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by Elena Meuse
Copy Chief

concern that giving so much attention 
to these infamous crimes and notori-
ous murders can inspire other individu-
als to act in a similar manner. Perhaps 
a decreased focus on random acts of 
violence will help reduce similar events 
from occurring in the future. 
    However, this lack of coverage could 
also be very negative in that it may re-

veal a sense of increased apathy ex-
hibited by the general public towards 
shootings. News stations, papers, 
magazines, blogs and other sources 
of information are not simply focused 
upon informing viewers; they exist to 
sell themselves. That being said, the 
media seeks to meet public demand so 
they may in turn gain a large amount of 
viewers. 
   The media is a refl ection of society. 
It shows us what we want to see, what 

we are interested in. People closely 
followed past shootings such as New-
town and Aurora because they evoked 
a strong emotional response; everyone 
was horrifi ed and upset, and conse-
quently glued to their smartphones and 
television screens trying to understand  
how something so horrible could hap-
pen. Now, after twelve innocent people 
were needlessly slain, the public inter-
est seems to be signifi cantly lacking. 
   There were less news articles, less 
posts on social media, and just a gen-
eral lack of conversation. Could this 
underwhelming reaction possibly sug-
gest that such incidents are no longer 
shocking? Are people growing tired of 
having the same discussions over and 
over without any solution, losing hope 
amidst what seems to be a relentless 
slew of random murders that no one 
can understand?
   The media plays a huge role in the 
way the public perceives these tragic 
events, but in turn the public plays a 
role in the way the media reports on 
them. This decline in coverage could 
be viewed as positive in that it pre-
vents such a terrible tragedy from be-
ing treated as a spectacle. However, it 
could also be considered negatively in 

that it takes emphasis off a very seri-
ous issue. 
   There is an undeniable connection 
between media and violence; however, 
the exact relationship between the two 
is highly contested. The question of 
how much is too much and how little is 
too little is still an issue shrouded in un-
certainty, relying heavily on the opinion 
of the individual. 

Yet Another Mass Shooting Scars the Nation
Navy Yard tragedy demonstrates the changing attitude of media
garding the dwindling attention placed 
on the Navy Yard shooting.
   In some ways this lack of attention 
could be viewed positively, as the me-
dia has been widely criticized for sen-
sationalizing these types of acts of 
violence. It has been argued that the 
extensive coverage of past incidents 
undermined the seriousness of what 

had occurred and has possibly even in-
spired further violence. 
   By bombarding the public with im-
ages of the crime scene and focusing 
intensely upon the life of the shooter, 
media outlets run the risk of tran-
scending the role of news source, turn-
ing something tragic into a form of 
entertainment. While this is obviously 
disrespectful to the victims and their 
families, it can also be extremely dan-
gerous. There has been a great deal of 

   On Monday, September 16, a deadly 
mass shooting occurred at the Wash-
ington D.C. Navy Yard, resulting in the 
deaths of 13 individuals and leaving 
another 8 people injured. Originally, 
police were searching for two possible 
suspects; however, they later identi-
fi ed the sole culprit as Aaron Alexis, a 
former Naval reservist, who had been 
working at the Navy Yard as a subcon-
tractor of HewlettPackard. 
 That morning, Alexis entered the 
building using valid credentials and 
proceeded to open fi re with his shot-
gun. He was eventually killed by a U.S. 
Park police offi cer. Similar to those re-
sponsible for other recent high-profi le 
mass shootings, Alexis had a history 
of mental illness and is believed to 
have had no specifi c target. All the 
people killed were innocent civilians 
and contractors, and there appeared 
to be no clear motive for the act.
   This type of tragedy seems haunting-
ly familiar to other recent shootings, 
including the Sandy Hook shooting in 
Newtown, Connecticut and the movie 
theater shooting in Aurora, Colorado. 
A noteworthy difference between 
those shootings and this one is the 
amount of press coverage it is receiv-
ing, or rather the lack thereof. 
   Although the story made headlines 
the fi rst few days after its occurrence, 
it received signifi cantly less coverage 
than previous shootings. Even other 
small-scale mass shootings such as 
the IHOP shooting in Nevada back in 
2011 seemed to have drawn more at-
tention than this recent attack. Having 
grown accustomed to heavy media cov-
erage in the wake of such tragedies, 
people are drawing mixed reactions re-

Father: Honey, did you hear about the Navy Yard shooting?Father: Honey, did you hear about the Navy Yard shooting?
Mother: Shhh, sweetheart, the news is on. Mother: Shhh, sweetheart, the news is on. 
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Indian Rape Gang Sentenced to Death
by Katherine Mobilia
Staff Activist Horrifying incident highlights disturbing criminal patterns
   On December 16, 2012, a young 
woman and her boyfriend boarded a 
private bus to New Delhi on which they 
were brutally battered and assaulted. 
Once the assailants fi nished their ruth-
less attack on the couple, they pro-
ceeded to target the helpless woman 
and individually rape her 
several times. These men 
have been sentenced with 
the death penalty for the 
heinous crimes of rape 
and murder.
   The 23-year-old physical 
therapy student and her 
boyfriend had just gone to 
see Life of Pi and wanted 
to take a private bus back 
to New Delhi, thinking it 
was the safest way home. 
They could not have been 
more mistaken. 
   The four drunken men 
on the bus were report-
edly “looking for sex.” 
They began to violently 
beat the couple, and even-
tually took the woman to 
the back of the bus, raped 
her, and used an iron rod 
to sexually assault her. Af-
ter the torturous ride com-
menced, the men callously 
and ruthlessly threw the woman off the 
moving bus. She was rushed, bruised 
and broken,  to a hospital in Singapore, 
where she died two weeks later. 
   Judge Yogesh Khanna, who is run-
ning this case, stated that the crime 
“shocked the collective conscience” of 
India and its people, and that these as-
sailants deserved capital punishment. 
After the sentence was handed down, 

hundreds of men and woman gathered 
outside the courthouse screaming and 
chanting “Hang them! Hang them!”
    The crime of rape in India has been 
on the rise; as a result, many citizens 
have demanded that the punishment 
for sexual assault be intensifi ed. These 

demands were met when the death 
penalty was given to these men, and 
through this sentencing there has been 
a widespread movement of debates 
against the unjust treatment of women 
in India.
   Included in the large population of 
people who were very pleased with the 
sentencing were high-ranking politi-
cians and the victim’s family. The young 

woman’s parents, Badrinath Singh and 
Asha Devi, both stated that they want-
ed all four of these men hanged for tak-
ing their daughter’s life.
   In court, public prosecutor Dayan 
Krishnan argued, “There is no ele-
ment of sympathy in the way in which 

the hapless woman was tortured.” 
While the decision of the death penalty 
seems unanimous among the popula-
tion, India has over 400 criminals on 
death row, and the carrying out of this 
punishment is rare. The defense at-
tornies for the four assailants, Akshay 
Thakur, Vinay Sharma, Pawan Gupta, 
and Mukesh, argued that they could 
be rehabilitated in jail. They plan on ap-

pealing the court order. 
   The abominable crime that convicted 
these men in the fi rst place will end up 
being what pushes the death sentence 
forward. This crime was an outrageous 
act of evil that shocked the people 
of India and sparked a monumental 

movement against sexual as-
sault.     
   This movement has since 
resulted in an anti-rape law 
that fi ghts sexually aggres-
sive misconducts such as 
stalking and acid attacks. 
Since the law was passed, 
police reports of sexual as-
sault in India more than dou-
bled, signifying that women 
fi nally have the courage and 
confi dence in the Indian jus-
tice system to report these 
vicious acts of cruelty.
   The overwhelming horror 
that this young woman expe-
rienced was no less than any-
one’s worst nightmare. What 
she went through was an im-
measurable amount of pain 
and agony, but she will not 
have died in vain. Through 
this crime and the ultimate 
ruling of the death penalty 
as punishment, women all 

across India now have the courage to 
stand up against sexual assaults .
   Ultimately, India united in a cause 
worth fi ghting for, and the outcome of 
this case hopefully will continue to be 
inspiring and heighten the need to ad-
dress evils against women, not only in 
India, but all over the world. 

Advocates fight against the rise Advocates fight against the rise 
of sexual assault in Indiaof sexual assault in India
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Terrorist Group Al-Shabaab Holds Mall-Goers Hostage 

Water in Space?! That’s Out of this World!

by Siobhan Donahue
Staff Pacifi st 

by Connor O’Brien
Opinions Co-Editor

Mars’ dusty reputation washed away by moist discovery  

Kenyan psyche tarnished with fear and anxiety 
mall and began their massacre, which 
lasted for four days as the Kenyan gov-
ernment tried to defeat them. So far, 
72 bodies have been identifi ed, 175 

people are wounded, 3 fl oors of the 
mall have collapsed, and a new fear 
has been ingrained into the Kenyan 
psyche.

   Back in Somalia, al-Shabaab boasted 
on Twitter about how it coordinated the 
attack (their account has been sus-
pended as of this moment).  Their justi-
fi cation for the attack was revenge af-
ter Kenya took part in Operation Linda 
Nchi, a military operation in Somalia. 
Basically, al-Shabaab thinks that the 
best way to avenge the Kenyan gov-
ernment is to attack innocent mall go-
ers. 
  What happened at Westgate is not 
novel. In fact, it was only back in April 
when the Tsarnaev brothers, angry 
over U.S. military action in Afghanistan 
and Iraq, took revenge into their own 
hands by bombing the Boston Mara-
thon. The unnerving part of these two 
incidents is that while it was a govern-
ment’s action which prompted the at-
tack, the attack itself was carried out 
by a non-government body. 

   In a war between two nations, it is 
usually easy to know who your enemy 
is: the other nation. Now, though, it is 
hard to know who the enemy is. In fact, 

   When most people go to the mall, 
they expect maybe a sale on shoes, 
free samples, or a father who got lost 
in Hollister. On September 21, World 
Peace Day, shoppers at 
Westgate Mall in Nairo-
bi, Kenya found them-
selves held hostage 
by Somali al-Shabaab 
militants, and 72 were 
killed. As tragic as this 
attack was, the real 
concern is what this 
means for innocent 
civilians around the 
world who are caught 
in between the cross-
fi re of militant action. 
   September 21 started 
out like any other day. 
Many middle class Ke-
nyan civilians and ex-
patriates in Nairobi found themselves 
shopping at Westgate Mall which sells 
many western brands. Suddenly, 10  to 
15 al-Shabaab members sieged the 

some might say that we are the enemy. 
The point is, if a person or a group of 
people have a problem with the govern-
ment, they should go after the govern-
ment (preferably in a peaceful way). 
The sad fact, though, is that it is much 
easier to go after the innocent civilians 
and hope that the government gets the 
message. 
   Unfortunately, it does not seem as 
if this pattern is going to change. As 
Kenya and the rest of the world mourn 
over this senseless attack, on World 
Peace Day of all days, the implications 
remain clear that any place can be  
grounds for an attack. 
   While for the most part we Ameri-
cans can be somewhat assured of our 
safety (I mean, after what the TSA puts 
us through at the airport, we better be 
safe), in many places around the world, 
especially those that are in closer 
proximity to the origins of these terror 
groups, it is diffi cult to feel safe. Even a 
simple trip to the mall can turn into the 
plot of a hostage movie.

get out of the soil at the surface was 
exciting to me.” 
   One of the main missions for the rov-
er is to fi nd out, through different sci-
entifi c analyses, whether or not Mars is 
or was capable 
of sustaining 
life on its sur-
face. While the 
new discovery 
of water in the 
fi ne grained soil 
certainly points 
this way, Leshin 
is also quick to 
point out that 
the only direct 
sources of water 
on Mars that ex-
ist today are the 
frozen polar ice caps. Peter Grindrod, a 
planetary scientist uninvolved with the 
actual fi ndings, stated Thursday that 
“The rocks and minerals are a record of 
the processes that have occurred and 
[Curiosity is] trying to fi gure out those 

environments that were around and 
to see if they were habitable.” In ad-
dition to water, Curiosity found traces 
of sulfur dioxide, carbon dioxide, and 
oxygen. Grindrod feels certain that this 

is only the start of the groundbreaking 
things that the rover could discover on 
Mars: “It’s the fi rst fl exing of Curiosity’s 
analytical muscles. Curiosity spent a 
long time checking out the engineer-
ing, instruments and procedures it was 

going to use – these papers cover just 
that engineering period. The targets 
here weren’t chosen because of their 
science goals as such but as good tar-
gets to test out the instruments.”
   Pierre-Yves Meslin, a professor at 
the University of Toulouse and an-
other leader of the study, stated that 
the dirt that contained water probably 
coated the entire planet, carried about 
through the frequent dust storms that 
happen on the red planet. 
   It is also possible that the relatively 
young soil has never actually encoun-
tered fl owing water on the surface. 
This means that the water from the 
enriched clay locked inside of certain 
rocks has been retained over a long 
period of time to be distributed to the 
fi nely grained soil covering the surface 

of the planet. Even with all of the ca-
veats, this still presents an amazingly 
huge discovery for the future of plan-
etary exploration and possible expan-
sion. 

   Last week, the Mars Curiosity Rov-
er found evidence of water in the soil 
of the red planet. NASA confi rmed on 
September 26 that each cubic foot of 
the fi ne grained soil that they analyzed 
contained about two pints of water, 
though they were bonded with other 
molecules. These fi ndings came from 
the fi ve different scholarly papers that 
NASA released documenting the fi rst 
four months of the Curiosity Rover’s 
mission to unravel more of the history 
and makeup of the planet. Of the soil 
samples measured, scientists esti-
mate that water takes up about 2% of 
its content. 
   The rover analyzed the soil samples 
by using a tiny oven in its interior. 
Called the Sample Analysis at Mars, 
the apparatus heats the sample up 
to 835 degrees centigrade in order to 
“drive off all the volatiles,” according to 
Rennselaer Polytechnical College pro-
fessor Laurie Leshin. She continued to 
say, “We tend to think of Mars as this 
dry place – to fi nd water fairly easy to 

Oh no, they found us! You can’t have our water!Oh no, they found us! You can’t have our water!

