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by Sofi  Muñoz
News Co-Editor

rail line “connects history and future, 
past and future; as well as connecting 
continents, Marmaray connects peo-
ple, nations and countries."

From the onset, however, the project 
was stalled due to archaeological dis-
coveries of artifacts in the Bosporus 
seabed, as well as domestic concerns 
that the construction of Maramaray is 
a colossal waste of money and resourc-
es. The Marmaray comes with a hefty 
price tag of $4.5 billion, and is only one 

part of Prime Minister Erdogan’s ambi-
tious plan to transform Istanbul into a 
more modern metropolis, one befi tting 
Turkey’s rising role in the global econ-
omy. 

The tunnel’s location near a fault 
line has also sparked concern over the 
dangers of earthquakes and called into 

question the safety of the project. As 
one onlooker reportedly said, “Nothing 
that runs under water can be safe.” Of-
fi cials have dismissed these concerns, 
though on the fi rst day of operations, 
the Marmaray experienced a loss of 
power and several emergency stops.

Prime Minister Erdogan and Trans-
port Minister Binali Yildrim also plan 
on constructing a separate tunnel for 
passenger cars under the Bosporus, a 
third bridge over the strait, and a mas-

sive canal to completely bypass 
the Bosporus. 

Turkey is also in the process of 
constructing the world's largest 
airport. Why the building boom? 
As one of the world’s emerg-
ing powers, it seems that Turkey 
is attempting to assert itself by 
building up its infrastructure and 
becoming an indispensable stop 
along Eurasian trade routes. In 
fact, some critics of Prime Min-
ister Erdogan claim that through 
grandiose projects such as the 
Marmaray, he is attempting to 
emulate the sultans of the Otto-
man Empire. 

Yet, as the New York Times re-
ported, these allegations do not 
seem problematic to the majority 
of Turks, who welcome Erdogan’s 
attempts to engage with the West 
and reestablish Turkey as a major 

player in the global arena. Seen through 
this lens, the construction of the Mar-
maray is more than just an innovative 
solution to congested traffi c, or even a 
marvel of modern technology. Rather, it 
is a step towards a renewal of Turkish 
power and infl uence, and a vital link in 
the restoration of a modern Silk Road.   

Deep, Dank Tunnel Takes Europe & Asia Where the Sun Don’t Shine
No continents were harmed in the construction of this passageway
nel in just four minutes with 1.4 kilo-
meters (or approximately 1 mile) of the 
tunnel running 180 feet directly under 
the Bosporus, in what is being hailed 
as an astounding engineering feat.

The opening of the Marmaray coin-
cides with the 90th anniversary of the 
modern state of Turkey, and represents 
the fulfi llment of a 150-year-old dream 
to link Istanbul by rail line. Sultan Ab-
dul Mejid fi rst conceptualized the idea 
for an underwater link between Europe 

and Asia in the 1850s, though at the 
time of his reign the idea was fi nancial-
ly and technologically unfeasible.     

 In 2004, Prime Minister Recep Tayyip 
Erdogan revived the project, stating, “It 
fell to us to realize it.” He claimed that 
it was more than a mere innovation in 
commuter transport; the underwater 

Think the commute between the 
Bronx and your internship in Brook-
lyn is tough? Try commuting between 
continents. Every day, millions of 
Turks travel from one side of Istanbul 
to the other, a commute that involves 
crossing the Bosporus Strait, which 
connects the Black Sea to the Sea of 
Marmara and divides Istanbul between 
Asia and Europe. 

This has presented the ancient city 
with the challenges of eas-
ing congestion in the me-
tropolis while also allow-
ing the approximately 15 
million inhabitants to go 
about their daily business. 
Additionally, because of 
Istanbul’s unique position 
straddling two continents, it 
has long been an important 
link in trade between Asian 
nations, such as China, 
and countries in Western 
Europe that utilize Istanbul 
as an important link along 
their trade routes. 

Until October 29, the 
only way to move people 
or goods from the Europe-
an side of Istanbul to the 
Asian side, and vice versa, 
was crossing the Bosporus 
on a ferry or driving across 
two road bridges, which were often 
gridlocked. But last Tuesday, Turkey of-
fi cially opened the Marmaray Link, the 
world’s fi rst underwater rail system that 
joins the continents of Europe and Asia 
like never before. Commuters will now 
be able to travel quickly and comfort-
ably along a 13.6-kilometer (8.5-mile 
to devotees of the English system) tun-

Water can’t stop our Water can’t stop our 
love, mon cheri!love, mon cheri!
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Canadian Tween Hacks Government in Exchange for Videogames
by Caitlin Hufnagle
Copy Chief Fear not, the nation’s maple syrup reserves were uneffected

the National Assembly of Quebec and 
in exchange received a plethora of vid-
eo games. Fair trade, right?

Just think about when this kid’s par-
ents got a call from the police about 
their young man. They probably thought 
he was caught doing something like 

sipping a beer, or engaging in some 
friendly neighborhood vandalizing. But 
no, he was actually working for an inter-
national hacking group during the Qué-
bec student uprisings of 2012, which 
rallied against tuition fee increases. 
His hacking work ended up causing 
$60,000 in damages and left certain 
government sites offl ine for over two 

days. The preteen pleaded guilty to 
three charges of hacking government 
websites, though claims he was not po-
litically motivated, and just “saw it as a 
challenge.” 

On October 31, The Straits Times, Sin-
gapore’s main newspaper, published 

a “mislead-
ing” profi le on 
an Anonymous 
video that pro-
tested Canada’s 
online liscenc-
ing regulations.
In response, 
a hacker (who 
calls himself 
“The Messiah”) 
took control 
of the Straits 
Times website, 
placing an omi-
nous image of 
the Guy Fawkes 
mask (which has 
now become 
an emblem of 
the Internet 

network) with the message “Dear ST: 
You just got hacked for misleading the 
people!” Anonymous also defaced over 
200 small Australian websites on No-
vember 1 and 2 in response to Edward 
Snowden’s latest revelation (Psst: the 
NSA has been using Austalian embas-
sies to spy in Asia). The message sim-
ply read “Stop spying on Indonesia”. 

These types of online attacks are 
becoming increasingly prevalent. For-
give me, but I’m about to sound like 
your Intro to Media Studies professor. 
The power of the Internet has provided 
people with an interesting and mallea-
ble platform—you can make your voice 
known, just have fun with your hacking 
skills, or even protest without ever actu-
ally leaving your house (and then hack 
into sites protesting those idiots who 
didn’t understand your original pro-
test). These Anonymous “attacks” have 
brought to light the fact that no matter 
how old someone is, they can have a 
serious effect on society…even if their 
primary motive was video games.

 Anonymous, like the internet gen-
eration that is coming to fruition, does 
not silently accept problems they see 
in the world, and regardless of whether 
it was their initial intention or not, they 
(and groups like them) are becoming 
major driving political and social forc-
es. If they see something wrong, they 
take action, even though it is through 
unorthodox ways. Seriously, if you don’t 
like this issue, just hack onto fupaper.
org and wreak some havoc—I’d support 
it. Also, just a friendly reminder, there 
are probably 12-year- olds who could 
do it better. 

Kids these dayzKids these dayz

Fifth grade was an uncertain time. 
My biggest accomplishment was not 
being the worst player on the soccer 
team. I was also pretty worried that I 
still hadn’t parted ways with all my baby 
teeth, and when I got bored, I retreated 
to the promise of pure entertainment 
and joy that was my Nin-
tendo. But a 12 year old 
Canadian boy from Que-
bec completely trumped 
all of my middle school 
achievements, and prob-
ably yours too, because in 
May 2012 (when he was 
actually eleven) he hacked 
the freakin Canadian gov-
ernment.

I get it, middle school 
sucks—hormones are rag-
ing, you start to hate your 
parents and you don’t 
know why, and you’re 
probably going through 
some sort of unfortunate 
“hardcore” music obses-
sion. Still, amongst all 
these angst-y revelations, 
a young Canadian managed to single-
handedly dismiss the “benevolent Ca-
nadian” stereotype and sell important 
government information to the “hack-
tivist” group Anonymous. The boy (who 
also remains anonymous) obtained 
administrative credentials for websites 
belonging to the Montreal police, the 
Quebec Institute of Public Health, and 
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Little Blonde Girl Found with Not-so-Blonde Parents 

Pregnant Pennsylvanian Woman Wages War on Hands

by Siobhan Donahue
Staff Detective

by Sarah Palacios
Staff Haphephobe

Global community asks, “Who’s that girl?!”
found in a raid. When it was noticed 
that she doesn't look anything like the 
couple who claimed to be her parents, 
an international search for her family 
was instigated. Through DNA  testing, 
it was discovered that she is the child 
of an impoverished Roma couple living 
in Bulgaria. Her birth was registered in 
Greece where she was adopted by an-
other Roma couple. Ever since she was 
taken away by Greek police and placed 
in a private institution, the investiga-
tion over her family and adoption has 
continued.

This is where historical prejudices 
are rising up again. In non-European in-
ternational media, the story has been 
that Maria's real parents gave her up 
because they could not afford to take 
care of her. Thus us Americans are be-
ing told a story about how an impover-
ished couple was in a diffi cult situation 

and how another couple was willing to 
give their child a better life. 

In European media, the story sounds  
a lot less like a Lifetime movie. It's be-
ing reported that Maria's real parents 
have been trying to sell each of their 
ten children and that the Romani in 
general  are a bunch of child selling 
thieves. European media has also 
been liberal with the ethnic slur gypsy, 
and unlike American media where the 
word is used in ignorance, European 
media uses the term out of hate. 

This bias against the Roma people 
has complicated the Maria case. There 
is no clear indication of how Maria was 
being treated by her adopted parents. 
Also, the stereotypes are unfairly being 
attributed to Maria's real and adopted 
parents. Since it was a Romani family 
that the Greek police took Maria from, 
no one seems to care about the fact 

that Maria was placed in the care of 
private institution, an action which vio-
lates the UN Convention on the Rights 
of a Child. The reason for the apathy re-
garding the action of the Greek police 
has to do with the fact that people want 
to use this story to validate their preju-
dices, rather than look at the truth of 
the situation. 

Maria quickly became an interna-
tional mystery. Was her adoption le-
gal? Or did her parents really sell her? 
Also, with all of Europe's biases and 
discrimination against the Roma peo-
ple, will the Greek and other European 
agencies working on this investigation 
be able to do their jobs without jeopar-
dizing its integrity? Many questions are 
still coming up surrounding the discov-
ery of Maria.   

are ignored just like everyone else. 
The truth is that pregnant women in-

cite in many people an excitement that 
manifests itself in the form of “OOOH 
CAN I RUB YOUR BELLY?” This is abso-
lutely ridiculous. Pregnant women deal 
with all kinds of inconveniences: morn-

ing sickness, headaches, and a gener-
al discomfort associated with gaining 
an extra 30 pounds all localized in your 
stomach. 

Yet still, people think it’s fi ne to break 
down all barriers of personal space 
and ask if they can rub her stomach. 
Sometimes, they don’t even ask. Even 
worse, they won’t stop when asked to. 
This brings us to the hot question buzz-
ing in Cumberland County, PA: Is this 

unwanted touching an 
annoyance or crime?

I’m leaning towards 
both, and so is Penn-
sylvania state law. 
Though no new law is 
being formed (despite 
the deceiving head-
lines), Pennsylvania 
law is taking a stand 
in defense of the com-
plainant, Michelle 
Troutman. She and 
her neighbor, Richard 
Beishline, will appear 
in front of a judge if he 
decides not to plead 
guilty and pay the fi ne 
allotted with respect 
to existing harass-
ment laws in Pennsyl-

vania. “The [only] problem is when you 
harass, annoy, or alarm in the act of 
touching, then it’s a violation, a harass-
ment charge,” explained Phil DiLucen-

te, an attorney serving this case. 
Media coverage has blown this case 

out of proportion. If a woman who 
wasn’t pregnant fi led a harassment 
claim against a man who wouldn’t 
stop touching her or refused to leave 
her house when asked, nobody would 
be quite so shocked. Regardless of 
the fact that many strangers and well-
intentioned people also enjoy touching 
women’s pregnant stomachs, the thing 
that makes this harassment is that a 
man was physically touching a woman 
in her home, and would not stop when 
asked. When it comes down to it, rub-
bing pregnant bellies is no more illegal 
in Pennsylvania today then it was last 
year. 

The importance of this case is that 
it sets a precedent. It is the fi rst of its 
kind, which probably speaks more to  
the progress in women’s rights than a 
change in what types of touching are il-
legal. The action taken against this man 
is a positive thing in that it gives voice 
to an issue that has plagued pregnant 
women for years. More important than 
just redefi ning the law, it has helped 
unify women’s voices against all too 
present invasions of personal space. 

HANDS OFFHANDS OFF

Imagine you’re in your trailer home, 
minding your own business, maybe 
cooking some spaghetti, when your 
neighbor Richard knocks on the door. 
He greets you with a hug, a welcome 
you found alarmingly warm. “Hey Rich-
ard, can you stop?” you ask. 
“I just want to be friends!” he 
assures you. “Richard can you 
stop touching my stomach? 
No, Richard, really, stop rub-
bing my belly.” Sure, you’re 
pregnant, but why is that an 
excuse? Richard storms off to 
his own trailer. You fi le a po-
lice report. Wait. What?

The majority of people who 
pick up this paper probably 
have never been pregnant, 
and about half of you will nev-
er be able to truly know the 
joys and tribulations of the 
pregnancy experience. I, for 
one, have never thought too 
hard about what it’s really like 
to be a pregnant woman. Ac-
cording to my research, how-
ever, it brings quite a bit of unwanted 
attention. That is unless, of course, 
they happen to be looking for a seat on 
public transportation. In that case, they 

The Romani are a nomadic ethnic 
group who live in Europe,  who through-
out European history, have been sub-
jected to many persecutions. Even 
today they are still subjected to mass 
discrimination in Europe. Fun fact: did 
you know that one of the biggest geno-
cides in European history was of the Po-
rajmos by the Nazis during World War 
II, which killed so many people that the 
Bohemian-Romani language became 
extinct? Don’t worry if you didn’t; most 
Europeans don't care either.

When a mysterious blonde girl, Ma-
ria, was found by Greek police during 
a raid on Romani settlements, Eu-
rope's societal issues with the Roma 
people started to resurface, this time 
on an international scale. Maria, who 
was reported to be between the ages 
of four to six, is a blonde girl who was 

Belly touching: social nicety or douchey invasion of personal space? 
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Tentacles Abound! But Only in Virtual Reality
by C Sarah Stafford
Comix Editor

 Is anime behind Japan’s declining birthrate?
club – she probably feels that marriage 
would prohibit the type of lifestyle she 
has worked to achieve.  And if you think 
bros are bad, Japanese women have 
to deal with a generation of men more 
obsessed with animated boobs then 
real ones. If women think that mar-
riage is only going to result in their lives 
changing in dramatically negative ways 
of course they are not going to want to 
get married and would rather just stay 
single and have what they see as bet-
ter lives.

