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by Alex Lee
Staff James Bond

place with 16%. To both the Iranian 
and Western populace, Rouhani seems 
to be a far more palatable leader, es-
pecially compared to his divisive prede-
cessor   Mahmoud Ahmadinejad. 
  Perhaps most importantly to the 
West, Rouhani seems more open to 

negotiations over his country’s nuclear 
program. He has stated that he would 
allow more transparency for the UN in-
spectors, using his expertise as Iran’s 
former nuclear negotiator under Ahma-
dinejad. He has already shown a will-
ingness to move forward when he had 
a phone conversation with President 
Obama this last September, the fi rst 
time an American President and Ira-
nian leader have spoken in thirty-four 

years.
   Whether such policies will become 
solid legislation, however, is still to be 
determined. All fi nal matters of foreign 
and domestic policy still must pass 
through Iran’s supreme leader Ayatol-
lah Ali Khamenei. And since he is far 
more of a hardliner than the Rouhani, 
hopes are not particularly high. It is 
entirely possible that none of the new 
president’s domestic or nuclear poli-
cies will be encacted. But Rouhani has 
stated that he is working with the Aya-
tollah’s blessing.
   It is still too early for the new Presi-
dent’s promises to become reality. Al-
ready the two sides have run into road-
blocks. The P5+1 want Iran to send 
some of its nuclear stockpiles abroad, 
something Iran absolutely refuses to 
consider. There’s also the question 
of exactly when the sanctions will be 
lifted. As a White House spokesman 
told reporters, “No one should expect 
a breakthrough overnight.”
   But after years of stop-and-start-
again talks between the two, the tone 
of this particular summit was better 
than expected. BBC described the con-
ference as having an “upbeat mood” in 
their headline. CNN stated, “the talks 
over Tehran’s nuclear ambitions end-
ed Wednesday on a promising note.” 
Even one of Russia’s Foreign Ministry’s 
spokesmen, Alexander Lukashevich, 
said “In our view… it was quite, quite 
promising.”
    Both sides agreed to resume nego-
tiations on November 7 and 8. Until 
then, Western audiences just might be 
able to hold onto some hope.

We’d tell you to read this article, but then we’d have to kill you

gotiations- or lack of negotiations at 
all- practiced by Ahmadinejad’s admin-
istration.
   Why have the negotiations gone so 
well? Perhaps because of the new Ira-
nian President Hassan Rouhani, who 
took offi ce in August. Throughout his 

election campaign, he advertised him-
self as a moderate. He promised to es-
tablish a ministry for women’s affairs 
and to loosen limitations on freedoms 
of the press and speech. He has also 
voiced opposition to the omnipresence 
of Iran’s security forces and the limi-
tations of his country’s higher educa-
tion. As a result, he won in a landslide 
election with 51% of the county’s vote,  
while Mohammad Qalibaf won second 

   Another round of negotiations be-
tween the UN Security Council plus 
Germany (colloquially known as the 
P5+1) and Iran over the latter’s nucle-
ar facilities and capabilities took place 
on October 15 and 16. So far, all of the 
details have been kept under wraps. 
As Iranian Foreign Minister Javad 
Zarif stated, “We will be doing 
the negotiation in the negotiat-
ing room and not in the press.” 
The basic principals still have not 
changed. 
   The West (represented by the 
U.S., U.K., France, Russia, China, 
and Germany) want to prevent Iran 
from reaching the capability of 
creating a nuclear weapon. Mean-
while Iranians wish to remove the 
sanctions imposed upon them 
while retaining the right to enrich 
uranium for peaceful purposes, 
such as nuclear energy.
    Surprisingly, the negotiations 
seem to have gone better than ex-
pected. The Iranian diplomats pre-
sented their proposal as an hour-
long PowerPoint. And, for the fi rst 
time, spoke in English. Although 
details are scarce, diplomats have 
described the talks as unusually 
straightforward. White House Spokes-
man Jay Carney described the new pro-
posal as having “a level of seriousness 
and substance that we had not seen 
before.” An E.U. offi cial described the 
presentation as “very useful.” 
    Western diplomats are erring on the 
side of caution, but the candid nature 
of these talks has created an air of 
optimism. A nice development, and a 
very nice contrast to the lackluster ne-

The UN was dealt a good handThe UN was dealt a good hand

Top Secret Nuclear Talks Held at the United Nations
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Government Not Here Right Now, Please Leave a Message
by Megan Tomei
Staff Politician Partisan bickering pauses non-essential government functions
   In the past, Congress has success-
fully avoided crises with last-minute 
deals for three years. This time, how-
ever, Congress could not fi gure out a 
way to overlook their differences. Sen-
ate Democrats and House Republicans 
could not meet their midnight, Septem-
ber 30, deadline for agreeing on a solu-
tion over government spending and the 
2010 health-care law, so lawmakers al-
lowed the government to shut down.
   Prior to the vote on the shutdown, 
President Barack Obama stated this 
could be prevented if the House of Rep-
resentatives support the Senate and 
did not demand controversial means 
to fund the government. Neverthe-
less, the White House ordered a cease 
of certain government-funded opera-
tions, such as census data collection, 
medication research, gun permit ap-
plications, and so on, leading up to 
the midnight deadline on Monday. As 
the government shutdown continued, 
federal agencies like CFDC, as well as 
national parks, were closed. Payments 
to federal employees were also halted. 
However, essential functions, such as 
law enforcement and air-traffi c control 
continued. 
    Since Congress did not reach a bud-
get deal by the midnight deadline, on 
October 1 effects of the government 
shutdown were seen throughout the 
country from closed museums and na-
tional parks to the furloughing of em-
ployees that were deemed non-essen-
tial. Many federal workers reported to 
their jobs Tuesday morning to only work 
a half-day before more than 800,000 
employees in the government’s work-
force of about 2.9 million were sent 

home. 
    To limit the impact of the shutdown 
on the Pentagon, Congress passed leg-
islation just before midnight that would 
ensure that all members of the military 
would be paid for the duration of the 
shutdown, even as hundreds of thou-

sands of other government workers will 
were furloughed without pay.
    On Capitol Hill, House Republicans 
said they planned to appoint a set of 
negotiators to work out a budget reso-
lution with a small group of senators. 
But the GOP move came with no con-
cessions on the party’s central de-
mand - that Democrats agree to scale 
back the new federal health law. This 
only further halted lawmakers from 
reaching a budget deal.
    The government did reopen its doors 
this Thursday, October 17. Congress 
approved a bipartisan measure to end 
the 16-day partial shutdown and to 
prevent the possibility of an economic 

downfall. 
  Early on October 17, President Barack 
Obama signed the measure, which the 
House and Senate passed the previ-
ous night. The White House directed 
all agencies to reopen promptly and 
federal employees across the country 

returned to work that same day.
    The shutdown caused national parks 
and monuments to halt operations, 
and essentially shut down NASA, the 
Environmental Protection Agency and 
the Interior Department. Critical func-
tions of government went on as usual 
and most federal employees won’t 
see their paychecks delayed, but the 
closure effected the economy and 
shook the fi nancial markets. Standard 
& Poor’s estimate the shutdown has 
taken $24 billion out of the economy.
    Conclusively, Obama and his Demo-
cratic allies were the decisive winners 
in the argument. The Senate approved 
the legislation by an 81-18 vote; the 

House followed suit by a tally of 285-
144, with 87 Republicans in favor and 
144 against, breaking an informal rule 
that a majority of the majority party is 
supposed to carry legislation. Demo-
crats unanimously supported the bill, 
even though it requires spending cuts 
across-the-board. 
    This legislation will fund the govern-
ment through January 15 and permit it 
to borrow normally through February 7. 
Most House Republicans opposed the 
compromise bill for failing to do any-
thing about defi cits and debt. The bill’s 
passage was only a temporary truce 
that sets up another collision between 
Obama and Republicans over spend-
ing and borrowing early next year. 
   It is the second time this year that 
Congress has passed legislation to 
increase the government’s borrowing 
cap with few if any conditions on the 
president, reversing a 2011 precedent 
in which the threat of default was used 
to extract $2.1 trillion in spending cuts 
from Obama. At the same time, House-
Senate talks will begin on a broader 
budget pact in hopes of preventing def-
icits and easing across-the-board bud-
get cuts that have hurt the Pentagon 
and domestic agencies. 
    Agreements like this, where one par-
ty clearly comes out victorious, have 
proven to divide the government. It 
will be interesting to see if this separa-
tion is apparent in future Congressio-
nal legislative debates, or if a federal 
shutdown will occur again since there 
is this divide.
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Chinese Explorer Beat Columbus to America 

Monkey Business in the Bronx Zoo

by Sofi  Muñoz
News Editor

by Ali Glembocki
Earwax Editor

Zoo gorillas ape Fordham students’ debaucherous behavior

And some old British dude has an ancient map to prove it
discovery is truly remarkable, since ac-
cording to a Euro-centric perspective of 
history, no one knew the Americas ex-
isted until 1492 when Columbus sailed 
the ocean blue. An appraiser from glob-
ally renowned auction house Christie’s 

has confi rmed that the map is authen-
tic, though it has not been proven that 
it is in fact based on the 1418 original.
The map includes descriptions and 

landmarks that correspond with cer-
tain areas of Peru. These striking simi-
larities, coupled with the presence of 
some Chinese words in the names of 
Peruvian towns and villages provide 
strong support for Menzies’ belief that 

Zheng He, and not Christopher 
Columbus, should be credited 
with the discovery of the Ameri-
cas. In fact, Menzies claims that 
Columbus used Zheng He’s map 
to fi nd his way to the New World, 
meaning that not only was Colum-
bus 70 years late, he did not even 
fi nd the Americas on his own. 
   Beginning in 1405, Zheng He 
embarked on a series of seven 
expeditions to various locations 
in the Arab World, the Horn of Af-
rica, among the islands of the Pa-
cifi c Ocean, and if Menzies’ theory 
proves to be correct, North and 

South America.
   But don’t be too quick to write-off 
Columbus, for though Menzies’ fi nd-
ings are intriguing, they are far from 

   Just in time for Columbus Day, British 
author Gavin Menzies has released a 
book claiming that Chinese explorers 
reached the Americas a good 70 years 
before Columbus made his famous 
“discovery.” Who Discovered America: 
The Untold Story of the Peopling of the 
Americas presents a counter-theory to 
the widely held belief that Christopher 
Columbus was the fi rst international 
explorer to arrive to the Americas. 
Menzies has no formal training as a 
historian, or an advanced degree from 
any university, and has been labeled 
a “pseudo historian” by the establish-
ment. Yet his assertion that Chinese 
admiral and explorer Zheng He beat 
Columbus to the New World is actu-
ally gaining traction amongst even the 
most skeptical historians, and is forc-
ing a reexamination of the facts. 
   In a National Treasure-esque turn of 
events, Menzies unearthed an 18th 
century copy of a Chinese map from 
1418 depicting North and South Amer-
ica in a second-hand bookshop. This 

substantiated. Proof must be found 
the original 1418 map’s existence and 
further research must be done in the 
area Menzies’ claims Zheng He ex-
plored. Yet even if undeniable proof 
of Zheng He’s presence in the New 
World were found, I doubt Columbus 
would meet the same fate as Pluto 
and other disproved “facts.” For what-
ever reason, Americans are remark-
ably fond of Columbus, despite the fact 
that he encouraged ethnic cleansing, 
helped initiate widespread slavery in 
the Americas, and indirectly caused 
the deaths of millions of indigenous 
peoples through the transmission of in-
fectious diseases. It has already been 
proven that Vikings explored the coast-
lands of North America as early as the 
10th century, leaving runes and other 
artifacts behind, yet Viking Day is not a 
national holiday. Despite the fascinat-
ing, albeit unorthodox research Gavin 
Menzies is undertaking, its safe to say 
that Columbus Day is here to stay. 

mentary series “Planet Earth” on con-
stant loop to calm her simian nerves.
  According to the New York Times, 
Holli is now back in the BX, relaxing 
and recovering in the Bronx Zoo with 
her well-tempered 20-year-old gorilla 
friend Zuri, who, 
according to 
Bronx Zoo di-
rector James 
J. Breheny, “is 
a mature ani-
mal and won’t 
be engaged in 
roughhousing.”
  Oh yeah, by 
the way, remem-
ber Patrick? 
Patrick’s also 
a gorilla. All of 
your friends 
are gorillas.
   Bronx born-and-raised gorilla Pat-
rick was expelled from the Dal-
las Zoo on September 22 for, 
according to The Dallas News, con-

sistently being a “problem gorilla.”
23-year-old Patrick has displayed in-
subordinate and highly misogynis-
tic behavior. When two prospective 
female partners were introduced to 
Patrick, he bit one of them in the 

leg. Two more female primates met 
Patrick later on; The Dallas News de-
scribed that Patrick was “exerting his 
dominance” so strongly that “the fe-

males became so stressed that they 
couldn’t eat.” Patrick is a lousy date.
   To be fair, Patrick had a hard child-
hood. He was raised by humans in 
the mean gates of the Bronx Zoo, and 
his lack of gorilla interaction created 

the blueprint for his antisocial 
personality. His fi rst true gorilla 
friend, Jabari, was killed in 2004 
by Dallas police offi cers when 
he escaped the Dallas Zoo. 
Jabari injured three zoo visitors.
    Patrick has been rebellious 
ever since, but he is  greatly be-
loved by zoo workers. Lynn Kram-
er, the Dallas Zoo’s deputy direc-
tor, said, “[Patrick is] defi nitely a 
staff favorite and he would have 
been a successful leader for a 
troupe here. But it was not to be.”
  Patrick will be moved to the 
scenic Riverbanks Zoo and Gar-

den in South Carolina in November.