Who’s hiding under the bed?Who’s hiding under the bed?
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D.R. of the Congo Ravaged by Ongoing Civil War
by Jack McGovern
Features and List Editor

Cause of confl ict unclear, no solution in sight
ourselves fi rst. And, sometimes, what 
we see is not so pleasant.
   Other countries in the region (Rwan-
da, Uganda, and Burundi) are con-
nected to the confl ict and its roots in 
the past. Congo’s long history of chaos 
makes its borders highly susceptible 
to invasion by foreign militias. So what 
has the U.S. done about the situation? 
Not much. James Baldwin said “I love 

America more than any other country 
in the world, and, exactly for this rea-
son, I insist on the right to criticize her 
perpetually.” By refusing to publicly 
acknowledge the fact that Rwanda is 
funding the M23 militia, the U.S. has 
more or less stayed out of the messy 
confl ict. 
   Anyway, when a genocide is going 
on, like the genocide in the Congo, one 
cannot help but wonder whether our 
intentions in, places like Syria are as 
benevolent as they allegedly are. Con-
sidering the magnitude of the confl ict, 
it's unsettling that it has received little 
coverage in the Western media and 
largely remains in the dark. It's telling 
that Syria can be so easily demonized 

and a tragedy that is, by any measure, 
worse, goes unnoticed.  
   Let’s face it: the U.S., like every coun-
try in this beautiful world, operates in 
terms of self-interest. When some Yale 
graduate goes on about how we want 
to bring democracy to the world, what 
he’s really saying is that we want other 
countries to be open to our economic 
interests so that we can make a lot of 

money. Sorry for the col-
loquial rant here; there’s 
enough of that shit fl oating 
around on a college cam-
pus as it is. What I’m trying 
to do, pretty much, is to fi g-
ure out how we all fi t into 
the bigger picture. It’s the 
age old dilemma of want-
ing to do the right thing but 
not knowing what the right 
thing is.
   New York Times corre-
spondent Jeffrey Gettle-
man described his experi-
ences in the DRC over the 
past few years as eliciting 
“a doomed sense of déjà 
vu.” And as if all this news 
wasn’t bad enough, the 
United Nations recently 
called the Congo the “rape 
capital of the world.”  Get-
tleman cites some specifi c 
examples of this awful epi-
demic that mirrors T.S. El-
iot’s famous quote, “Man-
kind cannot bear too much 
reality.” 

   Many human rights organizations 
have condemned the brutality of the 
M23 militia. It's very easy to generalize 
complex political situations. Journalist 
Andre Vltchek has covered many war 
zones across the world and he still de-
scribed the situation in the region as 
"But nowhere else is the story so com-
plex and blurred; nowhere else, I feel 
that I have to begin from zero."
   The U.N. (which has several thousand 
peacekeeping troops there that out-
number the rebels) must act before the 
confl ict erupts. A region so damaged 
and broken does not deserve such a 
terrible fate.

FAKER 
THAN 

TRUTH

MILWAUKEE, WI- A few days after 
being admitted to the psych ward at 
Columbia-St. Mary’s Hospital earlier 
this week, Stan Brzozowski’s pace-
maker exploded out of his chest. 
The man had visited the emergency 
room complaining of chest pains, 
but once the doctor entered the 
room, Mr. Brzozowski proceeded 
to tell the physician about the “tiny 
cyborg creature” living inside his 
chest that was attempting to eat its 
way out. After much questioning, Dr. 
Henry, the physician in question, 
transferred the patient to the psy-
chological trauma center.
   Brzozowski grew more and more 
belligerent with the nurses and doc-
tors over the course of his three 
day stay in the psych ward, repeat-
edly throwing his bedpan at the 
door and pleading with residents 
to “dig this shit out of [his] heart.” 
Doctors upped his tranquilizers sev-
eral times, but this only seemed to 
irritate the patient even more. Even 
200 mg of morphine sent Stan fl y-
ing into a rage, throwing a chair at 
the window and cracking both rein-
forced pane.
 When Mr. Brzozowski fi nally 
passed away from cardiac arrest on 
Wednesday afternoon, his body was 
taken into the morgue for an autop-
sy. After slicing open his chest and 
removing the corpse’s ribcage, the 
attending coroner discovered that 
the pacemaker in the chest cavity 
was, indeed, quite irregular. It then, 
according to the police report, “shot 
out tentacles from its oblong body 
and started to crawl rapidly out of 
the heart’s left ventricle.” The coro-
ner’s initial testimony stated that 
the tiny robot proceeded to whip his 
face with another protruding limb 
and scurry out of the room, under 
the crack beneath the door. Govern-
ment offi cials have been called in to 
investigate the case. Brzozowski’s 
last words were, according to the RN 
on shift, “I need to move, this host 
has served its purpose so poorly.”

by Connor O’Brien

We’re wondering We’re wondering 
the same thing, Mr. Apethe same thing, Mr. Ape

   Noam Chomsky has described the 
current confl ict in the Democratic Re-
public of Congo as "perhaps the worst 
ongoing atrocity in the world." The last 
war in Congo ended in 2003 and result-
ed in the death of 5.4 million people, a 
staggering and disturbing number that 
is the worst tragedy since the end of 
the Second World War. During the co-
lonial era, the area which 
is now known as the DRC 
was exploited by Belgium. 
The region may actually be 
the richest country in the 
world in terms of its natural 
resources: it has many de-
posits of diamonds, gold, 
coltan, uranium, tin, cob-
ber/cobalt and oil. Yet, sad-
ly, its citizens are among 
the poorest in the world due 
to perpetual internal strife 
and foreign interventions. 
   The new war in the region 
began last year when the 
M23 militia invaded the 
DRC after a democratically 
elected government had 
ascended to power. The mi-
litia is being backed by the 
DRC's neighbor to the East, 
Rwanda, an ally of the U.S. 
Many war criminals that are 
wanted by the U.N. interna-
tional crime court from the 
previous war that ended in 
2003 are affi liated with the 
M23 militia.
   Many of us probably 
gained most of our knowledge about 
this region from the 2004 fi lm Hotel 
Rwanda. Although the movie focuses 
on the start of the turmoil in 1994, the 
ethnic confl ict has persisted to this day. 
Just this past Sunday, September 29, 
there was a conference held at Coo-
per Union which involved President 
Kagame and a few philanthropists/bil-
lionaire moguls affi liated with Israel. 
   What was the topic of this conference 
or theme, if you will? Genocide. But de-
spite the lofty, humanitarian rhetoric 
of this conference, Kagame remains a 
brutal tyrant and Israel's treatment of 
Palestinians remains detestable. As is 
often the case in life, before we want 
to change something, we must look at 
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Killer Hornets Just Won’t Let Us Bee
The beepocalypse is coming & nobody is safe!by Sarah Palacios

Staff Apiculturist
   Picture a hornet. Now picture a super-
hornet: Flash-like speed, supersized, 
and packed with ammo of deadly ven-
om. This super hornet isn’t a made-up 
super villain. It’s the Asian giant hornet 
(vespa mandarinia), and it’s coming for 
YOU.
   The giant hornet can grow to be over 
two inches long—that’s almost the size 
of your thumb. Its wingspan is about 
3 inches. This monstrosity is typically 
about fi ve times the length of your av-
erage North American honeybee. Be-
sides its impressive size, the hornet 
can travel faster 
than every per-
son on this Earth, 
sustaining speeds 
of up to 25 mph 
for 60 miles.  So 
don’t even think 
about running. In 
fact, one victim of 
the hornet’s wrath 
said that “the 
more you run, the 
more they want to 
chase you.” And 
when they catch 
up, the scene is 
not pretty. 
   The hornet’s 
quarter-inch sting-
er injects its vic-
tims with venom fi t 
to kill. The venom 
contains a peptide 
that forces the vic-
tim’s cells to burst due to excess water. 
The hornet sting can last for three min-
utes and the sensation has been char-
acterized as similar to the feeling of a 
“hot nail” through skin. Victims suffer 
from dead skin (picture several dark 
circles appearing up and down your 
limbs). They also experience organ fail-
ure, specifi cally in the kidneys, causing 
their urine to turn tar-black. 
   Worse yet, the venom can be dead-
ly. Of the 583 stung since July 1 (in 
China), 28 have been killed. Hospitals 
in China have set up special units for 
victims of the stings – those who are 
stung ten times are classifi ed as in 
need of hospital care, and those stung 
over thirty times are rushed to urgent 
care. Thus far, the reported deaths 
have only come from Southern China, 
specifi cally Ankang and the surround-

ing Shaanxi area. 
   These hornets have been around 
since 1852 – so why the sudden in-
fl ux? This is especially interesting 
because they are actually listed as a 
“threatened” species because of defor-
estation and habitat loss. We can chalk 
this one up to global warming – specifi -
cally the fact that winter temperatures 
in Ankang have raised an average of 
1.1 degrees Celsius. This makes for a 
much more hospitable climate to the 
giant hornets; they are native to tropi-
cal climates of East Asia.

   Don’t think you can rest easy knowing 
you are thousands of miles away from 
the breeding lands of the predatory 
hornets. They have also been sighted in 
America, but so far, there’s no conclu-
sive evidence that they’ve invaded our 
country. They have, however, spread to 
France through a consignment of pot-
tery that was shipped there from China. 
There have not been so many deaths 
reported in France – only one farmer 
was reported dead after the initial ship-
ment of hornet-fi lled pottery in 2005.  
   The hornets’ main prey is the bee. 
This is troubling for many reasons, one 
being that bees are already disappear-
ing. The issue of bees disappearing 
is horrible for humans because even 
though most of us run scared at the 
sight of a bee, they actually provide our 
environment with important pollina-

tion to keep our crops fl ourishing. Bees 
pollinate the crops that constitute one-
third of our food supply. Another rea-
son the hornets’ attack on bees is so 
troubling is that, much to the ignorance 
of the general population, hornets and 
bees actually engage in super fucking 
scary bee war all the time. 
    The hornet is much more powerful 
than your average bee. The giant Asian 
hornet can kill up to forty bees in one 
minute. That means that a group of 30 
hornets can knock out an entire bee 
colony of over 30,000 in a matter of 

hours.   How-
ever, these 
hornets had 
better stick 
together, be-
cause if a hor-
net embarks 
upon unchar-
tered bee ter-
ritory alone, 
they are most 
c e r t a i n l y 
doomed. 
   When a 
swarm of 
bees fi nds 
that sad fuck-
er, they make 
him pay for 
the sins of all 
his ancestors. 
The bees sur-
round the hor-
net in spheri-

cal form, and then proceed to zoom 
around them so fast that the kinetic 
energy raises beyond what the hornet 
can withstand. That’s right, the bees 
literally cook them alive. 
    The issue is that the honeybees are 
just so ridiculously inferior to the hor-
nets. The cooking process takes about 
20 minutes before the bee-ball reaches  
an internal temperature of about 115° 
Fahrenheit. Another issue with this—
only Japanese honeybees are capable 
(or smart enough) to do this. Bees in 
Europe don’t yet know how, and after 
the pottery shipment of killer hornets, 
the future looks bleak for future Euro-
pean bees – and maybe for us all.

Breaking Bad comes to an end
Many fans mourning
The loss of more than a show
A true addiction

Possible government shutdown
Government may strike
Because Obamacare fails
Thanks, Republicans

NEWS HAIKUS
by Zoe Sakas & Sofi  Muñoz
News Co-Editors

Israel Detains Iranian Spy
Iranian man
Caught by Israeli police
No more spying dude

Russia holds activists in 
custody
Greenpeace activists
Detained for piracy
Vlad is behind this

Rivera plays his last game
Thousands of fans remorse
For the loss of the “Sandman”
Many tears were shed -ZS

European trees being uprooted 
in Zimbabwe
Foreign trees must go 
Britain’s fi rs and pines removed
They are not welcome

Feral pigs infest Atlanta
Wild pigs frolic in
The suburbs of the peach state
Eat more pork A-Town -SM

“First China...then, THE WORLD!”“First China...then, THE WORLD!”

Cleric defends ban on female 
driving
Saudi cleric warns
Driving shrivels ovaries
Women should not drive

Don’t have time to keep up with 
the news? Well, we’ve reduced 
what you should know into sev-
enteen syllables a piece. You’re 
welcome!
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Screw Immigrants, We Want to Kick Some Balls
by Sofi  Muñoz
News Co-Editor Migrant workers endure inhumane working conditions for World Cup

captioncaption

   The prospect of holding the 2022 
World Cup in the Qatari desert, where 
temperatures routinely hover around 
120 degrees Farenheit has been con-
troversial ever since FIFA accepted 
Qatar’s bid to host the popular soccer 
tournament. Playing 90+ 
minutes of soccer in the 
middle of the Arabian 
Desert does not seem to 
resonate well with most 
athletes and coaches, 
who have expressed 
concern for the health 
of their players. Yet the 
Arab state recently drew 
criticism from the inter-
national community for 
an issue unrelated to cli-
mate worries. 
   On September 25, 
British newspaper The 
Guardian ran an article 
exposing the horrifying labor malprac-
tices occurring in Qatar as it gears up 
for the World Cup. The abuses, which 
essentially amount to modern-day slav-
ery, have shocked the world and made 
a mockery of the International Fed-
eration of Association Football (FIFA)’s 
purported dedication to social improve-
ment. 
   The Guardian’s report revealed that 
migrant laborers, who are pre-
dominantly young Nepalese 
men, are forced to work gru-
eling hours without access to 
adequate food, water, or rest. 
These conditions have lead to 
the deaths of dozens at a rate 
of about one per day, mostly 
from heart attacks attributed 
to the long working hours and 
squalid living conditions.
   In some cases, laborers are 
housed twelve to a room and 
denied water. Others have 
been forced to work 12 hour 
shifts in 120° Farenheit weather with-
out air conditioning. Ram Kumar Maha-
ra, a 26 year old migrant laborer, gives 
a harrowing account of his experience 
while working at Lusail City, the site of 
the World Cup fi nal stadium, “We were 
working on an empty stomach for 24 
hours; 12 hours’ work and then no 
food all night. When I complained, my 

manager assaulted me, kicked me out 
of the labor camp I lived in and refused 
to pay me anything. I had to beg for 
food from other workers.” International 
labor union leaders have estimated 
that as many as 4,000 migrant work-

ers may die in the seven years before 
the 2022 World Cup unless labor con-
ditions change drastically.
   This situation is particularly deplor-
able given that Qatar ranks as the 
wealthiest country in the world, due in 
large part to the abundance of oil and 
other natural resources. The nation 
has apportioned nearly $100 billion 
to improve existing infrastructure and 

construct new 
roads, a cause-
way, airports, 
and of course 
soccer stadi-
ums in anticipa-
tion of the World 
Cup. Flushed 
with oil money, 
the tiny country 
has been under-
going a building 
boom and sub-
sequently at-
tracting migrant 

workers, who now make up 94% of the 
workforce. 
  Yet though millionaires make up 
14.3% of Qatari households, this 
wealth has not translated into better 
living conditions for the nearly 2 million 
foreign workers.
   Desperate to earn a living, laborers 
from Nepal, Bangladesh, and India mi-

at Lusail City, Qatar,” in a statement 
released September 26. It has also 
dismissed concerns that athletes and 
fans will suffer in the extreme heat, 
preferring to cozy up to the wealthy 
rather than ensure the safety of soccer-
lovers and players alike, not to mention 
the millions laboring in dreadful con-
ditions to make it possible. Yet in the 
face of so much international criticism, 
FIFA has scheduled an executive com-
mittee meeting in Zurich to discuss the 
issues surrounding the 2022 World 
Cup. One would hope that the exploita-
tion of thousands of migrant laborers 
tops the agenda.
   Like the modern-day Pyramids of Giza, 
human beings are toiling, sweating, 
and dying in order to create edifi ces for 
the wealthy and powerful. Human lives 
are being needlessly expended for the 
sake of building stadiums so that a few 
hundred men can entertain the world. 
As Umesh Upadhyaya, general secre-
tary of the General Federation of Nep-
alese Trade Unions so powerfully said, 
“Everyone is talking about the effect of 
Qatar’s extreme heat on a few hundred 
footballers. But they are ignoring the 
hardships, blood and sweat of thou-

sands of mi-
grant work-
ers, who will 
be building 
the World 
Cup stadi-
ums in shifts 
that can last 
eight times 
the length 
of a football 
match.” If 
FIFA truly be-
lieves in the 
transforma-
tive power 
of the beau-
tiful game, 
they will not 
hesitate to 
relocate the 
2022 World 