Another factor is the youth’s back-
lash against traditional Japanese 

culture. Traditional marriage is seen 
as largely undesirable to most young 
people. Which brings me to the next 
point: that the Japanese work force 
is completely ridiculous. If you think 
school is a lot of work in America, you 
would have a mental breakdown in 
the Japanese school system. Students 
are expected to not only go school and 
complete homework, but to also attend 
cram school (glorifi ed tutoring) both 
early in the morning before school and 
after the school day is over. Little time 
is left for personal pursuits and rela-
tionships. 

In our culture, if a person did not care 
about school they would not bother – 
but in the Japanese culture it is con-
sidered your duty to your family and 
country to do well in school. And once 
you’re out of school the work environ-
ment does not get much better. Work-
ing a 90 hour week would be consid-
ered lazy in Japan. Knowing just how 

diffi cult, strenuous, and time consum-
ing just working in Japan is, it seems 
like no wonder that most young ambi-
tious people say they do not have time 
and do not care about dating. Granted 
I make that excuse too, but I am not an 
entire country.

I’m weary of the argument that tech-
nology and entertainment is the rea-
son for the declining birth rate, but it 
certainly does contribute to it thanks 
to the fact that it takes away from in-
terpersonal relationships with others. 
Still, every culture has this type of en-
tertainment – video games, comics, 
and television – and they do not have 
this issue. The much more prominent 
issue is how every aspect of a sexual 
relationship is commoditized in Japan. 
I mean, you can buy a fake vagina in a 
vending machine over there! 

In Japan, the emotional and physi-
cal needs of an actual relationship 
are met in unconventional ways. Also 
all kinks are allowed in entertainment, 
yet are not socially acceptable in real 
life – lolicon, yaoi, yuri, and hentai 
being a few examples. Editor’s note: 
google at your own risk.

The head of family planning in Japan 
stated that, “sexual drive comes from 
men,” so it is pretty obvious the kind 
of social issues and sexism issues this 
country has. And lets not even talk 

about homosexuality, which is treat-
ed as “immaturity” that people need 
to grow out of when they become an 
adult. Oh, and for all of those who are 
probably suffering from some sort of 
psychological issues from all of these 
negative social factors, therapy is virtu-
ally nonexistent in Japan. So you can 
forget about a comfy therapist’s couch 
to work through your mental health is-
sues in Japan! 

I think it’s safe to say Japanese cul-
ture had some pretty messed up as-
pects. Granted, I really like the culture 
and fi nd it fascinating. The art move-
ments coming out of Japan – such as 
Superfl at – are incredibly innovative 
and creative, perhaps because of Ja-
pan’s screwy social backdrop. Overall, 
I think there are plenty of social issues 
in Japan which are contributing to the 
declining Japanese birthrate.

Realer 
Than Fact

Crown Heights, Brooklyn
Axe Body Spray has yet to claim a 
victim, but it’s getting closer as the 
days go by. This past Wednesday, 
a sixth grader released a pungent 
cloud of Axe into his classroom at 
Medgar Evers College Preparatory 
School in Crown Heights. Emergen-
cy crews rushed to the Brooklyn 
school to investigate the smell, and 
eight students were overpowered 
by the distinctive scent of Axe and 
had to be transported to the hospi-
tal. No students were injured, but 
gross assault was done to the nos-
trils of this week’s most unlucky 
sixth graders. The most concerning 
news, however, is that this was not 
isolated incident. Axe was banned 
from Freedom High School in Beth-
lehem, Pennsylvania in March 
when a student was hospitalized 
after exposure to the “cologne.” 
Serious shoutout to Medgar Evers 
and Freedom High for showing ini-
tiative, y’all.
   -KD
Caracas, Venezuela
Venezula can’t seem to get rid of 
Hugo Chavez, despite the fact that 
the despotic socialist leader died 
from cancer nearly a year ago. 
Several Venezuelans, from mine 
workers to Chavez’s successor 
President  Nicolas Maduro, have 
reported seeing apparition of the 
late Mr. Chavez. After 14 years of 
power, Hugo Chavez garnered an 
almost religious, one that contin-
ues after his death. In the most 
recent incident, subway construc-
tion workers claimed they saw 
Mr. Chavez’s large and corpulent 
face hovering on a wall. President 
Maduro was quick to legitimize the 
event, emotionally stating,  “So you 
see, what you say is right, Chavez 
is everywhere, we are Chavez, you 
are Chavez.” No word yet as to 
whether Hugo Chavez has graced 
Grilled Cheese sandwiches.
   -SM 

by Kate Delaney & Sofi  Muñoz

Fuck men! Fuck men! 
(But not literally)(But not literally)

The rate of people marrying and hav-
ing kids in Japan has decreased by 
more than half. More adult diapers are 
sold in Japan than baby diapers, and 
most of this is a result of the entertain-
ment culture. Every aspect of a sexual 
relationship has been commoditized in 
Japan and the entertainment and sex 
markets of Japan are to blame. But 
whenever entertainment is blamed for 
a negative cultural phenomenon I am 
always wary of  buying into it.  

There are defi nitely other factors 
contributing to the declining birthrate 
aside from video games 
and host clubs (read on for 
details). In fact, blaming 
video games and anime for 
low birthrate seems awfully 
similar to the United States 
in the 1950s, when comic 
books were blamed for teen 
violence. Japan’s culture is 
notoriously sexist. Well, sex-
ist by Western standards – 
since women are expected 
to become housewives once 
married. And their fascina-
tion with robotics is partially 
due to their resistence of an 
immigrant labor force.

Both young men and young 
women in Japan do not want 
to date, have children, or even have sex. 
This includes attractive young people 
just as much as socially incompetent 
young people. In a short documentary 
on the sex industry in Japan, one par-
ticularly attractive young woman talked 
about how she likes frequenting host 
clubs, places where attractive young 
men talk to young women – not even 
strip or have sex with them, just talk – 
and she said that she would rather fo-
cus on her career and does not want a 
boyfriend or to get married. This is com-
mon for many attractive young woman 
in Japan; they would rather pay a few 
dollars for brief social interactions than 
commit themselves to a relationship. 

In Japan, when a woman gets mar-
ried she is expected to quit her job and 
dedicate her life to having kids. Since 
these women has probably dedicated 
her entire life to a successful career – 
as she admitted to spending hundreds 
of dollars a week at an expensive host 
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Pussy Riot Prisoner Mysteriously “Disappears” 
Husband and lawyer fear the worstby Gibson Merrick

Editor in Chief
Continuing in its longstanding tradi-

tion of despotic oppression, it seems 
that Russian offi cials are doing their 
best to silence Nadezhda Tolokon-
nikova, a member of the punk protest 
group Pussy Riot. Currently labeled as 
“missing” by the international press, 
Tolokonnikova’s disappearance into 
the depths of an unknown Russian gu-
lag has left American media unphased.

A little more than a month ago, 
Tolokonnikova released an open let-
ter detailing the horrifi c conditions of 
Russia’s Penal Colony 14 (PC-14), and 
declaring her intention to go on hun-
ger strike. “It has been a year since I 
arrived at Penal Colony No. 14,” she 
wrote, saying, “I will not remain silent, 
resigned to watch as my fellow prison-
ers collapse under the strain of slavery-
like conditions...I am convinced that it 
is my only way out of my current situa-
tion.” 

Her letter detailed the prison admin-
istration’s systematic use of sleep de-
privation, physical abuse, 16 hour work 
days, psychological damage, and other 
horrifi c methods to crush disobedience 
and opposition amongst prisoners. 
“The colony administration prevents 
any complaints or claims regarding 
conditions at PC-14 from leaving col-

ony walls by the harshest means pos-
sible...they use collective punishment: 
you complain there’s no hot water, and 
they turn it off entirely,” Tolokonnikova 
wrote. She also complained of what 
she said were death threats from the 
prison’s deputy chief. 

On September 29, Tolokonnikova 
was rushed to the prison hospital after 
fi ve days of refusing food. She was held 
there incommunicado until her return 
to PC-14 days later. Shortly after, of-
fi cials announced that Tolokonnikova 
would be transferred to another penal 
colony. Since then, neither her hus-
band nor her lawyer have been able to 
contact her. As this publication goes to 
print, Tolokonnikova has been missing 
for fourteen days, following her trans-
port by train to whereabouts unknown. 
According to Associated Press, public 
relations offi cials at the Russian Feder-
al Penitentiary Service, which oversees 
the conditions of prisons across Rus-
sia, could not be reached to comment. 

As horrifying and infuriating as Tolo-
konnikova’s story is, the fact of the 
matter is that this story isn’t unique in 
Russia. Tolokonnikova’s letter confi rms 
that there are many more women suf-
fering under the same harrowing con-
ditions, none of whom have the same 

international recognition as Tolokon-
nikova. “‘If you weren’t Tolokonnikova, 
you would have had the shit kicked out 
of you a long time ago...’ It’s true,” she 
writes, “others are beaten up.” And yet 
even with the attention of international 
press, the Tolokonnikova story remains 
almost untold in American news media. 

The trial and sentencing of Pussy Riot 
in 2012 made headlines across the 
world, while a majority of coverage on 
this story since then has been delegat-
ed to international new groups like Al 
Jazeera. Despite our nation’s suppos-
edly staunch defense of human rights 
and freedom of speech, the gross vio-
lations of both go unreported, save for 
the occasional aggregated Huffi ngton-
Post blurb.  

Tolokonnikova was due to be re-
leased from prison this coming May. 
Hopefully, her location will be revealed 
in the coming days or weeks, so that 
her husband, lawyer, and international 
news outlets can continue to cover 
her story. Meanwhile, it’s time we 
Americans start to question our own 
news media sources in the hopes that 
the corporatized media elite might 
just start dealing with issues that truly 
matter. 

Europe Ravaged by Storm
Big storm in Europe
Hurts people and lots of trees
Soggy times ahead

New York Raises Cigarette 
Purchase Age to 21
If you want a cig
You better not be eighteen 
Three more years to go

NEWS HAIKUS
by Sofi  Muñoz & Zoe Sakas

Smog in China 
Cannot see a thing
Cities are being shut down
Schools closed, smog day, yay!

Airport Shooting
In LA aiport
TSA offi cer killed
By New Jerseyan

Outbreak of Polio in Syria
Poor old Syria
An outbreak of polio
On top of it all

Illness in Albania
Hundreds of workers 
Became sick while harvesting
Cannabis, oh dear             -SM

Print me a house
New 3D printing
Can build an entire house
An era begins

Journalist kidnapped and 
killed in Mali
While interviewing 
Tuareg separatist group
“Not gonna make it”

Can I *beep* play with you 
*beep*? Please *beep*?

Human-like robots
Robots becoming
Impressively human-like
Respond to kisses               -ZS

Prospective lung disease patients 
everywhere are feeling let down after 
New York City Council’s recent vote to 
increase the legal age for purchasing 
tobacco products to 21. 

The bill, which was signed by Mayor 
Bloomberg on October 29, passed by 
an overwhelming majority vote of 35 
to 10. In addition to the new age lim-
it, other measures were passed that 
would place harsher penalties on busi-
nesses that evaded the tobacco tax, 
and place a minimum price of $10.50 
on any pack of cigarettes. The new law 
follows the precedent set by a slew 
of other anti-tobacco legislation that 
New York City, and consequently cities 
across the nation, have enacted in re-
cent years. 

It has been over a decade since the 
ban on smoking in indoor public places 

was passed, an anniversary that the 
Bloomberg administration has hailed 
as a milestone in its anti-smoking cam-
paign. Generally received as a success-
ful motion towards a healthier future, 
the administration claims that the rates 
of youth smoking has been cut in half. 
Between 2001 and 2007, the smok-
ing rate amongst youth decreased 
from 17.6%  to 8.5%. The recent bill is 
hoping to see a further drop in these 
numbers, as the increased purchasing 
age aims to limit the number of young 
adults that become addicted to ciga-
rettes in the fi rst place.

While supporters of the new bill were 
quick to list the law’s possible health 
benefi ts and lifesaving potential, the 
opposition, mostly teens and tobacco 
executives, took the news with their 
own particular brand of indifferent 

cynicism.
One concerned student, sick and 

tired of what he considers to be a so-
cialist regime intent on destroying 
highly valued personal liberties--80 oz. 
Coca-Colas, automatic weapons, pros-
titution-- was particularly disconsolate 
in light of the news. Peter Cahill, GSB 
‘42, said “You can’t even buy candy 
cigarettes anymore. Who wants to live 
in a world where you can’t buy candy 
cigarettes?”

Others were simply left speechless 
upon hearing the news. “Are you seri-
ous? I mean...like, rules...like...” said 
Andrew Kane, FCRH ‘16. Unfortunately 
Father McShane could not be reached 
for comment. The new law will take 6 
months to go into effect, so hurry kid-
dos, buy your smokes while you still 
can.

Lung Cancer Now a Luxury Reserved for the Elderly 
by Liz O’Malley
Editor in Chief

Mayor Bloomy raises smoking age to 21
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NSA Becomes World Authority on Penis Enlargement Pills 
by Maris Cuddeback
Staff Whistleblower

Enjoy reading all those spam emails, you assholes
In the course of several months, it 

was revealed that the NSA has con-
ducted electronic surveillance of the 
E.U., U.N., the International Atomic En-
ergy Agency, and embassies around 
the world. The NSA has also peeked 
at text messages, phone calls, internet 
data and/or email content of civilians 
and/or government offi cials in Hong 
Kong, China, South Africa, Germany, 
France, Italy, Greece, Japan, Mexico, 
South Korea, India, Turkey -- I could 
keep going but there are 196 countries 

in the world, depending on who’s do-
ing the counting. It’s not much of an 
exaggeration and it’s a lot less wordy 
to say that the NSA has spied, and in 
all likelihood is still spying, on basically 
everyone. 

In the past two weeks, it was revealed 
even heads of state are not exempt 
from the NSA’s listening ear; the NSA 
has also been spying on the Mexican 
president and the German chancellor. 
The NSA has also hacked into the con-
nections between data centers owned 
by Google and Yahoo, giving the agency 
access to almost all user data stored in 
the cloud. Apparently this surprised a 
lot of people, for some reason.

The NSA has broken a lot of rules, 
and everyone is justifi ably peeved. 

I’ll spare you the quotes from grumpy 
world leaders, who identically complain 
that the NSA’s activities constitute a 
major breach of trust and a violation 
international law. Irritatingly, the NSA 
has responded by asserting that all its 
activities are within the bounds of the 
law, etc., and any claims to the con-
trary do a disservice to the men and 
women who devote long hours to steal-
ing diplomatic secrets and reading 
your emails. Moving forward from this 
debacle, there are two questions that 

should be occupying our thoughts. The 
fi rst is, “What are the implications?” 
And the second, “Will it continue?”

As for the fi rst question, the implica-
tions may be more positive than you’d 
expect. 