    It’s Saturday. The booze is fl owing. 
You walk to Goupil, but you fi nd that the 
pregaming has begun without you. How 
could they even, you lament. But no wor-
ries: you soon catch up with your friends. 
Between warm, warm shots of Svedka, 
you ask: “Mugz or Howl?” Patrick re-
plies: “Mugz.  Howl has helluva cover, 
bro.” Holli doesn’t look so good. She 
stumbles over, naked. Holli is a gorilla.
     On October 14, 23-year-old gorilla Holli 
of the Bronx’s own Bronx Zoo received 
intensive treatment in the Zoo’s answer 
to St. Barnabas Hospital, The Wildlife 
Health Center. She was described by 
zoo staff Dr. Bonnie Raphael as dis-
playing concerning behavior, such as 
a loss of appetite and a lack of spunk.
  Holli was immediately given X-Rays 
and thorough exams, indicating that 
she had a rather a large abscess 
in her abdomen.   A team of sur-
geons from Mt. Sinai hospital, led by 
Dr. Stephen R. Gorfi ne, treated the 
180-pound Holli. While in recovery, 
Holli was shown a DVD of the docu-

#whitechimpwasted#whitechimpwasted

You never know what you’ll findYou never know what you’ll find
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Drones Aren’t Just for Killing People!
by Leena Mancheril
Staff Delivery Girl

Cheesy Napalm ambush a distinct possibility
ners and offi ces. Much to the dismay 
of everyone, Tacocopter turned out to 
be just a stunt. In an interview for the 
magazine, Wired, the creator of Taco-
copter, Star Simpson, noted that he did 
it “so [he] would keep thinking about 
how to make something like this work, 

and partly it was to do the same for 
other people. A vision.”  The most last-
ing vision Simpson was able to imprint 
on everyone however, was the image of 
the hundreds of logistical, technologi-
cal, and legal barriers startup drone 
delivery companies will have to face to 
market their product in the U.S.  
   The Federal Aviation Administration 
(FAA) enforces strict laws and licensing 
procedures for commercial drone op-
eration. The FAA intends to announce 
of a plan for operations to acquire 
authorization in September 2015 but 
even then, drones may not be able 
to be implemented right away. Drone 
operators will also have to consider 
private-property laws and air rights. 
They will have to fi gure out how close is 
“too close” when it comes to fl ying over 
people’s backyards. Also, nonmilitary 
drones are still a relatively immature 
technology. Dangerous malfunctions 
are a concern since not much height 
is needed for a dropped item to hurt 

a passerby. For example, fresh out-of-
the-oven pizza falling out of the sky 
could burn a recipient like some sort of 
cheesy Napalm ambush. 
  Commercial use of drones for food de-
liveries isn’t very revolutionary. Howev-
er, the companies Matternet and ARIA 

(Autonomous 
Roadless Intel-
ligent Array) 
are working to 
make the Pony 
Express of the 
21st century 
using modifi ed 
military drones. 
Similar to the 
speedy mail 
service from 
the 1860s, 
which had rid-
ers exchange 
horses at re-
lay stations in 
order to keep 
their pace and 
make record 
delivery times, 
the drones 
would replace 
their batteries 
at relay sta-
tions on their 

way to their destination. The modifi ed 
version of the ominous “Phantom Eye” 
drone, which has a wingspan of 150 
feet and holds up to 450 pounds, runs 
on liquid hydrogen and offers an envi-
ronmentally friendly method to trans-
port cargo long distances. 
  The biggest obstacle to commer-
cializing drones is probably the huge 
stigma attached to the armed military 
machines. In the wake of active drone 
strikes overseas and the revelation of 
NSA’s overreaching spying methods 
on citizens, drones fl ying around the 
streets may cause a lot of uneasiness. 
One possible benefi t to its implemen-
tation however, would be the daily re-
minder that machines three times the 
size of commercial drones are fl ying 
elsewhere, armed with bullets, not ta-
cos.

by Jack McGovern and Sofi  
Muñoz

The future, TODAY!!The future, TODAY!!

   The Central Intelligence Agency has 
been known to order hundreds of drone 
strikes as part of their counter-terror 
campaign, but now entrepreneurs are 
starting to invest in a new, less deadly 
function for the autonomous, remote-
c o n t r o l l e d 
aerial vehicles. 
The Austra-
lian education 
startup Zookal, 
for instance, 
has launched a 
delivery drone 
service for stu-
dents. In as 
early as March 
2014, students 
in Sydney will 
be able to 
have textbooks 
dropped off in 
front of their 
doorstep within 
minutes of plac-
ing their orders. 
The drones are 
made with anti-
collision tech-
nology and are 
required to stay 
ten feet above 
ground during deliveries in order to 
maneuver in the dense urban environ-
ment. 
   Critics of Zookal note that drone de-
liveries will never be able to compete 
with the effi ciency and speed of the 
e-book. However, other startups have 
found other effective uses for the mili-
tary drone’s smaller cousin. Thanks to 
a 2002 ruling from the Australian Civil 
Aviation Safety Authority, commercial-
use drones have been integrated in 
Australian culture for emergency ser-
vices, and for spying on farmers by 
animal rights activists. On a more fun 
note, the OppiKoppi Music Festival in 
South Africa allowed attendees to use 
an app to call in a drone that parachut-
ed cold beers to their GPS coordinates 
on festival grounds. 
   Last year, San Francisco had every-
one in a tizzy after a local startup cre-
ated a Web site to promote the Taco-
copter. The quadcopter promised to 
deliver tacos and beers to street cor-

Faker
 Than

 Truth
Bronx, NY
During a Texts & Contexts class 
at Faculty Memorial Hall this 
past Friday Professor Jonathan 
Worthington divided the class 
up into several groups to discuss 
the text being covered that day, 
The Tempest. For the fi rst time in 
the history of a Texts & Contexts 
course, the students in one group 
actually talked about the literary 
merit of the text. One student in 
the group was reportedly unin-
terested in the conversation, and 
tried to steer the conversation 
towards divergences like com-
menting on how the professor 
kind of sounds like the Cookie 
Monster, providing a laundry list 
of the substances he had con-
sumed the previous weekend, 
and describing the class in gen-
eral as “bullshit.” The rest of the 
students in the group reminded 
him of the price of his education, 
and he shrugged his shoulders, 
unaffected.
   -JM

Paris, France
French scientist and amatuer 
chef Pierre Ribery Antoinelle re-
cently announced that he devel-
oped a pill enabling those with a 
gluten allergy to eat normal food 
again. On Thursday, Ribery Antoi-
nelle told reporters that he had 
“changed ze course of ‘istory” as 
he presented a small pink pill to 
the media. Early tests, however, 
indicate that the pill is actually a 
sugar pastille similar in taste and 
texture to a Smartie. It seems 
that the hopes and dreams of 
millions of glutards have once 
again been dashed.

   -SM
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Government Shuts Down Antartica
Scientists, penguins angered by lack of fundsby Zoe Sakas

News Editor
    As of last Thursday, the government 
shutdown fi nally ended. And it’s a good 
thing, too, because it’s effect was 
reaching much farther than many re-
alized as research being conducted in 
Antarctica was on the verge of disaster. 
Hundreds of important projects were 
stifl ed as government funding ceased. 
Important progress was jeopardized. 
And cute, fl ightless birds throughout 
the pristine continent weren’t getting 
their paychecks. 
    Research in the areas of astronomy, 
particle physics, climate change, and 
biology start around now, in October, 
when the weather warms up and it 
becomes safe for the scientists to con-
duct their studies. Because of the tem-
perature barrier, it is very diffi cult for re-
search to be maneuvered which makes 
lost time almost impossible to recover 
from. Regardless, the government 
managed to close all federal agencies, 
including those who control funding to 
scientifi c policy and research, on the 
fi rst of October. 
    As the National 
Science Founda-
tion (NSF) curtly 
posted on their 
website, “all fi eld 
and research 
activities not 
essential to hu-
man safety and 
preservation will 
be suspended” 
because as of 
October 14, the 
research stations 
completely ran 
out of money to 
continue opera-
tions. 
    Luckily, the end 
of the govern-
ment shutdown 
has allowed most 
of these stations to re-open because 
without that funding the NSF would 
have suffered a severe loss of op-
portunity. However, even though the 
funding has resumed, there are some 
projects that will not be reopened. The 
loss of funding for over two weeks dur-
ing the most crucial research season 
was enough to destroy the hopes and 

dreams of dozens of scientists. At least 
until next year. 
   One researcher, Hugh Ducklow, has 
been recording the population of Ade-
lie penguins for years now, and he has 
already tracked a 95% decrease. The 
lack of funding put his research in dan-
ger, and as he told Star Tribune, “if we 
miss a year, we will never get it back 
again.” Researcher Sarah Das was 
“angered” by the announcement. She 
claims that government shutdowns 
in the past have not stopped their re-
search. And she would know, she’s 
been there since 1990. 
    The delay and consequential late 
start of the season severely hindered 
the research of the many scientists who 
had not yet arrived in Antarctica. Most 
were scheduled to travel just days after 
the government stopped funding, but 
were asked to stay home by the Nation-
al Institute of Health due to increased 
safety hazards. They are going to begin 
shuffl ing scientists within the next cou-
ple days, but the institutions now also 

have the burden of restarting facilities 
that were already active for the season. 
And like I mentioned before, some proj-
ects will not be able to be saved, and 
many who were planning on traveling 
this autumn will have to stay home. 
A little closer the the source, the shut-
down also affected the Centers for Dis-
ease Control and Prevention (CDC) in 

Atlanta, Georgia. The CDC was forced 
to stop essential tracking of infl uenza 
cases right when the US fl u season be-
gan. The CDC also had to cut back on 
surveillance of emerging infectious dis-
eases, especially those in the Middle 
East, and research being done in en-
vironmental-health and security func-
tions. Even some animals being used 
in the studies were put in danger; the 
government pays for them, too.
     Needless to say, the government 
shutdown’s effect on research opera-
tions all over the world did not only af-
fect the researchers themselves. The 
research that the government funds 
is essential to the progression, and 
in some cases the well-being, of the 
country (that’s why the government 
agreed to fund it in the fi rst place). A 
lot of damage was done by pausing 
research for just a couple weeks, and 
this damage is irreversible.  
   Not only does that make the previ-
ous and future funding of these proj-
ects worthless, as many projects will 

be incomplete 
or will have a 
gap that cannot 
be fi lled, it also 
left the scien-
tifi c research 
community feel-
ing offended 
and angry with 
the govern-
ment for not 
prioritizing their 
work. Research 
is necessary 
for up-keeping 
our country’s 
position in the 
in ternat iona l 
scientifi c realm. 
Is it the most 
important issue 
at hand? Defi -
nitely not.    

   But regardless, the government’s 
lack of attention to the scientifi c com-
munity had a detrimental effect on not 
only the personal achievements of the 
researchers who were affected, but 
also on the country as a whole. And all 
the poor penguins who were forgotten 
in the process.

Realer
Than 
Fact

Presenting: Angry FeetPresenting: Angry Feet

New York, NY
After only three months of work 
and 1 million dollars in funding, 
engineers at London’s Shadow Ro-
bot Co. have created the fi rst walk-
ing and talking robot. The “bionic 
man” is made out of completely 
synthetic body parts; it was made 
to display medical developments 
in robotic body part and artifi cial 
organs. With a chat system similar 
to those found in Siri, the scien-
tists modeled the robot’s personal-
ity after that of a “13 year old boy 
from the Ukraine.” The robot came 
to the U.S. for the fi rst time to go 
to New York’s Comic Con. Science 
fi ction is no longer fi ction.

   - EM

by Eileen McLean and
John Murray

City of Industry, CA
The Magic Restroom Cafe is now 
open and ready for your business. 
America’s fi rst bathroom-themed 
restaurant features pastel-tiled 
walls, toilet-seat chairs, and 
shower-heads looming over the 
tables. The owner, YoYo Li, takes 
his inspiration from the popularity 
of similar eateries in China and 
Taiwan. On the menu: dishes like 
“golden poop rice” and “Stinky 
Tofu,” with a “bloody number two” 
(chocolate-strawberry sundae) for 
dessert. The reviews so far are 
appropriately crappy, but a con-
sistent hit with the ladies is that 
the seats all stay down. Truly a 
fascinating exploration of the ins 
and outs of a dining experience.     

   -JM
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Terrorist Twitter Accounts Have More Followers Than You
by Siobhan Donahue
Staff Social Butterfl y

@alQaeda imma blow up…this image so i can read the text #jokes

   Facebook is for your parents, Myspace 
is for THAT ONE GUY, and Twitter is for 
the terrorists.
   On September 27, al-Qaeda opened 
up its offi cial twitter account. On Octo-
ber 1, the account, @shomokhalislam, 
was suspended. (Don’t worry, you can 
still get your al-Qaeda updates on the 
Shumukh al-Islam forum!). Before its 
demise, it had more than 1,500 fol-
lowers. Another account to recently get 
suspended is @HSMPress, the account 
owned by al-Shabaab, the militant 
group behind the Kenyan mall attacks. 
   In a world where the question of how 
free the internet should be is a source 
of tension, the very existence of those 
two accounts can send even the most 
ardent “free for all internet” supporter 
into a frenzy. Morally, how can anyone 
support the idea of letting terrorist use 
social media to further their cause? 
“But it’s only those two accounts and 
they were immediately suspended,” 
one might argue, except that the use 
of social media by terrorist has been 
well documented for years. In fact, in a 
decade long study published last year, 
Gabriel Weimann from the University 
of Haifa found out that “about 90 per 
cent of organized terrorism on the in-
ternet is being carried out through so-
cial media.” 
   It’s actually quite feasible to see why 
terror groups would turn to the inter-
net for their work. For one thing, they 
can fi nd people who would make good 
recruits. Let’s be honest, that kid in 
your class with the constant anti-es-

tablishment statuses probably doesn’t 
have his account set on private any-
way. Thus, any terror group can study 
his account and then make their move 
to recruit him. Recruiting though, isn’t 
that hard. For example, on websites 
such as Facebook, people don’t always 
know who they’re “friending.” Despite 
all those lessons and presentations 

in middle school about not friend-
ing strangers on the internet, a study 
showed that the average Facebook 
user doesn’t know one fi fth of their 
“friends.” LOL! In all seriousness, this 
pattern of blindly accepting requests 
from anyone is a blessing for terrorist 
organizations because now they can 
spam your newsfeed with their pro-
paganda. Which is another thing, the 
internet has given the terrorist a huge 
online landscape to broadcast their 
ideas to billions of people. With such a 
huge crowd, it’s easy to fi nd a couple of 
dissidents who would gladly join their 

may not show their true intent. For ex-
ample, after Osama bin Ladin’s death 
in 2011, a thirteen year old boy posted 
a Facebook status about how “Obama 
[should] be careful because there 
could be [other] suicide bombers.” Se-
cret Service visited him at school the 
next day. In this case, the boy’s intent to 
show concern for the president’s safety 
was seen as a threat against Obama. 
Lastly, what would be the limit if world 
governments started censoring terror 
groups on twitter? Would general hate 
groups such as the Westboro Baptist 
Church’s website be included due 
to their threatening speech? (I hope 
so!) How about those people who are 
against Obama’s policies and tweet 
threats and racial epithets towards 
him in order to articulate their points? 
Also, if the government is looking for 
the terrorist group accounts, doesn’t 
that mean that they need to search 
everyone’s accounts? Are we will-
ing to sacrifi ce our online privacy for 

that? Do we even have online privacy 
anyway? (This is a serious question for 
the NSA).
   Terror groups online present a set-
back for internet freedom supporter 
along with being a really serious issue. 
While governments can fi gure out their 
own solution, there’s much the average 
social media user can do now. For one 
thing, we can all report accounts which 
blatantly state that they are owned by a 
terrorist organization. We can also stop 
accepting friend request from random 
strangers. Seriously guys, they could 
be  terrorists.  

organization. One last reason why the 
internet is a useful tool for terrorists is 
because they can use it as a means 
of spying on the very people they de-
spise. One example of this is seen with 
Hezbollah, who use the Israeli army’s 
Facebook activity as a way to keep tabs 
on them. 
  There have been many attempts to 

prevent terror groups from using social 
media, but it hasn’t been easy. Even 
if Twitter or Facebook suspend a ter-
ror group’s account, what’s going to 
stop them from making another one? 
Also, it can be diffi cult to tell who on 
twitter is actually a terrorist. Before 
the Boston Marathon bombings, how 
could any of the followers of @J_tsar 
have known that the twitter’s owner, 
Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, harbored a deep 
seated hatred for America and planned 
to blow people up? There’s also the is-
sue of misunderstandings.  Sometimes 
what someone posts on the internet, 
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During one of my fi rst nights at Tin-
ker’s, I was sipping on some fl at beer 
when a friend offered me a sip of her 
cranberry and vodka. Compared to the 
fermented hops sitting in my plastic 
cup, this drink was delicious. I fi nished 
my beer and ordered a vodka cranber-
ry. Someone standing next to me over-
heard my drink order and said, “What, 
are you on your period?”

