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EDITORS’ NOTE
So, the presidential election is happening
very soon. We don’t want to belabor the point,
but we hope you vote, and we hope you vote for
Barack Obama. With that said, there has been
something on our collective mind lately, something more important than the result of the
last debate, something more important than
even the outcome of the race for president. We
are talking, of course, about ghosts.
Ghosts are like a failing economy. Both of
them can prevent you from keeping your home,
but in the case of the economy, it just happens
because your mortgage is much too high. In
the case of a ghost, that ghost is haunting your
house and unplugging appliances you just
plugged in like five minutes ago. And you
could probably dig up its former body and bury
it in the proper grave because that’s supposed
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to put an end to all this but lord knows how
much that’s going to cost. Also, sometimes the
ghost makes hot babes sleepwalk.
In a perfect world, we wouldn’t have to
worry about ghosts haunting Carleton’s campus. We didn’t, actually, until Carleton purchased Northfield’s former middle school,
which is rumored to be haunted. Kristen Asp
has the whole story covered in this issue’s feature, and we’re pretty excited about it. We’ve
also got the latest news on Matt Pieh’s grassroots campaign to save the cement penis, a
debate on the acceptability of bad grammar at
Carleton, and much, much more.
- Greg Hunter, on behalf of the Executive
Editors
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THE TOP FIVE

Actual Names for
Sarah Palin’s Children

THE SCHILLOMETER

Pure, pure hope

1. Trig
Saturday sundae bar returning!

3. Track

Equine Outfitters out of business; first sign of economic
collapse?

4. Willow
5. Piper

Chris Rasinen’s departure

THE PHOTO POLL

Who are you voting for?

“Obama.”
— Sabrina Peterson ‘09

“Obama.”
— Julia Weisman

“Brobama.”
— Helen Grossman ‘12

“Obama.”
— Phil Yates ‘11
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“Obama.”
— Sam Carus ‘10

“Obama.”
— Long Bui ‘09

THE CARL | DOORMAT | OCT 24, 2008

2. Bristol

Penisgate ‘08
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by Matt Pieh

Workers cover their faces in shame.

Post-circumcision. Or possibly uncircumcised.
A continuing debate.

We tried, we failed.
We must never forget.

Rest In Penis
Graphic rendering by Greg Hunter
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An Open Letter to My Writing Portfolio Reviewer
from Matt Pieh
Dear Writing Portfolio Grader #30,

Review Highlights
“I think your confidence in your writing
ability, though admirable, may be misplaced.”
Ouch. Major burn. I feel like you’re breaking it to the
fat kid that he’ll never make the sports team. What,
exactly, is productive about telling him that his efforts
are futile? According to the writing portfolio’s website,
the portfolio is used because “the Carleton faculty want
all students to be confident.” Nice job with that one.
Your confidence in your ability to foster confidence,
though admirable, may be misplaced.

“At times your prose can be overwritten, stilted-and at other times, quite
pedestrian.”
“Quite pedestrian.” Okay, at this point I have to believe
you’re a snooty Brit. I am pentitent for trifling you with
my petty declarations. I mean, what are your suggestions? Equestrian prose? Using a Segway to get
between sentences? I think that, at times, your prose
can be quite aerial.

This grid was
definitely helpful.

“Nothing about the religion paper or
the lab report made me want to keep
reading.”
I’m sorry that my lab report didn’t make you want to
keep reading. I really thought that the cellulose acetate
electrophoresis of phosphoglucomutase protein in
Eurosta solidaginis populations of the Carleton arboretum would be a page-turner.

In time—likely when I read this in print—I will regret
writing this. With my luck, you’re probably one of my
professors, or I’ll have you in the future. For what it’s
worth, I’m sorry you had to read my portfolio. In my
opinion, the writing portfolio is just a hoop for Carls to
jump through, and I don’t think it’s worth the cost.
More importantly, I don’t think it’s worth your time.
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Thank you for your commentary! From your palpable disdain, it sounds like
either the publisher rejected your book again, or you just realized you live in
Northfield. I’m sorry my portfolio was turned in three weeks late, and I’m
sorry you never noticed it was two pages short of the minimum requirement.
You’ve left me with some questions, so if you care to respond, please email
piehm@carleton.edu.
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When you’re a kid, Halloween is a blast. You get free candy, you can help your parents carve the pumpkin, and maybe you’ll even
have a good scare or two. These days, though, it’s all about winning, and that’s not a bad thing. If you’re a senior, you know you’re
coming up your last chance to get the best costume award at the Chapel. If you’re a freshman, you know this might be your big chance
to make a name for yourself around campus. But regardless of age, if you’re in it to win it, creativity alone isn’t going to cut it. A winning costume is a relevant costume, a costume that speaks to the concerns of today’s Carleton student. With this in mind, The Carl
presents...

Topical Halloween Costumes
For the Competitive Halloween Concert-goer
Joker Make-up Sarah Palin
When you get to the Chapel, you’re going to
be flanked by dudes made-up like Heath
Ledger’s Joker and dudettes dressed up like
vice-presidential candidate Sarah Palin. You
can try to compete with one group, you can try
to compete with the other, or you can go as
Sarah Palin in Joker make-up and blow ‘em all
away. [Editors’ note: in all sincerity, if you’re in
the middle of assembling either a Joker or
Palin costume, please stop. It’s very rare for
something to be played-out before it ever happens, but this is precisely what we’re seeing.]
October 31 convocation speaker Charlene
Teters
You’re not going to get any more topical
than this. By dressing up as Native American
multimedia artist Charlene Teters, you’ll make
your roommate’s Paris Hilton outfit look like a
Charlie Chaplin costume. Some people might
not recognize you because they didn’t attend
convo, but if you take the time to explain your
costume to them, they too will be impressed by
its timeliness. Get a start on this costume now,
and surprise and/or weird-out Teters by appearing at her speech looking just like she does!