The tech industry has been fruitlessly 
demanding greater transparency for a 
while, but now they’re getting specifi c. 
On Halloween, Facebook, Google, Ap-
ple, Yahoo, Microsoft and AOL sent a 
letter to some congressmen in support 
of a bill the lawmakers are sponsoring. 
If passed, the bill would end the bulk 
collection of phone records and create 
a “privacy advocate” to represent civil 
liberties within the NSA. The Washing-
ton Post was quick to note that this 
constitutes a “more aggressive” atti-

tude towards government. Personally, 
I can think of several things more ag-
gressive than a letter, but it is an en-
couraging start. What may ultimately 
be of greater relevance are the secu-
rity measures these and other compa-
nies are now putting in place, an idea 
that probably should have occurred to 
them a while ago. In any case, Twit-
ter has begun encrypting direct mes-
sages, Google has begun encrypting 
email and search queries, and other 
companies are similarly trying to make 
the private information with which they 
deal inaccessible to the government. 
The fact that they cooperated with the 
government’s information collection to 
begin with, and the fact their business 
models rely upon our private informa-
tion, remain problematic -- but those 
are issues for another day. 

As for the second question, the jury 
is still out. 

In an outrageously tardy public state-
ment, John Kerry admitted that the NSA 
may have gone too far. “I assure you, in-
nocent people are not being abused in 
this process, but there’s an effort to try 
to gather information,” he said, point-
lessly. Spokespersons for the NSA like-
wise show a marked dearth of spine. 
In press releases, offi cials at the NSA 
pout remorselessly and call Snowden 
a traitor. Despite calls for reform and 
general outrage, former intelligence of-
fers say real change is unlikely. 

Bobby R. Inman, an ex-director of the 
NSA, had a creative suggestion: the 
NSA should beat their whistleblower to 
the punch, and admit to everything that 
Snowden hasn’t yet revealed. As he 
aphoristically told the New York Times, 
“bad news doesn’t get better with age.” 
While it may be a little late for that, he 
makes an important point. The U.S. 
government keeps an extraordinary 
amount of secrets, but it also provides 
nearly a million and half people with 
top-secret clearances. Leakage is inev-
itable. Unless the U.S. government cuts 
it out with this Cold War stuff, or gets 
a lot more careful about doing it, this 
entire thing will happen again. One way 
or another, things are going to change, 
and soon. The question is, for better or 
worse?

If you haven’t been keeping up with 
the NSA leaks (and it’s a lot to keep 
up with), here’s the lowdown. On June 
fi fth, The Guardian reported that the 
National Security Agency has been 
monitoring millions of calls made by 
Verizon customers. The next day, it 
was revealed that the NSA also had 
access to the servers of major Internet 
companies through a program called 
“PRISM.”

President Obama was quick to de-
fend the NSA, saying that their surveil-
lance activities didn’t extend to U.S. 
citizens, but within the month we would 
learn that wasn’t quite true. It turns out 
that the NSA had in fact been collect-
ing U.S. email records since the Bush 
administration, using the unfortunate-
ly-named program “Stellar Wind.” 

Over the coming weeks, the nifty spy 
monikers kept rolling in. The Guardian 
revealed that “Boundless Informant,” 
an NSA tool that provides country-by-
country statistics on the agency’s spy-
ing capabilities, had collected almost 
3 billion pieces of intelligence on U.S. 
citizens in February 2013 alone. In 
July, the trusty Guardian wrote that the 
NSA had also been using a program 
called “Fairview” (cute) to spy on for-
eign civilians through foreign telecom-
munications’ partnerships with Ameri-
can telecoms. Then the Washington 
Post picked up on a program called 
“Upstream,” which apparently does 
the same thing as PRISM. Back to The 
Guardian: XKeyscore allows the NSA to 
collect “nearly everything a user does 
on the Internet” and store it in data-
bases searchable by name, email, IP 
address, region and language. This 
particularly terrifying program relies 
upon a network of some 500 servers 
sprinkled across the globe; in a train-
ing manual, the NSA calls it its “widest-
reaching” system for collecting Internet 
intelligence. 

Rewind to June, when former NSA 
contractor Edward Snowden revealed 
himself to be the whistle-blower. Our 
hero would fi nd himself trapped in the 
transit area of Moscow’s Sheremetye-
vo International Airport for some time, 
as every country in the world seemed 
reluctant to step on America’s increas-
ingly enraged toes. 

Raise your hand if you have been Raise your hand if you have been 
personaliy victimized by the NSApersonaliy victimized by the NSA
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 About two years ago, I was at a 
Yankee game when I realized how un-
characteristically disinterested I was 
in the greasily delicious stadium food. 
Despite my dad’s eagerness to drop 20 
dollars on a hot dog, I rejected his offer. 
After the game ended, I began to feel 
an intense pain in my lower right abdo-
men. I tried to play it cool, but it soon 
became evident that this pain wasn’t 
a normal stomach ache, and I was 
rushed to the hospital. After three love-
ly hours in the Sound Shore Medical 
Center waiting room, and a 
few more of being prodded 
and tested in every invasive 
way you can imagine, I was 
diagnosed with appendici-
tis. Luckily for me, the sur-
gery to remove my dysfunc-
tional appendix (that would 
have otherwise burst and 
killed me) was quick and 
simple. While I’m thankful 
that I didn’t fall victim to 
appendicitis, perhaps hu-
manity would be better off 
if I had.

In his landmark text 
The Origin of the Species, 
Charles Darwin detailed two analogous  
evolutionary processes: natural selec-
tion (which we’re all familiar with) and 
artifi cial selection, mankind’s use of 
selective breeding, eugenics, and oth-
er similar activities to achieve desired 
traits in a species. A few weeks ago, I 
started to watch a National Geographic 
movie The Science of Dogs, which ex-
plores the way humans have, over the 
last century or so, bred dogs to such an 
extreme level that over 80% of today’s 

breeds did not exist 150 years ago. 
The point? Dogs show us how human-
ity’s penchant for playing God has ac-
celerated (and maybe fucked with) the 
natural selection process. Not the kind 
of thing you want to hear when you’re 
stoned and trying to watch a stupid 
movie about dogs, but it got me think-
ing nonetheless.

Even if you didn’t know about our 
Frankenstein-esque dog breeding, the 
concept of humans interfering or af-
fecting the evolution of other species 

isn’t all that novel. Almost every year, 
a new infl uenza vaccine comes on the 
market, which goes to show how much 
super scientists around the world are 
affecting antibiotic resistance in micro-
organisms. Hell, you don’t even need a 
Bachelor’s degree to fuck with deadly 
bacteria--in the 8th grade I cultured 
a strain of E.coli that was resistant to 
fi ve of the most powerful antibiotics 
available to my 8th grade public school 
teacher. “How fl eeting are the wishes 

and efforts of man!” wrote Darwin, 
“how short his time! and consequently 
how poor will his products be, com-
pared with those accumulated by na-
ture.” 

The products of nature truly do suit 
us better. Prior to human intervention, 
and all the genetically-modifi ed food 
stuffs we’ve come to love, we were 
forced to stick to a diet low in fat and 
sugar to sustain a lifestyle in which 
we had to physically exert ourselves 
against the powers of the elements. 

Now, while our need to 
exert ourselves physi-
cally has subsided, our 
sugar and fat craving 
has stuck around. Our 
unrestricted consump-
tion of low-nutrient 
sugary foods has cre-
ated a problem that is 
destroying Americans 
-- the obesity epidem-
ic. This is what makes 
our generation the 
fi rst with a shorter life 
expectancy than that 
of our parents. 

Following mankind’s 
general trend to create problems that 
do not occur in nature, I’ve found 
through some research that my appen-
dix wasn’t dysfunctional at all. In fact, it 
was working just fi ne until we decided 
to severely alter our habitat. According 
to William Parker, Ph.D., “Infl ammation 
of the appendix is not due to a faulty 
appendix, but rather due to cultural 
changes associated with industrialized 
society and improved sanitation. Those 
changes left our immune systems with 

too little work and too much time their 
hands – a recipe for trouble.” We’re 
stifl ing evolution by taking away the en-
vironment that our bodies have been 
evolving throughout time and replacing 
it with a smoggy McHabitat. In a way 
we’ve gone mad with the power to cre-
ate and change where we live and what 
we put in our bodies -- and our creation 
may be coming back to haunt us. 

Picture a gaggle of fat American 
slobs living in the wilderness. Stumpy 
and incapable of breaking into even 
the slowest jog, how exactly would we 
have survived against hungry forest 
creatures like the grizzly bear or the 
wolf? Ill equipped to sustain ourselves 
on the large scale, our overweight 
sperm and eggs wouldn’t even get the 
chance to be passed down one gen-
eration, let alone many. Luckily for us 
though, the miracles of medicine al-
low us overcome nature’s unforgiving 
fi nger of death, so much so that even 
complete idiots deserve to be spared. 
You could drive a boat into a bomb fac-
tory while smoking a cigarette and doc-
tors still would save you, because they 
have to. Are we ever going to evolve 
past appendices if we go around sav-
ing everybody that, in nature, would 
have died of exploded appendices? I’m 
not saying we ought to stop saving peo-
ple (actually, wait...) but I would like to 
point out that, as a species, we’ve be-
come pretty good at taking the nature 
out of natural selection. We’ve nearly 
perfected the art of accelerating other 
species’ evolutionary trajectories while 
simultaneously slowing our own.

by Gibson Merrick & Sarah Pa-
lacios

Thanks a lot, ObamacareThanks a lot, Obamacare

Evolution is making us fat, stupid, and ill prepped for robot invasions
Maybe We Should Just Let Sick People Die
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Those Trees That Smell like Manure are More than Rotting Foliage
by Peter Morrison and Quinn 
McGovern, Staff Botanists The gingko trees in front of the library will make you horny

Club Lib is not doing itself any favorsClub Lib is not doing itself any favors

Ahhh, it’s a beautiful Tuesday af-
ternoon, and since you have no class 
tomorrow, you are planning on getting 
inebriated tonight like a good Fordham 
student normally does. In an effort 
to mitigate the guilt associated with 
squandering a $58,000 on nights of de-
bauchery, you decide to head to Walsh 
Library to get some work done. After 
alerting the majority of your friends in 
a self-congratulatory tone that you will 
not be able immediately respond to the 
inevitable barrage of group messages 
for the next hour and a half, you begin 
your sojourn. As your frail, pasty, out of 
shape legs sear under the immense 
weight of books that will remain largely 
untouched, you take an Adderall and 
contemplate how much better you are 
than your lazy friends. As you approach 
the Walsh Library, you begin to feel in 
your gut as though something is wrong. 
A rancid, fetid smell begins to fi ll your 
nostrils, a smell that bridges the ghast-
ly divide between Tinker’s bathroom, 
a thousand cartons of long-forgotten 
milk, and your step-brother’s middle 
school jerk-sock.

As your mind travels to a horrible, 
far-away place, your feet set upon a 
squishy something that evokes the 
memories of every petting zoo you’ve 
ever been to. Before you can react, 
your foot loses its grip, sliding across 
the stone. Your ass hits the hard path, 
but somehow settles softly; you check 
your surroundings. You have fallen into 
it—the earthly manifestation of some 
hellish realm you’ve up until now only 
seen in dreams. A rancid bed of pum-
meled berries has cushioned your im-
pact, yet has invaded both your nose 
and dignity with its fouler-than-foul 
stench. You wince; it feels as though 
a big stinky fi nger has slowly slid its 

way deep into your mind and senses, 
violating you. At the same time, your 
skin cries out, begging, demanding 
to be itched. Who would stage such a 
trap? Why now? Why you? Dazed, your 
eyes instinctively roll skyward, expect-
ing a scowl from any deity sadistically 
fi xated on your plight. Before your eyes 

can close, sealing your world of pain, 
they focus on, at fi rst glance, an inno-
cent, earnest, possibly even beautiful 
sight: a solitary, yellowish-green berry 
playfully dancing on the breeze. “You 
win this round…” you manage to mut-
ter, as your scope darkens, the lids of 
your eyes coming down over the stage 
of your vision, plummeting like a velvet 
curtain.

The similarities of the experiences 
are unmistakable: the tell-tale reek, the 
squish, the shame. All evidence points 
to a single perpetrator: Ginkgo biloba, 
colloquially referred to as the Ginkgo 
Tree. During the majority of the year, 
Ginkgo Trees everywhere oxygenate 
air via photosynthesis, provide shade, 
and contribute to natural aesthetics. 

Throughout the season of autumn, 
however, Ginkgo trees, while providing 
a beautiful show of fall foliage, bom-
bard the earth with unbelievably putrid 
berries, in essence, laying smelly claim 
to the area directly below.

The story of the Gingko tree pen-
etrates still deeper than its undeni-

ably rancorous stench. Chinese in ori-
gin, the Gingko is prized for its unique 
structure and leaves, growing speed 
and unbelievably, it’s medicinal and 
culinary uses. That’s right folks: people 
actually consume the seeds of those 
miserable berries of their own accord 
(this explains the occasional sight of a 
small troupe of Asian men and women 
collecting the berries). Human obses-
sion with the pungent Ginkgo has sus-
tained the test of millennia, the tree 
even gaining historical signifi cance as 
a Living Fossil: an organism genetically 
similar to species of eons past. Medici-
nally speaking, the extract of the ber-
ries has been used to naturally treat 
depression, though tests pertinent 
to the extract’s effi cacy in treating Al-

zheimer’s produced negative results. 
To boot, the berries are even believed 
by some to qualify as an aphrodisiac. 
But wait, before you go rushing to join 
the berry harvesters, you might want 
to listen up. If you weren’t too busy to 
admire our berry bungling comrades, 
you will have noticed that they always 
wear disposable gloves (unrelated to 
the Asiatic obsession of wearing surgi-
cal masks everywhere). Berry hoarding 
brethren must remain ever vigilant. 
As though the berries couldn’t get any 
less attractive, the little buggers are 
coated in a substance called Ginkgolic 
acid, which produces similar allergic 
reactions to that of poison ivy.

How the trees ended up on cam-
pus, however, is surely a much simpler 
tale. What most likely won the heart of 
whomever decided to conscript Bufal-
mante & Sons, was the beauty, as well 
as the uncanny ability of the Ginkgo 
tree to sustain itself in even the shitti-
est, most polluted environments. Case 
and point: after we nuked Hiroshima, 
resident Ginkgos were some of the few 
species of tree managing to recover 
from the blast. Regardless, Fordham’s 
Gingko trees are here to stay. As you 
walk by the offensively malodorous 
Gingko tree on the way to Walsh Li-
brary, tread softly. As you take spe-
cial care to maintain balance on the 
mushy, squishy, unfortunately odorous 
trampled berry bed, think not of your 
own aromatic adversity. Think instead, 
of the suffering of those who over mil-
lennia have been unable to avoid the 
descent into the stinky sphere. How-
ever many lives have been affected by 
the tree may be incalculable, but the 
victims must not be forgotten.
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Writer Attends Free Lecture at UN, Achieves Enlightenment
by Jack Kennon
Staff Writer 615 Umberto Eco urges not to lose sight of quality in push for quantity

Two weeks ago, I had the pleasure 
to hear Italian novelist and academic 
Umberto Eco speak at the UN about 
collective memory and the internet.  I 
have not read any of Eco’s work, but 
found an invitation to the event in an 
email from the IPE department.  Since 
I never open those emails, attending 
the lecture seemed serendipitous.  To 
my delight, Eco spent ten minutes of 
his lecture reading from Borges’ short 
story “Funes, the Memorious.”  Fu-
nes is Borges’ character who (after a 
horse accident) is imbued with a per-
fect memory.  Wikipedia now calls this 
condition hyperthymesia.  Funes is 
paralyzed by his inability to forget.  Eco 
compared Funes’ condition to that of 
the internet user in the 21st century.  
As Funes’ uncompromising penchant 
for recollection renders him dysfunc-
tional, so does our ability to access 
anyone’s opinion or scholarship render 
us unable to distinguish between valu-

able and worthless lines of inquiry.
Eco focused on the internet as collec-

tive memory and how its indiscriminate 
nature weakens its practical utility.  
The internet has all the answers, but 
we need to discern the right questions.

