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Carl Readers-

This is the last Carl issue for the term. I know. Wipe those tears, keep that chin
up and… uhh… drink one in celebration for a pretty sweet winter term. I feel like
traditionally an editor here would sum up the amazing changes of the term (like the
new style, the new mission, the new columns) but I am no normal editor.  NO. In
fact, I’m Meredith Metzler. I am not just an editor, I am a friend… aaaaahahahaha.
This is the result of cold Chapati leftovers harboring some bacteria that’s slowly
destroying my brain and my Starbucks drink wearing off. 

But no really, it’s been a great term. Our staff is amazing. They help keep me
sane… getting in the articles (not always on time, but hell they get them here), lay-
ing out pages, helping the procrastination, making disgruntled noises and indulging
my disillusionment that I am a cool person. 

So as hard as winter term is, the excitement of spring term will be slightly damp-
ened by not only the rain (ha. I didn’t just type that… I’m an ass) but a leave of
absence of John Choiniere, my co-editor extraordinaire. While I’m sure he won’t
miss these crazy late nights, we will miss him as our computers crash at 3 a.m.
And my early morning walks back to Evans will not be so delightful without the
friendly, gel haired, chem-dork, O.C.-watching giant to stagger back in a zombie-
like state with me. Who will be up in the Office with his potato skins and French
fries for me to stealthily swipe??  Who will be my quintessential “metrosexual”
male friend???  Who will drive me to McDonalds at 11 p.m. because I’m still hung
over from the night before and all I want is that special McDonald’s grease?  Who
will defend Caribou Coffee moving to Northfield?  Who will carry a map of the
tunnels around and scheme about how to get back into them without security this
time around? Who will throw the hedgehog at Gracie?? John, can they really
appreciate you in Paris like we do here at the Carl? No. Obviously not. So don’t go
would be the really obvious answer. 

Well since I’m sure my demands won’t keep you from your amazing cultural
experience, I’ll try and hold down the fort… but it’ll be a little harder without
someone to shut me up… 

Meredith

Reflections on another year at Carleton:

TWICE now I’ve written this whole thing and Word has quit.  So I’m on a different computer
now.  It’s hard to believe that this is my last Carl issue of the year.  It’s even harder to believe,
though, that I’m done with Carleton for the year.  I’m halfway through my time here at Carleton.
And I know that there are seniors and juniors who’ll shoot me for saying this in my sophomore
year, but the real world doesn’t seem that far away.  I even had to declare the other day (which
really wasn’t a big deal in terms of making a choice – I’ve been a chem major in theory for a long
time, now it’s just official).  Time really goes by too fast when you’re spending it with people you
love.  Pretty soon we’ll all fo in our separate, post-collegiate directions, whether it’s to frad
school, to a non-profit, or to a for-profit job.  The same goes for doing things you love, too.  I can’t
believe I’ve been an exec. editor of the Carl for an entire year (sort of).  It’s been great – even
though I really, really didn’t know anything about newspaper publishing before this year, I think
we’re doing okay.  Especially this term.  We’ve hit our stride, I think.  Which of course means it’s
the perfect time for me to leave.  At least I know the Carl will be waiting for me when I come
back.  It’ll really need me, too – Meredith’s going off campus next fall, leaving me all alone with
the freshmen (sophomores by then) to do the whole thing.  I already can’t wait to get back,
though.  I hope you all like reading this as much as I like working on it.  Why else would I con-
sistently stay up until 6 or 7 am Wednesday night into Thursday every other week?  Have a great
spring term, everyone, good luck to the Carl staff, and I’ll see you all next September.

PS - Non-sentimentally, I want to briefly mention that the new Accidentals CD is really good.  It’s
not exactly out yet, but I was able to listen to it because it was maybe going to get reviewed in
this issue.  Sorry, girls, we ran out of space.  I’ll still promote it, though.  Carparts and Cutlery.
It’ll be out this spring.  “Hyperballad” and “I Didn’t Understand” are phenominal.  Go out and
buy it when you can.