Total Incomprehension of the Current
Economic Crisis
Tap into the zeitgeist by visually expressing
how you know you can’t afford to give up trying
to understand America’s financial collapse but
have anyway. This can probably be achieved by
having a squiggly line moving downward across
your stomach, which other Chapel-goers will
understand has something to do with sub-prime
mortgages. Performance is key with this costume: once you’ve put it together, pratice
titling your head, crossing your eyes or sticking
your tongue out in obvious confusion.

by Greg Hunter
Should Look Like:

Necessary Materials:
White clown make-up
Red lipstick
Glasses
$2,500 Valentino jacket
Knife

Should Look Like:

Necessary Materials:
Dress or blouse
Long brown wig
Necklace (optional)
Glasses (optional)

Should Look Like:

Necessary Materials:
Marker
Face
Befuddlement
Fear
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No Campus for Oles
A St. Olaf student visits Carleton for the joint Homecoming dance

ON THE STREET... NORTHFIELD, MN
by Erinrose Mager
and Lindsey Shaughnessy

by Thor Steinhovden
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It started out like any other Saturday night
over a break: Four people in four different
places around campus, doing nothing. I had
just reached that stage where you become content with boredom and actually start cognitively defending your uneventful night. (“At least
I’ll be rested in the morning,” “Nothing is
going on anyways,” and of course “I could
totally watch a good movie right now.”) Like
with any Carleton Adventure, it began with a
friend who had heard from a friend that there
was potentially a party at Carleton. Considering
Oles spend a great deal of our time flashing our
supposed athletic superiority (note: after
Homecoming ‘08 a drastic decrease in this
trend was noticed campus wide) we still have a
strange affection and curiosity for the other
side of the river. Carleton parties are normally
a letdown because they turn out to be just a
false rumor, but I still had faith; spontaneity
describes any night where Oles venture across
to party with Carls.
After enjoying a few beers and losing a
round of pong, the four of us set out to find the
supposed party. Turns out, not only did we find
a pre-party, but also realized that the Carls
were hosting a dance. It was a two-for-one, an
unlikely steal on a night that seemed destined
for boredom. The pre-party was hosted next to
Domino’s, in what turned out to be a very intimate (if you will) space with a few too many
guests. We entered the room and immediately
felt the eyes of Carls on us like silver bullets!
Was it all in our heads? How could they know
who we were? Was it all self-inflicted paranoia,
or stereotypes confirmed? I still can’t tell, but
one girl did immediately point out that us Oles
all look so healthy. In fact, there was a glow
around our bodies! Thanks, girl! After shortlived interactions with a few other Carls, we
combined our singles for a cup, and after sharing a beer, moved on to the dance.
I have been on the Carleton campus twice,
but only because I ran on the trails that come
out next to campus. The most memorable image
of Carleton is for me the penis-shaped walk
path, so expectations of the dance weren’t
high. We tend to view Carls as enigmas; you are
supposed to be “geeky” and bad at sports, yet
you have a wet campus and throw continuous
parties. It puzzles us, and I think explains my

Don't let this steely gaze fool you.
He's actually in love with me.
Greg Hunter

skepticism regarding the said dance. Anyways,
my expectations of an innocent atmosphere
were quickly shattered as we passed a girl in
the entrance strolling around in her bra.
Furthermore, the dance floor was packed with
sweaty, lightly dressed grinders rocking out like
it was a Halloween Grand! Sure, it was hosted
in a cafeteria, and yes, the low volume from the
DJ booth made it sort of hard to keep up with
the beat as the alcohol set in, but all that is
beside the point. What matters is that any Ole
who ventured over to Carleton this past
Saturday can never see Carls as the geeky overachievers we so eagerly make you out to be. My
first real Carleton expectation was exclusively
positive, which is why I will rally more Oles to
visit “the other side” in the weekends to come.
After Saturday I long for the day when island
parties are no longer exclusive, and Carls and
Oles join together in lectures on inter-campus
understanding.
(Opposites
attract.)
On
Saturday you Carls proved to at least a few
ignorant souls that you know how to have a
good time!
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The only thing better than Michael
J. Fox's hair circa Family Ties is
Michael J. Fox's hair circa 2008,
in the language lab and on the
cutest boy alive.

POINT COUNTERPOINT SPECIAL

What level of grammar befits students at an eighth-ranked liberal arts college?
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POINT

COUNTERPOINT
by Noah Sapse

by Alex Sciuto

Before you throw this article into the recycling bin and say
“what an atavistic jackass,” keep this in mind: I know I'm an
effete asshole and you're free to tell me that any time.

While you might not know it yet, dangling prepositions, AOL
instant messenger slang, and the free use of nouns as adjectives and vice versa by lazy college students who can’t seem to
realize that their experiences are collegiate and not “sooooo
college” are revitalizing the English language, giving the more
serious and thoughtful craftspeople of the language new
ground to try out new ideas. Welcome to the democratization
of grammar. And yeah, I had to spell-check democritization.
Before we go any further, let’s not joke ourselves: language
has never been static. Whether you want to look at the evolution of Chinese characters from cave drawings to the complicated pictographs they are today or look at Chaucer’s English
and compare it to the likes of the twentieth century masters,
the language of the moment is a unique product.
But never before in history have so many people had a say
in languages’ evolution as today’s languages. Reading and
writing were not too long ago the domain of the wealthy. Since
the uneducated couldn’t write, no one remembers how to say
ain’t in Middle English. Today, with so many people reading,
writing, and putting their thoughts on the internet, it’s impossible to ignore the turbulent mass of prose and poetry and
scratched down half-thoughts that the 99% of us who don’t
write novels or philosophical tracts think.
And us 99% are using language that is most convenient and
efficient. Whether it’s reducing “you” to its phonetic equivalent or shortening words to their first syllable, we’re making
language fit our needs. This language requires a great amount
of context to understand. A shit-ton is a pretty vague adjective.
So, if you want language that challenges the user to very precisely specify and communicate meaning, this might not be
your language choice. But for many of us, daily life doesn’t
require that specificity.
But I didn’t promise you an apology for those of us too lazy
to write properly, I promised to show you how all this bad
grammar—poor grammar—is revitalizing the English language.
Great writers and serious thinkers have to talk to people like
me, too! They are running up against the 99% all the time.
And while they may discard most of our language because it
doesn’t convey meaning as well as they’d like it to, there will
always be that random bit that will stick with them. It might be
the staccato of a new phrase that appeals to them or perhaps
the grammatical disjunction gives new insight to a thought,
but it’ll be there.
It’s like evolution. Most of what we say is crap. Always has
been, always will be. But with more people saying and writing
crap, the greater the chance that one or two of us will pick out
the gems and bound it up in a book.