Cup unless Qatar remedies the labor 
situation. Otherwise, the tournament 
will be nothing but a hollow event, a 
gilded celebration of wealth produced 
at the expense of thousands of lives.

grate to Qatar, often paying exorbitant 
fees to employment agents who prom-
ise to fi nd them a good job. Once in Qa-
tar, they are bound by the Kafala spon-
sorship system enshrined within Qatari 
labor laws,  in which migrant workers 

must have an in-state sponsor to 
work.  Typically it is the employer 
who assumes responsibility for 
the workers’ visa and legal sta-
tus. Kefala sets up the perfect cir-
cumstances for labor exploitation 
to occur because migrants are 
denied the right to organize into 
unions, the right to solicit other 
employment, and even the right 
to leave the country without the 
permission of their sponsor. All 
too often, sponsor companies will 
take the laborers’ identifi cation 
papers and withhold their wages 
such that they are trapped into 
working as illegal aliens under 

grueling conditions and with no pay. 
  While this is not the fi rst time that ex-
ploitation has taken place on a large 
scale in Qatar, the fact that it is asso-
ciated with international soccer makes 
it particularly appalling. Until now, 
FIFA has turned a blind eye to the la-

bor abuses, though offi cials said “Fifa 
is very concerned about the reports 
presented by the media regarding la-
bour rights abuses and the conditions 
for construction workers in projects 

 In some cases, 
laborers are housed 
twelve to a room and 
denied water. Others 
have been forced to 
work 12 hour shifts 
in 120 °F weather 
without air condi-
tioning.

Families of laborers mourn Families of laborers mourn 
the loss of their sonsthe loss of their sons

Lusail City: the modern-day Lusail City: the modern-day 
Pyramids of GizaPyramids of Giza
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Miss America Winner Controversy Brings Larger Problems to Light

Fashion designer Rick Owen present-
ed his Spring 2014 collection in Paris 
last week along with a giant “Fuck you!” 
to the fashion industry’s white-washed 
standards. Betraying every convention-
al idea about beauty that the industry 
perpetuates, he featured women of 
color of every shape and size with their 
“ethnic” hair un-styled and free. It’s un-
fortunate that the utter lack of diversity 
in this industry forces me to describe 
a show featuring so many women of 
color as revolutionary and 
unconventional. The fash-
ion and beauty industries 
make no mistakes in at-
tempting to convey the 
Caucasian look as superior 
to any other, and there is no 
doubt that the industry has 
managed to create a global 
culture in which dark skin 
and ethnic hair textures 
aren’t considered beauti-
ful, which is damaging to 
people of color on many 
levels.

On September 15, 2013 
Miss New York Nina Davuluri was 
crowned Miss America. She happens 
to be Indian-American, which caused 
some pathetically predictable racist 
backlash. The response from her own 
community proved to be most notewor-
thy, with many South Asians claiming 
that she couldn’t have won an Indian 
pageant because of her dark skin. And 
just like in many cultures across the 
globe, in India, lighter skin is consid-
ered more attractive. This idea was 

quickly capitalized on, with skin light-
ening creams being widely sold to and 
used by South Asians. The skin lighten-
ing industry is worth over $400 billion 
overseas, though many aren’t aware 
of its common usage within our own 
country. 

In the United States, skin-lightening 
creams marketed to African Americans 
and Latinos are widely sold at pharma-
cies, beauty stores, and online. These 
creams are notoriously terrible for the 

skin because most contain danger-
ous amounts of steroids, which cause 
a plethora of skin diseases, and mer-
cury, which can cause nervous system 
damage. These creams also contain 
hydroquinone, a chemical that has 
been proven to increase skin cancer 
risks, and seems to be banned every-
where except the United States. The 
list of incredibly harmful chemicals tar-
geted at people of color to erase their 
ethnicities doesn’t stop here.

The black hair industry rakes in $9 
billion dollars a year, profi ting off of the 
idea that African hair is unprofessional 
and unattractive. Treatments such as 
hair relaxers contain “hormonally ac-
tive” ingredients like phthalates that 
have been known to cause uterine tu-
mors. These tumors appear more of-
ten in African American women than in 
Caucasian women, creating an undeni-
able link to the usage of chemical hair 
relaxers. It’s mind blowing that the FDA 

has made zero strides 
to ban any of the afore-
mentioned chemicals. 
So our culture perpet-
uates a limited type 
of beauty, and makes 
the literal bleaching of 
dark skin into a multi 
million dollar industry, 
which causes a multi-
tude of health issues; 
and everyone seems 
to look the other way. 
That’s some sick shit.

An even sadder out-
come of this idea is 

the impact it has on an interpersonal 
level within communities of POC. Dur-
ing the summer Olympics two years 
ago, gold medalist Gabby Douglas was 
criticized the most by her own commu-
nity for wearing her African hair natural. 
As previously mentioned, Nina Davuluri 
would have no chance of winning Miss 
India simply because of her dark skin. 
It’s pretty terrible how our culture has 
not only managed to convince POC’s to 
hate themselves, but to hate on the fel-

low members of their communities.
Besides what our white-centric idea 

of beauty does to POC’s wallets and 
central nervous systems, we must 
recognize what it does to the psyche. 
When our culture tells someone they 
aren’t attractive because they aren’t 
white, its bound to fuck people up. I’m 
Puerto Rican and my hair is tremen-
dously curly, thick and frizzy. Growing 
up, I got teased nonstop when I wore 
my hair natural and it made me feel 
terrible about myself for a really long 
time. Throughout the years I’ve prob-
ably spent over $2000 on chemical 
hair treatments, hair products and styl-
ing tools to get it to look “normal”. It 
took me awhile to decide that I could 
not let society tell me I wasn’t beautiful 
because of my “unconventional” hair. 
Though I do fl at iron my hair weekly, I 
do it because it’s easier to manage this 
way, not because I hate the vivacious 
hair I was born with. At a school as pa-
thetically un-diverse as Fordham, it is 
sometimes hard not to compare myself 
to that “higher” standard of beauty I 
see around me every day.  It’s a daily 
struggle, but I’ve really grown to love 
myself since my days of being bullied 
as a kid.

As the black R&B artist India Arie 
sang, “I am not my hair.” All I can hope 
is that someday people who look like 
Nina Davuluri, Gabby Douglas and me 
won’t encounter the discriminatory 
culture we grew up in. I learned to see 
beauty in my huge curls; hopefully our 
culture can as well.

by Monica Cruz
Arts Co-Editor

Real American beauty... Made in ChinaReal American beauty... Made in China

Skin bleach, relaxer, and other scary things people feel forced to buy
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Contrary to Editors’ Beliefs, Love May Exist After All
by Amy Desmarais
Staff Christian Mingle Star-crossed strangers compare height on blind date

Megan: Honestly, when I woke up 
Sunday morning I wasn’t too crazy 
about going on a blind date. I was hung 
over and exhausted, but pretty damn 
hungry and excited to eat on Arthur.

Joe: Before the date I wasn’t too wor-
ried about the whole thing, but then, 
when it was showtime, I was a little 
nervous. Being my fi rst blind date and 
all, and with a sophomore girl, I think I 
should have been.

Megan: I didn’t get nervous for the 
date until like 20 minutes before I was 
supposed to meet him. I tried to remind 
myself that he is a freshman boy and I 
never have to see him again if it doesn’t 
go well, but that didn’t help. 

Joe: I didn’t do anything too out of 

the ordinary from my normal routine to 
go out except I put on a sweater.

Megan: I didn’t do anything special 
to prepare for the date, besides put on 
make up and listen to an 8tracks playl-
ist called “Rainy Day” that was full of 
bands I have never heard of (I could not 
be more mainstream) in case he was 
into that kind of grunge-hipster shit.

Joe: My fi rst impression of Megan 
was her appearance, she’s shorter 
than me so that’s always good, and she 
has long blonde hair which is defi nitely 
my type. She looked really cute, she 
was wearing jeans and a sweater.

Megan: My fi rst impression of Joe 
was that he was super cute, and I 
was so happy he was tall. I also was 

I had to interrupt her and say, “How 
does Michaelangelo’s sound?”

Megan: We also told a bunch of sto-
ries about FUEM-ings and drunk peo-
ple. I’m pretty damn sure he thinks I’m 
an alcoholic because all of my stories 
started with, “yeah I was drunk this one 
time and...” But, hey, isn’t that how col-
lege is supposed to be?

Joe: After dinner, we strolled over 
to Palombo’s and got some dessert, 
which she insisted on paying for be-
cause I paid for dinner.

Megan: I think things got better as 
the evening went on. I got more com-
fortable with him and genuinely had 
a good time.  I can’t think of anything 
specifi c I didn’t like about him. I liked 
that he laughed at my jokes. 

Joe: After dessert, we walked back to 
campus, said our goodbyes and went 
our separate ways.

Megan: We walked back to campus 
and outside Finlay he was all smooth 
with his goodbyes, but I blurted out 
“sorry” because I felt bad he had to 
go on a date with me...but yeah, we 
hugged and peaced out, and it was 
easy. 

Final Thoughts?
Megan: My overall impression? I 

think he’s such a doll and any girl 
would be lucky to have him. I kind of 
wish we didn’t meet under the pres-
sure of a blind date because I think 
him and I could be really good friends 
and I wanted us to meet more organi-
cally. I would defi nitely hang out with 
him again, though. I totally don’t know 
his last name.  

Joe: Overall, I had a really good time 
and defi nitely want to hang out again. 
After telling my friends about the date, 
they all want to go on one- hoping it will 
go as well as mine did!

impressed he al-
ready knew where 
he wanted to 
take me, so none 
of that awkward 
“what do YOU wan-
na do? No, YOU 
pick” stuff. His 
smile, laugh, and 
- oddly enough - 
the cross he was 
wearing stood out 
to me. I’m into the 
whole muscular 
“I play sports and 
like Jesus” kinda 
thing so, yes, he 
is 100% the type 
of guy I usually go 
for.

Joe: She has a 
great personality 
and is talkative-
but not too talk-
ative! One thing 
that stood out 
about Megan was 
that she had a lot 

of funny stories, which means that 
she has to have a lot of friends to have 
so many memories.

Megan: My fi rst personality impres-
sion of him was that he was funny, and 
very nice. He has an awesome laugh 
and made me feel really comfortable. 
He was a gentleman. 

Joe: We talked about all kinds of 
things, where we are from, how many 
siblings we have, what sports teams 
we like and so on. We broke the ice 
at fi rst by talking about Fordham and 
where we lived, and the few things we 
knew about one another. By the time 
we made it down Arthur Ave. and were 
at Michaelangelo’s, we hadn’t even 
discussed where we were going to eat. 

Their happiness makes me sickTheir happiness makes me sick

Megan C.
the paper: What is your best quality?
I think my best quality is my sense of humor. 
What is your perfect Saturday?
My perfect Saturday would be spent sleeping, and 
when I wake up I wouldn’t need to put on pants 
or look presentable. I’d spend the day with my 
friends, watching a movie/tv or going to the beach, 
then at night we would eat Mexican food and get 
drunk and go out to someone’s house party and 
meet cute boys.
Do you believe in love at fi rst sight?
I do not believe in love at fi rst sight.

Joe A.
the paper: Who is your celebrity look alike?
People have told me Adam Sandler and Jorge 
Posada, the old catcher for the Yankees. I don’t see 
it, but whatever. 
What is your perfect date?
On a cool fall day it would be to go apple-picking 
and, after picking apples, go home and make some 
dinner, drink apple cider, and eat a nice home-
made apple pie.
How do you get people to smile? 
By telling jokes, or being sarcastic most of the time. 
I’m really good with kids, so getting children to 
smile comes naturally.
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Senior Calls Out to Mom for “Five More Minutes,” is Not Obliged
by Stephanie Colombini
Co-Executive Editor The real world seems to be closing in way too fast

Of the four hellish years I spent in 
high school, senior year was defi nitely 
the best.  Sure, there was the tedious 
task of fi lling out the Common App - why 
do you need to know what my mom’s 
major was? She graduated in ’75! Or 
the drama 
s u r r o u n d -
ing prom 
after-parties 
and fi nding 
a date (un-
less, you 
were part of 
one of those 
couples that 
had been 
dating for, 
like, ever, 
for whom slow dances and family pic-
tures were pleasantly routine - yeah, 
you guys were greaattttttt…).  And then 
there was the decision of where you 
were going to spend the next four years 
(or so you thought) of your life looming 
over your head all year.  But even with 
all that stress, there was still plenty 
of time for shits and gigs, and getting 
showered with attention and “just for 
seniors” events never got old.  The 
good times, combined with my incred-
ible optimism about the next big adven-
ture made senior year of high school 
one of the best of my life.  So many 
people keep telling me senior year of 
college is the same – better, even, be-
cause you’re 21! But I’ve got to say, as 
I approach the halfway point of the fi rst 
of my last semesters, I’m not buying it.

A lot’s changed over the past four 
years, not just for me personally, but 
for the world.  That shitty recession 
came about just as I was getting ready 
to leave high school, and we’re still try-
ing to climb our way out.  We’re gradu-
ating in competition not only with our 
peers, but with older people still trying 
to stay afl oat in today’s cutthroat, ever-
digitalizing job market.  A master’s de-
gree gets you where a bachelor’s once 
did, and a bachelor’s gets you a job at 
Starbucks.  Oh, and if you’re a young 
college grad unfamiliar with the social 
media scene, you’re shit out of luck; 
because that’s all they want us for.  So 
if you don’t want to spend the rest of 
your days making soy lattes, you’ve ba-
sically got two options.

