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Boston Terror Starts With a Footrace, Ends in a Boat
Manhunt for suspects culminates in dramatic Watertown showdownby Sofi  Muñoz

News Co-Editor
April 15, 2013 marked the fi rst suc-

cessful terrorist attack on American 
soil since heightened security mea-
sures were implemented after the 
9/11 World Trade Center attacks. 
Two bombs exploded near the fi nish 
line of the Boston Marathon, killing 
three people (including an 8-year-old 
boy) and injuring 183, sending shock 
waves across the country and around 
the world. Within minutes of the explo-
sions, the internet was fl ooded with 
amateur videos and gruesome images, 
showing people screaming and run-
ning in blind terror, blood pooling on 
the streets, limbs severed from bodies.

Authorities determined that the 
bombs were made using ordinary pres-
sure cookers stuffed with explosives 
and metallic debris such as nails, 
BB pellets, and ball bearings. Upon 
detonation, the force from the blast 
launched the shards of metal at high 
speeds, embedding them into the low-
er extremities of those nearest to the 
bomb. The purpose of these types of 
explosives are to infl ict horrifi c injuries 
on the greatest number of people; the 
small pieces of metal rip through fl esh 
and bone, and causing unspeakable 
pain to its victims. Whoever planted the 
bombs knew they would be causing a 
lot of damage.

Initially, there was some confusion 
as to whether the explosions were acci-
dents, though it quickly became appar-
ent that the bombs were deliberately 
planted. On April 16, President Obama  
labeled the explosions as a terrorist at-
tack, stating, “Anytime a bomb is used 
like this, it is an act of terror.” Yet this 
is a different type of terrorism, one 
that obstructs its motives and goals as 
well as its identity. Traditional terror-

ist groups are typically quick to claim 
responsibility for an action and are al-
most always vocal about their social, 
political, religious, or ideological goals 
In this case, however, the suspects’ 
identities did not surface until the 
night of April 18, and their motives still 
remain unclear. 

Tamerlan and Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, 
two brothers of Chechen heritage, 
were born in Kyrgyzstan and relocated 
to the United States over 10 years ago. 
According to the 
Wall Street Jour-
nal, the fam-
ily fl ed Chech-
nya during the 
Chechen wars 
of the 1990s, 
fi rst immigrat-
ing to nearby 
Kyrgyzstan, then 
to the United 
States. Chech-
nya, a Russian 
region in the 
South Caucus, 
is populated by 
ethnic Chech-
ens who have 
a distinct language and culture, and 
primarily practice Islam. Since its an-
nexation by Russia in the 18th century, 
Chechens have agitated for indepen-
dence from a nation that is ethnically, 
linguistically, and religiously at odds 
with them. After the Soviet Union was 
dissolved, separatist groups turned to 
radical Islam and increased terrorist at-
tacks against Russia.

But why attack the U.S.?  What do we 
have to do with the separatist aspira-
tions of a remote region in the South-
ern Caucus, a place most Americans 

would not be able to fi nd on a map? 
Some news sources have speculated 
that they are radical Islamists, while 
others contend they are separatists 
bringing their struggle to the forefront 
of the international arena. Was the at-
tack motivated by a perversion of reli-
gion? Was it planned to garner media 
attention? Or was it a calculated attack 
to instill fear in the hearts of Ameri-
cans? As the paper goes to press, the 
answer continues to elude the nation.

Reaction to the attacks was over-
whelming and instantaneous, thanks 
in part to technological developments 
that were unfathomable the last time 
the United States was subject to a ter-
rorist attack. Within minutes of the ex-
plosions, CNN, the Wall Street Journal, 
and the New York Times were tweeting 
about it. Spectators were snapping pic-
tures and uploading them, and Google 
set up person fi nder to help friends and 
family track down loved ones. Ultimate-
ly, it was technology, as well as the as-
sistance of the public, that brought the 

Tsarnaev brothers to justice. After days 
of reviewing security camera footage, 
law enforcement offi cials released im-
ages of the suspects on the night of 
April 18, asking for the public’s assis-
tance in identifying the individuals. 

The suspects were tied to the fatal 
shooting of a campus security guard at 
MIT late that same night, after which 
they carjacked a vehicle and lead the 
police on a heated chase through 
neighborhoods in Watertown, Mas-
sachusetts. Boston was under virtual 
lockdown as police and the Tsarnaev 
brothers exchanged fi re, resulting in 
the death of Tamerlan. Younger broth-
er Dzhokhar evaded capture until April 
19, when a Watertown native noticed 
there was blood on his boat in the 
backyard. Boston police commissioner, 
Edward Davis says the man “walked 
outside and saw blood on a boat in the 
backyard. He then opened the tarp on 
the top of the boat, and he looked in 
and saw a man covered with blood. He 
retreated and called us.” Just 26 hours 
after the media circulated images of 
the suspects, both Tsarnaev brothers 
were caught. 

As the nation comes to terms with 
the Boston Marathon bombings, we 
must remember that though safety is 
not a guarantee, fear must never dic-
tate our choices. Terrorists strive to 
disrupt the daily lives of innocents by 
inspiring fear and infl uencing everyday 
choices, such as whether to take pub-
lic transportation or attend a sporting 
event. Yet, when we fi ght against the 
culture of fear, as the nation did this 
week, we render their efforts void. As 
President Obama tweeted, “They failed 
because we refuse to be terrorized.” 

Bostonians cheer on BPD Bostonians cheer on BPD 
offi cer after captureoffi cer after capture
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Currency Backed by Nothing Has Limited Success
by Valerie Heinmets
Arts Co-Editor Bitcoin bubble bursts, Pizza Hut continues to accept e-currency

Following the spectacular crash of 
Greece’s good friend Cyprus about a 
month ago, there have been two sepa-
rate events signaling a mounting push-
back against the developed world’s 
embracing austerity measures. 

The fi rst is a new technological cur-
rency called the Bitcoin, which in the 
last month has gained a great deal of 
notoriety and a large amount of follow-
ers. The second was the announce-
ment that the data many politicians 
have cited in sup-
port of measures, 
a 2010 paper by 
Harvard profes-
sors Carmen 
Reinhart and 
Kenneth Rogoff 
entitled “Growth 
in a Time of 
Debt,” was based 
on fl awed infor-
mation. The Re-
inhart and Rogoff 
announcement is 
hugely important 
and was hard to 
miss this week, 
the Bitcoin, slight-
ly less so. Though 
they aren’t di-
rectly connected, 
both phenomena 
point to a wide-
spread and growing distrust of frugal-
ity. 

For those unfamiliar with Reinhart 
and Rogoff’s work, their landmark re-
search showed countries whose debt-
to-GDP ratio is above 90% experience 
a dramatically slower growth rate. A 
28-year-old UMass Amherst graduate 
student found mistakes in their excel 
spreadsheets, namely the exclusion of 
a few key countries like New Zealand, 
Australia, and Canada, who all disprove 
this theory. Reinhart and Rogoff main-
tain that these mistakes were uninten-
tional and that they do not affect the 
overall fi ndings of the study. Indeed, 
even with these countries added in, ac-
cording to their data, with debt at 90% 
of GPD,  growth will still slow to a rate 
of 2.2%. This number is not nearly as 
alarming as the 0.1% that was previ-
ously estimated. 

The question of whether or not the 

governments of the developed world 
are taking on too much debt remains, 
although the answer would still point 
to yes in most cases. However, how 
exactly we should deal with this debt 
remains unclear. This faulted study 
sheds new light on the arguments pro-
posed by politicians like Sen. Paul Ryan 
and former Secretary of the Treasury 
Tim Geithner to entities like the Euro-
pean Union’s Economic and Monetary 
Affairs Commission, questioning the 

measures that have negatively affect-
ed so many people. The recent push-
back against austerity, though, has tak-
en place in two parts, this fi rst example 
on an institutional, macro level, but the 
second, and perhaps more interesting, 
on a very personal one. 

Unless you’re on the cutting edge of 
either the internet, the news cycle, or 
fi nance, it was easy to miss the rise 
of the Bitcoin, a currency that seems 
backed only by its own existence. I fi rst 
heard of it through one of the paper’s 
fi nest and most “alt” editors, and sub-
sequently was fi lled in through New 
York Magazine’s Kevin Roose, who 
runs an outstanding Twitter (@kevin-
roose), and chronicled his journey of 
Bitcoin discovery through its recent 
highs and lows. 

And what depths and heights they 
were! Although recently the value has 
somewhat leveled off (recently mean-

ing this week), at its height on April 9, 
one Bitcoin was worth $230, up from 
$50 only one month before, the crash 
in Cyprus playing a pivotal role.  The 
advantages of Bitcoin can be easily un-
derstood during a time when the Cypri-
ot government and their central banks 
are literally taking people’s money as 
a result of austerity measures. The Bit-
coin is an entirely online currency sys-
tem, unregulated by any government 
or central bank, meaning no one can 

touch it. Now it may already be a little 
risky, but given the current global fi -
nancial crisis, hey, they’ve found some 
people to give it a shot. 

The Bitcoin is based on a system 
called “mining,” a process that some-
how uses programs, servers, and an 
algorithm to fi nd and give value to the 
currency. The Wall Street Journal and 
the New York Times both described the 
process as “complicated” and “sophis-
ticated,” basically meaning that no one 
with an English degree has any idea 
how this works. Whatever the process 
of assigning value to the online curren-
cy, it does seem to be working for now. 
Many brick-and-mortar stores have 
started accepting the coins, perhaps 
most notably Pizza Hut. 

Just how many users of Bitcoin are 
there now? It’s hard to say, although 
the currency has been around since 
2009. Most notably, the Winklevii twins 

of failed Facebook-owning fame have 
shown a fanatic support of the curren-
cy, publicly claiming to have invested 
as much as $11 million in the currency 
just as the bubble was bursting. Clas-
sic Winklevoss. There will never be 
more than 21 million Bitcoins in circu-
lation though, according to its founda-
tion, which I’m sure is something very 
real and not at all arbitrary. I just can’t 
explain it to you using any words or in-
formation because it does not exist in 

plain terms. 
What is impor-

tant is that de-
spite these risks 
and mysteries, 
many people are 
willing to invest 
and use this al-
ternative curren-
cy out of distrust 
of their govern-
ments’ economic 
policies and fi -
nancial institu-
tions.

So while Bit-
coins may not 
ever be glob-
ally used and 
accepted (and 
another study 
could just as eas-
ily be brought up 

to support the ongoing implementa-
tion of austerity measures across the 
U.S. and the Eurozone), the increased 
criticism of austerity is a trend that will 
not be easily turned around or avoided. 
On April 18, with the front page of the 
New York Times focusing on starving 
Greek children as a direct result of EU-
implemented austerity measures and 
the head of the International Monetary 
Fund advising the United Kingdom to 
reconsider its austerity-steeped eco-
nomic strategies after a dismal perfor-
mance, it would seem that a mounting 
global effort against austerity may just 
be beginning. 

Tyler Winklevoss, shortly Tyler Winklevoss, shortly 
following Bitcoin’s crashfollowing Bitcoin’s crash
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Believe it or not, New York City has 
the highest Bangladeshi population 
outside Bangladesh itself. The Bronx 
alone is home to some 7,000 Bengali, 
and on Sunday April 7, a small but sig-
nifi cant portion of those 7,000 arrived 
at Holy Nativity Church for an evening 
of remembrance.  

The event was orchestrated by the 
Bangladeshi Cultural Association of 
the United States, a group that has 
been around since Bangladesh be-
came an independent nation in 1971. 
The group’s president, Ansar Chowd-
hury, along with many other members 
present that night, emphasized the 
organization’s desire to promote their 
support of the democratic process and 
human rights. The BCA additionally 
hopes that their presence in the United 
States will help the Bangladeshi be-
come a more secular people. However, 
that night, the Bangladeshi’s main pri-

ority was increasing the awareness of 
problems back in their home country.

In March of 1971, East Pakistan be-
gan its fi ght for independence from 
the oppressive West Pakistan under 
the leadership of Sheikh Mujbur Rah-
man. Forces from West Pakistan retali-
ated mercilessly, and the violence that 
ensued is now classifi ed as genocide.  
The number of innocent victims from 
East Pakistan ranges anywhere from 
300,000 to as many as three million.  
An estimated 200,000 East Pakistani 
women were also raped during the or-
deal. The fi ghting continued for nine 
months until India intervened and 
helped negotiate a ceasefi re. In spite 
of it all, East Pakistan achieved the in-
dependence it sought and became the 
sovereign nation of Bangladesh.  

It has been 42 years since this vio-
lence occurred, but war criminals from 
those 9 bloody months are only being 

put on trial now. Bangladesh estab-
lished the International Crimes Tribu-
nal in 2009 as a way of fi nding those 
responsible for the atrocities in 1971 
and punishing them. Nine suspects 
have been indicted, and, so far, three 
have gone to trial and one has been  
sentenced to death.

Many Bangladeshi, like those pres-
ent at Holy Nativity Church, are thrilled 
that justice is fi nally being served and 
that their country can move on from 
this tragic chapter of their nation’s his-
tory. However, the success of the ICT 
has not received universal praise.  Ja-
maat Ul-Islam, a small sect of the Mus-
lim faith, have actively condemned the 
actions of the ICT and vocalized their 
support of those on trial. The group has 
even resorted to violence, most notably 
on December 4, 2012, when Jamaat 
students began attacking police during 
a protest.

The negativity demonstrated by Ja-
maat Ul-Islam is only making this im-
portant process more diffi cult for Ban-
gladesh, and all others who support 
human rights. For this reason, the BCA 
strongly emphasized the importance 
of getting further support from the 
American media on this issue during 
their gathering on April 7. The United 
States has been supportive of the ICT,  
an BCA members cannot stress the im-
portance of American support enough.

Only time will tell how much the 
American media can infl uence the 
democratic process in Bangladesh. In 
the meantime, the BCA will continue its 
mission to mobilize people in their mis-
sion towards secularism and human 
rights.

There are two obvious facts in the 
case of Dan Halloran, the District 19 
City Counsel Offi cial from Queens who 
recently tried to rig the mayoral race. 
The most obvious is that Dan Halloran 
is an asshole.

