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1. Rutherford Behave!
2. Make Way for Eisenhower
3. John F. Kennedy: Dead 53th 

President
4. You, Me, and 

Warren G.Harding                           
5. Cool It, Coolidge!

“Property.”
- Paul Ellebrecht ‘10

“It’s real. Syrup flows
slower than water.”
- David Lonoff ‘09

“Myth. Because I
don’t really know
what viscosity is.”

-Dan Jensen ‘10

“Property. . . No?”
- Leahruth Jemilo ‘08

“I’ve never even heard
of it.”

- Lucas Sokol-Oxman
‘07
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NOT IN MY
AMERICA

(EVAN ROWE)

Let us all thank God for the Zero Adult Providers (ZAP) grant that the Northfield
police department recently received. Because, let’s face it, there is no more pressing
issue that our fair Carleton is facing than alcohol-related debauchery and sin.
Personally, since I don’t drink, I believe that it should be made completely illegal
(since there’s nothing I hate more than watching you enjoy a freedom that I choose
not to partake in), but I can settle for increased searches, seizures, random beatings,
and other blatant violations of your so-called “right to privacy.” Please guys, this is
the United States – government should (and does) have the right to get up in your
grill.

We need a change of culture on this campus. This is the underage campus alcohol
policy from the Dean of Students Office: “Persons under 21 years of age are prohibit-
ed from drinking alcoholic beverages.” I know what you’re thinking: Where the hell
are the teeth? The policy should read: “Persons under 21 years of age are prohibited
upon pain of death from drinking alcoholic beverages.”

But because administrators are too busy lying prostrate on the floor, kissing the toes
of deep-pocketed alumni who have improbably cheery memories of their time at this
inebriated cesspool of a college, the rights of law-abiding citizens like myself are
being continually violated. Just the other night, I heard people on my floor drunken-
ly singing “Hakuna Matata.” At 10:30 pm! Do you think they were worried about
being Breathalyzed? Afraid of repercussions? Hardly!

In fact, freshmen are being inexorably pushed towards alcohol, from the first
debaucherous opening Frisbee toss with President Oden, through the New Student
Week beer-and-drug fueled orgies, all the way to that rave that they call “Opening
Convocation.” It is near impossible to avoid alcohol on this campus – just ask the
30% of students who abstain!

Remember, it’s the law. And the law is always right. If the law says that you aren’t
mature enough to drink alcohol until the clock strikes midnight of your 21st birthday,
well, Cinderella, you’d sure as hell better not run off to the ball. I don’t care if your
parents could drink when they were 18; are you really surprised that they were more
mature than you are now, dumbass? And finally, might I add that if it isn’t the duty
of campus officials to vigorously enforce every law on the Minnesota Statutes, whose
is it?

The attack on streaking begins next issue. In the meantime, Carls, stand up and
express your vociferous support for this urgently-needed initiative. And if you see an
upperclassman providing, make sure to ZAP! him or her by snitching to the cops –
like all good Carls do.

(CULTURE)
LGBT responds, interview on wellness, we’re like
totally way mature 11

volume XII. issue 3. 

THE
TOP 5

Hypothetical
Names of
President-

Related Sitcoms

SO.
At this point in my life, it is very early in the morning and I have two classes to go

to, so I’m going to apologize for this being possibly incoherent and mis-spelled. 
At this point in my life, I’m also a senior in college. I have officially 4 weeks left of

fall term ever. Then 2 more terms after that. How does that sound? Scary? Yes
and no. Am I upset? No, not really. Not right now anyway. 

Hell, maybe that’s why tons of us will walk out without jobs arranged. Maybe? It
might be more than laziness, maybe it’s just the bliss of being here, caught up in
the moment, working on this paper, etc. etc. Anyway, this is slowly descending into
cliched crap. What I basically want to say is that I’m having a hard time thinking
about next year because it’s about this year right now. Sitting in this office until
6:30 a.m. to make sure (almost) every comma is in the right place. Really, I should
be writing a resume, researching jobs, etc. etc. 

I also should be asking myself questions like “What do I want to do with my life?”
But really, why? It’s funny how you can look at someone else’s life and just know
how it’ll work out for them (even at age 10), but when you’re in the thick of it your-
self, you have no fucking clue what choice to make. (I also should stop swearing.)
So, I think it’ll work out. Somehow. That’s the message I get over and over and over
again. Why no believe it?

Plus, I’m excited. It’s going to be a good thing, and this year only feels so amazing
(despite these past 1.5 weeks-- but whatever) exactly becasue I know that it’ll end.
I’m finally not afraid of going to the Rec Center by myself. Took 3 years, but I’m final-
ly there. 

Okay I went back to trite rambling that’s sappy, sentimental, senior b.s. Some peo-
ple could probably put this space to better use. I’m sure. Make some other sweep-
ing generalization that we’ve all heard before, but on a more important topic. But
that would be very me now would it? I’ll be wierder or more caustic next time.

I need to get this paper printed. 
- Meredith

We’re asking the hard questions.

Viscosity: 
Property... or Myth?

This Week: ZAP Us Not Into Temptation, But Deliver
Us From Alcohol

                



The SCHILLOMETERThe SCHILLOMETER

People drooling on library couches:
it’s like peeing in the pool

Google/YouTube: we’ll see, I guess

Donuts: Bagels come and go, but you guys
are still the best!

Increased proliferation of the phrase
“doody bomb”

People “borrowing” unlocked bikes: you
know the kind we’re talking about
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I pulled two pennies from my pocket the other day, and since copies
cost quite a bit more I motioned to toss them in the trashcan. “Halt!”
demanded a dashingly handsome Andy Olson as he apparated in front of
me. “Let me tell you a story about my own two pennies. I once was reclin-
ing in my rocking chair, rubbing them together and thinking about throw-
ing them away, when I thought, “If I throw these two pennies away and
they end up in some dumpster, a sketchy St. Olaf student might go and
grab them for himself.” I thought about that for awhile, then decided to
keep the two pennies.”

Lessons learned.

Visions
(SAM ROBSON)

(JENNY MORSE, STEPHEN GEE)
Freshmen Rants and Ravings

We love mints. And Mintz.  But not
just any mints; there’s a hierarchy. First
come the circular Starbrites, the mints
you are likely to find in the lobbies of
two-star hotels or under your grand-
mother’s plastic-covered arm chair.
Within this category there is further divi-
sion. At the bottom lie the green vari-
eties: chocolate spearmint and winter
mint. The paradigm of Starbrite mints is
the classic red and white peppermint; it’s
old-school, pimp chic. If you’re gonna do
the Starbrite, you have to do it right. The
attempts at modernizing this mint with
new-fangled flavors is about as ridicu-
lous as leopard-print parasols. 

Next in line is a newcomer to the
LDC mint bowl. Looking swank and
sassy in their gumball-esque wrappers
and snazzy color combos, these aestheti-
cally pleasing mints are little more than
an eye-popping palate teaser. Their
chocolate-y goodness is enclosed in a
chalky, oddly milky candy coating that
conjures up memories of malted milk
balls. With an astringent aftertaste and
short-lived flavor, these mints are the
evil stepsisters of the M&M.

Now into the good stuff: Ovations.
Despite the fact that they’re black with

gold lettering and therefore reminiscent
of discount condoms, they taste awe-
some. These Andes Mints knock-offs
have just that right combination of
chocolate and minty freshness in an ele-
gant and slender form. There has been a
recent shortage of Ovations despite our
many postings on the Burton “Rants,
Craves, and Raves” board. Dining Hall
Staff, get your act together.

Finally we arrive at the pinnacle of all
that is mint: the buttermint. Not only
does the wrapper thank you for eating
this mint and, we like to think, for being
alive, but every aspect of their taste and
texture is completely unparalleled in the
world of Carleton dining hall mints. 

These are the mints good enough of to
grace the china of Queen Elizabeth, the
type of mints your grandmother wishes
she could afford so that her grandkids
would visit her in “the home.” These
mints are sophisticated enough to grace
Stephen’s dorm room in two overflowing
porridge bowls of abundance. The pre-
tension of the Ovations is gone with
these modest mints; they’re plainly col-
ored exterior belies their majesty. We
salute you, Buttermints!

As a side note: Jolly Ranchers, wtf?

Exposé: Viscosity, or, The World’s Most Insidious Lie
Viscosity is a measure of the resistance of a fluid to deform under shear stress. You probably know it as "thickness", or resistance to pouring; here at the Doormat, we know
it as a LIE. The “experts”want you to believe that viscosity is the principle behind such natural phenomena as the fact that honey can drip from a honey-stick for ages,
while a glass of water tipped over will spill instantaneously. Our thoughts? Bullshit. This so-called “property” is nothing but a Tool of the Man, designed to keep you
down.
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Sorry, Liars, but WE DON’T BUY IT!

On the left, an example
of a SUBSTANCE WITH
high viscosity. On the
right, an example of A
SUBSTANCE low viscosity.
The rhetoric is cloudy,
but the choice is obvious.
(DAN SUGARMAN)

ished for their egregious error.

Furthermore, contained in their article
was an editor's note mentioning that I
will never get those "porno door decs."
Such parenthetical antagonism qualifies
as an inside joke, and is funny to at most
two people--probably fewer, as I did not
laugh. Inside jokes undermine the jour-
nalistic integrity of a publication.
Carleton does not need Greg 
Hunter masturbating onto newsprint
and calling it a "Doormat." Carleton
needs quality journalism, such as that
found in the Carleton Literary Association
Paper. I feel bad for Carletonian editors P.
Reis and J. Zivin that their paper has to
carry a payload of such Doormattian
drivel every other week.

For shame.

Sincerely,
Greg Perryman

PS - Also, I was referred to as "fugly."
This word is not contained in English
dictionaries, and should thus not be
used in a newspaper. You should really
use spell check.

A Letter to the Editor

In the last issue of the Carl, Jenny Morse
and Stephen "Steegee" Gee referred to
me as "President of the URCC" and that
this was "self-appointed." Nothing could
be further from the truth. I have never
held any pretentions about being
President of the URCC. The true presi-
dent, in fact, is one Seth Goodspeed,
who was elected by a plurality of 65
members of the class of '07 in what was,
according to Associate Director of
Alumni Affairs Luke Hasskamp, the
biggest turnout in a class election. I
deeply respect Mr. Goodspeed and
would never dream of usurping his
power or disrespecting his authority
over the URCC. I demand an apology
and a retraction from the Carl, and
would appreciate the authors being pun-

Compact shelving ain’t gonna cut it
forever. Every month of every year, our
own Gould Library receives more books,
and sooner or later, we’ll have to admit
to ourselves that there are some we real-
ly just don’t need that much. What stays?
What goes? Use this helpful index to
start trimming the fat.

The Films of Charles Bronson – Jerry
Vermilye, 1980
First Impression: A comprehensive (to
1980) index of the films of actor Charles
Bronson (Death Wish I though V). Why,
we are not told.
Second Glance: Devotes seven pages to
Bronson’s 1971 spaghetti western Red
Sun, in which Japanese samurai Kudora
(Toshiro Mifune) must join forces with
gun-slinging vigilante Link (Bronson).
Final Verdict: The suggested lineage of
martial artist-cowboy team-up films
prior to Shanghai Noon gives one the
excuse to coin the phrase “East Meets
West-ern”.
4.54.5

Probabilistic Methods in Combinatorics

– Paul Erdos and Joel Spencer, 1974.
First Impression: I hate and fear
advanced mathematics and am not quali-
fied to evaluate the usefulness of this
book. Goofy title, though.
Second Glance: “B(n,p) is the distribution
of the number of successes in n inde-
pendent trials, with the probability of
success p. So Un has distribution B(n,
1/2).” And I feel nothing.
Final Verdict: I like my probabilistic
methods as much as the next guy, but
combinatorics? Cut me some slack, Jack.
22

Lou Grant: The Making of TV’s Top
Newspaper Drama – Douglass K.
Daniel, 1996
First Impression: 200+ pages, hardcover,
about a Mary Tyler Moore Show spin-off.
Published fourteen years after the show’s
cancellation.
Second Glance: While on air, the series
apparently tackled complex, relevant
issues and is rumored to have been can-
celled in part because of lead actor Ed
Asner’s criticism of U.S. intervention in
El Salvador.