After I double checked that my penis 
had not collapsed inward and started 
secreting blood, I realized 
he was insulting my mas-
culinity because I ordered a 
cocktail.

This surprised me, be-
cause American pop cul-
ture is rife with manly men 
drinking cocktails while 
having sex with attrac-
tive women. In the very 
fi rst scene of Mad Men, 
Don Draper orders an Old 
Fashioned and proceeds to 
copulate with everyone but 
his wife. Jeff “The Dude” 
Lebowski can’t afford to 
replace his rug, but he fi nds room in 
his budget to drink copious amounts 
of White Russians, and time to screw 
Maude, the artist. James Bond literally 
created his own cocktail – the Vesper 
Martini (this fi rst appears in the 1953 
novel Casino Royale, and appears 
again in the Daniel Craig movie). James 
Bond has also gotten so much ass they 
created a Wikipedia page detailing and 
analyzing his sexual encounters (seri-
ously, go look up “Bond Girl” on Wiki-

pedia). 
Some people might argue there are 

different degrees of “girly drinks,” and 
that a drink like a whiskey sour is not 
the same as, say, a vodka cranberry. 
But a whiskey sour is whiskey with 
lemon juice and sugar, while a vodka 
cranberry is vodka with cranberry juice. 
Lemons and cranberries are both fruit, 
and whiskey and vodka are both li-
quors. What’s the bright line between 
drinking a classy mixed drink and sip-

ping on a girly cocktail? 
A bartender at Tinker’s once told 

me that people who order cocktails 
are mostly women. A waitress at Beer 
Hall said that the overwhelming ma-
jority of the people who drink at Beer 
Hall (which, in case you didn’t know, 
only serves beer) are men. I’ve noticed 
this trend in my family as well. My dad 
drinks Bud Light. My mom drinks mar-
garitas. 

I’m not trying to argue the stereotype 

that men drink beer and women drink 
fruity drinks is false – it’s defi nitely 
based on some truth. However, just be-
cause women enjoy cocktails doesn’t 
mean that I, a heterosexual cisgender 
male, can’t as well. 

Even so, some men try to compen-
sate for drinking cocktails by trying to 
make them more “masculine.” There’s 
a drink called a “manmosa” for when 
you’re out to brunch with your friends 
on a Sunday and you want to drink al-

cohol, but, of course, 
you’re not gay and how 
dare anyone entertain 
the notion you’re at-
tracted to the same 
sex? The manmosa 
consists of four ounc-
es of orange juice, one 
ounce of vodka, and 
four ounces of Blue 
Moon.  As delicious 
as it may sound, two 
issues come to mind. 
1. That’s a screwdriver 
with beer, not a varia-
tion of a mimosa. 2. 

If you’re too insecure about your mas-
culinity to order a mimosa, ordering a 
mixed drink with the word “man” in it 
won’t reaffi rm your macho-ness.

One reason why men seem to avoid 
mixed drinks is the name. Usually, het-
erosexual men avoid any “cock” be-
sides their own, and cocktails seem 
to be no exception. And, as everyone 
knows, slurping on a fruity drink that 
has a vaguely phallic name is a gate-
way to sticking a penis in your mouth.

Beer is popular among men in that 
drinking beer is a physical challenge. 
Unlike a scrumptious mojito, beer 
tastes bad enough that drinking fi ve 
cans is an accomplishment, and it has 
just enough alcohol to reward you with 
a nice buzz. This idea that each beer is 
a small triumph of the human spirit is 
echoed through competitions like beer 
pong, baseball, and fl ip cup. 

Or maybe men drink beer because 
beer represents their father. Growing 
up in a broken household, the man 
sees his father, sitting on the couch, 
gut exposed, gulping down his beer. He 
vows that one day he’ll provide for his 
family, play catch with his son, be a bet-
ter dad. He comes to college, goes to a 
party, and spies a can of Bud Light sit-
ting on the counter. He sees his father 
in that beer – he has to kill it. Taking 
the can like he takes his fate – into his 
own hands – he rips the tab open. The 
carbonated hop brew hits his lips. He 
tilts his head back and starts chugging, 
not stopping until the can is empty. Vic-
torious, he crushes the can in his fi st. 
He has usurped his father. The cycle is 
complete.

This Freudian interpretation of alco-
hol and how booze helps men satisfy 
their Oedipal complex also explains 
why men hate cocktails. It’s pretty hard 
to symbolically destroy your father with 
an appletini.   

All I’m trying to say is when you’re 
vomiting in the middle of the Fordham 
Prep fi eld, it’s nice to taste the orange 
juice from your screwdriver instead of 
Pabst Blue Ribbon.

by Chase Stevens
Staff Sex and the City Wannabe

Look at me now, Dad!Look at me now, Dad!

Myth busted: Cocktails do not release estrogen into the bloodstream

College Male Finally Admits, “The Cosmo Was for Me”
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We Took my Grandma Trick-or-Treating in Brooklyn on Ketamine
by Connor O’Brien
Co-Executive Editor A shameless attempt to get the attention of Shane Smith at VICE

Can I just say how thankful I am 
that VICE has come into the respect it 
deserves? It is truly an unbiased and 
beautifully written publication that 
goes places that other “lamestream” 
media outlets wouldn’t dare traverse. 
More than anything, I want to write for 
VICE when I graduate. Maybe I can have 
my own YouTube documentaries about 
Japanese suicide forests and African 
cannibal warlords when I hit my mid-to-
late twenties. In order to get a jump on 
other applicants that’ll be applying, I’ve 
decided to stage my own, VICE-style ar-
ticle in order to show them I can adapt 
to their writing style and mindset well 
in advance of being mind-melded into 
their charmingly douchy groupthink.

So, three weeks before Halloween, I 
gathered a group of homeless Eritrean 
teens living in Flushing and my grand-
mother to trick-or-treat… while on ket-
amine. While 
the kids were 
pretty unfazed 
about taking 
the special 
K, Gram was 
a little more 
nervous, so 
I eventually 
had to slip it 
into her coffee 
when we were 
getting lunch 
at the diner 
next to the 
Party City. After 
fi nishing our 
chicken salad 
sandwiches , 
we walked over to the costume section 
next door to see what we’d be wear-
ing. Nearly falling over, Awate decided 
to go for the grand wizard look, grab-

bing a sparkly blue robe with stars and 
moons speckling the long sleeves. Tes-
falem, Awate’s spindly younger broth-
er, picked Peter Pan, tights and all. I 
must have been very affected by this 
choice, because I proceeded to yell at 
my grandmother that she needed to be 
Tinkerbell while I would buy a Captain 
Hook outfi t. Being 87, she apparently 
felt uncomfortable wearing such a 
short skirt and revealing top, so I opted 
for Tink while she donned the red robe 
and fake plastic hook hand. 

After discussing which neighborhood 
would give out the best candy, we took 
the L to Williamsburg in hopes that 
maybe they’d give us more drugs and 
candy for appreciating our love for free 
press and alternative media. Looking 
over at my now pirate-ized grandma, 
I asked her how she was feeling. She 
responded, from behind her fake mus-

tache and tri-corner hat, that she was 
feeling “gooooooooood. With ten O’s, 
honey.” This gave me a burst of posi-
tivity, so I put my arms around Awate 

about deconstructing Halloween, do-
ing a lot of drugs, and being an amaz-

ing journal-
ist that only 
writes about 
himself. And 
also, if there’s 
time, the sub-
ject of my ar-
ticle.

While wan-
dering around 
the streets 
of Williams-
burg, we were 
met with a 
lot of con-
fused stares 
and scoffi ng. 
Clearly, these 
people didn’t 
get what we 
were trying to 
do. After my 
grandmother 
nearly at-

tacked another elderly woman for not 
giving us any money, I thought maybe 
this whole thing was a waste of time, 
and that we should take the train home. 
Thankfully, Awate, beautiful Awate, ral-
lied our spirits to try one more house. 
Knocking on that door turned out to be 
one of the best decisions of my life. Our 
jaws dropped when we saw James Mur-
phy, lead singer and creative force be-
hind LCD Soundsystem, holding a hand 
mirror already pre-loaded with lines of 
coke to share for the intrepid trick-or-
treaters lucky enough to fi nd him. If 
this doesn’t get me an interview with 
Shane Smith, the CEO and co-founder 
of VICE, I don’t know what will.

and Tesfalem and yelled: “I’m going to 
be the greatest journalist that’s ever 
lived!” That, as we 
all know, is the of-
fi cial mantra of 
VICE magazine. 
The subway proved 
a little much for us 
as we kept lolling 
back and forth, hit-
ting other passen-
gers repeatedly 
because we kept 
moving seats.

Around 2:30 PM, 
we hit the Lorimer 
stop and stumbled 
up the stairs to a 
Brooklyn that was 
thoroughly unpre-
pared for our ex-
ploration. Awate 
thought that it 

would be a 
good idea to 
try and fi nd 
a mattress store to take a nap, 
but I told him I had more drugs 
to propel him to take the journey 
with me. However, I soon had the 
shocking realization that we had 
nothing in which to carry our can-
dy. Sure, Gram could use her hat, 
but we were all shit out of luck, 
so we started to try and stealth-
ily take the hats off of passers-by. 
One man, weighing about 375 
pounds and wearing a “Fucked 
Up” shirt, said that we better get 
out of his neighborhood before 
something bad happened. An old 

man with a bucket hat called us “hop 
heads” and tried to point us in the 
direction of the nearest shelter, but 
we were having none of it. Today was 

“Give me back my ketamine!”“Give me back my ketamine!”
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Security Alert: Rape Threats Deemed Unworthy of Email Notification
by Nora Geraghty
Staff Voice of Reason Girls deserve to be able to take shortcuts, too!

I am a female senior at FCRH. I do 
not wish to minimize the feelings of any 
males that can relate to these experi-
ences. This is not meant to be a gen-
dered attack (men rock my socks), but 
a refl ection on some 
of the attitudes that 
our society and cul-
ture promote.

Last Wednesday 
night, I was walking 
home to campus from 
work on Arthur Av-
enue at around 9:30 
p.m. Before leaving, I 
texted my boyfriend, 
letting him know that 
I was en route, threw 
my glasses on, put 
my hair up in a messy 
bun, and then zipped 
my wallet and smart 
phone into my purse. 
While walking down Ar-
thur Avenue, I passed 
cops, locals, and other 
Fordham students. I 
felt safe. I needed to 
go to the Bathgate en-
trance, so I turned at 
Simon’s, planning to 
walk down Lorillard. 
Walking down 189th, 
I passed many of my 
friends’ apartments, 
as well as ones that I’m sure I’ve wan-
dered into while being out. Again, I felt 
safe.

In between Hoffman and Lorillard, I 
noticed a man walking alone towards 
me on my side of the street. He wasn’t 
much older than me. He wasn’t in the 
stereotypical baggy sweats that you 
read about in the security alerts. He 
looked like someone walking on his 
way to a destination.

When we fi nally crossed paths, he 
attempted to stop me. He asked me 
for 25 cents. I politely told him no, 
and cut around him to continue walk-
ing towards Lorillard. I was three steps 
past him when he matter-of-factly said 
to me in an even tone, “I’ll rape you.” I 
was taken aback. I kept walking, this 
time faster, but said nothing in re-
sponse. By this point he had turned 
around and was following me. I could 
hear his steps getting closer, the whole 

time wondering if he actually meant it, 
trying to plan an escape.

Finally, I reached Lorillard, where 
thankfully, the illumination from the 
White Castle sign was attracting people 

like moths. He must have noticed this 
too, as he turned around and sprinted 
in the opposite direction. 

Shaken, shocked, and scared, I 
hauled ass to the security booth and 
told the guard what had happened. The 
guard was concerned; however, there 
were no further questions (not even my 
name), no security alerts distributed, 
and no immediate resolutions. There’s 
still a guy walking around the Belmont 
community with the propensity to 
threaten and frighten young women.

I was visibly disturbed for the rest 
of the evening. When I fi nally reached 
my boyfriend, he asked me why I had 
walked that way. He wasn’t blaming 
me or angry with me, just confused. I 
thought about it, and he was correct. 
I should have walked down Arthur to 
7-Eleven. I felt stupid. It was my fault.

No. Then I was angry. Why was it my 
responsibility to anticipate or expect 

that kind of harassment? At what point 
does society take responsibility for cre-
ating a social environment that propa-
gates fear? Prior to this, I had never 
considered the fact that I spend extra 

money to take 
safer forms of 
transportation. 
Every week, I 
take the Ram 
Van and then a 
cab to the Up-
per East Side. 
Not only is this 
far more expen-
sive than the 
subway, but it 
also takes more 
time. I do this 
because I feel 
safer. 

W e d n e s d a y 
was not the fi rst 
time that some-
one approached 
me off campus. 
I also know that 
I’m not the only 
person who has 
ever had some-
thing threaten-
ing or disre-
spectful said to 
them outside of 
our gates. While 

I am admittedly a suburban white girl, 
my female friends of all different ethnic 
and socio-economic backgrounds have 
told me stories about cars slowing 
down to holler at them, people making 
remarks about their bodies, heckling 
from fi re escapes, or at times, people 
trying to deter them from arriving at 
their destination. 