Halloran was arrested on April 2 
under charges that he and his friend, 
State Senator Malcolm Smith, tried to 
bribe their way into Bloomberg’s soon-
to-be-vacated seat. Halloran has sup-
posedly been collecting bribes on be-
half of his friend from politicians like 
the Bronx Democratic Assemblyman 
Eric Stevenson down through politi-
cians in Manhattan and Queens. The 
arrest has exposed a web of bribes 
amongst the city’s local politicians, not 
just for the mayoral seat, but in local 
bribes as well, and is no doubt going to 
cause an even greater shake up in New 
York’s political landscape than the res-
ignation of Bloomberg. Dan Halloran 
seems pretty guilty of all the charges 
being put before him, acting as the go 
between and “bag man” for State Sen. 
Smith, as well as collecting $18,000 
in bribes for himself. Both the FBI and 
the NYPD are claiming they have more 
than enough evidence to convict him, 

and in the mind of the public, he seems 
like the kind of person who would do 
something like this anyway, which 
brings me back to my fi rst point: Hal-
loran is an asshole. I personally won’t 
be sad to see him go. From a campaign 
fraught with 
racism for his 
former seat, to 
allegations of 
sexual harass-
ment, Dan Hal-
loran has some 
skeletons in 
his closet. This 
brings me to 
my second 
point: The me-
dia is full of 
assholes.

There is 
something I 
left out of the 
above story 
(because it doesn’t matter) that might 
intrigue you. Dan Halloran, until his ar-
rest, was the highest elected Pagan in 
the US. The media seem to think this 
matters a lot because they have spent 
more time covering how silly Halloran 

looks practicing his faith than actually 
covering what he did wrong in the fi rst 
place. A wonderful quote that comes 
to mind is one from the New York Post, 
which called Halloran “a total bone-
head in his kooky heathen religion— 

whose members wear medieval garb, 
make sacrifi ces to multiple gods and 
compete in combat games.” You know 
who else wears medieval garb? Catho-
lics. But I guess they get a pass. How-
ever, don’t think that  right-wing bottom 

feeders are the only ones guilty of this 
douchbaggery. The Village Voice fea-
tured a humiliating comic of Halloran 
on the front page last year. In it, he 
drunkenly sacrifi ces a goat. And Gawk-
er recently made an “epic poem” in the 

style of Norse Myth to “honor” 
him. The list of news outlets con-
centrating on the “weird” aspects 
of Halloran’s faith, rather than his 
criminal actions is disheartening.

I get it guys, really I do. Pagan-
ism looks really silly. They wor-
ship gods that you learned about 
in 5th grade history, some of 
them dress like they are going to 
a renaissance fair, and the more 
annoying amongst them really do 
just want to live out their Lord of 
the Rings fantasies in real life. 
But, you know what? When the 
issue at hand isn’t how stupid 
some politician’s private life 
looks to you, it’s not your job to 

go pointing it out. I know these run-of-
the-mill scandals must get boring, and 
that the fat libertarian praying to Odin 
just seemed  too tempting not to pick 
on, but it’s time to back it up and actu-
ally report on the news for a change.

War criminals still on trial for atrocities from the 1970s

Media Turns Stories about Wiccan Councilman into Witch Hunt
by Sarah Lyons
Staff Eye of Newt Dan Halloran of Queens caught trying to buy mayoral seat

Bangladeshi Population in New York Fighting for More Recognition
by Will Speros
Opinions Co-Editor

Witch trials: still a thingWitch trials: still a thing
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FAKER 
THAN

TRUTH

Former PM Thatcher Dies, England Erupts with Joy
£10 million funeral inspires proportionate 
amount of drunken rants

by Jack McGovern
Staff Royalist

In a song from the 80s about the late 
Baroness Thatcher titled “Margaret on 
the Guillotine,” Morrissey cries, “When 
will you die?” I wouldn’t be surprised, if 
you play the record backwards, that you 
could faintly make out the date April 
8 2013. A lot of conspiracies about 
playing records backwards involve the 
devil. And for many British citizens, 
Thatcher was not too far off from Lu-
cifer himself.  After the announcement 
that Baroness Thatcher had died, an 
Internet-lead campaign pushed the 
Wizard of Oz song “Ding Dong, The 
Witch Is Dead” to the number two spot 
in the English charts. The Wicked Witch 
of the West famously snarled, “I’ll get 
you my pretty, and your little dog too!” 
Thatcher never said anything that vi-
cious or cruel. Since she wasn’t an evil 
witch obsessed with ruby slippers, but a 
politician, her rhetoric was more insidi-
ous. Instead, Thatcher said things like, 
“Pennies don’t fall from heaven- they 
have to be earned 
here on earth,” and 
“There’s no such 
thing as society.” 
Albeit, the latter 
one could sound 
more like a friend 
from high school, 
who watched Pink 
Floyd’s The Wall too 
many times, than 
a Prime Minister. 
Nevertheless, she 
remains a highly 
infl uential and con-
troversial fi gure, so 
much so that she 
has even spawned 
her own ‘ism.’  Her 
death warrants 
an important look 
at her legacy that 
helps elucidate the 
current climate of contemporary British 
and American politics. 

Thatcherism is virtually synonymous 
with Reaganism. Both leaders mark 
an important turn in Anglo-American 
politics. Reagan and Thatcher spear-
headed the neoconservative move-
ment, a sect of politicians that still 
has enormous infl uence in the political 
system of both countries. Since this 

era, neoliberal policies have become 
increasingly adopted by Democratic 
and Labour politicians. Tony Blair, the 
poster boy for New Labour, showed 
how Thatcher’s infl uence went beyond 
her own party. The U.K.’s current Prime 
Minister, David Cameron, has been 
deemed another heir to Thatcher’s pol-
icies. Her funeral cost the British gov-
ernment £10 million, a lavish price tag 
that has been criticized as an attempt 
by Cameron and the Tories to bolster 
her tainted image and to justify the 
continuation of her politics. 

Whether her administration was sup-
porting the apartheid government in 
South Africa, fi ghting striking miners 
at home (or as she called them the 
‘enemy within’), or instigating the Falk-
lands War to stir up British nationalism, 
Thatcher was a radical that ignored the 
status quo. As Christopher Hitchens 
put it, “Detestable though she was, she 
was a radical and not a reactionary.” 

Thus, conservatives pine for leaders 
like her and Reagan. For those who be-
lieve that neoliberal, economic policies 
are laudable, their staunch adherence 
to privatization and the free market are 
admirable, while proponents might see 
these beliefs as a desire to eat poor 
people. 

The rise of Thatcher, Reagan, and 
the neo-cons is closely related to the 

rise of individualism being championed 
in political rhetoric. The seventies, the 
decade before they both came to pow-
er, was dubbed the “Me Generation” 
by author Tom Wolfe. Adopting the tac-
tics of advertising that appeals to me, 
the special little snowfl ake who will be 
happier by buying a lot of stuff, a fi gure 
like Thatcher was branded as a certain 
type of politician. One of her allies was 
Rupert Murdoch, a connection which 
symbolizes the shift that Thatcher and 
Reagan represent. They believed that 
the individual’s happiness and unique-
ness bred a new form of democracy, 
but critics contend that this was really 
a cover for the promotion of selfi shness 
and avarice. Reagan’s past as a Holly-
wood actor helped his campaign proj-
ect him as a badass cowboy, despite 
the fact that he regularly showed signs 
of dementia. 

The point is that this shift towards 
politicians that “sell” individualism to 

the public still oper-
ates today. Think of 
it as the culmina-
tion of the Ayn Rand 
“greed is good” sort 
of philosophy, as 
opposed to a more 
communal ideal 
that doesn’t stress 
the individual’s self-
interest above all. If 
you have time to read 
1000+ pages of the 
same idea being re-
peated over and over 
again, go pick up At-
las Shrugged. When 
you’re fi nished, throw 
it at a homeless per-
son and tell them to 
get a job. In short, 
this is what Thatcher 
represents, and that 

is why she such a controversial fi gure. 
As Maria Margaronis succinctly ob-
served, “Like her friend Ronald Reagan 
she was one of those politicians who 
sums up and seems to embody more 
than a set of policies: a shift of mood, 
a zeitgeist, a way of thinking and feel-
ing about social life.” So what you think 
about Thatcher, as any Brit will tell you, 
is no trifl ing matter. 

by Connor O’Brien and Gibson 
Merrick

Bronx, NY
In one of the most amazing and 
earth-shaking events ever, one brave 
and intelligent student responded 
to all students from a security alert 
sent earlier that day. Soon, the whole 
school was in on the fun and contrib-
uting to one of the most intellectual 
and deep conversations to ever oc-
cur. Soon, professors started joining 
in and imparting wise life lessons on 
the students. BBC World picked up 
on the piece and started to share 
the little tidbits that our liberal arts 
incubator produced. Critics have com-
pared the practice to “the bravery of 
Picasso, with the outright cajones of 
Martin Luther.” Fordham soon shot up 
the ranks in the semi-annual college 
poll, cementing its new spot as num-
ber three, behind Harvard and Yale. 
You should feel lucky that the person 
who got their lolz by piggybanking off 
a security alert about a fellow student 
getting sexually assaulted who goes 
to the same university you do.
   C.O.
Orlando, FL
SeaWorld made headlines this week 
after a horrifi cally botched Shamu 
rescue attempt. Sigmund Neeler, a 
radical marine biologist from the area, 
tried his best to liberate the famous 
orca from her chlorinated paradise, 
hoisting her over the park fence af-
ter dark. Tragically, the fences were 
barbed. Impaled and enraged, Shamu 
managed to chomp off Neeler’s head, 
adding to the already staggering lev-
els of amusement park gore. The pair 
were discovered the following morn-
ing by a group of Korean kindergar-
ten students. SeaWorld continues to 
charge full admission.
   -G.M.

Coming Summer 2013Coming Summer 2013
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REALER
THAN
FACT

Longmont, CO
A woman allegedly assaulted her boy-
friend after she repeatedly asked him 
to stop singing the Macklemore and 
Ryan Lewis hit “Thrift Shop.” Apparent-
ly, Samantha Malson, 23, had asked 
her boyfriend to cease his incessant 
singing after “twenty-fi ve” different 
times singing the ode to bargain bins. 
After he did not comply, she began 
pushing and choking the man. After 
receiving a domestic disturbance re-
port, Longmont police showed up the 
following morning to investigate. Mal-
son was eventually arrested on charg-
es of assault, domestic violence, and 
harassment. Malson later admitted 
that both she and her boyfriend were 
intoxicated at the time of the attack.
   -C.O.

Moscow, Russia
A new breed of commuter has popped 
up in Russia. Living in abandoned 
buildings on the outskirts of Moscow, 
feral dogs have begun to take the train 
into the city in search of food scraps. 
After many years of practice, the dogs 
have gained a working knowledge of 
how to navigate Moscow’s complex 
subway system, and are apparently 
unphased by the multitude of human 
passengers. Refl exively, the people of 
Moscow hardly seem to fi nd their ca-
nine counterpart’s presence extraor-
dinary, and have accepted them as a 
fact of public transit. A true testament 
to the survival of the fi ttest, Russia’s 
booming stray population has demon-
strated its ability to keep up with an 
urbanizing world despite government 
initiatives to oust them.
   -L.O.

Mars One Proposes Interstellar Reality Show
As if being stuck on Earth with people you 
hate wasn’t bad enough

by Liz O’Malley
Co-Editor in Chief

If your childhood dream was to live 
on Mars, you better submit your ap-
plication quickly before it gets buried 
amongst hundreds of thousands of 
others.

Mars One, a privately sponsored, 
“not for profi t” initiative, funded by sev-
eral philanthropic ‘space tourists,’ is 
currently seeking volunteers to be part 
of the fi rst ever crew to inhabit the red 
planet. The fi rst permanent settlement 
is scheduled to offi cially be up and run-
ning by 2023, so long as their approxi-
mate $6 billion in fundraising goes 
smoothly.

However, before you submit a one 
minute video explaining why you are 
the most eligible candidate, you should 
probably take a few things into con-
sideration. First of all, you must be 18 
years of age or older, “intelligent, cre-
ative, psychologically stable and physi-
cally healthy,” and possess “the skills 
to solve any potential problem--some 
of which will be completely unforesee-
able.” So that’s great! All this time I was 
under the impression that you would 
need a degree in science.

Second, you need 
not apply if you’re 
camera shy, because 
the whole process will 
be fi lmed. From your 
application video be-
yond, your activities as 
a member of the fi rst 
colony will be broad-
casted across the en-
tire Earth. That’s cor-
rect, the whole world 
will be watching as you 
sit...and then read...
or....whatever it is you 
do to pass your time 
while confi ned to a space pod until 
you slowly go crazy and eat yourself. If 
you’re not so comfortable with the idea 
of being fi lmed, look on the bright side: 
all those friends and family you left be-
hind for Martian real estate can duti-
fully watch you measure space dust.... 
and... watch plants grow... and stuff.

Finally, you should prepare to be 
stuck in said pod with three strang-
ers for the rest of your days, because 
the ticket is one way. Because of the 
high cost of transporting people and 

equipment to and from Mars, and to 
ensure that the settlement perseveres, 
a ‘Mars to Stay’ approach is being 
implemented with 
no tentative plans 
to bring the crew 
back. Don’t forget 
your copy of No 
Exit.

Once you submit 
your video there 
will be an exten-
sive televised se-
lection process--a 
majority of which 
is determined by 
the audience’s 
vote. Each country 
will have their own 
competition, with 
20-40 candidates 
from each being 
selected as fi nal 
contestants. Each contestant will par-
ticipate in challenges that test every-
thing from their psychological disposi-
tion to their physical endurance. Those 
who make it past this round will com-

pete amongst each other until whittled 
down to a compatible group of four. 
These groups of four will train together 
for several years before launching into 
space, living 3 months of each year in a 
simulation base. If one member drops 
out, which they are free to do up until 
launch, they will begin the training pro-
cess over again with a new member. 
Whichever group is the most prepared 
by 2022 will be the lucky fi rst to travel 
to mars.

Before being sent to Mars you and 

your three new best friends for life will 
receive basic training to ensure that you 
are adequately prepared. During train-

ing each member 
will receive orien-
tation in a specifi c 
skillset: 2 must be 
able to repair all 
equipment, 2 get 
medical training, 
1 will be versed 
in geology, and 1 
in exobiology. Ev-
ery two years four 
more people will 
arrive, and the col-
ony will continue to 
build and expand 
indefi nitely, so long 
as funding for the 
effort remains sta-
ble.