PPS - Also, my album pick of the week:  You should listen to, at some point… how about… Cake.
I’ve been on a huuuuge Cake kick lately.  And “Disintegration” by the Cure.  It’s old but it’s
good.

-John
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page 4/ Serial: Burton 132  

P. Joseph Caine
page 5/ Off-Campus Studies 
Perspectives, pt. 3 - Martin Miller

page 10.11/ The Arts
Exit 69 in Illinois- Annie Busiek
Watching Dance- Jenny Holm

page 12.13.14.15/ Feature
Alyssa Lubet

page 16/ Cinema
Film Society- Gordie Lipton
Donnie Darko- John Choiniere

page 18.19.20/Music 
Inaccessible albums- Dana Reinoos
Full of Schmidt- Tom Schmidt
Postal Service- Sara Nienaber
Grammys- Tom Schmidt

page 21/ Toon and Top Ten
page 22.23/Calendar

artwork by Sean Dickson

page 6.7.8.9/ Culture 
Monster Trucks- Gracie Young
Polyphasic Sleep- Brittany Larson
College Prowler Review- Gracie Young
College Prowler Interview- Gracie Young
City(e)Scapes- Jenny Holm
Party Reviews

page 17/ Sex
Sexistentialism- Sam Jones

cchheeeerrss!! John Choiniere, we’ll Miss

you next term!  As for everyone else,

good luck on finals... and surviving

that last week of winter term!
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Perspectives of a Gringo in

the   irreverence   of   death   in   mexico
by martin miller 

It would be a shallow take on a complex issue to say that in Mexico people do not
fear death. From an American perspective, though, the wry, festive grin that Mexico
affixes to its skeletons seems to suggest this very thing. To us, disdain for death is sur-
prising, because in America death is a solemn affair. When we speak of the deceased,
for instance, the politically and socially correct tack is beatification. Criticism is met
with a horrified look and the hushed command, "Don’t say that – he’s dead," as if
somehow death bestows dignity or perfects life’s collected flaws. The contrast between
this hollow reverence and the Mexican attitude is particularly evident in the respective
countries’ reactions to tragedy. Consider the example of the now ex-DJs from Hot 97 in
New York who were recently fired after a public outcry over their (remarkably stupid)
lampooning of Asian tsunami victims. In Mexico, days after the earthquake of 1985 that
killed more than 20,000, jokes traveled almost as quickly as news. Few would have said
that they were in good taste, but fewer would’ve interrupted them before the punch
line. 

True, it could be argued that this is a cultural phenomenon like the American obses-
sions with dead baby jokes and blood-n-guts T.V., but in this case there’s definitely
more to the picture. Irreverence of death in Mexico is as much a reality as is Western
society’s fascination with it. Though death and mourning are always linked, death and
celebration are just as close. Individual deaths are appropriately somber – quiet gath-
erings of friends and family, taking part in the service and burial – but death as a con-
cept is danced with and mocked. The day in which this is most evident is November 2,
when Mexico combines its love for flowers and death to celebrate the famous Day of
the Dead. El Dia de los Muertos is an outpouring of nostalgia, pride, and gleeful irrev-
erence for what death has taken and will inevitably take again. Some have called this
morbid intimacy the Mexican way of laughing in the face of a welcome death, cele-
brating it just as the Aztecs and Mayans celebrated transcendence. Really, this is only

one of many possible explanations. As in the classic model of a deeply vulnerable class
bully lashing out to protect himself, it could be that the Mexican mocks and celebrates
death because he, too, fears it. In Western culture we hide this fear by simply avoiding
the subject; in Mexico they simply laugh it off. Octavio Paz takes this idea further, sug-
gesting that the Mexican cult of death is another way of expressing indifference
towards life, writing that the celebration of life’s end is a "negative affirmation…
affirming the nothingness and insignificance of human existence."  He continues, "All
this boastful familiarity does not rid us of the question we all ask: What is death?
…And each time we ask, we shrug our shoulders: Why  should I care about death if I
have never cared about life?"