Final Verdict: Unlikely to be used by any
Carleton student for a legitimate purpose
anytime in the discernable future, but far
more likely to be used than a 200-page
book about Rhoda would have been.
33

Late Quarternary Sea-Level Correlation
and Applications – D.B. Scott, P.A.
Pirazzoli, and C.A. Honing
First Impression: Is there something with
marine geologists and initials?
Second Glance: I did not really look
through this book.
Final Verdict: The Quarternary period
ended roughly 1.8-1.6 million years
ago—GET OVER IT.
.5.5

400 Losers – Winton M. Ahlstrom and
Robert J. Havighurst, 1971.
First Impression: From the title, I can
only assume this is about the class of
2010. …HOLD ON…! I went there, man.
Second Glance: It’s actually about post-
WWII adolescent male delinquency.
Final Verdict: ’10 can EAT IT: 
00

Rating the Gould Library’s
Least-Necessary Books (GREG HUNTER)

Should you keepShould you keep

that book?that book?

Here’s how it works:Here’s how it works:

5 - Essential.

4 - A valuable, if esoteric,
resource.

3 - Keep it--if you have the
space.

2 - We’re better off without
it.

1 - A blight on the Gould
Library.
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Are you wrapped up in a roommate conflict? Is the girl monopolizing the
discussions in your American Lit class causing you emotional distress?

Don’t get mad--get litigious! 

THE CARL COURT
is now in session, and ready to any and all student claims.

Think of the People’s Court, only applied to Carleton. In the middle of the Bald Spot.

An all-freshman panel of jurors will gather in order to arbitrate any number of cases put forth by their fel-
low students. Each session of the CARL COURT will feature a different guest judge from the Class of

‘07 (URCC). Excerpts from each case will them be published in the next week’s issue of the Carl.

NAME: _______________________________________________________

HYPOTHETICAL JUROR NICKNAME WERE YOU TO BE SELECTED: _______________________________________________

JUROR STYLE (CIRCLE ALL THAT APPLY):

SYMPATHETIC VENGEFUL COMPROMISE-FRIENDLY NO-HOLDS-BARRED

DO YOU HAVE ANY BIASES/AFFILIATIONS THAT WE SHOULD BE MADE AWARE OF BEFORE PLACING YOU, AND IF SO, WHAT
ARE THEY?

YES ___________________________________________________________ NO

Alex Sciuto is a member of the class of
2009. He showers an average of once
every two to three days, suspects he
might have e.coli, and will wear the same
jeans continuously until their filthiness is
perceptible by at least three of the five
senses. With that said, he’s probably less
messed up than you are and happy to
answer any question you can toss his
way.

Hey Alex,
Any advice for a freshman nervous

about her first screwdate? What if it’s
awkward??
- Myers

Myers-

It's gonna be awkward. There's noth-
ing you can do about that except maybe
hand your date a classy mixed drink and
wait a few minutes. You really must
make sure you head into this date in the
mindset that the more awkward the bet-
ter the story to tell your friends after.
This is one of those circumstances where
it will be good to have a little voice in
the back of your head saying, "Gee I
can't wait to set this up as a comedic nar-
rative."

Going into the date with the assump-
tion that it'll be awkward and funny will
free you up to be awkward and funny
which is better than the alternative of
making stilted small talk about where
you went to high school. And if both of
you are comfortable enough with the
silliness of the situation (and if you're
both attractive enough) you might fina-

gle a cool make-out session sometime
early in the night before you both part
ways with a wipe of the forehead and a
sigh of relief.

Alex,
Bear vs. shark on neutral turf. Who

wins?
- MPIRG

Of all the peripheral existential ques-
tions, this is the most pertinent I feel for
witty college students to reflect on. It
easily trumps all the questions of aes-
thetics ever formulated.

This is such an interesting question
because it's a question of unsaid assump-
tions. For example what does neutral
turf mean? If we decided neutral neces-
sarily meant random, then the fight
would most likely have to take place in
outer space. and since they both need
oxygen masks, the bear would obviously
win since the shark's greatest asset, the
powerful jaws, are negated by the need
for an oxygen mask.

But let me reflect on another aspect of
the question. Is it better to have one
powerful asset--jaws--or a more balanced
arsenal like a bear's claws, weight, and
jaws? I think that the more balanced
combatant would win more often. The
shark needs water to use its jaws more
than the bear needs land to use its claws.
So in terms of balance, I have to believe
that the more diversity guarantees a
greater chance of succeeding. It's simple
economics. Looking at chances of win-
ning the bear seems to have a better
chance to win, so in a single fight the
bear's chances are better. But there's
always a chance for the shark to strike
one well-placed bite ripping off the bears
head.

Alex,
I’m trying to think of a catchy

acronym for my new hostile, counter-
intuitive anti-underage drinking coali-
tion. Here’s what I’ve got so far:
- Weekend Terror Force (WTF)
- Dubious use of manpower (DUM)
- Police-enforced negation of intake of
substances (PENIS)
- State micromanagement of campus
culture (SMOCC)

Whadaya think?
- Anonymous

While I like ZAP because it's zippy
and positive and short, I do think that
here are a few other names I can think
of:

- Searching Hard for Illegal Things
(SHIT)
- Controlling rowdy affluent pupils
(CRAP)
- Intently nosing in everyone's fun for
the enforcement of crazy teen intoxica-
tion vices everywhere (INEFFECTIVE)  

OK, maybe that last one is a stretch.
But I hope I greased your mental wheels.

Alex--
Normally, I’m a dude who likes to

keep his partying pretty under control
(but I like a good time, too). Anyway, a
few weeks ago things got a little out of
hand (one Pabst becomes two pretty
fast, and don’t get me started on the gin
and tonics!), and long story short, I’m
now an indentured servant for an afflu-
ent elderly couple in
suburbanMinneapolis. The house is
pretty cool, but I don’t know how I’m
gonna fit studying in, and I think I owe
them my first-born. Advice?
- Burton Boy

You know what? Maybe ZAP isn't
such a bad idea.

Alex,
I read that the Vatican is currently
reviewing the state of limbo. My
Roommate’s pro; I’m con. Having been
raised Catholic, how do you weigh in?
Also, when did this issue become more
important than war, poverty, disease, or
ending the institutional facilitation of
sex abuse? I must have missed some-
thing.
- Evans Inquisitor

Personally, the idea of limbo definite-
ly needs a revisit. Many see quite rightly
that limbo was just one extreme example
of the tendency for Catholicism to quan-
tify and dogmatize all aspects of reli-
gion...even the possible after lives of
non-baptized infants. So I applaud the
pope in stating the silliness of attempt-
ing to sketch in such details about such
metaphysical questions. Now I know my
Catholicism, and I also know the
Catholic Conference of Bishops has
many times stated that war, poverty, and
bioethical issues are some of the most
important issues that we as voting citi-
zens and religious people can consider.
Unfortunately, not many people pay
attention to statements from the US bish-
ops unless they seem to be defending
child-abusing priests. The Catholic
Church sure screws up, but sometimes
they get it right.

Missouri couldn’t handle him!
Goodhue couldn’t handle him!

And Evans Hall ain’t even puttin’
up a fight! It’s

ASK ALEX

Hey student-reader! If you’ve got a question for
Alex, don’t hide it--He’s got his very own email
address just for people like you!

askalexonline
@gmail.com

Do you think you have what it takes to serve on the CARL COURT jury? Then fill out the juror slip below, cut it out,
and put it in Mailbox #247. We’ll send you an email with all the pertinent information.

NAME: _______________________________________________________

YEAR:     ‘10     ‘09     ‘08     ‘07 

DESCRIPTION OF GRIEVANCE: 

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

NAME OF CARL AGAINST WHOM CLAIM IS BEING MADE: _______________________________________________________

Do you have a case for the Carl Court? Then fill out the claims slip below, cut it out, and put it in Mailbox #247.
We’ll send you an email with all the pertinent information.

    



the ubiquity of Tibetan prayer flags in dorm rooms
the frequently misguided activism
the presence of the phrase “I feel like” in class discussion
the flourless chocolate cake in the dining hall
the amount of work you have
some kid always smoking outside of Sayles
the smell of Musser
the smell of Malt-O-Meal
the Dominos 5-5-5 deal
the freshmen bonding over mutual generalized interests 
the constant discussion and analysis of your own awkwardness
the conversations you have at parties 
Toff

Slickdeals.net
Have you ever been to a Staples or Best

Buy and purchased something for school
only to find out that there is an amazing
rebate for a free cordless phone, paper shred-
der, toner refill, plus your choice between a
desk lamp or 512mb USB flash drive? These
rebates are great and all, but they’re a royal
pain in the ass to finalize. Those box stores really make you earn those rebates with weeks of
waiting, and in the end you have what amounts to capital to start up your very own generic
office. 

Well, slickdeals.net cuts through the red tape and weeks of waiting for you. They find all the
rebates, coupons and sales on the planet, figure out how they’re all connected, and create a
miniature global supply chain for the thrifty. Also, unlike Staples, this site provides awesome
stuff. In the last five days a user could have purchased a 400GB hard drive for a $100, a 75% off
coupon for Hot Topic, a Cannon Power Shot for $239, or a Nikon Digital camera PLUS a
Phillips digital photo printer for $90. The site gives you the key to inexpensive cutting toys.

Peekvid.com
Ok, so last week we suggested dailymotion.com for your on-demand lifestyle with regards to
TV. We also suggested that you have your favorite show’s episode guide handy so you could
search for specific episodes. Well, the moral of this story, like that of all stories, is that the
Internet filled this niche moment after our words hit the press. Peekvid.com is truly a treasure
trove to behold. When was the last time you even thought about Kenan and Kel? They have 9
episodes. Goosebumps?19 episodes. Lost? Entire series. Aressted Development, Scrubs,
Smallville, The Office, Dog Bites Man, same deal. Oh yeah, and every anime worth watching, a

bunch of awesome cartoons, and a ton of stand
up comedy. We apologize for the excessive TV-
driven content of this article over the last few
issues, but the internet is the gift that keeps
giving.

Quick hits:
http://www.venganza.org/
Christians believe the universe was cre-
ated in 7 days. Pastafarians believe a
Flying Spaghetti Monster created the world in 3 meals. The religion has existed for thousands
of years in secrecy with millions of followers but publicly revealed itself when a Kansas school
board voted to teach intelligent design as a scientifically based theory. Go figure.
http://www.coudal.com/moom.php
The museum of online museums exists because somethings just aren’t appropriate for actual
museums, and also because there just isn’t enough wall space to contain everything worthy of
our gaze. Galleries of French hats, fading building advertisements, vintage wallpaper, LCD
watches, whistling records are just at the tip of the ice berg of this massive database of crap
http://talkingegg.com/humor/bunnyyawns.html
75 pictures and four movies of the most adorable creature at their most drowsy. Even pure evil
would smile at this.
http://cuteoverload.com/
Are the bunnies not enough for you? Then maybe you need a taste of the hard stuff. This site
has thousands of pictures that would make Satan blush. 

EIGHT / 20.october.06 NINE / 20.october.06

(GWEN KIRBY)

RECURRING WORDScarl carlRECURRING WORDS

A
the

listi
(ANNE CZERNEK)

WEBmasters 2.3 i am poet
Face it: each one of you has about 10 bookmarks that you check religously at every

campus computer.  By your powers combined, you, as a student body, are only
familiar with roughly 50 sites.  If we had never heard of the Internet, we’d assume that those sites
(Facebook, CNN, ESPN, Wikipedia, Live Journal, Carleton homepage, etc…) are all that is out there
in this world wide web. You people are living in a cave of shadows, and we are the philosopher
kings who have seen the light, and we are here to open your eyes and help you access a world
beyond your current state of limited-surfage. I heard about National Novel Writing Month (NaNoWriMo) when

I was a freshman here at Carleton. My first thought was, people who
have too much spare time will try anything! A novel in a month? That
would be the worst novel ever written! Then I realized, that’s the
point. NaNoWriMo takes all the pressure off the writer to write any-
thing actually good. After all, the requirements for the successful com-
pletion of NaNoWriMo are very simple.  Write one novel (50,000
words, ~175 pages) starting November 1 and ending November 30.

My first attempt at NaNoWriMo, my word count never got higher
than 10,000 and I certainly had far more bad moments than good
ones. One moment my characters were behaving quite well, the next
moment a cat would be talking to someone unexpectedly and that
was just the way it was. No time to go back! It felt good to be writing.

NaNoWriMo makes no pretension that its writers are going to
write the great American novel. In the “About Us” section of the site,
the creators say, “It’s all about quantity, not quality. The kamikaze
approach forces you to lower your expectations, take risks, and write
on the fly. Make no mistake: You will be writing a lot of crap. And
that’s a good thing. By forcing yourself to write so intensely, you are
giving yourself permission to make mistakes.”