There are many 
dangers that the Mars One crews will 
face, most of which involve launching 
and landing. Mars takes approximately 
7 months to get to and from, and dur-
ing this fl ight the astronauts will face 

radiation ex-
posure and 
run a high risk 
of developing 
osteoporosis 
from the sig-
nifi cant bone 
and muscle 
loss derived 
from weight-
lessness. Once 
at the new 
colony, if any 
problems were 
to arise that 
needed an im-

mediate response (space suits tear-
ing, major equipment malfunctions, 
anything else “unforeseeable”), it will 
be impossible to send aid. Then again, 
Mars One makes it very clear that trav-
elling to Mars is a high risk, citing early 
expeditions across the Atlantic and to 
the Antarctic as proof that humans are 
naturally curious and that no further 
ethical justifi cation is necessary.

Needless to say, Mars One is one 
small step for man, one huge leap for 
private enterprise.

by Connor O’Brien and Liz 
O’Malley

Totally safe! Don’t worry!Totally safe! Don’t worry!
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Hill is in a somewhat dire state. In a 
document rating building systems on 
campus, it was revealed that a quar-
ter of our buildings qualifi ed as “very 
poor.” In this destitute category is my 
current home, Finlay, as well as Free-
man, Walsh, Larkin, Administration, 
Loyola and Alpha House. Not to be 
outdone, an additional seven buildings 
were deemed “poor:” Collins, Faber, 
Keating, Faculty Memorial, John Mul-

cahy, Tennis House, and the Rose Hill 
Gymnasium. While many of us have 
probably given up hope on FMH after 
sweating out a class in its crowded, 
identity-crisis-stricken largesse, it is 
regrettable to know that Keating—cam-
pus’ crown jewel—can be in such a 
state. 

The largest and most dubious cat-
egory,  “Fair” encompasses nine build-

ings on campus:  Alumni Court South, 
Loschert, Martyrs, Queens, the Uni-
versity Church, Dealy, McGinley, the 
Lombardi Center, and Walsh Memorial 
Library. How you fi nd a way to lump the 
disparate conditions of the latter two 
buildings—one being akin to a sad, sad 
YMCA, the other being one of the more 
recent additions to Rose Hill—or any 
of these buildings into one category 
is up to the professional assessors to 

decide. However, let us not forget 
that Martyrs was recently renovat-
ed to circumvent condemnation, 
and can only be called “fair.” 

Topping off the list are the 
“Good” and “Excellent” catego-
ries, including Duane and O’Hare, 
and Salice-Conley, Campbell, and 
recently renovated Hughes, re-
spectively.  Though none of these 
distinctions are a surprise, these 
groupings exist as a relative mi-
nority, with only fi ve out of the 
twenty-eight buildings assessed 
being “Good” or better.

What is most disheartening 
about this information are the 
questions it raises. This isn’t just 
me complaining about the state 
of buildings. Even though we as 
Fordham students might know 
that the building conditions are 

as such, the fact that facilities man-
agement and—by default—the univer-
sity are quietly acknowledging these 
problems without taking adequate or 
timely action. Although the university 
has announced its intentions to im-
prove Loyola and McGinley (as well 
as rolling renovations to buildings like 
Dealy and Keating under the Excelsior 
campaign), many of the buildings that 

are most closely related to the lives 
and wellbeing of students have not re-
ceived much attention. 

Recently, Fordham has been tout-
ing its newest building at the Lincoln 
Center campus as the most expensive 
project in the history of Jesuit educa-
tion. With a price tag of $205 million 
dollars, the building will most certainly 
benefi t the university in its quest for 
betterment and expansion, but at what 
cost? Though fundraising has certainly 
contributed to the new construction, it 
seems almost criminal that a single 
building can cost roughly 40% of the 
school’s endowment while half of the 
Rose Hill campus is in shambles. At 
a fractional $2.7 million Finlay could 
be lifted out of dredges to the shining 
ranks of Hughes. 

Or maybe what needs to be assessed 
is Fordham’s facade. While buildings 
are falling apart from the inside, it 
seems as though most of our money 
goes to fountains and planting enough 
fl owers to woo prospective students 
into overlooking these major fl aws. Al-
though it may be a tried and true mar-
keting strategy, one must wonder how 
long it will be before the scale is tipped 
even more towards the direction of 
disrepair. Collegiate Gothic facades 
can only do so much. While Fordham 
might like to have larger projects tied 
to its name, we must not overlook the 
remedying impact of the many small 
changes that can help raise the status 
of the university—albeit in a more un-
derstated manner. For now, it seems 
as though Rose Hill is more style than 
substance. 

Highest Room and Board Buys Ramshackle Buildings
But, hey, Lincoln Center is getting a new skyscraper!

by Peter Lacerenza
Opinions Co-Editor

On a rather fateful day in October, I 
received one of the more memorable 
texts from my roommate. Our toilet in 
Finlay had exploded, unleashing an 
eruption of porcelain shrapnel and an 
unfortunate spring of brown water. In 
the day that it took for facilities to make 
their way to our latrine-less abode, my 
roommates and I mourned the quirks 
of Fordham Housing. As proud survi-
vors of Martyrs Court, we had already 
experienced the spectrum of disrepair 
that one can come to expect at this 
university: the sluggish Wi-Fi, the psych 
ward aesthetics, the bitter irony. One 
would think that the school with the 
nation’s highest room and board rates 
would at least attempt to justify the 
rotting state of its residence halls, but 
that has always seemed like too tall of 
an order. 

In Martyrs, they attempted to pacify 
us with air conditioning units, TV loung-
es and granite countertops. In Finlay, 
however, there were no such pity bar-
gains. Our only kitchen facility is a glori-
fi ed rathole in what was once the build-
ing’s morgue back when it was part of 
the medical school, and an unfortunate 
5 AM fi re alarm revealed that—at the 
time of the incident—the entire fourth 
fl oor was unable to hear the alarms at 
all. Perhaps the icing on the cake was 
during our Hurricane Sandy briefi ng. 
As residents of the top fl oor, we were 
informed that—in the event that top 
wind speeds were reached during the 
storm—there was a slight chance that 
the roof, that allegedly hadn’t been 
serviced since the 1920s, might blow 
away. 

Given this, it comes with little sur-
prise to fi nd that, by and large, Rose 

The least interesting picture The least interesting picture 
ever takenever taken
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by Marisa Carroll
Deaditor-in-Chief

How the loveable rag made me who I am today
Saying goodbye on newsprint is an 

odd proposal. Fight treacly sentimen-
tality, you tell yourself, but stay hon-
est, show gratitude. I fl irted with 
writing this like a Jenny Holzer 
piece: WHAT URGE WILL SAVE US 
IF LAUGHTER WON’T? “THE CAF 
SUCKS” IS A BORING PREMISE 
FOR AN ARTICLE, THOUGH IT MAY 
BE THE PREMISE FOR YOUR COL-
LEGE CAREER. YOUR ACTIONS 
ARE POINTLESS IF NO ONE NOTIC-
ES. STOP LITTERING ON EDDIE’S. 

I signed up for the paper at the 
club fair freshman year and have 
been a member ever since. the 
paper’s staff seemed so smart, 
so funny, so lefty, and honestly, 
at a time when—judging from 
condom policies to dudes in my 
dorm (one notably argued that 
“Jews are dirty” in my fi rst month 
at Fordham)—I thought I had ac-
cidentally enrolled in Oral Roberts 
University. Don’t worry, angry lib-
eral freshmen, my opinions have 
since softened with age. Or, at 
least the ulcers have. 

As a freshman, I would sit outside my 
room in the hallway of North (Loschert? 
Sigh.) before Tuesday night meetings 
brainstorming article ideas, stomach in 
knots. If you can’t already tell, I am an 
anxious person, but driven: I wanted to 

be part of the team. I wanted to be part 
of that project.

I believe that, over four years, I have 

not contributed writing or doodles to 
only six issues of the paper. I was an 
editor from spring of my freshman year 
through this January, when my tenure 
as editor-in-chief ended. I’m not alone 
in that commitment. I know John O’Neill 

has a similar dance card, as does my 
former co-pilot, Lauren Duca, who 
wrote for almost every issue even when 

she was 
a b r o a d 
last spring. 
Over those 
four years, 
I’m proud 
of what we 
produced, 
from our 
repor t ing 
on racial 
bias inci-
dents last 
spring, to 
demented 
c o l u m n s 
like “That’s 
So Joe!,” 
to the re-
birth of 
the comics 
section, to 
what might 
be my best 
cont r ibu -

tion to human society: An 11” x 17” 
hand-drawn infographic on the history 
of Alcopop.

Four years later, my best friends from 
my paper days still are that, for the 
most part, even if they’ve moved to a 

Finding Myself Amongst the paper weirdos

different outer borough. I’m g-chatting 
with alums as I write this. The editor-in-
chief when I was a freshman hired me 
for my First Big Job last summer, and 
helped me land a Dream Job interview 
later this month. These paper weirdos 
are my people. They’ve challenged me 
over the years personally and creative-
ly, as friends and editors alike. Not to 
get all “How Ya Like Me Now?”, but I am 
an incalculably better writer, editor, and 
person than I was years ago. Knowing 
I’ve improved also means knowing I still 
have a lot of learning to do, which is an 
absolutely thrilling premise. It’s why I’m 
staying in New York instead of booking 
a one-way fl ight back to my great home-
town, Chicago.

Thinking back to Holzer, I write more 
caps-locked declarations. SURROUND 
YOURSELF WITH THOSE WHOSE WORK 
YOU ADMIRE. YES, YOU DO NEED AN 
EDITOR. IF THERE IS A PARTY AT YOUR 
PLACE AND SOMEONE ACCIDENTALLY 
SETS A PLASTIC BIRDCAGE ON FIRE 
AND IT SMOLDERS, THE PLASTIC QUI-
ETLY DRIPPING FROM YOUR FIRE ES-
CAPE TO YOUR LANDLORD’S PORCH, 
YOU WILL NOT GET YOUR SECURITY DE-
POSIT BACK. 

To wannabe writers and editors read-
ing this, I scribble out one more: WRITE 
FOR THE PAPER! WRITE FOR THE PA-
PER! WRITE FOR THE PAPER!
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The Long and Winding Road to Becoming HBIC
by Lauren Duca
Deaditor-in-Chief

I’ve wanted to be a writer since sec-
ond grade - prior to which I had my sights 
set on being a pony. Ever since I won a 
poetry contest for a sonnet about a den-
tist with onion breath, I knew I wanted 
to make a career out of pushing nouns 
and verbs together. Initially a hopeful as-
piration, I soon settled on writing as my 
only post-college option. Yet, despite my 
fi ercely determined, Hermione-esque 
approach to all things in life, I struggled 
to devise a plan. I was accustomed to 
success in a structured environment, 
but I saw immediately this would not 
be quite as straightforward as earning 
straight A’s. 

At the club fair freshman year, I hope-
lessly wandered around Eddies in jorts, 
until zeroing  in on a table of gangly kids 
with lots of Photoshopped pictures of 
Father McShane combined with vari-
ous animals: I’d found the paper. I wrote 
my fi rst article, and lost sleep the night 
before the issue came out. Seeing my 
name in print was a vaguely religious 
experience. I read my article aloud to 
everyone who would listen, cut it out 
and hung it on my dorm room wall next 

to approximately thirty-seven photos of 
Johnny Depp (I was 18, sorry). I would 
spend the next three years locked in 

Writing my own instruction manual for success
the print shoppe on all the most beauti-
ful days, crafting personal essays about 
everything from Norwegian policy to my 
boobs. #MakingTheBreastofIt

My work at the paper soon 
led to my Executive Editor posi-
tion, which eventually became 
an internship at Allure. I was 
overwhelmed and overeager: 
the plan was beginning to take 
shape! Dreams of the “fash-
ion closet” danced through my 
head. I pictured fresh orchids in 
Tiffany silver, a wall of Loubitins, 
and at least one byline. I arrived 
bright-eyed, bushy-tailed, and 
vaguely resembling someone’s 
concept of “business casual.” I 
was going to be the best intern 
Linda Wells had ever seen.

Needless to say, I was 
shocked when I left my fi rst 
14-hour day covered in blood 
(seriously, I cut my hand on a 
broach), sweat, and, as soon 
as I reached NJ Transit, tears. 
My title was Editorial Intern, 
though Unpaid Box Boy would 

have been more 
appropriate. It 
wasn’t that I 
felt I was above 
schlepping garment bags 
across town, but there 
was no way to stand out 
or even be noticed out-
side of fucking up. I was 
treated like a less-cute, 
less-pale, less-dating-
Adrian-Grenier version 
of Anne Hathaway in The 
Devil Wears Prada. 

Carting Donna Karan 
back to the offi ce mid-
June, someone tapped 
me on the shoulder. I 
whipped around, my pre-
fabricated “What the fuck 
do you want?” glare ready 
for action. Then I saw the 
atrocity: leather pants, a 
silk top, and a lamb skin 
vest, littering the cross 
walk like a Hansel and 

Gretel trail of designer goods. I made 
an adrenaline-fueled dash, scooping 
up each piece, as cars rushed forward. 

It was like being on a Japanese game 
show, with everything to lose and liter-
ally nothing to win. After gathering the 
loot – worth more than my value in the 

Taken slave trade – I collapsed on the 
sidewalk, wondering what the hell I was 
doing.  

The rest of the summer was not much 
different. I ruined a few dresses, but 
I stuck it out. The hard-earned Allure 

line on my resume soon led to another 
internship, and by the time I was Editor-
in-Chief, yet another at my dream publi-
cation, New York Magazine, where I am 
treated like a real person and almost 
never sweat profusely! I think that’s 
what these fi rst few post-grad years will 

be like – sweating, while carrying gar-
ment bags. I’ve often been frustrated 
that I have all of this talent and over-ea-
ger willingness to work my ass off, but 

nowhere to put it. I am desperate for a 
well-mapped explanation of the ladder 
I need to climb to my coveted senior 
editor position, with each rung clearly 
footnoted and explained in a 57-page 
Word document. Unfortunately, writing 
and editing is nothing like being a CPA 
in that there is no instruction manual 
for success, and also that I’ll probably 
never have dental insurance. 

I suppose what I’ve learned is that 
things have a way of working out. If we 
work hard (and do some other stuff, like 
play active roles in whatever communi-
ties we end up contextualized by), well, I 
think our lives will turn out pretty great. 
Connecting the dots is much easier in 
retrospect, but the future ultimately 
cobbles itself together. Honestly, if I 
hadn’t found this scrappy little publica-
tion, I would probably still be hopelessly 
wandering around Eddies in jorts! So, in 
conclusion of four snarky years: Thanks, 
the paper. Stay irreverent. I’m off to set 
a workplace on fi re. 

