the immediate future of Syria 
looks grim.

by Liz O’Malley and Gibson 
Merrick

Yo, White House tonight?Yo, White House tonight?

Chicago, IL
BB, a silverback gorilla from Lincoln 
Park Zoo, has recently revealed to zoo 
keepers that she is far more capable 
than they initially believed her to be. 
BB was raised in captivity and taught 
sign language from a very young age. 
Now, at age 25, the ambitious middle-
aged ape has a vocabulary equivalent 
to that of a young human adult. BB 
shocked the world when she signed a 
provocative message suggesting hu-
mans kill their leaders and save the 
Earth. Since then, BB has been an ac-
tive member of her community, using 
funds from her recent telethon to take 
deaf children from inner city grade 
schools on nature hikes, and volun-
teering with Green Peace on week-
ends. In our most recent interview 
with this inspiring simian, she hinted 
at a possible city council run on an en-
vironmental platform.
   -LO

Mars, Milky Way Galaxy
Mankind has made its next giant leap 
into space! After years of preparation, 
a group of two dozen human scien-
tists have successfully made their way 
across 340 millions space miles and 
begun the fi rst ever colony on Mars, 
dubbed Colony X. Among the crew 
was one dog, Boner, and a super-in-
telligent chimpanzee, Bananaz, both 
of which underwent extensive training 
on Earth at the Coca-Cola Training fa-
cility in Boise. “Coca-Cola is proud to 
play a part in this super refreshing pro-
gram,” remarked Coca-Cola president 
Mark Weyland before an audience of 
hundreds, cracking open a large Coke 
and raising it to the sky, perspiration 
fl owing. In the coming weeks and 
months, more than thirty Mars-bound 
passenger rockets will depart for Col-
ony X, bringing much needed snacks 
and booze to the growing community. 
   -GM
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Crystal Lake, FL
Eric Ducharme is the proud creator of 
this summer’s hottest fad--mermaid 
tails. When he was a child his grand-
parents took him to an underwater 
theater, resulting in an unquenchable 
infatuation with mermaids. At age 13 
he started his own company called 
Mertailor LLC, crafting mermaid and 
merman tales from garbage bags and 
old fabric. The all American dream 
come true, Ducharme’s entrepreneur-
ial pursuits are still alive and kicking 
a decade later. Available in adult and 
child sizes, as well as a breadth of col-
ors and materials (latex for you cheap 
bitchez and silicon for those devoted 
to the true mer-thug lifestyle), ranging 
from $150-2,500. A certifi ed scuba 
diver, Ducharme can hold his breath 
underwater for four minutes at a time, 
and routinely frequents Florida’s nat-
ural springs. Though his practices in-
vite criticism from local fi shermen and 
passers-by, Ducharme’s website in-
sists that the tails he sells “are as real 
as fi sh you just caught on your boat, 
which are available to every aspiring 
mermaid and merman who dreams of 
life in the sea.”
   -LO

Waterbury, CT
A local Catholic priest has been arrest-
ed for selling over $300,000 worth of 
crystal methamphetamine. Dubbed 
‘Monsignor Meth’ by the press, Father 
Kevin Wallin also bought a sex toy and 
adult video shop in North Haven in 
order to properly launder the money. 
The sixty-one year old priest is ordered 
to be sentenced at the end of June, 
but the prosecution has determined 
that he will spend eleven to fourteen 
years in federal prison. Before resign-
ing as pastor of St. Augustine Parish 
in 2011, he served as secretary to 
(then) Bishop Edward Egan.
   -CO

To Nicolas Cage’s Delight, Bees Are Dying Worldwide
Bee population down another 20%, scientists 
baffl ed and unable to fi nd the cause

by Gibson Merrick
Co-Editor in Chief

You’ve probably heard talk about the 
mysterious ailment that’s been killing 
off bee populations over the last few 
years. Maybe you remember the mis-
leading “Cell Phones Kill Bees!” stories 
that made their rounds on the internet 
last year, maybe you saw Bee Movie on 
HBO, or maybe you haven’t heard any-
thing at all, but at any 
rate, the bees are in 
trouble. Since 2006, 
honeybee populations 
in North America and 
Europe have experi-
enced record fatali-
ties, averaging around 
30% of farmers’ total 
populations. In 2012, 
these numbers dras-
tically increased to 
somewhere between 
40% and 50% on aver-
age, and now two new 
studies link the trend, 
known as Colony Col-
lapse Disorder, to an 
increasingly wide-
spread group of pes-
ticides called neonic-
otinoids. Great news for everybody who 
hates fruit, honey, and fl owers.

The term Colony Collapse Disorder 
came into use late in 2006 and de-
scribes the abrupt disappearance of 
bee colonies that drastically spiked 
around this time. Known by many 
names throughout the history of bee-
keeping, the phenomenon has only 
become signifi cant in recent years, 
prompting the publication of the “CCD 
Action Plan” by the USDA back in 2007. 
The plan called for increased research 
into the causes of the disorder, the pri-
mary goal being the mitigation and pre-
vention of its spread. A bee colony that 
meets the criteria for CCD typically is 
characterized by a number of simulta-
neously occurring conditions: an aban-
doned hive with capped brood (un-
hatched larvae), abundant food stores, 
and the presence of the queen bee, 
all of which suggest the abrupt and 
unplanned disappearance of a hive’s 
population. Where the bees disappear 
to is usually unknown.

Since gaining widespread attention, 
a number of potential factors have 

been proposed as the cause of CCD. In 
response, the U.S. Colony Collapse Dis-
order Steering Committee published 
its fi rst annual report in 2009 ad-
dressing the issue, concluding that “it 
now seems clear that no single factor 
alone is responsible for the malady,” 
citing pathogens, parasitic mites, and 

elevated levels of pesticides as poten-
tial contributing factors. Other theories 
have targeted migratory beekeeping 
practices, malnutrition, and electro-
magnetic radiation, the last of which 
became the source for the exaggerat-
ed claims that cell phone radiation was 
killing bees. In fact, the original reports 
that tested bees’ reactions to phone 
radiation merely noted increased ag-
gravation with prolonged exposure, not 
death. Still, its possible infl uence on 
CCD should not be discounted.

On March 13 and 29, two new stud-
ies were published that cite neonicoti-
noids, a powerful group of insecticides, 
as a strong contributing factor in CCD 
cases. Developed and introduced in 
the late 1990s, neonicotinoids, par-
ticularly the Bayer-developed imidaclo-
prid, are some of the most widely used 
insecticides in the world. The pesticide 
(which is also toxic to mammals), can 
be administered in a number of ways: 
by soil or tree injection, by application 
to the skin of the plant, via treated 
water, or as a pesticide-coated seed 
treatment. Since 2005, use of imida-

cloprid has greatly expanded, roughly 
coinciding with the observed increase 
in bee fatalities in North America and 
Europe. The aforementioned studies 
exposed bee colonies to low doses of 
imidacloprid and allowed the hives to 
naturally progress. “Treated colonies 
had a signifi cantly reduced growth rate 

and suffered an 85% 
reduction in produc-
tion of new queens 
compared with control 
colonies,” concluded 
one of the studies. 
Even worse, “15 of 
16 imidaclopridtreat-
ed hives (94%) were 
dead across 4 apiar-
ies 23 weeks post 
imidacloprid dosing,” 
concluded the other. 
In addition to these 
studies, the European 
Food Safety Authority 
has also published its 
own report on CCD, 
echoing the high risk 
neonicotinoids pose 
to bee populations. 

The USDA will issue its own assess-
ment in May.

The CCD problem is one that affects 
not only bee farmers and honey enthu-
siasts, but everyone. The number of 
crops that rely on bees pollination are 
staggering. Some of the highlights in-
clude kiwi, onions, broccoli, watermel-
on, strawberries, apples, avocado, co-
coa, vanilla, and grapes, among many 
others. If you’ve seen Bee Movie you 
know what I’m talking about. Around 
one quarter of America’s food supply 
depends on honeybee pollination and 
these losses stand to seriously affect 
the price of food. For the consumer. Al-
though these studies are only the fi rst 
in what is sure to be many to follow, 
their conclusions already make a com-
pelling case for the discontinuation 
of neonicotinoids. And while we know 
there isn’t just one solution to the CCD 
problem, this is certainly a great place 
to start.

by Liz O’Malley and Connor 
O’Brien

Background checks NOWBackground checks NOW
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mals. Mice don't get depression. They 
don't get schizophrenia. They don't get 
Alzheimer's disease.” 

Modern wireless technology will aid 
in research, providing a means of prob-
ing the human mind while being mini-
mally invasive. The BRAIN Initiative is 
predicted to boost the economy, stim-
ulating the technology, science, and 
engineering sectors. President Obama 
asserts that, "Ideas are what power 
our economy,” and that in 
studying the human brain, 
“there's this enormous 
mystery, awaiting to be un-
locked.”

BRAIN is comparable to 
the Human Genome Proj-
ect, a $3 billion investment 
in the study of human ge-
netics commissioned by 
President Bill Clinton. The 
project sought to fi nd the 
genetic sequences linked 
with common diseases, 
such as diabetes and can-
cer. According to President 
Obama, the research and 
technology opportunities 
created by the Human Genome Project 
returned $140 to the economy for ev-
ery dollar invested. 

There is much controversy surround-
ing the BRAIN Initiative, including 
much skepticism from scientists who 
question the focus of Obama’s brain 
mapping initiative. Unlike the Human 
Genome Project, which sought to cat-
egorize the entire human genome 
through studying genetic base pairs, 
BRAIN currently has no concrete, fore-
seeably attainable goals. Along with 
open-ended goals, there is also an 

open-ended cost to the brain-mapping 
project, which could be a recurring ex-
pense for at least 15 years before sub-
stantial progress is made.

Dr. Donald Stein of the Brain Re-
search Lab at Emory University argues 
that the concept of being able to “map” 
the functions of the human brain is 
false. Stein suggests that the brain’s 
“geography” does not necessarily line 
up with its “function,” making an accu-

rate map of the human brain an impos-
sible task. BRAIN may indeed be pour-
ing an indefi nite amount of funds into a 
project that oversimplifi es the complex 
nature of neurology. 

Social conservatives are also con-
cerned with the true motives of 
Obama’s brain research project. Lauri 
Bohanan, Staff Orwellian of the Con-
servative Daily News, suggests that 
the “next ‘great’ frontier will include 
the Thought Police.” The government 
will not only have the ability to reach 
into our pockets now, but also into our 

brains.
Fiscal conservatives share qualms 

with scientists regarding the BRAIN 
Initiative, viewing such an open-ended 
project as economic kryptonite in the 
midst of a fi nancial crisis. The current 
total debt at the end of the 2013 fi s-
cal year, including federal, state, and 
local debt, is $20.541 trillion, and is 
projected to increase under the cur-
rent planned budget.

House Majority Leader 
Eric Cantor counters that 
the $100 million invested 
in neurological research 
will be a better use of funds 
than the current $250 
million being invested po-
litical and social science 
research. Cantor recently 
proposed the Kids First 
Research Act, which seeks 
to turn presidential cam-
paigning funds into fund-
ing for National Institute 
of Health pediatric health 
research.

The new investment in 
neurological research will 

hopefully bring the national issue of 
mental health to the forefront, prompt-
ing drug companies to strengthen their 
research in the health sector. In the 
wake of the BRAIN Initiative proposi-
tion, National Institute of Health direc-
tor Francis Collins has deemed Presi-
dent Obama “scientist in chief.” While 
Obama has made great strides with 
the BRAIN Initiative, Mr. Collins, it’s 
probably best not to pull a Nobel and 
give President Obama any  preemptive 
awards. In a shaky fi nancial environ-
ment, focus is integral to success.