At Carleton, we so rarely get to “give ourselves permission to
make mistakes” when it comes to our prose or our labs or even our
lives. We want to organize and plan ahead and have at least some
kind of guarantee for success. I hate to use we. Let me say that, at
least for myself, NaNoWriMo was a welcome release from the pres-
sure I put on myself to sound like Melville or bust!

The website itself (www.nanowrimo.org) is more than just a space
dedicated to letting writers post word counts like assertions of their
virility. The site creates a genuine sense of community among its writ-
ers. There are extensive forums to help writers get inspiration for their
prose, divided into various subcategories that include genre, plot
problems, character weaknesses, and one entitled “NaNoWriMo Ate
My Soul: A clubhouse for novelists in distress.” Getting involved in
the forums can help a writer get that helpful boost to propel him or
her through to the end of the month. It is also a fun place to visit if
you are just a writer who wants a few tips on the art of fiction,
whether fiction in a rush or no.

In addition to supporting writers of novels, NaNoWriMo supports
literacy across the world. Over the past two years, NaNoWriMo
raised enough money, through donations and selling merchandise, to
build three libraries in Cambodia and seven in Laos. These libraries
are children’s libraries set up in rural villages that provide books in
both the children’s native language and in English. As the website
says, they are trying to promote future writers everywhere.

So why not give it a try? To be an “official” part of the
NaNoWriMo spirit, go to their website and sign up. You will have
your own author profile where you can post your current word count,
post excerpts of your writing, and receive feedback from other writ-
ers. Also, joining the site can connect you to people in your area who
are undertaking the same project. That means you get e-mails about
meetings in the cities between members. You could even try to find
other Carleton students and set up meetings on campus (with wine
and cheese, of course)! 

As for me, I feel the same call to write just for the sheer joy of writ-
ing that I have had for the past three years. There is always the hope
that while you are pounding out prose, you will surprise yourself
with a thought or an image that you did not know existed until that
moment. That is why I love to write. I love to be surprised.

If you try it, good luck!

Permission to Make Mistakes:
National Novel Writing Month

#1: How Not to Run Over Traffic Cones
I’ve just been introduced to Carleton’s newest

sports sensation! Ok, not quite, but on Monday I did
have the rare opportunity to take a study break by rac-
ing motorized wheelchairs in the misty rain. This
exciting, if moderately bizarre, competition is the
brainchild of freshman Matthew Fink and his RA,
Sean Noonan, both residents of the lovely first
Nourse. You may have already seen Matt tooling
around in one of his sweet wheelchairs. Well, he’s
got three of them in total, each of which is slightly
different in terms of speed and controllability. 

As Sean explained, Matt was interested giving
students the chance to try the chairs, so they put
their heads together and tried to come up with a fun
and moderately controlled way to get the rest of the
student body in the driver’s seat. Matt’s plan
involved all-out drag races through campus, but that
got vetoed so the whole thing wouldn’t devolve into
bumper-chairs. However, their final plan seemed
both fun and unlikely to cause serious head injury.

At noon on Monday, I arrive in the space between
Arena Theater and the Concert Hall to find an elabo-
rate maze of orange cones dotting the red concrete.
An obstacle course winds from the ramp where two
wheelchairs and about 20 people stand in front of
the Concert Hall, runs around the corner to the right,
loops the street lamp, rolls past the Arena main
doors and back, through a treacherous S-shape swirl,
and all the way back to the beginning. 

When I show up, Casey Hogel’s already motoring
down the homestretch to cheers from the damp
crowd. As with many racers, Matt leads to make
sure she knows where to turn, while Sean runs along
side with a stop watch and clipboard to record her
final time and check to make sure she doesn’t upend
any of the 63 cones. As soon as Casey rises, another
spectator takes over and gets ready to go. He looks a
little nervous and wiggles the controller, trying to
get more control over where his temporary feet are
going to take him.

The competition is playful, but fiercer than I’d
expected. As several racers explain, it isn’t just eternal
pride that’s up for grabs. Sean’s also offering a $15
Hogan Brothers gift certificate and two $5 Blue
Mondays gift certificates for first, second and third
place, respectively. And that, like eternal pride, is
nothing to scoff at.

When they call for final competitors, I decide to take

my turn in the hot seat. We’ll see if I’m any more
graceful on wheels than on my normal two left feet. I
hear cheers from the peanut gallery. Happily, it seems
I have support. By now, most of the audience has
already tried the course and has a better idea of what I
am getting into. I have used wheelchairs before. When
I was little I would borrow my brother’s and slowly

nudge my way around the house, but when I sit in
Matt’s the difference is stark. Those mechanical ones
can go pretty quickly, especially in some wonky direc-
tion I’m not intending to go. 

Slowly, I follow Matt and maneuver myself through
the winds, loops and S-curves like a skittish remote-
control car. Making my wheels match my intentions
isn’t entirely intuitive, but by the final stretch I’m lean-
ing forward, trying to will myself faster than my little

motor wants to go. Come on baby! My final time: 2:12.
Quite respectable. It isn’t enough to match the 2:07,
2:02, or the final 1:57 of my competitors, but hey, I did-
n’t knock over any cones.

Of course, just after Alex breaks out his winning
time, Matt asks to get timed just for fun and nails it in
1:22. . . without hitting any cones. That’s over 30 sec-

onds less in a chair that’s more difficult to maneu-
ver. And by this point the rain’s really starting to
come down. Feh. What a show off.
#2: Building A Better Blind Date:

Be honest. Did you find a screw date for your
roommate on Sunday? At 11 pm? By wandering
through Sayles and hitting up random freshmen?

Even if you weren’t quite so desperate, I’m sure
you could have used some help finding the right
special someone for your roommates’s awkward
night. Well, Kyle Kingsbury ‘09 has found a way to
make your life easier . . . next year. While working
on a C.S. project using stalkernet, it occurred to him
that he could use a similar program to check room-
mate arrangements. That seemed like it would help
arrange screw-dates, and from there the idea took
on a life all its own. Soon, Kyle was using any spare
time he could find designing “The ScrewDriver,” a
“Date-A-Base,” where students could easily post
information on roommates they were trying to set
up.          

Finally, after weeks of work, the glorious day
came when Kyle tested his creation and found that
it was good. After entering their Carleton username
and password (at
https://gridley.res.carleton.edu/screwdriver) stu-
dents could post and set roommates up without
seeing their own profiles. Perfect, eh?
Unfortunately, this moment came only three days
before screwdate information was due. With no
time for publicity, the site only found four users
before the screw date due date. However, that does-
n’t mean his creation won’t be well paced for next

year’s Screwdaters.
Kyle plans to share his creation with the folks in

charge so it could be an option for an entire busy cam-
pus next fall. But what about using the site for dating
in general? He’s gotten that question a lot, and in
response Kyle comments that while finding screw
dates provides a clear problem in need of a simple
solution, regular dating at Carleton isn’t nearly so sim-
ple.

notes
(RACHEL CARROLL)

from thecrowd

of wheelchairs and the internet: 
An Extra-special Double Column

While conducting my correspondence with
friends who are abroad this term, I often find
myself reassuring them that nothing has
changed; Carleton is exactly how they left it and
will change little until they come back. This is
of course not really true – there’s a whole new
class of freshmen, Twigonometry is gone, and
more significantly, ZAP has been implemented.
But when I was abroad last spring, those were
not the things I wanted to hear from back
home. I wanted to think that life at Carleton
had been sort of cryogenically frozen and
would slowly thaw back to normal by the time
all my friends returned winter term, despite
rampant gossip proving otherwise. Here is a list
of things about Carleton which don’t change
and which help(ed) preserve the illusion: 
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OVERHEARDIN NORTHFIELD  OVERHEARED IN NORTHFIELD  

OVERHEARD IN NORTHFIELD  OVERHEARED IN NORTHFIELD  
“Everclear and coke is like a good
coke, and then you’re naked

“I feel... I can’t think of the
word, I think it starts with an
‘e’... selfish”

“Bill Nye could say things like

‘Jennifer Lopez’s ass burns hotter
than magnesium’ and get away with
it”
“Can openers can be kinky if remov-
ing foreskin counts as kinky”

“Wow, my pants just took
over my life.”

are YOU listening?
send overheards to 

whitebe@carleton.ed

About a week ago, I decided I was going to stop using paper. Some people become veg-
etarian, some people ride a bike, some people use canvas sacks instead of grocery bags --
my plan was to wipe my hands on my pants instead of using a paper towel.  

Paper-fasting makes sense. Paper consumption contributes to the release of greenhouse
gases, deforestation, garbage and increased entropy in ones life. I thought it would be sim-
ple. I don’t use paper, so cutting it out of my diet would be easy.  

Man, was I wrong. I neglected to consider that I was starting this noble fast during fifth
week at Carleton. My fight against paper use quickly turned into a fight to keep afloat dur-
ing midterms and paper conservation plummeted on my list of priorities. I broke all my
own rules as I printed and copied, but I felt there was no way around it.  

I’d convinced a couple of fellow environmentalists to try this idea out with me, and we
all came to the same conclusion:  eliminating paper-use all together is next-to impossible.
Even cutting down on paper is work.

Throughout our week of guilt-ridden printing sessions, we came up with some paper-
conserving strategies that didn’t put our 5th-week-status at risk:

∑ E-Reserves = E-vil. Print out only what you need. If you don't need a hard copy for
class purposes try and read it online, find the book, encourage your professor to put a cou-
ple of hard copies on closed reserve at the library, or, if you have to use a hard copy, make a
friend from class and share it between the two of you. So cute.
∑ When printing from e-reserves, leave off the reference and title pages. Have you
ever used those? Are they so important that you need a hard copy?  
∑ Re-use old notebooks. How often do you actually use all the pages in a notebook
for a single class?  
∑ Use the back of one-sided printer paper for problem sets, outlines and love notes.    
∑ Large piles of rough drafts: useless clutter. Huge computer files of rough drafts: 
impressive, my friends. Revise rough drafts digitally.
∑ For internet research, copy and paste information on websites into a Word file and
minimize the font. Also copy and paste the site address for organization.
∑ Recycle what you’re done with. It’s a difference of one can versus another.      

So how would you fare if you went cold turkey with your paper use? Give it a try,
or at least give it some thought. See how much you can save and what kind of rules you
might add to this rough list of ideas. Check out the MPIRG Paper Fast 8th week in Sayles.

Paper Fasting
(Recycle This Page)

(JULIE BROWN)

As autumn fades into winter, Minnesota faces a grave
new threat: Asian lady beetles.  Invading rooms by the
thousands, they show no mercy.  Fiendishly disguised as
our beloved lady bugs, Asian lady beetles wreak havoc on
us all. The frost of winter may force the beetles into sleeper
cells for now, but will we ever be safe again?

After a 1960’s British invasion of beetles, America was
lulled into a deep state of vulnerability. With lax immigra-
tion laws, it is no surprise that harmonia axyridis was able
to penetrate our borders. Port security didn’t catch the little
terrorist came through New Orleans in 1988 on a freighter
from Japan. 

The lack of beetle morality can be shown by their ani-
malistic behavior. In addition to biting and probing, the
terrorists emit "reflex bleeding," a volatile yellowish secre-
tion that sends a shockwave of acrid odors into our houses.
Even in death the beetles cause allergies such as eye irrita-
tion and asthma. Also, the beetles are highly attracted to
light colors- they even stoop to racism.  Scientists claim the
carnivorous beetles prey on aphids and "do not feed on
people," but I certainly wouldn’t leave my child alone with
them.       

With the onset of winter we are safer, but not safe. We
must stay at orange alert and annihilate this invasive foe.
If your room is breeding these terrorists, try challenging
your roommate to a bug hunt. First person to 50 wins.  The
game is for true patriots, for if Carleton is to be safe for self
and posterity, we must act now.    CUPPER

Drug Busts
Alums Watching Porn in the Library

SpankRock
Mark Foley’s Erect Penis

DDOWNER

Asian Lady Beetles:
Will We Ever Be Safe?

(MATT PIEH)Of course, everyone likes to vamp it up once in awhile. All the hottest
girls at the heaven and hell party earlier this term wore corsets and fishnets. But,
aside from an occasional costume party, shiny pleather and slutty skirts are on
their way out. In their place, a new breed of sexy is making a decided statement
at this term’s big bashes. This sexy is more mature, sultry, and intelligent- in
other words, the embodiment of Carleton’s female student body. It’s about ton-
ing it down, subverting transitions between night and day, and blurring the
boundary between sloppy and sexy. Most of all, the new sexy is about being so
confident in one’s own sexiness that one does not need to look sexy at all. 