We don’t receive security alerts about 
these kinds of events. We just accept 
them as part of the norm. This is not a 
call on Fordham Security to document 
and distribute every instance of sexual 
harassment, but a call on our commu-
nity at Fordham and our generation as 
a whole to not accept sexual harass-
ment or the objectifi cation of bodies 
as a culturally expected or tolerated 
practice. 

The fact that we don’t receive alerts 
about these kinds of events speaks 
to how much we minimize them. One 

reason I wrote this article was for the 
people who have been made to feel 
unsafe, uncomfortable, or violated. 
We should be allowed to be upset, and 
not be made to blame ourselves when 
these things happen. Everyone has a 
right to safety. Everybody has a right to 
respect. By minimizing these kinds of 
events, we silence victims. 

It saddens and frustrates me that sit-
uations such as the one I experienced 
are so easily written off to be freak 
incidents. There are of course varying 
degrees to which people experience 
sexual harassment, but it’s not uncom-
mon.  It would feel irresponsible not to 
admit that living with a little bit of fear 
is probably safer. It’s unfortunate that 
in our current society,  shortcuts and 
darkness can still be unsafe. That be-
ing said, there is no circumstance in 
which a victim of sexual harassment is 
to be blamed for not taking the ‘safer’ 
route, even if someone ‘knows better’. 

We should be allowed to be 
upset, and not be made to 
blame ourselves when these 
things happen. Everyone 
has a right to respect. By 
minimizing these kinds of 
events, we silence victims.

I urge you to be conscious of your at-
titude towards your own uncomfortable 
encounters, as well as others’, and 
mindful that you aren’t attempting to 
justify hurtful, uncomfortable, or violat-
ing situations. It is important to validate 
your own feelings as well as the ones of 
those around you. In doing this, we can 
effectively work as a community to cul-
tivate a healthy and respectful attitude 
towards bodies, safety, and sexuality. 

Lastly, if you or someone you know 
has been a victim of sexual harass-
ment, assault, or abuse, and needs 
help, reach out to the counseling 
center at Fordham (ext. 3725), or call 
1-800-656-HOPE (4673), which is the 
hotline for RAINN (Rape, Abuse, and In-
cest National Network). 
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In Sweeping Victory, Fordham Bans Free Artistic Expression 
by Maris Cuddeback
Staff Chalktivist Repression of chalk art represents larger problems in Ramtown

A couple weekends ago, I visited 
Binghamton University. The nature pre-
serve next door has enough woodsy 
paths, steep shady hills and pictur-
esque northern marshes to fi ll a post-
card book; and since nature is in short 
supply at Fordham, my friends and I 
wasted no time plunging into the com-
parative wilderness of upstate New 
York. We paused on our hike next to a 
pond thick with yellow grass and leaned 
on the rails overlooking the chilly water. 
We were talking about normal things – 
ya know, college stuff – and then, sud-
denly, we were talking about chalk art.

One of our hosts, a friend of a friend, 
brought it up. Apparently some Bing-
hamites (Binghamtownies?) were com-
plaining about how there they weren’t 
allowed to use chalk to write on cam-
pus sidewalks, the dirty hippies.

“You mean chalk art!?” (That was 
me.)

Within an hour of arrival, I had 
shocked my poor host with the depth of 
my passion for a subject about which 
few people, apparently, are concerned. 
And here we get to the problem.

Why is it, exactly, that no one cares 
chalking isn’t allowed on Fordham’s 
campus? Reader, I ask you: do you 
even know you’re being oppressed?

I mean, it’s common knowledge that 
Fordham has a lot of rules: the check-
ing-in, the fl ashing of IDs, the univer-
sally condemned guest policy. Most 
of these rules have some purported 
security or Catholic-ideological pur-
pose – even if you don’t agree with the 
administration’s reason for preventing 
non-platonic sleepovers, it has to be 
said that there is, at least, a reason. 
But the ban on chalking doesn’t fall 
into either of those categories – that 
is, chalk is to all appearances neither 
evil (like sex) nor dangerous (like any-
one who doesn’t go to Fordham). The 
administration’s ban on chalking is ap-
parently arbitrary.

I may have gotten ahead of myself. 
You may be wondering why you should 
care that Fordham has arbitrarily 
banned chalk art on campus. Why 
should you care? Because Fordham 
has no real forum for discourse. Flyers 
have to get approved before being post-
ed, and unlike most college campuses, 
Fordham doesn’t have a free speech 

space. The Ram, often known as the 
“offi cial” paper, whose support for 
Fordham policy is often embarrassingly 
uncritical, consistently spoils hopes for 
thoughtful and controversial dialogue. 
To summarize, the administration has 
a vice grip on visible expression. And 
yet Fordham claims to encourage free 
discourse and diversity. It professes to 
foster critical thinking and creativity, 
yet it doesn’t allow a space outside the 
classroom for their manifestation. De-
spite Fordham’s protestations of intel-
lectual freedom, there is no forum for 
dissent.

This is really not cool. Unless you’re 
cool with hyprocrisy.

In my opinion, chalking  fulfi lls as-
pects of Fordham that are seriously 
defi cient.

First, and most importantly, it would 
show that Fordham students care 
about things. I think if students were 
confronted daily with evidence that 
their classmates and friends have 
opinions, they might be more apt to 
share their own. As visible proof that 
Fordham students care about things, 
chalking could be a powerful means of 
counteracting the apathy that currently 
defi nes campus culture. Maybe even-
tually, someday, we’ll have a culture of 
involvement and empowerment.

Secondly, chalking would give stu-
dents a sense of ownership of this 
campus. In an environment where all 
public actions have to be school-sanc-

tioned, we are forbidden from leaving 
a mark on this campus. Students on 
campus are effectively invisible; we 
leave no trace besides gum wrappers 
and the odd beer bottle.

There’s also the related issue that no 
one seems to know what’s happening 
on campus. If  chalking was permitted, 
clubs could advertise their activities in 
places that people actually look – that 
is, the ground.

And fi nally, chalk art is freaking 
beautiful. Sure, we’ll have our share of 
dick drawings, but I’m confi dently op-
timistic that these will be outweighed, 

or at least redeemed, by informative, 
colorful ads for student activities, im-
promptu fl oor murals, and maybe, just 
maybe, the odd thoughtful comment. 
Chalk art will give the artsier members 
of our Ramily a chance to showcase 
their talents, a chance to make the 
campus a little more interesting. What 
better way to make use of the zillions 
of pointless sidewalks that criss, cross, 
and recross our little campus?

I sense that you still might not be 
convinced. There are bigger issues at 
stake, you object. Why should we get 
upset about something like chalk art, 
you ask, when we’re technically not al-
lowed to have sex? Because celibacy is 
something that Fordham administra-
tors care about, understandably, and 
they’re not going to change their minds 
anytime soon. Fordham’s ban on chalk 
art, however, is motivated by nothing 

more or less than a desire to see our 
campus manifest a particular brand of 
aesthetic – an aesthetic that has been 
chosen unilaterally by the powers that 
be, not by the people who actually live 
and study here. Why should anyone 
other than we, the students, decide 
what our campus should look like?

Just because Fordham doesn’t ap-
prove of your opinions doesn’t mean 
you don’t have them. In fact – this is 
me getting on a soapbox – you have a 
right to express yourself no matter what 
governing body decides the contrary. 
This is your campus, your school, your 
college education. There is no reason 
a board of directors you did not elect 
should decide what you are allowed 
and not allowed to say.

That is why I think Fordham should 
allow chalking.

I’d like to close with an anecdote. My 
freshman year, intoxicated by the whirl 
of Occupy Wall Street, I spent a few eve-
nings with some other tender idealists 
in the Rodrigue’s basement discuss-
ing plans for a free-speech space on 
campus. From what I understand, our 
plans for a free-speech space weren’t 
the fi rst to fail.

I’m of the school that “Catholic” and 
“liberal arts” are not mutually exclusive 
terms when applied to an institution 
of higher learning; in fact, I bet four 
years of my life and several thousand 
dollars on that assumption. Fordham, 
however, has evidently not embraced 
this modus operandi. As a liberal arts 
college, Fordham should be fostering 
debate, not stifl ing it. If should be be-
holden to the people who constitute it 
now, not alumni, not our parents, and 
not a board of directors. It should rec-
ognize us for what we are, or at least 
what we are becoming – responsible, 
free-thinking adults. I don’t think it’s 
possible to learn how to be an adult 
in an environment where the ability to 
express yourself is denied. On the con-
trary, I believe that the only way to learn 
how to be an adult is to practice being 
one. And there are few things more ma-
ture than taking responsibility for your 
convictions by living them fearlessly.

Fordham is my campus. Chalk is my life.Fordham is my campus. Chalk is my life.
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Though we at the paper consider 
ourselves to be an intrepid bunch, 
even the bravest individuals can be 
downright paranoid from time to time. 
We don’t want to come off as hyper-
superstitious, but we believe that 
aliens, ghosts, mutants, mole people, 
and other such humanoid anomalies 
are among us. While these notions are 
purely based on gut instinct, once in a 
while that’s all you need. Just ask Spe-
cial Agent Fox Mulder.

Because of these beliefs, we fully in-
voke a day devoted to celebrating the 
neglected world of mysterious dark-
ness that surrounds us. The fact that 
Halloween is the only day we grant 
these spooky occurrences any form of 
recognition is absurd. We often like to 

ignore what scares us and exchange 
dark thoughts for any bubbly place-
holder that happens across our mind. 
That face in the mirror, the dark Subway 
tunnels you pass every day, the croak-
ing noise coming from your bathroom-
-it’s easy to ignore these ‘unknowns,’ 
or brush them off as the result of an 
overstimulated imagination. Regard-
less of whether or not the monsters are 
real, the fear is. And what better way to 
sweeten this fear than with a buttload 
of candy?

Unfortunately, some people are de-
termined to ruin this great holiday by 
deeming it childish. Everyone has ex-
perienced that fateful day where some 
middle aged woman tells you you’re 
too old to trick-or-treat, slams the door, 
and denies you your precious candy. 
Refl ecting on the harsh words, wilted 
pillow case in tow, you decide to en-
gage in more age appropriate activities 
and egg her car later that evening. 

It’s like, lady, come on. You have a 
huge ass bucket of candy and it’s 8pm. 
Any kids who were coming to eat your 
candy were already here hours ago. 
Just because kids stop being cute 
around age 9 doesn’t mean you have 
the right to deny people candy. As if 
candy has an age limit.

Maybe this type of rejection stems 
from the trauma these adults faced 
when they realized they were “too old” 
to trick-or-treat. Maybe they’re reluc-
tant to hand out the candy they prob-
ably shelled out too much money for. 
Or maybe those bastards want all the 
candy for themselves. Whatever the 
answer, the paper proposes that the 
draconian age limit on trick-or-treating 
must be destroyed. The battle starts 

here, tonight! 
If you fi nd somebody who insists 

you’re too old for Halloween, poop in 
their gutters. No, wait, pee on their 
fl owers. Kidnap their dog, if you think 
you can. If we really want this thing, we 
need to commit to it. That means no 
more toilet paper and eggs. See a win-
dow open? Hop inside and head to the 
kitchen, the candy might be in there. 
Also, beer. Damn, this house is really 
nice. Two living rooms?! This lady total-
ly deserves to be robbed! Wouldn’t you 
know it, things just took an unexpected 
turn, and Mrs. Belamy is dead on the 
kitchen fl oor. Fuck it, we’re in too deep 
to stop now. Grab that bowl of candy 
bars and throw em in the bag, we gotta 
get out of here. Wait, what the fuck is 
this? Peanut butter sandwich crack-
ers? Raisins? What kind of lunatic buys 
this shit? No, just leave it, we can try 
again next door. Trick-or-Treating is fun.

the paper’s view:
You’re Never Too Old to Trick-or-Treat 

Aries- Rethink your halloween decorations. Not everyone will un-
derstand that blood is fake.
Taurus- Beware of jungle juice, a night at St. Barnabas is in your 
future.
Gemini- You’re going to get carded at Beer Cave. 
Cancer- Halloween really isn’t the time for doing acid.
Leo- You will get lost at the zoo. Good luck living amongst the pea-
cocks.
Virgo- Steer clear of windows - just because you’re wearing fairy 
wings, doesn’t mean you can fl y.
Libra- There is nothing in the stars for you this week.
Scorpio- On the 30th, the little leprechaun that has been living 
in your closet will fi nally reveal himself and confess to stealing all 
your socks.
Sagittarius- On the 2nd be sure not wear any shoes you are par-
ticularly fond of.
Capricorn- There is a lot of glitter in your future.
Aquarius- Dressing like a cop won’t protect you from getting your 
iPhone stolen. Beware of sending excessive snap chats while walk-
ing down Belmont.
Pisces- Don’t take candy from strangers, especially not strangers 
hanging out in the White Castle parking lot.

Do go all out
When it comes to Halloween, go hard or go home. Wearing a fl annel 
shirt and calling yourself a cowboy is weak. You should look like you’re 
wearing a costume, not like you just wandered out of your dorm and 
realized it was October 31.

Do be practical
If your costume inhibits you from getting through doorways, walking, sit-
ting up etc., then you should probably rethink your choice.

Don’t wear your costume all day
There is a time and a place. If you show up dressed as Darth Vader to 
your 8:30 sociology class your professor will probably call campus secu-
rity.

Don’t be offensive
That Hitler costume you found online? Sure some people will think its 
really funny in an ironic sort of way, but most will probably just fear you’re 
a neo-nazi.
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How Many Bananas Have You Ever Eaten? Spoiler: It’s Just One
by Caitlin Hufnagle
Copy Edit Chief

Post-Industrialist Asks the Question: Is Zoning for You?
by Jack Kennon
Staff Google Maps Viewer

Inbreeding isn’t just for rednecks and fancy dog mixes anymore

Hey Mister Bloomberg, “Tear down these zones!”
People ten years from now: “Yeah I 

spent my twenties in some pretty sweet 
apartments.”  Not in some cool SUB-
urban (sub as in subpar, Subway, eat 
fresh) houses.  Urban renewal!  Wel-
come to the post-industrial 
age.  Hope your mind brought 
its fanny pack.

In cities across the United 
States of America, out-of-
date planning has rendered 
old zoning restrictions too re-
strictive.  They restrict the re-
sistance-- people who want to 
innovate their way to a more 
productive future age.  Some 
say, “Zoning’s trite.  Unrad.”  
Urban farming is happening 
right under our very noses.  It 
could be.