Obama’s Policy Initiative a No-Brainer, They Even Have An Acronym
So this is where our tax dollars are going by Ali Glembocki

Comix Co-Editor
This is where President Obama is 

putting your tax money, Dad: major 
neurological research.  The painstak-
ingly titled BRAIN (Brain Research 
through Advancing Innovative Neuro-
technologies) Initiative plans to map 
the “language” of the brain, an organ 
that is still largely unknown to modern 
science.

The National Institute of Health will 
form a “brain trust” of 15 scientists to 
guide the initiative, which will require 
an initial investment of $100 million. 
BRAIN’s slice of the 2014 fi scal budget 
is believed to have a large return on in-
vestment. Over 100 million Americans 
are affected by mental illness, and in-
creased research will begin to ease the 
$500 billion Americans spend each 
year on mental health care costs. 

BRAIN will delve into a laundry list of 
mental conditions, including autism, 
Alzheimer’s, and epilepsy. Research 
will start on the micro level, studying 
how individual neurons affect the big 
picture of neurology. John Donohue, 
neurologist at Brown University, likens 
the current neurological knowledge 
gap to “reading the newspaper at two 
arms' length."

A major roadblock in neurological 
research has been technology. The 
human brain is drastically different 
than those of animals usually used for 
neurological trials, such as mice. The 
wide spectrum of mental illnesses are 
unique to humans, making animal test-
ing limited in its scope. Dr. Christer Nor-
dsted, vice president of neurological 
research at Eli Lilly and Co, comments 
"We've been handicapped by the fact 
that we have been studying diseases 
in animals that don't really exist in ani-

Meet Obama’s new advisorsMeet Obama’s new advisors
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by Monica Cruz
Web Editor

How an internet meme encourages rape culture
While watching hours of shitty Bravo 

reality shows over winter break, I came 
across Shahs of Sunset, a reality se-
ries about rich Persians living in Los 
Angeles. I learned that it is common 
in Persian households for mothers to 
call their sons “doodool tala,” a Farsi 
phrase meaning “golden penis.” This is 
done to instill confi dence in boys about 
their sexual abilities and fertility. 

I realized acts like these, which 
I’ll call “glorifi cation of the D,” have 
cropped up in American culture recent-
ly, especially with the popular meme 
“She Wants the D” that has been mak-
ing rounds on the internet. Examples of 
this include “She liked my status, she 
wants the D,” “She texted me “Heyyy” 
with three y’s, she wants the D,” and “If 
she showers nude, she wants the D.” 
Listen guys, I’m not just a feminist who 
can’t take a joke. But with the issue of 
our nation’s ever-growing rape culture 
and what constitutes as sexual con-
sent suddenly becoming a debatable 
topic, jokes like these only bolster the 
tolerance of rape and blur the boundar-
ies of sexual consent. Not to mention 
the especially huge and harmful im-
pact they also have on young boys.

Last year, the Twitter hashtag #she-
wantstheD became a huge phenom-
enon. Six months later, the video of 
Steubenville High School students jok-
ing about the violent rape of an intoxi-
cated 16-year-old girl hit the Internet. In 

the video, a teenage boy deduces that 
“It isn’t really rape because you don’t 
know if she wanted to or not.” As what 
we can only hope most people are al-
ready aware of, the central idea of rape 

is the blatant disregard of someone 
else’s consent to sex. So yes, “if you 
don’t know if she wanted it or not,” it’s 
rape. Unfortunately, the Steubenville 
rape case produced some fantastic 
examples of our nation’s rape culture. 
And for those who aren’t aware, rape 

culture is when a Steubenville student 
was sent death threats for exposing the 
alleged rapists, which featured boasts 
about the rape. Rape culture is when 
the victim was harassed endlessly for 

pursuing charges against her attack-
ers, being called a “slut” and liar. Rape 
culture is when CNN commentators 
express sympathy for the rapists after 
they were convicted late last month, 
shaming the court’s decision for ruin-
ing the “bright futures” ahead of the 

young football playing rapists. 
And how exactly does this relate to 

some silly meme? Well, joking that if a 
girl liked your status she “wants the D” 
does nothing to assuage this problem 

of rape culture because it makes a 
big joke out of nonconsensual sex.

In our current sexual culture, men  
are almost expected to take the lead 
in heterosexual encounters. The 
media often portrays the guy push-
ing things forward, while the woman 
either silently consents or stops 
things. Leaving out a simple “Is this 
okay?” assumes that the woman is 
down for anything, which is not al-
ways correct. With this reiterated no-
tion of a sexual encounter, boys are 
learning to continue their effort to 
“run the bases,” while their partners 
are given no opportunity to consent 
or not. Furthermore, “She Wants the 
D” tells boys that their penises are 
the absolute best thing ever and girls 
are just dying for it.

“The D” is pretty much America’s 
take on the “doodool tala.” Society 
needs to stop telling women what 
to do to avoid getting raped, instead 
spending more time telling men not 

to rape. 
So please remember boys, us girls 

don’t want the D unless we say it ex-
plicitly. Although your penis isn’t gold-
en, consent is. 

Please Get Your Golden Penis Out of My Face

Blame Blame Sesame StreetSesame Street? You ? You 
decide.decide.
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Offensiveness Council Convenes, Determines “Gay BFF” Not Okay
by Valerie Heinmets
Arts Co-Editor

Even as the case of gay marriage is 
being argued in the Supreme Court, 
hurtful and damaging stereotypes still 
resound that cause much more harm 
than intended. The worst and most epi-
demic of these is the idea of the “gay 
best friend.” Glorifi ed by shows like Sex 
and the City, Will and Grace, and even 
Girls, and perpetuated by bawdy come-
diennes like Kathy Griffi n and Chelsea 
Handler, the idea of having a gay best 
friend has been widely socialized into 
many a cosmopolitan would-be Carrie 
Bradshaw. 

Don’t get me wrong, the urban myth 
of the young, gay man is great. He’s your 
perpetual trendy brunch partner who 
listens to your stories, and accepts your 
bitchiness while dishing it back with fer-
vor. He loves to really let loose with you 
in a way that would make your boyfriend 
shudder, and would like never, ever 
back-stab you 
or compete with 
you like your best 
girl friends can 
do. And most im-
portantly, he will 
always give you 
honest feedback 
about how you 
really look in that 
dress.

Even for a 
group as great 
as the gays, this 
is pretty fanciful. 
Beyond fanci-
ful, it is patently 
false.  

The fi rst prob-
lem lies in the stereotype that exists 
of gay men, a cartoonish image that 

Tired of labels, one hag says enough is enough!
some fulfi ll but many more detest. The 
problem with seeking out this nice, 
idealized homosexual to fulfi ll the hole 
in your life, that should be fi lled with a 
fairy godfather in Prada loafers, is that 
it is misleading and offensive. As with 
any collective group of human beings, 
the defi ning characteristics we assign to 
gay men are, more often than not, false 
and rather arbitrary. It would not be okay 
to fetishize a “black best friend” or an 
“Asian best friend,” seeking out good 
dance abilities and street-smarts or a 
talent for math, so why do we do the 
same thing to gay men and glorify it? 

This version of the “gay best friend” 
is barely recognizable as a friendship, 
functioning on a dramatized view of the 
undying support a gay man can give a 
girl. In its best form, having a gay best 
friend is simply a friendship the way it 
should be, with no middle-school era la-
bels like “best” and “gay” added to the 
front, adjectives that are unnecessary in 
defi ning any friendship. In its worst form, 
it is a status symbol, living proof that you 
have achieved an enviable amount of 
diva that others fl ock to. Why the same 
fascination has not arisen around hav-
ing a lesbian best friend can be boiled 
down to the simplistic image girls are 
given: that gay men intrinsically have 
extra pizazz that will translate to them if 
they become friends. 

Which is ridiculous.
None of this is to knock having friends 

who are homosexuals. I personally have 
many close friends who could be called 

“gay best friends,” but I abhor the label 
and connotations that come with the 
term because it is polarizing to both gay 

men and the people they befriend. For 
one, what happens when a man does 
not fi t all of these outlandish require-
ments we imagine them to have? Many 
men deemed “not gay enough” are left 
in a gray area, not easily identifi able and 
therefore not surrounded by a gaggle of 
girls. But just gay enough to make some 
straight men uncomfortable, plagued by 
the image of what so many gay men are 
deemed to be, but in fact are not. 

Beyond being the fabulous, fi t, young 
homosexual that the media would have 
you believe, gay men are really just men. 
In my many interactions with groups of 
just straight boys and just gay boys of 
varying shades, I’ve noticed very few 
differences. Straight men really don’t 
just sit around and talk about sports 
the whole time, the same way gay men 
don’t just sit around and gossip and talk 
about shoes all the time. In fact I’ve no-

ticed that, especially when both groups 
contain only members of this university, 
the conversation is strikingly similar. 

It’s a shame that 
a stereotype girls so 
lovingly relinquish 
onto their gays 
keep more of these 
interactions from 
happening. Despite 
these setbacks, 
straight girls are of-
ten times the great-
est allies to the gays. 
Just look at how 
many of their pro-
fi le pictures are now 
pink equal signs. 
Not that this isn’t 
great, but so many 
of our versions of 
what a gay man 
should be are inac-
curate and harmful. 

Your gay best 
friend is not your 
platform for social 
justice. He is not 
your gossip partner, 
brunch partner, club 
partner, dance part-
ner, fun arm candy 
accessory, never-be-
seen-alone safety 
blanket. It is not his 

job to pick up the “pieces of your life” 
when you and your boyfriend break up. 
He can’t even legally get married in most 
states, so trust me, he has more prob-
lems than you do. 

Yes, support for the same-sex mar-
riage movement is certainly easier when 
you personally know someone who has 
struggled with the stigma, and criticism, 
that comes with being a homosexual in 
America. However, there is no excuse for 
adding to that stigma that gay men are 
only here to help us shop and give us 
sage and sassy advice when we need it.  

So yes, support gay marriage. And 
support the fuck out of it, because it is a 
civil right that deserves to happen now, 
not in 10 years, and certainly not in 50. 
But in doing so, make sure you are not 
spreading an idea just as vicious as the 
one that gay men are unequal--the idea 
that they’re all the same. 

No more gay BFF?! No more gay BFF?! 
Say it ain’t so!Say it ain’t so!

“I just want someone to go “I just want someone to go 
shopping with.”shopping with.” 

It would not be okay to fe-
tishize a “black best friend” 
or an “Asian best friend,” 
seeking out good dance abili-
ties and street-smarts or a 
talent for math, so why do 
we do the same thing to gay 
men and glorify it?
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Oracle Fathoms Life With His Clone
World rejoices as more disgruntled Irishmen appearby John O’Neill

Deaditor
I have spent innumerable hours 

laying in bed, standing at Mugzs, sit-
ting on the subway or drawing in class 
thinking, “My God, if only there were 
more people exactly like me.” 

Well, with the frequent nature of 
substantial scientifi c advancements, 
maybe this could be more than a mere 
pipe dream. What an idea. Another 
John O’Neill!  An exact replica of this 
charming bard. As a self-declared 
sage and prophet, I imagine that dou-
bling (dare I even fathom tripling or 
quadrupling one day) my presence 
would surely stand to benefi t the 
world community. More drawings, 
more sarcastic comments, more dis-
appointed women, and, of course, 
more borderline psychotic joking sce-
narios and ramblings. People often 
claim that the world is reaching the 
point of overpopulation, but is it over-
population or merely the fact that 
we aren’t populating our globe with 
clones of our fi nest citizens? 

There are a handful of people who 
seem to genuinely enjoy my pres-
ence, while most think of me as a 
sort of odd wallpaper or that kid who 
talks a lot about cities. Life can be 
quite lonely at times, but if I only had 
a clone with my same exact passions 
for living and learning, then I could and 
would all too happily separate from the 
herds of ignorami and retreat to my lair 
for evenings of beer and conversation 
with myself, and perhaps one or two 
others friends (their clones would be 
welcome as well). I could sit on my roof 
with the clone and complain about the 
world and all the people in my life and 

he too could add satisfying and hilari-
ous criticisms. It would be a pity-party 
of the ages! And to think, all of those 
dismal weekend nights where my over-
night partner is all too often my hand, 
now I would have my clone. Yes I said 
it! If I had a clone, I might as well have 
sex with the clone, and what wild sex 

it would be! Being an exact replica of 
myself, surely we could give each other 
valuable criticisms and insights. Also, 
I’ve always wondered what my back 
looks like. 