Option one: get an uncle who’s the 
CEO of some company and has had a 
job lined up for you since sophomore 
year.  “It’s who you know” is becoming 
more and more evident as I grow older.  
If you’re like me and have no family 

connections, you better make some 
damn good friends.  Which means be-
ing nice to everyone, getting Botox so 
your smile just stays there all day, and 
always being the “Yes (Wo)Man” in 
class, at internships, and at work.  It’s 
fucking exhausting.  In the fi nal year at 
my all girls’ Catholic high school, this is 
what I heard as I walked the halls from 
adoring underclassmen:

We love you seniors, yes we do! 
We love you seniors, yes we do!  
If you’re not near us, we’re blue.  
Oh seniors, we love you!

How I miss the glory!  Now, I’m kissing 

everyone else’s ass, knowing even the 
random kid on the Ram Van who needs 
to borrow a pen could one day come in 
handy.

Option two: slave away.  As I men-
tioned above, that means selling your 

soul to fake-
ness or, I 
s u p p o s e , 
being a gen-
uinely de-
cent human 
being.  It 
also means 
a nonstop 
cycle of ob-
l i g a t i o n s 
laced with 
just enough 

sleep, eat, and joint breaks to get 
through the day. Many twenty-some-
things don’t have the same opportuni-
ties their counterparts from previous 
generations did.  Drink and party our 
last year of college away before we take 
the plunge into the “real world?”  I’ll get 
right on that, right after I get off work at 
my fi rst job, fi nish a shift at my second 
job, write that paper for the stupid Core 

class Fordham’s making me take se-
nior year before I graduate even though 
I long ago discovered which subjects I 
excel in and which ones are just out to 
kill my GPA, and oh yeah, work on the 

things that actually do pique my inter-
est, in the hopes of developing some 
semblance of skill in the fi eld I want to 
enter.  

If I don’t do all of these things, my 
chances of getting the kind of job I’d 
want after graduation are slim to none.  
“Who needs a job?” some might say, 
“take a year off to explore the world!”  
Sounds nice, but I’m too busy counting 
the zeros on my student loan debt to 
book a fl ight.   I can’t speak for every-
one; we all have different situations.  
But I know I’m not the only one who’s 
banked a lot on the promise of it all 
paying off next spring.  

Don’t get me wrong – I love the life I 
live and, in general, am a way happier 
person than I was in high school.  But it’s 
a bummer to feel the pull of next year’s 
reality check so early in the game.  I 
want my kegs and eggs, senior nights, 
and homecoming tents; but so far all 
I’ve had are some all-nighters and kick 
back on the couch Breaking Bad nights 
(no complaints there).  My friends and 
I bump into each other on campus, 
and it’s the fi rst time we’ve seen each 
other in weeks, because we’re all going 

through the same 
struggle. I think it’s 
going to be worth 
it in the end - I just 
miss my pals! 

Senior year of 
high school was 
fi lled with indescrib-
able optimism. Any-
thing could be bet-
ter than that right?  
The whole world felt 
open.  I was lucky 
to get that oppor-
tunity for a second 
time, when I trans-
ferred to Fordham 
halfway through my 
college experience.  
I feel excited about 
the future now too, 
but the stress and 
dread are defi nitely 
taking over at the 

moment.  So fi ngers crossed every-
body; let’s keep on plunging through.  I 
just hope one of these days things will 
get less hectic so I can fi nally experi-
ence a drink-up.  

Senior year, in a nutshellSenior year, in a nutshell
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Male Gaze? What is That, Some Kind of Ambient Music?
by C. S. Strafford & Isabel Brown
Comix Co-Editors Comix editors compare their favorite male-based softcore porn

It’s a fact that male gaze is prevalent 
throughout all of media. A slow camera 
pan up from a girl’s feet to her ass and 
a surreptitious rendezvous in a female 
strip club is all too common in most en-
tertainment.  But what about us ladies, 
hmmm? Why do we get to miss out on 
all fan service fun?

Well, we searched long and hard to 
fi nd the best, overly gratuitous female 
gaze-tastic programming that we could 
possibly fi nd, making sure it employs 
plentiful helpings of what we have 
dubbed “man-service.” The verdict: 
2012 fi lm Magic Mike and the 2013 
summer anime Free! Iwatobi Swim 
Club are the most worthy of ladies view-
ing pleasure. Which will win the title 
of most tantalizing, non-pornographic 
man-service?! 

C Sarah: As the artsy-fartsy Comix 
Editor, obsessed with all thing nerdy 
and artsy, I think it’s only fair that I 
defend the gloriousness that is Free! 
Iwatobi Swim Club. But before I can re-
ally talk about the show itself, it’s im-
portant to understand how this anima-
tion gem came to be.  Kyoto Animation 
(better known as Kyo Ani, an anime 
animation studio mainly 
notable for making wank 
material for male Japa-
nese otaku and having 
wonderful animation, 
mainly from making so 
much money off said 
perverted otaku), creat-
ed a short animation test 
of cute boys swimming – 
mainly as a way to show 
off how good they had 
gotten at animating wa-
ter. Fan girls everywhere 
rejoiced and screamed 
from the mountaintops 
(aka Tumblr), “THAT! WE 
WANT THAT!” And thus, 
Free! became an actual 
show.

The premise is fairly 
simple: a group of high 
school boys, with ridicu-
lously sculpted bodies, decide to form 
a swim team at their high school.  Con-
troversy arises when their childhood 
friend and old teammate, Rin, comes 
back from a special swimming school 
in Australia with a chip on his shoul-

der and grudge towards Haru, who is 
more or less our lead. The plot is silly 
and never takes itself too seriously (the 
main issue that I had with Magic Mike), 
mainly acting as an excuse for the guys 
to compulsively strip down to their tight 
little swimming trunks and have tons of 
gay subtext between them, a la Super-
natural. 

On the technical side, the animators 
just care soooo much. Every muscle 
and droplet of pool water is lovingly 
rendered. In fact I’ve heard a lot of 
people refer to it as muscle porn, which 
could not be a more accurate descrip-
tion. Not only is every male character 
beautifully sculpted, but also every guy 
on screen has a different body type – 
based off of actual Olympic swimmers.  
The animators’ knowledge of the male 
anatomy is explicitly shown off when 
our audience stand in, female team 
manager Gou, happily ogles the many 
hot swimming guys she often fi nds her-
self around.  As much as the animation 
is a huge appeal to most anime fans 
and myself, the fact that Free! is an ani-
mated work might leave it inaccessible 
to many women.

The man-service is never aggressive, 
mostly sticking to just being cutsey or 
relying on  female-oriented camera an-
gles to best show off the mostly male 
cast, unlike the extremely aggressive 
man-service in Magic Mike – there’s 

just something really unappealing to 
me about a nut sack in a lady’s face.  
In fact, Free! is pretty watchable even 
for guys – with the comedy aspect be-
ing so well done, this show does in 
fact have a small male following. Yeah, 
there’s plenty of gratuitous butt and 
abs shots – but hey, you guys get that 
in just about everything via male gaze. 
At this point, you should be able to put 
up with over the top female gaze every 
once in awhile, that way you can fi nally 
understand what we ladies feel like 
watching most forms of media.    

Isabel: Sure, Magic Mike takes it-
self too seriously. I suppose when the 
screenwriters were making their pitch 
to a boardroom of gray-faced Hollywood 
execs, they probably had to squidge in 
something resembling a plot (Chan-
ning Tatum actually has a vast knowl-
edge of modernist furniture design! He 
does construction work! He’s striving 
towards his dream job which involves 
modernist furniture! Like a true Ameri-
can! Et cetera!) But what counts is: 1. it 
contrasts how women see convention-
ally attractive  men against the Holly-
wood mainstream view of convention-

ally attractive women, and 2. FEMALE 
GAZE ACTUALLY MADE INTO MAIN-
STREAM HOLLYWOOD PRODUCTION 
-WHAT THE WHAT. 

What I appreciate about anime fan-
service like Free! (aside from energizing 

exclamation points) is the diversity of 
dudes represented in every swim(suit) 
competition. Yet I’m a sucker for a plot-
less movie brimming with brilliant cuts 
and vertical pans of makeout scenes-
-when you’re addressing a subject 
that doesn’t really merit bon mots and 
sage career advice, by all means, pour 
those creative energies into making a 
fi lm that’s a treat for the eyes on every 
level.

For most of my life, I’ve binge-
watched crappy teen movies where 
the romantic heroine is always either a 
curvy, miniskirted homecoming queen, 
or a sassy and personable type who 
gets the memo and the makeover real 
fast. While I would have appreciated a 
more varied array of body types in Mag-
ic Mike’s team, Lord knows they’re just 
trying to mirror the rather uniform mold 
for attractive women in similarly sexy 
Hollywood movies--I can accept this 
as a baby step towards acknowledging 
fi lms for a female audience need to be 
made!

Which leads me to my next point--the 
very fact that Magic Mike played in the-
aters across the country is an impor-

tant harbinger of change 
in mainstream fi lmmak-
ing. Within a year of its re-
lease, Mike grossed over 
$100 million. That’s a 
huge market for female-
gaze-centered fi lms. I’m 
not saying every year 
there oughta be strip-
per movies, but still...I’d 
be okay with a rom-com 
where the guy has to get 
a makeover before Jen-
nifer Lawrence decides 
to go to the prom with 
him. Yes, Free! has thou-
sands of fans on Tumblr 
and throughout the web-
nets, but the nationwide 
appeal of Magic Mike is 
what thrills me--knowing 
that women everywhere 
can go watch a movie 

fi nally, refreshingly, made for them. 
Hopefully again. And again. And again.

Make it rain!Make it rain!
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The Tinker’s girls’ bathroom is a scary, scary place. One night, I approached 
the lavatory only to be greeted a random old lady. She simply said “I’m sorry.” I, 
being slightly intoxicated, thought nothing of this and continued into the bath-
room. I realized that the toilet water was overfl owing, and in my naïve attempt 
to fi x it, I tried to fl ush the toilet again. The soiled water continued to fl ow out 
of the toilet, until there was a stream trickling out of the room. I freaked out 
and left the scene. Not two weeks later on St. Patrick’s Day, I again attempted 
to relieve myself in the Tinker’s bathroom, only to encounter three intoxicated 
young men who thought it was a good idea to christen the entirety of the girl’s 
room with their urine. As I opened the door, I saw a golden stream approaching 
me—so yes, I was peed on in Tinkers.

 
After looking for, and being unable to fi nd a prom date, I decided to call up 

a guy I liked to invite him three days before the fateful dance. After procuring 
his number from a friend of a friend, I called him, and after some awkward 
small talk, I got to the point. However, after he started to respond, I moved too 
much in my cell-signal-challenged home, and the call dropped. I had to call him 
back just so that he could reject me from prom again, after I explained that I 
couldn’t hear when he did it the fi rst time. 

When Fordham students have to meet with their residence hall’s RD they 
are probably referred to the University’s Alcohol Policy. Few, if any, of them 
are directed to page 36 of the Residential Life Student Handbook. On this 
page, one will fi nd the University’s policy on “Moral Growth and Responsibility,” 
which is essentially a euphemism for Fordham’s views on sex. I didn’t realize 
anyone actually took this no premarital sex policy seriously so you can imagine 
my surprise when I was called to have a one-on-one meeting with my RD, who 
deemed it necessary to address my inappropriate “cohabitation”and tell me 
St. Ignatius frowns on my soul. The best part? She was completely wrong. If you 
think explaining to your RD why you had alcohol might be awkward, try explain-
ing how your penis didn’t actually go into anyone’s vagina. 

When it came to beginning high school, I found myself greatly troubled over 
making a good fi rst impression on my peers. Unfortunately, things didn’t quite 
go as planned. In an attempt to “get involved,” I foolishly signed myself up for 
my school’s soccer team. Only a few minutes into my fi rst practice it became 
clear that this may not have been the best choice, as I had overlooked my deep 
loathing of physical activity. As the coach mercilessly sent us sprinting back 
and forth across the fi eld, I began to sense danger sloshing around inside me. 
I opened my mouth to tell my coach that I thought I needed to sit down for a 
moment... but what came out was far different. I threw up in front of my entire 
soccer team on my fi rst soccer practice of my fi rst year of high school. Nice to 
meet you all. 

It was 2011 and I was on a nun-led pilgrimage of the Holy Land. That day, we 
travelled to Jericho and began the prayerful journey up the mountain that - tra-
dition holds - was where Jesus was tempted by the devil. The mount was dusty 
and littered with small stones, and the heat was oppressive as we climbed 
to the monastery at the top of the mountain. After a brief visit, we began the 
descent to our tour bus. Caught up in the moment, I took my eyes off the path 
to gaze at the view, the arid desert wind whipping my hair in what I can only 
imagine was a biblical manner. All of a sudden, I lost my footing—it felt like 
someone pulled the ground out from under me, and I started sliding down 
the mountain, screaming Spanish obscenities on the way down. When I fi nally 
stopped rolling, the mountain and the valley reverberated with the laughter of 
both the nuns and a random group of Arab men who witnessed my embarrass-
ing fall from the Mount of Temptation.

To our beloved Paperites,
Clean your coffee machine and 

prepare to hate yourself, it’s time for 
an all-nighter!

That’s right friend, it’s 5:04 a.m. and 
we’ve been sitting in this godforsaken 
basement working on this whore 
issue for the past infi nity hours. By 
now we’ve been awake so long Raffi ’s 
rendition of “I’ve Been Working on the 
Railroad” won’t get the fuck out of our 
collective head. When it’s all over we’ll 
get the sweet relief of an hour or two 
of sleep before waking up to inject our 
brains with more caffeine, go to class, 
go to work, write up some midterm 
papers (it will surely be our best work), 
and then pass out for another x hours. 
Rinse, repeat.

This isn’t an unusual pattern for the 
average college student. Add a few 
beers in there somewhere and you’ve 
got yourself a week. Hell, you’ve got 
yourself a semester. On top of the 4 or 
5 classes you’re taking, you likely have 
a job (we hope), a club or sport you’re 
involved in (team spirit, yayyy!), and/
or some horrible monkey-ass intern-
ship that is exploiting the shit out of 
you (AND YOU WILL TAKE IT WITH A 
SMILE). 

There’s not much room left at the 
end of the day for you to enjoy this 
brilliant fall weather. Things like eating 
and sleeping are nice, but there is so 
much other shit you have to do that 
these little luxuries become increas-
ingly more optional. This is the fourth 
day in a row you’ve worn this particular 
pair of pants because they’re your last 
“clean” pair. By the time you do fi nd 
any free time, you’re too exhausted to 
do chores or exercise, so you retire to 
the bottle or your bed and life contin-
ues to unravel night after night until 
the semester ends, at which point you 
have a month before it starts all over 
again. Huzzah, college life!