Eventually, all that’s perfectly clear about the Mexican concept of death is that it can’t
be reduced to a passage appropriate for a newspaper article or Spanish textbook. When
I first "studied" the Day of the Dead in junior high school, making a dancing skeleton
out of construction paper and sharing some bone-shaped pan de muertos with my
classmates, my understanding felt more complete than it does now. I was, however,
decisively wrong. But this helps me to see the dangers of naïve cultural generalization
as well to better appreciate the advantages of actually living inside of culture. From a
distance, we are often tempted to reduce aspects of complex human cultures into pack-
ages we can understand, either by translating them into our own ideas or neutering
them in descriptive passages. Deeper scrutiny and intimacy reveal complex sentiments
that don’t fit into my familiar categories, but paradoxically, this makes the culture less
foreign. With the understanding that Mexican culture is just as confused and conflict-
ed over such a complicated question as the meaning of death and its place in society,
suddenly I’m a lot closer to home. True, I still stick out in the streets, and I’ll never
blend in at a soccer game, but these days my own perspective is less alien. Though I’ll
always be a foreigner in Mexican society, it is becoming less foreign to me.
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BBeetttteerr ddaayyss AAhheeaadd??

Previous episodes available at
www.people.carleton.edu/~cainep/serial.htm

In the last episode, Eric, Jen, and Jess tried to eliminate the awk-
wardness stemming from Eric and Jen’s romantic encounter on
the dance floor.  The question, though, still remains: are Eric and
Jen dating?  And if they are, where does Jen’s roommate Jess fit in?

Bed phone clock.  Clock?  Time = 9:45 in the morn-
ing?  It is morning. Shit.  2a.  A+2 = 3?  No.  Dammit!

Jess rolled out bed and quickly threw on a shirt, a
pair of jeans, and shoes and ran out the door.  If she ran, she
could be at Willis and at her class in two minutes.  She
looked at her face in the mirror.  And as much as she need-
ed to run, she couldn’t pull herself away.

People had always called Jess "pretty," but what
did that mean, anyway?  She didn’t want her self-esteem to
slip, to falter as it had in high school – no, she would keep
her head up.  She glanced at her watch and ran out the door
but stopped suddenly.  Her whiteboard bore a strange mes-
sage, but as it sank in Jess’s heart fell.  Hey Jess – spending
the night in E’s room (!) see you soon and we’ll talk…Jen.

So they were going out.  Her roommate wouldn’t
ever be back, now that she had a boyfriend of her own.  Jess
walked right back into Burton 132 and fell back asleep, her
slumber a convenient escape from everything around her.
***

"Doesn’t Jess have class?"
"I don’t know.  I think she does."
Eric and Jen stared at Jess as she breathed deeply in

and out, lost in sleep.
"I’m going to wake her up," Jen said, and proceed-

ed to shake Jess until she grumbled and moaned.
"What…what is it?"  Jess gasped and rolled to her

side.  She glanced at the clock – 2:00pm.  She had slept
through all of her day’s classes, and it felt good.  And then
bad.  She looked at Jen and Eric.

"Did you sleep through all of your classes?"  Eric
asked gently, without judgment.

"Yeah, I guess so."  Jess paused and then spoke
again.  "Are you guys dating now?"

A long pause, and then Eric spoke up.
"Yeah, we are.  But seriously, please don’t feel bad.

Is that why you skipped your classes, because you saw the
note on the whiteboard?"

"I guess so.  I’m just worried."
"Well, don’t be."  Eric was now speaking at a whis-

per.  "We’ll still hang out.  You wouldn’t have even known
Jen was at my room had she not left the note."

"But, what about Aaron?  He’s your roommate, no?
Did he not object?"