Long sleeve shirts with deep v-necks have replaced tiny tank tops on
the party circuit fashion scene. The deep V, while reminiscent of the seventh
grade Gap collections, is actually a legitimate form of eveningwear, according to
our style radar at least. Many opt for Hanes men’s V-necks which have a perfect
gauzy/flimsy appeal and are oh-so-subtly see-through. Low-cut tunics are also a
major player at parties, especially in lusciously cozy sweater knits. Then there
are the colorful range of deep V three-quarter length knits which are actually left
over from seventh grade Gap collections, probably the most popular form of the
V on campus this season. These cotton shirts are perfect for sweaty dance par-
ties where tight tank tops would be just too restrictive. 

The good old vintage tee is another old school item that’s popping up
everywhere this term. Just after we got over our Gap v-necks, most of us got
into thrift stores and the piles of old boy’s t-shirts that they always had in stock.
This term it seems that everyone got the idea to wear her old tees out as
eveningwear at the same time. 

Often these tees are paired with another thrift store find turned night-

wear chic look. Men’s flannel plaid trousers have been spotted on women at all
the hottest parties before they get zapped. Often worn with a seductive baggy
fit, these pants are the perfect way to downplay a low cut sweater. 

Deep hooded vests and jackets add a Victorian-inspired romance to any
of these autumnal looks. These must-haves also double as protection against the
freezing drizzle we have experienced of late. 

Carl’s have also been toning down their clubbing clothes simply by
darkening their wardrobe color palette. Many of our most fashion-forward
ladies have recently turned in their hot pinks for more grown up burgundies.
Other colors that are heating up the night are browns, grays, and bold turquois-
es. 

The new palette applies not only to clothes but also to fingernails. Along
with their old tees and V-necks, students have been pulling their old Wet n’ Wild
collections out of storage as well. Elevate any outfit to a new level of seductive-
ness with chipped black or deep purple nail polish. One daring Carl was even
sporting that beautiful midnight blue shade with the tiny sparkles in it that Wet
n’ Wild was so famous for. 

The best part of the new sexy is that it flows easily between day and
night, class and Crack House, or vice-versa if you are slinking out on the morn-
ing after walk. Carleton fashionistas just tuck their hair up into one of those
Elvis pompadour things that were so popular last season and voila, they are
ready to take their old T-shirt to a Sayles dance. Or they throw on last night’s
wine colored (and stained) V-neck and head to the library. Either way, no one
can argue that Carleton’s women are not pushing evening wear style standards
to their limit. 

(HALLIE SCOTT)

The

Layered & Leighton

New Sexy
The Fall/Winter Eveningwear Report:



Apparently, doing a food review involves a little planning, maybe some preparation and arranging a place to eat.
Lacking any of these, I defaulted to my own beloved LDC. (Or East Dining Center, for you nerds out there.)

Adventurous, eager to overstep my personal boundaries for the noble cause of journalism, I sat at a different
table than usual. First off, the atmosphere: definitely good for a romantic evening (with someone you can't stand to
talk to). There’s something sneakily strategic about the volume level in there. It’s so loud you can’t hear what the
person next to you is yelling, so this forces you to devote full attention to the food. Sodexho, your genius continues
to astound us.  

It was pasta bar night. And you can’t
mess up pasta, so you’re safe if you stick
with marinara or do your own thing with
chicken and veggies or pesto, but the
white stuff is way sketch. Really, watch
out for creamy anything at Carleton, it
may taste good but your floormates will
hate you later. (Editor's note: Here's
lookin' at you, Poopmonster.) The chick-
en’s actually pretty good, though like
most prepared foods here I’m sure it was
cooked in three times the needed oil and
that is why my pants no longer fit. That
and the damn dessert table (it’s OK to
have soft-serve and eight Rice Krispies
treats if you don’t eat dinner, right?).

After a brief scare when the soy milk
disappeared, I was thrilled...elated
even...at its return. Even if they didn't
have sweet tea. Midwest, this is a crime to humanity. I may need to IV sugar into my veins.

Another plus at the LDC: the dried fruit and nuts are great when you can’t stomach anything else because you
had too much Strip and Go Naked last night (uh, yeah CUT).

Also, big fan of the cardswipers, who are really smiley and I’m probably going to kidnap one of them soon
because I miss my grandma.

So I'm ending on a positive note. Having concentrated so hard on my taste buds for lack of audible conversation,
this is a thoroughly thought-out assessment. Sodexho, while your food is largely inedible and may ravage the diges-
tive system, it’s OK because those pecan-caramel bars are money. (Cash money. Word.)

This week’s wine is, by most accounts, one of the
oldest red-wine producing grapes known.  Named
after the ancient Persian city known for flowers,
wine, and poetry, Shiraz/Syrah has been made into
wine for nearly 7000 years.  That’s right – Shiraz
and Syrah are exactly the same thing.  

Surprisingly, this is known by very few people.
The key difference is merely the region the wine
comes from; in France and the United States, syrah
is the name of choice, while in other areas of the
world shiraz (the actual name of the namesake city)
is favored. However, the origin is in contention as of
late, as recent research has suggested that the grape
actually is from the Rhône Valley in France.
Regardless of its homeland, syrahs have recently
enjoyed a renewal of popularity, which is mostly
credited to Robert M. Parker, Jr., the wine critic who
instituted the 100-point rating system in the western
press.  

The typical syrah has a very strong, full-bodied
flavor. It typically is drunk soon after bottling, but
select vintages have taken very well to ageing. It
tends to be spicier than other well-known reds and
as such is often featured in blends to complement
the taste of merlot and cabernet. Australians ver-
sions are widely accepted as the best, and it pairs
well with intense meat flavors, such as stews and
barbecue.

2005 Yellow Tail Shiraz (S.E. Australia)
Thus far, this column has stayed away from the

really really well known labels, but this is a special
case, as Yellow Tail built its name around its Shiraz.
It lives up to the shiraz reputation; it has a dark fruit
flavor that is vastly overshadowed by its spice.
More than that, though, it has a distinctly tart taste
that is enhanced by its overtly alcoholic flavor. It’s a
good wine, but it seems like it’d be best when taken
with food rather than just on its own.  3.5/5 stars.

2004 Red Bicyclette Syrah (Pays d’Oc, France)
Seeing as Syrah potentially originated in France,

it’s only appropriate that a French wine be included
with the reviews. On the nose, it isn’t really notable;
more than anything, it smells like there might be
wine somewhere in the room. On the tongue, the
general impression is the same but in such a sub-
lime way that it becomes something beautiful. It has
the spicy flavor of a shiraz, but it’s incredibly mel-
low. While some Shirazes practically assault the
tongue, this wine sits gently in the mouth, lets you
know it’s there, but doesn’t force itself on you.
4.5/5 stars.  

2003 Firefly Ridge Syrah (Central Coast, CA)
The oldest and priciest of the three wines this

week, the Firefly Ridge absolutely jumps off the
tongue. It’s fruitier than most Shirazes, while still
retaining the inherent spicy character of the grape.
Even better, at mid-sip a sudden burst of vanilla
comes through, resulting in an absolutely perfect
balance between spice, fruit, and sweetness. There’s
nowhere to find fault in this wine.  5/5 stars.  

Tomatoes. 
Some people like them, some

people hate them. We at the Carl Culinary
found ourselves debating the merits of tomatoes

of late, meaning that Emily hates them a lot and com-
plains all the time, and Tricia thinks they’re actually super

good. (Actually, she would marry one if she thought it would
make a good parent to her children.) Do you find yourselves

embroiled in similar arguments? Maybe you should. Why debate
things like abortion or war when you can discuss whether or not
tomatoes suck? (They do. Just saying.) These are just the kind of

questions we hope to raise among our readers. Carl Culinary-
food for thought since fall 2006.

Kisses and cupcakes, 
Emily and Tricia

Pro:
-They are fruit, but so much more.
-Sodexho can’t ruin them.
-Caprese salads.
-They make grilled cheese sand-
wiches sing.
-You can eat them like apples
and fancy yourself different.
-Bob the Tomato.

Con:
-Mushy. But not in a good kind of
way, the kind of way where you feel
like you’re biting into an eyeball. Not
even a good eyeball. A gross one.
-Tom Fry hates tomatoes.
-Fruit? Vegetable? You aren’t an
amphibian, choose a damn side
already!
-Bob the Tomato.

Tom-a-to v. Tom-ah-to

A Really Sweet Place to Take your Screw Date
(ADDIE HONEYCUTT)

(JOHN CHOINIERE)
Veritas de VinoAn in-depth look at ten categories in order to find out just how far we Carls

have (or have not) come since Kindergarten.

What’s My Age Again?

Kindergarteners Carls

Beverage of Choice Juice Beer

Bedtime 7:00 pm ?:00 am

Favorite Game “Cops and Robbers” “Assassins”

Teacher Disposition A little crazy, but mostly fun A little fun, but mostly crazy

Naps Forced Embraced

Inhibition Levels Low to Nonexistent Nonexistent... to what’s lower
than nonexistent?

Biggest Achievement Tying own shoes Comps

Possible Backpack
Contents

Paper, crayons, Batman action
figure

Papaer, pens, Batman action fig-
ure?

Common display of affec-
tion

Hair pulling at recess Awkward grinding at Sayles
Dance

Harshest Insult Stupid Head Stolic

Q: When and how did the
Wellness Center start?
A: Before 1995 health services,
counseling services, and alco-
hol education were located in
separate facilities on campus.
In 2003, a learning and physi-
cal disabilities component was
added to the Wellness Center.
The combination of all of these
services in one building pro-
vides better care for students
who need to be treated for dif-
ferent aspects of the same ill-
ness, such as an eating disor-
der or depression.

Q: Is it difficult for students to
schedule appointments at the
Wellness Center?
A:  The Wellness Center has its
limitations, and there are cer-
tain times of year when it can
be difficult to make an
appointment. We often have to
turn students away on days
when we provide off-campus
physicals and during the worst
of cold and flu season. More
and more students are using

the Wellness Center as their
primary care facility instead of
one at home, which we are not
equipped for. This year there is
no waitlist for counseling serv-
ices because we have shifted to
a short-term therapy model.

Q: Is it difficult for students to
see a doctor off campus?
A: Our system is not ideal so
making an appointment can be
annoying but not difficult.
Transportation to the Alina
Meidcal clinic and the hospital
are available by taxi and bus
during the day, and by security
after hours. The Familyhealth
Medical Clinic just opened on
Division St. and is within
walking distance of campus. 

Q: The general consensus
among students is that the
wellness center offers great for
STI testing, women’s health-
care, and counseling services.
What kinds of care do you pro-
vide?
A: We have a psychologist on

call 24 hours a day because
there is no service in the
Northfield area that provides
this care. We are also able to
provide most kinds of birth
control for three dollars,
though this is dependent on
drug companies who may
raise prices. The morning after
pill Plan B will be available
over the counter beginning in
January, but it will still be
available at the center.

Q: Any last words?
A: We are always revaluating
campus healthcare and trying
to improve the Wellness
Center. Every year we talk
about what services we should
provide.  With the help of an
alum we just started the
Wellness Center’s first list-
serve, Carls in Recovery, meant
to provide a community for
current and former students
who are recovering from drug
and alcohol abuse and their
friends and family.

TThhee WWeellllnneessss CCeenntteerr::
QQ&&AA WWiitthh DDiirreeccttoorr CCaatthhyy CCaarrllssoonn

Like the opening of “Is Carleton really LGBT friendly?” printed in
the last issue of the Carl, we’d like to begin by pointing out that at
Carleton there is an assumption that all students are liberal and thus
open-minded and informed. However, the aforementioned article
betrays a lack of understanding of the complexity of LGBT issues at
Carleton and in greater American culture.  

First of all, the article overlooks that a very limited perspective
has been presented. The vast majority of quotes were from Gender
and Sexuality Center Associates living in Queers and Allies House,
and all of the views included were from students. While these stu-
dents do represent an out and activist point of view, they by no
means represent the entire LGBT community at Carleton. The com-
munities range from students to faculty to administration, all of
which process and present their genders and sexualities in a variety
of ways. For example, a closeted person’s perspective on the friendli-
ness of Carleton to LGBT students may be very different from an out
student’s perspective.

By only including this viewpoint in the article, the writer fosters
the myth that the Gender and Sexuality Center is the only space in
which to explore LGBT issues. Furthermore, it is invalidating of a
multiplicity of experiences to accuse people of not having “seriously
considered” LGBT issues if they have not visited the GSC or attended
a SaGA meeting. Everybody has the right to decide when, where and
how to be and explore LGBT.