College kids get pinned as some-
thing along the lines of minor league 
alcoholics mixed with lethargic babies. 
People chide you for not “contribut-
ing to society,” whatever the fuck that 
means. Sure, we spend a lot of time 
sitting and reading, but we’re do-
ing that shit so we can give back to 
society the applied knowledge we gain 
from doing so; no one reads Struc-

tures of Computer Science for the 
fuck of it. Sure, we spend late nights 
getting tipsy with our colleagues, but 
that’s because our schedules are so 
hectic that we don’t have a second to 
unwind during the daytime. And sure, 
we work part time and don’t pay as 
much as people with salaries do in 
taxes, but what little we do earn goes 
a long way when all you eat is rice and 
beans. Enjoy the fi fth of my paycheck 
the government uses to pave your pre-
cious roads you rat bastards.

Oh, but we get the summer off! Yea, 
right. Unless you’re spoiled, you get 
your happy ass a minimum wage 9-5, 
work that sucker, and pray you might 
get a week or two off to go home and 
visit your family. But then you fi nd out 
that 9-5 isn’t as bad as it sounds, in 
fact, it’s kind of nice. Your day ends 
when you punch out, and your internal 
clock is so set that waking up isn’t a 
big deal. Plus you get a solid 6-7 hours  
after work to do whatever the fuck you 
want!

Ultimately, we think the reason 
people are such haters is because 
they’re super envious of our young 
physiques and lack of kids (those 
monsters were your choice buddy). 
It’s crazy to think that anyone would 
be jealous of a pawn who stays awake 
for 40 hours at a time, but that’s their 
prerogative and, let’s face it, someday 
it might be ours.

We’re your future, suck our dick. 
Happy 6:34 a.m. Enjoy the butthole 
issue. 

-LO & GM

the paper’s view:
All-nighters are melting our brains
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Obese Children Revolt as McDonald’s Takes Fries Off Kids’ Menu
by Zoe Sakas
News Co-Editor

Listen to the Voices in Your Head, You Might Learn Something
by Jack Kennon
Staff Schizophrenic

“We have the right to be fatter!” scream Michelin Man-like tots

Did you really think your conscience was alone in there?
If you haven’t done so yet today since 

you got out of bed, please take a mo-
ment to listen to selected voices inside 
your head (VIYHs).  VIYHs, to whom 
you’ve impulsively asked “should I 
bother getting out of bed?” are 
usually combative and not entirely 
trustworthy.  Was your presumed 
bout of listening just now A) more 
helpful than usual, B) less helpful 
than usual, or C) the same?  If you 
answered A, then you’re either a fre-
quently confi dent person or on a bit 
of a manic tear.  Either way, go do 
something artistic and avoid driving.  
If you answered B or C, please take a 
moment to jot down all the discern-
able languages, dialects, pidgins, or 
coughing codes that you have just 
heard or tuned out. 

You’re in college now.  It’s no use 
just yelling back to the VIYHs, “This is 
America! Speak English grodnabit!”  
Remember, the VIYHs are remnants 
of your ancestors’ life forces, trapped 
in your DNA and mostly only able to 
communicate in non-verbal vibes of 
pure energy.  Sometimes though, your 
inaction is so obviously fl awed, they 
cannot stay quiet, and feel compelled 
to comment on the glimpses of a me-

tallic world they are catching through 
your eyes.  It is your responsibility to 
learn to speak their languages.  Don’t 
know what classes to register for next 
semester?  Living or dead languages 

may be equally appropriate to helping 
you expand your correspondence with 
your progenitors.

Also, don’t think of language as a 
static concept.  Besides tongues, there 
are technical languages inherent in 
complex crafts embedded in all other 

languages.  Ya dig?  This phenomenon 
is called jargon, and every institution 
of higher learning is dedicated to it 
above all else.  (A university’s provost 
organizes & oversees jargon-themed 

klatches.)  Know who spent a lot of 
time listening to VIYHs and interpreting 
them?  The guy who wrote the Lord of 
the Rings.  Your favorite rapper proba-
bly does too.  If you’re not a senior and 
not taking any classes this semester 
that make you feel stupid, then pray, 

seek out some classes that will end 
your days as a monoglot, or at least 
pump you full of jargon. 

Computer science classes will teach 
you specifi c languages and a bit of jar-
gon, but will probably only be useful 
in communicating with your ancestors 
if (as you’ve expected) time is cyclical 
and somewhere in your lineage was 
a cyborg (from the future) who ended 
the strictly analog composition of your 
line’s DNA by replacing certain genes 
with nanobots.  Flash cards are a great 
way to expand your vocabulary, and 
they come in cool colors, so you might 
get complimented on your fashionable 
fl ashy fl ash card colors by a cutie on 
the D train. Speaking foreign languag-
es with your incorporeal forebears is 
really good practice, because, even if 
they correct you on your pronunciation 
or grammar, you can make a smartass 
retort like, “Haha! At least I can have 
a physical effect on my surroundings & 
therefore the whole universe still!” Or 
you can give them the silent treatment, 
which they really hate. 

Next week: Secret tales from the 
Candy Lounge crypt, as told to me by 
stray cats on Belmont.

“I’d like a burger and fries, please. 
But hold the fries.” 

Now, that doesn’t seem right. Never-
theless, McDonald’s, the world’s larg-
est fast food chain, has announced 
that they will be changing their ways 
coming soon. They are looking to in-
corporate more nutritious options into 
their menu, and eliminate their stigma 
of being the worst place to eat in terms 
of looking out for your health. The fries 
that made them famous will no longer 
be the primary side offered at Micky 
D’s.

Some of the changes that McDon-
ald’s has promised to work towards in-
clude offering customers a choice of a 
side salad, fruit, or vegetable, instead 
of the beloved fries, as well as promot-
ing drinks like water, milk and juice 
rather than soda. These changes are 
going to be implemented in twenty of 

the company’s largest markets, which 
account for more than 85% of its over-
all sales. 

Health has become a growing inter-
est for many American consumers. With 
the obesity rate at 36%, it’s not hard to 
believe we’ve fi nally realized the need 
to start cutting down, especially when 
it comes to food that doesn’t offer any 
additional nutrients. But is it necessary 
for McDonald’s, a dining destination 
many choose when they want to pig-
out, to cut back on their unhealthy food 
options? 

Well, yes and no. On one hand, it may 
be hard not to think of a McDonald’s 
where fries aren’t the most popular 
thing on the menu. However, the fries 
will still be available, just not publi-
cized as heavily. Everyone likes to en-
joy a greasy McDonald’s burger and 
fries once in a while, and that is not 

necessarily a bad thing. Everything is 
okay in moderation. The goal of these 
changes is not to deprive the healthy of 
a once-in-a-while treat, but instead to 
make healthier options more prevalent 
for those who may need some help in 
terms of making healthy choices.

I am glad that McDonald’s is at-
tempting to put more of an emphasis 
on nutrition. The health issue of obe-
sity is more serious than many people 
think, as obesity is slowly overtaking to-
bacco as the leading cause of prevent-
able death. 

I know that there are people against 
the industry’s intent of controlling 
what we can and cannot eat, espe-
cially since that has been a priority of 
public health organizations and some 
government agencies for a while now. 
Although everyone has the right to eat 
what they want, of course, it is still 

essential for health agencies to fi ght 
against the billions of dollars that fast 
food chains like McDonald’s spend ev-
ery year on advertisements and mar-
keting. Consumers, especially children 
and teenagers, are being persuaded to 
eat food that may not be the best for 
their health. New regulations like these 
will help level the playing fi eld, giv-
ing people a better chance of making 
health decisions that will lead to longer 
lives with less complications.

Whether or not a few menu chang-
es will be able to change the already 
greasy stigma that McDonald’s has de-
veloped thus far remains unknown, but 
I do think it is a step in the right direc-
tion. Especially because their fries are 
still an option.  Let’s be honest, those 
greasy potatoes are heavenly.

Don’t be like Bart Don’t be like Bart 



epically took the stage with an impres-
sive rendition of “Breakers.” Within 
moments, the venue fi lled with en-
ergy as the band hypnotized with their 
beautifully tight harmonies and intense 
percussive notes. The set was a fl uid 
mixture of songs from both albums, in-

corporating the innocent 
and more pop-tinged 
elements of their fi rst 
album, Gorilla Manor, 
seamlessly with the more 
somber and mature 
components of Hum-
mingbird. After a strong 
start, the group launched 
into some crowd favor-
ites with “World News” 
and “Wide Eyes,” dur-
ing which it was impos-
sible to fi nd a member 
of the crowd not singing 
or swaying along. Also, 

while I’m not typically hung up on pre-
sentation, I have to say the lighting re-
ally added to the show. At fi rst, multi-
colored lights backlit the band so that 
all you could see were their shadows as 
they played—and not to sound cliché or 
anything, but it was beautiful and made 
for a spectacular start to the show.
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to the side of the stage to casually sip 
his beer during the musical interludes. 
Don’t get me wrong, I have nothing 
against bands drinking on stage, but 
it took away from the “experience” of 
the music, since the band seemed dis-
connected from the crowd. The bassist 

also started playing the wrong song at 
one point, and after a brief, but con-
fused conversation, the band fi gured 
out the miscommunication and got 
back on track. Despite these minor set-
backs, Wild Nothings produced a solid 
musical performance, which I enjoyed. 

After a brief interlude, Local Natives 

Upon my introduction to Local Na-
tives about a year ago, amidst the re-
lease of their second record Humming-
bird, I found myself enamored, and 
immediately counted them as a band 
I would enjoy seeing live. I was entirely 
correct, as my September 24 trip to 
see them play Terminal 5 
so adamantly proved. Not 
only did they meet their 
own musical standards; 
they surpassed them, 
showcasing even tighter 
harmonies, and more 
intense instrumentals 
in re-imagined or aug-
mented versions of their 
songs. 

The night started out 
with a performance from 
Wild Nothings—an indie-
rock band I had previous-
ly heard in passing, but 
never really gotten the chance to know. 
Overall, their music was pleasurable, 
and performed quite well live, but they 
unfortunately didn’t “own” the stage in 
the way I soon learned Local Natives 
could. They didn’t seem to feel the 
music, or be very into it at all for that 
matter. The lead singer often retreated 

 The LA-based group made it no se-
cret that this was their fi rst time playing 
Terminal 5, as Taylor Rice, vocalist and 
multi-instrumentalist proclaimed many 
times that this was their “fi rst big NY 
show.” However, you never would have 
known. As the band fl awlessly proceed-
ed through their set, their ability to 
take control of the stage, and the large 
crowd, was obvious. Even their slower 
songs like “Mt Washington” or “Black 
Spot” were played with a vigor that en-
gaged the crowd.

One of my favorite songs performed 
was “Warning Sign,” a Talking Heads 
cover that they played early in their set. 
As a Talking Heads fan, I found this par-
ticularly entertaining; it was not only a 
brave move, but it was also interesting 
to hear their take on the song. It was 
percussion heavy, and of course fea-
tured the three-part harmonies Local 
Natives are know for in a way that gave 
the song its own distinctive style while 
still retaining the basic elements of the 
original. 

To honor their Terminal 5 debut, Rice 
said they wanted to “make the night 
special” and played an awesome acous-
tic version of one of my favorites “Who 
Knows, Who Cares” before leaving the 
stage. The colorful lights that once 
fi lled the room went black, and all that 
could be seen were large low-watt light 
bulbs swinging from behind the stage. 
Then, amid the whole venue chanting 
“one more song”, Local Natives took 
the stage again for an encore, the per-
fect musical concoction to send the 
crowd off. After an strong performance 
of “Columbia” and “Heavy Feet,” multi-
instrumentalist Kelcey Ayer said, “if you 
know the words, sing along”—but there 
was no need. The crowd already knew 
what to do as soon as they heard the 
fi rst recognizable drums beats of “Sun 
Hands” and went wild when the guitar 
and vocals joined in. They played the 
song with an energy that was honestly 
unparalleled by any other live per-
formance I have witnessed, and the 
whole crowd felt this as they clapped 
and sang along. After the song ended, 
the band thanked the crowd again, say-
ing that Hummingbird was a New York 
album, and it felt great to be playing 
it in the city it was written in. This was 
honestly one of the best shows I have 
ever been to, and I highly recommend 
that everyone check out Local Natives, 
and, if possible, see them live.  

Local Natives Rock the Hell Out of Terminal 5
by Caitlin Hufnagle
Copy Chief Outshine beer sipping, confused opening act 

Denim on denim. Leather on Denim on denim. Leather on 
moustache. So alt. Too alt.moustache. So alt. Too alt.
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It’s not really a secret that I have a 
very complex relationship with Tumblr. 
Some of the blogs that I follow consis-
tently post some amazing and hilarious 
stuff, but sometimes, they also post 
the most banal bullshit imaginable. By 
now, I’ve seen them all: Doctor Who 
photo sets and screengrabs, Sher-
lock theories about how they’re going 
to end up as lovers by the end of the 
show, and other things where people 
take their “fandoms” too far. However, 
I can usually put up with it because I’m 
basically like Joe Pantoliano in The Ma-
trix, just staring and scrolling and fi lter-
ing out the dumb stuff. However, the 
newest trend/piece of misappropriated 
90s nostalgia that has been rearing its 
horribly pedantic and altogether hor-
rible head may restructure my social 
media habits entirely.

Friends? Really? Guys, we can do bet-
ter than that. Of all of the shows that 
we could have picked, we picked the 
longest-running piece of catchphrase-
ridden, trope-heavy garbage known to 
popular cul-
ture? Good 
Lord. Okay.

The whole 
base of the 
show, like its 
apparent re-
surgence, is 
built on im-
possibilities. 
Also, if you 
like, you can 
replace all 
my descrip-
tive nouns 
in this ar-
ticle with the 
word “bullshit” because that’s what 
I mean pretty much every time. It 
wouldn’t be a very interesting article 
if I wrote it that way, but in my heart, 
it’s all bullshit all the time. Anyway, 
so these six stereotypes live in amaz-
ingly large apartments in the Village, 
have sex with thousands of celebrity 
guest stars, drink coffee at Central 
Perk (LOL GUIZ), and are just generally 
horrible. Also, the name of the show is 
FRIENDS. I imagine the creators of the 
show going into the pitch meeting with 
everything but the title and just blurting 
out “They’re friends, so it’s gonna be 

Friends. So the friends are friends and 
they’re great,” over and over. 

But you know, I can’t really blame the 
show for being as popular as it was. 
The formula of boring people living to-
gether and having conversations about 
whatever wacky problem plagued them 
that week has been around since the 
invention of the medium. But let me 
know when people start talking about 
how totally hilarious Taxi was, and I 
won’t be as upset by it. Maybe I’m only 
fi nding so much fault with the show 
now because of the surge of complexity 
and ambiguities in modern television. 
But also, 2 Broke Girls is still on. So, we 
can assume that there will always be 
formulaic trash sitcoms on television. 
That’s another fact of life that we have 
to accept begrudgingly, but we really 
shouldn’t be drudging up a show that 
mercifully ended after eleven years of 
crap.