In New York, we’re spared 
from choices about what to do with 
land.  Business rules.  But we aspire to 
retire in big houses, zoned.  We crave 
estates large enough that we will be-
come planners ourselves in miniature.  
It precludes eradication.  Everything in 

polygons.  And bark don’t stand up for 
itself, as they say.  We must have fre-
quent revision.  If we want high speed 
rails, we’ll have to maintain zoning (and 
learn to move mountains).

So we don’t want public zoning.  We 
want it done privately, by someone who 
could preserve the old ways from being 
abused, while protecting the new ways 
for me and for you.

Did Pangaea break up so that we 

could have more beachfront property?
Is free trade a conspiracy to get In-N-

Out to expand everywhere?
We need sidewalks so the lines out-

side Shake Shack aren’t in the street.

I’m not sure why, despite the world’s 
population and its resources, that I 
still spend minutes each day envision-
ing a secluded island paradise where 
I’ll spend triumphant years.  What the 
hell kind of security do I have/need?  

With zoning and geography we get to 
treat places like they’re people.  We 
give them names and tell stories about 
them.  Then when we get onto one of 
the ships at South Street Seaport, we 
have a destination to plot.

I want cities that grow organically 
and enable creativity and frontiersper-
sonship.  We might need to lose a lot of 
symbolism though.  Cities are choices 
we wear, but the underpinning choices 
to maintain them can’t be quantifi ed 
or adequately measured.  Without zon-
ing, would we have enough porches?  
Where should we plant trees so that 
we can harvest them in time to build 
our dream homes?  We’ll need some 
laws about diminishing returns.  This 
should give us something to spend a 
lot of time preparing for.

Next Week: My socio-behavioral the-
sis on Winking as a Form of Megauni-
versal Communication and why it’s not 
an all together satisfactory model.

Clones. They are real. And they’re 
probably in your breakfast every morn-
ing. That’s right my friend, everyone’s 
favorite yellow fruit is an infertile clone, 
and it’s in danger of being killed by a 
rogue fungus that is out to kill the spir-
its of banana lovers everywhere.  

If you’d asked me a few months ago, 
I would’ve told you that banana’s are 
the ideal fruit -- heaven’s perfect, yel-
low gift to man, if you will. Bananas are 
fi lling, high in potassium, and come 
with their own protective coat. They’re 
nature’s miracle, godammit. Seriously, 
people love bananas—they’re Wal-
Mart’s number one selling item, and 
Kirk Cameron even tried to prove the 
existence of God due to  bananas’ pure 
perfection. They seem too good to be 
true, and the unfortunate truth is, they 
are. 

Since the main consumer bananas 
(aka the banana you’ve eaten your 
whole life) are actually all THE SAME 
BANANA, called the Cavendish, they’re 
very susceptible to disease. If a dis-

ease kills one banana, it is pretty much 
guaranteed to be devastating to the en-
tire banana population, since, as I said 
before, they’re all the SAME BANANA. 
Let me just let that sink in, YOU’VE 
ONLY EATEN ONE BANANA over and 
over again. Not only is this information 
interesting and a tad bit creepy; it’s 
also important to know that because 
of their non-existent genetic diversity, 
the noble banana may not be with us 
forever. 

There are thousands of wild banana 
species, but a big difference between 
those and the ones we have is feral ba-
nanas have seeds. This is a problem, 
because over the past thousand or so 
years, we’ve inbred certain bananas so 
much that they don’t have seeds any-
more. You know those tiny black specks 
you see when you take a bite into that 
beautiful fl eshy banana meat you love 
so much? That’s all that’s left of their 
once glorious seeds. Our ceaseless 
quest for the perfect banana has left 
them sterile mutants, unable to repro-

duce without our helping hands. How 
sad is that? Since bananas can’t be 
propagated from seeds, they have to 
be cloned from samples (kind of creep-
ily called “pups”) of pre-existing plants. 
So, not only have we hopelessly inbred 
them, but we’ve also left our favorite 
yellow friends sexless and susceptible.

The diminished state of the banana 
is now sending the world toward a fruity 
catastrophe. The banana population 
already had an overhaul in the 1950’s, 
when the variety of banana that was 
popular then, lovingly called the “Big 
Mike”, was basically obliterated by 
something dubiously called the “Pana-
ma disease.” Ever wonder why banana-
fl avored candy never actually taste like 
banana? It’s because “banana fl avor” 
was developed to taste like the previ-
ous banana. Mind blowing isn’t it? Any-
way, what’s most terrifying about the 
current variety of bananas is that our 
current supermarket staple variety is 
headed for disaster. 

The Cavendish, like it’s dead prede-

cessor, is being preyed upon by the 
very same “Panama disease.” Banana 
plantations in Southeast Asia and Aus-
tralia have already been destroyed by 
this horrid fungus to end all funguses, 
and now this deadly infection is head-
ed for the banana haven that is South 
America. This means these highlighter-
colored beauties are at risk of going 
extinct, never to be enjoyed by banana 
lovers again. It’s expected that this 
mass extinction could happen anytime 
within the next 10 to 20 years; and 
what a terrifying experience it will be. 
Picture it: the bananas die, people go 
into banana withdrawal, chaos ensues.

But in all seriousness, it’s unfortu-
nate that such a majestic fruit is des-
tined for such a tragic, genetically mo-
notonous, fate. Now all we have to do 
is sit back and enjoy our bananas while 
we still can, and hope that the new vari-
ety will be just as beautifully satisfying 
as the last.  

Not now, Chief, I’m in the f**cking zoneNot now, Chief, I’m in the f**cking zone



plain the happenings from the Whites’ 
last day in Disney World to you in 800 
words or less, you’d have no idea what 
I was talking about. Moore’s daring and 
ambiguous fi lm takes a lot of cues from 
early Terry Gilliam fi lms, but it also owes 
a lot to the slow-building terror of David 
Lynch and the freneticism of Gaspar 

Noe. Obviously, the main thing that this 
fi lm has in common with the oeuvres of 
the other directors is that it seems like 
everyone is tripping the fuck out during 
the entire movie, which constantly puts 
your idea of reality in check. Are the 
people on the Small World ride really 
following you with their eyes and fl ash-
ing their teeth? Did Elliot’s eyes actual-
ly turn completely black? Jim’s history 
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act, waiting for the next fucked up thing 
to happen. The story centers around 
the White family trying to enjoy their 
last day at Disney World, but Jim, the 
father and protagonist of the fi lm, has 
just been laid off. As the day progress-
es, the audience sees that the family 
has already been experiencing a lot 
of problems: 
Jim eyes 
other women 
and tends to 
get a little 
too drunk, 
while his 
wife is vin-
dictive and 
short with 
their chil-
dren to the 
point of vio-
lence. From 
then on, the 
family starts 
to see things 
they can’t ex-
actly be sure 
of on the rides and around the park, 
along with a frighteningly odd set of 
supporting characters including a dis-
graced former park princess and two 
French teenage girls who have a siren-
like effect on Jim and his son, Elliot. 

I’m going to leave the rest vague be-
cause, in all honesty, it’s better to go 
into this movie knowing very little about 
the actual plot. Besides, if I tried to ex-

Randy Moore’s guerilla-shot fi lm Es-
cape from Tomorrow is possibly one of 
the most exciting fi lms you could see 
this year. Over the course of 5 or 6 days, 
Moore and his crew of actors and cam-
era men went into Disney World in Or-
lando, Florida to shoot one of the more 
baffl ing fi lms in recent memory. The 
perfect summary of Escape From To-
morrow comes from one of the quotes 
in the trailer, which describes it as “a 
fi lm that should not exist by any ratio-
nal defi nition.” Not only does Moore 
use licensed and copyrighted Disney 
characters and images in his fi lm, but 
he also almost always captures them 
in the most menacing and unsettling 
ways possible. However, instead of 
suing Moore and the production com-
pany, the corporate giant has decided 
to forego legal action. In doing so, they 
have avoided making this a high profi le 
case, granting the little indie fi lm less 
press and, maybe, a wide release. Be-
fore I even stepped into the theater, I 
was 100% on the movie’s side.

The fi lm starts with a POV camera 
riding on Thunder Mountain, a train 
coaster that goes in and out of tunnels, 
with credits interspersed between 
shots. Near the end, one of the men in 
the car in front of the camera stands up 
too high going into a tunnel, which pops 
his head cleanly off. Before you can be 
sure of what you’ve just seen, the title 
card fl ashes. This opening jolt puts you 
on edge for the rest of the fi lm’s fi rst 

with blacking out and apparent alco-
holism makes the audience unsure of 
what images and ideas to trust. 

The thing that really gives the movie 
an edge over other fi lms of its ilk is that 
it can automatically fuck with some of 
your innermost and innocent memo-
ries. Even if you’ve never been to Dis-
ney World, the characters that pervade 
public consciousness get put in such a 
unique and unsettling circumstance: 
not in some blog post about Disney 
conspiracy theories, not in a fan-made 
video on Youtube, but a commercially 
released, fantastic-looking feature fi lm 
that the corporation has actively con-
demned. Not to over-simplify or make 
light of my own taste, but I can honestly 
say one of my reasons for seeing this 
movie was, in simplest terms, “fuck 
Disney.” And for the build up, that and 
the crazy trailer were the only things 
propelling me to be so pro-Escape 
from Tomorrow. I was delightfully sur-
prised that the fi lm turned out to not 
be the hard-hitting horror fi lm I thought 
it would be, but instead a smart, well-
shot, and somehow relatable movie set 
in the most “magical” place on earth. 
Although it probably won’t get a wide 
release any time soon, I urge you to go 
down to the IFC right off the West 4th 
stop on the D train and support this 
fi ercely daring independent fi lm.

Escape from Tomorrow Cast Trips Balls for 90 Minutes
by Connor O’Brien
Executive Co-Editor Disney turns into the scariest happy place on Earth

Futher proof that mascots Futher proof that mascots 
are the devil incarnateare the devil incarnate
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A few weeks ago my friend men-
tioned to me in passing that she knew 
a Jesuit exorcist living here at Fordham. 
Immediately, I knew this could make a 
great article for the paper. What could 
be better for our annual Halloween is-
sue than an interview with a real life Je-
suit exorcist? Short of witnessing a real 
exorcism, not much. So like an elderly 
octogenarian with nothing better to 
do, I rushed to the library and checked 
out all the books on exorcism Ford-
ham had. As backup, I also watched 
a healthy dose of exorcism movies on 
Netfl ix. When I fi nally reached out to 
the priest, now learned in the ways of 
demonic possession, I was disappoint-
ed to hear that he had recently moved 
on to Georgetown. After a few calls, 
I tracked Father William 
O’Malley to his residency 
at Seattle University, where 
he had even-more-recently 
moved. High on what I felt 
was my greatest journalistic 
sleuthing to date, it never 
crossed my mind that the in-
terview could blow up in my 
face. And blow up in my face 
it did. 

Father William O’Malley, 
born in Buffalo, New York, 
lived and worked at Ford-
ham University for more 
than twenty years. If you’ve 
seen The Exorcist, you’ll 
remember Father O’Malley as Father 
Dyer, the priest who delivers the last 
rites to Damien Karras, the priest who 
saves little Regan from demonic forc-
es. In addition to appearing in the fi lm, 
Father O’Malley served as an advisor 
to the director, which to me meant he 
was probably a super exorcist of some 
kind. When I reached Father O’Malley 
by phone, I had hoped to interview him 
about the ins and outs of exorcisms, 
the Church’s stance on the whole 
thing, and maybe hear a scary story or 
two about run-ins with demons. Father 
O’Malley declined to comment for the 
story. 

In the few moments that I did speak 
to him over the phone, Father O’Malley 
quoted The Exorcist twice, apparently 
haunted by the fi lm he himself helped 
create. This struck a chord with me. 
Yes, I had seen The Exorcist before, and 

yes, it was enjoyable. But as a lapsed 
Catholic who never made it past First 
Communion, this exorcism stuff never 
really scared me. That didn’t stop me 
from feeling a little paranoid when a 
Jesuit priest I spoke with looked me 
straight in the eye and told me my soul 
was in danger for writing this very arti-
cle. Suddenly, it wasn’t so easy to write 
everything off as superstition. After all, 
Father O’Malley seemed to think this 
movie was real enough to quote and 
fear. Could there be something more to 
The Exorcist than amazing practical ef-
fects and a straightforward possession 
plot line? Now I wanted to know. Sure, I 
had been turned away by my so-called 
super exorcist, but suddenly the cogs 
were turning. 

William Friedkin’s fi lm, as many 
know, was based on William Peter 
Blatty’s best-selling book of the same 
name in 1971. The book, in turn, was 
based on the real life exorcism case 
of twelve year-old Roland Doe back in 
1949. Many of Blatty’s details were 
pulled from the diary of Father Bishop, 
a Jesuit priest who witnessed the exor-
cism fi rst hand. If you’ve seen an ex-
orcism movie, you’re familiar with the 
details: demonic voices, fl ying objects, 
unexplained body welts and scars, you 
know the kind. Interestingly, the case 
of Roland Doe is considered by the at-
tending priests to be a legitimate pos-
session.

In researching for my interview with 
Father O’Malley, I encountered a num-
ber of these supposedly “real deal” 
possession cases which stand in con-
trast to the myriad alleged posses-

sions that can usually be tied to men-
tal health issues. Interestingly, nobody 
is more skeptical than the Catholic 
Church when it comes to possessions. 
Typically, priests and bishops are only 
allowed to exorcise somebody after ex-
tensive psychological tests have been 
performed, and only in the presence 
of a trained psychiatric professional. 
Many times, one exorcism simply isn’t 
enough (Roland Doe was exorcized 
thirty times before he was cured), and 
the affl icted may not see any improve-
ment at all.

Let’s step back to The Exorcist for a 
moment. Since its release in 1973, the 
number of alleged exorcism cases in 
America (both Catholic and Evangeli-
cal), have gone up signifi cantly. Accord-

ing to Michael Cuneo, author 
of American Exorcism, most 
people who claim they are 
possessed are white and 
middle class. And every year, 
more exorcism fi lms are put 
out by Hollywood (all terrible 
derivatives of The Exorcist, 
but that’s neither here nor 
there). Last year, the New 
York Times ran an article 
called “Modern Day Exor-
cisms Performed in Mexico 
City” accompanied by a pro-
vocative set of black and 
white photographs depict-
ing prayer, convulsions, and 

screaming. Apparently exorcism sells. 
Whether you’re Christian, agnostic, 

or atheist, stories like The Exorcist have 
the unique ability to frighten, titillate, 
and intrigue. It takes a lot for the Cath-
olic Church to admit real demonic pos-
sessions are happening, but despite 
these modern times we live in, there 
are still reported cases. Maybe that’s 
why you don’t have to be Catholic to 
fi nd exorcism movies frightening. Even 
I, the self-identifi ed atheist, couldn’t re-
sist a blessed rosary from a Jesuit after 
he told me my soul was in imminent 
danger. I guess what I’m saying is that 
in my search for exorcists and demons, 
I’ve started to understand why The Ex-
orcist continues to be cited as one of 
the scariest movies of all time. That’s 
saying a lot for a movie made four de-
cades ago.