A good example of how LGBT experiences are oversimplified in
the article is the spotlighting of one transgender student as a voice
for all transgender issues. No other names are used in the article,
unfairly pigeonholing this student’s views and lending no visibility
to a community that the writer describes as being small.

Altogether, the question posed is never directly addressed.
Instead, a few disparate issues are cursorily mentioned, mostly
through quotations, and no analysis is offered. To state that students
are not really informed or that the community is small and incestu-
ous without fully discussing the problems does not provide any fur-
ther understanding. Supposed problems are brought up, but their
repercussions are not included.

Any article addressing such complex issues must be thoroughly
and sensitively researched and written.  Notice that the article
“Spotlight On: Assassins” is as long if not longer than “Is Carleton
Really LGBT Friendly?” While Assassins is a component of Carleton
students’ experiences, it is not comparable to students’ experiences of
gender and sexuality.  If LGBT issues are given such little attention in
the Carl, what can be said about general campus climate?

Having offered these criticisms, we want to emphasize that it is
admirable to raise awareness of LGBT issues. As the article states,
many students do assume that Carleton is LGBT friendly, foregoing
any need to create more discussion about gender and sexuality. The
question of Carleton’s friendliness to LGBT students, and, by exten-
sion, its friendliness to challenging assumptions of gender and sexu-
ality, can be explored from a number of perspectives. Thus, we offer
this editorial in the spirit of ongoing dialogue and acknowledge that
we are only two voices among many at Carleton.

A
LGBT Community
Response

(ALLYSON HERBST)

(KATE ALPER)

(Q&A HOUSE, JUSTIN SMITH)
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ued his photography, and his pictures have been used
by sources as varied as the Manchester Guardian, Chip
Kidd (arguably the most popular graphic designer in
America), and the Federal Bureau of Prisons. Rob
recalled one experience working as a prison photogra-
pher as a riot broke out: “This prison used no weapons
in their security—just overwhelmed with numbers. So
when a riot happened, everybody—even the prison
dentists—just used manpower. I was talking to the
warden when the alarm went off; she kicked her heels
off, told me to stay put, and took off running.”

Rob moved back to California in 1998 after divorcing
from his wife, who realized she was a lesbian (which
“really absolves a guy of any guilt,” Rob joked). His
success gave him the chance to share his craft, which he
did while instructing developmentally and physically
disabled adults in Claremont. “I taught photography to
a blind man; he equated things that looked cool to
things that sounded cool, so we’d trespass on an air-
field or go to a Jean-Claude Van Damme movie—he’d
use up a whole reel on the opening credits,” Rob remi-
nisced. “He ended up developing a new form of com-
munication: he’d document his personal life with pho-
tos, and had memories with the moments that would
help him stimulate dialogues with people he otherwise
wouldn’t have had access to.” 

Rob also worked with victims of cerebral palsy, includ-
ing an “angry young guy” who had trouble communi-
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The Life of Morrow
(GREG HUNTER)

ple who “had never been to a hospital, had only local
anesthetic, were literally shackled down and thrashing
around out of fear.”

“I’m amazed there were no infections,” he continued,
“We just sterilized our tools by soaking them in alcohol
and lighting them on fire.”

In addition to Togo, Rob has also visited Tanzania (to
climb Mt. Kilimanjaro), and lived in Leticia, Colombia
(a city that “exists because of the cocaine trade”) in
1985, while the U.S. military was “bombing local farm-
ers” for their role in the drug economy. Rob spent this
period fitting eyeglasses on native tribes. He also found
time to wrestle a 350-lb. anaconda: “Its jaws were held
so it wasn’t able to bite down, but it wrapped around
my leg and cut off literally all the blood. We had to call

it off,” Rob recalled.

Though he cherished his time abroad, many of Rob’s
formative years were spent in southern California. A

“If your imagination is so limited that it can’t absorb
reality, then too bad for you,” Rob Morrow remarked to
the Carl last Sunday night. Sound advice, especially if
you’re hearing the story of Rob himself, who is both a
campus security officer and the most interesting person
at Carleton. There’s a general consensus that if you’re
doing security work, it helps to have been around the
block a few times. Rob might be overqualified: he’s
been around the world.

Born in Golden Valley, Minnesota in 1964, Rob has
moved thirty times since age 18. His appetite for travel
was whetted during his youth, when he would journey
with his family to Africa, Pan-America, and India
doing volunteer medical work. At 12, Rob assisted with
his first eye surgery in Togo--“I was competent
enough…and expendable,” he quipped—helping peo-

professional freelance photographer for over two
decades, he got his start at the Art Center College of
Design in Pasadena. “I went to the Art Center thinking
I was gonna photograph cute girls and fast cars,” Rob
said. But shortly after he enrolled, his sister died of can-
cer, an event which kick-started Rob’s social con-
science. 

“[Sociologist and writer] Mike Davis went to the school
for a talk,” Rob recalled, during which Davis spoke
about the institutional abuse of Los Angeles’ under-
privileged. After Davis’ speech, Rob sent him a photo-
graph of a local prison as a postcard. The photo even-
tually became the cover of Davis’ 1990 book City of
Quartz, for which Rob also took all other pictures. (The
prison apparently liked the picture so much that they
also bought a copy.) His collaboration with Davis gave
Rob the opportunity to see southern California in a
way few people do, and in the years before the book’s
release he did everything from photograph circus sal-
vage yards to watch a broadcast of Huey Newton’s
funeral with original members of the Black Panther
party. Rob’s photos from City of Quartz were given
national attention after the Los Angeles riots two years
later, when scholars and pundits turned to the book for
an explanation of L.A.’s volatile racial climate.

After graduating the Art Center in 1990, Rob moved to
New York, where the success of City of Quartz gave
him “entrance to all the hip leftist circles.” He contin-
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Rob Morrow
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The Kin of Morrow

If anyone could have predicted the twists and turns of Rob Morrow’s life, they would have started
by looking at his family. Some members of the Morrow clan, outlined below:

POPS:
Rob’s father went from a Midwestern optical

company’s entry-level employee to its CEO,
and then gave all his money away (“Which is
why I have to work,” Rob joked). He was also
the first person in the Midwest to receive
penicillin, after burning his arm working in the
Civilian Conservation Core during the New
Deal.

SIS:
One of Rob’s sisters once went on a date

with current U.N. Secretary General Kofi
Annan (he was Macalester’s class president,
she the homecoming queen). She was
involved with Dean Torrence of ‘60s surf-pop-
pers Jan & Dean (which led to tangential
involvement in the abduction of Frank Sinatra,
Jr.), had an affair with Steve McQueen, and
was kidnapped to sea for several days by John
Wayne. This sister also avoided death at the
hands of the Manson family, having stayed at
the Tate home less than a week before the
killings, and lived in Barry Goldwater’s apart-

ment during Watergate (she was dating
Goldwater’s son). During the mid-‘60s, she
was dubbed Esquire’s “All-American Girl” and
showed an amount of skin then-unheard of for
a mainstream magazine during the accompa-
nying photo-shoot. (Another sister was the
highest paid actress in the commercial indus-
try during the mid-‘70s.)

BRO:
Rob’s older brother, an Olaf grad, broke into

the movie business after writing the film Rain
Main. This success afforded Rob the opportu-
nity to meet post-Top Gun Tom Cruise, “an
actor with a Napoleon complex.” Rob’s broth-
er also wrote music biopic The Karen
Carpenter Story and is currently working on a
film about the early life of Bob Marley, giving
him unprecedented access to unreleased
Marley songs and the opportunity to interview
Marley’s closest friends. (Rob enjoyed a brush
with cinema himself at age 10, playing “an
irreverent altar boy who dies a blasphemous
death” in the B-horror film Lamb of God.)
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CALL FOR CANDOR:
MORROW ON THE CAMPUS

ALCOHOL CLIMATE

During his interview with The Carl, Rob Morrow
took time to answer questions about the nature of
drinking at Carleton, and did so with frankness and
heart. Rob acknowledged that “things could get
tougher” regarding what students are calling a
crackdown on substance use, and noted that stu-
dent protests “won’t matter” (“dropped enrollment
and trustee pressure,” however, will). Rob believes
this results from an increased focus on limiting lia-
bility, the line of thought being that “we’re gonna
pay big when someone dies—that’s unofficial,
because no one has the courage to admit it.”

He also criticized a common student “sense of
entitlement” in relation to underage drinking: “No

one has the right to break the law,” Rob said. “People have to let go of
a defensive stance on breaking laws. As a lifelong advocate of sus-
tainable partying, you need to learn how to not get caught, to party
smart and set examples. How dare students expect security to incur
liability on behalf of their breaking laws?” Far too few students, he
argued, are asking for “a middle ground.”
Rob likewise criticized official (and unofficial) policies on alcohol use:
“There’s been very little candor in regard to the administration,” Rob
said. “I’ve become a squeaky wheel –really curious about what they
owe their employees. People who talk about alcohol [in the context of
a] ‘grand social experiment’ don’t have to deal with it directly, in the
moment, intervening and making decisions.”

“You never hear students or administrators talk about employees,”
Rob continued, “who are so hands on and have to make awkward deci-
sions. The custodians, the snack bar workers—they understand the
spirit of the place, and put up with a lot.” Carleton security officers
are likewise “just blue-collar guys who get in our truck, come and
punch in. We’re not becoming someone’s friend. All we get is the risk,
the liability.” A genuine dialogue, Rob believes, won’t be complete
without consideration of these workers. And although Rob claims to
have felt like “a pawn” at times despite being both “pro-student and
pro-party,” he hopes “the dialogue in the future will be honest and
active.”

cating until “we set him up with a stick in his mouth
and a laptop, and out came this professional-level,
James Joyce-get-the-fuck-out-of-my-way poetry. I had
no idea. I started taking him to coffee shops and he
would just go at it—it was a rare feeling of normalcy
for him.”

In addition to fostering Rob’s photography career,
California was where he began playing music, another
passion. As a student, he was introduced to musicians
Chris Darrow and Patrick Brayer. “I would hang
around as those guys were recording—they respected
me for my photography,” Rob said. Darrow had played
with country acts Linda Ronstadt and the Nitty Gritty
Dirt Band and was a part of Gram Parson’s social net-
work. Brayer, who Rob met through Darrow, was “the
coolest artist [he has] ever met—at the time, he was liv-
ing in an empty concrete wine vat.” A
“bluegrass/psyc-country” artist, Brayer has had his
songs recorded by artists as diverse as John Doe of the

punk group X and Grammy-winning country
chanteuse Alison Krause. As their friendship grew,
Brayer began to teach Rob how to play guitar and write
songs.

Rob’s first lap-steel guitar was built by Ben Harper, a
family friend of the Morrows who was also living in
the area. “We were feuding at the time, actually—I had
to have a friend ask Ben to built it for me because we
weren’t speaking,” Rob recalled. He had taken the pho-
tographs for Harper’s first album around the same
time (“We did the shoot three or four times because
Ben didn’t like the way his hair looked”) and wouldn’t
give Harper the photos without receiving proper pay-
ment. Harper, in return, nailed a voodoo doll to Rob’s
wall (“apparently, he bought it at an airport,” Rob
laughed). The two have since patched things up.  Still
musically active, Rob writes his own music here in
Northfield and has just finished tracking nine songs for
his upcoming album. “When I got back in [birthplace]

Minnesota,” he said, “I missed the guys, and put
together my own band. We’ve played the Cave, some
Farmstocks.”

Rob’s most recent return to Minnesota occurred in
1999, when he settled in Northfield after a few brief,
sporadic stays. Before settling on security, he spent
time as the Carleton campus photographer, a Cave bar-
tender, and the campus “Party Advisor”. After an
Ebony party gone wrong near the end of the Dean
Govoni period (“one in a number”), the idea of a non-
authoritative party supervisor was proposed, and stu-
dents nominated Rob, knowing him from the Cave.
Govoni called Rob into his office shortly afterward (“I
thought I was gonna get fired—‘I didn’t touch her’ was
the first thing that came to my mind,” he kidded), and
offered him a position as the “Party Dude.” (Govoni’s
staff later insisted on “Party Guy”, and eventually
human resources insisted the title be “Party Advisor”.)
During his time in the position, Rob “redirected trou-
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ble, observed ridiculous mating rituals, and advised
students to party.” He eventually retired from the post
after a 200-lb. speaker was dropped on his foot during
a Sayles dance.