Democracy is not a verb. Webster's Dictionary defines
democracy as a noun, not a verb. Nonetheless t-shirts have
been popping up around the country, and campus, stating
exactly that. Most people have read the shirts and picked up
on it's quixotic political message rather than its more directly
implied grammatical. I hope I never hear someone say they
just “Democracied the shit out of someone at Halo,” or answer
“Democracy” to what they were doing (since the only people
“doing” democracy are the Republican party). Still, this shirt
represents a small part of a larger and honestly terrifying
trend. Grammar and syntax in spoken English are going the way
of parachute pants and criminal charges against Micheal
Jackson; they are disappearing into thin air. English is admittedly, like all languages, an evolving pidgin. However, that
really doesn't justify speaking like a tool.
English sytnax is difficult and arcane, this is undeniable.
English is arguably one of the worst languages in the world in
that context. It was Tom Stoppard (someone who arguably
knew his way around our fine language) who in his play
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are Dead admitted that English
was a language which “makes up in obscurity what it lacks in
style.” My qualms, however, are not with errors within the profound depths of spoken word; they're in fact very superficial.
For example, please, students of Carleton, realize there “are a
shit-ton of beers” in the cooler. “There's a shit-ton” might be
more common, but trust me, there's no politically correct term
to describe how daft you sound. Subject verb agreement isn't
hard, realize the difference between the singular and plural.
Before you speak think.... “is there more than one of that ?”
Count it on your fingers if you have to, you can do it.
By all means, don't think I'm knocking the Carleton
Community. I've never been somewhere where I was so amazingly impressed by the general intellect and talent of the community, and to a certain extent that is why I'm so shocked by
patterns of speech. So, realize that some of us, myself included, are just peeved by the incredibly picayune. As one last
point, people in the outside world are not as nice as they are
here. People will judge you and the first impression you make
is how you speak. Understanding the use of transitives versus
intransitives, subject verb agreements, and the subjunctive,
may actually help you get a job outside of Carleton. However,
mostly I just cringe when I hear poor grammar and am selfish
enough to expect you to change.
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BACK IN THE DAY: A JUNIOR LOCATES HER PARTY-GOING SELF
by Sasha Korobova

WAS CHILL, NOW AWKWARD

WAS DECENT, NOW GROSS

Back in the day ... if you were caught dead
hanging out with just your friends on Friday or
Saturday night, you were über lame. We all
knew better. The weekend (about the only time
when Carls may even have an inclination to be
social) is the time to be running around campus
from Davis, to Meyers, to Goodhue, and back in
search of something totally “awesome” to do.
The longer you stayed in, the more likely you
were going to miss something amazing. Also,
the longer you stayed in, the more likely your
potential going out party was going to turn into
a Disney-movie watching or Cosmo -reading
party. Thus, the sooner you got dressed and
drunk the faster you’d be having the “real” fun.
This year, we have learned better. Of course,
going out to major parties, and hanging out
with your freshman-year lab partner, whom you
would never even say hello to unless fate put
you back in lab together, may sound like a
blast, but hanging out with people you actually
know and have things in common may be even
more fun. Most of us struggle to catch up on
reading by our second day of class, so catching
up with each other is rarely prioritized. By now,
we know that getting together an hour or two
before going out with your closest friends is
likely to be the best part of your evening—even
if all you do is sing along to “I Just Can’t Wait
to be King.”

Back in the day ... going to parties, even if
you didn’t know the host was like totally
“legit.” This was how you met people. As long
as one person in your group of friends had spoken to the host once, even if it was two-years
ago, you were still game. It didn’t matter if the
party was thrown by the sci-fi house or the basketball team, the attitude was “the more, the
merrier” and also the drunker, and the crazier.
These sort of large-ish, yet not Evans Dining
Hall-sized parties were a nice break from the
mayhem of Sayles or the chillness of VIP only
parties. In fact, moderately-sized townhouse
and apartment parties were some of the best I’d
gone to at Carleton.
Something has changed this year, though. I
don’t know whether the economic crisis is also
hitting the regular partiers, but I do know that
not only has the number of these parties
dropped drastically since last year, but people
who host them are much more covert/selective
about their invite lists. It has actually become
“awkward” to show up if you don’t 70 percent
of the invitees. Thus, meeting people at these
types of gatherings has become almost impossible. So what are Carls doing to make up for this
sharp decline in exciting social life?
This
brings me to my next point.

Back in the day ... when it came to campuswide dances, Heaven and Hell was pretty much
the cream of crop. It encouraged us to dress
up, look provocative and really rub-up on eachother in a way that the space of Sayles could
not. The music was usually at least decent–
something that cannot be said for every Sayles
dance. We got into it with costumes and dancing, and by the end of the night returned tired,
danced-out and reasonably satisfied.
What happened this year? Maybe it is the
lack of these medium-sized, parties that has let
us off our leashes, but Heaven and Hell was
possibly the most disgusting experience I have
had while going out—European and sleazy 17year-old-and-over clubs included. Yes, we’ve
hooked up at Sayles dances, but if you were
hooking up for longer than ten minutes, or
going past just making out, most of us were reasonable enough to take somewhere else. Doing
it in your roommate’s bed is classier than doing
it in front of the entire campus. This year,
though, everywhere you looked there were pulsating couples making out. In fact, perhaps it
was best that they didn’t leave, because if they
did there would probably only have been about
ten people left at the dance. Walking was barely an option, let alone dancing. What used to
be a fun dance was transformed into a cheap
bordello. Which is lame, by the way—not cool.

PARTY BRIEFS

S

by Anne O’Gara

The Shoppe, October 11

Seniors Amanda Gallinat and
Hannah Waters opened their doors to
fifty of their closest friends, with the
help of DJs Dan Sugarman and Gabe
Silberblatt. Big points for bringing out
actual turntables. Believe me, I have no
problem with a pseudo ironic playlist—
it’s mostly my life—but a little effort
went a long way in this case. The major
pitfall of the Shoppe is that its location
is relatively unknown. To make sure
they went to the right place, people
arrived and left in huge groups, which
made the atmosphere inconsistent. On
the other hand, if you don’t see anyone
good at a Shoppe party, just give it fifteen minutes.

Crack House, October 16

CR

Hastily thrown together after the
Heiruspecs show, Crack turned out to be
all right. Anyone who was there will tell
you two things: old people and strobe
lights.
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Heaven & Hell, October 18

SPB did it again. The staircase
outside of Evans never sees more use
than this feisty fete. You know the drill:
slutty, sweaty and if you’re lucky, both.
I have literally never seen more people
making out in one space before in my
life, so congrats to those who partook in
that element. Jerome Potter did a fine
job picking tunes, and managed to have
fun as well. The next morning over
brunch my friends and I decided that,
while H&H was fun, it felt a little fake.
So does that sentence. Revised: I did
not have fun at Heaven and Hell.
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WAS LAME, NOW COOL
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A Halloween Tale:
Journey to the Abandoned Middle School
Strange things are afoot at the old Northfield Middle School. Seats in the
auditorium flip up and down mysteriously, doors slam on hydraulic hinges,
strange lights appear and disappear, and footsteps can be heard echoing
through the building at night. And that’s just the beginning...
Security guards, maintenance workers, former teachers, and custodians all agree that the
middle school is haunted. Last year, security
was patrolling the building looking for broken
pipes when the Evans fire alarms went off. One
guard, Tammy, stayed at the school while the
others responded to the alarm. Shortly after,
Tammy rejoined the other security guards outside Evans.
“I saw a child,” she said breathlessly. “It
passed right in front of me. I’m not going back
there tonight.”
The other security guards