The characters are about as vapid 
as you can get, which pairs well with 
the boring writing. Some of the show’s 

most staunch defenders, usually aver-
aging around age eighteen and pos-
sessing that ever-popular binge watch-
ing mentality, will say that the show is 
driven by its complex character devel-
opment. The reality is, though, that six 
adjectives hanging out for two hundred 
and thirty-eight episodes makes your 
mind a special kind of mush, like that 
episode of The Boondocks when Huey 
watches BET for two weeks straight. 
So, here’s your premise: sarcastic 
(Chandler), neurotic (Ross), hen-peck-
ing (Monica), spacey (Phoebe), idiotic 
(Joey), and boring white woman (Ra-

chel) walk into a coffee shop for elev-
en years straight, some of them fuck, 
some of them don’t, and then one gets 
a spin-off. America cheers raucously, 
demands more, their children redis-
cover it, and restart the cycle. 

Speaking of white people, off the top 
of your head, name a minority charac-
ter on Friends that wasn’t a guest star. 
If you guessed Ross’s Asian girlfriend 
from season two, played by the awe-
some Lauren Tom, then congrats! You 
got the only possible answer, some-
how!

All whitewashing and other com-
plaints aside, I’d like to speak now 
about the main reason I despise the 
show so much. For me, evil becomes 
personifi ed in David Schwimmer. I can’t 
even fathom how all of the factors that 
came together to make the character 
Ross Geller. Schwimmer’s character 
terrifi es me in the same way that a 
creepy clown would, in that I just don’t 
agree with the fact that anyone thought 
it would be a good idea that he should 

exist. The neuroti-
cism, the constant 
voice cracking, his 
job as a paleontolo-
gist living in lower 
Manhattan, and his 
complete oeuvre of 
horrible jokes and 
uneasy nervous 
breakdowns just 
make me want to 
curl up in a ball to 
hide from the fact 
that this man may 
exist in real life. Ad-
ditionally, for some 
reason, someone 

thought it would be okay to make him 
into a CGI giraffe in the Madagascar 
movies. Those African plain dwellers 
are terrifying enough as is, being noto-
rious rapists and all, but putting David 
Schwimmer’s voice in one of their aw-
fully misshapen bodies is one of the 
greatest crimes against humanity that 
anyone ever committed to fi lm. 

People, I beg you, please keep 
Friends in the past. It belongs there. 
There’s an infi nite number of stupid 
and mind-numbing shows that don’t 
have David Schwimmer in them that 
you can watch anytime you want! 

David Schwimmer Sucks, and So Do You
Please stop talking about Friendsby Connor O’Brien

Executive Co-Editor

Who: Hank & Cupcakes
Where: BAMcafé
When: Friday, October 4
How Much: FREE
Why: Originally from Tel Aviv, Hank & 
Cupcakes are a super awesome hus-
band-and-wife electropop duo based 
in Brooklyn that I found out about this 
morning. They’re basically the cool-
est and totally danceable, and this is 
a free show at a café in Brooklyn - so 
hip! Pero like really. They’re married 
and in a band together. They are liv-
ing my dream. I’ll be simultaneously 
dancing and crying in the corner.

Who: Surfer Blood
Where: The Bowery Ballroom
When: Sunday, October 6
How Much: $18
Why: Honestly, I still haven’t lis-
tened to Surfer Blood, but ac-
cording to our Earwax editor Ali, 
they are “chill” and “edgy.” As 
far as I can tell, this makes them 
Cool Kid music. Go to this show and 
you will be one of the Cool Kids too.

Who: Man Man
Where: The Bowery Ballroom
When: Tuesday, October 22
How Much: $18
Why: You guys, Man Man came to Ro-
drigue’s once upon a time, and now 
they’re playing the Bowery Ballroom, 
where I once saw River City Exten-
sion. This is a big deal! You should go 
see them! They’re experimental and 
super dope and they have all kinds of 
cool instruments like the xylophone, 
which I played in fourth grade band. 
Instant cool!

Who: Frightened Rabbit
Where: Webster Hall
When: Thursday, October 24
How Much: $25
Why: Frightened Rabbit is one of my 
favorite bands ever. They are very 
Scottish and very sad. I listen to them 
pretty much all the time. Webster is 
also one of my favorite venues ever. 
I”m going to the Friday show, but it’s 
sold out so YOU CAN’T SIT WITH ME. 
Bummer for you, man. -K8

SHOWS!

Friends...FOREVERFriends...FOREVER
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What: Legally Blonde
Where: Collins Auditorium
When: October 3-6, 8 p.m. (2 p.m. 
on Sunday)
How Much: $5 with Student ID
Why: Reese Witherspoon made her 
character of Elle Woods a cultural 
icon over a decade ago in this clas-
sic comedy. I’m really excited to see 
how some talented Fordham stu-
dents bring this story to life onstage. 
Now to go practice my bend and 
snapping...

What: FET Presents: The Talk Show 
Jim Is In
Where: The Blackbox (Backdoor of 
Collins)
When: Friday, October 4
How Much: FREE
Why: Fordham Experimental Theatre 
continues to do cool things, and I 
continue to admire them from afar. 
This time they’re putting on a late 
night talk show complete with stand 
up, sketch, improv, and musical 
guests. As always, it’s the Blackbox, 
so get there early.

What: Marc Hundley, “The Waves, 
the Body Alone”
Where: 47 Wooster St New Yok, New 
York
When: Until October 20
How Much: FREE
Why: The exhibit, inspired by Virginia 
Wolfe’s 1931 novel The Waves, 
features prints and canvases related 
to things he’s seen and music he’s 
heard duing major events in his life. 
Its up to the viewer to piece together 
his seemingly unrelated works of 
art to create the story Hundley is at-
temptin to convey.
 
What: Family Weekend
Where: All Over Campus
When: October 4-6
How Much: A forfeited weekend of 
partying, but your parents are paying 
for lunch on Arthur, so it’s almost 
worth it
Why: Even though we’re young 
adults living on our own, sometimes 
we need Mommy and Dada to tuck 
us into bed, rub our bellies and tell 
us we’re special.- Monica

events!
Last week the paper received an in-

teresting email from our eccentric bil-
lionaire great-uncle Moumini. We didn’t 
know we had a great-uncle Moumini, 
but he promised us some inheritance 
if we sent him all our bank account in-
formation, so how could we refuse? We 
also got an email from Fordham alum-
nus Gaelle Voltaire, who was looking to 
talk to someone about the upcoming 
play she was working on. We decided 
to interview her while we waited to 
hear back from Uncle ‘Mini, partly 
because we’re starting to get a little 
impatient about our millions, but 
also because a play about agora-
phobia sounded pretty cool. Enjoy!
the paper: Tell us a little about the 
play you’ve been working on.
Gaelle: The play is called Agora-
phobe and it’s about a college girl 
who’s trying to come to terms with a 
trauma that’s happened in her past. 
In the play, she’s hallucinating this 
therapist character who’s trying to 
help her through this period in her 
life. She tells him stories about her 
past, stories about her parents and 
family, trying to fi gure out how to in-
corporate all these stories together 
and come to terms with the fact that 
something traumatic happened to 
her. She’s looking to become a better 
person and look forward to the future. 
p: Are you directing it? What’s your in-
volvement?
G: I wrote the screenplay and I’m di-
recting and producing it!
p: Damn, what’s the preparation been 
like? It sounds pretty hectic. 
G: It’s kind of great, and it’s crazy, be-
cause I’ve never produced anything 
before. I’ve also never directed before, 
but it’s something I’m becoming more 
comfortable with. Writing the play has 
been crazy too, I’ve been changing it 
around, I just changed the ending a 
couple weeks ago. It’s a lot coming in 
from every direction, all at once, but 
you’ve got to focus on the main goal 
and try to get it together. This week I 
actually just picked up the materials for 
my set, and I got them for free, so that 
was pretty good. 
p: Is it hard to write and re-write as you 
go? Doesn’t that add more stress to an 
already busy schedule?

G: Defi nitely, I didn’t change up too 
much, but I’m worried about the actors 
being able to memorize their lines. I 
had to say “this is the last change” a 
couple weeks ago, even though there 
are a few more things I’d still like to 
change. At this point, I’m only taking 
out lines, even though I’d really like to 
add a monologue. I have to control my-
self [laughs].
p: So is the play your main focus right 

now? Or are you working another job 
to boot?
G: Oh my goodness, yes. I’m also work-
ing this job as a babysitter: taking care 
of these kids, making breakfast, lunch, 
and dinner, taking them to school, 
changing diapers. This morning I was 
sewing these curtains and I was think-
ing to myself how domesticated I’ve 
become. I think of what I was like at 
Fordham, and where I am now, and I 
have to laugh. After I’m done with this 
babysitting thing I don’t think I’m going 
to take care of children anymore. Kids 
are terrible to hang out with [laughter].
p: Kids are terrible. How do you keep 
yourself from going crazy?
G: I don’t think I have kept myself 
from going crazy! I’m just trying to 
get it together and make it to the fi n-
ish line, making sure the play is good 
and something that I’m proud to put 
out. The babysitting thing is there for 
money, but this [play] is defi nitely my 
main goal. 

p: Your play opens at WOW Cafe, a fem-
inist theater on the Lower East Side. 
How’d you get the gig?
G:  The theater is a collective kind of 
theater, I joined last year, and it’s for 
women and for those who identify as 
transgender. You can come to their 
meetings every Tuesday at 6:30 p.m., 
and if you come to the meeting you’re 
instantly part of the collective, you 
don’t have to pay any dues. As long you 

work other people’s shows you can 
put your own show on for free. You 
just come up with an idea for a show 
and a plan for sets. I’m really glad I 
found it. 
p: Were you involved with theater 
when you were at Fordham? 
G: No, I started off in Biology and 
then switched to Anthropology, and I 
only realized I wanted to write during 
my last semester. I took a playwriting 
course and a poetry course, but for 
the majority of my time at Fordham 
I wasn’t involved in theater. Now I’m 
really focusing on my dream I guess.
p: When does your show open, and 
how can students get tickets?
G: It’s opening October 10th - 12th 
at 8:30 p.m. and again from October 
17- 19 at 8:30 p.m. You can buy tick-
ets online, they’re $12 for students 

with ID! 
p: Totally unrelated question: back 
when you went to Fordham, you used 
to drive the Ram Van with me and a 
whole bunch of other kids. One time at 
a party you pulled out the biggest joint 
any of us had ever seen and smoked 
up the whole party. We still talk about 
it! How does it feel to be a legend?
G: [laughs] It feels amazing. I didn’t 
think that people actually remembered 
it, but I’m really glad. You know, when 
I had the thought in my mind to roll it, 
I wanted to do something kinda funny 
and memorable. I can’t believe people 
actually remembered it. It feels amaz-
ing.

WOW Cafe Theater is located at 
59-61 East 4th Street on the Fourth 
Floor between Bowery and 2nd Av-
enue (Lower East Side). You can buy 
tickets at https://www.artful.ly/store/
events/1642.

Breaking: Anthro Major a Successful Post-Grad
by Gibson Merrick
Co-Editor in Chief Alumni writes, produces and directs play 

Wrong Voltaire... but Wrong Voltaire... but 
dat joint game riiightdat joint game riiight
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New Musical Entitled First Date Spoils Plot With Clever Title

Explosions! Cars! Buff ’n Sweaty Male Bodies!
Oops, we meant to say Rush is a cinematic masterpieceby Will Speros

Staff Blonde Highlights
Ron Howard’s Rush is the fi rst truly 

excellent movie of what promises to be 
a top-notch season for movies. Rush 
chronicles the highly publicized rivalry 
between James Hunt (Chris Hems-
worth) and Niki Lauda (Daniel Brühl), 
Formula One drivers from England and 
Austria, respectively. One may be con-
cerned that prior knowledge of racing 
or of Hunt and Lauda’s 1970s rivalry 
may make the fi lm more enjoyable, but 
the less you know going in, the bet-
ter. Rush delivers many a twist, and it 
won’t always be the thundering race 
sequences that have you on the edge 
of your seat. From the opening shot 
to the end credits, what makes Rush 
such a remarkable thrill is the unpre-
dictability of what will happen on and 
off the racetrack. 

Chris Hemsworth is nothing but fun 
to watch as he immerses himself in 
his role. Though it is a real joy to watch 
him charming the pants off everyone 
he meets, he manages to evoke some-
thing painfully human in the otherwise 
larger than life Hunt. Watching the 
emotional seesaw of Hunt risking his 

marriage and his life to prove himself is 
made all the more enjoyable by Hem-
sworth’s zealous performance. How-

ever, the performance that people will 
walk away remembering is Brühl’s. The 
fi lm shows us Lauda’s rise from boy ge-
nius to athletic demigod, never fl inch-
ing in the face of opposition. His sheer 
determination in everything he does is 
truly admirable. Juxtaposing the two 
very different men is what makes all 
the action off the track so fascinating 

to watch.
Do not let anyone tell you that Rush 

is just another sports movie, because  

Rush manages to seamlessly package 
moments of legitimate heart-stopping 
action comfortably alongside scenes 
of compelling rawness. More than 
anything, however, Rush depicts the 
role of masculinity in sports and how 
consumed some athletes become in 
proving themselves and their man-
hood to the world. Hunt and Lauda 

both demonstrate the opposing sides 
of this struggle, with Hunt fi nding glory 
by putting his life on the line and Lauda 
being haunted by the duties and mor-
als of what it really means to be a man. 
It is the humanity of the piece that will 
really leave a mark on audiences and 
certainly help balance out the heart 
palpitations you will feel when leaving 
the theater.

It is best not to mention what the 
fi lm’s turning point is precisely, as the 
shock and suspense the moment de-
livers will leave you stunned for the 
remainder of the movie. Howard’s di-
recting is snappy and sharp, and he 
somehow manages to make watch-
ing cars drive around in circles an en-
tirely enthralling experience. The fi lm’s 
booming score by none other than 
Hans Zimmer only amplifi es the inten-
sity of each race. The technical aspects 
of the fi lm are exceptional, and will no 
doubt receive some well-deserved rec-
ognition at awards season. 

Rush is a full-blown experience and 
a feast for the senses. You will not be 
able to tear your eyes away for a sec-
ond.

Despite predicability, play proves entertaining
by Allie Sadlier
Staff Thespian

Broadway has tackled quite a few 
topics in recent years. From Book of 
Mormon to Kinky Boots, many recent 
musicals transport the audience to 
previously unexplored places and situ-
ations in theatre. The musical First 
Date, however, doesn’t take the audi-
ence anywhere new. It reexamines 
something everyone is familiar with: 
the fi rst date. 

Zachary Levi, best known from the 
TV show Chuck or as the voice of Fly-
nn Rider in Disney’s Tangled, plays 
Aaron. Aaron gets set up on a blind 
date with Casey, played by Krysta Ro-
driguez of TV’s Smash and Broadway’s 
The Addams Family. Both arrive with 
personal baggage that is gradually 
revealed throughout the show as fel-
low restaurant patrons transform into 
family members, friends, and exes to 
offer advice and criticism. Despite the 
predictable plot, First Date manages 

both charm and humor, resulting in a 
delightful musical. 