One highlight of Rob’s time at Carleton so far has been
befriending student now-graduated student Sean
Ferrell, the “best climber in Carleton’s history.” “I was
a bad climber, but a good rope-tender,” Rob remi-
nisced, “So Sean would love to go out climbing with
me. He could always out-climb Minnesota’s best, the
heads of the climbing organizations—it made him mad
sometimes.” 

Bonding with students keeps Rob engaged in the
Northfield community. After his mother began to suf-
fer from health complications, Rob accepted the posi-
tion of security officer so he could spend days with her.
He had reservations from the start. “I’m not someone
who’s that comfortable sitting around in a little bucolic
town in Minnesota,” Rob admitted. But his daily con-
tact with Carls, he continued, has been as enriching as
any experience from his past: “I’ve been around the
world,” Rob said, “And now Carleton students bring
the world to me.”
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Harry Potter and Hos party
Dress up as your favorite character from JK Rowling’s fantastical world of magic,
or dress up as a slut. 

Note: You can’t be a sexy wizard, unless you’re Ginny. 
Additional note: You can replace Harry Potter with Robo-Cop, but only Robo-
Cop.

In your typical issue of the CARL this space is filled with the opinions of your hum-
ble servants with regards to the copious myriad of festivities on this campus. It is pos-
sible that some of you had some sort of organized fun over the last two weeks, but very
few of you actually threw a noteworthy gathering deserving of attendance or our rank-
ing scale. Since when does the Party Crew reign supreme as gatekeepers for weekend
debauchery? We’re all for dry “alternative fun” activities, but they should not be the
source of our social pride. We’re not seriously intimidated by this ZAP business, are
we? Have you even heard of anyone getting in trouble yet? No, the problem here is cre-
ativity. As of the writing of this article, Carleton is about one Beirut game away from
being (insert generic national fraternity here)….which is fine, if you’re into that kind of
lame ass bullshit.  Remember in high school when nobody wore their Halloween cos-
tume to school, but there was still that one kid who did, and he didn’t care if anybody
said anything because his costume totally kicked ass? We all know that you were that
kid!  We want you to take a good look in the mirror and ask yourself where that kid ran
off to, ‘cause he sure as hell ain’t here. Until the inner child returns, here are some ideas
you can steal for this weekend, until you can think for yourselves again.

Big Lebowski Drinking Game
When the dude has a White Russian,

you have a White Russian. When the
dude smokes a joint, you smoke a
joint. Wear pajamas and sunglasses
for the added effect. Also….don’t do
drugs, you’re here to learn.

Battle Royale Drinking Game
Plot Synopsis: a random class of Japanese ninth graders is selected by the government to play
the world’s most dangerous game. Isolated on a small island and equipped with weapons, 42
kids battle to death until only one is left. 
Don’t just a sit on the sidelines-- play along! Pick 5 numbers between 1 and 42. If you lose a
character, take a shot. If your character kills someone else, pass out one drink to someone other
than the one who just got killed. If you picked one of the lame characters that commits suicide
out of protest, take a double shot or do a body shot. If your character cheats and his/her col-
lar blows up, remove two articles of clothing. The poor film techniques are easily forgiven once
your BAC reaches .2.

Breathalyzer Party
Get your friends to all contribute $10 and
buy the Alcohawk ABI breathalyzer
(highly rated on numerous sites), and so
begins the hall of fame for your circle of
friends. From now on every party will
have a winner! Every night you go out
with this handy device you can wonder,
“Who will be the one tonight who dares
to be great? Surely it will be me!”

80’s party
Have a recession, appoint conservative judges to fed-
eral courts, peel back every regulation from the pro-
gressive ere, misunderstand HIV, and put “Hungry
Like a Wolf” on repeat. Follow these steps and you
should have a bumpin’ 80’s party.

Spontaneous Peer Pressure Party
You need two bottles of Grey Goose, ice, classy
glasses, an entourage of impressive looking friends,
and you should (“should” is used instead of “can
definitely” because some of you wouldn’t know a
good party if it barged into your room and forced
itself down your throat) be able to barge into any
freshman’s room at any time of day to convince the
tenants to host your improvised social. 

Note: if you have a laptop blasting “Sandstorm” as
you walk in, your success rate should double.

Alone Party
Turn off all the lights in your
room, make your away message
simply say “away,” turn on
Elliot Smith, and slowly con-
sume a fifth of whiskey. No talk-
ing—that does not include cry-
ing. 

Fake Party
ZAP is the progeny of hypocritical baby-boomers
who broke all the rules when they were young
but don’t want us having any fun now.
Everything about ZAP deserves constant
ridicule, from the (wildly successful) scare tactics
reminiscent of Reefer Madness, DARE, and absti-
nence-only education, to the fun acronym (as
fifth graders, we Carls are impressed with sci-fi
onomatopoeia) we all easily identify with.
Everybody hates ZAP. Don’t take authority seri-
ously and throw the craziest dry party this town
has ever seen. Get a few root beer kegs, a few
thousand virgin jello-shots, and whatever mock-
tails your SWA mixology guide has to offer.
Competitive games of tippy cup, beirut and
lengthy keg stands going on in front of the house
could even encourage the community to join in!
Rent speakers from Campus Activities, hire a
WHOA! DJ, and get some holiday lights up so
that your party has a bull’s-eye painted on it.
When the police show up, get your friends to
take a photo of you doing a cream soda bong in
front of the law.

Baloiou Fountain Cocktail Hour:
Show up at the fountain with 10
other sexy singles, preferably at
night. Bring a laptop for music, turn
on the visualizer for mood lighting,
and wear your birthday suit. God
created nudity because alcohol was
being wasted on the clothed.DRINKING GAMES:

Party Themes:
with Jason Hitchcock

Bill O’Reilly Drinking Game
Pound 10 shots of whiskey, shotgun a
beer, fill your cheeks with chewing
tobacco, and turn the volume all the
way up. This game only has losers and
is loosely based on typical Factor view-
ing habits of his audience.

Crash Drinking Game
Every time you can identify with the
frank portrayal of modern racism,
take a shot.

every couple gets its start somewhere...
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...but probably not on the night of Screw.

So why not have some fun and submit

your story to CARLCARL Blind DaBlind Date?te?
We’re looking for screw dates to tell us their stories. . . in a
dialogue (think Blind Date). 

Talk to us about each others first impressions, activities, awsome
moments, horrific moments, awsomely awkward moments, closing
thoughts. 

It’s already awkward. Why not give it a purpose?

Send submissions to metzlerm@carleton.edu by Monday of 8th week at midnight.



Three Plays, Three Nights,Three Crowds of
Carls making Little Nourse Theater burst at its seams
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Language is always the great divide. But in Paula Vogel’s “The Baltimore Waltz,”
ETB’s latest play, it was the great connector, stringing together the corners of inter-
locking lives. It was the returning theme that kept an extraordinarily fragmented
plot in motion, kept a relation between the conflicts that arose as a brother and sister
traveled Europe, one trying to face disease and ensuing death and the other
wrapped up in a black market scheme to buy their sibling time. 

“The Baltimore Waltz,” directed by sophomore Kristine Mackin, succeeded
indeed with the transition sequences that instruct the audience on the beginnings of
language in an almost Theater of the Absurd vein. As Anna and Carl are swept fur-
ther in their two intertwined adventures on the edge, the lessons advance. That
aspect of the play is charming and all of those moments were very well staged. All
three characters take turns at the grammar soliloquies, each of which compliments
the scene that follows.

Most of these moments belonged to The Third Man, the many-faced Doctor who,
like the French 101 coaching sessions, thread through both the siblings’ wanderings.
This role, akin to the Stage Manager of “Our Town” but with a much more active
presence and voice, was filled by Eric Naeseth, who deserves well-earned praise for
all the hat-changing, language-hopping and general mystique-swapping he pulled
off with astonishing grace and skill. 

What “Waltz” lacked was clarity toward the conclusion. Much of the plot, espe-
cially near the end when clarity was most needed, was muddled and left tangled,
leaving me, as an audience member, frustrated after an hour and a half of investing
energy in the lives of these fictional characters, only to be dropped in the final three
scenes. The ending seemed to be hazy in the text which is beyond the director’s and
actors’ control, but the handling of it by the directors and actors made this absence of
any resolution even more defined and maddening. 

Secondly, a great proportion of the play was spoken to the audience—whenever a

character found themselves alone they spoke directly out to us, which only seemed
to distance them from us rather than draw us in. It reminded us constantly this was
a play and made us constantly aware that we were outsiders looking in and needed
to be filled in
about the ins
and outs of
Anna and Carl’s
past and present
lives. 

But perhaps
that is the true
meaning, if such
a thing exists,
behind “The
Baltimore
Waltz.” That lan-
guage, even
when we share
it, the simultane-
ous connector
and divide. 

Anna and Carl
tell us up front
how they feel,
yet the story that
unfolds in their
midst is too con-
voluted for even
their words and
actions to
explain. That
language, wither
abstracted or
practically
applied, is not as
straightforward
as it seems. After
all, it’s human.

The Baltimore Waltz:
Dancing Through Life
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Bethany Schimmel

Bethany Schimmel

Bethany Schimmel

Two boys are forced to live with their
harsh, overbearing grandmother, an

aunt trapped in a perpetual child-like
state, and a charismatic but emo-

tionally stunted gangster uncle
as their father travels as a

scrap-metal salesman.  Sounds
like a new sitcom, right?
Nope, it’s Lost in Yonkers, a
Pulitzer Prize-winning play
by Neil Simon at the
Guthrie.  Lost in Yonkers is
an extremely funny, often
poignant play that gives a
compelling portrayal of fami-

ly relationships in the 1940s. 
Touching on themes of

emotional repression, love, prac-
tical survival, and the tension

between emotional support and
self-reliance, the play works on uni-

versal themes of family relationships

while being strongly rooted in its time, place, and the experience of 1940’s
families like Simon’s. It is a tender portrayal of the hurts and dreams of a
changing immigrant family, whose older and younger members do not
always see eye to eye. Lost in Yonkers is bittersweet, but full of humor and
compelling dialogue.

There are some flaws in Simon’s dramatic style. The first act of Lost in
Yonkers is absolutely exceptional and conveys its emotional themes with a
subtlety that makes the play funny and realistic but also deeply touching.
Unfortunately, the major dramatic conflicts in the second act, so deftly fore-
shadowed in the first, are presented with heavy-handed, overly dramatic
scenes that end up being so over-the-top as to appear absurd.

Much of the play’s realism is lost, and with it, the connection with char-
acters wanes as previously realistic individuals become caricatures. This is
especially true of Uncle Louie and Aunt Bella who, despite very good per-
formances, transition from colorful characters to unbelievable. Bella, espe-
cially, becomes grating and her second act scenes, clearly intended to be
deeply emotional, are so obviously manufactured as to become awkward. 

That said, Neil Simon’s Lost in Yonkers is an excellent show, and by its
completion some of the magic of the first act that flagged in the second
returns. Overall, it is an excellent play, which presents touching emotional
drama in the context of a funny, charming period piece. 

Finding a Winner in Lost in Yonkers
(ANNE ABRAMOWITZ)

For the short of attention span, the idea of three one
act plays is a dream come true. Thus, the Experimental
Theater Board’s Hit ‘N Run capitalizes on the Carleton
campus’s slight ADD and combined three very different
shows into one short, hour-and-a-half production. I
would rank the three plays, but I am a freshman and
fear making too many enemies in the theater depart-
ment, so the review will follow the acts as they were
performed.

The first play of the evening was Babels in Arms
written by David Ives and directed by Joe Knoedler,
starring Gorph (played by James Sheridan) and
Canniphlit (Drew Chambers). It’s loosely based on the
biblical story of the tower of Babel, and the protagonists
have been commissioned to build a tower to reach the
height of God himself. Gorph and Canniphlit enter car-
rying the first of what will be an infinite number of
stones and show impressively intense enthusiasm after
getting the giant rock to the correct spot. The play
addresses the issue of vocabulary development in years
BC by offering explanations of the naming process.
One of the two offers a more detailed definition, saying,
“Any fucker made of stone is a stone.” The rest of the
cast includes a broadsword-wielding businesswoman
(Kestrel Schwaiger), a hired high priestess (Julia Ringel)
and her perfunctory eunuch (Joe Glasrud), and all roles

were played convincingly. The play had everything a
girl could ask for – battles over religion, intense air gui-
tar sessions and an assortment of timeless puns
(Egyptian pyramid schemes, anyone?)