Reader Beware: Your Soul is in Danger
The Exorcist is no laughing matterby Gibson Merrick

Co-Editor in Chief
What: Of Montreal
Where: Music Hall of Williamsburg
When: Monday, October 28th, 8:00 
p.m.
How Much: $25
Why: I’ve seen this band 5 separate 
times live. They’re responsible for 
me making some of my best friends 
and put on some of the best shows 
in the world. Always theatrical and 
ornate, the Athens mainstay’s new, 
pared-down album will present yet 
another dimension to their perfor-
mance. If you’ve never seen them 
before, there’s no time like the 
present.

What: Spirit Family Reunion
Where: The Music Hall of Williams-
burg
When: Saturday, November 2nd, 
8:00 p.m.
How Much: $20
Why: Too indie for a Wikipedia page, 
Spirit Family Reunion is a lesser-
known folk band that deserves to 
be about a thousand times more 
famous than they are. They sound 
like open fi elds and sunshine and 
America; call them the Old Crow 
Medicine Show for the young, poor 
Brooklynite of today. They’re playing 
alongside Hurray for the Riff-Raff, 
a Puerto Rican Bronx native turned 
folk-bluesy singer with her touring 
band The Tumbleweeds.

What: Titus Andronicus, Lucero, The 
Menzingers
Where: Terminal 5
When: Friday, November 8th, 8:00 
p.m.
How Much: $25
Why: Break out your leather jackets, 
guys, Titus Andronicus is back in 
town. The New Jersey-based punk 
rock band is touring after releasing 
their latest album, Local Business, 
last October. They’re headlining with 
Lucero, a country-punk (right??) 
band from Memphis described as 
Arcade Fire combined with Leon 
Russell. And as if that wasn’t cool 
enough, Scranton punk rockers The 
Menzingers are opening the show.

SHOWS!

Jesus weptJesus wept
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What: For Everest, LVL UP, Julia 
Brown, Little Big League
Where: Rodrigue’s Coffee House
When: Friday, October 25th, 6 p.m.
How Much: FREE
Why: This Friday, Rodrigue’s is 
bringing you the best of lo-fi  indie 
and punk rock, for free. Little Big 
League, a collaboration between 
members of both Titus Andronicus 
and Strand of Oaks, is a reason to 
all by itself, but multiply this by four 
and make it absolutely free. Head 
over before Pres Ball! 

What: Stand-Up and Free Pizza
Where: The Blackbox (Back Door of 
Collins)
When: November 1-2, 8 p.m.
How Much: FREE
Why: Your resident FET fangirl is 
returning with news of the Black-
box’s next show: Fordham Stand-Up 
is opening for Free Pizza, Fordham’s 
own sketch comedy group. Every-
thing is completely student-written, 
directed, and performed, and they’re 
hilarious. If you haven’t gone to an 
FET show yet, I feel bad for you.

What: The Village Halloween Parade
Where: Starts at 6th Ave between 
Spring and Canal
When: 7 p.m.
How Much: FREE
Why: The icnonic parade is celebrat-
ing its 40th anniversary and literally 
anyone can join as long as they’re 
in costume. After a lackluster event 
due to Hurricane Sandy last year, 
this year’s theme of revival will hon-
or New York’s recovery. To volunteer, 
sign up at halloween-nyc.com.

What: Md. Sq. Eats (Madison 
Square Eats)
Where: Worth Square
When: Now until Friday, October 25, 
11 a.m. to 9 p.m.
How Much: Depends
Why: Some of the city’s best restau-
rants and world-renowed chefs test 
out new dishes using local ingre-
dients for us hungry New Yorkers 
to enjoy. All of this in the beautiful 
Worth Square Park in the heart of 
the Flatiron district. 

events!
Tucked between Compare Supermar-

ket and 189th on Webster Avenue lies 
what at fi rst glance appears to be a 
fl orist or a natural foods store. That’s 
what brought me there one crisp au-
tumn day: the mistaken conception 
that Original Products Botanica car-
ried gluten-free products. I couldn’t 
have been more wrong. When I fi rst 
walked in, my nostrils were assaulted 
by a smell that can only be described 
as potent. It was a mixture of incense, 
overripe produce, fragrant fl owers, and 
what I suspected to be animal blood. It 
was disgusting. My ears, however, were 
treated to the melodic strains of Juan 
Luis Guerra’s “La Llave de Mí Corazón” 
as I salsa-ed my way down the aisles. 

 At fi rst, it was hard to tell exactly 
what the Botanica sold: there were 
statues, plants, a plethora of can-
dles, strange sticks, and what at 
fi rst glance appeared to be playing 
cards. It wasn’t until I saw the long 
and elaborately decorated capes 
that I realized I wasn’t in a natu-
ral foods store. I was in a Santería 
shop.

Santería is a religion that es-
sentially blends elements from the 
Yoruba religion of West Africa with 
Roman Catholicism. After the colo-
nization of the New World, the Span-
ish enslaved thousands of West 
Africans to work in the sugar cane 
and coffee plantations of the Carib-
bean. Despite Spanish efforts to con-
vert them to Catholicism, many West 
Africans preserved their culture and 
belief system by blending it with the 
Catholic religion, creating an entirely 
new religion. It is still widely practiced, 
particularly in Cuba, Puerto Rico, and 
the Dominican Republic. Adherents 
of Santería believe in orishas, spirits 
in the natural world that represent a 
manifestation of God. Many of these 
orishas are identifi ed with a Catholic 
saint and have a particular color and 
number. For instance, Babalú Ayé is 
seen as Saint Lazarus and associated 
with the number 17 and the colors 
white, blue, and brown. 

Santería is centered around rituals 
and ceremonies, and does not have a 
central creed. Thus, rituals are elabo-
rate affairs that involve a great deal 

of preparation and attention to detail, 
hence the need for the Botanica on 
Webster Avenue. These ceremonies in-
volve herbal cleansing, divination, ani-
mal sacrifi ce, offerings, altar building, 
music, dance, and possession trance 
and are usually offi ciated by a Santero, 
or priest. The capes I saw in the Botan-
ica are the vestments Santeros don for 
the rituals, and come in a variety of col-
ors depending on which orisha they are 
sacrifi cing to. The strange sticks are an 
integral part of healing rituals.

However, people often practice 
Santería without the mediation of a 
Santero. The Botanica was fi lled with 
old Hispanic women who bore an un-
canny resemblance to my abuela, 
perusing spell books and making se-

lections of fresh herbs for traditional 
medicine. A couple deliberated over 
which statue to take home, torn be-
tween the Virgin Mary in a bright pink 
cloak or Chango/Saint Barbara, the 
warrior orisha. Employees dashed 
between the front of the store to the 
back, from which the smell of animal 
blood emanated. A woman idly fl icked 
through the rack of tarot cards as I at-
tempted to identify the function of the 
numerous wooden bead necklaces. 

After a while, however, I started to 
get the creeps and quickly left. A lot of 
people think of Santería as a quaint re-
ligion for cute Hispanic grandmothers, 
but let me tell you: that shit is real. 

While writing this article, I spoke to 
my abuela about her experiences with 
Santería in Cuba. She explained that 
though she was never afraid of Sante-

ros or scared of people who practiced 
Santería, she had a healthy respect 
for it. When she was growing up, kids 
were told to stay inside on the big 
Santería feast days for fear that their 
blood would be taken for a ritual. When 
I expressed my skepticism, my abuela 
told me that her aunt once caught the 
nanny drawing blood from the children 
and storing it in vials. The nanny prob-
ably meant no harm, but nevertheless, 
stories such as these were widely circu-
lated and served as a warning to many. 

Before leaving Cuba for the United 
States in the early 1960s, my great-
grandmother took my abuela and her 
siblings to the bembé held at the end 
of the sugar cane season. A bembé is 
a celebration in Santería held to expel 

evil spirits and in-
voke the blessings 
of good spirits. This 
particular bembé 
took place near the 
sugar mill and the 
goal was to get the 
good spirits to help 
with the process-
ing of the sugar. My 
abuela described 
how black chickens 
were bled out then 
tied into a sacred 
tree with red rags. 
A large bonfi re was 
built and the ba-

balao, or head Santero, began a rhyth-
mic dance around the bonfi re to the 
music of the bongos and the rattle of a 
donkey’s jaw.

The dancers rose and fell to the 
music, stomping their feet and sing-
ing while sprinkling holy water every-
where, which my abuela tried to dodge. 
I asked my abuela if she felt weird at-
tending the ceremonies of a religion so 
different from her own, to which she re-
plied that everyone was welcoming and 
friendly, though she wasn’t a fan of the 
part in the ceremony where everyone 
strokes each other to bring good luck.  

The Original Products Botanica may 
not sell gluten free products, but if 
you’re curious about an extremely in-
teresting religion, I recommend stop-
ping by, if only to pick up a few dozen 
candles.  

Need a Love Potion? Botanica Has You Covered
by Sofi  Muñoz
News Co-Editor Plus abuelita details a Santería ceremony

Little neighborhood grandmas Little neighborhood grandmas 
don’t seem so innocent anymoredon’t seem so innocent anymore
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Banksy Takes New York, Displeases Philistine Mayor Bloomberg

The Schizophrenic Hobo Performer You Can Friend on Facebook
Kalan Sherrard’s creeptastic marionettes haunt the D trainby Jack Giacchetti

Staff PTSD
Imagine you’re headed into Manhat-

tan on the D train. There’s construc-
tion ahead; you’ll have to get off at 
this station and wait for a transfer. As 
you step off the train, you’re greeted 
with the familiar smell of fecal matter, 
although this time it isn’t so familiar. 
It’s somehow more ripe than normal. 
Ahead on the platform you see the cul-
prit, a man crouched on the ground in a 
soiled union suit with an assortment of 
boxes and other unidentifi able equip-
ment. In between his teeth is clamped 
a harmonica, and around his neck is a 
necklace made of silverware and ani-
mal bones. He wears no shoes. At fi rst 
you think he is selling something, but 
as you get closer you realize that this 
is some of the “free entertainment” 
that the upperclassmen are always 

telling you exists down here. His equip-
ment turns out to consist of boxes of 
horrible homemade marionettes: hor-
rible in the sense that they’re made of 
animal bones, dirty scraps of gauze, 
and repurposed parts of normal plas-
tic dolls. Especially breasts. You look 
into his cold, deadened blue eyes and 
have only a moment to realize you’ve 
made a grave mistake before the show 
begins.

The entertainment itself was the 
type that straddles the line between 
intriguing and terrifying. The particular 
episode I saw was a heart-wrenching 
tale of a spirit rejected by the material 
world, who desperately wants to return 
and be loved by God. At least, it might 
have been something like that. To de-
scribe the show more literally, an onion 

was placed on the ground and a chalk 
circle drawn around it. A marionette, 
made of what seemed to be a possum 
skull, pigeon bones and grimy shred-
ded burlap emerged from a box and 
fl oated eerily around the onion as its 
manipulator drooled through his har-
monica and produced music evocative 
of the ambience of hell. There was also 
a cameo by a baby doll whose lower jaw 
had been removed and replaced with a 
full set of human teeth. After fi ve unex-
plainable minutes, the skeleton “spirit” 
fi nally reached down and touched the 
onion as the music reached a crescen-
do. Although I can’t explain the mean-
ing, the experience was very power-
ful. It must have been one of the best 
street performances I’ve seen, despite 
how incredibly disturbing the entire ex-

perience was. 
As I left the scene to get on our next 

train, the performer, Kalan Sherrard, 
told us the name of his website, which 
allowed me to learn his name and a bit 
more about who he is. As it turns out, 
he is a traveling performer and artist 
who has appeared all over the country, 
not a schizophrenic hobo. He might 
still be schizophrenic though. He’s got 
a Facebook too, and my roommate ac-
tually had a mutual friend with him... 
from Texas. If you feel like staying up 
late tonight or just want to be cultur-
ally enriched, I highly encourage you 
to read volumes of unnerving text and 
catch some videos of this guy in action 
at enormousface.com.

That $60 Banksy piece you bought might actually be real
by Monica Cruz
Arts Co-Editor

The elusive British graffi ti artist 
Banksy makes New York City his can-
vas in his latest public art project, “Bet-
ter In Than Out.” Described by New York 
Magazine as “part scavenger hunt 
and part performance piece,” the 
pieces’ locations are not revealed 
by the artist himself, instead ran-
domly discovered by passers by 
and then spread via social media. 
Fans rush to the site in hopes of 
viewing the pieces before they 
are tampered with or completely 
erased. For those not familiar with 
him, Banksy is the pseudonym for a 
millionaire hailing from Bristol, Eng-
land. Though little is known about 
the mysterious artist, the political 
and social commentary expressed 
through his graffi ti have become 
iconic throughout the world. 

As I write this, there have been 
19 installations featured in all fi ve 
boroughs. Another unique aspect 
of this project are the witty and infor-
mative audio guides that accompany 
several of the pieces, which viewers 
may access through calling the toll-free 
number stenciled near the artwork. 
The fi rst piece was discovered on Oc-
tober 1st and located on a wall on Al-
len Street in Manhattan. Featuring two 

Depression-era young boys pointing to 
a sign that ironically reads “Graffi ti is a 
crime,” the piece was quickly painted 
over. Another notable installation, en-

titled “Sirens of the Lambs,” featured 
a slaughterhouse truck full of animal 
puppets making loud squeaking nois-
es, an obvious commentary on the 
meat industry and likely inspired by the 
time Banksy supposedly spent working 
in a butcher shop. Naturally, the truck 
fi rst appeared in the Meatpacking Dis-

trict, and will continue to drive around 
the city for another week.

Closer to our neck of the woods, 
Banksy placed a replica of a sour-faced 

Ronald McDonald getting his shoes 
waxed by a live actor outside of a Mc-
Donald’s in the South Bronx. Accord-
ing to the silly yet eerie audio guide, 
the statue serves as a criticism of the 
polished image major corporations at-
tempt to create, and the many over-
worked laborers who create the wealth 

that only the few get to enjoy.  
Most notoriously, on October 13th, 

Bansky hired a street vendor to sell his 
paintings on Central Park South, with-

out actually advertising the fact 
that they were his. His paintings 
were sold for $60 to clueless New 
Yorkers who are now in posses-
sion of invaluable pieces of art.