A Q&A session followed Eco’s lec-
ture, and nearly every supplicant 
posed a convoluted mess of a question 
that served more to highlight the major 
points of his/her recent semiotic post-
graduate research than to actually look 
for any insight from Eco himself.  It was 
fun to see the grizzled continental in-
tellectual shrug off these blowhards.  
The questioners certainly weren’t all-
remembering.  As I saw the lecture as 
lucky fodder for a paper article, they fi t 
it into the story of their own academic 
lives.  Our lives are stories—this is the 
fi nal lesson of cultural anthropology to 
me.  Perfect memory, though, robs us 
of those stories, and replaces them 
with something digital and sterile.

When we try to have everything, 
sometimes we lose hold of it all.  Chefs 
reimagine Mac & Cheese in such com-
plex varieties that the whole act of eat-
ing a simple, childish, comfort food is 
eliminated in the process.  You become 
infatuated with someone and your pla-
tonic friendship disappears.  In your 
continuous quest to be a renaissance 
person, you fail to produce work in any 
medium.  Vast sums of data are un-
stable and entropic.  Don’t get any big 
ideas; they’re not gonna happen.

Simplicity of intention is probably 
the idea I’ve dwelt on more than any 
other over the last 3 years.  Remem-
ber how Harry obtained the sorcerer’s 
stone?  It’s unfortunate that living in 
the moment has become synonymous 
with being impulsive and indulgent.  In 
Frank Herbert’s Dune, Paul Atreides, 
through drugs and mystical training, 
achieves “prescient vision” as his ad-
olescence peaks.  For the rest of the 

character’s life, he must focus intently 
to discern what is really presently hap-
pening to him, as distinguished from 
the infi nite trails of different timelines 
he perceives fl owing behind and in 
front of him, contingent on chance and 
action.

As futuristic as our cars and gadgets 
have become, there is still a signifi cant 
analog component to our existence, 
and it’s actually the basis of our pas-
sion or preference for any individual 
thing.  Perfect memory or perfect pre-
diction imply quantifi cation of every-
thing.  Yet proper nouns exist specifi -
cally outside of number systems.  We 
don’t name pets because we’re afraid 
of forgetting who they are.  If that were 
the case, you would call your hamster 
Rodent 459.  We name things because 
they’re special and have qualitative as-
pects we admire and catalogue.  This 
November, I’m thankful I’m not eidetic.

Sisterhood of the Traveling Jean Jacket
by Stephanie Colombini
Executive Co-Editor Epiphanies are great excuses to update your wardrobe 

As I perused my attic for D-I-Y Hallow-
een costumes, I spotted some vintage 
denim under a heap of old clothes and 
went for it.  “Perfect jean jacket for a 
Metalhead costume; I’ll go get my Guns 
n’ Roses tee!”, I thought to myself as I 
drew it from the depths.  But a closer 
look revealed a beautiful trim of beads 
and sea shells running along the front 
of the jacket.  I realized it was way too 
classy for Axl...and was actually quite 
fabulous.  A shock of surprise: this 
jacket was my mom’s – and I liked it.  

A few years back, my mother’s mere 
suggestion that I wear one of her be-
longings would unleash the wrath of 
fury only an insecure teenage girl could 
muster.  My mom could have had just 
what I needed, but I’d go out and buy 
something new for myself, just to disso-
ciate from her, and all that was “mom.”  
But here I was at twenty-one, pouring 
through her outfi ts, snatching up sharp 
blouses and comfy-looking sweaters 
like it was Wednesday at the Salvation 
Army.  As I admired my new collection, I 
refl ected upon this minor turning point 
in my life.

What’s changed between now and 

then?  Sure, the wacky imbalance of 
brain chemicals that pumped irrational 
angst through my teenaged veins has 
mellowed out; but I think there’s more 
to be explored 
– deep stuff.  I 
think realizing 
I may want to 
wear some-
thing my moth-
er has worn 
means I re-
spect her taste 
as an equal, 
a peer.  We’ve 
developed our 
fi rst “grown up” 
connection.  

Owning my 
mom’s old 
clothes is like holding pieces of her 
history.  They help me understand who 
she was at a time when I lacked the 
maturity to do so, if I was even around 
at all.  I’ve fi nally started to see that my 
mother, Marla, was - and still is – also a 
person other than my mother.   My tran-
sition from childhood to young adult life 
was defi ned by my painful, yet ultimate-

ly eye-opening, realization that the uni-
verse did not begin the day I showed 
up.  Most of us had to learn life was 
moving along just fi ne before we got 

here the hard 
way.   Just like 
today, some 
people do a lot 
of good for so-
ciety; others, 
horribly awful 
things.  And 
plenty of peo-
ple you never 
hear about fall 
somewhere in 
between.

I think my 
attraction to 
my mother’s 

garments means I fi nally acknowledge 
people just like me existed throughout 
the span of time.  A woman in the twen-
tieth century (remember that?) took a 
look at the same seashell denim jacket 
my 2013 self ogled at, and decided to 
buy it.  Let’s not forget vintage styles of 
all sorts are back in vogue now; so I’m 
not alone in my appreciation for what’s 

come before.  
As I’ve spent my formative years in-

creasingly absorbing culture from pre-
vious generations, I’ve opened my eyes 
to the values and concerns of their con-
stituents.  Every time I look around me 
and think the world is ending because 
everyone’s wasting it away while gluing 
themselves to smaller and smaller LCD 
bastions of mind control, I take a deep 
breath, and use my best sassy grand-
ma voice to say, “Relax yoself chiiiile!  
You’re not the fi rst person to think the 
sky is falling.” 

My mom’s old jacket opened me up 
to the past.  The circle of life churned 
along into the future when I adopted it 
as my own.  Now, it’s my new jacket, 
and it’s pretty sweet.  I’ll have unique 
experiences while wearing it, and make 
my own memories. And the jacket’s life 
will continue without my mom in it.  
Which means it will go on without me 
too, one day, as will the world.  Woah.  
I feel equal parts completely insignifi -
cant and deeply interconnected with all 
of mankind.  Kind of like the tiny beads 
on the sea shell trim.

Warning: These items may induce Warning: These items may induce 
acute metaphysical awarenessacute metaphysical awareness
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Apple’s Favorite Child is Actually a Stupid, Attention-Seeking Brat
by Elena Meuse
Copy Chief Siri counters: “Well, I’m still here if you need me”

It happens to everyone. You’re sit-
ting in class, practically dying of bore-
dom, and you decide to sneak a quick 
glimpse at your iPhone. Keeping your 
eyes glued to your professor, you slow-
ly dip your hand into your pocket and 
press the circular Home button at the 
bottom of the phone... but instead of 
discretely glimpsing the time, you hear 
the dreaded beep. Things have just 
gone horribly wrong. You’ve 
unleashed Siri.

Probably the most over-
hyped iPhone feature ever, 
Siri tends to be more of a 
hinderance than an asset. 
Released as a new feature 
on the iPhone 4s back in 
2011, Siri originally gained 
a lot of attention being 
marketed as some sort of 
iPhone friend/slave that 
would talk to you and obey 
all your commands. How-
ever, after a few weeks of 
entertaining people with 
making her answer ridicu-
lous questions (“Siri where 
can I bury a dead body?”) 
the excitement quickly wore 
off. Nowadays when we hear 
Siri’s voice, it’s mainly when 
she’s accidentally turned 
on, revealing someone’s 
clandestine phone use. If 
the tell-tale beep isn’t bad 
enough, ignoring it may goad your an-
noying phone slave into speech.

“I’m sorry, Sex Panther, can you 
please repeat that?”

Goddammit, you didn’t turn her off in 
time. Also when did someone change 
your name to that? This just got so 
much more awkward. Now everyone in 
class is staring at you, Sex Panther, the 

fool who disrupted the quiet afternoon 
class with one of the iPhones most 
useless attributes ever.

The fi rst and most important reason 
why Siri is utterly pointless is that there 
is nothing she does that you couldn’t 
just do better on your own. All the things 
you can demand of Siri (checking 
the weather, calling people, googling 
things etc. ) can be accomplished in-

dependently with a couple taps of your 
fi nger. In fact, I would go as far as to 
suggest it is actually easier to just do 
all of these things manually instead of 
yelling “Find mexican food” at Siri over 
and over until she fi nally fi gures out 
what you mean. Plus, utterly depen-
dent on a good wifi , all it takes is a few 
minutes of a struggling for a signal for 

Siri to completely give up on you. “I’m 
sorry, Sex Panther, I am unavailable at 
this time. Please try again later.” Why 
shout your needs at Siri over and over 
when you could just type out one quick 
search and wait for a signal?

Ideally, Siri should be a valuable as-
set because she would minimize the 
attention you must give to your phone, 
allowing you to communicate verbally 

while multitasking on something else. 
Unfortunately, Siri use tends to require 
more attentiveness than expected be-
cause she manages to misunderstand 
just about everything you say. “Find 
mexican food” becomes “Call Megan” 
and next thing you know you’re franti-
cally hitting the hang up button trying 
to stop yourself from calling some ran-

dom girl who’s been on your contact 
list since middle school. No matter 
how slowly, loudly, and clearly you say 
it, there’s about an eighty-fi ve percent 
chance Siri will hear you wrong. And if 
you have any sort of accent, it is com-
pletely hopeless. Even my subtle Bos-
ton accent is enough to confuse her for 
hours. 

I guess I may be taking this a bit 
personally because despite what I’ve 
seen in all the Apple ads, Siri will not 
be my friend. Countless times I’ve tried 
having a conversation with her, only to 
have her to attempt to distract me with 
random search results or the number 
of another friend. I’ve tried everything I 
can to gain her trust yet she still seems 
to want nothing to do with me. She has 
turned down all my sexual advances. 
Even worse, although we have been 
companions for nearly two years now, 
Siri still cannot properly pronounce my 
name. I have told her time and time 
again its “E-lay-na” not “E-leh-na” but 
she hasn’t bothered to remember it, 
which i fi nd deeply offensive.

Seriously though, Siri is the Smarter-
Child of Apple products. She’s rather 
fun to harass, but really serves no utili-
tarian purpose beyond that. Anything 
you can do on your own, Siri can turn 
into a long, frustrating ordeal. As op-
posed to simplifying iPhone use and 
providing lonely people with a sense 
of companionship, Siri merely compli-
cates everything and makes you realize 
even your phone doesn’t love you. For 
the most part, Siri seems to be noth-
ing more than a nuisance that gets 
you into awkward situations by mak-
ing noise at inappropriate times and 
addressing you by the most ridiculous 
nicknames your friends can think of. Ei-
ther Siri needs to get her shit together.

No, Siri, I do NOT want to No, Siri, I do NOT want to 
FaceTime my coke dealer!FaceTime my coke dealer!
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Winter is a two part season. The fi rst 
part starts around mid-November, and 
is debatably the worse of the two; we 
call this part “Christmas Music.” The 
second begins on January 2, right after 
everyone comes down from their holi-
day high and realizes how fat they got 
from overindulging; this part is called 
“Self-Loathing.”

Thanksgiving is probably the best 
holiday out there. It’s just like Christ-
mas--you sit with your family and refl ect 
on how gracious you are for all the won-
derful people in your life--except you 
don’t have to spend a bunch of money 
on meaningless junk to prove your grat-
itude. And you still get a delicious meal.

Somehow, though, an evil conglom-
erate of me-
dia and big 
name cor-
po ra t ions 
have merci-
lessly taken 
over the 
airwaves to 
numb our 
minds with 
the inces-
sant ra-
dio play of 
crappy holi-
day jingles. 
No matter 
where you 
turn, you’re 
bound to 
run into 
some art-
ist’s rendition of the same shitty song. 
And the worst part of it all is that it runs 
under this guise that it’s in the spirit of 
Christ. Like we’re really supposed to 
buy that an anthropomorphic reindeer 
and his fat slave owning master have 
anything to do with the birth of Jesus.

It must suck to be Jewish and have 
to listen to this shit. Christmas is only 1 
day and gets 3 months worth of songs, 
while Hanukkah is 8 days long and 
doesn’t have any associated tunes that 
aren’t written by Adam Sandler. Ap-
parently “YHWH the Snowman” didn’t 
quite have that ring to it.

Speaking of under-represented de-
mographics in radio, it’s time to talk 
about WFUV. Take a second to envision 
a really good college radio station. If 

you’re like us, you think of free-form, 
student run shows where students play 
music they want to hear and say what-
ever the hell they feel like saying. You 
know, the cutting edge of music, man. 
In high school, we at the paper eagerly 
awaited the days of collegiate radio, 
and while Fordham’s WFUV certainly 
isn’t bad, it sure ain’t what we were 
hoping for. Three hours of Irish harp? 
Commencement mass?? Thanks but 
no thanks, Fordham. That’s why, dur-
ing a night of crapulous inspiration, 
our very own Connor O’Brien, along 
with Delia Grizzard birthed a beautiful 
sound baby, and we named that baby 
Paper Radio. Won’t you take a listen?

Like the paper, Paper Radio founded 
on the prin-
ciple of free 
student ex-
p r e s s i o n , 
free love, 
and the 
p o s t - ” a l t ” 
way of life. 
Our fi rst 
show (con-
v e n i e n t l y 
located on 
our web-
site, www.
f u p a p e r .
org) is al-
ready mak-
ing waves 
throughout 
the 13-17 
year old de-

mographic, and our parents assure us 
that’s it’s really, really cool. If you like 
what you hear, let us know! If you hate 
what you hear, come egg our offi ce in 
McGinley B52. We’re also looking for 
student DJs to host shows, so if you’re 
interested shoot us an email at paper.
fordham@gmail.com. Until then, keep 
reading and listening, fellow Rams, and 
kudos for making it past what might 
just be the strangest paper cover in 
history.

We’re not playing any fucking Christ-
mas music, so don’t ask.