Instead of Saturday morning break-
fasts alone at Roma, we could eat to-
gether, but get different dishes so we 
could try each others food. I’ve never 
tried their Bolivian lunch, out of fear of 
the cost, but if my clone were to order 
it then I could certainly sneak a free 
sample. Subway rides to work would 
be transformed from my reading hour 

to a time of intense and passionate 
conversation with my literal intellectual 
equal. Instead of writing my thesis or 
any of the fi nal papers that I have been 
sentenced to, my clone could attend to 
them while I scanned OkCupid for pro-
spective dates. Oh the joy if I were to 
have a clone. Instead of going on dates 

and fi nding immediate disappoint-
ment upon seeing the portlier than 
expected date, my clone could serve 
as the scout. Oh and if we ever got so 
lucky again as to fi nd girlfriends, then 
we could always trade when we so felt. 
And lest we forget, my clone could also 
serve as unemployment insurance, 
washing dishes in Brooklyn while I sat 
at home and looked for self-described 
suitable offi ce jobs for myself. Sharing 
a bed means half price on rent!

The clone would indeed be the ac-
cessory of a lifetime. It would provide 

me with so much new stuff to talk 
about and double my artistic output. 
Parties could be devoted to the praise 
of me and the other me, as the two of 
us charmed attendees with tales of 
clonehood and clonery. 

But to think, twice the trouble. I al-
ready fi nd myself in a suitable number 
of sticky situations. Having another me 
would likely just lead to twice the prob-
lems and stress. My wiseass clone 
would feel the liberty to mouth off to 
people in bars and on the bus, but it’s 
a fi fty-fi fty shot to see who winds up 
being the victim of his often drunken 
foolishness. My clone would probably 
be a selfi sh ass, not unlike myself, liv-
ing in a tiny New York apartment with 
just one bathroom. And he’d probably 
hog the shower at the moment when I 
most needed to defecate. 

With my four years at Fordham 
nearing culmination, I imagine it’s 
probably a far better thing for the com-
munity that there was just one of me. 
A clone would be nice, but eventually 
he’d become the friend I hung out with 

too often and then stopped texting or 
calling. Eventually my clone would just 
become another annoying social head-
ache and a bitter memory. The fear of 
running into him would simply be too 
much. I can just picture him/me stand-
ing at the West 4th Street platform one 
day. We would make eye contact, my 
stomach would sink, and I would sprint 
to the opposite level and think “Jeez, 
I forgot about that asshole.” Rest in 
Peace, Clone (Clo’Neill).  

Come to paper meetings!Come to paper meetings!
Tuesdays at 9pm Tuesdays at 9pm 
Rose Hill Commons Rose Hill Commons 
Room 236Room 236
There is nothing to be afraid ofThere is nothing to be afraid of

#clonesonclonesonclones#clonesonclonesonclones
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Let’s Cut Mother Nature A Break For Once
Chance encounter with turkey vulture brings moment of clarityby Peter Lacerenza

Opinions Co-Editor
I was nearly attacked by a bird of 

prey over Easter break. In what seemed 
like an impossible two-second span, 
I found myself chin planting on an ex-
posed boulder after having fl ed the 
advances of the angry turkey vulture. 
I had unassumingly stumbled upon its 
nest while hiking up a formation, and 
Mother Vulture was none too pleased 
to see me. I have a mild fear of winged 
creatures ever since my sister’s boy-
friend told me about this bat that had 
fl own into a girl’s mouth.

After crashing so gracelessly down 
the rocky incline, I could only manage 
to peel myself off of the boulder with 
the help of my friend. As I tried to pull 
myself together after the initial shock, 
the pain coalesced in my upper arm; a 
trip to the emergency room would later 
reveal that I had fractured my humerus. 
I also managed to take out a chunk of 
my chin, a down-to-the-bone gash that 
required twenty some-odd stitches. To 
make matters worse, I’m sure my vul-
ture friend indulged on the fl eshy tidbit 
of my face as I winced through our thir-
ty-minute death march back to the car. 

On the ride home, I stared out the 
window, more or less defeated. It was 
the fi rst time that I had ever felt endan-
gered by the natural world, even though 
development has culled it into the oc-
casional park or reservation. Sure, I 
have been tossed around in the ocean, 
and have suffered from some rather 
unpleasant encounters with cacti, but 
never had I actually felt vulnerable. As 
much as I cursed the bird, the fact of 
the matter was that nature had won: 
human instinct, territorial buzzards, 
and unforeseen treachery had man-
aged to get the best of me. 

But when I thought about it more, 
it was clear that this certainly hasn’t 
been the fi rst time that nature won. 
Although it has always been a force 
that humans have pitted themselves 
against since the dawn of time, it 
seems to have become increasingly 
diffi cult to remember the fact.  

Maybe it is a certain post-modern 
mindset that does this. Though not an 
ascertainable development, issues of 
weather and climate have become lit-
tle more than an inconvenience; some-
thing that might prevent us from going 
about our routine lives.  At no time in 

history has this reality been the case, 
especially in light of recent climatic 
developments that are taking shape 
across the country, and the globe.

In the past year alone, we in the Unit-
ed States have had to cope with record 
droughts, and equally devastating wild-
fi res, two scenarios that undoubtedly 
resulted from 2012 having been the 
hottest year on record. While such top-
ics are certainly not the most enchant-
ing—it is especially diffi cult to meditate 

on Mother Nature’s tough love from 
the comfort of one’s climate controlled 
home—they are tangible reminders 
that we are not playing a waiting game 
with climate change. The truth of the 
matter is that it is already here, hap-
pening before our very eyes, whether 
we like it or not. 

In October, the unthinkable seems to 
have happened. Perhaps as a taste of 
what’s to come, Hurricane Sandy forc-
ibly put the “City That Never Sleeps” to 
a watery rest, inundating the subways 
and subverting the lifeways that we 

have come to not only need, but ex-
pect. While we might be prepared for 
such an event the next time around, 
managing these crises is not so much 
a matter of FEMA funding as it is of cul-
tural conscience and remembrance. 
We can pursue quick-fi xes for now, but 
as strategists look to minimize the ef-
fects of what the NOAA is predicting 
to be an even harsher summer across 
the nation’s midsection, lobbyists in 
the United States are looking to run 

the Keystone XL pipeline right through 
it. When one considers that petroleum 
products from Alberta will have three 
times the amount of greenhouse emis-
sions per capita than oil or natural gas, 
presenting a “game over” situation for 
climate change, this seems like self-
defeating goal. 

North American energy indepen-
dence is certainly more attractive and 
patriotic than relying on foreign provid-
ers, but there is something perverse 
about having the province of Alberta 
prostituting its precious tar sands on 

television ads as the Plains region pre-
pares itself for what might possibly be-
come the second Dust Bowl. 

Perhaps it is something about our 
contemporary mindset that makes it 
diffi cult to internalize the gravity and 

interconnectivity of these matters. I 
sometimes fi nd others—myself includ-
ed—underestimating the ramifi cations 
of their actions, simply based on the 
fact that there will be some unforeseen 
technological panacea down the road. 
But before we get too busy prophesiz-
ing about the Martian colony that will 
save us in the event of a Wall-E type 
doomsday, we must realize that this 
will only happen after some Reagan-
esque initiative delivers us to the Star 
Wars era.

If anything, we are at a point in which 
we are most susceptible to climate 
change. Even though we are able to set 
forth meteorological projections and 
attempt to sustain ourselves in an in-
creasingly complex world, we are truly 
only as good as our power grids. Tech-
nology has certainly made for a lot of 
advances in the fi eld, but it has stripped 
us of our ability to deal with climate on 
a human level, and has made us vul-
nerable in the wake of disasters. While 
we might make it to Mars one day, it 
has taken rather unfortunate encoun-
ter with a turkey vulture to realize that 
it is better that we not disturb the nest.

Sometimes turkey Sometimes turkey 
vultures just likevultures just like
to watch the world to watch the world 
burnburn

Sure, I have been tossed 
around the ocean, and have 
suffered from some rather 
unpleasant encounters with 
cacti, but never had I actu-
ally felt vulnerable. As much 
as I cursed the bird, the fact 
of the matter was that na-
ture had won: human in-
stinct, territorial buzzards, 
and unforeseen treachery 
had managed to get the best 
of me. 
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the paper’s view

Nothing You Do Will Ever Be Good Enough
by Liz O’Malley
Co Editor-in-Chief
1. Cats

Cats are the worst. This is mostly 
because you wish more than anything 
they could just be cool like dogs, like, 
just this one fucking time. I want to get 
to know you, have you excited for me 
to return home, pee out of pure bliss 
just to see me. Instead you take what 
is meant as a touch of affection and 
reject my humble hands, not with dig-
nity or respect, but in a fi t of clawing, 
scratching and gnawing. Unless you 
are hungry, at which point you turn 
into the neediest motherfucker on the 
planet. The only good cats are on the 
internet.
2. Squirrels2. Squirrels

I’ve spent many days watching in 
vain as the majestic squirrels scatter 
from my gaze. They can sense how 
much I would like to pet them, be with 
them, be one of them. They mock me 
with their beady stares from the girth of 
their mighty tree homes, knowing that I 
am not, and never will be, one of them. 

All I ask for is a meager pat. Possibly 
I’ll feed you a french fry. But nay, the 
threat of rabies, 
combined with 
my lack of nimble 
tree climbing agil-
ity, prevents our 
friendship from 
blossoming.
3. Seals

When I fi rst 
heard about 
those men who 
club baby seals 
to death (I don’t 
know why that is 
a thing, but it is) 
all I wanted to do 
is rescue the little 
barking babies 
in a hugging embrace and karate the 
evil dudes to death. But in reality our 
love could never be, for seals have fatal 
bites and bad tempers. Seals eat fi sh 
and that shit festers in their teeth un-

til a bunch of toxic bacteria develops 
and turns an adorable baby seal into a 

lethal weapon. Baby seals, though not 
deserving of clubbing, are also not de-
serving of hugging.
4. Kangaroos

Ay mate, I just wanna feed you a leaf 

and touch your nose. Is that so much 
to ask? Growing up watching things like 

Winnie the Pooh, Rescuers Down 
Under, and Kangaroo Jack, I’ve al-
ways wanted a little marsupial pal. 
But those rascals are fast as shit 
and also pack a wallop if you get 
too close. Kangaroos think they’re 
too cool to chill with some pouch-
less commoner, so usually end up 
hanging out with other Kangaroos 
and boxing all day long.
5. Bears

Have you ever wondered why they 
give us bears to hug as kids, when 
in real life they maul you to death? 
Koala bears, panda bears, brown 
bears, black bears, water bears, all 
bears are awesome, and it’s not my 
fault I’ve been raised to view you as 

snuggly. The Downy bear, Little Bear, 
Bear and the Big Blue House, Winnie 
the Pooh (again), Yogi, Boo Boo & Cin-
dy, The Berenstain Bears, Smokey the 
Bear. So many bears, so little love. 

April Fools, Easter, and Dyngus 
Day have fl own past, but fear not, ye 
of good faith, there are still plenty of 
reasons to celebrate. In fact, while re-
searching for this article (ie: reading 
the fi rst article on Google), we discov-
ered that April is host to a slew of holi-
days, thusly providing us ample occa-
sions to imbibe. 