"You heard what happened to Aaron, didn’t you?"
Jess’ face was blank.  It was as if all Carleton news

was passing her by.
Jen saw Jess’ confusion and solemnly nodded.  "He

changed rooms, to live with some other football players or
something.  Eric doesn’t have a roommate for the rest of the
term."

"Huh.  Well, I guess sexiling isn’t issue."  As dumb
as it sounded, all three of them laughed.  Jess knew things
wouldn’t change.
***

The Friday of seventh week was monotonous and
long.  Jess hadn’t realized that missing two classes on
Wednesday could translate into massive work on Thursday,
and Friday’s classes passed by without much fanfare.  Still,
Jess was tired.  She wouldn’t have minded spending the
night in, but Eric and Jen were incessant in their inclusive-
ness, and so tonight would be spent at Crack.

When Friday was over, Jess, Jen, and Eric
regrouped in Burton 132.  What had started casually had
become a ritual: a few drinks, just the three of them.  They
sipped martinis and talked about the week.

"So why did Aaron move?" asked Jess.
Eric broke in to answer.  "I don’t know.  I had start-

ed to complain about Alison always being in the room, and
he always just blew me off until he told me he was moving.
We were terrible roommates, anyway."

"I really wonder why Aaron came to Carleton,"
said Jen.  "I mean, he’s so…uninspired."

"What does that mean?" asked Jess.
"I don’t know – I just expect Carleton kids to have

dialogues, to enjoy one another’s company.  I like to think
that anybody at Carleton will talk to anybody else just pure-
ly out of interest.  It’s as if Aaron never cared about any-
thing."

"I hope people care about others here," said Eric.
A long pause ensued.
"Let’s go to Crack," Jess said, and with that they

began to walk down Union.
***

Crack House was dim and smoky, filled with beer
and awkward post-adolescence.  Rap music cranked and a
few people were dancing, but the kegs were action-packed,
and waves of people moved forward, swaying back and
forth, plastic cups in hand.

Jess moved to the front of the keg and poured some
beer into a red cup and then moved back to the couches in
the corner.  She didn’t see Jen or Eric, so she sat down on the
couch next to a boy from her New Student Week group.  His
name was…what was his name?

"Hey, I think you were in my New Student Week
group, but I forget your name," said Jess.

The boy looked at her, his green eyes meeting hers.
He had a mop of wavy black hair and was wearing a black
t-shirt.  He seemed lost in thought.

"Oh hey," he said.  "I’m Sean.  You’re Jess, right?"
"Yeah.  I don’t think I’ve seen you since New

Student Week.  How’re you doing?"
"I’m okay, you know – it’s a walk back to Goodhue,

but things are nice.  What have you been up to?"
Jess didn’t want to tell him the whole story, with

Aaron and the breakup and how he cheated on her and all
the stuff she thought she’d put behind her.  She just wanted
to get to know him.  She stood up, grabbed another beer
from the keg, and walked back to the couches.

Twenty minutes later, it was as if she had known
Sean for months.  He listened to the same music she did, he
read the same books she did…she wanted to see him again.
And she was going to tell him so.

Suddenly she felt strange.  She had finished her
beer fifteen minutes before, but only now things were spin-
ning.  Her legs felt numb, and when she opened her mouth
to speak only a groan came out.  Sean looked at her.

"Are you alright?" he shouted.  
Jess tried to respond but it was as if she was trapped; she
was getting tired.  Her body slumped down in the couch.
***

Sean was scared; he had never seen anything like
this.  He began to look for Jen, but he had no idea what she
looked like.  He asked around as the crowd jostled him back
and forth, finally finding her in the kitchen, with Eric.  He
told them about Jess, and together they ran toward the
couch.  Jess was immobile, lying on her side and complete-
ly unconscious.

"I’ll call an ambulance." Sean called, and he rapid-
ly explained the situation to the dispatcher.  Jen and Eric sat
by Jess.  It seemed like she was breathing.  They grabbed her
empty beer cup and carried her outside.
***

The bright fluorescence of Northfield General
threw the three students off.  They sat in the waiting room,
anxious for news.  The clock said 3:30 am, but they were
awake.  Tonight they wouldn’t sleep.