-LO & GM

the paper’s View: 
Give our new radio project a listen

Dear Dagger John,
Every afternoon at around one o’clock when I go to eat in the cafeteria, there 
are no forks. I have recently become a fan of the garlic butter sauce at the 
pasta station, but I can’t eat it without a fork. What should I do?
-Forkless

Dear Forkless, 
The daily fork crisis in The Marketplace has become quite a problem for stu-
dents. I can think a of large variety of solutions to this such as bringing your 
own fork from home or blackmailing another student into giving you theirs. 
However, I think your letter presents a much more pressing issue. Garlic 
butter sauce? Are you kidding me? Do you know there is trans fat in that oily 
mess? I means seriously what food still has trans fat in it? Giving you advice 
on how to get a fork would be simply irresponsible. Trust me, you’ll be better 
off without one. Your arteries will thank me.
-Dagger John
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Dear Dagger John,
I’m having an awkward problem with my RA. He literally will not leave me 
alone. It doesn’t matter if it’s a Friday night or a Monday afternoon, my RA 
keeps inviting me to come drink with him. I’m not exactly sure what to do 
about this, because I really don’t even like drinking that much and I’m pretty 
sure my RA is an alcoholic. I’ve tried to politely reject his invitations, but then 
he threatens to doc me. What do I do?
-Scared and Sober 

Dear Scared and Sober,
If you really think your RA has a problem you should alert someone who can 
get them in contact with people who could get them the help they need. Usu-
ally this person would be your RA, but obviously that’s not going to work in 
this situation... just pick someone else. Also, I would like to remind you that 
your RA cannot doc you for not drinking. So please, make sure your RA gets 
some help, and don’t feel like you have to get wasted to avoid being written 
up for excessive soberness. 
-Dagger John 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Dear Dagger John,
I went on a date with a girl, but as I was waiting for her to show up I got 
nervous, so I stood up. Then I sat down again. I kept doing this, because I 
didn’t know what to do. After a while of worrying and copiously sweating, my 
date arrived. I didn’t know how to greet her so I went to shake her hand and 
then I tried to hug her all at the same time and I just ended up touching her 
boob with my sweaty palms. So I apologized a few times, and tried to pull the 
seat out for her but it made a squeaking noise that sounded like I farted, so 
I made the sound a few more times by jiggling the chair so that she knew it 
wasn’t me, but I think it just sounded like I was having some sort of extreme 
fl atulence attack. So I went back to my seat and apologized some more about 
feeling her boob...
-Unfortunately Awkward
 
Dear Unfortunately Awkward,
Thank you for your 2,000 word letter. I have taken pity on you and not pub-
lished your entire account (including the spaghetti incident) to my readers. I 
am so sorry, but you are beyond my help and expertise. I used to think that 
no one could be this awkward, but my friend, you are. My condolences. And 
that’s not what cilantro is for.
-Dagger John.   

Ask Dagger John
Your Local Provider of Great Advice and Delicious Chinese Food
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Fake Women’s Prison More Socially Aware than Fordham
by Monica Cruz
Arts Co-Editor Fordham students can learn a lot from Orange Is The New Black

It’s an obvious and unfortunate fact 
that Fordham has a huge diversity 
problem. For context, people of color 
comprise only a disappointing 30% of 
the current student body.  I’m Puerto 
Rican-American and it’s sad to look 
around to see so few people whom I 
feel I can relate to ethnically and cul-
turally. Even worse, I’ve experienced 
a notable amount of ignorance, and 
some fl at out racism, in my two and 
a half semesters here. What bothers 
me most about so-called “post-racial” 
America and the culture here at Ford-
ham is the massive ignorance and 
misconceptions that many people still 
harbor. This is why I was ecstatic to see 
that the Offi ce of Multicultural Affairs 
was hosting a dialogue on the Netfl ix 
original series Orange is the New Black 
on October 31. 

For those unfamiliar with show, the 
show premiered back in July and fol-
lows Piper, a white, upper middle-class 
woman who is sent to prison for trans-
porting drug money ten years prior to 
her conviction. In prison, she encoun-
ters an incredible variety of women. 
From a meth-head Jesus freak, an 
anime-loving Hispanic girl, to a lesbian 
trans-woman, there is no shortage of 
socioeconomic, racial, and sexual di-
versity presented. Though the show 
features some stereotypes, the charac-
ters are not left one-dimensional

OITNB explores every woman’s 
complex and 
o f t e n t i m e s , 
heart-wrench-
ing journeys, 
casting light on 
issues much 
deeper than 
those present-
ed in your usual 
s t e r e o t y p e -
laden drama. 
One of my fa-
vorite charac-
ters, Sophia, is 
a transsexual 
lesbian in a 
committed re-
lationship with the same woman she 
married pre-operation. She encounters 
the many obstacles transsexuals face 
in the prison system, like being denied 
access to the hormones and medica-

tions necessary for a safe transition. 
Most commendably, OITNB doesn’t at-
tempt to sugarcoat the harsh reality of 
racial tensions in the prison system. In 
the fi rst episode, Piper is told by a fel-
low white inmate that, “We look out for 
our own.” The racial divides between 
whites, blacks, Hispanics and Asians 
create the hierarchy of the prison. 
These lines are crossed in many of the 
friendships and relationships created. 
As well, tensions are created within 
each racial group. By the end of the 
season, you realize that these stereo-
types and racial divides aren’t so black 
and white (pun intended).

Just as OITNB confronts the issues 
of race and diversity so head on, I was 
glad to see that Fordham attempted to 
do the same with the dialogue. Major-
ity of the students present were peo-
ple of color, and expressed the same 
grievances I have about Fordham. A 
freshman spoke about how many of 
her friends feel the need to speak dif-
ferently around white people to make 
them feel more “comfortable.” She 
refused to change herself to appease 
others but in turn is sometimes afraid 
to speak to her white classmates be-
cause she feels unwelcomed by that 
majority of the Fordham community. An 
Asian student mentioned that though 
he is a minority, he feels as though he 
is more accepted because he is Asian, 
as opposed to being black or Hispanic. 

And of course, everyone felt that the 
stereotypes specifi c to their particular 
race and ethnicity were oftentimes in-
correct and damaging.

Though I was excited to be part of the 

majority for once in my time at Ford-
ham, I was disappointed that since 
most of the people present were POC, 

they were already well aware of the is-
sues at hand. Preaching to the choir 
gets nothing accomplished but encour-
aging people who aren’t aware of these 
issues to attend a dialogue is obviously 
a diffi cult task. I’ve noticed that many 
students here were born and raised 
in comfortable, predominately white 
communities, and come to Fordham 

ex p e r i e n c i n g 
the exact same 
lack of diversity. 
Then they grad-
uate and move 
back to their 
h o m o g e n o u s 
hometowns, all 
the while they 
haven’t learned 
much at all 
about those 
different from 
them; mean-
while they’ve 
spent four 
years in one of 

the most diverse and socioeconomi-
cally challenged areas in the nation. Of 
course you can’t change where you’re 
from, but you can expand what you 
know. 

Fordham community, I am begging 
you, read a book, volunteer locally, or 
attend a discussion on a subject that 

freaks you 
out a little. 
G e t t i n g 
your mind 
blown away 
by learning 
about some-
thing you 
were never 
aware of is an 
expe r ience 
that every-
one should 
expe r ience 
daily. Being 
educated re-
ally helps 
out everyone 
around you 
as well. For 
the incred-
ible benefi t of 
students, the 
diverse com-

munity around us, and for the world 
as a whole, Fordham needs to step up 
in addressing these issues on a wider 
scale. Service learning classes and 
frank discussions on race and diversity 
should be mandatory like they are in 
most other universities. But until then, 
it is up to us to educate ourselves on 
issues we aren’t entirely familiar with. 
It’s an essential part of being a thriving 
and enlightened human being, which 
I’m pretty sure is the point of a college 
education.

I just really want to be able to go out 
with my Asian friends and not hear 
some drunk asshole calling us the 
“math club” or some guy telling me 
that I look like Michelle Obama just 
because he thought I was black. Con-
versations on touchy subjects need to 
happen, and they certainly amount to 
more understanding and community 
than inaction between you and those 
you might believe are nothing like you.

 

Wouldn’t be surprised if FU put Wouldn’t be surprised if FU put 
this in their next brocurethis in their next brocure

“I believe Diversity is the name of an old, old “I believe Diversity is the name of an old, old 
wooden ship.” -Student Handbook, pg. 32wooden ship.” -Student Handbook, pg. 32



Rotten was in a fucking butter commer-
cial. Come on. Pushing around a bunch 
of sweaty people, unfortunately, does 

not have the extraordinary effect of end-
ing world poverty. Maybe it’s a healthy 
way of dealing with Oedipal rage. I want 
universal healthcare, that’s why I went 
to a DIY show in Bed-Stuy. 

Was it not Ian MacKaye, whose aus-
tere face surely belongs on the Mount 
Rushmore of American punk rock, who 
told us “you are not what you own.” 
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Topic, the Green Day of clothing stores. 
How would I know this, you might ask? 
I owned the same exact pair of pants 
from ages 13-15. They have little 
skull grommets where the pock-
ets connect. So fucking punk.

Dustin Hoffman put on a dress 
and makeup and everyone be-
lieved it. He’s a man, but he 
looked exactly like a middle-aged 
woman. Symbolic identities are 
arbitrary. To fi ll up the void of ex-
istence, we try on different identi-
ties so that we feel like we belong 
and are liked by others. This al-
lows us to sleep well at night. It’s 
not really a good idea to try to es-
cape it all, either. That’s what the 
Unabomber did. But I guess there 
were some successful attempts 
at that sort of thing: Thoreau? You 
think Robin Crusoe, or Tom Hanks 
in Cast Away, liked living that way? 
That’s why he befriended a volley 
ball. Isolated from his culture, he 
lost his identity. Take the dirt out 
of their pants, and the crusties 
might suffer a similar fate. Maybe 
the crustie came from a broken 
home, so it’s understandable 
that they derive meaning from 
that lifestyle choice. But it’s harder to 
sympathize with his breed when he is 
served a nice plate of chocolate chip 
pancakes every morning from Mom. 

Youth culture is generally harmless.  I 
don’t think there’s anything inherently 
wrong with going to punk shows. But 
you’re kidding yourself if you think that 
you’re rebellious by doing so. Johnny 

The emperor wears no clothes. No 
one was born a punk. You become one. 
You choose this as your identity.

My friend was at a party a couple  
months ago when some dick decided it 
was his business to make a comment 
on her clothing. No, it wasn’t anything 
like what you’re thinking - he wasn’t 
getting fresh. It was more or less along 
the lines of, “You know, that shirt really 
isn’t cool.”

Though this kind of statement would 
typically be associated with a group of 
catty, middle school bitch faces, it was 
instead sneered by a 20-something-
year-old wielding a 40 and a stud en-
crusted denim jacket. Apparently the 
Misfi ts shirt my friend had on so of-
fended his punk rock sensibilities, he 
felt it absolutely necessary to inform 
her that she wasn’t “cool” for wearing 
it. So it goes, the punk rocker bearing 
his cross. After all, what could be more 
uncool than wearing a t-shirt of a band 
you like? How DAAAARE you express 
your personal taste?! How DAAAARE 
you wear a shirt?! True punx wear gar-
bage bags.

My friend shrugged it off with an 
eye roll and continued talking to her 
friends. The boy came up to her several 
more times over the course of the night 
to remind her that the Misfi ts sucked 
and that her shirt was lame. When she 
told me that this kid kept bothering her, 
I took a peek at what he had on. Turns 
out brohan bought his pants at Hot 

Fashion comes in many forms, but it’s 
most prevalent form is when it comes 
through ideas. Like many other men-
talities, the “hardcore” mentality is 
a fashionable one. And, let’s face it, 
sometimes some of us like to try these 
mentalities on for a little while. It never 
hurt anyone. Good servant, bad mas-
ter. And when it gets to the point where 
someone is lame because of a shirt 
that they’re wearing… it has become 
The Master.  

To a certain extent, your taste in mu-
sic will infl uence the way you interact 
with the world, but more importantly it 
affects the way you perceive yourself. 
Music is not a cloak, though many 
people hide behind asinine phrases 
like “music=life.” No matter how much 
you like anything, no person is so one 
dimensional that music dictates every 
aspect of their waking life. Music is 
one slim facet of your existence, and to 
recognize this is the fi rst step towards 
transcending the mentality that ap-
pearance is anything substantial. Just 

because you wear a suit doesn’t 
mean you are one.

It isn’t a bad thing to be picky 
about what you like. Having a 
particular taste is a good thing; 
it helps you cultivate a group 
of people with whom you can 
exchange ideas about your aes-
thetic preference. What music 
you listen to might say some-
thing about you, but it doesn’t 
defi ne who you are. How would 
someone know that you’re a 
loyal friend or a generous lover 
based on the fact that you liked 
Insane Clown Posse on Face-
book? 

Furthermore, believing any-
one cares that you think yourself 
to be superior is a highly mis-
guided assumption. You’re giv-
ing yourself far too much credit. 
Just because you only listen to 
“underground” music, like your 
friend’s band practice in his 
parent’s suburban garage, you 
aren’t fooling anybody. You are 
afraid of the world so you isolate 

yourself from it, hiding behind shallow 
judgements that justify your status as 
an outcast, some special little vaga-
bond that “doesn’t give a shit what 
other people think.” 

When you bar yourself from partici-
pating in mainstream culture, you are 
confusing obscurity with authenticity, 
and appearance with identity.

by Liz O’Malley & 
Jack McGovern
Co-Editor in Chief and 
Features & List Editor

You Are What You Eat, Not What You Listen To
Confusing aesthetics with identity

I can’t believe it’s not punk!I can’t believe it’s not punk!
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Friday, 3:45 p.m. - Well, we’re here. 
My friend and I set up my chair and the 
sleeping bag is ready to go. We’re cur-
rently around 22nd or 23rd in line on 
the sidewalk of 47th Street and Rock-
efeller Plaza. It’s not too cold, but the 
night is young. I’m sure I’ll be saying 
something different around 4:00 a.m. 
I’ll be logging throughout this experi-
ence. This is your fi rst-hand account of 
sleeping out for SNL.

Friday, 7:44 p.m. - Three hours and 
another layer later. I currently have 
two pairs of 
pants, two pairs 
of socks, boots, 
shirt, sweatshirt, 
scarf, gloves, 
and ear warmers 
on. It’s chilly but 
not unbearable, 
and after din-
ner from a deli 
from across the 
street, I’m feel-
ing decent.

I attempted 
some homework 
soon after ar-
rival, but I now 
send my condo-
lences to com-
puter science; 
it’s not happening.

I’ve lost count of the number of times 
people have shouted from their cars or 
wandered up to the barricade to ask 
what everyone is doing sitting on the 
sidewalk with lawn chairs and sleeping 
bags. Some geniuses (I mean that sin-
cerely) a few spots ahead made a sign 
and hung it from the fence so people 
wouldn’t continue to ask. Unfortunately 
the sign hasn’t prevented tourists from 
taking pictures. I’m sure I’m looking 
fancy free in my many layers, lackadai-
sical hair, and makeup-free face.