As the audience follows Aaron and 
Casey in real time (the show is 90 min-
utes with no intermission), it is quickly 
revealed these two could not be more 
different. Casey quickly labels Aaron as 
a “blind date virgin,” as this date marks 
his return to the dating scene following 
the end of a long relationship. Aaron 
quips back, calling Casey a “blind date 
slut” after learning she’s a bit of a se-
rial dater herself. The two go back-and-
forth with the typical fi rst date banter 
as the rest of the cast interjects with 
songs such “The Awkward Pause” and 
“Bailout,” a call between Casey and her 
stereotypical sassy gay friend. Another 
early highlight is “The Girl for You” sung 
by Aaron’s Jewish family after learning 
that Casey is not, in fact, a Jew. Comic 
hijinks like these keep the show light 
and fun. 

The plot unfortunately begins to lag 
when the dialogue gets serious. The 
comedy dissipates as Aaron and Casey 
both face their inner demons. The play-
wrights were clearly trying to make 
Aaron and Casey into three-dimension-
al characters, but this comes at the 
expense of the show’s pace. Levi and 
Rodriguez act in earnest but the script 
itself gets a little cheesy.  

Even with a so-so script, the small 
cast of seven is outstanding. Krysta Ro-
driguez possesses an incredible voice 
and gives her character a nonchalant 
vibe. Zachary Levi sings well, but his 
real talent lies in his comedic timing 
and delivery. The supporting cast of two 
other couples on dates and the noisy 
waiter round out the cast and must 
also be commended. Each supporting 
member sports multiple personalities 
and costumes throughout the show 
and then seamlessly transforms back 

into a restaurant patron or waiter. 
With an energetic, high-quality cast 

and (for the most part) witty dialogue, 
First Date makes for a good time. If you 
do go see the show, I would highly rec-
ommend waiting by the stage door for 
the cast. The entire cast comes out to 
sign Playbills and take pictures. Zach-
ary Levi and Krysta Rodriguez will stay 
until they’ve greeted every last person 
waiting. Every cast member I met was 
gracious and excited to talk with audi-
ence members.

First Date highlights the highs and 
lows of a universal experience, and it is 
those relatable ups and downs in dat-
ing that make for a charming and (fair-
ly) light-hearted show. I give it three out 
of fi ve stars. 

GUY STUFFGUY STUFF
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Eds. Note: Two of our staff went to 
the Yeah Yeah Yeahs show at the Bar-
clays Center last week. Naturally, we 
asked them to join forces and give us 
their takes on the show.

Steph: I was unaware when I pur-
chased my tickets for the September 
19 Yeah Yeah Yeahs show at the Bar-
clays Center that I was choosing be-
tween more than just seats and gen-
eral admission: the ultimate decision 
was sight or sound.

A great concert delivers on both 
fronts, and the members of Yeah Yeah 
Yeahs make their best efforts to do so 
every time they perform. They blew my 
mind this summer at Firefl y music fes-
tival in Delaware, so I couldn’t wait to 
see them again. I was 
also pumped to fi nal-
ly check out the spiffy 
new arena everyone’s 
been talking about all 
year; and with gen-
eral admission tick-
ets that, for the fi rst 
time in my life, were 
cheaper on StubHub 
than nosebleed seats 
on Ticketmaster, this 
night was lined up to 
be perfect.  

Perfect it was not. 
For the record, I had 
a blast. It’s pretty 
hard not to at a Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs show. 
The songs are electri-
fying, providing a roll-
ercoaster of energy 
that peaks at thrashing screamers like 
my personal favorite, “Date with the 
Night,” and brings you back down with 
heart-stoppers like “Skeletons.” And 
Karen O is everything I want to be in 
a human being: Alpha to the core, and 
always looking fabulous. Nothing can 
stop them from rockin’ out and show-
ing everybody a good time, even the 
overall awkwardness of the venue.

Yeah Yeah Yeahs, with their fl ashy 
lights and confetti blasts, certainly 
have the ability to nail an arena rock 
performance; this was just the wrong 
arena. The small fl oor area meant gen-
eral admission attendees were packed 

in tightly like pigs in a pen. How was 
I supposed to jump ten feet in the air 
at the “Gold Lion” crescendo with no 
landing room? Answer: stomp on every-
one around me. Looking around at the 
seats, I realized I was still far better off. 
Barclays seats go out before they go 
up, ideal for basketball games, where 
staying low to the court keeps the au-
dience in on all the action. But for a 
concert, it just means most people are 
sitting really far away from the stage.

That’s the last place I’d ever want 
to be, because if I hadn’t wiggled my 
way up close to the front, I never would 
have been able to make out Karen O’s 
out of control outfi ts. Glittery multi-col-
ored pantsuits, a bedazzled Brooklyn 
basketball jersey, and an enormous 
Statue of Liberty crown are just some 

wardrobe highlights. Also, since most 
of the seats are covered by the upper 
deck, the wild lights would not have 
traveled to the people in the back, at 
least not with the energy they danced 
around with on the fl oor.

But at least if I was in the seats I 
could have heard the songs I paid to 
hear with some clarity. The acoustics 
at the Barclays center were terrible.  
The place is so enormous and open-
aired that the sound just bounces off 
everything, which did not bode well for 
the Yeah Yeah Yeahs and their heavy 
use of distortion. The guitar was posi-
tively blaring; and it was a muffl ed, in-

distinct shriek, lacking the crispness 
I know Nick Zinner was playing with. 
Loyal fans, clearly having a good time, 
still spent half the concert holding their 
ears in pain.

So in conclusion, I will continue to fol-
low Karen and the boys wherever they 
go. Yeah Yeah Yeahs are one of the 
best groups around our quality-scarce 
21st century music scene, and I hope 
they keep raging for a long time. But 
since I’m really not into basketball, I’m 
thinking it’ll be a long time before I ever 
step foot in the Barclays Center again. 
Clearly concerts are not their forte.  

Ali: As a surviving member of the 
General Admission crowd, here’s my 
general admission: the crowd was 
weird. Many, many shades of weird. 

Barclays Center is a beautiful, 

sprawling venue, a stadium just large 
enough to contain lead singer Karen 
O’s atomic sass, yet small enough to 
make that punky spirit feel accessible. 
Sandwiched between totally un-punk 
rock stadium seats was an island of 
chaos known as the General Admis-
sion Standing Room. To my dismay, 
many members of the crowd took the 
“standing” part to heart. As I was hair-
fl ipping and limb-thrashing to the Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs’ seminal screamer hit “Art 
Star,” I was surrounded by too-cool, 
leather-clad sardine people passively 
bobbing their heads and checking their 
iPhones. “DO YOU UNDERSTAND THAT 

YOU’RE IN THE PRESENCE OF A ROCK 
GODDESS RIGHT NOW?! BOW DOWN, 
SIMPLETONS!” I wanted to shriek; yet 
I made the “mature” decision to focus 
my generalized angst on the music. 

Mid-headbang, an even more dis-
turbing sight descended upon my pe-
ripherals: a couple was doing the verti-
cal spoon. For those not well-versed in 
that type of lingo (hi Mom) a couple was 
standing together in a prom-like pose 
motionless during the Yeah Yeah Yeahs’ 
dancehall banger “Heads Will Roll” (!). 
I was almost in awe of their boring self-
control. I also couldn’t help but notice 
that I was one of the youngest chicas 
in the stadium. The Yeah Yeah Yeahs 
are a modern rock classic, but I grew 
increasingly aware of my own inevita-
ble mortality as the night progressed. 

Drunk and “hip” 
moms with 
c a n d y - c o l o r e d 
hair stumbled 
throughout the 
crowd, and their 
even-older (as-
sumed) hus-
bands watched, 
appalled. 

During the 
mind-shatteringly 
brilliant perfor-
mance of “Zero” 
(with a killer 
riff moment by 
master guitarist 
Nick Zinner), a 
snow-haired cou-
ple OF THE RE-
TIREMENT AGE 

pushed their way out of the crowd, a 
look of palpable confusion and annoy-
ance on their faces. I was, for a full 
minute, gobsmacked. How does one 
“accidentally” end up in the General 
Admission area of a Yeah Yeah Yeahs 
concert? Did they mistakenly think that 
Karen O and her crew were opening for 
Barry Manilow? An unsolved mystery 
for the ages. Yet, amid the ocean of odd 
that I swam in, I had one of the best 
nights of my life. Karen O has been my 
swag hero since middle school, and I’d 
be grateful to see the Yeah Yeah Yeahs 
in any setting, even one as strangely 
tragic as Barclays.

Terrible Acoustics, Weird Audience Overpower Barclays Center
Yeah Yeah Yeahs still manange to kill it, unsurprisingly

by Steph Colombini & Ali 
Glembocki
Opinions & Earwax Editors

Get your head in the game, Barclays!Get your head in the game, Barclays!
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1. How many tats do you have? 
A) Zero   B) One  
C) Two   D) More than Two

2. When you’re smoking cigs and
someone tells you you’ll get
cancer, how do you respond?
A) I don’t smoke  B) You don’t “get” it
C) Eff Cancer  D) I don’t have a Facebook 
 
3. GSB or Rose Hill?

A) GSB    B) Rose Hill
C) LC. All Rose Hill  D) I reject your bourgeois 
students are lame- notion of status 
 streamers by
 default 

4. Do you still wear pants from Hot Topic that your Mom 
bought for you when you were twelve? 
A) She irons them for me when I’m going to a hardcore show
B) I shop at Trash and Vaudeville now
C) No but I still buy my gauges there
D) Hot Topic is for poseurs 

5. When you’re hanging out with your bros do you say 
things like “screw the government?”
A) Only after smokin’ a J
B) Anarchy for life
C) Hell yeah, I’m starting a commune in my dad’s tool shed
D) I’m no tree smokin’ commie hugger

6. Have you ever read The Bell Jar?
A) I have eight copies  B) Yeah, Sylvia Plath’s ghost   
    and the audio tape                    speaks to me at night
C) No, is that by Albert  D) It inspired me to write po-  
   Camoose?       etry about my feelings. 

7. Pitchfork?
A) What?  B) I love you
C) 5.7   D) It’s a bit gaudy, isn’t it?

8. So, what do you think you’re going to do when you grad-
uate from college?
A) Grad school
B) I want to get drunk in exotic locations across the world
C) Have an affair with my dad’s partner’s wife
D) Start a cult and murder the wife of a famous director

         8-13                14-19     20-25      26-32

A=1  B=2   C=3    D=4...YOU DO THE MATH

*Answers may not make any fucking sense
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by the paper
STAFF OF MANY

  Everyone has had the experience 
of listening to music and thinking, 
“hey, you know what this needs, a 
little bit of Rod Stewart.” Assemble 
the right group of musciains and you 
might create gold. You could fi nd 
these creations in heaven if heaven 
existed. Here’s some of our ideal Su-
pergroups, mashups and collabora-
tions. 

The Cool-it-Down Gang
by Gibson Merrick

  That’s right, it’s an environmen-
tal call-to-action group composed of 
the most important climate heroes 
of our generation: Al Gore on bass, 
Bono on lead vocals, and Raffi  on 
guitar. There is no room for drums in 
the environmentally friendly world. 
The Cool-it-Down Gang will travel the 
globe putting on unannounced shows 
in parking lots and golf courses, 
spreading the word of Mother Gaia to 
the ignorant masses. They will be so 
successful in their ventures that soci-
ety will decide to burn every song that 
came before them. Children will sing 
hits like “Compost or Die” and “Land-
fi ll Lobotomy” instead of the Pledge 
of Allegiance. Raffi ’s drug addiction 
will ultimately lead to the group’s de-
mise, but the Gang will still put out 
87 studio albums.

Aristocrat Pipe Dreams
by Jack McGovern

  My band’s name is Aristocrat Pipe 
Dreams because the goal here is to 
create art, and this is a cutting edge 
name. Like Warhol with the Velvet 
Underground, I will feed my band 
large quantities of amphetamines 
and encourage them to be as de-
praved as possible so the music will 
sound “edgy”. In order to keep up 
with the times, the band will include 
some douche in a chillwave band 

from Bed Stuy. I will force him to wear 
ray bans and reference obscure krau-
trock bands in interviews so that all of 
the hack music critics think that what 
we’re doing is authentic. It will feature 
Neil Peart on drums, since any super-
group without him is shit, Thurston 
Moore on guitar, and Tolken on bass 
guitar. To round out the lineup, we’ll 
have Yoko Ono shouting incomprehen-
sible lines of pop-philosophy and doing 
pretentious performance art on stage, 
like inviting people from the audience 
to drink cola from her bellybutton to ex-
plore the nature of patriarchy. 

Yeezus Loves Me, This I Know
by Kate Delaney

  I have many a goal in this world, but 
not one is more important or more un-
attainable than this: I want, so badly, 
to collaborate with Kanye West. “Not 
again,” groan those who know (and pre-
sumably love) me. “Oh, my God, is she 
serious?” ask those of you who don’t 
know me and are clearly MISSING OUT. 
I am so very serious, my friends. I am 
so serious that I consider the ultimate 
musical duo OF ALL TIME to be Kanye 
West and me. What can I say? I’ve got 
a big ego.

Here’s my plan: Yee and I meet up in 
the recording studio for the fi rst time 
to record our best-selling album. He 
fl ies to New York to meet with me, of 
course – I’ve got a busy schedule. He 
lays down a sick beat, aided by his (and 
my) good friends Daft Punk, and I sing 
a killer hook while he raps. After we fi n-
ish recording the track, Yeezy compli-
ments me and I can fi nally die happy. 
It is clear we have created the greatest 
song hip-hop will ever encounter.

Jack White and Jack Black
by Ali Glembocki

 I know what you’re thinking: Jack 
Ebony and Jack Ivory, living in perfect 
harmony? It’s an unexpected mash-up, 
guys, but it’s the 21st century. Open 
your minds. Really, they’re a match 

made in rock heaven. Jack White is in 
the White Stripes.  Jack Black was in 
School of Rock. Jack White won mul-
tiple Grammys. Jack Black hosted the 
Kids’ Choice Awards. They’re literally 
the guitar-thrashing version of yin and 
yang. 

Oh, and think of the harmonies. As 
demonstrated by Jack Black’s illustri-
ous run as the lead singer of the paro-
dy band Tenacious D, he has the vocal 
chops to make sweet, sweet musical 
love with Jack White’s golden voice. And 
the outfi ts. Oh, the outfi ts! Closets full 
of black and white matching tuxedos 
for every sold-out performance. And 
the wedding reception! Think of that 
damn wedding reception, the gods and 
goddesses of music and comedy doing 
the electric slide on the dance fl oor, 
in unison…fuck musical supergroups, 
Jack White and Jack Black should be 
betrothed. Fifty shades of grey.  