The second play was All About Al, written by Cherie
Vogelstein and directed by Hal Edmonson. It opens
with two friends running into each other in a coffee
shop, Lenny (played by Robert Hildebrandt), a sexually
repressed Woody Allen-wannabe who’s just been
through the emotional ringer,  and Gil (Max Herzl-
Betz), who is planning to dump his girlfriend, Allison
(Moira Hough). When Gil tells Lenny about his plan,
Lenny is outraged, shouting, “I may be afraid of the
dark – but not of LOVE.” Both actors show remarkable
intensity as they act out the age-old battle of the sweet
and awkward versus the smooth and shallow. All
About Al is a well-performed vignette of unrequited
love and undeserving boyfriends.

Last but not least, Out at Sea (written by Slawomir
Mrozek and directed by Julian Oja), offers the winning
combination of cannibalism and British aristocracy. The
play opens with three starving British gentleman
stranded at sea. A debate starts up over who should
make the noble sacrifice and offer himself up as a meal
for the other two. The leader (Kristen Johnson) and the

cleverer of his loyal followers (Mike Stevens) quickly
form an alliance to nominate the third man (Mark
Stewart) for their meal. While the boat is supposedly
isolated, a stray postman (Erica Chesley) and the
leader’s old butler (Owen Bement) both manage to
make guest appearances before choosing a nautical
death over spending any additional time with the three
protagonists. In the end, national loyalty takes prece-
dent over fear of cannibalism. Comforting.

(KELSEY ANTLE)

Courtesy of Guthrie.com

Bethany Schimmel

(CLARE JONES)
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Obviously I am a philistine.  As I left The Master and
Margarita, a production put on by the University of
Minnesota, my first reaction was to whisper to my friends,
“what was that about?” Originally a novel by Mikhail
Bulgakov, The Master and the Margarita was adapted to the
“stage” by Luverne Seifert and Michael Sommer of the U of M’s theater department.
After looking up the book on Wikipedia, I feel far less guilty about being totally lost
throughout most of the production. Just because it was confusing, however, doesn’t
mean that the stage adaptation wasn’t eerie, fascinating and often thrilling.

I have been assured that the play made a lot of sense for, and resonated with, the
cult of people who are deeply obsessed with The Master and Margarita. As someone
with no prior knowledge of the book, however, I had to try to make sense of the play
on my own. 

As the play opens, we are informed that The Master and Margarita is a love story.  It
quickly becomes apparent, however, that it is about far more. Though I feel that I
missed many of its thematic references and nuances of plot, I grasped with little diffi-
culty that the play, set in Moscow in the 1930s, is a critique of Stalin, repression and
the fashionable and unthinking criticism of art (which, of course, has no application
whatsoever to this review). I would urge anyone curious for more information about
the plot to use Google, that marvelous trove of information, because that’s about all I
can explain myself—I’m sure that much of my befuddlement is a result of the ninety-
minute length of a play, which most likely required that a wealth of detail and con-
necting elements from the book had to be left out for the stage. Having made this dis-
claimer, I’d now like to talk about the elements of this production that made it unfor-
gettable—the staging.

The staging of The Master and Margarita was truly spectacular. Instead of holding
the production in a typical theater, Seifert and Sommer chose to use the U of M cam-

pus as a stage. The production occurred outdoors, with a minimum of scenery—
instead of building elaborate sets around the U, The Master used elements of campus
to their full potential. The production changed scenes, and thus locations, several
times, and the audience was ushered after the performance. I can only imagine how
exciting it would have been for a student at the U to see the places past which he or
she wanders every day transformed into a park in Russia, an insane asylum, a vaude-
ville theater, or a Satanic ballroom.  

Buildings, trees, sidewalks and gravel yards were all transformed into sets whose
realism forced the viewer to search for the deeper meaning of the play, instead of
writing it off as nonsensical and superficial. The degree of reality with which this
bizarre play was imbued was striking. A group of live musicians in provided much of
the music for The Master, and entertained the audience before the start of the produc-
tion—in character as vodka-swilling, dark-humored Russians. During changes of
location, actors in character as lunatics or devilish creatures directed the audience to
follow the play—this was one of the production’s creepier elements, as these “ush-
ers” had the habit of talking to, making direct eye contact with, and touching mem-
bers of the audience.

Though I may not have understood it, I was struck by The Master and Margarita.
The play’s ability to create and maintain a bizarre alternate reality, into which the
audience was immersed completely, made a powerful impression upon me.  The
Master and Margarita is an experience not to be missed—but read the book first.
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A Muddled
Masterpiece:
The Master and
Margarita 

Happy End
is coming right up – it’s in theaters
(okay, theater)

October 25th, 26th, 27th & 28th

(Wednesday through Saturday)
at 8:00 PM in the Arena Theater.

Actors meet for pre-rehearsal notes and critiques as they prepare
the final touches for Happy End.

Bethany Schimmel

CINEMAcarl

TWENTY THREE / 20.october.06

After directing the 2004 Howard Hughes
biopic The Aviator, Martin Scorsese returns to
more familiar territory with The Departed.
Scorsese seems more in his element in this
superb film which is chock-full of mobsters,
crooked cops, flying bullets, dead bodies, and
plenty of dirty words.  

The director has a lot to work with, as the cast
reads like a who’s-who of A-list male stars
(Nicholson, Damon, DiCaprio, Wahlberg,
Baldwin, Sheen) and the screenplay is based on
the acclaimed 2002 Hong Kong film Infernal
Affairs.     

The audience is first introduced to Colin
Sullivan (Damon), who works for the vicious
mob boss Frank Costello (Nicholson) and has
recently landed a plum job in the Massachusetts
State Police. Damon does what all moles do:
screw up the otherwise fine efforts of good-guy
cops to put away thugs like Nicholson. As this is
all happening, though, we meet DiCaprio, who
parlays his tough childhood and gruff
demeanor into a dangerous mission as an
undercover cop ingratiating himself with
Nicholson’s group. 

The plot revolves around the efforts of the
two moles, who soon learn of each other’s exis-
tence and attempt to ferret the other out, all the
while maintaining their duplicitous identities.
A love interest is introduced who, shockingly,
becomes involved with both men and remains
blissfully unaware of their cagey second lives.  

Thus far, the movie sounds reminiscent of

Goodfellas, minus the musings over sliced gar-
lic. However, The Departed clearly differenti-
ates itself by being genuinely funny, and not
simply in the how-peeved-will-Joe-Pesci-get
fashion. Wahlberg plays a foul-mouthed sen-
ior cop whose eloquent and hilarious profane
tirades steal each scene he’s in. Earmuffs,
everyone. DiCaprio also shows some atti-
tude, especially during an enraged psychi-
atric appointment, and Baldwin will make
you think twice the next time someone asks,
“Can I have a word with you?”  

The movie is highly suspenseful and vio-
lent, and certainly has the edgy underbelly
one expects from Scorsese, but the constant
funny bits keep everything humming along
fairly lightly, given the subject matter.
Though bodies start rolling with reckless
abandon by the end, often when one least
expects it, the movie’s impact is (thankfully)
muted by the sprightly pacing and aforemen-
tioned profanity-laced humor.  

Some thought the movie provided more of
an emotional wallop than I felt, but all would
probably agree that The Departed is not an
epic flick a la Goodfellas or Heat. That is not a
shortcoming – a film should not be criticized
for not being something it never intended.  

With that in mind, The Departed’s first-rate
cast hits the ground running and never looks
back, providing a suspenseful, bloody and
surprisingly funny mob film that entertains
on all levels.

(D.M.SANDERS)

Man Candy and the Mob

Leonardo Dicaprio, under the bridge in The Departed.

Massacre!
The Texas Chainsaw Massacre and its follow-ups

comprise the most damning critique of American
society in any horror series. Socioeconomic divi-
sion may be funny in the classroom, but to see the
point pushed in with the tip of a chainsaw is shock-
ing. 

The Beginning is a grisly tale that traces the devel-
opment of a damaged baby, abused and aban-
doned, to the iconic boogeyman Leatherface. After
being born onto a bloodstained concrete floor and
left in a garbage bin to die he is adopted by Sheriff
Hoyt (R. Lee Ermey). 

What Deliverance quietly lipped, The Beginning
examines unflinchingly using the metaphor of a
charnel house. Now dubbed Tommy, Leatherface
works in the slaughterhouse as a young man while
his father trains him to abduct passersby.

The internal dimensions of this family are heavy,
but no match for the heated confrontation from
threatening outsiders. Four victims on road to a
Vietnam enlistment center, slam into a cow, flip
over, and meet Sheriff Hoyt. The two men in the car
are brothers Eric (Matthew Bomer) and Dean
(Taylor Handley), along with girlfriends Chrissie
(Jordana Brewster) and Bailey (Diora Baird).
Everyone but Chrissie is abducted and she
attempts to rescue her friends at the Hewitt man-
sion. The murders are gory, but there is more to the
film than blood.

The Beginning carries weight with its anger.
Nearly apocalyptic, the reluctance of the writers to
let any hero or heroine off the hook marks a film
disgusted with contemporary society. There is no
catharsis for what happens in this old country
home, or for that matter, the country that this film
depicts. In the 2003 remake, which features Jessica

(GRAYSON SOEBEL)

continued on page 25
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I want to talk about music nerds for a
minute. About the rock historians, the
esoteric limited-print EP collectors, the
people who could detail to you at length
the history of England’s Madchester
scene even though they were two when
it happened, people who read the Black
Flag chapter of Our Band Could Be Your
Life twice even though they wouldn’t
have survived a Black Flag show. Nerds,
but nerds who were fortunate enough to
start digging indie rock instead of Star
Trek, giving them at least some of the
trappings of cool to help hide their social
ineptitude: the circumstantially hip. I am
one of these people. And it’s okay, real-
ly—just something to grow out of, and if
nothing else, the music really is pretty
fucking cool (have you heard Wire’s Pink
Flag?).

Now, ever since the music nerd was a
confirmed species, music nerds have
occasionally ventured out of their dorm
rooms, their parents’ basements, or the
record shop where they work and into
actual bands. Yo La Tengo are maybe the
best and the brightest of the music nerd
bands, three nerdy people (one of whom,
Ira Kaplan, was an ex-critic) who have
made some truly breathtaking rock
music. Before that, we’ve got some
weird, somewhat darker bands like
Television Personalities, and shortly
after, Velvet Underground disciples like
Galaxie 500. Right now, we have groups
like Belle & Sebastian or Clap Your
Hands Say Yeah, who have picked
through the best of what a few decades
of alternative music have to offer and
have developed music that’s great in its
own right.

And although I love the bands I’ve
mentioned, although I can identify with
the bands I’ve mentioned, although
nerds like me (like you, probably) need
these bands a little bit, sometimes I just
want to listen to something that kicks ass
in a way music nerds will never be able
to. Music played by the kind of people
who would interrupt the conversation
you’re having with that girl at a party,
make you fetch each of them another
beer, and end up taking her home while
you try to decide what TV on DVD
you’re going to watch before going to
sleep. Maybe it’s masochism, but it’s
essential sometimes. And that’s where
Bon Scott comes in.

Bon Scott was the Scottish frontman
of Australian hard rockers AC/DC from
1974 to 1980. During Scott’s time with
the band, they made loud, dumb and
nearly perfect rock and roll. They were

This is the second draft of this piece. The first one was a scathingly nega-
tive review, in which I talked about Beck’s ever-lessening relevance, 14 years
after “Loser” and Mellow Gold. It was good, too; the problem was that I kept
listening to the album I was reviewing, The Information, as I was writing.  And
do you know what I found out?

I actually liked it.
I liked it for all the reasons that I wrote made it bad, though admittedly

with slightly different spins. Going back a bit, I was thrilled with Beck’s previ-
ous release, 2004’s Guero. Guero was, in my view, something of an everyday
masterpiece; it was filled with compelling tracks ranging from the most alter-
native of alternative rock on “Scarecrow” all the way to the summertime pop
of “Girl.” But moreover, it was listenable – each song had its own unique
charm, which led to an extremely well-assembled album. As it turns out, The
Information does exactly the same thing but in a changed idiom.

When I first wrote this, I discussed the lack of growth seen in this album,
and how it almost seemed like a musical regression (not what one hopes to
see from a multi-decadal artist). But after a second listen, that’s not true at all;
The Information is, in fact, the next step in a logical, though hardly automatic,
progression that started with Guero.