A tall man with a gray beard and a white coat
walked into the room.

"Are you Jess MacMillan’s friends?" he asked gen-
tly.

"We are," said Jen and then waited for the news.
"Somebody put the drug Rohypnol, or roofies, in

her drink.  With the amount in her system, you’re lucky
she’s alive."

This is the last Burton 132 of the term.  Keep reading to find
out what happens next...
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by gracie young

As we pulled into the parking lot of the metrodome
I felt my resolve to attend my first monster truck rally
weakening. The car in front us had vanity plates that
read “KYNKY” and a driver who looked like David
Crosby. What kind of people actually go to monster
truck rallies? As I found out, only the very best. Every
parking lot around the metrodome was packed with
trucks - most with confederate flags or Nascar stickers.
Our Taurus was woefully underdressed. We walked
towards the metrodome with a crowd of middle-aged
men in Nascar jackets and hats smoking Marlboro reds
and yes, they all had mullets or rat tails. It was exqui-
site. There was a horde of people waiting at the ticket
booths for the crappy upper level seats. The air was
pungent with smoke, body odor and anticipation. 

As we made our in to the arena I was shocked at the
variety in the fanbase for monster truck racing.
Apparently I had missed out on a trend that, according
to a vendor’s tee-shirt, started out in 1981 and whose
motto was emblazoned across the chest as, “The bigger
the better.” Indeed everyone loves monster truck racing
from tiny kids and geriatrics, to teens whose trashiness I
thought I had left behind me in the Massachusetts sub-
urbs. You know the type, heavy eyeliner, tight jeans, so
much hairspray it flakes off and creates a sort of halo
around the helmet their hair becomes, and the whole
ensemble topped off with a cropped and shredded
monster truck tee-shirt. These girls achieve an effortless
class I can only hope to one day epitomize. 

Luckily the opportunity to study these girls in their
natural habitat presented itself in our seating arrange-
ments. Seated next to me was one such young lady and
her two gentlemen friends, one of whom, clearly a
tobacco connoisseur, had the playful habit of dipping.
Throughout the event, so engrossed was he in the truck
action that rather than spitting into a bottle, or even
actively spitting at all, he simply drooled onto the floor,
quietly adding to the ambience of the evening. My
neighbors to the front were equally charming. Two mid-
dle-aged gentlemen in well worn “Maximum
Destruction” shirts were in attendance with a young
boy who expressed his delight for the trucks by scream-
ing in a high-pitched tone every time an engine was
revved. One of the gentlemen decided halfway through
the evening that the best place for his arm would be
either on my knee or resting across the lip of my diet
coke. Here I was presented with a serious dilemma: To
drink or not? What was the risk factor for drinking a
soda this fine gentleman had marinated his arm in?
Germs, unknown diseases from northern Minnesota or
being parched. Yet, ultimately given my surroundings I
chose to embrace the situation, my new friends and my
new carefree dirty attitude. In addition, as the night
wore on, burnt rubber, dust and carbon monoxide
fumes got to me and I drank it down.

Having never been to a monster truck rally I was

totally unaware of the set-up or even what the evening
would hold in store for me. First the trucks race in a
time trial around a track that includes jumps over three
beat up Chevy Cavaliers. Then they race based upon
seed times and eliminate each other. Finally the two
survivors race each other for the title. I say survivors
because success depends on not only making good time
but also the mechanics of the car. Throughout the event
eight out of 11 cars were damaged either by broken
axles, flat tires or fire. In between heats there were sub-
sidiary events like motocross and autocross, clearly a
diversion from the main event to account for commer-
cial breaks. Weak. But don’t think I didn’t cheer for my
favorite motocross racer from Pennsylvania. East Coast
shall dominate. And he did. Yet clearly the fans were
there for the trucks. The main showdown was between
the “Grave Digger” truck and his nemesis the
“Maximum Destruction” truck. “Grave Digger,” the
most popular truck in all racing, is characterized by its
red headlights and green paint job. “Maximum
Destruction” boasts a meter which indicates how
destructive the truck is feeling tonight, and clearly at