checked the area thoroughly and reassured her that it was impossible for
anyone to have been in the building.
“Tammy wouldn’t say anything
more about it,” says a Carleton security guard. “But she was really shaken
up. And after that, she always insisted
on doing the middle school patrol herself. She said that if there was a child
in there, she wanted to help them ‘pass
on.’”
Since Tammy’s encounter, security
has called the ghost “Sarah.”
Carleton security guard Jim
Bushey recalls the first time he
heard about Sarah. Patrolling
one night, he saw a strange light
moving around the basement.
“It could have been a sort
of headlight, but there were no
cars outside and it looked distinct in a way that a headlight
wouldn’t,” says Jim. “It made
me a little nervous and so I left
the building for a moment.
Outside, there was a woman
walking her dog in the middle of
the night. And she said, ‘You
seen her!’”
The woman then told Jim
about how every night her sister
sees a girl walk past all the windows of the middle school. Jim
explained that this would be
impossible due to the fact there are
walls and locked doors separating the
classrooms from one another. But that
would not be a problem for someone who
can walk through walls.
I decided that I had to investigate.
After all, we don’t want to be caught offguard when the walls of the newly completed Arts Union start weeping blood. I
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Words, illustation and
photos by Kristen Asp

asked Jim Bushey if I could accompany him on
his patrol of the school late Wednesday night
and he kindly obliged.
“Most nights are quiet,” he reminded me.
I then proceeded to rope my friend and former roommate Liz Evison into accompanying
me. I don’t have a strong belief in ghosts, and
if horror movies have taught me anything it’s
that the skeptics are the first to die. Little did

in bad shape, the original construction from
1911 has long windows, vaulted ceilings,
wrought-iron railings, and hardwood trim. It
also has cracked floors, irregular lighting,
crumbling plaster, and secret passages.
Student murals and chalk still cover the walls,
since the building was in use as recently at
2004. As a result, the school has the perfect
combination of age, dilapidation, and residual
human presence to make it seem very haunted.
I occasionally muttered reassuring things to
myself about how normal things looked.
“Yep, just a long hallway of classrooms and
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lockers. Looks like a school. Nothing weird
about that,” I said as we entered an upper-story
hallway in the old building.
“Yeah,” said Jim, “except that last night I
shut and locked all these doors.” Every door in
the hall was wide open, including the small
glass door to the niche that housed the fire
extinguisher.
“Hooooh!” said a grinning Liz, who was
proving to be obnoxiously intrepid and chipper
for collateral.
Later, in the auditorium, Liz praised the
ornate light fixtures even after a seven-foot long
pole fell, without provocation, from the catwalk and rolled across the stage.
After I stopped screaming, I
agreed that the Arts Union
would have an amazing theatre
venue.
Our tour ended slightly
after one in the morning, by
which time my nerves were
shot from gazing down dark
tunnels, into windowless crannies, into the dusty attic, and
down a deserted stairwell into
the boiler room. The sound of
footsteps that echoed through
the building did not help,
especially when they started
while we were standing still.
Liz and I thanked Jim for his
tour and bade him goodnight,
after which we ran to Sayles
and squealed like the chickens we were.
I am still skeptical
about ghosts. But I do
believe that a place can
be haunted, regardless of
whether hauntedness is a
supernatural or an architectural quality. We’ll know for
sure once the building
becomes the Arts Union. With
its shiny new windows, open
spaces, and modern technology, will anyone see Sarah?
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Liz know, as the school loomed ahead, that
she was there to serve as collateral.
“It smells like an antique store,” I said
upon entering, trying to repress memories of my
own middle school days. If adolescent angst
alone is enough to conjure a poltergeist, as
some believe, every middle school in the country is in need of exorcism. Jim unlocked the
doors to the gymnasium, and I wondered if my
13-year-old self had left my own middle school
gym a psychic mess.
“There might be bats in here,” warned Jim.
“Something in here sets off the motion detectors a lot.” But nothing moved, so we decided
to move on after I had snapped a
few photos. We were halfway
down the hall when suddenly
there were a dozen irregular,
sharp raps on the other side
of the locked doors.
“Hey, knock it off!”
said Jim to the doors,
and the knocking
ceased. Liz and I
looked
at
each
other, then at the
door, then at Jim.
“Jim,
you
didn’t, like, plant
a guy in there,
did you?” I asked
nervously.
“To
scare us?” He
shook his head
and grinned.
“Nope.”
I
tightened my scarf
around
my
neck.
“Let’s go somewhere else,” I suggested.
The Northfield
Middle School (and
former high school) is
a remarkable building.
While the 1956 addition is

Magnetic Fields Unplug, but Connect
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by Greg Hunter

Carl Mix: 10 Songs to
Play in the Event of a
McCain Victory
“Barbara Ann” - The Beach Boys
Remember when John McCain sang “bomb
Iran” to the tune of this song? Haw haw! It was
terrifying . Never forget whom we’re dealing
with.
“You Dropped A Bomb On Me” - The Gap Band
This song works on two levels: one, Obama’s
ahead, so a McCain win would be a surprise.
Two, you’ll be worrying that much more about,
um, shit getting bombed. Play back-to-back
with The Weirdos’ “We’ve Got The Neutron
Bomb”, and you’ve got a musical two-fer!
“Old Man” - Neil Young
John McCain is 72.
“Suspect Device” - Still Little Fingers
It might be about Northern Ireland, but it’s still
the ultimate angry political punk song. And it
feels relevant, you know? Try the Ted Leo cover
if you need something more ‘merican.
“Gasolina” - Daddy Yankee
“Gasolina” not only turns every room into a
Sayles dance - and following a McCain win,
we’ll need Sayles dances more than ever - but
reminds listeners of Daddy Yankee’s McCain
endorsement, one of the odder celeb interventions of the ‘08 political season.
“Tonight Will Be Fine” - Leonard Cohen
You can cry yourself to sleep to this one.
“Arizona” - The Constantines
McCain is...from Arizona? We’re reaching now.
But it does contain the line, “we want the
death of rock and roll,” and in its own way,
doesn’t that sum up the McCain-Palin ticket?
“C--ts Are Still Running The World” - Jarvis
Cocker, “Fuck The Pain Away” - Peaches
The titles say it all, really.