Personally, I’m a huge fan of 
the anti-capitalist themes and wit 
present in a lot of his work. Ban-
sky is set to continue unveiling 
one piece per day for the rest of 
the month and I’m really excited 
to see what else he has in store 
for New York. Hopefully he can 
continue blessing our city with his 
provocative and often hilarious 
art in peace. When asked about 
his thoughts on Banksy, Mayor 
Bloomberg stated that “Graffi ti 
does ruin people’s property and 
is a sign of decay and loss of con-

trol.” The artist responded by posting a 
picture on his website of the New York 
Post with the headline “Get Banksy! 
NYPD hunts artist.” In his typical mys-
terious manner, he captioned the pho-
to with, “I don’t read what I believe in 
the papers.”

Banksy’s work discovered on Banksy’s work discovered on 
October 9th in the Lower East SideOctober 9th in the Lower East Side
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The annual New York Film Festival, 
run by the Film Society of Lincoln Cen-
ter, is one of the largest, most presti-
gious fi lm festivals in the United States, 
along with the Sundance Film Festival 
and the Telluride Film Festival. As a 
fi lm-obsessed teenager growing up 
in Lincoln, Nebraska, I only dreamed 
about being able to go to such a fantas-
tic and high-profi le festival, but in the 
last few weeks my dream came true!

About three weeks ago I went to 
see the Coen Brother’s Inside Llewyn 
Davis. When I think about Coen Bros. 
fi lms, I tend to classify them into two 
different groups: Coen comedy (The 
Big Lebowski, Raising Arizona, Intoler-
able Cruelty, etc.) and Coen gritty dra-
ma (Blood Simple, No Country for Old 
Men, True Grit, etc.). There is undoubt-
edly an overlap because many of their 
dramas are fi lled with humor and many 
of their comedies have a lot of darkly 
comic violence, and none of their fi lms 
are tonally black and white, but you 
can broadly categorize their fi lms in 
this way.

However, Davis is diffi cult to place; 
it contains that distinctive Coen fl are, 
but it is neither violent nor a comedy. 
The fi lm, like life, has a great balance 
of humor and powerful yet understated 
drama. It contains a 
sort of quiet energy. 
Davis is a look into 
a week in the life 
of the title charac-
ter (played by Oscar 
Isaac), a folk singer 
in Greenwich Village 
in the early 1960s. 
When we meet 
Llewyn he is just get-
ting over the suicide 
of his music part-
ner and is currently 
living from couch 
to couch of whoever of his “friends” 
will let him stay with them. Llewyn is 
talented, depressed, self-destructive, 
lonely, frustrated, and an absolute jerk 
to everyone that he comes across, yet 
the audience still desperately wants 
him to succeed despite him making 
the wrong decision at just about every 
turn. Isaac gives a layered and brilliant 
performance that says so much with-

out saying anything at all (not to men-
tion his beautiful singing voice). Isaac 
is not a household name as of yet (you 
might recognize him from his small but 
memorable turn as Carey Mulligan’s 
husband in 2011’s critically acclaimed 
Drive among other supporting roles) 
but I’ll bet that he will become much 
better known after this fi lm comes out. 
With a terrifi c cast, great direction, and 
a funny and nuanced script, Davis is 
one of the best fi lms I have seen this 
year.

On Saturday, October 12, I attended 
3 screenings, the fi rst of which was Al-
exander Payne’s Nebraska. I am a big 
fan of Payne’s, and as an aspiring fi lm 
director who is also from Nebraska, it 
is inspiring to see someone from my 
own little state become so successful. 
Unsurprisingly, none of his previous 
fi lms have hit home for me as much as 
Nebraska. The fi lm focuses on Woody 
Grant (Bruce Dern), an elderly man liv-
ing in Billings, Montana who receives 
a letter saying that he’s won a million 
dollars and needs to go to Lincoln, 
Nebraska (my hometown) to claim his 
prize. His son (Will Forte) and wife (June 
Squibb) try to convince him that it’s 
a hoax, but after Grant’s many failed 
attempts at leaving for Nebraska, his 

son decides that he will take him there 
so he can “live out this fantasy.” Their 
journey brings them into the small Ne-
braska town where Woody grew up and 
we are shown an interesting cast of 
characters, from Woody’s ex -business 
partners to his brothers and in-laws, all 
of whom have different reactions to the 
news that Woody is coming into some 
money. Bruce Dern gives an Oscar-wor-

thy performance as the abrasive, alco-
holic, confused, possibly Alzheimer’s-
ridden Woody, and the other actors 

play beautifully around him. Payne and 
screenwriter Bob Nelson perfectly cap-
ture the sweetness of rural small town 
life but also the simple-mindedness 
and pettiness that arises from those 
places. A scene that perfectly shows 
this is when Woody’s wife comes down 
to her hometown and asks her son to 
take her to the cemetery so she can 
“pay her respects:” “And here’s where 
your father’s sister is buried. She died 
in a car accident when she was just 
19 years old. She was real whore.” Ne-
braska will make you cringe, clap, and, 
though bittersweet, will leave you with 
a smile on your face.

At the end of the night, I attended the 
World Premiere of Spike Jonze’s Her. 
Her is an absolutely brilliant fi lm. The 
plot follows Theodore (Joaquin Phoe-
nix), a man in the middle of a divorce 
living in a futuristic world that is not 
too many years off from today. Theo-
dore buys an OS (operating system) de-
signed to do anything he wants named 
Samantha (voiced by Scarlett Johans-
son). The fi lm follows the relationship 
between Theodore and Samantha as 
they begin to fall in love with each other. 
As strange and seemingly inaccessible 
as the premise may seem, Her is one 

of the most relatable fi lms about the 
true nature of love and relationships 
that I have ever seen. This is Jonze’s 

fi rst fi lm written completely 
by himself, and it makes me 
want more and more fi lms 
written by him. Known for di-
recting Being John Malkovich 
and Adaptation (both fi lms 
based on Charlie Kaufman 
screenplays), I have al-
ways felt that Jonze’s fi lms, 
though creative and amus-
ing, lacked heart (something 
that Kaufman improved on in 
his later screenplay for Eter-
nal Sunshine of the Spotless 
Mind). Her is almost all heart. 
There is obviously a point 
made in Her about the way 
people in our new digital age 
have found it more diffi cult to 
communicate and relate to 
real people - Theodore’s job 
is to write beautiful handwrit-
ten letters to people’s loved 

ones that they could never come up 
with themselves - but the focus is on 
our two main characters’ relationship. 
It’s not about Theodore’s inability to 
relate to others so much as is it about 
them both realizing what it means to 
be human and allowing happiness to 
enter your life wherever you can fi nd it. 
Johansson is just a voice coming out of 
a computer for the entire fi lm, but the 
way she creates a character with only 
her voice is mesmerizing; I don’t know 
what the rules say about “voice parts,” 
but if the Academy would be a little 
more open minded, Johansson should 
get an Oscar nomination for this role. 
Phoenix and the rest of the cast also 
blew me away; everyone was perfect. 
Her has to be one of best fi lms of the 
year so far.

Events like the New York Film Festi-
val provide an opportunity for avid fi lm 
lovers like myself to see movies that 
have not yet been released theatrically 
or have only been screened at other 
fi lm festivals. If the festival is hosting 
a world premiere of a fi lm (like Her) the 
audience gets a chance to see a movie 
that has never been shown before. For 
fi lm buffs in New York it is the must-see 
event of the year.

Freshman Film Buff Blown Away at the New York Film Festival
by Eileen McLean
Staff Nebraskan

Inside Llewyn Davis, Nebraska, and Her are all must-sees

Oscar Isaac looking sad with his catOscar Isaac looking sad with his cat

Joaquin Phoenix looking sad with Joaquin Phoenix looking sad with 
his moustachehis moustache
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Simultaneously campy and 
terrifying, People Under the 
Stairs is a must see if you’re 
looking for something original 
and legitimately unsettling. An 
“urban” tale of class warfare, 
this movie packs enough un-
settling family scenes to merit 
it’s own Tumblr.

A drama about a middle 
aged Chinese woman look-
ing to preserve her youthful 
beauty. How she does this...
well we won’t spoil it. Trust us, 
the payoff is great. We’ll say 
no more!

A new and noteworthy ad-
dition to Netfl ix’s horror cata-
logue, this movie follows an 
aspiring surgeon’s descent 
into body modifi cation/ cos-
metic surgery underworld. 
The woman who plays the Bet-
ty Boop character deserves 
some kind of award.

A classic among classics. 
Sam Raimi’s follow up to 
his original Evil Dead packs 
in more splatstick than you 
can even imagine. Deadites 
abound, this fi lm is easily one 
of the best on Netfl ix. Watch 
it before it disappears!

Witches are back in a big way 
these days (hopefully that 
means the zombie craze can 
go away for a while), and this 
great horror comedy packs 
enough witchcraft, one liners, 
and boob jokes to merit at 
least one viewing. Ladies, 
don’t judge it by its cover! 

A stop motion horror musi-
cal with Frankenstein, the 
Wolfman, Dracula, the Invis-
ible Man (and more!), Mad 
Monster Party is one awe-
some little fl ick. If you enjoy 
drugs, this is a good option. 
If you don’t enjoy drugs or if 
you usually don’t like “scary” 
movies, also a good option.

Ti West’s slow burn ode 
to 70s horror, House of 
the Devil is all about many 
unsettling things one college 
aged girl ignores for some 
cash. Babysit for a 7 foot tall 
stranger, in a giant terrifying 
house? Sure! It takes a while 
for things to get going, but 
the payoff is great. 

The quintessential beer 
drinking movie, Nuke Em’ 
High packs in enough blood, 
mutant punks, meltdowns, 
explosions, and “atomic 
weed” to satisfy even the 
most jaded fi lmgoer. The 
theme song is also great.
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by the paper
STAFF OF LASCIVIOUS FOOLS
  It’s hard enough as it is to decide 

what to be for Halloween, so why not 
let the paper help you out? We’re full 
of great ideas for sexy costumes. If 
you come to our offi ce dressed as 
one of our suggestons, you will be eli-
gible to win a bucket of candy corn! 
There might be soap in it, but you 
still won a prize so stop complaining. 
Anglerfi sh Custome
by Isabel Brown

Sexy Anglerfi sh Costume—the cos-
tume with enough oomph for the buck-
teethed and underbitten! Remember 
that hideous fi sh with the lamp on its 
head that Marlin and Dorie meet in 
Finding Nemo? You won’t need any 
glamourous false eyelashes or elabo-
rate makeup to bait your traps dressed 
as this guy. Even if you aren’t blessed 
with a mouthful of razor-sharp teeth, 
you can accentuate your look with a 
fl ashlight taped to your head. Reel 
them in with some tasteful glow-in-the-
dark contacts for that bioluminescent 
sparkle in your bulbous eyes. And it 
wouldn’t be a truly sexy spectacle if 
you covered your unfortunate human-
legs with a pair of pants. Instead, get 
that slimy feel by rubbing yourself down 
with Vaseline, dyed black with food col-
oring, and slip into a lawn-size Hefty 
bag. Jut your jaw and strut your stuff.
Tobias Fünke
by Caitlin Hufnagle

If you’re an “Arrested Development” 
fan like I am, then I’m sure you’re go-
ing to be repping your favorite show 
this Halloween. And what better way to 
show your pride, I ask, than dressing as 
Tobias? But, this is not just any Tobias 
costume, my dear friends. All the ladies 
gather round, because this year, you’re 

going as SEXY Tobias. It’s simple: wear 
some tiny jean shorts, a royal blue crop-
top, and fi nally, blue body paint EVERY-
WHERE. Now, complete your alluring 
ensemble by seductively saying all the 
Tobias phrases you wish you could use 
in everyday life, but simply can’t. These 
include (but are not limited to) your ca-
sual “I just blue myself,” the fl irtatious 
“You blowhard!” or the inviting “Do 
these effectively hide my thunder?”  
Now your sexy Tobias transformation 
is complete. Why go as sexy Tobias you 
ask? Because it’s equal parts sexy and 
creepy, and 100 percent amazing. 
The Echidna
by Elena Meuse

Nowadays there are so many sexy 
animal costumes that it’s getting hard 
to be original. However, one animal is 
by far sexier than all others and I can 
almost guarantee no one has ever 
thought of it before. The echidna is the 
majestic Australian cousin to the be-
loved platypus. One of the only egg lay-
ing mammals in existence, the echidna 
is not only special, it’s also truly unique 
in appearance. Like its platypus breth-
ren, the echidna sports a combination 
of features that seem more like a result  
of radiation poisoning than natural 
selection. You’ll defi nitely be original 
sporting the spiky fur and long distinc-
tive snout of the beautiful echidna. Cre-
ating the costume is simple. Just go to 
your local costume retailer and pick up 
a sexy hedgehog costume (don’t worry 
they exist) and add a long beak. Throw 
on some stilettos and fi shnet tights 
and you’re done!
Mr. Rogers
by Jack McGovern

This year for Halloween I am going to 
be Mr. Rogers. It will be a beautiful day 
in the neighborhood as I lure in plenty 

of dandies and socialities to my Hallow-
een party with my meticulously ironed 
red sweater and my convivial smile. 
Since the main reason we all love Mr. 
Rogers is that he lets everybody into his 
house, than it looks like this costume 
is going to demand the same from me. 
I’ll let everyone into my house, no mat-
ter who they are. I’m not afraid of the 
world. I’m no dingus. I’ll let everyone 
in. I’ll provide everyone with alcohol. If 
they want to rearrange my furniture, I 
will let them. That’s going a bit too far, 
you say. People are going to take ad-
vantage of you. Someone might eat all 
the food in your fridge, or treat you with 
disrepsect. That’s a false mentality to 
have. We are all brothers and sisters 
on this bountiful planet, and I, Mr. Rog-
ers, want to show you that. Come to my 
party. Need a place to crash? Sleep 
on my comfy couch, or in my cozy bed. 
Bring everyone you know; I don’t care, 
I’m Mr. Rogers. Don’t you want to make 
new friends?
The iPhone
by Steph Colombini

Sexy iPhone - the costume of the 
21st century!  These days most people 
feel like they can’t live without their 
handheld pieces of Steve Job’s soul.  
But it’s YOU they won’t be able to re-
sist once you’re rockin’ this costume!  
Here’s how it works: you are the phone, 
you’re outfi t is the case.  Gel, of course 
is far more fl exible than the black plas-
tic monstrosity it comes with (or used 
to come with, as you can’t even blink 
in an Apple Store lately without getting 
charged). So get yourself a bodysuit 
made entirely of silicon.  The choice of 
color is entirely up to you, but neon col-
ors really amp up the shock and awe.  
You may be worried about sweating 
in such a moist, form-fi tting material, 

but have no fear!  You’ll be cutting out 
the front of the torso and the face, so 
there will be plenty of breathing room.  
As your eyes are lenses to the world, 
you’re face will be the camera on top.  
The midriff’s where the costume gets 
especially catered to you. Pick your fa-
vorite apps, and make some icons to 
stick on your body.  App-a-holics will get 
more coverage; but if you’re like me 
and only care about Gmail and Safari, 
or you’re just feeling super scandalous, 
it’s pasty time!  Last, but not least, the 
menu/summon Siri from the depth of 
hell button:  I think we all know where 
that’s going to be...Flaunt it, and I as-
sure you, you’ll have a VERY happy Hal-
loween.
Tarzan
by Zoe Sakas

To save time and money this Hallow-
een, how about snatching a pillow case 
from your bed at home, cutting out a 
nice little square-ish triangle piece 
(depending on your body shape) and 
snipping away with some scissors you 
borrowed from your little sister until it’s 
just the right size to barely cover you 
in the back and in the front. Then fi nd 
something to tie it together, and BAM, 
you are now Tarzan. I invite all you ded-
icated, Halloween-loving men to really 
take it to the next level. If you’ve seen 
Tarzan before, you’ll be sure to know 
that his fi gure was a little more, well, 
impressive than most. All who are inter-
ested should start going to the gym. You 
never know how far a couple hundred 
push-ups, sit-ups, or whatever you guys 
do, will go. A beer belly, muffi n top, or 
meatless chest just won’t cut it. If you 
follow the steps I’ve recommended, I 
guarantee that you’ll go home with an 
equally sexy Jane on Halloween night.
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Actually Miley, I can believe that. I just 
can’t believe that you thought those 
were good lyrics.