4/12, Russian Cosmonaut Day
Gather with your friends to celebrate 

the fi rst man in outer space, a Soviet 
named Yuri Gagarin, who incidentally 
set off the space race with the United 
States. He was braver than any of us 
could have been, and probably very 
drunk. In his memory, you can toast to 
Yuri and sing the chorus of the Soviet 
national anthem:

Славься,Отечество,
нашес вободное,
Дружбы народов надёжный оплот!
Знамя советское, знамя народное
Пусть от победы к победе ведёт!

4/14, Reach As High As You Can Day
Yeah, that’s a thing. “Was there ever 

anything you wanted to ‘go for’ but 
felt it was just out of reach? Whatever 
the challenge, if you reach as high as 
you can you might just win the prize.” 
Thanks to its inspiring and uplifting 
message, Reach Day is a holiday just 
waiting to be sarcastically mocked by 
the internet. It’s also a holiday that 
begs you to best your all-time drinking 
record, so reach, reach, reach!

4/16, Stress Awareness Day
Finally, a holiday that understands 

us, the college students. We’re not 
sure how you’re supposed to celebrate 
this holiday, but holy shit I have so 
much work to do...I forgot to read four 
chapters of Invisible Man and write a 
two page paper...I gotta go.

4/17, National Haiku Day
Writing a haiku
Surely deserves its own day
Way to go Japan

You write a Haiku
It is as simple as that
April 17th

4/20, 420
420 is fun for those of you who don’t 

typically smoke weed because it gives 
you an excuse to enjoy nature’s great-
est gift, and also fun for the rest of us 
because it gives us an excuse to enjoy 
nature’s greatest gift.  Anyone can par-
take, so long as they are willing to throw 
in and aren’t annoying about the cyph. 
Circle up and take a day to celebrate 
Reggae, nachos, and friendship. In the 
tradition of our foresmokers, light up 
in every imaginable way from dusk till 
dawn. Don’t forget to bring a towel.

4/22, Earth Day
Earth Day rules because it reminds 

us that there are many ways to con-
serve year round. By separating your re-
cyclables, cutting down on the amount 
of plastic you use by buying a Nalgene, 
or even doing something as simple as 
shutting the lights off when you leave a 
room, you can give back to mother na-
ture (or at least not take so much from 
her). Also, an excuse to skip class and 
enjoy the outdoors.

4/26, Hug An Australian Day
Wait, what? Who designs a holiday 

around a single hug? What if you don’t 

know an Australian? Why don’t we 
have “Hug a Chinese Person Day,” 
“Hug a Brazilian Day” or “Hug a Nor-
wegian Day?” This holiday sucks.

4/27, National Prime Rib Day
Now there’s a good idea, holiday 

chasers. Who the hell doesn’t love 
prime rib? Although it’s sad to think 
about how many cows probably die 
for this holiday, it speaks to us as a 
species that we can dedicate a whole 
day to the consumption of other ani-
mal parts. What that says about our 
species, I’m not sure, but BBQs go 
great with beer.

4/30, National Honesty Day
We conclude April on National 

Honesty Day. Today is the day! Tell 
your girlfriend you’re cheating on 
her, admit that you were the one who 
stole the cookies from the cookie jar, 
let your roommate know how you re-
ally feel about her favorite sweater! 
Honesty is always the best policy, 
and what better way to honor hon-
esty than by revealing our deepest 
darkest insights to let the world know 
what we really think. 

“The only good cats are “The only good cats are 
on the internet.”on the internet.”

Some animals are just never going to love you back
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Dear Diary, Today I Shot My Boss
Work excursions to the paintball trenches are apparently a thingby Stephanie Colombini

Earwax Editor
. Ever since I was a little kid, going 

paintballing has been pretty up there 
on my bucket list. This week, I’m happy 
to say I checked it off at last.  After years 
of watching my brother go off with all 
the boys to run around the woods and 
play with guns shooting pretty colors 
while I had to like, get my nails done 
or something, I fi nally got my chance to 
see what it’s like.  Verdict: 
AH-mazing.  

It was a random get-
together to say the least 
– I went with people from 
the restaurant I work at 
in Westchester.  Servers, 
bus boys, hostesses, and 
bosses all joined together 
for the fi rst time on a fi eld 
trip.  I woke up anxious 
(and hungover) at 7:45 
Wednesday morning for 
a journey up to Patter-
son, New York.   I knew 
absolutely nothing about 
paintball, and was worried 
about holding my ground 
around the aggressive 
boys.

As we stood around 
dressing ourselves in 
layers of baggy sweats, 
feeble attempts to soften 
the blows of the bullets, I 
sized myself up amongst 
my competition.  I was sat-
isfi ed to determine I was somewhere 
in the middle: more aggressive than 
the girly girls, but more afraid of get-
ting shot than my hard-ass boss; faster 
than the cigarette smokers, but less 
athletic than the ironman-wannabes.  I 
was out to prove myself. I didn’t want 
to just say I went paintballing; I wanted 
to say I kicked ass, which I did…sorta.  

Our referees were everything I’d 
imagine paintball park employees to 
be: long-haired, gauged, and super 
chill.  We spread out on a fi eld, a horn 
blew, and suddenly I was running for 
my life in a sea of neon pink and yel-
low bullets.  I sprinted almost all the 
way down the fi eld (not that I had any 
depth perception at the time) and took 
cover in a bunker.  My heart raced with 
adrenaline as I shot like a madwoman 
at several opponents, completely un-

aware if I was actually hitting them 
amidst the bombardment of shrapnel 
and paint splatter.  Everyone warned 
me getting shot would hurt, and they 
were right.  My fi rst taste was a stray 
bullet that grazed my unprotected 
knuckle:  MOTHERF&%@R!!!!! 

Only shots that broke eliminated you 
from the game.  This means the bul-

let has to explode on your body, which 
doesn’t always happen – sometimes it 
just bounces off.  Still hurts like a bitch, 
but it keeps you in the game.  I lasted 
an amazingly long time and impressed 
the ref with how many people I took 
out, but fi nally got taken down by a bul-
let to the goggles. Oh yeah, we were all 
wearing suffocating Darth Vader face-
masks.  Our instructors implored us to 
keep them on at all times: “If a paint-
ball hits you in the eye, your eyeball lit-
erally explodes.”  No further reminders 
were necessary. 

Amped up from my not-too-shabby 
performance in the fi rst round, I was 
eager to take some more people out 
in the next course.  I also had a burn-
ing desire to climb all over the cool ob-
stacles.  My team’s ref had the perfect 
suggestion: a rocket with a ladder to an 

upper level, from which I could safely 
snipe down my opponents.  It was up in 
the rocket that I realized paintball was 
the perfect place to discover individu-
al’s true characters.  

Under the threat of gunfi re, a man 
reveals what kind of person he truly 
is.  There is the timid type, who spends 
the game running for cover, concerned 

only with avoiding the painful bullets, 
shooting aimlessly only in defense - 
sometimes even surrenders!  Most of 
us would never do that, though.  Most 

people want to at least say they gave it 
a shot, it is a game after all.  

On the offense, there is the preda-
tor, who runs fearlessly through the 
streaming bullets seeking to kill his 
prey from point-blank range.  In my 
case, this guy was a scrappy bus boy 
who always seemed to take me out in 
the end.   In the last course, I ran for 

cover under a bunker behind which he 
was hiding.  Before I could even get my 
bearings, his gun was over the bunker 
and fi ring into my leg.  You can practi-
cally see the paintball logos in the two 
monster welts the attack left above my 
knee.  

So what kind of paintball person am 
I?  I consider myself a crouching tiger.  

I would fi nd a place to hide 
myself, and patiently snipe 
people from long distanc-
es.  Maybe I didn’t always 
get the last shot or the big 
enemy, but I helped my 
team by taking out extrane-
ous opponents, freeing up 
the fi eld for the more ag-
gressive players.   I prided 
myself on hitting sharp tar-
gets through windows and 
tree branches.  My selfi sh 
desire to hide and protect 
myself sometimes allowed 
me to make it through a 
round unscathed, but kar-
ma would always catch up 
with me in another round, 
when opponents took ad-
vantage of my sitting duck 
status with a kill shot.

The adrenaline rush and 
power trip of fi ring a load-
ed weapon is positively 
addicting – I HAVE to do it 
again.  For people who say 

violent games like paintball and shoot-
ing video games encourage bad behav-
ior in the real world, I say kiss my ass 
– the experience was a perfect way to 
let off steam in a safe, controlled envi-
ronment.  I was in such a good mood 
when I was done, all negative thoughts 
temporarily melted away.    

I ended the day high on life, and re-
ally proud of my overall performance.   I 
was on the same team as my bosses, 
so I never got to take them out, but I did 
get the pretty-boy guido with a stud in 
his ear twice, so that was cool.  He, like 
everyone, was a great sport the whole 
time, which is necessary in paintball.  
We beat the crap out of each other and 
all woke up the next day resembling 
Smurfs - but we all agree it was totally 
worth it.

We’re pretty sure it looked We’re pretty sure it looked 
something like thissomething like this

If a paintball hits you in the 
eye, your eyeball literally ex-
plodes. No further remind-
ers were necessary.
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When I fi rst found out that Roger 
Ebert passed away, I initially thought 
to myself, “I’m going to miss his Face-
book posts.” That might sound like 
a slight against someone who rede-
fi ned fi lm criticism and took it to iconic 
places, but really, it’s an appreciation 
for all of his worldly interests, Internet 
and social-media savvy, and ultimately 
strong and motivating passion for fi lm.

Ebert died with 46 years of fi lm criti-
cism to his name, 31 of them on televi-
sion, mostly with his good friend Gene 
Siskel. Together, sitting in an empty, 
old-fashioned movie theater, the com-
peting Chicago newspaper critics made 
movie watching more than just, “I liked 
it,” “That was dumb,” or “It was cute.” 
They engaged with fi lms, analyzing silly 
sequels like Jaws: The Revenge to dis-
cuss the logical fl aws with a camera 
capturing a shark’s point of view from 
above the water, or why Michael Caine 
had a dry shirt after getting out of the 
water are some serious, illogical mis-
haps. For many people who couldn’t 
head to the theater, their banter would 
oftentimes suffi ce.

Of course, their fi ve-minute reviews 
could also trod on your heart just as 
easily. When you love a fi lm and you 
don’t know precisely why, Ebert, like 
many critics, could help articulate that 
for you, but he could just as easily tear 
it to shreds. “No good fi lm is too long 
and no bad movie is short enough,” he 
said. When Siskel passed away, Ebert 
found a somewhat sturdy replacement 

in Richard Roeper, continuing “At The 
Movies” through 2008 as a worthy 
substitute. “Ebert and Roeper” was 
once the only thing I knew about fi lm 
criticism, their names plastered over 
billboards and bus frames, always giv-

ing “two thumbs up,” sometimes “way 
up.” My naïve mind thought all Ebert 
did was just give fi lms a point with an 
appendage.

He still worked for the Chicago Sun-
Times, but he was really a national crit-
ic. His prose had such a nice blend of 
intellectual thoughts and personal re-
fl ections, which invited his widespread 

readership. Eventually he made his own 
webpage, a digital forum that housed 
his reviews and opinions. He didn’t just 
write about fi lm though. He posted vid-
eos, essays, articles, and anything else 
about the world that fascinated him to 

his blog. As I 
researched 
the decline 
of celluloid 
fi lm within 
the industry 
last year, he 
affi rmed my 
trade journal 
searching by 
writing, in 
essence, a 
love-letter to 
celluloid fi lm 
and his dis-
appointment 
in its slow 
evaporation. 
He most re-
cently post-
ed about 
the Earth’s 
w a r m i n g , 

gun control, and the latest YouTube 
fads, further enriching and spreading 
the voice that physically left him sev-
eral years ago.