There are a few things listeners can always
expect from a Magnetic Fields album: brevity,
gallows humor, and songs about love gone
wrong. The sound of these songs is another
issue entirely; Magnetic Fields frontman
Stephin Merritt’s preoccupations range from
subtle electronic tinkering, on albums like
Charm of the Highway Strip , to the swells of
feedback on the recent Distortion . Live at State
Theatre on October 10, Merritt and his band
provided a strictly acoustic, borderline orchestral take on their catalogue, and the concert
was more a recital than a typical rock show.
On stage, Merritt was an odd combination
of gravitas and visible discomfort. He was slow
to speak but dryly funny nearly every time he
does. Guitarist John Woo, cellist Sam Davol,
vocalist Shirley Simms, and pianist Claudia
Gonson accompanied Merritt. Gonson was an
overeager, occasionally irritating foil to the taciturn Merritt throughout the night. She introduced most songs and provided most of the
stage banter (this, mostly unfiltered rambling).
The most vocal band member, Gonson was also
apparently the least rehearsed, and on a few
songs had to be restarted while she remembered how to play the first bars.
The October 10 setlist was over twenty
songs long, but, as is typical with Merritt’s
songwriting, few songs were over three minutes.
The band drew heavily from Distortion , but also
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made room for songs from i , 69 Love Songs ,
and Merritt side-projects The 6ths and The
Gothic Archies. Early into the night, Simms
provided lead vocals on 69 Love Songs standout “No One Will Ever Love You,” a song that
set the mood for the show. The album version’s
synth flourishes were replaced by acoustic guitar leads and cello strokes, resonating throughout the auditorium. Distortion ’s bouncy surf
instrumental “Three-Way” was also transformed; without the studio cut’s industrial
drum sound and dissonant background
squalling, it sounded slightly like a kids’ TV
show theme. Only one song from early Magnetic
Fields album Holiday made it, the transcendent
“Take Ecstasy With Me.” “Ecstasy” showed the
limitations of the band’s minimal, acoustic setup; no instrument on stage provided the same
thrill as the song’s original pulsating keyboard
tones, and the substitution of Gonson for
Merritt on vocals didn’t help.
Near the end of the night, the band performed i serenade “It’s Only Time,” and few
songs were more compatible with the approach
of the live Magnetic Fields. A nearly silent
crowd listened to Merritt’s bass voice reverberate through State Field accompanied by
descending piano leads, and erupted in
applause at song’s end. Even the biggest fans
of the band’s electronic work or feedback connoisseurs could not have asked for more.

Fleet Foxes at The Cedar:
A Concert Review /Character Sketch by Leah Karels

?

?
?
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Over the past few months, Fleet Foxes has crept, then surged
into my consciousness with their insanely gorgeous sound. Their full
melodies, effortless multi-part harmonies, and charming folk-butnot-obnoxiously-folk sound make listening to this band feel like
experiencing every season at once. While out of the country this
summer, I received emails from four or five different friends telling
me that Fleet Foxes’ live show was one of the best concerts they’d
ever attended. On October 10, I went to see for myself.
In line at The Cedar’s early all-ages show (my salvation after
tickets for the 8pm show sold out months ago), I waited with a
friend, some forty-somethings, and horny high schoolers to finally
hear them live. Inside The Cedar, Fleet Foxes traipsed on stage and
the band’s stage presence was immediately apparent. Lead singer
Robin Pecknold (who, by the way, is only 22 years old. TWENTYTWO) exuded a friendly candor bolstered by the charisma of his
back-up vocalist, keyboardist, and drummer. After opening with
“Sun Giant,” the band played song after glorious song from their
self-titled album and earlier EP as the audience stood mesmerized,
awed by the way the four men harmonized their voices so purely.
I, however, couldn’t take my eyes off guitarist Skye Skjelset.
Skjelset is arguably the most attractive member of the band (vaguely resembling a more attractive Macauley Culkin) and unquestionably the most apathetic; he wore a vest and skinny jeans to complement his dirty blond mop of hair. While Pecknold and the gang
belted out notes with squinted eyes and wide-open mouths, Skjelset
nonchalantly plucked away at his guitar, completely unconcerned
with the glorious sounds coming from his bandmates. Skjelset’s
contrast with the music’s raw beauty and the band’s honest charm
absolutely captivated me.When he played, he played the guitar with
precision, sometimes even using a violin bow to heighten the lush
sound of his instrument, but even while performing in this kick-ass
style, the Skjelset didn’t show emotion. I saw him smile maybe
once, and it was really more of a smirk (no teeth were bared).
As the other Foxes bantered with the audience (someone shouted out a Sarah Palin joke and the band ran with it), microphoneless
Skjelset stood, hands folded on his guitar, staring forward with
sleepy eyes and a placid expression. At one point he rested his hand
on his hip, transmuting his blasé expression into a fashion pose.
Another time he set his right elbow on the guitar, cupped his chin in
his hand, and stared out thoughtfully at the audience for about
twenty seconds. A few times, he dropped his hands down by his side,
ambled listlessly to the back of the stage and took a few sips of
Coca-Cola before slowly walking back to his spot and standing still.
At the start of the encore, Robin came back alone after two minutes of thunderous applause to sing “Tiger Mountain Peasant Song”
(I got literal chills during this one). When the other four filed on, the
drummer, singer, and keyboardist waved and smiled while Skjelset
simply held his can of Coke. He continued to hold it through the end
of the last song. As “Blue Ridge Mountains” came to a close and the
audience applauded one last time, the band thanked the all-ages
crowd. Peckhold held his guitar high; the drummer made a final
Palin joke. And Skjelset? Without changing his expression, he gazed
outward, made a peace sign with the hand holding the Coke and
walked off stage.
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T he R ec ipe Pag e
Deluxe Pita Pizzas and White Whine, White Fish
by Alex Sciuto

prep time: 15 minutes | cook time: 15 minutes
Acknoledgment: I found this wonderfully simple recipe this summer while surfing the web.
It comes from Mark Bittman, who writes the
New York Times’ Minimalist Food Column. His
columns are good, his five minute videos on
nytimes.com where he cooks a single recipe
are great. Just go under Style, and click
Dining and Wine. He’s got lots of them.
Ingredients:
1 1/2 lbs of Tilapia fillets
(they’re at Cub foods. )
1 Head of Romaine lettuce
1 cup white wine
2 to 3 tablespoons butter

$7*
$1.50
$5
$3

Directions:
Set a pot of salted water to boil. While that
gets hot, take the Tilapia fillets out of the
package and slice them into chunks approximately one inch thick, one inch wide, and two
inches across. After you’ve done that, take the
head of Romaine and find as many big leaves
as there are pieces of fish. If the center vein is
really big (more than a half inch across), cut it

out too.
While you’re at it, get a big pan and poor
your wine and butter into in, and set it on
medium-high. When it starts boiling, turn
down the temperature to a simmer.
Now your pot of water is boiling. We’re
going to blanch the romaine leaves. Don’t
worry, blanching means boiling quickly. So
take your Romaine leaves one or two at a time
and submerge them in the boiling water for a
thirty seconds to a minute. They’ll wilt and
become a nice full dark green color. Take them
out and set them on a plate.
Salt and pepper the fish. Don’t make it too
salty! Now, wrap, fold, or someway surround
the fish with the romaine lettuce. It doesn’t
matter if its sealed or even wrapped well.
Romaine leaves are tenacious and they’ll stay
together.
Place the wrapped fish in the butter and
wine pan. Cook for maybe 8 to 10 minutes.
You’ll know its done when a knife can easily
pierce the fish.