Ring a lingRing a ling

I would spend the next 
three yers locked in the 
print shoppe on all the most 
beautiful days, crafting per-
sonal essays about every-
thing from Norwegian policy 
to my boobs. #MakingTh-
eBreastOfIt

She’s more Streep than She’s more Streep than 
Hathaway nowadaysHathaway nowadays
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Young Prophet Prepares for Propulsion into Adulthood
Date of Kool-Aid party has been temporarily postponedby John O’Neill

Deaditor
Salutations, paper readers. I know 

you have all grown accustomed to my 
articles on urban issues or, more of-
ten, bizarre tales and rants, but this is 
my goodbye. I’ve watched a number of 
friends churn these out, but I suppose 
I’m surprised to be here, sitting in the ar-
chitecture room at the moment, weeks 
from being expelled into the world and 
away from the money tit. There were in-
numerable moments throughout these 
past four years where I longed to be 
writing this, instead of whatever paper 
was assigned to me. For all the fun 
there is in often justifi ably bashing 
Fordham or complaining about 
the administration, this is a pretty 
remarkable place that we are all 
rather lucky to attend. My favor-
ite pastime (other than talking 
about cities) is talking about how 
much everything sucks. For all of 
its issues, ultimately Fordham is 
a campus that breeds some great 
people and ideas. 

Had I not gone to Fordham, I 
never would have been able to be-
come an intern for the Speaker of 
the New York City Council. My two 
years working with her has given 
me an expansive view of the city 
and its various cultures. Had I not 
been a student in the Urban Stud-
ies department, I would not have 
received the email that alerted me 
to the opportunity. That was also 
the team that helped me and a 
number of other Fordham people go 
and volunteer in Staten Island after 
Hurricane Sandy. Internships are pretty 
often really cool and leave you with a 
diverse group of friends. It’s an excel-
lent way to form social circles outside 
of Fordham, for those who are disgrun-
tled by the current scene. I don’t quite 
know what my career path will be, but 
for the time, New York City politics will 
be fun and interesting. It is a subject 
that I was only able to become versed 
in on account of my attending Ford-
ham.

That said, Fordham has saddled me 
with inane courses that I don’t imagine 
I gained too much from. Many classes 
that have helped sink my GPA were 
classes I never wanted to attend. If a 
student knows what their passion is, 

then they should be allowed to pursue 
it to the fullest manner. I wish I had 
been able to take all History, English, 
and Urban Studies classes over these 
four years. I sincerely hope that the uni-
versity revisit the idea of the core cur-
riculum. It is important to give students 
a suffi cient amount of academic free-
dom. At the moment, I do not think that 
is the situation at Fordham. While this 
place exposes us to so much, it also, in 
many ways, stifl es. Their lack of invest-
ment in the art department should also 

be remedied. 
But of the classes that I did want to 

take, I met some great professors who 
I feel quite fond of. Namely, Professors 
Greer, Rodriguez, Conlon and Cathcart 
stand out as having had some manner 
of substantial impact in my worldview. 
Without Fordham, I would never have 
met this collection of thinkers and 
teachers. They taught me about archi-
tecture, art, urban politics, and eth-
ics. Those are invaluable lessons that 
have made me a better person. That’s 
a pretty impressive impact to have on 
a large number of human beings. I be-
lieve that if my experience is a familiar 
one for most readers, then Fordham is 
succeeding in its mission. 

As I began to spend more time off- 
campus, I grew to know the Belmont 

neighborhood. One of my early off-
campus destinations was Terra Nova 
Hall on Hoffman. There, I believe, still 
works Troy. Troy is my favorite employee 
at Fordham. I would like him to know 
that I appreciated his many favors, 
good humor, and amusing stories. 
Fordham’s Res Life policies suck and 
everyone knows that. I hope that things 
begin to liberalize in the future and that 
students are given a greater degree of 
freedom to live as they please. Resi-
dential halls are a key component to 

the development of the student and it 
should be treated with greater urgency 
to maintain those facilities and to cre-
ate healthy communities. 

That said, I have met some of my 
closest friends while at Fordham. They 
are people that make me think and 
expose me to other things. My friends 
are people that I have spent my time 
with outside Fordham exploring. But it 
was Fordham that linked us and made 
us exchange ideas and grow familiar. 
I spent my spring break watching the 
sun set over the Bosphorus in Istan-
bul drinking Efes with my friend Lucas. 
An entire day in Madrid was devoted 
to wandering the halls of El Museo 
del Prado because of my friend Alex. 
Freshman year emerged successful 
and entertaining because of my room-

mate Chris. My art, writing, and ethics 
improved because of Ike, a friendship 
made in an urban studies stats course. 
That’s a pretty remarkable thing for an 
institution to facilitate. It’s also pretty 
spectacular and unique that they fi -
nance a paper with a wide degree of 
freedom of speech. 

None of this experience would have 
been without the substantial fi nancial 
sacrifi ce of my parents, something I 
honestly do not express suffi cient ap-
preciation for. I would imagine that, 

at some point in the future, I will 
have children who will go on to col-
lege, and I will support them and 
know that their world is all about 
them. That’s the remarkable thing 
about parents. It’s almost certain 
that they know I’m your typical nar-
cissistic 22-year-old, but they still 
bare with me and hear my ideas 
and stories out regardless. But 
they also know that the phase will 
(likely) pass. A number of my deci-
sions have been done in my own 
best interest and with little regard 
for the feelings of others. That is 
my most profound regret about my 
time here over these four years. Al-
though if the experience leaves a 
strong impression, then hopefully 
the lesson has been learned, and 
the future will be better for it. 

Well, it’s about time for me to 
wrap this up. Likely the most sub-
stantial infl uence while here at the 

paper was my co-editor in news and 
later the editor-in-chief, Marisa Carroll. 
She taught me everything I know about 
editing the paper and I am very appre-
ciative of her competent, organized 
and driven style. the paper has put out 
some really great content over these 
past four years. I’m very happy to have 
gotten to know the staff of past and 
present and am hopeful that the tradi-
tion of quality writing will continue to be 
a presence on Fordham’s campus. It’s 
been a great four years at Fordham. I 
am a very different person than I was 
upon leaving high school. Sometimes 
things are diffi cult, but it’s best to live 
by the belief that things generally work 
themselves out. Live as better observ-
ers and as more engaged people. Bye 
Fordham. 

#urban#urban
#dense#dense
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Breaking the paper Mold
So much more than bad hipster jokes and articles about weedby Andrew Craig

Deaditor
Refl ecting on my time as a paper edi-

tor is, to be honest, a bit of a stretch for 
me, since I was only ever tangentially 
part of the team that puts together 
what you read several times per se-
mester. If I’m being honest, I liked writ-
ing and editing here well enough, but it 
was never the be-all, end-all for me, and 
I tended to be the black sheep of the 
paper family since I never participated 
much in the social bonding part of pro-
duction. But that’s exactly what I want 
to convey to people reading this: even 
if you don’t want a big commitment, 
even if you think that we’re too clique-
y, even if you’ve never written before, 
you can join the paper. You should join 
the paper. And not just because it’s run 
by a talented and handsome group of 
people who are all more than happy to 
work with you, though it is.  

We’re not the Times and we don’t 
presume to be -- I remember editing 
a piece several years ago that was 
entirely focused on the pros and cons 
of the various ways to smoke weed. It 
was awful. Throughout my years here, 
articles like that have always been one 
of the major and wholly valid criticisms 
of this publication: sometimes, we are 
painfully identifi able as a college news-
paper with correspondingly sophomor-
ic content. Obviously, this isn’t always 
the case. I was also lucky enough to 
work with informed, gifted writers who 
deftly covered serious news stories as 
well as interesting cultural features.  

My point is that it doesn’t have to be 
that way. You can change it. At the end 
of the day, each issue was only ever 

as good as our contributors wanted to 
make it, and without contributions from 
students who are passionate and ea-
ger to learn what it takes to write well, 
the paper doesn’t happen. So next 
time you read an article in here that 
you think is sub-par, don’t scoff and 

skip it. Come to our meetings and pitch 
something that’s going to be stronger, 
more creative, more hard-hitting, and 
then watch it take shape in print. 

I think that is one of the most beauti-
ful aspects of this publication and the 
people who run it. We don’t say “no.” 
Have an article idea? Great, we love it, 
thanks for coming to the meeting; let’s 
go grab a beer. Or if on the off chance 
your idea isn’t quite there, we’ll help 
you out to fi nd a fresh angle and en-

sure that it’s something that’s as fun to 
read as it is for you to write. That demo-
cratic nature of the paper has always 
impressed me and I think that all of my 
former colleagues here deserve a great 
deal of thanks for that. You can write 
for us regardless of your background, 

major, or interests -- we’re happy to 
work with you always. We are not, as 
some of you may think and as I certain-
ly used to, an exclusive group of hip-
sters (does anyone still use that word? 
Did I just date myself?) discussing our 
English degrees in a secret clubhouse.   
I eventually moved on to work at other 
publications, which has been a power-
fully formative experience that I owe to 
the basics I learned from the patient 
and kind editors who worked here 

back when I was a freshman. I used to 
think the fact that I’ve gone from edit-
ing stoner articles in barely passable 
English to writing web features for big-
name magazines meant that I didn’t 
need the paper, that I could wash my 
hands of it and focus on more pro-
fessional writing and editing, but that 
was wrong. The fact that I now mostly 
write about beer and expensive jeans 
-- things that I love but admittedly not a 
major step up from the paper, maturity-
wise -- aside, I think back on my time at 
the paper and see a natural progres-
sion. When I decided I wanted a career 
in writing, the paper was there to wel-
come my awful fi rst efforts (my debut 
article was about the resurgence of 
vinyl record sales fi lled with painfully 
unfunny jokes about hipsters). I kept 
writing, I started editing, I learned how 
to use Photoshop and InDesign, and as 
jaded as I might have been about the 
paper’s sometimes dubious content 
and clique-y atmosphere, it’s the bed-
rock of my editorial experience and it 
allowed me to break into a deceptively 
challenging industry. 

So editors past and present: thanks 
for the memories, even if I never quite 
fi t the paper mold; you’re all beautiful 
and intelligent, and I wish you all the 
very best. I’ll always be thankful for the 
time I spent with you guys, and how 
it taught me all of the editorial basics 
that I now use on a daily basis. And if 
you’re even remotely interested in writ-
ing, editing, or publishing of any kind, it 
can do the same for you.

the paper: a haven for black the paper: a haven for black 
sheep since 1972sheep since 1972
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by Dan Murphy
Deaditor

Today went as most of my Sundays 
do. I awoke at around 2:30 in the af-
ternoon, fully clothed and wearing my 
boots. My right foot is constantly wet 
because of the hole in the bottom of 
that shoe. I should probably check soon 
whether it’s just water or blood down 
there. Not important. I tripped over an 
empty bottle of 
Wild Turkey on my 
way to the bath-
room. My room 
kind of looks 
and smells like 
an ashtray with 
a couple guitars 
laying around. 
I made my way 
over to McGinley 
basement to see 
the wonderful 
people of the pa-
per hard at work. 
Writing this is 
proving particu-
larly diffi cult. Be-
ing sentimental is 
hard. There are a 
lot of things that 
made my time at 
Fordham special, 
and, well shit, it 
looks like college 
is over.

When I arrived here in the fall of 
2009, the eldest son in my family, Tom, 
was a senior and the second, Pat, was 
a junior. Coming into a new environ-
ment is incredibly easy when you have 
two mentors to show you the ropes. 
Whether it comes in the form of stum-
bling with me home from the Jolly Tin-
ker in the early hours of the morning to 
piss on the Fordham Prep sign (many 
times), making sure I didn’t get into 
too much trouble, or joining with me in 
my only true loves (writing and playing 
music), my siblings made my time here 
worth something—exactly what I don’t 
know yet. I do know that I have nothing 
but love for Tom and Pat.

My mustache is getting long enough 
now that it hangs into my mouth some-
times. It gets really annoying. Fresh-
man year I was put into Hughes Hall 
room 407 before that place became 
the monstrosity that it is today, when it 

was the shining symbol of general de-
bauchery and constant illness on our 
fair campus. My hands tend to shake 
all the time, I think it’s because I’m still 
recovering from living in Hughes. I was 
placed with three men who would be-
come some of my best friends in the 
goddamn world. It’s kind of astounding 

that they welcomed me in. Freshman 
year I was that drunk kid who looked 
like a homeless guy with long scraggly 
hair and a gross beard that didn’t ex-

actly grow in right. But no one seemed 
to mind and Hughes Hall was fantas-
tic and disgusting and wonderful and 
gross and shut the fuck up Dan move 
on.

I made the mistake of not getting 
involved with Rodrigue’s Coffee House 
until sophomore year which was in-

sanely stupid. 
On paper, Rod’s 
is just a house 
to buy a cup of 
coffee for a dol-
lar where some 
shows or open 
mics or other 
stuff happens 
s o m e t i m e s . 
Here’s what it ac-
tually is: a group 
of intelligent and 
progressive think-
ing people gath-
ering in order to 
give a shit about 
things that actu-
ally matter and 
produce great 
things or gather-
ing just to fuck 
around and go 
places together 
to get drunk and 
dance and play 

acoustic guitar sing-alongs into the 
bright hours of the morning because 
fuck it life is short and I love all those 
people and shit, fuck balls, okay.

And then there’s the Yellow House. 
My junior year, the freshman year 
roommates and I teamed up with a few 
other awesome dudes and took over 
that beautiful building on Hoffman St. 
Yes, occasionally we took your fi ve dol-
lars for not enough beer, and yes, for 
the most part our house looks like a 
disgusting shithole, but goddamnit it 
was our shithole where I had amazing 
times. Part of me thinks that I might 
not have even deserved the friends I 
have, living in that house or the won-
derful drunken nights, but I do have 
them and they did happen and I was 
fucking lucky and could stop thinking 
about death all the time because life.

Here’s another dumb thing I waited 
on: I didn’t write for the paper until se-

nior year. What you might not know is 
that the paper is run by magnifi cent 
bastards who care about important 
things and work their asses off con-
stantly whether it’s dealing with bullshit 
from the university or rallying at 2 am 
on a Sunday to get the issue done, and 
it’s all performed with a sense of hu-
mor—all the best dick jokes you could 
hope for.