It was really through those Face-
book posts that he opened up a world 
of cinematic knowledge for me, and 
consequently boosted many writers’ 
page counts by sharing their work. He 

led me to Jim Emerson, a former critic 
who writes a rich fi lm blog, and sadly is 
also dealing with health complications. 
He promoted his “Far-Flung Corespon-
dents,” writers from all over the world 
with thoughtful and intriguing per-
spectives and essays on recent fi lms. 
He made me feel like an intellectual 
when he’d post articles from The Paris 
Review or The Atlantic, which I’d sub-
sequently share and pretend that I’d 
found in my own daily web scanning. 
As Ebert couldn’t speak, eat normally, 
or walk, reading and writing were some 
of his only fulfi lling outlets, and he was 
nice enough to share them with us.

It will now be strange not fi nding him 
on my newsfeed, or seeing his outdated 
picture on Rotten Tomatoes anymore. 
Like many, that was where I felt I knew 
him, through his writing, his critiques, 
and his book of four-star reviews sitting 
on my desk.

But Roger, I’ve still got a bone to pick 
with you. You gave one of my favorite 
comedies Old School one star and in 
part of your review bluntly stated, “this 
is not a funny movie.” I think you were 
completely wrong, but I want to thank 
you for eliciting such a pessimistic, 
insane opinion. I never had to defend 
“Old School” to anyone. I wanted to 
after I read your review. Part of loving 
something is defending it. Ebert knew 
that better than anyone.

Two Thumbs Way Up For Industry Great
Movie critic Roger Ebert passes away at age 70by Jake Kring-Schreifels

Staff Rotten Tomato

See you at the bigSee you at the big
movie theater inmovie theater in
the sky, buddythe sky, buddy
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Who: Mika
Where: Music Hall of Williamsburg
When: Friday, Apr. 12
How Much: $35
Why: Mika has been hailed by some 
as the second coming of Freddie 
Mercury, and he probably comes 
closer to actually earning this title 
than any other performer today. At 
the intimate Music Hall of Williams-
burg, his energy and talent are sure 
to put on a show that will be impos-
sible to forget.

Who: Wavves, FIDLAR
Where: Shea Stadium
When: Friday, Apr. 12
How Much: $18
Why: Because you’ve got to treck 
your punk ass out to Brooklyn to see 
the best of the West and East Coast 
lo-fi . Bring cheap beer and sneakers 
for taking on mosh pits, the man, 
and  angst in general. 

Who: Born Ruffi ans
Where: Bowery Ballroom
When: Tuesday, Apr. 16
How Much: $15
Why: When was the last time you 
satisfi ed your inner quirky indie 
fan?  The adorable Canadians who 
helped make the cutest cover of 
Beyonce’s “Countdown” I’ve ever 
heard are touring for their upcom-
ing album Birthmarks, and man can 
you get your fi x. Not solely for the in-
die fan, Born Ruffi ans know how to 
rock when they get down to it. 

Who: Macklemore & Ryan Lewis, 
Flosstradamus 
Where: Columbia University 
When: Sunday, Apr. 14
How Much: Free
Why: Put your college-aged looks 
to good use and head down to an 
Ivy League university’s version of 
Spring Weekend. Heavy on funds 
and low on administrative nay-
saying, Columbia is bringing in col-
lege bro favorite Macklemore to rap 
about thrift shopping and trap fore-
front group Flosstradamus because 
they have to get all those nerds 
dancing somehow. 

During my time working on the paper,
I feel like I’ve made something of an ef-
fort to help our readers get to know a 
little bit about me.  I have spoken often 
about my love of movies, as well as the 
fact that I would rather spend time with 
food than most of the people I know.  
However, there 
is one major as-
pect of my per-
sonality that I 
have never men-
tioned in my ar-
ticles, and I feel 
it would be an 
injustice not to 
write about the 
strongest belief 
I hold: Kather-
ine Heigl is the 
worst human 
who has ever 
walked the face 
of the Earth.

Let me be 
clear: if some-
one were ever in 
debt to me, and 
offered me  the 
chance to have 
anyone I wanted 
killed (much like 
Arya Stark in season two of Game of 
Thrones), I’m pretty sure Katherine 
Heigl would be at the top of my list.  It’s 
a pragmatic decision; she’s a much 
more accessible target than Kony or 
any other warmonger, although in my 
book she’s of the same caliber.  Let me 
explain.

Heigl really made a big splash when 
she appeared in Knocked Up, a movie 
which went on to achieve considerable 
critical and commercial success.  But 
all that success was not able to stop 
Heigl from making highly hypocritical 
comments that, at the very least, made 
her sound pretty ungrateful to Judd Ap-
atow for casting her in a movie that al-
lowed her to achieve notoriety beyond 
television’s worst show (we’ll get to 
Grey’s later).  She was quoted in Vanity 
Fair calling the fi lm “sexist” and that it 
“paints women as shrews, as humor-
less and uptight.”  These comments 
obviously pissed a lot of people off, 
and the media had a fi eld day.  Natu-
rally, Heigl bullshitted an excuse where 

she claimed she intended for her com-
ments to “encourage other women . . . 
not to take that element of the movie 
too seriously.”  What?

Call me crazy, but portraying a 
woman who is brave enough to keep 
the child she conceives from a night 

of drunken sex, and steps up to the 
plate to try and maintain a civilized re-
lationship with the father for the sake 
of the kid, is a lot more admirable role 
for a woman to play than some chick 
who sits at a fucking desk all day long 
pining for her boss and daydreaming 
about getting married (27 Dresses). Or, 
for that matter, a woman who crumbles 
under pressure of basic work assign-
ments and handles guns like she’s 
picking up a dead cockroach off the 
fl oor even as she’s being shot at (Kill-
ers).  But I digress,  and I’m also not 
a woman, so I won’t speak as if I am 
one.  But I will say, from my perspec-
tive, the fi lm roles she seems  drawn to 
nowadays degrade women a lot more 
than her character in Knocked Up ever 
could have.

Now let’s talk about all the drama 
Heigl caused while on Grey’s Anatomy. 
I never followed the show, but when 
there was kerfuffl e around her rejecting 
an Emmy nomination and blaming it on 
her writers, I took notice.  The rumors 

(that Heigl and her team seem to have 
made every effort to bury) involved Hei-
gl rejecting ABC’s plan to put her up for 
consideration for another Emmy nomi-
nation, on the grounds that her writers 
had not given her enough screen-time 
or good enough material to deserve 

a nomination.  
The writers, 
who were obvi-
ously offended 
by such a prima 
donna move, 
decided to ac-
c o m m o d a t e 
Heigl’s request 
for more screen-
time in the most 
badass way pos-
sible: they gave 
her character 
a terminal ill-
ness.  Hats off 
to these writers 
for not taking 
any shit, and for 
reminding all of 
Hollywood not 
to fuck with your 
writers.  

Heigl endured 
her time as a 

dying woman, but, like a true asshole, 
fought her way out of her contract and 
bailed on the show altogether.  Unfortu-
nately, her character did not get killed 
off.  You’d think that her saga of saying 
hypocritical things about her own ca-
reer decisions would have ended, but 
no.  Heigl stated in 2012 that she re-
grets her decision to leave Grey’s Anat-
omy, and hopes that the producers will 
ask her to return at some point.  

Good job, Heigl. Good job. 
Katherine Heigl has inexplicably 

managed to maintain relevance and 
fame despite the fact that she has con-
sistently demonstrated that she is un-
grateful for the amazing opportunities 
she has had throughout her career, as 
well as the fact that she is, in the most 
basic form, a hypocrite. The level of un-
abashed selfi shness and disregard for 
the feelings of others that she achieves 
is pretty remarkable.  So remarkable, 
in fact, that I’m rather surprised she’s 
never had a career in reality television. 

Why Katherine Heigl Is Worse Than the Taliban
by Will Speros
Opinions Co-Editor Ruining the world one bitch fi t at a time

SHOWS

Welcome to Hell, y’allWelcome to Hell, y’all
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What: Free Pizza Sketch Show
Where: The Blackbox (Back door of 
Collins)
When: April 12-13, 8:00
How Much: Free
Why: I don’t think I can advocate for 
FET (Fordham Experimental Theater) 
enough. They’re all hilarious, and Free 
Pizza is the closest you’ll get to SNL 
without leaving campus. Honestly, 
they’re basically campus celebs at 
this point. Shhh, don’t think. Just go.

What: Battle of the Bands
Where: Rodrigue’s Coffee House
When: Friday, April 12, 7:00
How Much: Free
Why: Battle of the Bands is known for 
being fast-paced and a ton of fun. It’s 
ten student bands all playing 20 min-
ute sets, and you vote for who gets to 
open for Grouplove on Spring Week-
end. The  show starts at 7:00 and 
goes on for a while, so stop by any 
time, support your friends, and hear 
some great new music.

What: The Shape of Things
Where: Collins Auditorium
When: April 11-14, 8:00 (Sunday at 
2:00)
How Much: $5 with student ID (Free 
on Thursday)
Why: We may not live in New York’s 
center for the performing arts like 
our friends at Lincoln Center, but the 
Mimes and Mummers do a pretty 
good job of making up for it. Their lat-
est show is playing this weekend from 
Thursday to Sunday, and they’ve yet 
to disappoint.

What: The Pillowman
Where: The Blackbox
When: April 18-21, 8:00 (Sunday at 
2:00)
How Much: Free
Why: Directed by Tim Bridge and 
Shannon Morrall, this play centers 
around a writer accused of several 
gruesome child murders. Ideal fi rst 
date material, right? Really, though, 
The Pillowman sounds fantastically 
creepy, and defi nitely worth seeing. A 
word of advice to you all: since it’s the 
Blackbox, get there early. It’s a small 
place.

Danger! Spoilers ahead!
Remaking a movie is tricky business. 

Nine times out of ten, nobody wants 
the thing remade in the fi rst place. Ev-
erybody else hopes the movie will be 
great, even when they know it probably 
won’t be. In the case of the Evil Dead
remake, I fell into the latter category, 
hoping for months that the new fi lm, 
which calls itself  “the most terrifying 
fi lm you will ever experience,” would at 
least deliver marginally on that prom-
ise. Well, the day fi nally came and 
when the credits started to roll, I cer-
tainly wasn’t disappointed, but I wasn’t 
all that pleased either.

I’m pretty biased when it comes to 
the Evil Dead franchise. Evil Dead II
might be my favorite horror movie of all 
time, and for those who have seen it, 
it’s not hard to understand why. Manic 
violence, splatstick comedy, and Bruce 
Cambell...that fi lm 
has it all. In remak-
ing The Evil Dead, 
director Fede Al-
varez (who gained 
Youtube fame as 
the director of the 
Uruguayan short 
fi lm Panic Attack!) 
took on a behe-
moth, and the end 
result was mixed. 
The fi lm gets off to 
a shaky start (and I 
mean really shaky) 
with an oddly acted 
hillbilly immolation. 
After, we’re intro-
duced to our fi ve 
twenty-something 
leads, Mia, her 
brother David and his girlfriend Nata-
lie, and close friends Eric and Olivia. 
They’ve arrived at the archetypal cab-
in in the woods, hoping to kick Mia’s 
heroin addiction with a game of cold 
turkey. Our introduction to these char-
acters is oddly paced and, with the 
exception of Mia and sometimes Eric, 
every actor is terrible (not in the good 
way). There’s a great scene where Mia 
tells her brother there’s a demon in 
the room with them, and actress Jane 
Levy manages to evoke a little of Shelly 
Duvall in The Shining, which I have to 
give her props for. After some shoddy 

character development scenes, our he-
roes stumble upon everybody’s favorite 
book of the dead, the Necronomicon 
(which curiously is never addressed 
by either of these titles). Passages are 
read from the book, evil is unleashed, 
and Evil Dead starts to fi nd its footing.