Deluxe Pita Pizzas
prep time: 15 minutes
cook time: 25 minutes
Acknoledgment: Carolyn Schulte made an original version of this recipe. This recipe wouldn’t
exist without her insiration
Ingredients:
2 Pitas
1/2 lb chunk of smoked mozzarella
Handful of cherry tomatoes
Handful of mushrooms (any type)
1/4 cup olive oil and balsamic vinegar
1/4 cup of white sugar
Salt, pepper to taste

Serves: 2-3

Directions:
Preheat the oven to 375 degrees.
Dice tomatoes, mushrooms, and mozarella
into bite-sized chunks. Pour the oil and vinegar
and toss. Add salt and pepper to taste.
Cut the pitas in half, open their pouches,
and coat the outside lightly with olive oil. Stuff
the pitas. Place them on a baking pan and bake
them until the cheese is bubbling.
Serves: 2
*The prices noted are what you’d have to pay to actually buy the ingredients.
You’ll have lots of leftovers plus a mostly full bottle of white wine.
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White Fish wrapped with Romaine

Whats your Whim?
Looking at the Boliou Exhibit: Sights Unheard Sounds Unseen

THE CARL | ARTS & LIT | OCT 24, 2008

by Sasha Korobova

Winged Migration
Lila Planavsky
Acrylics on Canvas

Whether the Pitcher Hits the Stone,
or the Stone hits the Pitcher, It’s
Going to be Bad for the Pitcher
Lila Planavsky
Ink and Oil on Carved Canvas

Past, Future, and Present Tense
Joshua Wolcott
Plaster, Matt Board, Steel, Paint

Craving romance? Too bad Cosmo
only comes out once a month. But
here is something to get you to the
next issue. According to romancenotes.com, the top ten contemporary romance novels are...

If rainy, gloomy days get you down, you
should go see some art. Even if they don’t, you
should go see some art. But what do you do if
you saw the exhibit at the Art Gallery and
already spend too much time at the library
anyway? I’d say, drop by Boliou. This is
precisely what I did, and I wasn’t disappointed.
Boliou is hosting a new exhibit entitled
Sights Unheard Sounds Unseen , which
presents the work of two former Carleton
students: Lila Planavsky and Joshua Wolcott,
graduates of ’03 and ’02, respectively. Both
students pursued their interest in art after
college, with Wolcott receiving his MFA in
sculpture in 2007 from University of Texas,
Knoxville, and Palanvsky continuing work in
drawing and printmaking at University of Texas,
Knoxville, and Poland. She has also worked as
an art teacher for 4th through 6th grades at an
elementary school, and is pursuing a Masters
degree in education.
What relates these two artists to each-other is
their interest in exploring art, senses, and the
relationship between them. In her mission
statement Palanvsky notes the importance of
considering the nature alongside the “magical,
mythological, and sensual.” She feels that the
scientific approach to nature is often limiting,
and even cold. Furthermore, she stresses the
importance of feelings and emotions in viewing
and understanding nature. Thus, her works
present nature, more specifically animals, in
magical or mythical situations: an owl as a
pitcher or a rabbit with strapped-on wings.
Wolcott also describes the importance of
senses, but his focus is the difficulty of
communication. He explains that he wants to
explore the “engaging and enigmatic visual
presence” in “human acts.” His work focuses
primarily on sculptures and digital photographs

of people with his sculptures. He claims that it
is meant to underscore both humor and
understanding. Both artists also use titles to
highlight the magical feel of their works.
The exhibit certainly has a strong sense of
the whimsical. Palanvsky’s paintings, which are
mostly acrylics, are bright and colorful. The
creatures on them, though ordinary at first
glance, are frequently anything but. There is a
sheep in a wolf’s clothes, as well as the
aforementioned owls as pitchers and rabbits
with wings. In addition to her paintings,
Palanvsky also works with ink and paint on
carved panels. This style only contributes to
the enigmatic feel of her works, because her
figures appear as cut-outs.
Wolcott’s photography exhibits his own work,
(his sculptures), but includes people. There are
people wearing his creations, touching them,
sitting inside them. Alongside the photos, there
are also three of the sculptures themselves,
which look like combinations of horns and your
grandmother’s gramophone. These pieces are
made out of plaster, matt boards, steel, and
paint. Most of his works draw particular
attention to hearing and sounds.
Of the works in this collection, there were
several that stuck with me particularly. One of
these was Palanvsky’s Whether the Pitcher Hits
the Stone, or the Stone hits the Pitcher, It’s
Going to be Bad for the Pitcher . Another piece,
also by Palanvsky, was Winged Migration . I also
really enjoyed Wolcott’s Past, Future, and
Present Tense .
I highly suggest a visit to Boliou, whether
you have anything to do with arts department or
not. The works on display can speak to anyone,
as they are grounding and uplifting, and even
kind of magical.

1. Black Rose by Nora Roberts

6. When We Meet Again by Victoria Alexander

2. It's in His Kiss by Julia Quinn

7. Something Blue by Emily Giffin

3. Oceans of Fire by Christine Feehan

8. Summer of Roses by Luanne Rice

4. One Night with a Prince by Sabrina Jeffries

9. Blue Dahlia by Nora Roberts

5. Mad Money by Linda L Richards

10. Jamie by Lori Foster
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Readings from the Rookery
Ever wanted to read the children’s lit in the Rookery
instead of your textbook? One student did...
by Stephen Gee
THE CARL | ARTS & LIT | OCT 24, 2008

The Waterhole
By Graeme Base
PZ7.B29 Gr 2001

Five Minutes Peace
By Jill Murphy
PZ7.M9534 Fi 1999
Never has a children’s book’s moral been
more hidden to me. The entire plot is centered
around an exasperated mother’s attempt to
escape her overbearing children. Repeatedly
the mother explains that her only goal for the
day is “five minutes peace away from you” to
each of her three excited children. Now don’t
get me wrong, I know I was an annoying child.
I don’t know how many times my own mother
has told me about the time I ran away from
home at age two with my favorite blanket tied
to a stick, only to be returned later that night in
a police cruiser. But when did shoving a child’s
annoying habits in his or her face become the
stuff of children’s stories? I will say, though,
that the image of a middle-aged elephant sipping tea through her trunk in a bubble bath is
pretty adorable.