This is getting tiring, let’s wrap it up. 
I don’t know what the hell I’m going to 
do in a month and I don’t know what’s 
going to happen to all of us when we 
leave. So I’m going to get drunk for 
the next few weeks and wake up the 
same way I did today many more times, 
hopefully. God, fuck, sentimentality 
is bullshit, but fuck it, I love all of you 
motherfuckers and I’ll miss this be-
cause this was important. Shit, who 
needs a drink?

Latest hangover yields actual emotions

Whiskey and Life Are In Short Supply

What you might not know 
is that the paper is run by 
magnificent bastards who 
care about important things 
and work their asses off 
constantly whether it’s deal-
ing with bullshit from the 
university or rallying at 2 
am on a Sunday to get the 
issue done, and it’s all per-
formed with a sense of hu-
mor all the best dick jokes 
you could hope for.
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ACROSS 
4) Fluid found in taints and 
armpits
5) 2012
8) Day + rager = 
10) Liz got
13) Spring Weekend after-
after-party locale
17) Bird of prey, vicious
18) Our lord and savior
19) Not #lakepunk
20) Sadly, warmer tempera-
tures mean that you can no 
longer wear these

DOWN
1) Last year’s Spring Weekend 
Performer
2) Finals nasal condition
3) Seen in the 24-Hour Room
6) ResLife gets off on...
7) Spring Weekend after-par-
ty locale
9) Respect for...
11) Smoke me!
12) When you lose power
14) But fortunately, you can 
wear these
16) Oh fuck, I think I’m gonna 

Pisces: Speaking of freaky people, hi Pisces! Do yourself a favor and don’t pursue love this 
summer. That’s just gonna complicate everything and it may cut into time spent fi ne-tuning 
the fantasy world you live in. Just keep living in la-la land and you’ll get through the summer 
largely unscathed.

Aries: This summer, prepare to get fucked up like you never have before. Your 
unique ability to bounce back from what life throws at you will be exemplifi ed 
in your ability to rally time after time.  Stay away from all forms of dumplings. 
Have a great summer, bitch!

Taurus: You’ve probably already mapped out a whole summer of being outside connecting 
with nature and wandering in the woods for days on end. Don’t let people tear you away 
from doing your own thing, like disappearing into the forest and falling asleep curled up 
with squirrels, you wonderful reclusive weirdo.

Gemini: Make sure you’re making yourself available throughout the summer 
so that you’ve got plenty to do and plenty of rumors to spread.  When things 
hit a lull and no one feels like partying, treat yourself to some shopping so 
that you can tell your friends all about your latest splurge. They really care, 
don’t worry.

Cancer: Expect to have an emotional rollercoaster of a summer (as usual). One minute 
you’ll be soaking up the sun, and the next you’ll be secretly having sex with a good friend’s 
signifi cant other for the thrill of it. Be cautious in your pursuits, as they could end in murder 
if you take things to extremes.

Virgo: Get over your shitty relationship that ended in January and stop lamenting that that 
cutie from your English class didn’t connect with you. Do yourself, but mostly us, a big favor 
by fi nding something useful to distract you from the gravity of your fi rst-world problems. Now 
is the pefect time to try that new condom you’ve been eyeing.

Libra: As much as you may want a hot summer fl ing, maybe try spend-
ing your holiday wasting away on a tropical island just doing you. After 
all, you’ve scared off most potential love interests over the course of this 
semester.

Scorpio: If you play your cards right, you’ll slay that summer internship and impress all the 
right people. Maintain your air of mystery, get people talking.  Don’t play it up too much, 
though.  You don’t want people fi nding out about that guy you killed a few months back.

Sagittarius: Blow off all your obligations and/or jobs because they’re just go-
ing to fence in your free-spirited nature, which is not acceptable. You have no 
problem staying positive, so don’t fret about how rapidly your funds will dete-
riorate in the coming months. Don’t let parents or reality rain on your parade!

Capricorn: Because you tend to be a bit of an over-achiever, it’s best that you fully dedicate 
yourself to your job/internship because you’ll climb that corporate ladder faster than you 
think. And that relationship you’ve been in since high school – don’t worry, you’ve got nothing 
to worry about there. Just keep being your boring self and you’ll really shine.

Aquarius: You’ve probably overextended yourself for the summer, and odds 
are whoever you end up working with isn’t going to “get” you.  But fuck that!  
You’ve managed to make it this far in life, so clearly you’re bearable.  Don’t let 
self-doubt or social norms get you down, you adorable freak!

Leo: Don’t worry about whether or not you’ll be having a summer romance 
when school ends.  You’re a real catch and will sweep someone off their feet 
in no time.  It’ll be a fun, passionate three months that will come crashing 
down in hysterical misery when the school year starts.

SUMMER HOROSCOPES

Across: 4) sweat,  5) Kony,  8) dayger,  10) iced,  13) Club Lib,  17) Turkey Vulture,  18) Satan,  19) seapunk,  20) yoga pants Across: 4) sweat,  5) Kony,  8) dayger,  10) iced,  13) Club Lib,  17) Turkey Vulture,  18) Satan,  19) seapunk,  20) yoga pants
Down: 1) Jaysean Derulo,  1) blue boogers,  3) tears,  6) bag checks,  7) Barnabas,  9) Death,  12) blackout,  14) jorts,  16) puke Down: 1) Jaysean Derulo,  1) blue boogers,  3) tears,  6) bag checks,  7) Barnabas,  9) Death,  12) blackout,  14) jorts,  16) puke 
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Alright guys, I want a confession from 
one of you. Which one of you poor ex-
cuses for Beliebers said “never?” No 
volunteers? I know it was one of you, 
God forbid more than one. When you 
say never, even though Justin specifi -
cally said not to, he loses power. Like 
Tinkerbell, or Santa in Elf. He’s been 
doing some seriously fucked up things 
recently, and one of you is to blame. 
We’re not leaving till I know who it is.

As much as it pains me to admit it 
in writing, I am a former Justin Bieber 
fan. Though I like to tell myself that I 
was at the golden mean of Bieber wor-
ship, I then have to remind myself that 
I went to go see Never Say Never, pur-
ple 3-D glasses and all. Looking back, 
I justify my horrendous choice in taste 
by chalking it up to a misguided infatu-
ation with the world’s least favorite 
Canadian. Also, at this time, I’d like to 
point out to the reader that Justin and 
I are the same age, so my crush was 
only horrible in a personal, not a white 
van and mustache, kind of way. How-
ever, going through my iTunes reveals 
a staggeringly high amount of plays 
of certain choice cuts from My World 
2.0. Like an addict straight out of re-
hab, though, I will readily admit that 
I’ve been cured of the affl iction known 
as being a “Belieber.” The reason why 
I gradually stopped liking the dude was 
that I fi nally admitted to myself that 
he’s a fucking idiot.

To be fair, as most will point out, not 
many people have their lives together at 
age nineteen, myself included. But, liv-
ing in the public eye as one of the most 

sought-out paparazzi targets, you’ve 
got to imagine that there are some 
things that you really just shouldn’t do. 
Recently, after an hour-long visit to the 
house where Anne Frank hid out dur-
ing the Nazi occupation of the Nether-
lands in World War II, Bieber wrote in 

the guest book: “Truly inspiring to be 
able to come here, Anne was a great 
girl. Hopefully she would have been a 
Belieber.” Once again, this recent con-
troversy drew many in defense of the 
young star, including Frank’s stepsister, 
who said that it was good that Bieber 
drew attention to the young girl’s plight, 
which may inspire young people to read 
her story. Unfortunately, that didn’t pan 
out too well when Twitter indicated that 
“#WhoIsAnneFrank” was trending glob-
ally. While this may be the only incident 
that may offend the casual reader, the 
rest of his downward spiral consists of 
some of the strangest behavior ever ex-
hibited by a celebrity, outside the realm 

of Gary Busey or Dennis Rodman.
Earlier this month, Bieber faced a 

$2,000 dollar fi ne due to giving a tat-
too of a “muscular mouse” with the 
caption “SWAGGY” without a license. 
In March, a video of Justin throwing up 
on stage during the middle of a dance 

number surfaced. Slightly 
before that, he posted a 
picture of himself exposing 
his ass on his Instagram 
as an apparent prank on 
his manager/creepy ad-
opted big brother Scooter 
Braun. His friend, world-
famous rapper Lil Twist, 
crashed his $500,000 
Bentley while trying to 
avoid paparazzi. However, 
perhaps the oddest thing 
that Bieber has recently 
made news for was ille-
gally transporting his pet 

capuchin monkey, Mally, across the 
Atlantic in his private jet. After landing 
in Munich, customs authorities seized 
the animal and Justin now faces a 
fi ne in excess of $15,000. This defi -
nitely reminds me of another eccentric 
pop star who had a monkey that he 
took everywhere with him. I’d tell you 
his name, but that would probably be 
“bad” journalism. Besides, the choices 
seem pretty “black and white” to me. 
It’s Michael Jackson. Justin Bieber 
could end up as crazy as Michael God 
Damn Jackson was.

While these anecdotes are defi nitely 
amusing, they also pose an important 
question: do the alternately trivial and 

extravagant details of this young man’s 
life really make the world different in any 
measurable way? Unfortunately, the 
American public’s sycophantic obses-
sion with celebrity behaviors, especial-
ly in an instantly gratifi ed and infi nitely 
connected society, has made Bieber’s 
every action national news that affects 
millions of people daily. Granted, most 
of these people are teenage girls (…
and me), but he creates some sort of 
rallying point and general sympathy, 
both very powerful impacts. Personally, 
I’ve had many discussions with friends 
about how insane and self-centered 
this guy must be, but maybe I should 
be more inclined to be a defender, as 
I once was. No matter how much your 
friends from high school may disagree, 
Justin is a very talented and dedicated 
performer who didn’t become famous 
solely on the merits of his attention-
whoring antics. I’m assuming that most 
of these stories are coming from Mr. 
Deeds-esque undercover “journalists” 
desperate for hits on their gossip site. 
Let’s not forget that on New Year’s Day, 
a paparazzo was struck in traffi c and 
killed in LA while trying to nab a picture 
of Bieber smoking weed in his Ferrari. 
The car in question wasn’t even owned 
by Justin. So I admit, it’s been fun up 
to this point to marvel at one of the 
most interesting downward spirals in 
celebrity history, but maybe it’s time to 
leave it alone. It’s getting a little stale, 
anyways.

But fi rst, can we please talk about 
what the fuck Amanda Bynes just did 
to her face?

If I Was Your Boyfriend, I Might Have to Let You Go at This Point
Former fan chronicles Bieber’s downward spiralby Connor O’Brien

News Co-Editor

Don’t stop beliebingDon’t stop beliebing
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Who: A$AP Rocky
Where: Highline Ballroom
When: Sunday, Apr. 28
How Much: $45
Why: Harlem’s latest protegy, A$AP, 
is slowly taking over the world, one 
fashionista at a time. At the ever-
trendy Highline Ballroom, keep your 
eyes open for celebrities of the jet-
set variety. It’ll be well worth the 
post-Spring Weekend trip to see 
A$AP do his thing in his city.

Who: Vampire Weekend
Where: Roseland Ballroom
When: Sunday, Apr. 28
How Much: $63
Why: Let’s be honest. This campus 
is full of ultra-preppy East Coast-
ers who were literally born to love 
Vampire Weekend. Touring for the 
release of their third LP, it’s the fi rst 
time VW has played a show outside 
of a festival in years. They’ll prob-
ably be back to New York soon, but 
might as well catch them while your 
oxford is fresh. 

Who: Youth Lagoon
Where: Maxwell’s
When: Monday, May 6
How Much: $15
Why: With a vibey feel and catchy 
tunes, Youth Lagoon is the perfect 
show for the beginning of summer. 
Coming off his excellent second al-
bum, Trevor Powers is sure to put 
you at ease and get his happy lo-
fi  stuck in your head. He’s also an 
avid wearer of funky glasses, so 
it’s a show guaranteed to be hipper 
than most. Come prepared with at 
least some PBR and American Spir-
its.  

Who: James Blake
Where: Terminal 5
When: Tuesday, May 7
How Much: $30
Why: Prepare for the vast sadness 
you’re going to experience in a huge 
room listening to nothing but spo-
radic beats, piano riffs, and Blake’s 
weird wail. His sophomore effort 
came out last week, and it sounds 
exactly like the fi rst, in the best way 
possible. Bring tissues. Dancing not 
very likely; crying, probable.

This past weekend the Mimes and 
Mummers premiered their last show of 
the semester, The Shape of Things. A 
very interesting take on the subjectiv-
ity of art, The Shape of Things features 
main character Adam, a dorky under-
grad student, paying his way through 
college by working at an art museum. 
When he meets opinionated sculptress 
and expert in artistic 
vandalism Evelyn, 
his world is turned 
upside down as his 
new fascination with 
Evelyn leads him to 
accept the increas-
ingly drastic changes 
she suggests for his 
physical image, from 
breaking his nail bit-
ing habit, losing a bit 
of weight, wearing 
contacts, and fi nally 
getting a nose job. 
Adam’s two newly en-
gaged best friends, 
Jenny and Philip, 
begin to question 
whether or not Eve-
lyn’s hold on Adam is 
well intended or just 
manipulation. 

The show culmi-
nates with a rather 
shocking ending, as 
Evelyn unveils her senior thesis after 
Adam has just proposed to her. By the 
time Evelyn fi nishes her thesis, the au-
dience learns that Adam was in fact 
the sculpture she had been working 
on, molding him into a more physical-
ly appealing human being, as well as 
changing his overall character. After 
successfully changing him entirely and 
getting him to forsake his two closest 
friendships, Evelyn is satisfi ed that her 
human art project is complete. While 
The Shape of Thing’s unconventional 
ending and lack of resolution leaves 
its audience with heavy hearts, the 
content of the play brings up many 
fascinating questions: is all art subjec-
tive, and how far can one go to pursue 
art? Does betraying the trust and love 
of another justify the end of a perfect 
product?

Actors Joshua Silverman, Joe Galla-
gher, Nora Geraghty and Marielle Rive-

ra put on an outstanding performance. 
I was fortunate enough to snatch an 
interview with the ever talented up 
and coming actor Joe Gallagher to ask 
him more about what it was like to 
play Adam. After ushering me through 
several pushy camera men and many 
adoring fans, the actor formerly known 
as Joseph gave me more insight into 

the real nitty-gritty of The Shape of 
Things. 