The rapid transformation of these 
characters into the rotting, slimy, self-
mutilating deadites highlights the re-
make’s biggest strengths: its makeup 
and special effects. I had heard going 
in that no CGI was used to fi lm this mov-
ie, and while that’s not entirely true, Al-
varez does a truly admirable job work-
ing in as many bloody, nasty practical 
fx shots as possible. In an age where 
computer-generated blood geysers and 
green screen mutilation are the norm, 
it’s more than a little satisfying to 
watch our Urban Outfi tters-clad leads 
be possessed, stabbed, and murdered 

in a way that doesn’t entirely take you 
out of the movie. Without the practi-
cal effects, Evil Dead would be damn 
near unwatchable, and I sincerely hope 
more horror fi lmmakers will follow Alva-
rez’ lead in these departments.

The other place Evil Dead excels in is 
its blood drenched fi nale, which is eas-
ily the best part about the entire thing. 
The scene (which I won’t spoil here) is 
completely different from the original 
and manages to redeem what was, 
up until that point, a mostly unremark-
able experience. I also appreciated the 
fi lmmaker’s willingness to depart from 

the source material and add in new 
scenes, characters, and kills, precisely 
because so many remakes simply re-
tread what’s already been done with-
out adding new to the experience. All 
that said, “terrifying” it is not.

The movie falters a bit between its 
two strongest sections, adding need-
less explanatory dialogue that, in many 
places, contradicts what’s already been 
established in previous installments. 
And assigning a designated sequence 
to the deadifi cation process (and puri-
fi cation process, which shouldn’t exist 
but sure), takes away from the chaotic, 
unpredictable style that made the origi-
nals so fun and great. Evil Dead could 
have also benefi ted from a greater vari-
ety of evil forces (remember the laugh-
ing deer head from Evil Dead II?), rather 
than just relying on deadites, but since 
the original kept to these creatures I 

can’t fault to 
Alvarez for 
sticking to 
them too.

Ultimately, 
I found the 
good and 
bad of Evil 
Dead to bal-
ance itself 
out. I respect 
Alvarez for 
his effort 
because it’s 
obvious he 
has a lot of 
respect for 
the source 
material, and 
when the fi lm 
works, it’s 

pretty good. When it doesn’t, it’s not. 
But the movie is certainly better than 
the majority of Hollywood’s lifeless re-
makes, if only for the reasons I’ve listed 
above. Still, that doesn’t mean Holly-
wood should keep remaking classics 
(how about remaking terrible movies 
that can only get better?) If you’re a die 
hard Evil Dead fan, go in with lowered 
expectations and you might fi nd some-
thing to like, but probably not. And as a 
stand alone fi lm, the movie works even 
less. Not surprisingly, I’ll stick to the 
original.

Cutting Your Own Face Off is So Passé
Evil Dead leaves gore fan dissatisfi ed by Gibson Merrick

Co Editor-in-Chief
EVENTS

Too much yammer, not enough exposed Too much yammer, not enough exposed 
skullskull



This may come as no shock to most 
people that I, the Comix editor, am a 
huge otaku, so of course I jumped at 
the opportunity to see the new Studio 
Ghibi fi lm, From Up On Poppy Hill.  For-
tunately there have been pre-release 
showings of the fi lm in artsy-fartsy in-
die theaters throughout Manhattan 
- one being the conveniently situated 
Film Society of Lincoln Center.

I went into the theater on my lone-
some, without a clue as to what this 
fi lm had in store. I was mostly indulg-
ing my art nerdyness to see the beauti-
ful Studio Ghibi animation on the big 
screen.  I was certainly not disappoint-
ed - well, for the most part.

The fi lm told the story of Umi, a young 
girl who lives by a picturesque bay in 
Japan during the early 1960s.  Every 
day she raises fl ags overlooking the 
bay, in memory of her father.  At school, 
she tentatively starts a friendship with 
Shun, a young boy on the school’s 

newspaper.  Both set out to save their 
school’s club house from demolition.  
The fi lm has all the classic Studio Ghibi 
tropes: a strong female lead and femi-
nist undertones, picturesque scener-
ies, a whiff of environmentalism, and 
young romance.    

This fi lm is most satisfying in its rich 
environment and exquisite animation.  
It seamlessly blends the natural beauty 
of a bay town with a sprawling Japa-
nese city.  The club house combines 
whimsical colors and architecture 
to create a fantasy-like environment 
bathed in sunlight through stained 
glass windows. 

Though I might sound like a preten-
tious art snob, I very much prefer the 
hand-drawn, carefully rendered anima-
tion that Studio Ghibi produces com-
pared to anything being made here in 
America. For me, their animation is al-
ways a breath of fresh air compared to 
western animation (*cough* Pixar).   

Part of what I enjoy most about 
Studio Ghibi’s fi lms is how there will 
always be something surprising or un-
usual about their stories. However, I 
didn’t feel this way about Poppy Hill.  

The plot was simple – perhaps a little 
too simple for my taste – though it was 
nice for what it was.  There was nothing 
particularly surprising about the plot 
itself, I predicted most of it from the 
start of the fi lm and felt like I had seen 
this plot before, but the way it was pre-

sented and the setting it was situated 
in was uniquely refreshing. 

One thing that I particularly liked 
about this pre-showing is that it was 
still in Japanese with English sub-titles. 
The English dub of this fi lm will not be 
out on regular release until 2015, so 
it was a huge treat to get to see it in 
Japanese before then.  If anything, I felt 
the experience was enriched by having 
the fi lm in its original language (sorry to 
sounding pretentious yet again).

It is worth catching this fi lm in the-
aters, especially at its now discounted 
price at the Film Society of Lincoln Cen-
ter. So while I can only hope one of our 
readers follows my advice and goes 
to see From Up On Poppy Hill, what I 
do know for sure is that I’m defi nitely 
a pretentious art major, and this fi lm 
presented me a great opportunity for 
nerding out.  
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One fi ne Sunday afternoon I texted 
my clone to go on a date but tragically 
he was occupied. My second date plan 
did succeed however, so me and editor-
in-chief Gibson Merrick took the bleak 
walk from Fordham library gate down 
to Applebee’s on Third Avenue. Apple-
bee’s is an American tradition turned 
Bronx treat stuffed with as much good 
times propaganda and sports images 
as anyone could ever hope to see. I felt 
as though I was at some sort of sec-
ond world mall with all of the poorly 
photoshopped patriotic Bronx themed 
laser imaged murals that abounded in 
the two story space. Also much like the 
second world, there were an abundant 
number of people in uniform, but few of 
them doing much of anything. We took 
a seat at the bar and waited a good ten 
to fi fteen minutes before the bartender 
even noticed the two Adonis’s had ar-
rived.

Upon fi nally being served, we sat and 
had an enjoyable talk about fi lm as 
we looked around the interior space. 
Although the modernist structure that 
the restaurant is located in was built 
fairly recently and out of brick and con-
crete, the interior had an abundance of 

exposed stone wall next to the afore-
mentioned patriotic murals. To quench 
our appetite, we ordered an appetizer 
of mozzarella sticks. They were fried 
and crispy and came with a marinara 
dipping sauce. The sauce tasted a lot 
like tomatoes with possibly another 
thing added to it in order to make it 
more akin to marinara. We were ex-
cited to eat them and defi nitely wanted 
to eat cheese but ultimately thought 
they may have passed the realm of too 
cheesy. We continued to sit at the bar 
and wait for our drinks.

Eventually the drinks came and we 
thanked the bartender for her service. 
We sat on the comfortable leather 
stools and drank our drinks. The leath-
er was brown and fairly pleasing to the 
eyes. My ass was particularly comfort-
able when sitting on the brown leather. 
The margaritas came in large glasses 
made of clear glass. I don’t know if this 
had any sort of effect on the taste, but 
I did enjoy the drink. The margarita was 
very sweet and came with ice. Luckily 
for us, we ordered the glasses to be 
salted at the rim. The salt provided a 
nice salty accent to the otherwise sug-
ary drink. I thought extensively of my 

desire to be with my clone as I drank 
my margarita and looked at Gibson’s 
large hairy head. Gibson was a good 
companion, although not as good as 
my clone. I suspect that if I had gone 
to Applebee’s with my clone then we 
would have been served sooner than 
we were with Gibson’s offensive face 
gruff.

The margaritas were suffi ciently 
strong and the two of us had a pretty 
good buzz upon drinking them and fi n-
ishing our mozzarella sticks. As I stared 
at Gibson I remembered that it has 
been months since I last had sexual 
intercourse. I also remembered that I 
hadn’t been gambling since this August 
when I went on a fun trip to Northwest 
Indiana with my friend Ike. The margar-
itas and mozzarella sticks were great 
idea starters and made me refl ect 
deeply on my life as top 100 hits blast-
ed over the in-house stereo pleasur-
ing the ears of fellow diners. I thought 
that the fun blend of pop and hip-hop 
made me feel right at home in the vast 
post-industrial slum of the Bronx. I was 
actually enjoying myself so much that 
I ordered beer. The beer I ordered was 

called Blue Moon. I have never had it 
before, but after my profound and ex-
pletive-laden objections I was told that 
an orange is customary when drinking 
Blue Moon. I enjoyed drinking the beer. 
It, like the margarita, made me really 
miss my clone and even drove me to 
the point of texting him.

Ultimately Applebee’s is an expen-
sive, dare I say overpriced experience. 
Gibson is a bad date, so I would rec-
ommend that nobody ever ask him to 
join them for drinks. The restaurant 
has nice wall texture and wood themed 
fl oors, so that is nice. Ultimately the res-
taurant had a good temperature and 
the lighting was inoffensive, so I would 
recommend everyone at Fordham go 
there. Although the mozzarella cheese 
sticks to our surprise were fi lled with 
cheese and not served with ketchup, I 
would still recommend going (although 
be sure to order french fries instead). 
Also, you cannot smoke indoors. The 
waitress told us the rule, I am unaware 
if it is a law, so we made sure to leave 
no tip. In conclusion, I would highly rec-
ommend Applebee’s before a day of 
thrifting in the Bronx.

Applebee’s Continues To Be The Best Restaurant In America

Coherent Story Lines Not Necessary For Japanese Animation

by John O’Neill
Deaditor

Mozzarella sticks have cheese, served with “red” sauce

by C. Sarah Strafford
Comix Co-Editor

From Up On Poppy Hill is pretty good for a movie without much plot

Though I might sound like 
a pretentious art snob, I 
very much prefer the hand-
drawn, carefully rendered 
animation that Studio Ghibi 
produces compared to any-
thing being made here in 
America.
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I’ve heard lately that Pittsburgh is the 
new Portland. While that may or may 
not be true, Aziz Ansari clearly deemed 
it worthy when he performed at Heinz 
Hall on March 28, and thank the sweet 
baby Jesus for that! Pittsburgh is a 
little too far from Fordham to justify a 
day trip, but thanks to Easter break, 
and my sister, a senior at the University 
of Pittsburgh, I scored tickets to Aziz’s 
Buried Alive tour.

The venue, Heinz Hall for the Per-
forming Arts, was a gorgeous symphony 
hall that seemed to be the Pittsburgh 
equivalent to New York’s Carnegie Hall: 
lots of white, lots of gold fi ligree, and 
lots of surprisingly uncomfortable red 
seats. I realized as I sat there that even 
though I had been looking forward to 
the show for weeks, I still somehow 
hadn’t made the mental connection 
that I was actually seeing Aziz Ansari 
live. At 10 after, the lights dimmed, and 
Aziz’s voice came on the loudspeaker. 
He proclaimed himself “DJ Parmesan, 
Aziz’s sound guy,” and introduced his 
opener, Moshe Kasher. I hadn’t been 
to a show in so long, I had somehow 
completely forgotten that openers 
were, you know, a thing.