Prepare yourself for a trip around the world
in this seemingly simple counting book turned
environmental treatise. We follow a watering
hole that at each locale features a new and
exciting creature lapping up the slowly draining
puddle. Each page displays dazzling and realistic depictions of various biomes and fuses them
with historical landmarks for a little touch of
history. From the Taj Mahal to Mt. Rushmore,
subtle hints are given to place the new location
of the watering hole. With each new animal, the
desperation and lack of water becomes more
apparent, finally coming to a head with the
ladybugs of Europe - we get it Graeme, Europe
is so much more on top of the environmental
scene than the rest of us - who call a meeting
to discuss the impending crisis. What at first
seems like an innocent counting book, is actually a work hiding a dangerous political message that upholds the primacy of colonial
nations and perpetuates cultural stereotypes.
We can’t always count on a fresh rain falling
from the sky and saving us in our times of need,
Graeme. Sometimes it takes a new and exciting
perspective. I’m looking at the man in the mirror; I’m telling him to make a change.
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Not A Box
By Antionette Portis
PZ7.P8362 N68 2006
What really drew me to this book was the
image of a rabbit that looks conspicuously like
the one featured in Bunny Suicide of internet
and Barnes & Noble’s Humor Section fame.
This bunny, however, does not dwell on the
futility of life and instead discovers there is no
limit to his imagination. Taking the form of a
Socratic Seminar, Portis forces the rabbit to
think outside of the proverbial box and take the
possibilities of its literal cardboard box to
whole new levels. Truly a masterpiece on the
level of Walden, by the end of the novel I was
at peace with my own small chunk of the world.
But seriously, “why are you squirting on the
box?”, that’s what she said.

THE CARL | CINEMA | OCT 24, 2008

W.
Runtime: 89 min.
DIRECTED BY

Oliver Stone.
WITH

Josh Brolin
James Cromwell
Richard Dreyfuss
Jeffrey Wright
Reviewed by
Dan Sugarman

If this presidential contest seems to have been
going on forever, you can blame Bush like you might
any problem in the world. The moment some fresh
hungry politicos opened their mouths about how
they would lead America, we were all too eager to
forget the current sitting president and the clusterfuck he’s presided over and start thinking about the
guy (or gal) to clean it up. Which is why, even with
the final chapter of the Bush presidency not yet officially written, W. works surprisingly well as a film
in October 2008: for all intents and purposes, Bush
is already sippping an O’Doul’s on his Texas ranch.
With W. , Oliver Stone is not so much preoccupied with Bush the president as he is Bush the personality, the alcoholic black sheep of the über-patrician Bush clan. George W. Bush (Josh Brolin) is first
pictured in the film on the receiving end of a frat
hazing ritual, sitting in a tub of freezing water as his
giddy frat brothers-to-be pour Jack Daniels down the
desperate pledges’ throats. As the scene unfolds, we
learn the three biggest things Stone wants you to
know about Bush: he’s an uncompromising drinker,
good with people (Bush ingratiates himself with his
brothers by being the only pledge who can remember
their names, and as privileged they come (the frat is
Yale’s elite Skull and Bones society). Stone portrays
the first half of Bush’s life as the travels of a lost
soul, floating from job to job with a bottle of whiskey
by his side to keep him company. But while Bush
struggles to find a calling in life, what really gets to
him is the lack of affection from his father, George
Sr., who has handpicked younger brother Jed to follow him into politics. It’s that desire to impress his
father, Stone argues, that drives Bush to rise as far
in politics as possible—ending in the presidency—
and, once president, to go where his father didn’t
and push the U.S. army into Baghdad to capture
Saddam. (That and the naïve political belief, whose
basis Stone never ventures at explaining: that one
democracy in the Middle East will light a fire under
the entire region.)
As a work of cinema, W. ’s main attraction is the
insight it offers into the psyche of Bush. Bush’s
relationship with his father as he matures, his experience finding religion and his political education
from watching his father lose his re-election battle
and then his losing his first congressional race are
all fascinating to behold onscreen. Unfortunately,
the insight these developments offer is questionable, mostly because they’re all conjectures. That’s
not to say the insights are incorrect, or that you
won’t agree with them (many of them are scarily
plausible), but until Bush publishes an autobiography to corroborate them, the inner workings of his
mental world will largely remain a mystery to the
public. For better or for worse, you can’t call spending $25 million to put your guesswork about the
most important political figure in the land on the big
screen a major cinematic accomplishment.
Oddly, when the film goes for fact instead of
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speculation, it’s even more difficult to watch. The
scenes about the actual Bush presidency, focused
on the lead-up to the Iraq War in 2003 and then the
fallout when there turns out to be no WMDs after all,
are less a comprehensive account of events than
they are a sketch that a group of high schoolers 20
years in the future might put on when their teacher
asks them to explain to the class how America
ended up in the Iraq debacle. Seeing this uniformly
talented ensemble of actors try to portray the most
important government figures in America in oneminute-or-less is depressing. Dick Cheney (Richard
Dreyfuss) is crass about his imperial ambitions to
the point of incredulity; “there is no exit strategy,”
he tells the president as he goes on to elaborate his
eventual plan for securing oil resources in the entire
Middle East. George Tenet (Bruce McGill) serves up
his infamous line about the WMD intelligence being
a “slam dunk”; Karl Rove (Toby Jones) offers the
president his cynical political assessment of the situation: “The American people liked Afghanistan;
they want more!”; and Condeleeza Rice’s (Thandie
Newton) shortage of lines intimates that she was the
president’s ultimate yes (wo)man. Given the time
constraints of a film that already runs over two
hours, Stone gets some slack for not giving his cast
time to fully flesh out their characters, but these
scenes are far and away the most difficult to watch.
When
they’re comical, it’s only because we are
used to laughing at this set of characters in real life.
Karl Rove is a weasel, Dick Cheney is an evil imperialist hack and Bush is an idiot: these were readymade caricatures for Stone to exploit, and he does
so without fail.
In the end, though, W. isn’t all bad. While it’s
neither a great work of cinema nor a timely political
commentary (see hundreds of reviewers complaining
that this should have come out in 2004 if you want
to read more on that), if you come to the theater
with your expectations in check—and this is Oliver
Stone after all, so that shouldn’t be too hard—the
movie is still enjoyable as a satirical send-up of the
highest political figure land and his cronies (and, to
some extent, the media that enabled them along the
way). But you’ll almost undoubtedly leave hoping
that Stone had either gone more yuks or none at all,
instead going for a sober explanation of how we
ended up with such a mess almost everywhere we
turn.