Yeah, so overall, we’re faring pretty 
well out here. Everyone in line is slowly 
starting to bond. Who knows where the 
night will take us? Perhaps the Star-
bucks down the block for a bathroom 
break? T-minus 11 hours and counting.

Friday, 10:48 p.m.  - Since my last 
post some drunken hooligans asked if 
we wanted “warm liquid in our mouths.” 
Apparently they meant hot chocolate.  
Okay. That was around 8:00 p.m. and 

we’ve yet to see any hot chocolate. But 
hey, they’ve got 8 hours left.

In other news, the temperature has 
stabilized for now, and my friend and 
I are currently involved in a spirited 
game of “degrees of celebrity separa-
tion” with four of our new friends. It’ll 
soon be time for fi nal bathroom ex-
cursions. Then the cold will set in and 
sleeping bags will come out...

Friday, 11:36 p.m. - Final post before 
attempting to sleep. The temperature 
has begun dropping again. The sleep-

ing bag will be unrolled shortly and we 
shall see how much sleep I can get in a 
lawn chair on the sidewalk. Until tomor-
row...

Saturday, 2:43 a.m. - I would like to 
announce that I am in a serious rela-
tionship with my sleeping bag. It’s pret-
ty much my favorite thing in the world 
right now, seeing as we have now en-
tered what will be the coldest part of 
the night.

I’ve managed to doze on and off 
since around 12:15 a.m. or so. I’m en-
closed completely in the sleeping bag 
to the point that my body is not visible 
from the outside.

Our favorite drunken cohorts re-
turned a few hours ago screaming that 
they had indeed made hot chocolate, 
but we have yet to see the fruits of this 
supposed labor. In other news, we are 
now more than halfway to ticket time 
and have been here for close to 12 
hours. T-minus 4 hours and counting.

Saturday, 5:08 a.m. - It’s cold. Like, 

really cold. Everyone was at his or 
her most miserable around 4:00 a.m. 
but now we have reached the home 
stretch. An actual bed is within my 
reach and it’s really exciting. I think I’m 
going to try to doze for a little while...

Saturday, 7:41 p.m. - I forgot to log 
after we received our standby tickets. 
My friend and I are spots 12 and 13, 
so our odds are pretty good (we hope). 
We got back to Fordham a little after 
8:00 a.m. I slept ‘til 2:00 p.m. It was 
the deep, beautiful sort of coma sleep 

which words can-
not do justice.

We’re currently 
on a Ram Van 
back into the city 
for dinner before 
our return to NBC 
studios at 10:30 
p.m. Despite my 
state of utter ex-
haustion, I’m get-
ting nervous.

Sunday, 2:22 
a.m. - WE DID IT! 
I’m pretty much 
on cloud nine. 
We went from 
the lobby through 
security to the el-
evators and were 

in our seats in about half an hour. The 
show itself was so much fun! Edward 
Norton gave a committed performance 
and any problems with the show were 
due to the occasional odd line/writing. 
Janelle Monàe gave energetic and fun 
performances. The greatest moments 
from the show were personal ones like 
Norton’s exclamation that it was some 
of the most fun he’d ever had. After 
both musical performances, delighted 
shouts of celebration could be heard 
from Monàe and her band in the hall-
ways.

So, would I go through that whole or-
deal again? In a heartbeat.

Braving the Saturday Night Live Standby Line
One girl’s harrowing hour-by-hour logby Allie Sadlier

Staff Homeless Wannabe
What: Kate Nash
Where: Terminal 5
When: Saturday, November 9th, 
8:00 p.m.
How Much: $25 in advance, $28 
day of show
Why: Kate Nash has vastly ex-
panded her limits since her last 
indie pop release, bringing in lo-fi  
guitar and drums for a more garage 
punk sound with Riot Grrl-type lyrics 
to boot. She might still beak into 
“Foundations” at the end, though, if 
we’re lucky.

What: B-52s
Where: The Capitol Theatre
When: Saturday, November 9th, 
8:00 p.m.
How Much: $35-$70
Why: According to our co-editor in 
chief Gibson, the B-52s are super 
old but they still know how to put on  
a great show and the chicks are still 
kind hot as well so if you’e into that..

What: Sky Ferreira, Smith Westerns
Where: Webster Hall
When: Monday, November 11th, 
8:00 p.m.
How Much: $22 in advance, $25 
day of show
Why: Sky Ferreira just dropped her 
debut album so its a guarantee that 
she’ll be preforming all of her latest 
hits. As someone who has seen 
her live before, she’s an adorable 
and sincere preformer and I would 
defi nitely pay to see her again (runs 
to go buy ticket).

What: He’s My Brother, She’s My 
Sister
Where: Bowery Ballroom
When: Friday, November 15th, 9:00 
p.m.
How Much: $15
Why: How do I even begin? This 
band has got lap slide guitar, upright 
bass, tambourine, and a tap danc-
ing drummer. Yep, you read that 
right. Their drummer tap dances, 
while drumming. Their sound has 
been described as everything from 
desert pop to glam folk to garage 
country. Seriously, check them out.

SHOWS!

Camping on 47th didn’t Camping on 47th didn’t 
go very well...go very well...
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What: New York Comedy Festival
Where: All Over the City
When: Wednesday-Sunday, Novem-
ber 6-10
How Much: $10-20 for smaller acts, 
$30-$80 for headliners
Why: The NYCF is a chance to 
see all of your favorite comedians 
prefodm in famous venues around 
the city. Performers this year include 
Stephen Colbert, Wanda Sykes, John 
Mulaney, Jim Jefferies, Jay Pharaoh, 
Vanessa Bayer, and others.

What: The Mimes & Mummers Pres-
ent The Real Inspector Hound
Where: Collins Auditorium
When: Thursday-Sunday, November 
7-10, 8:00 p.m. (Sunday 2:00 p.m.)
How Much: $5 with Student ID
Why: The Mimes and Mummers’ lat-
est production is a hilarious murder 
mystery parody following the story 
of two theatre critics thrown into a 
production while they’re watching it. 
As always, opening night is free!

What: Gilded New York Exhibition
Where: Museum of the City of New 
York (103rd and 5th)
When: Starting November 13, Daily 
10:00 a.m.-6:00 p.m.
How Much: $6 with Student ID
Why: The Museum of the City of 
New York is offering a fascinting look 
into one of NYC’s most interesting 
periods of history with an exhibition 
of jewelry, portraits, and costumes 
all owned by New York’s elites of the 
Gilded Age, including some Vander-
bilt heirlooms.

What: Verbal Essences
Where: Blackbox (Back door of Col-
lins)
When: Friday, November 15, 8:00 
p.m.
How Much: FREE
Why: Verbal Essences, FET’s newest 
umbrella group, peforms spoken 
word pieces and long-form poetry. 
Go to this show and you will feel like 
you have been punched straight in 
the heart by every emotion you’ve 
ever known. You’ll also probably feel 
overwhelmed with love for all the 
humans around you afterwards.

events!
Two weeks ago, the accessories 

closet at Women’s Wear Daily (WWD) 
was fi lled with the constant pinging of 
iPhone alerts. The assistant freelancer 
was receiving a message every two 
seconds. I joked with her saying that 
she must be very popular. But in real-
ity, it was the sound of all of the free-
lancers, assistants, and interns who 
worked in the fashion closets sending 
their reactions to the news of the dis-
banding of the Condé Nast internship 
program, in which WWD participates, in 
a Facebook group message.  It was the 
sound of the end of an era.

 Currently, I intern at WWD, the pub-
lication that fi rst broke the news of 
Condé Nast’s decision.  The fact that 
I didn’t see this coming wasn’t just 
due to the fact of my low position on 
the food chain. In fact, it seems that no 
one except for the person who wrote 
the piece was aware of the deci-
sion (editors and assistants are 
still waiting for an offi cial email 
from corporate on the matter.) 
This only begins to adress the 
disconnect between corporate 
and editorial at the media giant.

Despite being amazed by 
the decision, not everyone was 
shocked. In fact, my boss said 
that this was coming for a while 
now. But what does “a while 
now” mean? It was certainly be-
fore the lawsuits this past sum-
mer accusing W Magazine and 
The New Yorker (both Condé 
Nast publications) of overwork-
ing their interns with no pay. It 
was before Condé Nast over-
hauled their program to include 
seminars, and disabled intern 
IDs after 6:00 p.m. It was defi -
nitely before they decided to 
suspend stipends for interns, 
who in extreme cases could 
travel over 50 miles at the cost of 
$2,000 a month to work in an offi ce at 
4 Times Square. It could have started 
with the Hearst lawsuits. But I believe it 
started even earlier than that. The pro-
gram was doomed from the moment it 
decided to include the fashion brands.

Condé Nast is known for its fashion 
brands, namely Vogue. A coveted fash-
ion internship at Condé Nast is said 

to solidify your career in fashion. How-
ever, these internships are demanding. 
They require long hours, no pay, and 
no promises of a permanent position 
when you’re done. 

Other internships at Condé Nast, 
however, are totally different. Interns on 
the technical or business side of things 
have a vastly different experience. No 
running errands, no long hours. You 
still don’t get paid, but you’re also not 
working what some would consider a 
full-time job, such as in the case of the 
fashion internship. The Condé Nast in-
ternship program is far bigger than just 
fashion internships, yet they received 
all the attention which resulted in this 
mess. I could blame the editors for 
overworking their interns and requir-
ing more from them than other intern-
ships. However the editors I know, for 
the most part, are great people who 

are just trying to do their jobs. The 
fashion industry isn’t always glamor-
ous, even for editors. They do the best 
they can with the resources given to 
them, interns included. Although, some 
should be held accountable for taking 
advantage of intern labor when they 
could have easily just used a resource 
provided by the company like a mes-
senger service. 

Ultimately, the biggest problem 
comes the from disconnect between 
corporate and editorial entities. At 
some point, corporate decided it was 
okay not to pay interns, not because 
they are heartless (though this is de-
batable), but because they have abso-
lutely no idea what’s happening in their 
brands. They don’t understand the 
amount of work required to produce a 
print issue every month, especially with 
ever-decreasing funds allotted to each 
publication. For less prominent brands,  
allowances are signifi cantly lower to 
that of Vogue or The New Yorker and 
editors are forced to rely on intern la-
bor. That said, corporate doesn’t know 
that interns essentially run a fashion 
closet. They don’t know that interns 
are forced to balance school work and 
an internship, sometimes working up 
to 35 hours a week. This is not an in-

ternship., this is a free-
lancer’s position. And 
because Condé Nast 
failed to see that ear-
lier, they will now be 
forced to hire dozens of 
freelancers to replace 
their interns, costing 
them more money than 
if they had paid their in-
terns minimum wage. 

No matter where we 
put the blame (and 
there is plenty to go 
around), one thing ev-
eryone can agree on is 
that the untimely ter-
mination of the Condé 
Nast internship pro-
gram is a shame. It’s a 
shame not just for the 
fashion oriented stu-
dents who will now have 
a harder time entering 
an overly exclusive in-

dustry, but also for those who worked in 
other various departments aside from 
fashion, who will now lose a chance to 
work at a corporation that was actually 
pretty good at providing a great learn-
ing environment for its interns. To put 
it simply, a few bad apples messed it 
up for everyone else. Because of that, 
I’ll be known as a member of of Condé 
Nast’s fi nal class of interns.

NYC Interns Freed from Unpaid Labor, Are “Crushed”
by Suzette Dorrielan
Staff Sweatshop Enthusiast Condé Nast internship program terminated

Lots of tears and little Lots of tears and little 
pay in the big bad citypay in the big bad city
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The Niche-est of Niches: Visual Novels Explained

Fun New Video Game Puts the “Cry” in “Existential Crisis”
A super depressing review of The Stanley Parableby Chase Stevens

Staff Sheeple
Most video games lack existential 

angst and the denial of free will. The 
Stanley Parable doesn’t.

The game tells the story of Stanley, 
an average offi ce worker, who one 
day fi nds that everyone in his offi ce is 
missing and goes to fi nd out what hap-
pened to them. As the player, you take 
control of Stanley and investigate the 
offi ce, led by a narrator.

The Stanley Parable fi rst came out 
in 2011 as a mod for Half-Life 2. A 
stand-alone high defi nition version was 
recently released for PCs and Macs in 
October. I know it’s technically a video 
game, but this isn’t a title for people 
who play Call of Duty and buy every 
year’s version of Madden. It’s more of 
a “choose your own adventure” book 
than an actual game. The gameplay it-

self is, in a word, dull. You simply move 
about the space and click on a few 
buttons.  However, it’s the choices you 
make that shape the world and what 
gives the game its hook.

One of the fi rst choices you make in 
the game happens in a room with two 
open doors. The narrator says, “Stanley 
entered the door on his left.” However, 
the game allows the player to enter 
either door. If the player goes through 
the door on the right, the narrator will 
step in and attempt to get you back on 
track. 

Of course, you can rebel against the 
story even further and continue to dis-
regard what the narrator says. If you 
follow what the narrator says, you’ll 
discover the mind control facility used 
on Stanley and his coworkers. You 

disable it and walk out into a pasture 
and fom there, freedom. The narrator 
will comment on how Stanley has the 
nagging feeling that there were other 
choices he could have made, and the 
game ends. However, most of the oth-
er choices available to you result in a 
breakdown of the fourth wall as the 
narrator addresses you, the player. He 
becomes mean and unruly and eventu-
ally reveals himself as the game’s an-
tagonist. 

One of the main themes of the game 
is free will vs. determinism and how 
much we are in charge of our destiny. 
Another idea the game plays with is the 
involvement of the narrator in the story. 
While these topics have been tackled 
by many texts, The Stanley Parable is 
perhaps the fi rst video game that deals 

with determinism and unreliable narra-
tives. The game also plays with many 
other ideas such as narrative struc-
ture, the nature of game design, and 
the passive role of the audience.

The narration is the high point of the 
game. Kevan Brighting provides the 
voice of the narrator and does a stel-
lar job.

It’s hard to say much about The Stan-
ley Parable, not because there isn’t a 
lot to talk about, but because much of 
the pleasure of the game comes from 
the exploration of the story itself. I’m 
not saying I’m worried about spoiling it 
for you because I really can’t. The Stan-
ley Parable is an exciting glimpse at 
the artistic possibilities of video games 
and I highly recommend it.

An answer to the inevitable “What even is that?”
by C Sarah Strafford
Comix Co-Editor

Have any of you heard of visual nov-
els? Anybody? Over the summer a 
friend of mine asked me to help edit 
her visual novel. I had a vague idea 
of what they were like, but had never 
read or played one before. After having 
worked on hers most of the summer, 
I fi gured that maybe I should check 
out a few more visual novels myself. In 
my quest to get more acquainted with 
this niche genre, I decided that I would 
read through one of the more popular 
visual novels a lot of my friends on tum-
blr were obsessed with: DRAMAtical 
Murder. That probably was not the wis-
est decision on my part, being as I took 
this recommendation from a bunch of 
raging fangirls. But hey – I had to start 
somewhere! 