I was a little frustrated, at fi rst, since 
I’d been traveling all day, but then I 
stopped. What was I doing? I was in-
credibly lucky to even be there! It was 
a beautiful venue! I was being such 
a *~teen girl with opinions~*! And 
Kasher was hilarious. He spent most 
of his set recounting stories of his Jew-

ish upbringing, two deaf parents, and 
growing up on opposite coasts of the 
country. I’d never heard of the guy, but 
I’d totally recommend him. His latest 
show, Moshe Kasher: Live in Oakland, 

is on Netfl ix. Go watch it!
The wait between Kasher and Aziz 

was excruciatingly long, and by “excru-
ciatingly long” I clearly mean twenty 
minutes. But fi nally, after much sitting, 
people watching, and, out of sheer 
boredom, speculating how long it took 
the girl in front of 
me to curl her hair 
(probably like an 
hour, but that’s nei-
ther here nor there) 
the shining moment 
I’d been waiting for 
arrived. Aziz waltzed 
onstage, serenad-
ed by catcalls and 
cheers.

And just to pref-
ace for a quick sec-
ond – I won’t try 
and pretend that I 
can compare Aziz to 
his character Tom 
Haverford on NBC’s 
Parks and Recre-
ation or even talk 
about the show with 
any sense of author-
ity. Embarrassingly, I 
still haven’t watched 
it, and most of my 
knowledge of the 
show comes from 
my sister sending 
me Youtube clips 
of “Treat Yo Self,” 
everyone’s favorite 
holiday. But from 
what I’ve seen, Tom 
Haverford seems to 
be pretty close to 
the real Aziz, with 
the over-the-top theatrics and ego the 
size of Montana.

I was dearly, dearly hoping, as (I’m 
sure) were most of my fellow Aziz fans, 
for a mention of my man Kanye or my 
boys Darwish and Harris. Is Kanye still 
listening to his own songs, by his own 
self, in his own house? How many times 
has Harris hashtagged a tweet with 
#smh? Sadly, my hopes were crushed 
in this aspect, but I think I can safely 
say that Aziz’s rendition of Seal’s tim-
less ballad “Kiss From a Rose” more 
than made up for it. And besides, I’ve 
since rationalized to myself, the show 

was mostly about Aziz turning 30 and 
seeing his friends succumb to the 
horrors of children and family life. He 
avoided a dated Kimye reference, be-
cause where does Kanye fi t in there? 
Sadly, nowhere. I’m still crying just a 
little bit.

It was a little weird at fi rst, hearing 

Aziz bemoan the inevitability of aging. 
I’m only nineteen years old, after all, 
and 30 is a far-off milestone for me. 
But again I stopped and re-evaluated 
myself. Hadn’t I watched enough gen-
tle-hearted, moderately-paced rom 
coms about coming to terms with re-
lationship struggles and married life? 
That was the entire plot of The Jane 
Austen Book Club. Actually, hold up. 
That’s the entire plot of every Jane Aus-
ten novel ever. How different could Aziz 
really be?

Actually, very. Very different, to be 

honest. But did I hate it? Not even a 
little bit. Jane Austen probably wouldn’t 
include an extensive bit about dick 
pics, or make fun of the audience 
members, or recount tales from “The 
Club.” Even though Aziz’s set centered 
around his age, he effortlessly includ-
ed stories from all parts of his life, 

and observations 
of the hilarious  
and hilariously 
mundane. The 
content of the 
show won’t be of-
fi cally “public” for 
a while, but you 
can look forward 
to lots of slightly 
off-key singing 
(albeit adorably 
so), a surprising 
amount of time 
spent on the in-
tricacies of mar-
riage proposals, 
and a bunch of 
spot-on impres-
sions.

To be honest, 
it’s been a good 
two weeks, and 
I’m still fi nding 
myself talking 
like Aziz: shouting 
when I probably 
shouldn’t, laugh-
ing like a mad 
hyena, and gen-
erally being just a 
little too overen-
thusiastic for my 
own liking. Also, 
listing things in 
threes. Aziz is a 

big fan of threes. Don’t ask me why. 
Don’t ask him why either. I’m totally 
just hypothesizing. What if I’m wrong? 
What if Aziz  fi nds out and thinks I’m not 
cool? What if he tweets about it?!?!?! 
All my painstakingly careful planning 
for the ultimate best friendship of Aziz, 
Kanye, and Kate will never be realized. 
#heartbroken 

Braving Pittsburgh To See Aziz Ansari: Almost Worth It 
by Kate Delaney
Arts Co-Editor

Only prescription? More Kimye and snake oil 

Treat Yo SelfTreat Yo Self

To be honest, it’s been a 
good two weeks, and I’m 
still finding myself talking 
like Aziz: shouting when I 
probably shouldn’t, laugh-
ing like a mad hyena, and 
generally being just a little 
too overenthusiastic for my 
own liking.
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STAFF OF MILLIONS SEVERAL

With the sun fi nally coming out 
and winter waving good bye, hor-
monal young adults all around cam-
pus are being pumped with happy 
vibes from the sun, and if I do say so 
myself, dating season is really start-
ing. The paper staff has come up 
with some pretty great ideas of what 
to do with your beau this spring. 
Take a look-- you may fi nd your per-
fect match right here, who knows?

Dating My Clone
by John O’Neill
Staff Genius

As you readers may well be aware, 
I have a pretty love-hate relationship 
with myself (see page 11). Dating 
someone you both love and hate is 
nothing new for me, though: so that 
obstacle will be easy to overcome. 
I’ve never really been on an ideal 
date because I’ve had to take the 
other person into consideration. So, 
if I could, I would go on a date with 
my clone. My clone would want to 
do everything I was into. Instead 
of thinking about being on time or 
fi nding a vegetarian restaurant, we 
could grab dinner at Sammy’s Rou-
manian and feast like kings on Kar-
natzlack, Rib Eye and fried onions. 
We would laugh the hours away with 
two six packs of Sierra Nevada Pale 
Ale or perhaps some cheap Spanish 
red wine from Trader Joe’s. My clone 
would cover the bill, and then we 
could head up to Hell’s Kitchen for a 
night of bowling while talking about 
exotic cultures and cities. 

My clone would like the same mov-
ies as me, so we could talk about 
our favorite Almodovar and Kurosa-
wa fi lms. Eventually my clone would 
get into some manner of confron-
tation in the bathroom with some 
asshole from Jersey and we would 
have to skip out on our bar tab. A 

hearty chuckle would ensue after 
fi nally attaining a sense of relief and 
escape from the semi-threatening 
conundrum. A boisterous Ram Van 
ride home would lead us back to 
his place where a lively night of sex 
would occur. In the morning I would 
quietly slip out of bed and sneak on 
outside, walking down his bleak sun-
soaked Bronx block with another 
notch on my belt. 

Sex, Drugs and McFlurries
by Will Speros
Opinions Co-Editor

I’m a man with simple needs-- a 
perfect date for me is easy. We’ll 
start things off pounding 40’s of 
Colt 45 on the subway down to the 
Columbus Circle Chipotle. My date 
and I will then go to town on multiple 
burritos and some chips & guac. Af-
ter we sit for a while chatting about 
movies we like, we’ll walk over to the 
McDonald’s across the street and do 
some real damage on Big Macs and 
McFlurries. If it’s warm enough, we’ll 
stroll through Central Park, continu-
ing our conversation about our favor-
ite movies, television series, music, 
and the like. We’ll then fi nd a nice 
clearing and light up. Once the weed 
sets in, we’ll quench our munchies 
with some cones from Mister Softee. 
After our splendid evening of food 
and delightful conversation, we’ll 
head back to her place and fuck. I’ll 
cum twice, and after some cuddling 
I’ll ride the subway back home and 
sleep. Your move, ladies.

Springtime Rendezvous
by Liz O’Malley
Co Editor-in-Chief
The perfect date falls somewhere 
around mid-May, just after fi nals are 
over and right before the summer 
jobs, internships, classes, what have 
you, begin. The fl owers on the trees 
are beginning to blossom, thick 

foliage covers what were once stark 
naked branches, and the ice cream 
truck’s song which has been playing 
since February fi nally makes sense. 
No need to hassle with layer after 
layer of outerwear, because on the 
perfect date you can wear shorts 
and a tank top, or, if you’re feeling 
modest, you can still be comfortable 
in jeans and a light sweater. On the 
perfect date everybody is happy and 
friendly, and blissfully ignorant of 
impending responsibilities. The birds 
are chirping, the grapevines are 
beginning to bear fruit, and there 
aren’t that many bugs out yet to ruin 
it all. The perfect date is warm and 
fun and carefree. The perfect date is 
May 15th.

“Gotta Have It”
by Stephanie Colombini
Earwax Editor

My perfect date starts with a 
little morning lovin’ followed by a 
wake-and-bake and a fuel-up sesh 
at Roma Café on 187th for some 
omelets and fries. Next, we’ll head 
to Six Flags and ride all the roller-
coasters without waiting in line.  
We’ll totally make out on the way up 
Nitro’s big hill. On the way back we’ll 
stop at Cold Stone, where he’ll re-
fuse to let me order anything smaller 
than a “Gotta Have It” size, saying, 
“All I want is for you to eat ice cream, 
babe.” I’ll splurge on Cake Batter 
with Cookie Dough in a waffl e bowl 
– NOM. We’ll ride back to my place 
cranking Missy Elliott, and then do 
a slow dance to Bob Marley’s “Is 
This Love” in my living room. As the 
night begins to fall, we’ll cuddle up 
on the couch with some white wine 
and Chinese delivery. We’ll watch 
episodes of Archer and Arrested 
Development, eating up Jessica 
Walter in both human and animated 
form. Lots and lots of sex shall follow 
while INXS’ “Need You Tonight” plays 

in the background. As we snuggle in 
bed talking about Harry Potter, we’ll 
slowly begin to fall into sweet, bliss-
ful sleep. Any takers?  

Parlez-vous Francais?
by Sofi  Muñoz
News Co-Editor

My perfect date transcends the 
bonds of time and space. The time: 
April 1940. The place: Paris, France. 
It may be a month before Paris falls 
to the Nazis, but it is also a gor-
geous afternoon in early spring. The 
sun is shining, the grass is grow-
ing, birds and bees are doing their 
thing. He picks me up at 5:30, helps 
me into my coat, and knows not to 
bring a fl ower. I mean, what am I 
supposed to do with a fl ower the 
whole time we are out? Stick it in my 
mouth? I’m wearing a chic skirt and 
jacket a la Ingrid Bergman, he’s in a 
suit and tie as we head to the Lou-
vre. The museum is nearly empty, 
as most Parisiennes are focused 
on getting out of the city as fast as 
possible, and we wander along the 
deserted corridors, brainstorming 
various ways of stealing the art--
hypothetically of course. 

Next, he takes me to a quiet 
restaurant overlooking the Seine 
River, and after a delicious meal of 
pot-au-feu and red wine, talk turns 
to the imminent occupation of the 
city. Over coffee and cigarettes, we 
decide to stay in the city, despite the 
risks, despite the danger, so as to 
fi ght for the freedom of Europe. He 
pays the check (of course), hails a 
taxi, and we are off to one of Paris’ 
many clubs for late night dancing. 
He’s an incredible dancer (none 
of that grinding nonsense) and we 
stay out until the wee hours of the 
morning. So there you have it--the 
best date ever, fi lled with romance, 
danger, art, food, and dancing. 
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Dido
Girl Who Got Away
Ali Glembocki

I listened to Dido’s new album 
with one simple wish in mind: that 
it wouldn’t sound like something my 
high school gym teacher Ms. Koons 
would’ve played during the meditation 
portion of our yoga unit. But alas, after 
listening to Girl Who Got Away, I start-
ed having PTSD fl ashbacks of awkward 
downward dogs. I also started smell-
ing the faint odor of sweaty teenage 
socks, but maybe it was just the stench 
emanating from the 
Jogues social lounge. 
Or maybe it was Di-
do’s musty tunes. 
TBT, both parties 
need some Febreeze.  

Undoubtedly, the 
freshest tune of 
Dido’s career is her 
feature on Eminem’s 
stalker anthem 
“Stan,” but her breezy hit “White Flag” 
can also be heard playing at polite vol-
umes in Panera Breads across the na-
tion. 