Guero, as I’ve already said, featured a complete musical palate within the
bounds of what one might define as “normal” pop-rock, with some tracks
leaning more to one side of that genre or the other. The Information actually
does the same thing, but expands far beyond the confines of one simple
genre. “Cellphone’s Dead” infuses a Cuban-style rhumba beat into Beck’s
ordinary style; “Dark Star” draws on the space-rock (or drug-rock) of the 70s,
and lays the heaviest bass groove I’ve heard in a long time. “Strange
Apparition” feels almost like country-rock, while “New Round” can’t be
described by any word but “ballad.”

So, what to make of The Information? Certainly, it grows on you; if it didn’t,
you’d be reading about how Beck is losing touch with what made his music
unique and good. The bottom line is, with such a huge range of styles, there’ll
be something on here you like. Whether it turns out you only like one track,
or can appreciate the whole of it as a sign of Beck’s growth, will define
whether or not you like the album. I certainly can, and I do.

The Album Leaf’s third full-length release, Into the Blue Again, starts exactly as one might expect, based on the Icelandic
group’s earlier work. A long, slow fade leads into a purely instrumental piece, reintroducing to anyone who’s forgotten what
must be the whole idea behind the group: to make relaxing yet interesting instrumental groove music. It worked on One Day I’ll
Be On Time, it worked on In A Safe Place, and it works again here.

The Album Leaf puts together some of the most listenable music out there. Primarily instrumental, it simultaneously sounds
organic and electronic. This may sound paradoxical, but nothing else would describe the flow of their music quite as well. The
keyboard-oriented sound is quite clearly assembled piece by piece, yet the different parts flow with each other so supremely
and sublimely that it sounds as if it all emanates from the same natural source.  

More than ever before, Into the Blue Again shows the group finding highs and lows in style. For the first time, the sound
developed in certain songs can be overwhelming. Not overwhelming in the typical way, but overwhelming in the way that only
an instrumental piece can be. Pianos, keyboards, strings and drums throughout the album come together beautifully, but at cer-
tain moments, they blend too much. Aurally, what develops isn’t quite a distorted sound, but an interfered one. Too many
neighboring frequencies make an appearance, which leads to scratchiness, loudness, and most importantly, an alteration of the
sound away from what the goal was. However, these moments are few and far between, and any potential ugliness is complete-
ly offset by the transcendent fifth track, “Red-Eye.” Lasting a full seven minutes, the track stands out from their entire catalog as
an incredibly skillful blend of the ethereal with the insistent; the song is at times relaxing and at times exciting.

Still, nothing on this new album hugely departs from the patterns established in earlier works; the instrumental tones are
identical, and there’s even a particular piano passage in “Red-Eye” culled directly from “Over The Pond.” Judging by the rela-
tive commercial success of the previous album, this is by design. The album is titled Into the Blue Again, and “again” stands out
as the key word. The songs are distinguishable from those on In a Safe Place only with a thorough knowledge of the previous
album – otherwise, everything is interchangeable, in the best way possible.

The Album Leaf:
Into the Blue Again

Beck: The Information NEW
MUSIC

(JOHN  CHOINIERE)

On the nature of
the music nerd a
nd the impotan
ce of Bonn Scott
(GREG HUNTER)

CONTINUED ON PAGE 25

the Rolling Stones without tact, the Who without brains, or Black Sabbath with a sense
of humor, and occasionally more fun than any of them.

When the band arrived in England, they were initially mistaken for a punk act, and
although Scott-era AC/DC is often not held in the same standing as classic punk, most
of what’s great about Iggy Pop or the Ramones is also true of AC/DC: the music is too
intent on rocking to be pretentious and goes by too fast to be embarrassed of anything.
Much of the credit for this goes to Bon Scott, whose vocals on albums like High Voltage
and Highway To Hell bear the mark of a man who was too drunk, too tough, and too
snotty to do anything other than sing great rock and roll. 

If you do not presently have a copy of one of these albums, and like to rock, acquire
one immediately, because they will unapologetically rock you until your cardigan is in
tatters and your arms ache from air guitar-ing and you will be transformed.

Scott died in his prime in 1980, at the age of 33. The cause was asphyxiation, the
asphyxiating agent his own vomit. It might have been inevitable, as choking on vomit
is one of only three ways people like Bon Scott are allowed to die (the other two are a
knife to the back and a motorcycle accident. And okay, maybe syphilis). AC/DC con-
tinued, and still do, honoring Scott’s memory by still playing dumb, loud hard rock.
There’s a lesson in all of this somewhere, but if Bon Scott were here today, he probably
would not want you to wonder what it is.

Bon Scott
Continued from page 24

City & Eastern Songs marks the debut of N.Y. lo-fi indie folk act Jack and Jeffery Lewis. It is a lazy album by lazy people.
When lo-fi rock is good, it’s because artists challenge themselves to write great songs within very strict parameters. Acts

like Guided By Voices and Beat Happening are some of the first that come to mind, but this aesthetic can be seen reflected even
in bands like the White Stripes. City & Eastern songs also reflects this aesthetic, but only to the extent that it’s used as a cop-
out—half-assed songs by performers hoping they sound enough like to Microphones to get away with it.
This is not to say that City & Eastern Songs is wholly unpleasant—in places, it’s downright fun. But it’s also not necessarily
worth anyone’s time, given that this stuff has already been done by acts who cared more and did it better. Sometimes it’s just
best to call bullshit “bullshit,” and this album is bullshit.

Moving on to albums that aren’t bullshit: Knives Don’t Have Your Back, the first solo release from Emily Haines (Metric
frontwoman and Broken Social Scene collaborator) is, um, not bullshit. Fans of Metric’s new-wave cue-taking or Broken Soc.’s
occasional epicness might be surprised at what they find on the album, especially since Haines’ backing band Soft Skeleton
includes members of Metric, Broken Soc., and Stars, but they won’t be disappointed. The songs, which often feature only
Haines’ voice and an accompanying piano, are subdued yet assertive--the album moves not at a crawl but at a stalk, slow,
rhythmic, and controlled. Knives’ title is fitting—Haines’ songwriting is sharp, austere, and has backbone.

‘stolen baby’, innocence was lost but
forgiveness was restored as she raced
out of the wasteland. The  The bap-
tismal rain at the end spoke of the
ability to correct our horrible actions.
There is no redemption in The
Beginning.
Badly promoted most won’t find it
worthwhile. No installment will ever
top the madness of the original, but
as a depiction of a country on a road
to nowhere the premise has never
had a greater need for an updating.

CINEMA Continued from page 23

A few months ago, as I whiled away
a summer afternoon surfing the net and
listening to music, I realized that, over
the course of an hour, I had not heard a
single happy song. That’s not to say that
most of the songs I heard didn’t make
me happy—I love songs—it’s that they
didn’t sound happy.  I’m still trying to
figure out why this pissed me off so bad.

I’m not usually this excitable, but it
was June, and I was bored, and why the
hell did everything have to be so damn
nuanced and complicated?  What hap-
pened to Happy, rainbow Happy, sun-
shine Happy, the kind of Happy that
defies more studious word choice? As
far as I could tell, it pretty much died in
the 60s, so that’s where I looked. I
bought the Zombies’ Odessey and Oracle;
it was not a mistake.

Leadoff track “Care of Cell 44” was
exactly what I wanted to hear: bouncy
pianos, harmonic humming, lilting, syn-
thesized strings; it was Happy.
Halleluiah. I haven’t stopped listening to
it since. It’s not perfect, but it is great,
and, as it turns out, it’s quite a bit more
than what I bargained for.  When the joy
is turned up (see “I Want Her, She Wants
Me”, “This Will Be Our Year” and
“Friends of Mine), it doesn’t get much
better, but the Zombies do other shades
of emotion nearly as well, and not every
love song is so cheery.  

“Time of the Season” is a master-
piece, and has managed to stay cool for
the past 40 years, which is no small feat.
The melancholy “Maybe After He’s
Gone” casts lead singer Colin Bluntstone
as a guy who’s been ditched by his girl-
friend for an old flame. The album also
manages to cover war (“Butcher’s Tale”),
isolation (the Faulkner-inspired “Rose
For Emily”), and utopian drug trips (the
stand-out “Hung Up on a Dream”), and
manages to move fluidly between pop
tunes and psychedelic soundscapes.  I’m
more partial to the poppier material, but
psych rockers have a lot to love here.
“Changes” is straight out of the
Renaissance (in a good way).  

Even when a song doesn’t click with
me, I’m still keen to admire the songcraft
that is on display almost continuously
on the album, and that’s about as good a
compliment as I can give to Odessy and
Oracle. Whether or not I love them for
every second of every song, I’m still
hooked. Music buffs have called Odessy
one of the more underappreciated
albums of the 60s. From what I can tell,
it’s pretty much true, and that’s sad,
because it’s an essential LP for anyone
who likes good pop music (real: every-
one).  Pick it up, and be happy.

How I
Found the
Zombies
(TOM FRY)

Available at your local record library
KRLX music column by Greg Hunter, Music Director
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Screw Your Roomate-- only one reason why you
should be nice to the person you are living with 24/7

7:00pm- Cheese Tasting - for those always gravitating to the
samples at the grocery stores this event is for you! Just pay ten dollars
and go to the Just food Co-op for you chance to taste all the cheese you
have always dreamed about trying. Bring your screw date along and
wow them at your fabulous taste and knowage of expencsive cheese. 

8:00pm - Jazz Concert - Come to the concert hall to see the
Carleton Jazz Ensamble and  Jazz Combos. Also see the first ever per-
formance of The new Vocal Jazz Ensamble. It will be a great time to
practice those jazz hands you’ll want to show off to your screw later on
in the night. 

9:00-10:00am -Buckthorn Pull- If you didn’t get you fill of
pulling this pesky weed during new student week then head to the
Hauberg Woods today for and community wide event which will make
you feel like you accomished something for the enivorment. 

7:00pm - Carleton Chior Concert - at the First United Church
of Christ  come see the chior perform Morton Lauridsen’s Lux Aeterna
(Eternal Light) among others. 

7:30pm -MN Rollergirls vs. Mad Rollin’ Dolls- If the choir
concert isn’t high impact  enough for you you can go to the cities  and
the Roy Willkins auditorium and check out the MN Rollergirls in a roller-
skating derby of sorts. Guaranteed to have fights, competition and short
skirts, this event is a sure bet. 

8:00 p.m. -Metropolitan Ballet-  Dracula, a Ballet of Passion,
Life, and Death at the State Theater. $25-75

Friday 20

Saturday 21

Sunday 22

Monday 23

Tuesday 24

Wednesday 25
7:30 p.m. -Nordic Jam at the Contented Cow-Nordic jam
- need we say more?

Get out there! - Go for a walk in the Arb or just lounge around out-
side.

7:00pm -Maire Antoinette- go to the cities and see the newest
movie by Sofia Coppola, starring Kirsten Dunst. Go for the shoes
designed by Manolo Blahnik and get a history lesson while you’re at it.

7:30 p.m. -Nordic Jam at the Contented Cow -
Scandinavian weekly music jam! You can come just to listen or join in
on the fun. It is  an all ages event, non-smoking, at the Contented Cow
pub and resturant in downtown Northfield. Why not grab something to
eat while you listen?

6:30pm -Texas hold ‘um tournament -Practice your
poker face at the Texas hold ‘em tournament at Dawn’s cor-
ner bar

10:30p.m. -Karaoke- Come belt out some of your favorite
tunes. Who knows, you might be crowned the new Northfield
Idol.  Takes place at  Dawn’s corner bar.

Thursday 26

Friday 27
Advising Days 

8:00 p.m. -Happy End- is a dark musical comedy the Arena the-
atre directed by alum Edward Berkeley.

8:00 p.m. -Metropolitan Ballet- Dracula, a Ballet of Passion,
Life, and Death at the State Theater. $25-75

Saturday 28

2:00 p.m. - War of the Worlds: The Musical -
Hometown Theatre presents a comedy about the radio era.

Sunday 29

Monday 30

Tuesday 31

Wednesday 1

Happy Halloween! 

12:00 noon - Reflections: What Matters to Me and
Why - Guest speaker: Visiting Instructor in Sociology. Library
Athenaeum.

Happy November!

Wake up today and say “Rabbit, Rabbit” for good
luck.

Want your event in the Carl? E-mail whitebe@

Advising Days 

9:00 am -Bargain Book Blowout- Great space at sayles lots of
books at low prices. 

7:30 p.m. - War of the Worlds: The Musical - Hometown
Theatre presents a comedy about the radio era through the 29th.
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Thursday 2
Jim Brandenburg: Touch the Sky - Opens at the Bell
Museum of Natural History through December 31. 

Break out Your Crayons 

- and - 

Color in Your Calendar!
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