Finally we get to her already released 
singles from BANGERZ: “We Can’t 
Stop” and “Wrecking Ball.” I’m just go-
ing to say it, “We Can’t Stop” was only 
successful because Miley made two 
drug references and people lost their 
minds. Other than that, there’s nothing 
special about it at all. “Wrecking Ball” I 
will admit is really good both musically 
and lyrically. Yay for Miley!

So what’s the fi nal verdict? BANGERZ 
is an unoriginal album, a complete me-
lodic mess, and if Miley’s career didn’t 
launch from a children’s show then no 
one would care that she has the ability 
to take off her clothes. 

someone spilled coffee on a computer 
while Britney Spears walked by. “4X4” 
is a mix of country and rap that at fi rst 
sounds like we’re in for a fun ride but 
we soon realize that Miley just wants to 
show us that she knows how to curse. 
Wow Miley how scandalous, what’s 
next? Can you extend your middle fi n-
ger too?!?

“My Darlin,” I think, is supposed to 
be some sort of love ballad, but at the 

last minute the pro-
ducers of BANGERZ 
decided to just auto-
tune Miley saying the 
same three generic 
lines over and over 
again and call it a 
day. “Love Money 
Party,” “Drive,” “Do 
My Thang,” “Maybe 
You’re Right” and 
“Someone Else”  
honestly could have 

been sung by someone else; that’s how 
unoriginal and forgettable they were. I 
got excited for “FU” because I thought 
Miley was going to give Fordham a 
shout out, but instead all I heard was 
a song that sounded like a reject from 
a Broadway musical. “#GETITRIGHT” 
#GOTITRIGHT with an intriguing beat, 
but #GOTITWRONG with the lyrics 
“Would you believe I’m dancing in the 
mirror, I feel like I got no panties on” 

“I CAME IN LIKE A WRECKING BALL!!”
Yes you did, Miley. Like a wrecking 

ball, you came in and destroyed every-
thing in your path, including my ear-
drums.

BANGERZ is Miley Cyrus’ debut part 
two (It’s her fi rst album after “murder-
ing” Hannah Montana). 
Ever since she released 
the Rihanna-rejected 
“We Can’t Stop” back in 
June, she’s been hyping 
her new album nonstop. 
She has equated it to 
Michael Jackson’s Bad. 
Miley said, “There are 
albums that people are 
still listening to, like Mi-
chael Jackson’s Bad…I 
want people to listen 
to my album like that,” 
and suggested that she was going to 
change the landscape of modern pop, 
“I’m going to be that artist to so many 
people, so I want to make sure my re-
cord is the best it can be. I’m trying to 
set a new standard for pop music, so it 
has to live up.” She does neither.

The fi rst song on her album “Adore 
You” asks “Are you listening?” presum-
ably because you’ve fallen asleep by 
the second verse. “SMS” sounds like 

Miley Cyrus
Bangerz
by Siobhan Donahue

Dominik Hauser
Halloween: The Sound of Evil
by Gibson Merrick

Right off the bat, you should know 
this is a tribute album. I didn’t when I 
bought it, and ultimately it doesn’t real-
ly matter, but hey, now you know. Faith-
fully composed by some Swiss guy, 
this Halloween soundtrack compilation 
(like the fi lms in which they appeared) 
is a really mixed bag. 

Listening to these 
songs, you realize just how 
much Carpenter’s original 
score affected the music 
of the sequels. Sure, there 
are the obvious retoolings 
like Halloween II’s “Theme 
from Halloween II,” but 
also subtler emulations 
that do their best to con-
jure up the same dread, 
apprehension, and fear 
that the original songs 
created so well. That’s more evidence 

(as if you needed any), of just how awe-
some the original fi lm, and its music, 
truly are. Still, it makes you wish Car-
penter, who worked to compose much 
of the sequels’ music, was a little more 
adventurous with his subsequent ef-
forts. The same can be said for the oth-
er composers, who, in trying to evoke 
Carpenter’s work, really just wasted a 
good opportunity for something fresh. 

One standout is the scoring from the 
Rob Zombie remakes, specifi cally the 
track from his “re-imagined” Hallow-
een II, a fi lm I’m actually really fond of 
(precisely because it wasn’t afraid to 
do it’s own thing). 

Also, the inclusion of “Mr. Sandman” 
on the CD is a nice touch. It is easily 
the best song on here not pulled from 
Carpenter’s original score. 

Honestly, this collection is only really 
ideal for some Halloween party atmo-
sphere or if you’re really into ALL the 
Halloween movies (or are looking for 
an excuse to watch them). If that inter-
ests you, come fi nd me and I’ll burn you 
a copy. It’s not worth the $10.

Danny Brown
Old
by Sam Torres

Enter Danny Brown: your quintesen-
tial drug dealer turned rapper. Except 
the narrative of this upcoming rapper 
is old in presentation and form. Danny 
Brown is old. At 32, he is fi nally put-
ting out his debut album Old on Fools 
Gold Records. His rap style? Far from 
old. With an oversized personality, an 
unpredictable fl ow, and even more un-
predictable imagery, Brown’s style is as 
versatile as they come. Through a spec-
trum of smooth to electronic boom-

ing production, 
Brown brings you 
into his world 
of drug dealing, 
drug takin, and 
of course, vul-
gar sex with “our 
bitches.”

The album is 
split in half by 
the songs “Side A 
(Old)” and “Side 
B (Dope Song),” 

representing the two sides of singles or 
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F. Scott Fitzgerald said that an ex-
clamation point is like laughing at your 
own joke, and we all know that Panic! 
At the Disco is the joke.  It would be too 
easy to write a review of Panic! At the 
Disco’s new album and say how much 
of a shitstorm it is, or to muse about 
why anyone would waste their time lis-
tening to a bunch of turds play our their 
melodramatic psychodramas for forty-
fi ve minutes, or to dismiss them as yet 

Panic! At The Disco
Too Weird to Live, Too Rare to Die
by Jack McGovern

In all honestly, this review started out 
as a joke. I mean, come on. 11,000 Vir-
gins? Yeah, I like Gregorian Chant con-
siderably more than the next girl, but I 
didn’t think I could sit through a whole 
album of it. But then I sat down. And I lis-
tened. And I heard every melody, every 
harmony, and I came to a realization. I 
really, really love Gregorian Chant, y’all 
(or plainchant, as I’m going to refer to 
it). And I especially love Hildegard von 
Bingen. For those of you who aren’t fa-
miliar with my girl Hildegard, let me lay 
this down for you: Hildegard was a nun 

Hildegard Von Bingen
11,000 Virgins 
by Kate Delaney 

in the eleventh century, but she was 
also a writer, philosopher, and most 
importantly, a composer. In the male-
dominated world of pre-modern musi-
cology, Hildegard emerged as the most 
recognizable names in medieval mu-
sic. She is one of my lady idols, along 
with, like, Lauryn Hill and Beyoncé.

Keeping in mind that y’all aren’t re-
ally into plainchant like I am, I’ll try to 
keep this simple for you. I’m a sucker 
for harmony, which you don’t get a lot 
in plainchant. I mean, technically, you 
don’t ever get harmony in plainchant; 
the whole point is that everything is 
in unison. But whatever the techni-
cal term is here, my girl Hildegard will 
occasionally throw in a counterpoint 
melody on top of her fi rst melody with 
simultaneously haunting and heart-
achingly beautiful results. Slight varia-
tions on the “Benidicamus Domino,” a 
short one-minute chant, appear three 
times, with the middle piece introduc-
ing an enchanting upper-voice melody.

My personal favorite on the album 
was “Favus Distillans,” which employs 
a intricately winding melody line ac-
companied by a drone in a lower voice 
(one tone sounding for multiple mea-
sures), but I was particularly intrigued 
by “O Rubor Sanguinis.” This chant is 
one of my favorites of Hildegard’s, and 
this time I heard it sung by not one 
voice, but four. Though I personally 
fi nd one voice more powerful for this 
chant, which allows more rhythmic in-
terpretation on the part of the singer, 
it was amazing how the stricter melody 
sounded more hollow than the usual 
melancholy (plainchant does not ac-
count for note length values, only 
vague line lengths which the singer 
is left to interpret). I’ve heard stron-
ger voices, but these four women’s 
voices blend effortlessly. I don’t think 
I’ve ever heard a better blend; the four 
voices seem to sound as one, yet when 
they split for single notes at a time the 
harmonies are still perfectly balanced. 

In conclusion, I get that you don’t 

another manifestation of the cultural 
logic of late capitalism. It’d be too easy, 
for example, to describe all of the vile, 
disgusting things I’d rather do than lis-
ten to them, like touching dog poo.

Their newest album is the hottest 
album you’ll hear for months and it’s 
called Too Weird to Live, Too Rare to 
Die. The title is derived from Fear and 

Loathing in Las 
Vegas, which isn’t 
surprising, since 
the members of 
Panic! seem like 
intellectual types 
who like to hit 
the casino after 
railing ketamine. 
Themes include 
symbolic identity 
and its relation-

ship to gender (“Girls/Girls/Boys”), the 
seductive nature of tobacco products 
(“Nicotine”), and getting boners while 
checking out babes (“Miss Jackson ft. 
LOLO”). These are the only three songs 
I listened to off the album and they 
were all lousy.

Here’s a brief summary of the album 
(a thinly veiled autobiography of the 
frontman’s life): 1) he hangs out in Ve-
gas 2) he smokes cigarettes 3) he yells 
about chicks that he went to the bone 
zone with. The only conclusion that 
anyone could draw from all of this is 
that they’re holograms created by the 
New World Order in order to pound us 
sheeple into submission.

EPs. The fi rst half is supposed to be the 
“old” Danny Brown that his fans have 
been clamoring for. It is mostly smooth 
for an underground production, except 
for a couple electronic beats here and 
there, Brown deals with the strugles of 
his past life as a drug dealer. Songs like 
“Clean Up” show the introspective na-
ture of Brown’s songs that gave him so 
much respect. Other songs 
like “Wonderbread” show 
Brown’s bizarrely entertain-
ing nature. Here he details 
a youthful trip to get “Won-
derbread” and all the hor-
rors he sees on the way.

The second half of the 
album is supposed to be 
the party anthems his 
mainstream following has 
called for. In “Side B (Dope 
Song)” Danny proclaims that this is his 
last song about selling dope because 
it does not relate to his life anymore. 
Now he will rap exclusively about doing 
dope. Standout songs like “Dip” and 
“Smokin & Drinkin” are your typical 
concert bangers topped with a touch 
of Danny Brown’s erratic style mixed 
with MDMA. The album ends with the 
song “Float On,” tying the two sides of 
the album together by talking about his 
struggles with life and drugs and how 
he is determined to reach his dreams 
of becoming a successful rapper. Over-
all this album has the look and feel of a 
real classic. Through his unconvention-
al lyrics, personality and beats, Danny 
Brown is pushing hip-hop past any bou-
nary that can be concieved as old. 

want to listen to plainchant. It’s “bor-
ing,” sometimes the songs are 10 min-
utes long, I get it. But I wish you knew 
what you were missing. This is a really, 
really great recording. God, I love Hilde-
gard.

T r i c k y 
Treats:

Creepy Collabs 

These collaborations are scari-
er than all of the Baby Geniuses 

movies combined. Imagine.

Cool It (The Global Cool-
ing Song Raffi ft. David 

Suzuki
The Raffs takes on the very adult 
issue of climate change, featur-
ing environmental activist Da-
vid Suzuki. Play it on repeat if 

you hate yourself.

23—Mike WiLL Made-It ft. 
Miley Cyrus, Juicy J, and Wiz 

Khalifa
MiCy collaborates with Mike 
WiLL Made-It, Juicy J, and Wiz 
Khalifa on a track that will nev-
er. Get. Out. Of. Your. Head. 
The worst part is that you’ll kin-

da like it.

Good Time—Paris Hilton ft. Lil 
Wayne

It’s exactly what you think it is, 
except the Wayne verse is worse 

than you could ever fathom.

Let Me Go—Avril Lavigne ft. 
Chad Kroeger

Avril Lavigne ft. Chad Kroeger

Who You Love—John Mayer ft. 
Katy Perry 

Just skip to the manic cackle at 
the end. “I think that’s a love 
giggle,” Perry stated in an inter-
view with Sirius XM’s Morning 
Mash Up. We’re not sure either.
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I’m gonna I’m gonna 
scare so many scare so many 
people with people with 
this maskthis mask
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Since the government 
furlough, Mr. Penguin was 

forced to bartend at the local 
Candy Lounge. As a side 

hobby he draws 
comics, YOU SHOULD JOIN 

HIM AND DRAW COMICS FOR 
the paper! 
Email us at

paper.fordham@gmail.com!
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