Assault Your Body
by Connor O’Brien
   My ideal supergroup would be called 
Assault Your Body, and it would be 
composed of the reanimated corpses 
of drummers John Bonham and Keith 
Moon of Led Zeppelin and The Who, 
respectively. With two drum kits sitting 
idly on the stage, the eager fans at their 
fi rst show at Yankee Stadium would be 
put on edge. Maybe they had been tak-
en for a ride, or maybe they would only 
be holograms trying to recreate the 
old electricity of the old shows. Soon 
enough, the Frankenstein-like bodies 
of Moon and Bonham would take the 
stage and try to get their bearings. As 
the show goes along, they remember 
more and more how to play their lost 
love and sync up. For the next fi fteen 
minutes, the beats they create blow 
everyone’s minds. Soon, though, the 
electricity pulses too fast, and the 
drum sounds blend together until it 
sounds like thunder at 300 db, burst-
ing eardrums and popping eyeballs. 
But they signed the waivers, they knew 

the risks. Soon, they bodies on stage 
fall lifeless once again and get cattle 
prodded the next night all over again.

Touchy-Feely
Steph 
“Touchy-Feely,” featuring the members 
of Fall Out Boy, Dr. Phil, and most U.S. 
political fi gures, is the latest super-
group to smash onto the pop culture 
scene.  Fall Out Boy’s emo infl uence 
is clearly evident on the group’s fi rst 
album, Hold Me in My Special Place.  
Lead-singer Patrick Stump’s signature 
incoherent whine adds angst to each 
and every word; no “and”, “if”, or “but” 
goes by without making you feel like 
killing your lover and then yourself so 
you can be together forever.   Stump’s 
sensitive side can’t stand alone, how-
ever, or the world would have to suf-
fer through Fall Out Boy again.  That’s 
where the big boys enter the picture.  
Dr. Phil’s graphic, raunchy raps bring 
some edge to the mix; and his experi-
ence as a TV host pretending to be 
a therapist adds substance to the 
group’s powerful lyrics.  I can’t get 
enough of classic rhymes like, “I wanna 
sit yo juicy booty down, and chat away 
dat freaky frown.” The combination 
of gangsta rap and pop rock comes 
alive with mind-blowing choreography 
from the likes of Anthony Weiner and 
Bob Filner. These politicians are out to 
touch audiences across America with 
their moves – literally. So check out 
Touchy-Feely for quality tunes that are 
deep-felt in more ways than one.

Skrillex and Alan Greenspan
by Jeffrey Cooter
Skrillex mixes the beats, Greenspan 
reads passages from The Fountain-
head. It’s Objectivist dubstep, and it’ll 
be kinda big within the 15-17 year old 
demographic. People will torrent the al-
bum repeatedly and Rand will roll over 
in her dusty grave. The album will play 
on a loop at Guantanimo Bay until ev-
eryone’s ears bleed. Amen.



page 22 the paper october 2, 2013

Care, Drake’s new album is just boring. 
Drake has shown little artistic growth 
and still relies on his successful, yet 
uninspiring formula of bragging love 
songs. While it may become annoy-
ing hearing it during every car ride, 
the project is still worth the listen. As 
Drake says in the opening track, “This 
is nothin’ for the radio, but they’ll still 
play it though. Cause it’s that new 
Drizzy Drake, that’s just the way it go.”

SWEATER WEATHER
Everyone loves “sweater weather,” right? Even the bourgeois dogs of Manhat-
tan are frollicking in their tiny sweaters. Well, while the rest of the nation cops 
a snuggle with their cableknits, I’ll be mourning the less celebrated apparel-
related time of year: “crop top climate.” Yes friends, “crop top climate.” You 
know, that utopian time of max ab exposure between the months of May and 
September? Never heard of it? That’s cool. My midriff and I don’t need you. -AG

From The Bottom,” “Worst Behaviour,” 
“The Language,” and “All Me” display 
the new tough guy persona Drake has 
been trying to embrace since his verse 
dissing Common on Rick Ross’s “Stay 
Scheming.” Choruses like “Remem-
ber?...Motherfuckas never loved us!” 
and “Came up, thats all me,” ring loud 
in “Worst Behaviour” and “All Me,” re-

spectively.     
    Of course there are 

songs to play when you’re 
sobbing while scrolling 
through your ex’s Insta-
gram. Namely, the hit 
“Hold On, We’re Going 
Home” fi ts this bill. The 
chorus that proclaims 
“You’re a good girl and you 
know it, you act so differ-
ent around me,” is sure to 

relate to guys dealing with problems of 
the opposite sex.

Drake’s third album is also his most 
concise and organized album. It con-
sists of thirteen songs which never drift 
off into different themes. At the same 
time, however, that is the very problem 
with this album. 

Aside from the lack of hit singles 
compared to his previous record Take 

Everyone’s favorite Jewish Canadi-
an/paraplegic child TV star/rapper is 
back. And he’s trying to abandon his 
“soft” rapper image once and for all. 
Well... not really. In Drake’s highly an-
ticipated third major la-
bel album, Nothing Was 
The Same, the rapper 
relies on his steady and 
reliable combination of 
convincing braggadocio 
and romantic crooning.

It begins with the pow-
erful “Tuscan Leather,” 
and over the course of 
three different beats, 
Drake brags in typical 
Drake fashion. However, this time we 
see Drake boasting from a different 
perspective - as a superstar whose 
dominance over the rap game is ce-
mented. This is a central theme that 
differentiates this album from his past 
records, where he bragged about his 
mere skill or the supremacy of his 
label, Young Money Cash Money Re-
cords. Songs like the popular “Started 

Drake
Nothing Was The Same
Sam Torres

Natalia Kills
Trouble
Fariah Siddiqui

Let’s talk about daddy issues. Na-
talia Kills—the British sidestream pop 
goddess that nobody knows about—is a 
cross between Lady Gaga and Michael 
Jackson with as many repressed daddy 
issues as Lana del Rey. She takes the 
best of the best and turns it into some-
thing better.

Kills dropped her sophomore album, 
Trouble, earlier this month to raving 
reviews from fans and critics alike. 
Sung to the timeless melody of teen 
angst, teen 
a lcoho l i sm, 
teen incar-
ceration and 
teen lust…
Trouble is a 
surpr is ing ly 
adult album. 
It is a near-
perfect lyrical 
journey from 
the playground days (“chemistry, biol-
ogy, as long as he’s on top of me…”) 
to the profound anonymity of Tri-Bar 
culture (“The boys I kiss don’t know my 
name…”). Very rarely do you hear such 
fl awless cohesion in an album. From 
start to fi nish, Kills delivers a balance 
of complexity and uniformity with a re-
freshing take on the bitchy, punk, hip-
hop beat. 

Bottom line: Natalia Kills is like the 
mason jar of pop music—she’s quirky, 
cute and slowly reaching mainstream 
radi. (PSA: Target now sells mason 
jars as glassware sets. Whaaaat.) With 
Trouble gaining critical recognition, this 
might be the album that fi nally rolls the 
bandwagon to Kills’ much deserved 
success.

    I know what you’re thinking: who’s the 
band that beat Nine Inch Nails’ come-
back and Rizzle Kicks on the UK album 
charts? Unless, of course, you’ve heard 
the 1975’s singles “Chocolate” or 
“Sex,” which are radio favorites. If you 
have, it was probably enough for you to 
check out their self-titled debut album 
and listen to it the whole way through; 
what I found surprising was the fact 
that I did 
exactly that 
without even 
realizing it. 
In fact, The 
1975 is the 
only album 
that I have 
been replay-
ing over and 
over since its 
release on September 2nd.

 The alternative indie-pop album 
is truly raw, solid, and almost com-
pletely upbeat. Most importantly, 
though; the band is juvenile, which 
they are unapologetic about, and 
rightly so. It’s as if they took all their 
teenage years and put it into 16 
songs. If this album doesn’t remind 
you of your high school days, then I 
don’t know what will.     
   From the guitar-driven tune of 
“The City” to the helplessly alluring 

“Is There Somebody Who Can Watch 
You,” there is surely something for ev-
eryone. The album is unclassifi able in 
the sense that the songs aren’t much 
alike, so you’re bound to fi nd some-
thing to fi t your mood. As a whole, the 
album is completely impressive. You 
can hardly keep your hands and feet 
still while listening. I mean, let’s be 
honest. I’m dancing in my chair as I 
type, and I don’t mind it one bit. 

The 1975
The 1975
Leslie A. Sy
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Before his newest album was un-
veiled, Avicii released the single “Wake 
Me Up.” The single took on a totally dif-
ferent style than the usual cut-and-dry 
DJ-based dance tracks that Avicii fans 
are used to hearing. Despite the skepti-
cism, the single raced to the top of the 
charts and engrossed an entirely new 
fan base. 

W h e n 
Avicii de-
buted his 
second al-
bum, True, 
on Sep-
tember 13, 
it showed 
that he is 
much more than a remixer. He turned 
to a more full folk band sound, adopt-
ing bluegrass tones and uplifting mel-
odies, to give True more depth and 
meaning, instead of producing another 
“party track.”        

Through this album, Avicii has be-
come a “pop composer,” combining 
different styles, artists, and decades, 
to make them relevant in today’s mu-
sic industry. From Adam Lambert and 
Nile Rogers’ “Lay Me Down” track, to 
Oklahoma’s Audra Mae’s “Addicted to 
You,”as well as Dan Tyminski’s “Hey 
Brother,” the album coasts through the 
generations. It starts with a disco-trip 
through the 70s, to a soulful journey 
cultivating a bluegrass vibe, to an opti-
mistic story of family down South.        

Avicii is clearly ambitious. He is able 
to make this eclectic mix of music pop-
ular today by adding in fl ares of pop 
to each almost “dated” track. He has 
created a full-fl avored album to bridge 
classic sounds with today’s preference 
for dance, electronic music. True is 
completely branching away from Avi-
cii’s original style, which has caused 
some protest from long-time Avicii 
fans. However, his new development 
has caught the world by storm, proving 
to be highly popular after being out for 
only one week.

Avicii
True
Megan Tomei

“I walk a mile in your shoes, and 
now I’m a mile away, and I’ve got your 
shoes.” This line, from the eighth track 
of Mechanical Bull, basically sums up 
one of the most half-assed attempts 
at a comeback album I’ve ever heard. 
After the Kings of Leon’s 
3-year hiatus, (which prob-
ably made more people than 
just me forget about them) I 
expected a little more. The 
new album, Mechanical Bull 
shows the band embracing 
their Louisiana roots (cue 
lots of country clapping), 
sans any authenticity. The 
Kings of Leon left their raw 
music behind after peaking with Only 
by the Night and have graduated to 
bona fi de bubblegum rock. 

The band took a two-year hiatus after 
being forced to cancel numerous shows 
on their Come Around Sundown tour 
due to the lead singer’s struggle with 
alcoholism. After that, the band came 
very close 
to break-
ing up and 
I thought 
they owed it 
to their fans 
to make a 
more sin-
cere, deep-
er album. 
Sure, I may be harboring a little resent-
ment after my show got cancelled, but 
after such a tumultuous time in the 
band’s history, I think many of us ex-
pected them to come back with a more 
mature album. 

Their uninspired single “Supersoak-
er” is really the highest quality song 
one can expect from the album. The al-
bum is fun, but not for much more than 
background noise. Even really big fans 
of the Kings of Leon wouldn’t be able 
to distinguish this album in any way 
from Come Around Sundown.  

If you’re into a more sappy romantic 
side of the Kings of Leon, check out 
“Beautiful War.” Also, on the plus side, 
some of Caleb’s prettiest vocals come 
out in “Temple.” The track I enjoy the 
most is “Don’t Matter,” but overall I’m 
disappointed they didn’t pack a stron-
ger punch after such a long hiatus. 

Kings of Leon
Mechanical Bull
Sarah Palacios

Nanna Øland Fabri-
cius’s dark electro-pop 
self-titled album, Oh 
Land, gave me high 
hopes for Wishbone. 
Regardless of the lyri-
cal genius she may 
have showed in the 
past, though, Wishbone 
doesn’t seem to high-

light that quality.
“Renaissance Girls” oozes “teen-

ager,” and is an embarrasingly cliché 
feminist tune that could have gone 
better. Knowing Nanna’s other music, 
she defi nitely could have kept up the 
darker, more ethereal sound of her last 
album, continuing to seduce the ears 
of her listeners—but no, she stuck with 
bubble-gum pop. In “My Boxer,” a song 
that is quite an acquired taste, Oh Land 
ventures (unwelcomed, I must say) into 
the realm of rap.  

Unfortunately, the sound she tried to 
achieve with songs like “My Boxer” and 
“Love a Man Dead” are nothing differ-
ent than the other pop sounds of today. 
These are the songs that I, as an Oh 
Land fangirl, try not to talk about.

On the contrary, softer ballads like 
“Love You Better” and “Cherry On Top” 
seem to be Wishbone’s delicious cup 
of tea. Her hypnotic vocals spice up the 
sound on quieter, jazzier techno pieces 
like these. Nanna’s handling of these 
songs makes the album ten times 
more impressive.

Fortunately, there is one uniting fea-
ture connecting her albums: Oh Land 
loves to make dance music. The back-
ground instrumentals, similar to the 
sounds of her older albums, give her 
listeners a reason to have thirty-sec-
ond dance parties, making this album 
defi nitely worth a listen.

Oh Land
Wishbone
Priyanka Srinivasan

Keep on keepin’ it cashmere 
with these cozy covers.

Titus Andronicus
I Love It 
(Icona Pop cover)
The New Jersey punk outfi t riffs 
on this beer-soaked Icona Pop 
tune, repeating the “I don’t care, 
I love it” chorus and ad-libbing all 
over the damn place for 8 min-
utes. 

10/10 would recommend. 

Chvrches
It’s Not Right But It’s Okay 
(Whitney Houston cover)
Lauren Mayberry’s lilting soprano 
does justice to this Whitney clas-
sic. The soft electro is delicioso. 

La Roux
Under My Thumb 
(Rolling Stones cover)
I really miss La Roux. When I 
stumbled upon this gem of a 
cover, IT WAS LIKE CHRISTMA-
HANAKWANZAA! Elly Jackson’s 
mosquito-high voice sounds 
prime in this cover, adding a vul-
nerable swagger to this badass 
hit.

Franz Ferdinand
Oblivion 
(Grimes cover)
You can fi nally understand all the 
lyrics!!1!1 But that’s not even 
the best part; hearing this song 
growled in a low register is sur-
prisingly perfect.

Fiona Apple
Pure Imagination 
(Willy Wonka cover)
Ms Apple sang this for a Chipotle 
ad. Just putting that out there. 
But it’s hauntingly beautiful. And 
the video? Don’t watch it if you 
want to sleep at night.
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