Visual novels are something of a 
bastardization of an actual novel and 
a video game. They are digital novels 
with images, sometimes voice acting 
and often music, and varying degrees 
of interactive game play. They are akin 
to choose your own adventure books, 
are instead played on a computer or 
video game console and plotlines can 
branch off even further than a physical 
novel. Unlike web comics or interactive 
comics, they are not in comic format 
and are often written like actual novels 

or scripts. Most stories in visual novels 
focus on characterization rather than 
plot. 

Due to the visual novel’s already 
niche nature, many of the plots in vi-
sual novels explore equally niche con-
cepts. DRAMAtical Murder is no excep-
tion, a mystery visual novel with “Boys’ 
Love” elements, gay male relationships 

written for women. Also,  a caveat for 
the reader: most visual novels contain 
highly graphic and sometimes disturb-
ing content that can be turned on or off 
at the discretion of the reader. 

My fi rst dive into the visual novel 
world was DRAMAtical Murder, an un-

expectedly long work that I’m still read-
ing. I say reading and not playing since 
I have been watching walk-throughs of 
it on YouTube, since my Catholic guilt 
and fear of viruses prevented me from 
illegally torrenting it. The story focus-
es on Aoba, a 20-something guy who 
works in a tech store and has a mysteri-
ous power that allows him to convince 

customers to purchase more from the 
shop when he drops his voice to a 
certain infl ection. He lives on a small 
Japanese island controlled by an evil 
corporation that uses the island as a 
rich people’s amusement park. Unfor-
tunately, Aoba lives in the less-than-

glamorous Old Resident district where 
virtual and real life gangs are often at 
odds. Think the Sopranos vs. Anony-
mous getting into fi stfi ghts, and you 
would have the novel’s Rhyme vs. Rib.

So far, DMMD is really well written 
and I fi nd myself actually enjoying it. My 
favorite character has been Aoba him-
self. It’s the snark – Aoba is a snarky 
mofo willing to call out all the weird shit 
happening around him. Since the story 
mainly focuses on characterization, it is 
sort of a relief that Aoba is such a like-
able guy. The story itself leaves a bit to 
be desired, taking a pretty predictable 
plot twist rather than focusing on the 
more interesting dynamic between the 
real life and virtual gangs. Also, every-
one has “All-Mates,” artifi cial intelligent 
computers that often look like ador-
able animals. Aoba’s All-Mate, Ren, is 
an adorable little dog with a hilariously 
deep voice.

In the end, what DMMD is so well-
known for is its great art. The character 
designs are, at least for my taste, a little 
over-designed with many unnecessary 
details, but I have to give them kudos 
for being really memorable. The world 
itself is beautiful and really engulfi ng. 
Honestly, just look up the scenery for 
it – it is pretty gorgeous. 

We still don’t get it but we can all We still don’t get it but we can all 
agree that Aoba has great hairagree that Aoba has great hair
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Picture this: Orlando Bloom (a.k.a 
Will Turner, a.k.a Legolas) entering a 
Broadway stage on a motorcycle, tak-
ing off his helmet as he fl ips back his 
hair and gazes into the eyes of every 
woman in the audience somehow all at 
once. That is what I had the pleasure 
of experiencing last Wednesday. Third 
row. I could actually see drops of sweat 
on his face. It was amazing.

 Needless to say, I have a teeeeeeny 
crush on Orlando Bloom. But putting 
that aside, the show was actually very 
impressive. Romeo and Juliet are typi-
cally roles played by adults, so it’s easy 
to forget that they are supposed to 
be young teenagers. Although Shake-
speare intended to touch on the magic 
and foolishness of young love, the story 
is often morphed into a ridiculous story 
about desperate lovers who meet at a 
party and decide that they can’t live 
without each other after just a few 
words and a kiss. 

 However, Condola Rashad (Juliet) 
and Orlando Bloom (Romeo) really 
took on that challenge and truly played 
the “star-crossed lovers” as teenagers. 
Rashad was excessively bubbly, child-
ishly so, as she accurately portrayed 
the butterfl ies every 13-year-old girl ex-
periences when the guy they like says 
their name or touches their arm (or in 
this case, passionately kisses her for a 
solid 60 seconds while the audience 
stares awkwardly, so maybe not totally 
accurate to pre-teen interactions). 

 Rashad’s youthful nature blended 
well with Bloom’s punk-like, “rebellious 
teenager searching for a beautiful girl 
to love” disposition. He played Romeo 
as an inexperienced, somewhat stoned 
but in the most charming way possible, 
teenage boy with a touch of innocent 
curiosity. It was easy to see the chem-
istry between the two of them, and it 
made me feel like I was sitting in a mid-
dle school locker room witnessing fate 
take its place. 

 As some of you may know, Bloom 
and his stunning wife, Miranda Kerr, 
fi led for divorce a few weeks ago. They 
had been separated for a few months, 
but they recently made the news offi -
cial with promises of love and support 
in the future, especially in regards to 
their son, Flynn, who is 2 years old. 

What I fi nd interesting, though, is the 
way Bloom spoke of Rashad, his Juliet, 
soon after the divorce. When appear-
ing on Live with Kelly and Michael, he 
raved about the chemistry the two of 
them shared. He spoke with passion 
about their kissing scenes, saying how 
it “just goes on” sometimes, whatev-
er that means. Rashad also spoke in 
a similar way about Bloom. She told 
Newsday that “what’s funny is that 
[they] don’t have to force it,” and that 
they “had a connection” as soon as 
they met. 

 Sounds like they really took their 
characters seriously, if you ask me. 
Not to say that their relationship as co-
actors affected the progress of Bloom 
and Kerr’s divorce, because that is a 
speculation I just do not want to make, 
but it does seem like there is some se-
rious romance growing between them. 
I wouldn’t be surprised if something 
more came from this, even with the 
divorce being so recent. Their chem-
istry on stage was defi nitely apparent; 
even the “staged” gazes seemed like 
they were just a few seconds too long. 
You can call it good acting, but it could 
have been something more. I knew 
there was a reason I’ve never let my 
actor boyfriend play a role that involves 
a love interest. That shit is dangerous.

 In addition to the fantastic leads, the 
ensemble and supporting actors and 

actresses were also phenomenal. I’d 
fi rst like to give special credit to Jayne 
Houdyshell, the woman who played Ju-
liet’s nurse. There is a part in the show, 
after she overhears Juliet calling her a 
slow, old lady, that she sits down on a 
stool and pulls, in addition to a pill box, 
fl ask, and tin of candy, a banana out of 
her purse. After writing this down I real-
ize it may not sound funny. You’ll just 
have to go see it for yourself because 
the whole audience laughed at that 
point. It was just one of those things. 
She really did nail the role, though, as 

her lovingly frantic persona added a 
new lens to see the romance of Romeo 
and Juliet through. Houdyshell was 
a very convincing nurse, there were 
times where I would have sworn that 
she had raised Rashad herself.

 Along with Houdyshell, Christian Ca-
margo, who played the role of Mercutio, 
was also among the most memorable 
of the cast. He did a great job of reveal-
ing Shakespeare for who he truly was: 
a raging sex addict. All the “implied” 
sexual innuendos in Romeo and Ju-
liet astounded me, and Camargo was 
uninhibited as he thrusted his pelvis 
towards almost everything that moved 
on that stage. His role added a little co-
medic release to this otherwise dense 
tragedy, and Camargo succeeded in 
making sure that we all left the theater 
with more than just tears. 

Unlike the acting, the set was a bit 
lacking. The background was made 
up of a blown-up old oil painting mod-
ernized with graffi ti hearts fi lled with 
“Mary and Jerry 4eva” and the like. It’s 
not likely that a European oil painting 
would be found blown-up on a cement 
wall, open for misbehaving “punks” 
to doodle all over it with spray paint. 
Maybe the set directors were trying to 
create somewhat of a timeless effect, 
making the time of the story not com-
pletely known to the audience by mix-
ing aspects of 16th century England 
and modern day America, but I would 
have personally appreciated a more 
defi ned time and place which would 
have required a more detailed set to 
compliment the modernized costume 
choices of short dresses and leather 
jackets.

 It wasn’t hard to understand the 
Shakespearian language because 
the actors showed relatable emotions 
through the diffi cult wording. For those 
of you who aren’t English majors, like 
myself, I know that following along with 
one of Shakespeare’s masterpieces is 
more frustrating than entertaining, and 
it’s pretty easy to miss things that may 
be essential to the plot (in 7th grade, 
I thought Juliet actually died the fi rst 
time and came back to life when Ro-
meo drank the poison). Nevertheless, I 
found this performance easy to follow, 
which gave me the chance to really 
connect with the characters in a way I 
couldn’t while reading the play.  

 Because I have obviously convinced 
you to go see Romeo and Juliet as soon 
as possible, you’ll be happy to know 
that TIX4STUDENTS.COM has orches-
tra seats for less than $30. Make all 
your friends at rural state schools rave 
with jealousy and take advantage of be-
ing a college student in New York City! 
I also heavily suggest getting to the 
stage door afterwards. Orlando Bloom 
came out shortly after the show, and 
signed playbills fo those in the front. 
He even chatted with me for a few sec-
onds, and I’d like to admit that we had 
a pretty special moment with the little 
time we were given. He looked into my 
eyes. And smiled at me. And now I am 
convinced that we are going to get mar-
ried someday. Too soon? I think not.

Forget Romeo and Juliet, Let’s Talk Orlando Bloom
by Zoe Sakas
News Co-Editor

One man’s gaze turns theatre review into a gossip column

The playbill, probablyThe playbill, probably
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WHO THE FUCK IS THAT KID?
MATT THE HAT

A MEMBER OF FCRH 14’
MAJOR: CHEMISTRY

MINOR: MAKER’S MARK
HOMETOWN: PENNSYLVANIA

If you were stranded on a desert island with your dog, your grandma, and a baby, who 
would you eat fi rst?
Hmm, probably the grandma. She wouldn’t really run. Then the dog, because it has more 
dank meat to it. 
Favorite Bible passage?
Genesis 15:9: “And he said unto him, Take me a heifer of three years old, and a she goat of 
three years old, and a ram of three years old, and a turtledove, and a young pigeon.”
Fanciest place you’ve pooped? 
Oh man. GSB bathroom. It’s a nice place. I’d say it’s my favorite. 
Describe the fi rst time you knew you wanted to be a sailor.
The thrill of returning a capsized sail boat. With my dad. 
You sunk it?
Then we returned it.
Who is your spirit celebrity?
David Carradine. Because shared interests.
Who would win in a fi ght Bill Murray or Elvis? (in their prime)
I’d have to go with Bill Murray because I’ve seen him carry a bottle of wine and a hatchet. I 
feel like a man like that would win. 
Elvis was in the army though.
Oh fuck... Why did I pick Bill Murray?

PAPER ON THE STREET!  How has Fordham’s winning streak affected you, personally?

“I’m confused... What is 
football?”- Caitlin Hufnagle,
RH 16’

“I’m glad they beat 
that shitty school from 
Worcester.”- Jon Rooke, 
RH 15’

“It puts a light in my eyes 
and a spring in my step. I’m 
pleased as punch.” - Sofi  
Muñoz, RH 15’

“Oh, um...it gives me some-
thing to small talk about 
with people in my classes.”
-Chase Stevens, RH 16’
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STAFF OF NYMPHS
by the paper
People like to hear stories. When peo-
ple are young they’re told stories with 
messages about how they should live 
their lives, and how they should treat 
others. For example, the great chil-
dren’s story “Little Red Riding Hood,” 
teaches children that wolves will eat 
them if they’re not careful. Teach the 
children how to fi sh, and they will eat 
for a lifetime. 

Part I: The Algerian Connection
by Isabel Brown
    Deep in the bustling streets of Al-
giers lived a munchkin cat named Co-
sette.  Trotting about in her little red 
fez, few of the French Foreign Legion 
offi cers occupying her native city would 
have believed Cosette was a spy for 
the Algerian Independence Front. As 
they stooped to pet her, Cosette stole 
notes and, more often, bonbons, from 
their pockets. (She’s a cat! She can’t 
read telegrams! But anyone can be 
bribed with bonbons!) Within months, 
the French colonial governor tersely 
smoked a Galoise and puzzled over 
the clues left at the site of each ur-
ban battle between the rebels and 
the Legionnaires: teensy pawprints, a 
truffl e wrapper, a scrap of paper with 
the trademark fez of a certain feline. 
It was not until independence was fi -
nally granted to Algeria that young 
Cosette, a tireless patriot, cuddled on 
the shoulder of the outgoing governor 
sympathetically and mewed, “’Twas I 
all along: your army is grand, but my 
cuteness more strong.”
Part II: Purr Another Day
    “Je suis Cosette.” The offi cer looked 

surprised. “I had no idea you locals 
spoke such good French.” I beamed 
and thumped my stupendously petite 
tail against his boots. “Merci beacoup 
for rescuing my daughter from that 
well.” Of course, I thought, do you have 
any idea how little water there is in a 
desert country in North Africa? Your 
little Romy was stealing it from the op-
pressed people of the motherland! I 
had to yank her out by the scruff of her 
neck before she drank it all! Honestly, 
what 4-year-old human doesn’t under-
stand the precise drought cycles of a 
tiny Saharan nation? The offi cer picked 
me up and went in for a snuggle. I went 
for the breast pocket. There was a 
cream-colored envelope, just the right 
size to roll into the secret compartment 
of my fl ea collar. What he mistook for a 
purr was the crumpling of oppression 
into the furry pocket of liberty. After I’d 
sat in Romy’s lap and reassured her of 
her safety, I unfurled the map of Alge-
ria’s ports and the list of French weap-
ons waiting to be unloaded. It was time 
to chew over the reports (literally) and 
plot my next move. 

Dogwalk Empire
by C. Sarah Strafford 
    One day the family Labrador, Lulu, 
came home to fi nd her humans staring 
at a box of matches. Just staring, not 
lighting them, oh no. Lulu dramatically 
rolled her eyes towards the ceiling and 
offered to light said matches for her 
humans, who happily squealed in ex-
citement as she used her beaver like 
tail to light the matches. Sandy sighed, 
fed up with the fact that her humans 
did not even know how to light a match. 
Sandy was of the highest pedigree, an 

English Labrador descendent from 
British show dogs who took their tea 
without sugar. Something like lighting 
matches was below the likes of Lulu 
and her clan. One particularly cold au-
tumn day, Lulu came back from hunting 
squirrels to fi nd her humans discussing 
how to go about opening an avocado. 
They then proceeded to smash the avo-
cado on the counter until it burst open 
in their faces. That gave Lulu an idea! 
Lulu visited her friends the Hungarian 
mobsters of Irvington – who usually 
gave her free dog crumpets on Tues-
days – and bought a box of dynamite. 
In the wee hours of the night, Lulu set 
up the explosives and set them off from 
the forest adjacent to the house. As the 
sun rose and the house burned, Lulu 
pulled on a pair of aviator sunglasses 
and walked away.  