When asked what he did to prepare 
for this transformative role, Joe stroked 
the area of his upper lip that once fea-
tured his signature pencil mustache (I 
heard one single hair can sell for $500 
on eBay) and answered after a bout 
of deep thought, “What I usually like 
to do is write down all of my lines in 
a notebook, and leave space so that I 
can write notes on different ways to go 
about acting those lines. For example, 
if the line is ‘Don’t go in that house, 
Sally,’ I’d maybe think of ways Batman 
would say it.” 

Batman, I thought. How ingenious. 
Now this was the mark of a real actor. 

Joe went on to explain how music 
and art were used to enhance the per-
formance, in addition to giving the ac-
tors a better sense of what the scene 
was asking of them. With the glint of a 

true star dancing off of his Tom Cruise-
esque Raybans, he told me, “Our direc-
tor, Max Gossman, had the idea to play 
songs during rehearsals for certain 
scenes so that we could understand 
the scene on a different level. We de-
cided to incorporate some of the songs 
into the show, choosing those that 
were somewhat recognizable. I think it 

added a nice touch.”
It did indeed, Joe. 

That, coupled with 
the various famous 
artworks displayed 
on a projector (cho-
sen by Mimes very 
own Patrick “Spider-
monkey” McCarthy), 
enhanced the scenes 
and created a nice 
parallel between the 
scene and the art 
(How very…dare I 
say it…artsy?). When 
fi nishing up the inter-
view I asked Joe what 
he liked most about 
acting; being an as-
piring actor myself, I 
was curious to learn 
from his abundant 
tree of knowledge. 
He replied to me, “I 
feel when you’re act-
ing, the only way you 

can play a part, you really get percep-
tion on what it is like to be another 
person. As a result, when you walk in 
someone else’s shoes, you can’t help 
but respect someone else. You see 
the world from their eyes and become 
more sympathetic toward other ways of 
life.”

What did this mean? I could not pre-
tend to know. Most of us are not on 
the same level of creative genius as 
Joe, just as most of us do not have his 
knack for growing stunning facial hair. 
All I can know for sure is that once 
again, the Mimes and Mummers put on 
yet another outstanding performance. 
Through the efforts of Emily Pandise, 
director Max Grossman, as well as the 
rest of the Mimes board, The Shape of 
Things completely delivered. Great job 
to the Mimes, and we will be looking 
forward to next year.

Ladies, Get Your Panties Ready
by Kristin Magaldi
Staff Fangirl

Star of The Shape of Things steals our heart
SHOWS

Hey girl, the Mimes and Mummers Hey girl, the Mimes and Mummers 
are sensitive noware sensitive now
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What: Orchid Show
Where: The Botanical Gardens
When: April 22-28, 10:00-6:00
How Much: $20
Why: If you’ve never made the long 
trek across the street to the Botans, 
1. What are you waiting for, and 2. 
Do it now. The yearly Orchid Show will 
get you in the mood for spring like no 
other and remind you of the beauty of 
the Bronx outside of Tri-bar.

What: Spring Weekend
Where: Anywhere but Tri-bar
When: April 26-28
How Much: Two bottles of tequila, an 
ambulance ride to Barnabus, and the 
remaining shreds of your dignity
Why: Are you still lamenting the day 
legendary popstar Jaysean Derulo left 
our shining campus, never to return? 
Drown your sorrows with a personal 
bottle or two of shitty vodka and plen-
ty of Budweiser this Spring Weekend, 
and wake up on a stranger’s bath-
room fl oor on Sunday morning, with 
little to no idea how you got there. Or 
maybe that was just me? GO RAMS!

What: Brooklyn Vintage Crawl
Where: TBA
When: Saturday, April 27, 12:00
How Much: $10
Why: This proposal sounds a lot like 
a joke, but stick with us. A $10 ticket 
gets you on a thrifting tour-de-force 
through the best second-hand shops 
in Williamsburg and Greenpoint with 
special discounts, a sure shot to buy-
ing everything you need to be cooler 
than all of your friends. If you can 
manage to stick with the group long 
enough, a musical after-party is being 
headlined by dance group Javelin.

What: PUNK: Chaos to Couture
Where: Metropolitan Museum of Art
When: May 9- August 14
How Much: $12 with student ID
Why: It may be hard to squeeze in this 
visit in between fi nals and home, but 
the Met’s latest and highly anticipat-
ed show on punk is sure to be worth 
it. High fashion and street fashion en-
thusiats alike will be entertained by 
the juxtoposition of the work of artists 
from the Sex Pistols to Karl Lagerfeld.

I am a glutard. I hate gluten. It hates 
me. As such, it is incredibly diffi cult to 
dine out—particularly so at pizza res-
taurants. This is because it is in the 
general nature of pizza to contain glu-
ten, my sworn enemy, and as a result 
I have hungered for exotic breeds of 
gluten-free pizza. This dream of mine 
was partially realized during a recent 
journey to the Lower East Side, when I 
ventured to pizza restaurant Pala.

Located on Allen Street off of East 
Houston, the place was hard to fi nd. 
Perhaps this was due to the fact that I 
was on the wrong side of the street, but 
I would rather attribute it to the lack of 
fl ashing neon signs. It looked swanky, 
and inside were many “snazzy” Man-
hattanites dining. We went in and had 
to wait for 15 minutes for a table. As 
we waited, we also 
took deep breaths 
hoping to fi ll our 
pulmonary alve-
oli with pungent 
pizza fi lled air. 
Unfortunately, we 
were met with the 
toxic odor of an 
unknown recent 
renovation. Hope-
fully it was not 
detrimental to our 
health, although 
due to the poten-
cy, I remain highly 
uncertain.

A trendy looking, 
slightly over-en-
thusiastic waiter 
fi nally took us to 
our seats. His hair 
had an intriguing 
half wave, half 
curl style on one 
side of his head—I wondered about the 
amount of hair gel it required. After de-
livering a menu of over-priced (though 
thoroughly appetizing) pizzas, he re-
turned to take our order. We were hop-
ing to spend as little as possible, and 
after attempting to order one gluten 
free eggplant-mozzarella pizza (which 
he deemed personal sized) and one 
appetizer between the four of us, we 
were (rightfully so) persuaded to order 
more. We upped the pizza order to two. 
However, our waiter seemed to judge 

our state of frugality and continually 
encouraged us to order more food. Af-
ter making it clear that this was all we 
intended to order, he left, but we could 
still feel the scorn of his judgment.

After we engaged in a good dose 
of people watching, the appetizer ar-
rived. Though it had not been previ-
ously made expressly clear to us that 
the appetizer was intended for one per-
son, we soon realized the truth. It con-
sisted of two gluten free breaded balls 
of oozing cheesy (together with some 
other unintelligible material) good-
ness bathed in marinara sauce. We 
stabbed at the cheese balls, and our 
collective feeding off of this small bowl 
was somewhat reminiscent of a pride 
of lions ripping up the carcass of their 
most recent kill. These spheres were 

heavenly. I would eat them everyday if 
I could.

Feeling inadequate and criticized, we 
looked to the array of decorative dried 
herbs on our table. In silent retalia-
tion to our peculiarly coiffed waiter’s 
“fears” that we would still be hungry 
after our meal, we decided to indulge 
in eating some of them. They initially 
tasted quite good, though they were 
not quite as satisfying as the cheese 
balls. However, the taste subsequently 
morphed into an unpleasant fl avor that 

even the table water could not banish 
from my mouth.

We then proceeded to the main 
course. I, being a glutard, have always 
searched for the holy grail of pizzas. 
Now, I believe my crusade is over. The 
cheese and sauce were in perfect pro-
portion, and did not fall from the pizza 
dough as I lifted it carefully into my 
salivating mouth. The crust was both 
crisp and doughy at the same time. In 
addition, the eggplant topping was ten-
der and exquisite. I placed some of the 
decorative herb on my pizza which the 
waiter had begrudgingly announced to 
us was oregano (and that if we were so 
inclined to eat it, we could) and found 
that this was a mistake. I did not do it 
again.

After we were fi nished, our waiter 
again tried to per-
suade us to pur-
chase more pizza, 
to which we replied 
that we were not 
interested. He 
cleared our plates, 
asking twice, in the 
most patronizing 
way, if we want-
ed dessert. He 
brought our check, 
and seemed hon-
estly surprised 
that we paid with a 
credit card, I think 
because he ex-
pected a “dine and 
dash.” After pay-
ing, we left, mostly 
satisfi ed with our 
dining endeavor.

All in all, Pala 
was a good expe-
rience. The food 

was top quality, and not totally extor-
tionate in price, just out of our spend-
ing limitations for that particular day. 
Smell: questionable. The staff seemed 
pleasant enough, though obviously 
aware and displeased with the college 
demographic, particularly those who 
were not willing or able to invest over 
$100. The service was a tad slow and 
too funkily coiffed, but that was made 
up for by the satisfaction the pizza pro-
vided.

Confessions of a Gluten-Free Drama Queen
Nomming the elusive wheat-free sliceby Caitlin Huffnagle

Staff Gwyneth Paltrow
EVENTS

CaptionCaption

Hell hath no fury like pizza with Hell hath no fury like pizza with 
wheatwheat
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You can only make so many Sodexo 
jokes before it’s not funny anymore, 
and to be honest, the limit is around 
one or two. We’re not here to comment 
on the quality of caf food. Instead, we 
decided to compete against each other 
to create the best lunch, dinner, and 
dessert options.

Grilled Chicken Wrap (Kate): I don’t 
want to brag, but I’ve got sandwiches 
down to a science. Ask for a spinach 
wrap with grilled chicken, mozzarella, 
and real lettuce (NOT the sad shred-
ded). Finish with pesto, balsamic vin-
aigrette, and hummus. Then, as if you 
weren’t healthy enough already (!!), get 
some vegetables (including my person-
al Jesus, green peppers) straight from 
the salad bar. You’re welcome.

Grilled Chicken Salad (Sofi ): For my 
lunch entry, I started with two hearty 
spoonfuls of quinoa liberally sprinkled 
with red pepper olive oil. I then added 
steamed spinach, broccoli, and egg-
plant and topped it off with sliced 
chicken breast and melted pepper jack 
cheese, then washed down with lemon 

sweet tea. The varieties in textures 
make for a harmony of taste and add a 
complex note to this unique dish.

Steamed Vegetables and Quinoa 
(Kate): I almost feel like a cheat be-
cause of this one, but sometimes I wor-
ry people forget the vegan station ex-
ists. It’s defi nitely the easiest way to get 
a balanced meal, and I’m pretty sure 
that just thinking about quinoa auto-
matically makes you a hipper, healthier 
person. Also, if they don’t have the veg-
etables you want, just grab some from 

the salad bar.
Quesadilla (Sofi ): Dinner consist-

ed of a gluten free fi esta quesadilla 

stuffed with cheddar cheese, black 
beans, onions, peppers, and corn. To 
compliment the earthy fl avors, I added 
guacamole and chipotle mayo to each 
tantalizing bite.

Ice Cream and Cookies (Kate): It’s 
nothing fancy, but it’s so satisfying. 
Just imagine: three types of any ice 
cream you want, and microwaved sug-
ar cookies (because if there’s anything 

Sodexo does well, it’s the cookies). It’s 
the little things.

Ice Cream Sandwich (Sofi ): Round-
ing out the meal, I placed a ball of 
French vanilla ice cream in between 
two gluten free chocolate chip cookies 
and rolled the circumference of the de-
lectable sandwich in a bowl of jimmies, 
coating each bite in crunchy chocolate-
y goodness. 

So who won? We sought out some 
impartial judges, and here are their ex-
pert opinions.

 “Sofi . I can’t remember anything you 
made.” – AJ Golio

“I really liked your green theme, but 
Sofi ’s lettuce was a nice touch.” – Ni-
cole Batkis

“Kate’s wrap made me go weak in 
the knees. I wish I could ingest gluten 
just so I could eat it” –Sofi  Muñoz

“I was ashamed of what I came up 
with after I saw Sofi ’s ice cream sand-
wich.” – Kate Delaney

So you decide for yourself, but at the 
very least, just try to make your caf 
meals interesting. Also, quinoa.

HAHAGH, THE CAF SUX. WATẐ  W/ THE PIZZA THO??!?!?!?!! LOLZ

Wavves Crash Shea Stadium With FIDLAR on the Roof

by Kate Delaney & 
Sofi  Muñoz
Arts & News Co-Editors

Our intrepid editors compete in a gloriously instagrammable caf-off

by Peter Lacerenza
Opinions Co-Editor It was like a really underground concert, you wouldn’t “get” it

After I fi rst started listening to them 
them during my junior year of high 
school, I could not help but dream 
about attending my fi rst Wavves show. 
Missing out on the tour that followed 
their sophomore album, King of the 
Beach, I would have to wait two years 
before getting another chance. When 
the news of their newest album, Afraid 
of Heights emerged, I leapt on the op-
portunity. The concert gods would pro-
vide me a chance to see them live in 
an ironically named DIY venue in Bush-
wick, and simultaneously presented 
me with one of the best twentieth birth-
day gifts I could have asked for. Con-
sider it my hip wet dream come true.

Upon riding the 4 and L lines to Grand 
Street, I emerged in what seemed a 
gritty neighborhood, festooned with 
barbed wires and broken twenty-
something dreams. I had never been 
to Bushwick before, but have been 
told that it would probably be the only 

neighborhood in Brooklyn that I could 
still even think about being able to af-
ford. Pondering this during the walk 
through the April cold, I soon sighted 
upon Shea Stadium. 

The venue was tucked in the second 
fl oor of a naturally nondescript build-
ing. I headed up the stairs into what I 
would fi nd to be an extremely lenient 
space, where suspicious hand-rolled 
cigarettes or bottles were hardly scruti-
nized, if not encouraged. As the crowd 
fi led in during the fi rst opener, I settled 
into a spot left of center in the second 
row. The ratio of baby moshers was 
perhaps a little higher than one would 
like, in their heathered NPR t-shirts, 
nursing communal fl asks of Fireball. 
There were points when shit got a little 
too real, but that wasn’t to say that it 
would be another washout show. If any-
thing, it was the band’s paying homage 
to their SoCal garage roots, fi ghting the 
temptation to cash out at in the halls of 

Webster and Williamsburg in choosing 
a more genuine and intimate space to 
perform. 