It’s been fi ve years since Dido’s last 

record, but it might as well have been 
ten. The highest buzz her previous al-
bum Safe Trip Home received was a 
(totally deserved) “worst album cover 
of 2008” nod from the music review 
gurus at Pitchfork. Dido has now re-
turned from the annals of supermar-
ket soundtracks everywhere to make 
a comeback, all essentially hinging on 
a feature by Kendrick Lamar that, on 
paper, is reminiscent of the Eminem/
Dido golden era.

Unfortunately, the track “Let Us 
Move On” featuring Kendrick Lamar 

falls painfully fl at in com-
parison to the Grammy-
worthy gravity of “Stan.” 
Dido’s hook is pleasant 
and inoffensive, and 
lasts entirely too long. 
Kendrick’s tiny verse 
is deft and absolutely 
dank, completely over-
shadowing any glim-
mers of possible good 
moments on Girl Who 

Got Away in 40 seconds.
The only other sign of a feature be-

sides Kendrick’s is on the closing 
track “Day Before We Went To War,” 
on which Brian Eno has writing cred-

its. Dido’s trademark tone admittedly 
sounds beautiful carrying the lilting 
melody, but the song ultimately goes 
nowhere and escalates into a gaping 
yawn. with no sense of progression or 
creative production, this is a throwaway 
track with wasted potential. 

Things get mildly spicy (“nutmeg” 
on a scale from nutmeg to cayenne, 
though) with “Blackbird,” incorporat-
ing a shadow of a hip-hop beat and a 
lovably cheesy bird metaphor. It’s ulti-
mately an updated version of  “Thank 
You,” and deserves our kind “Home-
work Tunez Playlist” consideration.

I say this too often, but I 
mean it sincerely this time: 
this album is severely lack-
ing in Skrillex remixes. The 
reason why Dido still gar-
ners so much attention 
and frustration from the 
masses is that she has a 
lot of potential. Her hyp-
notic and instantly recog-
nizable voice paired with 
crazy, avant-garde production from the 
likes of the “ULTRA Festival” set would 
create a great modern pop star. Yet, 
with this Lululemon of an album, Dido 
is truly the girl who got away. 

Dawes
Stories Don’t End
Connor O’Brien

The Laurel Canyon is an area deep 
in the Hollywood Hills on the outskirts 
of Los Angeles that spawned a lot of 
infl uential folk-rock bands from the 60s 
and 70s, most namely Crosby, Stills, 
and Nash. One of the bands trying 
to resurrect that sound, and to great 
results, just put out their third album. 
Dawes, comprised of the Taylor and 
Griffi n Goldsmith, Wylie Gelber, and Tay 
Strathairn, have added another classic 
to their diverse catalogue. Forming 
in the mid-2000s out of the ashes of 
their more post-punk incarnation, the 
band released Stories Don’t End to a 
small but devoted fan base (myself 
included) by streaming it on Amazon 
and releasing 500 vinyl copies at 
record stores across the country a 
week before its offi cial release date.  

Stories Don’t End represents 

something very rare in the so-called 
indie genre: a record that highlights the 
strengths of each band member. Griffi n 
Goldsmith exercises both jazz-like 
restraint and characteristic, Animal-
from-the-Muppets manic energy on 
the drums. Gelber shines as a more 
than competent bass player, adding 
fl ourishes and rhythmic complexities 
to the songs. However, the star of the 
show, per usual, is the guitarist-singer 
Taylor Goldsmith. His poetic songwriting 
at one moment cutting and emotional, 
and then self-deprecating and goofy: 
“I want to raise with you, and watch 

our younglings 
hatch / and 
fuckin’ make the 
fi rst letters of 
their fi rst names 
match.” Besides 
the other obvious 
CSN comparison, 
he also evokes 
Jackson Browne 
and Rick Danko. 

One of the great things about a Dawes 
record, especially Stories Don’t End, is 
that they’re infi nitely re-listenable. The 
diversity of styles, from the toe-tapping 
groove of the single “From a Window 
Seat” to the brooding and deeply 
affecting title track, will keep listeners 
coming back time and time again. This 
fact, along with a great live show and 
them just being generally really nice 
guys, makes Dawes one of the only 
bands that I will stay committed to 
buying physical releases every time. 
You should too.

Tyler, The Creator
Wolf
Will Speros

Guys, Tyler delivered. Like really de-
livered. On his second solo disc, Wolf, 
Tyler, the Creator  outdoes himself. On 
the latest album, Tyler continues to do 
battle with his demons and show off 
his comedic side. Tyler delves deeper 
into his bitterness towards the father 
who abandoned him (“Answer”), the 
shock of rising from obscurity (“Domo 
23”), and the confl icted emotions that 
come with fortune and fame (“Cow-

Sup, everybody.  In preparation for the big day (4/20, duh), Earwax smoked a 
fat joint, like the fattest of joints.  Ever heard of a Gotti?  It’s a quarter ounce of 
weed rolled up into one blunt, aka, amateur bullshit - just took a half-O to the 
face biatch!  Honestly, Wax is just too high to write anything substantial in this 
introduction.  The call of the couch is so loud right now, as is the Bob Marley 
blasting through the speakers.  Hope you enjoy the album reviews; and the 
playlist can’t be missed.  See you for the fi nal issue, when Earwax will return 
to a slightly improved state of mind - probably.  Mmm do I smell pizza?  
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Dance around like an idiot:
• “Ce Jeu” - Yelle
•  “Oblivion” - Grimes
• “The Look” - Metronomy

Get hood:
• “Gonorrhea” - Lil Wayne
• “Big Pimpin’” - Jay-Z
• “212” - Azealia Banks 

Munch out:
• “Blueberry Yum Yum” - Ludac-

ris
• “Banana Pancakes” - Jack 

Johnson
• “Hot Like Sauce” - Pretty 

Lights

YouTube:
• “Scarlet Begonias/Fire on the 

Mountain” 5/8/77 - Grateful 
Dead

• Fake Gorillaz song - myseri-
ous remix of Damon Albarn’s 
“Rappy Song” ft. Cee Lo Green 
and Bootie Brown

• “Harder Better Faster Stron-
ger/Around the World” Alive 
remix -  Daft Punk 

Kick it old school:
• “Shining Star” - Earth, Wind, 

and Fire
• “The Breaks” - Kurtis Blow
• “It’s Your Thing” - The Isley 

Brothers 

Get Inspired:
• “Believe” - Cher
• “One Day” - Matisyahu
• Les Miserables - soundtrack 

by the 1987 original Broadway 
cast 

Everybody sing along:
• “Rainy Day Women #12 and 

35” - Bob Dylan
• “Pressure Drop” - Toots and 

the Maytals
• “The Impression that I Get” - 

The Mighty Mighty Bosstones

Take it down a notch:
• “The Only Living Boy in New 

York” - Simon and Garfunkel
• “The General” - Dispatch
• “This Must Be the Place (Na-

ive Melody) - Talking Heads

boy”). Though Wolf 
covers some dark terri-
tory, the listening expe-
rience isn’t all heavy. 

In fact, it’s mostly 
just a lot of fun. His no-
torious humo runs ram-
pant throughout the 
album. He combines 
this twisted comedy 
with his romantic side 
in a cohesive way only 
someone as weird as Tyler could (“Bim-
mer,” “IFHY”). Tyler himself claims he 
designed the album to be enjoyed out-
side in the sun, and, more often than 
not, the songs on Wolf stir the whole 
California dreamin’ mentality. It’s hard 
to say whether or not Tyler has matured 
since 2011’s bold Goblin, but it’s clear 
he defi nitely made the effort to shake 
things up. The beats are consistently 
great, and somewhat more sophis-
ticated than what you might expect 
from Odd Future. And like any music 
made by an Odd Future member, they 
don’t do it alone. Hodgy kills his verse 
on “Jamba,” and a lot 
of the OFWGKTA gang 
comes together on 
the dizzying but great 
“Trashwang.” Frank 
Ocean and Erykah Badu 
also offer their golden 
voices to serenade us. 
Wolf throws a lot at us, 
yet it all comes together 
in a beautiful and highly 
satisfying way. In the end, it all feels 
like a nice ride through L.A. on a sunny 
afternoon with the wind in your face. 
Most importantly, all you’ll wanna do is 
play it again and again.

The Flaming Lips
The Terror
Dan Murphy

After a few years of strange collabo-
rations (really - Ke$ha?) and what was 
seemingly a long string of publicity 
stunts (really - a 24-hour song?), the 
Flaming Lips have fi nally returned with 
a follow-up studio album to 2009’s Em-
bryonic. Entitled The Terror, the group 
has taken a sharp thematic turn away 
from the usual silliness mixed with 

existential joy.  You 
will fi nd no pink ro-
bots or tangerines on 
this record. Follow-
ing Wayne Coyne’s 
breakup with his girl-
friend of 25 years 
and Steven Drozd’s 
short drug relapse, 
the band delivers 
their darkest album 
to date, one that 

Coyne has considered to be “the best 
Flaming Lips record [they] have been 
able to make.”

In a press release, Coyne stated that 
the “terror” is knowing that “...even 
without love, life just goes on... we just 
go on... there is no mercy killing.” This 
idea presents itself both lyrically and 
musically in one of the most conceptu-
ally sound albums of their career. On 
Embryonic, the group experimented 
with droning repetitive jams, but on 
this album they take the idea to the ex-
treme. In “You Lust,” a thirteen minute 
Phantogram collaboration, they build 

off-rhythm loops in 
a section that feels 
endless, bringing to 
mind absurdism and 
nihilism, realms that 
the Lips hadn’t gone 
near before. The 
track “You Are Alone” 
contains only a drum 
beat and vocals for 
the most part, using 

minimalism to make the listener feel 
alone in the universe. Even the famil-
iar Flips musical tropes are subverted. 
If there are synth strings reminiscent 
of The Soft Bulletin, they are fi ltered 
and distorted. The only times guitars 
are used, they sound like they are be-
ing thrown against the wall. Everything 
presented feels off putting or tiringly 
repetitive.

And that’s what is so strong about 
this record. Yes, it’s depressing and 
bleak, but it presents itself in a clear-
headed manner in an album that fl ows 
extremely well. In short, the album is 
downer in all the right ways and for all 
the right reasons, making it an interest-
ing new direction for the Flaming Lips.

4/20 
BLAZE IT 

It’s the one we’ve all been waiting for.   
So epic, it got two columns.  Stoners re-
joice - the holiday playlist has arrived!  
Here’s an extensive breakdown of what 
to listen to during all of the day’s activi-
ties (or lack thereof).  Covering many 
genres and several generations, this 
list is truly for everybody...who smokes 
weed:

Get started:
• “Get Ready” - Sublime
• “Welcome to Jamrock” - Damian 

Marley
•  “2 AM” - Slightly Stoopid

L-ride:
• “The Rain (Supa Dupa Fly)” - Mis-

sy Elliott
• “High Plains Drifter” - Beastie 

Boys
•  “Gimme the Loot” - Notorious 

B.I.G.

Bask in the sunshine:
• “Tropicana” - Ratatat
•  “Amber” - 311 
• “Rawnald Gregory Erikson the 

Second” - Starfucker 

80’s party!:
• “Safety Dance” - Men Without 

Hats
• “Take On Me” - A-ha
• “Da Da Da” - Trio

Feel like a boss:
• “So Fresh So Clean”  - Outkast
• “Walking on the Sun” - Smash 

Mouth
• “Blood Money” - 10 ft. Ganja  

Plant

Frolick in a potfi eld:
• “Cuddle Fuddle” - Passion Pit
• “Steal My Sunshine” - Len
• “King of the Beach” - Wavves

Watch and listen:
• South Park Season 14, Episode 3: 

Medicinal Fried Chicken: “Buffalo 
Soldier” - Bob Marley

• Pineapple Express - “Electric 
Avenue” - Eddy Grant

• Pulp Fiction - entire soundtrack 
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