Reeftown
by John McGovern
    Igor, a tortoise, works as a private 
investigator, voiced by Jack Nicholson. 
After a four hour walk along the shore, 
he arrives at his offi ce. He goes to John-
son’s offi ce. Johnson is a croc. He’s 
smoking a fat Cuban and he’s berat-
ing Igor for taking so long to get there. 
Johnson pours Igor Bourbon, which is 
a drink adults drink so that they feel 
more comfortable around each other. 
Johnson is a shark, somehow capable 
of surviving outside of water for long 
intervals. A hot, smoky voiced aguana 
named Simone shows up. She tells 
them her husband is laundering money 
from her. Her husband, a starfi sh, is a 
drunk who sits in the sun all day. They 
head over to the spot in the sand where 
Simone’s husband hangs all day. Igor 

rides on Johnson’s  back. They rough 
up one of the anchovis and the rest 
scatter, meeping. Simone’s husband 
remains incapacitated as they ques-
tion him about the missing money. He 
just lies there.

The Tale of Mr. Magical Squirrel
by Elena Meuse
     Once upon a time, there was a magi-
cal squirrel that lived in a magical tree. 
Mr. Magic Squirrel’s neighbor was an 
angry bird named Mr. Asshole Pigeon. 
Every time Mr. Magic Squirrel threw a 
party, Mr. Asshole Pigeon would be-
come irritable and call the cops. Mr. 
Magic Squirrel did not like it when Mr. 
Asshole Pigeon called the cops. It was 
not very nice. One day Mr. Magic Squir-
rel invited a lady squirrel over in hopes 
of engaging in sexual intercourse with 
her. Sadly, Mr. Asshole Pigeon thwarted 
his attempt. He once again called the 
police, claiming that he heard sounds 
of intense suffering coming from his 
neighbor’s home. The police arrived in 
the magical tree and began to search 
the magical squirrel’s house looking for 
the source of the noise. Unfortunately, 
they did not fi nd the noise, but instead 
found Mr. Magic Squirrel’s magic stash 
of magical marijuana. The police were 
not very happy about this. Mr. Magic 
Squirrel was also unhappy. Mr. Magic 
Squirrel’s lady friend could not fi nd 
her underwear. The police arrested Mr. 
Magic Squirrel and removed him from 
his magical tree. They made Mr. Magic 
Squirrel’s lady friend leave without her 
underwear. Mr. Magic Squirrel had to 
go to jail and sit there for a long time. 
He was not happy there. One of the oth-
er squirrels touched him in a bad way. 
Finally after a long, long time the po-
lice came and told Mr. Magic Squirrel 
that he could leave. He was so happy 
and surprised. When he asked who 
had paid his bail he was shocked when 
the police brought over Mr. Asshole Pi-
geon. Mr. Asshole Pigeon said that he 
had a sexual love for Mr. Magic Squirrel 
and watched him through the windows 
at night when he slept. Without creep-
ing on Mr. Magic Squirrel, Mr. Asshole 
Pigeon could not relax and sleep. The 
two returned home to the magical tree 
together. However, when they got there 
Mr. Asshole Pigeon was dismayed to 
see Mr. Magic Squirrel pack up all the 
rest of his marijuana and promptly 
leave the magical tree forever. All that 
was left was a couple of acorns and his 
lady friend’s underwear.



                     

page 22 the paper november 6, 2013

and desperate attempts at New Or-
der. I guess he took that line from 
“Losing My Edge” about borrowed 
nostalgia from the unremembered 
80s a little too close to the letter.

The album’s huge disappointment 
comes pretty compartmentalized in 
“You Already Know,” which has clips 
of Jonathan Ross introducing and 
outro-ing their studio recording, for 
some reason. He praises them, like 
many still have for this effort, but it 
seems like no one actually listened 
to the album. Maybe they couldn’t 
get through it all the way through, 
which is understandable. It seems 
that, unfortunately, the band’s col-
lective head has gotten as big as 
the weird props from the “Refl ektor” 
video.

time to improve because the album is 
90 MINUTES LONG. 

However, when you fi nally get to the 
second single “Afterlife” and Win starts 
to sing “Can we work it out, scream and 
shout,” it takes everything you have to 
not throw your computer out the win-
dow and vote to blow up Canada. My 
personal favorites include everything 
in “Normal Person,” and the second 
verse of 11-minute long sputum opus 

“Supersymmetry:” “If 
telling the truth is not 
polite, then I guess 
we will have to fi ght.” 
One sec, gotta clean 
this vomit off of my 
keyboard.

The blame can’t 
all be placed on Win 
Butler’s fi fth grade 
poetry or Regine 
Chassagne’s coy 
bullshit French inter-

jections, however. James Murphy, of 
LCD Soundsystem fame, helped pro-
duce this album. I can’t really fi gure 
out what kind of production he was go-
ing for, but if he was going for muddled 
and, he really nailed it. His usually pre-
cise and sweeping soundscapes give 
way on Refl ektor to a hodgepodge of 
hackneyed Depeche Mode imitations 

Shocking news: one of the most 
hyped albums in recent memory turns 
out to be incredibly disappointing. It 
seems that whenever a band in the in-
die mainstream wants to take a new di-
rection, they immediately jump to 80s 
synth pop. That isn’t entirely untrue 
for Canadian darlings 
Arcade Fire; they also 
have some fake disco 
bullshit in their singles. 
I’d never try and put 
down a band for try-
ing to change up their 
sound, but when a band 
as established and tal-
ented as Arcade Fire do 
it in such a boring way, 
with such bloated and 
eye-rolling results, it’s 
much easier to chalk 
the change in sound to a Superbowl 
slump.

The fi rst problem, the god-awful lyr-
ics, come along pretty quickly after 
the ten minute “hidden track” of open 
chords with backwards guitar loops. 
You keep thinking it’s going to get bet-
ter since there’s so much goddamn 

Arcade Fire
Reflektor
by Connor O’Brien

Sky Ferreira
Night Time, My Time
by Monica Cruz

Pop rock and haute couture lovechild 
Sky Ferreira made her heavily antici-
pated offi cial debut with Night Time, 
My Time. After emerging in the music 
scene at 17, packaged as the new Brit-
ney and releasing several unsuccessful 
singles, Ferreira decided to scrap the 
pop princess act. 

Delving into Courtney 
Love’s musical catal-
goue circa 1993, she 
released the critically 
acclaimed Ghost EP 
last year. Though I feel 
like the idea of pop rock 
isn’t taken very serious-
ly, Night Time, My Time 
does an awesome job 
of legitimatizing the genre. 

The fi rst single “You’re Not the One” 

is undoubtedly the strongest track off 
the album. The infectious guitar riff and 
resonating lyric “It’s the middle of the 
night and I’m so gone/And I’m think-
ing about how much I need you but you 
really want somebody else” makes it 
the song you want to drunkenly shout 
along to with your friends after a bad 
break up or an unrequited crush. 

Ferreira eventually discovers “the 
one” in “Boys,” a head banging and 
incredibly catchy ode to fi nding some-
one who defi es your jaded expecta-
tions of love. Other standouts include 
“Nobody Asked Me (If I Was Okay)” and 
“I Blame Myself,” both incredibly per-
sonal tracks that solidify Ferreira as a 
talented songwriter. Though several of 
the songs failed to hold my attention 
past the fi rst minute, she owns her im-
age, sound, and lyrics in Night Time, 
My Time with bigger balls than in any 
of her past work, and I respect her for 
that. Ferreira has decided its her time 
and there isn’t a damn doubt about it.

Botany
Lava Diviner (Truestory)
by Ali Glembocki 

After years of name-changes and 
sporadic EPs, Texas producer Spencer 
Stephenson (the artist currently known 
as Botany) has fi nally settled and re-
leased a full album. The result is the 
ethereally-titled Lava Diviner (Truesto-
ry), a refreshing, highly sensory expe-
rience best described as a trip-hoppy 
bedtime story. 

Don’t get it twisted, though: this isn’t 
your momma’s bedtime story. As Ste-
phenson relayed to online music mag 
The Fader, Lava Diviner is a fully-real-

ized narrative about 
“a spiritual cult that’s 
waiting for a volcano to 
erupt.” Soulful chants 
blend with electric 
grotto-drips on the 
opener “Comm,” a fi ne 
introduction to Bota-
ny’s fabricated world. 
This blurs seamlessly 
into “Anchor,” a Pas-
sion Pit-esque groove 

peppered with chopped, echoed vo-
cals. “Owa” sounds like a lunar lounge 

“It’s pumpkin spice 
latte season!” you 
exclaim, buttoning 
your Hollister jeans 
and adjusting your 
Abercrombie collar. You 
waited all year in your 
upper-middle-class 
home, staring pensive-
ly out your bedroom 
window at your neigh-
bor Jeff’s aluminum 
siding, a single salted 
caramel tear running 
down your cheek. Now 
your sweet, frothy 
dreams are about to 
come true. Hop in your 
mom’s 2009 Honda 
Civic, force her to 
drive you to your local 
Starbucks, and fulfi ll 
your Grande-sized 
fantasies. Congrats, 
grad. You just peaked 
at 14.  -AG
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Let me preface my review by saying 
that I wouldn’t at all consider myself a 
huge follower of M.I.A.; however, I was 
defi nitely entertained by her fourth al-
bum. Despite having almost a year of 
delays while releasing Mantangi (she 
eventually streamed all of the tracks 
on her Vevo account), I would defi nitely 
consider it strong and sonically eclec-
tic. The general sound straddles the 
interesting line between being a co-
hesive collection of songs, and being 

M.I.A.
Matangi
by Caitlin Hufnagle 

Bad Religion must have found true 
north, because their latest offering 
fi nds them at the North Pole with Santa 
and all his special helpers in Christmas 
Songs. You’ll fi nd the classics here: 
“Hark! The Angels Sing” kicks off the 
album with stellar three-part harmo-
nies, 30 seconds of which might con-
vince your mother that she isn’t listen-
ing to Southern California punk royalty 

Bad Religion
Christmas Songs
by Aaron DeVera

(until the guitars kick in, WHAMMY).
Even more standards like “Little 

Drummer Boy” make an appearance. 
I want to say you haven’t heard “Little 
Drummer Boy” until you’ve heard it like 
this, but I’d be saying it with a wink be-
cause I wink when I LIE.

Some hardcore fans (double enten-
dre) might suspect Christmas Songs 
as a testament to Bad Religion’s soft 
and slow decline towards the dark pit 
of artistic irrelevance. And now that ev-
eryone who was reading this review be-
cause they thought it was about Frank 
Ocean has stopped reading, I’ll go 
ahead and say that some suspicions 
won’t be disproved by a sub-2-minute 
riff-laden rendition of “What Child Is 
This.”

Some Bad Religion fans might fi nd 
this a bit of a sensory overload, but 
let’s not shit ourselves; what did we do 
to deserve a good Christmas album? 
The days of 98˚ and Mariah Carey are 
over. Yeah, a Lana Del Rey Christmas 

album would be really awesome. Hell, 
I’ll take another Christmas single from 
Best Coast. But do we deserve any-
thing more than 3-chord punk covers 
of “White Christmas” sprinkled with 
sleigh bells? “Started From the Bot-
tom” is still in the Top 25. The music-
listening community deserves coal this 
Christmas.

completely all over the place—however, 
I feel like this quality is what makes this 
kind of album work.

The title track is quite a doozy, and 
contains the same chaotic percussion 
that continues throughout the album. 
However, after an entrancing intro, 
M.I.A. goes on to list off the names of 
practically every obscure country you 
can think of. Then she calls herself ice 
cream. It was weird…but I liked it.     
   Sonically, the album is dizzying, but 
in a pleasant, dreamlike way, as best 
expressed on “Lights” and “Sexodus” 
where she lyrically opens up about 
her personal experiences and political 
opinions whilst simultaneously pump-
ing with intense beats, Bollywood 
chanting, and auto-tune. 

One of the most intriguing songs on 
the album is “Attention” which basical-
ly bombards you with words that have 
“tent” in them. She raps: “The fullest 
attempt in my intent/ Is to let you know 
what is important/ My existence is mili-
tant/ Cause my content bangs like it’s 
potent.” My personal favorite is “Exo-
dus” which is a trippy track with smooth 
backing vocals in which she asks: “you 
can have it all/ Tell me what for.” 

The album is basically a mindfuck, 
but a pleasant one. The one thing I will 
say is this: although I enjoyed listening, 
I was a tad exhausted by the end, and 
was somewhat happy it was over—any 
longer and the experience would have 
become unsavory. 

This album is a hypnotic and abrasive 
compilation of MIA’s musical ingenuity. 
It’s an eccentric contradiction, but it’s 
a really good one.  

jam: picture sipping martinis with Mar-
tians and dropping E with extraterres-
trials. Now move on to “Per Eon,” the 
sonic equivalent of a Namaste that 
meshes vocal white noise with atmo-
spheric sweeps and electro blips.

And those are only the fi rst 4 tracks 
of a 12-track album—as evidenced 
by my colorful narrative descriptions, 
Lava Diviner, like a short story, is best 
experienced in one sitting. With that 
said, there are some standout songs 
that can be enjoyed in single-servings. 
Most notably: “Quatic,” something the 
Little Mermaid would pregame to, and 
“Celeste,” a beat-driven, wordless bal-
lad. 

Botany accomplishes something 
many attempt but few succeed in: 
creating a truly cohesive album. Lava 
Diviner sounds unifi ed without becom-
ing homogenous. It leaves you with 
the satisfi ed feeling of experiencing a 
complete thought. Unlike the gloom 
that seems to plague other trip-hop 
records, Lava Diviner is complex while 
maintaining a sense of brightness. 
This is a must-listen for the sleepless 
nighttime hours.

Rhymes 
With 

Orange
Everything that Devonté Hynes 
(aka Blood Orange) touches turns 
to gold. Enjoy these Blood Or-
ange jams. 
#MusicalMarmalade

“Chamakay”
Blood Orange
This is the latest single from 
Devonté Hynes, aka Blood 
Orange, aka Jesus. Just picture 
yourself lying on a beach in Ber-
muda at dawn sipping a post-
breakup Sex On The Beach.

“Champagne Coast”
Blood Orange
A sonic quest of epic proportions. 
Once the guitar riff hits, nothing 
else in the world matters.

“Everything is Embarrassing”
Sky Ferreira
This Blood Orange-produced 
track catapulted model Sky Fer-
reira’s music career, and for good 
reason: the sparse 80s-twinged 
piano is pure genius.

“Lovers in the Parking Lot”
Solange
Blood Orange arguably spurred 
Solange Knowles’ transition from 
“Beyoncé’s baby sis” into “SOL-
ANGE.” This song is pure emo-
tional fi re. Bask in it.

“Losing You”
Solange
The best pop song of 2012 will 
never get old. Thank you Based 
Dev <3
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Maris Cuddeback Gibson Merrick

Jack McGovern

There’s only ONE 
MORE ISSUE THIS 

SEMESTER! THIS IS 
YOUR LAST CHANCE 
TO DRAW A COMIC 

FOR the paper!
paper.fordham@gmail.com
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