Though I had never really listened to 
opener FIDLAR prior to the show, they 
played with a refreshing tenacity, their 
lead singer accepting drinks from the 
crowd and jeering along with the angsty 
malcontents. As the band fi nished up,  
the members of Wavves caught my eye, 
emerging amidst a fl urry of roadies into 
a room that had long since soured with 
pot smoke and spilled Genesee. Lead 
singer Nathan Williams & Co. were truly 
in their element, with Nathan even tak-
ing a crowd-surfi ng interlude during the 
jam packed set. 

The room was electric. Although a 
fractured arm disqualifi ed me from 
heading into the more rough and tum-
ble corners of the room, I still man-
aged to enjoy myself a little too much. 
Though my ears rang maddeningly for 
the days that followed, the dancing and 

the music was more than I had initially 
thought. Though not exactly at the level 
of astrophysics, the science behind 
good concerts is built on the rapport of 
spectator and performer alike. 

Though many indie shows disinte-
grate into douchebag displays—one 
Animal Collective concert that I at-
tended featured a select few that were 
too preoccupied reading Toni Morrison 
to be bothered by everything else that 
was going on—this show managed to 
put all pretentions aside. Starting with 
crowd pleasers “Idiot,” and “Post Acid,” 
the band went on to play blasts from 
the past like “No Hope Kids” and new 
singles “Afraid of Heights” and “Sail to 
the Sun.” A satisfying amalgam of ev-
erything I wanted to hear and more, 
the show put on by Wavves not only ce-
mented my respect for the occasionally 
maligned band, but wound up being 
one the better birthday gifts that I’ve 
ever had the pleasure of giving myself. 

Hey, we triedHey, we tried
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As a student musician who constant-
ly attends concerts on campus, I’m 
often astounded by the sheer amount 
of talent my fellow musicians pos-
sess. My area of expertise lies in the 
University Choir, however, so I’ve never 
gotten to get too into what some call 
the Fordham music scene. The Battle 
of the Bands last weekend inspired 
me, though, and I decided to take ad-
vantage of my friends in 
Bright Red Cardinal, The 
Keating Steps, and Tall 
& Flightless, to ask them 
about their experiences 
as newly formed bands 
at Fordham.

Bright Red Cardinal 
was formed out of the 
Fordham Experimental 
Theater musical, Take 
Your Base, and consists 
of cast members Elle 
Crane (vocals), Connor 
McCausland (vocals, 
guitar), Michael McCa-
rville (guitar), and pit 
band members AJ Golio 
(banjo), Devon Sheridan 
(bass), and James Mur-
tagh (mandolin, guitar, 
vocals).

The vibe that really 
stuck out to me after 
talking to Bright Red Car-
dinal was an apprecia-
tion for performance and 
genuinely connection 
with the audience, as 
well as each other. “We 
all have comedic or stage 
performing experience,” 
Golio told me. “We have 
backgrounds in stand-up 
and improv comedy, and that just adds 
a whole other level to the live show,” 
added Murtagh, referring to the band’s 
heavy involvement in FET, as well as 
Take Your Base.

This familiarity with an audience is 
made clear through the banter that the 
guys have developed during their live 
shows. And the back and forth doesn’t 
stop after the show: “Collaborative, I 
guess, would be the right word,” said 
bassist Sheridan, when comparing his 
experience with Bright Red Cardinal 
to his high school band. Crane, the 

group’s female vocalist, had a similar 
experience: “I was the leader singer 
and only girl in band before in high 
school, but I had no say, at all. Where 
as with our band, everyone’s on the 
same level, collaborative. We love each 
other.”

Does the band have any future 
plans? “We don’t think too huge,” re-
plied Murtagh, “other than the amount 

of members. We’re pretty small scale.” 
When pressed, he admitted that be-
ing signed to Cold Creek Records or a 
similar label could be a far-off goal. In 
the near future, however, we can look 
forward to the band’s fi rst EP, Kuckaine 
Hands, in a couple weeks.

When asked about collaborating 
with other bands, Bright Red Cardinal 
immediately affi rmed my question, 
stating their plans to work with The 
Keating Steps, another folk band on 
campus. The Keating Steps evolved not 
from the Blackbox, but right next door 

at the University Church. The band’s 
original members, Dan Stracquadanio 
(mandolin), Mike Sansevere (banjo), 
Mike Prate (drums, vocals), and TJ 
Acala (guitar) are all active in Campus 
Ministry’s weekly Praise & Worship 
sessions, and invited some friends to 
form a band with them after playing in 
the Praise & Worship band. The current 
lineup includes Greg Stelzer (guitar), 
Ian Grotton (upright bass), Delia Griz-
zard (cello), and Ava Gagliardi (vocals), 
but, according to the band, is suscep-
tible to change at any time.

The Keating Steps, known for prac-
ticing on their namesake steps in nice 
weather, have already responded posi-
tively to Bright Red Cardinal’s offer. 
“We see them as a friendly face in the 
crowd of the bands at Fordham, they’re 
very similar to us, and a very good 
group of guys (and girl),” said Strac-
quadanio.

At the forefront of the band’s collec-
tive consciousness is the impending 
graduation of two members, so future 
plans are somewhat in limbo. The Steps 
don’t seem too concerned, though. 
“We’re obviously going to stay together. 
We do covers, anyways, so we’re prob-
ably going to keep jamming, and then 
whatever happens, happens,” said 
Sansevere. Along with covers, the band 
is working on a couple original songs, 
mostly written by guitarist Stelzer.

But in the end, the Steps are just 
enjoying playing great music with their 
closest friends, with incredible re-
sults. As Stracquadanio put it: “At the 
core of it, we’re just friends that play 
songs we like, and then we started 
playing them in front of other people, 
so that’s never going to change. We’re 
always going to be on the steps.” 
Or as Sansevere succinctly put it, 
“I live the step life.”

The Keating Steps’ cellist, Delia Griz-
zard, is also a member of Tall & Flight-
less, along with Ben Kopon (guitar, 
keyboard, vocals), Matt Hurley (bass, 
vocals), Oliver Beardsley (drums), and 
Quinn McGovern (vocals, guitar, key-
board, synth). The band emerged from 
Rodrigue’s as a total accident: “Ben 
kept asking me to jam, and I kept say-
ing no, and one day I buckled and said 
‘Alright,’ and it was really, really fun,” 
said McGovern. So much fun, in fact, 

that the band has played multiple 
shows both on and off campus, and 
will be releasing some new tracks on 
their bandcamp in upcoming weeks.

Having Rodrigue’s to practice in has 
been relatively convenient for Tall & 
Flightless, but its primary function as 
a public place has posed problems. 
“The biggest priority for us is always go-
ing to practicing, and because we have 
so much equipment, there’s always 
an issue of where we can practice,” 
McGovern told me, a problem which 
all the bands I interviewed expressed 
to me. There have been talks of turn-
ing the Blackbox into an on-campus 
venue when it’s not occupied by FET or 

affi liated umbrella groups, but nothing 
is concrete yet, nor does the Blackbox 
provide a practice space – merely a 
venue for performance.

The common thread between the 
three bands is a desire to increase the 
music community at Fordham. “Just to 
get more people involved with the Ford-
ham music scene is defi nitely a goal of 
our band, and a couple other bands on 
campus. It makes a good community 
feel,” said Sheridan of Bright Red Car-
dinal. McGovern, of Tall & Flightless, 
was of a similar mind: “I love playing 
every kind of music. Whenever I col-
laborate with other people, it’s a one 
or two time thing, which is disappoint-
ing, because I always want to do more 
of that.” With such willingness to col-
laborate, we should be hearing many 
more great things from these Fordham 
bands in the future.

Fordham Folk Scene Proves Less Sad than Normal Folk
by Kate Delaney
Arts Co-Editor Featuring: Bright Red Cardinal, The Keating Steps, Tall & Flightless

How to get laidHow to get laid

“Just to get more peo-
ple involved with the 
Fordham music scene 
is definitely a goal of 
our band, and a couple 
other bands on campus. 
It makes a good commu-
nity feel.”
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 B    I  N  G  O
  Don’t waste your summer with melted ice cream and bad movies, complete fi ve in a row to win!!  Don’t waste your summer with melted ice cream and bad movies, complete fi ve in a row to win!!

Watch a fi re jug-Watch a fi re jug-
gling performancegling performance

Kill a manKill a man

Rent a CitibikeRent a Citibike

Indy Indy marathonmarathon

Buy a unicornBuy a unicorn

Rent a cabin in Rent a cabin in 
the woodsthe woods

Go sailing Go sailing 
through the through the 
CaribbeanCaribbean

Ocean’s ElevenOcean’s Eleven
style heiststyle heist

Road tripRoad trip

Swallow a swordSwallow a sword

Hijack a Mr. SofteeHijack a Mr. Softee

Go camping onGo camping on
the beachthe beach

Attend a giant Attend a giant 
pillow fi ghtpillow fi ght Fight a sharkFight a shark

Teach a Teach a 
dog todog to
skate-skate-
boardboard

Fly a kiteFly a kite

Potato party!Potato party!

Liberate a capybaraLiberate a capybara

Find SantaFind Santa

Unleash forces of evilUnleash forces of evil Clean your blowholeClean your blowhole

Meet Meet 
someonesomeone
newnew

Grow potGrow pot Paint a happy treePaint a happy tree
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Romance aside, the adrenaline of 
getting caught having sex somewhere 
you really shouldn’t be is a perfect set 
up for the best sex of your life. And 
no, I don’t mean in the comfort of 
your dorm room when your roommate 
may or may not walk in, and I also 
do not mean behind the disgusting 
dumpster in parking lot of the grocery 
store that you shop at every weekend. 
I mean somewhere that would be se-
riously frowned upon/universally ad-
mired if someone were to fi nd out. 
Needless to say, if the circumstances 
allow, anywhere can be the rightfully 
wrong or wrongfully right place to “get 
busy.” With that, the paper staff has 
devised a list of where they would like 
to get caught having sex, and what ex-
actly that would entail. 

Baby, You Can Drive My Car
by Sofi  Muñoz
News Co-Editor

I am inexplicably attracted to boys 
who drive Ram Vans. There, I said 
it, now everyone knows. Something 
about driving a big-ass van down the 
Cross Bronx Expressway just turns me 
on, and honestly I’ve ceased to ques-
tion my strange affi nity; the heart 
doesn’t listen to reason. Suffi ce it to 
say, after marrying a sexy former Ram 
Van driver in the University Church, 
our honeymoon vehicle will not be a 
white limousine, but rather the hum-
ble Ram Van in which we fi rst met. 
The ample room afforded by rows of 
benches, the partially tinted backseat 
windows, the soothing purr of the en-
gine...what’s not to love? What better 
place to get it on with Fordham’s fi n-
est than in the fl ag-van of the inter-
campus transportation fl eet? My only 
stipulation would be that we snag one 
of those new eco-friendly vans be-
cause the fabric on the seats is more 
comfortable and they have awesome 
suspension.

In My Room, By Myself
by Connor O’Brien
News Co-Editor

After a long spring day, I come back 
to my single and contemplate how I 
can spend my precious time. An idea 
fl ashes into my oversized brain, and I 
immediately agree with myself. I take 
off my skull-adorned fedora and long 
purple scarf and queue up my favor-
ite Furrie slash-fi ction site to get in the 
mood. I then put on my favorite Bob 
Seger album (Night Moves, of course) 
and lay down on my bed. Placing 
the burning hot laptop on my chest, 
which simulates a woman’s warm ca-
ress, I begin to go to town. Suddenly, 
my friends from the convention burst 
into the room. I’ve called them here; 
I want them to see this. Every part 
of me. Everyone always complains 
about how closed off I am to the 
world, but how better can I open up 
to the world than by literally and sym-
bolically exposing myself? They weep 
with joy and revelation, and then we 
watch My Little Pony until the dawn-
ing of the new sun. 

The Caf          
by Will Speros
Opinions Co-Editor 

Ever since some troll claimed they 
had sex in the caf on an old Ford-
ham Secrets post, the idea has in-
trigued me. People do some pretty 
weird stuff in the cafeteria already, 
so I doubt news of people engaging 
in intercourse during the dinner rush 
would strike the Fordham community 
as particularly shocking. I’ve given it 
some serious thought and I’ve pin-
pointed exactly where the best loca-
tion would be for individuals to hop on 
the good foot and do the naughty. If 
the mood should strike you and your 
sex partner while in the caf, head 
straight for the high-tops in the back 
that are fairly well-hidden because of 
the Take-5 vending machines. Once 
there you can execute a handjob/fi n-

gering without being noticed, and oral 
sex should also come as no real chal-
lenge, especially since cunnilingus 
will more than likely require someone 
to go under the table. The young lady 
will simply look like she’s REALLY en-
joying her stir fry.  As far as fl at-out 
sex goes, well you’re probably gonna 
get caught. There’s no way someone 
won’t see, but at least you won’t be 
out in the open. Think of the scandal 
that will ensue! Keep moaning to a 
minimum and don’t forget protection, 
but most importantly, enjoy it. 

Not So Family Friendly
by C. Sarah Strafford
Comix Editor 

I can think of no better way to men-
tally scar as many children as pos-
sible, in a short span of time, than 
to get hot and heavy on the It’s a 
Small World ride in Disney World. As 
families are merrily bumping along, 
my special friend and I will be bump-
ing along as well. If you thought get-
ting stuck on this ride was bad, just 
imagine how much worse it will be 
for those sitting next to us. Trying to 
get the annoyingly happy theme song 
out of your head will be nothing com-
pared to trying to remove the mental 
image we’ll leave you with from your 
memory. Well, that’s what you get for 
visiting the happiest place on earth.

Train Delayed for Sexual Diffi culties
by Stephanie Colombini
Earwax Editor

After a wild night of partying down-
town, I’ll pick a boy to praying mantis, 
and we’ll head back to the Bronx on 
the 4 train. Unable to contain our de-
sires any longer, we’ll sneak out in be-
tween the cars for the ultimate thrill 
ride. He’ll straddle the platform, one 
foot on each car. I’ll climb up on the 
fl imsy cables holding them together 
and hang on for dear life as we go 
to town. Feeling the wind whip our 
faces as we speed through the tun-

nel engulfed in darkness will bring  
immense pleasure, but nothing will 
compare to the ecstasy we experi-
ence emerging from underground 
at 161st St. I squeal at the sight of 
Yankee Stadium glowing like a pal-
ace. One wrong move and the train 
will instantly hurl us to our deaths- 
what a rush. We couldn’t feel more 
spiritually or physically connected to 
New York at this moment, making 
love above its streets, glued to the 
mechanism that defi nes its identity. 
Alas, the crowd of fellow drunkards 
that’s been gathering inside our car 
to watch our escapade has fi nally 
drawn the conductor’s attention. The 
train screeches to a halt and police 
arrive on the scene. The train will be 
delayed for a considerable amount of 
time–he still has to fi nish. 