Confessions of a
Celluloid
Junkie

Please sir,
I want some more
by Andrew Tatge

I was only able to see thirteen movies
this past week due to the pressures of
class and normal human life. I plan to
fix this in the future.
The best of those thirteen movies was
definitely Werner Herzog’s 1977 film
Stroszek . Roger Ebert calls it “one of the
oddest films ever made,” which seems
pretty accurate: it’s about a Berliner excon and street performer who moves to
Wisconsin with a prostitute and their
elderly friend. “Can’t stop the dancing
chickens” is one of the film’s last lines.
Bruno Stroszek, as played by non-actor
Stroszek (1977)
Bruno S., is a man chronically beat down
by life. When his parole officer tells him to stop drinking, he asks, “Who
can stop?” The unthreatening Bruno is repeatedly abused by local thugs,
and in America, the combined salaries of a mechanic and waitress just
can’t pay the bills. Bruno and Scheitz (the old man with an interest in
“animal magnetism”) discern a “conspiracy” existing in both Germany
and America, involving the prison, the hoodlums, the bank, and the
police . Stroszek is an eye-opening masterpiece, and I can’t recommend
it enough.
Over the weekend I also finally watched Platoon , and when this soldier named Sal got blown up in a Vietcong bunker, I thought, I know that
guy. Very recognizable, especially by his nose, he was ‘80s and ‘90s
character actor Richard Edson. Roles that I (and maybe you) know him
from include that of Eddie, the third guy in Jim Jarmusch’s Stranger
Than Paradise (1984); one of the valets who takes Cameron’s car for a
joyride in Ferris Bueller’s Day Off (1985); Vito, the brother who isn’t
such a racist prick in Do the Right Thing (1989); one of Dennis Hopper’s
henchmen in Super Mario Bros. (1993); and the drug-addict director in
Timecode (2000).
I watched Abel Ferrara’s gritty and thrilling Ms. 45 (1981) on
YouTube. Zoë Lund plays Thana, a shy, mute seamstress who gets raped
one evening. And then raped again. Silently vowing not to take it anymore, she bludgeons her second attacker to death, hacks his body to
pieces in the bathtub, and takes his gun on a spree of brutal revenge
across the city. With the fitting alternate title Angel of Vengeance , it’s a
wild labyrinth of wish fulfillment and gender politics, all leading to a climactic bloodbath. Ms. 45 owes a lot to Roman Polanski’s Repulsion
(1965), which I also watched recently. Catherine Deneuve is Carole, a
pretty Belgian girl left alone for a week in her sister’s apartment whose
fear of (and obsession with) sex lead to nightmares of rape, fantasies of
homicide, and more. Polanski’s fevered account of hysteria is sure to put
you off eating rabbit for good. Now there’s a Halloween movie.
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Style is to film what flavor is to
a dish. Within a range, you can take
a animal or plant, and if the chef
has the will and the means, can
whip up a savory meal for consumption.
When people ask me what my
favorite film is, I might start using
this comparison to respond. I might
want a croissant one day, and sit
down to An American in Paris .
Simple. Easy to digest. Pleasant. On
a cold and angst ridden day, slowly
A Wayward Cloud (2005) eating the entirety of a rich chocolate cake might fill the void in my
gut, and a Dreyer film fits the bill. Every now and then, something
outrageous, like watermelon and vanilla icecream. I don’t know what
film that might be, maybe A Wayward Cloud . Different styles and
stories make different films appropriate for different moods, and I
have a hard time declaring any particular mood as better than others.
Food’s primary function, however, is to sustain. I eat so as not
to die. I’d like to enjoy the process of consumption, and given a
choice, most of us will eat what we like. Filmmakers and chefs know
this, and I sometimes worry that effective and popular conventions
in filmmaking/cooking will become normalized to the point that people would eat cookie dough
spiked with arsenic before
eating a loaf of wheat
bread.

Andrew Tatge
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by Narula Bilik

MOKONDO Z
by Caitlin Magnusson and Shilpa Rao
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The Countdown
Numbering the days til big things happen.

15

The Maldives, a tiny nation comprised of
1,192 islands south of Sri Lanka, holds
runoff elections on October 29th. For 30
years, President Maumoon Gayoom has
ruled over this 100% Muslim archipelago
(although this January a man with a kitchen
knife would have assassinated him, if not
for a boy scout who wrestled the killer to
the ground), which usually has more
tourists than Maldivians. Yet, after letting

go of most of his authoritarian powers,
rival Mohamed Nasheed will have a
chance to take control of this paradise.
Paradise is relative, though, considering
that environmentalists fear that further
rise in sea levels could quickly inundate
the entire country. Not that it matters – in
five to six months time, the Large Hadron
Collider will create a black hole that swallows the Earth anyway.

days until CUT, the Carleton
Undergraduate Quiz Bowl Tournament.

68

days until the “Winter Classic.”

“Classic” meaning an outdoor hockey
game played at Wrigley Field in
Chicago between the Detroit Red Wings and the hosting
Blackhawks on January 1. We mention this for two reasons.
Firstly, it’s a historical event—at no other time that we are
aware of has the team with the longest championship drought
in one sport (Blackhawks) played in the stadium of the team
with the longest championship drought in another sport (the
Cubs). Secondly, as a Minnesotan publication, we are obligated to acknowledge people from other states who are acting Minnesotan—that is to say, they'll be watching hockey,
freezing various parts of their anatomy off, and drinking a lot
of beer to forget that they're doing the first two.

If you notice that
there
are
more
nerds than usual
walking between Olin and Laird on
November 15th, we'll be impressed—
because it means that you were able to
spot the few dozen nerds that don't go to
Carleton amidst the 2000 nerds that do
go here.

134

days until Watchmen 's release

With the recent
appearance of a
new Watchmen
teaser on Spike
Scream
TV's
Awards (and its subsequent reappearance
online), it is becoming clearer and clearer
that Zack Synder's adaptation of the comic
book is not going to be an objectively good
movie. But checking off our favorite
moments from the comic book as they're
brought to life on screen still sounds like a
pretty fun time. (Did you see Doctor
Manhattan's giant hand grab Ozymandias!?)

8

days until the daytrip
architectural tour of
the Twin Cities leaves
from Northfield

Going to Carleton, you’re constantly inundated
with stimulating places to go. Add to that inundation a day trip to the Twin Cities to go on a
guided tour of Twin Cities architecture led by
Larry Millett, an architectural teacher at the
School of Visual Arts in Saint Paul. You’ll get
leave at 9 a.m. and get back by the late afternoon. E-mail jcoxjohn@carleton.edu with any
questions or to reserve your space on the tour.
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5

days before Maldivian elections.
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