The Pugsley’s Bathroom
by Monica Cruz
Online Editor

Because fuck it, we’re in college. 
After four rounds of tequila shots 
chased by watered down Bud Light at 
Tinkers and drunken grinding at Howl 
with someone you will no doubt see 
at the caf the next morning-- a food-
gasm inducing love pie is the perfect 
way to bring the night to an end. But 
alas, that guy who grabbed your tit 
on the dance fl oor is giving you the 
eye from the table over as you grace-
fully stuff a piping hot chicken roll in 
your throat. You strut past his table 
to grab a napkin, and he slurs out a 
drunken “Heyyyy.” Its on. You stum-
ble down the stairs in search of a pri-
vate place: the bathroom it is. Drunk 
girls are screaming and knocking on 
the door, “WHAT THE FUCK IS TAK-
ING SO LONG?!” In your horny stupor 
you forgot to lock the door. The group 
of three scantily clad ladies have 
walked in. They shout “Oh my God! 
Ew! Oops! Sorry!” But you don’t give 
a fuck. It was a great night and you’re 
getting laid. #fuckyeahcollege
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Yeah Yeah Yeahs
Mosquito
Stephanie Colombini

I was all set and ready to love “Sacri-
lege,” the opening track off Yeah Yeah 
Yeah’s fourth album in the past de-
cade, Mosquito -- then the gospel choir 
came in.  It reminded me of Muse’s 
headache-inducing rock-opera that 
plagued the London Olympics last year, 
“Survival.”  When will bands under-
stand that only Queen can do Queen?   
The second track, “Subway,” pulls it 
way back, and would’ve been less bor-
ing had it not dragged on for fi ve min-
utes. Yeah Yeah Yeahs are at their best 
when they’re short and sweet, yet sev-
eral of the album’s songs run on for far 
too long. 

When I heard the third track, I 
couldn’t fi gure out why they opened the 
album the way they 
did.  As one of the 
album’s strongest 
tracks, “Mosquito” 
would have done a 
way better job at rop-
ing me in.  Its groovy 
bass compliments 
Karen O’s wacky vo-
cals as she wails and 
moans  a la “Date with the Night.”  And 
at three minutes, it’s a perfect slice of 
garage band heaven.  The same goes 
for “Area 52,” my other favorite track.  
Karen echoes, “I want to be an alien,” 
a refl ection of the album’s sci-fi  spirit; 
but it’s the raw, organic sounds of the 

live band that make this song so suc-
cessful.  No synths necessary.  

The band dabbles in hip hop, which 
could have been cool if they didn’t 
screw it up.  “Buried Alive” features one 
verse by Dr. Octagon--just one! The rap 
sounds strange and out of place when 
it could’ve made for an awesome song 
with more incorporation.  That seems 
to be the overall problem with Yeah 
Yeah Yeah’s on Mosquito: they’re ei-
ther trying too hard or not hard enough.

The Thermals
Desperate Ground

Ali Glembocki
Desperate Ground is 

dashboard punk at its fi n-
est, something to scream to 
when you’re not sure what 
to scream about. 

The Thermals are follow-
ing a similar path as the one 
taken by New Jersey punk 
legends Titus Andronicus, 

who went from a sonically and themati-
cally complex masterpiece to a “back 
to basics” garage punk approach.

Titus Andronicus found a master-
piece in their 2010 sophomore effort 
The Monitor, an album that sampled 
verses from Abraham Lincoln speech-

es and had titles like “Four Score and 
Seven” and “The Battle of Hampton 
Roads,” and still somehow became an 
album’s worth of anthems for angsty 
New Jersey suburbanites.  Andronicus 
veered away from experimentation and 
proclaimed that “PUNK IS 
BACK” with their latest, 
2012’s Local Business. 
While the jams are deli-
cious, they’re lacking an 
intoxicating bravado.

The Thermals’ respec-
tive chef d’oeuvre was 
2006’s The Body, The 
Blood, The Machine, an 
album taking on everything from an 
impending Orwellian future “Returning 
to the Fold”) to biblical allusions (“A Pil-
lar of Salt”). Such a highly political and 
lyrically kickass album (the guitar riffs, 
particularly on “A Pillar Of Salt,” are like 
candy) makes truly solid albums like 
Desperate Ground pale in comparison. 
The most infectious track is the opener 
“Born To Kill,” a vague but rallying bat-
tle cry with sincere vocals from Hutch 
Harris.

After coming down from the high of 
“Born to Kill,” you slowly 
come to realize that Des-
perate Ground is chock 
full of similarly fl avored 
inspirational tracks. With 
the one-note theme of 
“kick ass, take names” 
and thrashing guitars, 
you can’t help but feel 
like Brick in Anchorman 
when he bursts, “I DON’T KNOW WHAT 
WE’RE YELLING ABOUT!” The music 
lacks lyrical and sonic variation.

With a plentiful amount of calls to ac-
tion, a reason to kill is fi nally defi ned on 
the closing track, “Our Love Survives” 
when Hutch sings: “Our love is true, 
that’s why we fi ght.” Love may be the 
noblest of causes, Thermals, but it’s al-

ways better to show than to tell.

Charli XCX
True Romance
Monica Cruz

British goth/pop princess Charli XCX 
fuses electro pop with synth-heavy 
rhythms and Darkwave inspired beats 

in her debut album True Romance. The 
20-year-old singer/songwriter and pro-
ducer fi rst achieved fame by penning 
“I Love It,” the huge hit performed by 
the Swedish duo Icona Pop. Now fast 
forward through an EP and a handful 

of great singles, Charli 
XCX, aka Charlotte 
Aitchison, has released 
a truly innovative al-
bum, that’s not afraid 
to take risks. True Ro-
mance begins with 
“Nuclear Seasons,” 
which manages to give 
a nod to the glamour of 

80s pop yet conjure up the mystery of 
some post-apocalyptic vision. It’s fol-
lowed by “You (Ha Ha Ha),” a smooth 
and melodic ode to an asshole ex inter-
rupted by reverberating laughter, “You, 
you lied / HA HA HA HA / I was right / All 
along / good job, good job / You fucked 
it up.” Charli XCX solidifi es her position 
as one of the most unique sounding 
female pop artists with “Cloud Aura,” 
featuring the manic rapper/stripper 
Brooke Candy. The futuristic track in-
cludes some classic hip-pop inspired 

beats and a music 
video that perfectly dis-
plays her wannabe teen 
rebel, Tumblr-inspired 
aesthetic. My favorite 
song on True Romance 
is “What I Like,” a love 
song that describes 
that kind of awesomely 
chill relationship every-

one hopes for, matched by the equally 
groovy rhythms. “And when the clouds 
part open/ When the last word is spo-
ken/ When the last heart been bro-
ken/ We’ll be sitting in your bedroom 
still smoking.” True Romance ends 
with the trippy 80s high school dance 
of “Lock You Up,” the perfect ending to 
an album that feels like a synth-fueled 
dream.  Some may say it’s “better safe 
than sorry,” but Charli XCX doesn’t play 
it safe. In the end her creativity and tal-
ent shine through to produce an album 
that raises a middle fi nger to tradition-
al pop and paves the way for a much 
more experimental genre.
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The Peace-
Out Playlist

It’s been a great year, but it’s 
time for the seniors to move on to 
bigger and better forms of unem-
ployment.  I’m jealous of you lucky 
ducks, so out of bitterness I’ll 
play the same “time to go” songs 
you’ve probably been hearing 
since Kindergarten graduation.  
Bring out the tissues--or ear plugs--
whichever way you swing.

“Graduation” - Vitamin C
Even if it’s not your turn yet (or 
ever), you should defi nitely host a 
fake ceremony and prance around 
in slow motion to this picture-slide-
show classic.  If you appear even 
half as happy as the people in the 
music video, you’ve done right.

“Good Riddance (Time of Your 
Life)” - Green Day
[Class Doucebag ] - How about we 
sing “Good Riddance” by Green 
Day for our graduation song!
[Class Dickhead] - Great idea man, 
that’s so original!

“Closing Time” - Semisonic 
“Don’t you realize this song is 
about a bar?!” - my music teacher 
after my eighth grade class 
requested this be our graduation 
song.

“Lean on Me” - The Temptations
Instead, we were forced to sing 
this against our wills.  

“Unwritten” - Natasha Beding-
fi eld
All girls high school = terrible taste 
in music = Natasha Bedingfi eld on 
Ring Day. 

“Leaving on a Jet Plane” - Peter, 
Paul, and Mary
Screw “Kumbaya,” this song is the 
real campfi re classic. Whip out the 
acoustic and make some s’mores 
before saying your goodbyes. 

“Ooh La La” - Faces
“I wish that I knew what I know 
now when I was younger”--can’t 
put it better than that.

Fall Out Boy
Save Rock and Roll
Zoe Sakas

Like the phoenix from one of the al-
bum’s catchiest tracks, Fall Out Boy 
has come back from the ashes. Their 
new album, Save Rock and Roll, does 
an unbeatable job at reviving the rock 
genre from FOB’s past 
and blending it with the 
pop music that con-
sumes our generation. 
However, unlike the ridic-
ulous bass drop in Taylor 
Swift’s “I Knew You Were 
Trouble,” FOB slowly eas-
es in hints of pop music 
without losing the essen-
tial rock undertones that 
they were born from. 

The juxtaposed genres of rock and 
pop are highlighted by the two guest 
rappers (Big Season and 2 Chainz), 
rock legends (Elton John and Courtney 
Love), and British singer Foxes that 
all make appearances throughout the 
album. Each song of the album is un-
believably catchy and the lyrics only 
help to keep the listener captivated. By 
incorporating the piano and vocals of 
Sir Elton’s golden days, undertones of 
Britney Spears’ “Gimme More” in “Rat 
a Tat,” and Adele’s “Rollin’ in the Deep” 
in “Just Yesterday,” FOB touches base 
with many different music lovers and 
captures everyone’s attention right 
away. They introduce a new style of 
rock that holds on to their past, while 
embracing the chart-
topping appeal of pop. 

Everyone has been 
anticipating the day 
that FOB would come 
back from their hia-
tus, so much so that 
the tickets to their fi rst 
show sold out within 30 
seconds. They were not 
expecting the reaction to their new al-
bum to be so enthusiastic: Save Rock 
and Roll has been the second best sell-
ing album on iTunes for the past two 
weeks, and one of their hit singles “My 
Songs Know What You Did In The Dark” 
has been in the Top 30 of the Hot 100 
since it was released two months ago. 

Fall Out Boy has not disappointed, 
and all their old fans have risen from 
the ashes with them, along with a new 
wave of  fans from the newer genera-
tion. Maybe rock will soon dominate 
this pop phase we’re in, who knows? If 

it were to happen, FOB would defi nitely 
be fi rst in line to take over.

Iron and Wine
Ghost on Ghost
Connor O’Brien

One of the times that 
I was most confused lis-
tening to music was when 
I heard the jazz freakouts 
on Iron & Wine’s 2011 

record Kiss Each Other Clean. Not that 
I didn’t like them, but Sam Beam, the 
same guy who had been touring with 
singer-songwriter heavyweights like 
“Flightless Bird, American Mouth” and 
“Naked As We Came,” seemed the 
least likely guy to adopt a jazz-tinged 
backing band.

His latest effort with the still-evolving 
sound is Ghost on Ghost, which unfor-
tunately does not live up to 
the already lowered expecta-
tions. While no artist should 
be blamed for trying to 
evolve their sound to better 
fi t their moods or infl uences 
in pursuit of more interesting 
work, Beam has learned all 
the tricks to fusing his early 
and late sounds and unfor-

tunately, his songwriting 
suffers. There are defi nite 
highlights, such as the al-
bum opener “Caught in 
the Briars” and the coun-
try-twanged “Baby Center 
Stage,” but most of the 
songs in the middle tend 
to blend together into a 
sea of mush. You’ll pick 

out a “by the fruit tree” and a “naked 
running” here and there, and that’s be-
cause Beam has elected to dole out his 
usual lyrical tropes and festoon them 
with new musical tricks. 

What was novel on Kiss Each Other 
Clean has only become a predictable 
set of ornamentations and accompa-
niments. While the sound is defi nitely 
different, it’s undercut with a feeling of 
laziness. Of course, many Iron & Wine 
songs are supposed to sound laid back 
and lazy, in a way. Many of these songs 
are good for zoning out or studying, but 

there isn’t much below surface level 
that you haven’t heard before.

Rob Zombie
Venomous Rat Regenera-
tion Vendor
Gibson Merrick

Hey, shock rocker Rob Zombie took 
a break from the break he took from 
music to put out a new album! And in 
case the title didn’t tip you off, it’s full 
of crazily titled horror-themed songs 
meant to...shock you, I guess?

I’m not a huge fan of Zombie’s mu-
sic, but I do share his enthusiasm and 
appreciation for the horror genre, es-
pecially the samples of horror movie 
dialogue that sprinkle the album. Plus, 
listening to a Zombie record is kind of 
funny in its own right. The man wrote 

and sang a song 
called “Ging Gang 
Gong De Do Gong 
De Laga Raga” with 
no hint of irony or 
shame, somehow 
managing not to 
sound stupid. I also 
have a particular 
fondness for the 
song about a hoard 

of Satan she-fans crying out in ecstasy 
just because he shows up (“Lucifer Ris-
ing”). Maybe his straight-faced takes 
are what make it all work, I’m not re-
ally sure, but despite its ludicrous and 
nonsensical lyrics, the album is fun to 
listen to.

The only track that kills the fun is 
the uninspired cover of Grand Funk 
Railroad’s “We’re an American Band,” 
which feels like a failed attempt to rec-
reate the same double-entendre awe-
someness of his KC and The Sunshine 
Band’s “I’m Your Boogieman” cover. 
Still, one boring track out of twelve 
ain’t bad.
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