the metrodome it was signaling MAXIMUM destruc-
tion. Both trucks are highly decorated and have several
national championships under their belts. The crowd
favorite and underdog was “Rolling Thunder” straight
out of Faribault, MN driven by Jim Bendzick. He put up
a good fight, but clearly was no match for the “Grave
Digger.” The anticipated match-up between “Maximum
Destruction” and the “Grave Digger” fell through in the
early heats when “Maximum Destruction” mysteriously
broke, allowing the “T-Maxx” truck to ascend as the
main competition to “Grave Digger.” It was clearly
going to be an exciting night. Ultimately, the “Grave
Digger” was successful in his conquest of the racing,
pulling out a clear victory over “T-Maxx.” Then came
the moment the crowd was waiting for, the main event -
- the freestyle.

The freestyle is clearly the pinnacle of all that is
monster truck sporting. Each competitor gets 90 sec-
onds to show his prowess at driving, jumping and
demolishing the cars that form the jumps for the trucks.

This is also where most of the accidents occur, including
flipped trucks and burning carnage. Hence it illicits the
most shrieks of delight from the audience. In addition,
the competition appears to be judged by three random
audience members... which is pretty much awesome.
How amazing would it be if the Olympic Figure
Skating competitions were judged by fans...drunk fans.
Yeah that’s what I thought too. Again the competition
came down to “T-Maxx” and the “Grave Digger.”
Unfortunately the local favorite “Rolling Thunder” was
brought down hard due to a broken axle after taking
the largest jump, consisting of two Cavaliers and one
small commercial truck. The “Grave Digger” went on
last with a score of 21 (out of 30) to beat. To up the ante
the event organizers hauled out an old Winnebago to
make the big jump even more challenging. Clearly the
“Grave Digger” was up for it. The stakes were high and
the truck killed it. I refer to only the truck, because its
easy to forget people actually drive these beasts. It’s
especially dehumanizing when the crowd screams with
delight at rollovers and fires without knowing if the
driver is alright. It’s easier to reap joy from destruction

when you forget lives are at stake. As the “Grave
Digger” pulled wheelies, spins and totaled that
Winnebago I became one with the crowd surrounding
me and embraced the experience- dirty people, fumes,
flat coke and all. By the end I found myself on my feet
screaming obscenities and crying, “TAKE THE WIN-
NEBAGO!!!” and in the throes of my carbon monoxide
induced ecstasy “PUT THE HAMMER DOWN!” I’m
really not sure what that means right even now, and I
really had no idea that phrase was part of my vocabu-
lary. And there is the thrill of monster truck speculating.
Being callous and politically incorrect and reveling in
the simple human pleasures of destruction, speed and
violence. As I left the metrodome carrying my very own
truck tee-shirt and covered with grime, I was filled with
exuberance and joy partly due to mild carbon monoxide
poisoning, but mostly due to pure adrenaline. Trust me
you want to go to a monster truck rally at least once in
your life. Forget your pride, forget your standards and
just fucking PUT THE HAMMER DOWN!

brittany larson (and da Vinci) say no to sleep

Wednesday, February 2, Day 1:
I’m doing it. I read about this thing called

“polyphasic sleeping” online the other day, and it
sounds amazing. There are many different kinds of
polyphasic sleep I learned, so it’s difficult to pin it
down with a specific definition. Most of us are on
monophasic sleep cycles, meaning we get all of our
day’s sleep at one time. However, many neurologists
believe it is more efficient to spread it out through-
out the day because you end up needing less. The
cycle I’m starting involves 4 hours of “core” sleep at
night and two half hour naps during the day, saving
myself about three hours per day. Pure polyphasic
sleep, called The Uberman cycle is one 20-minute
nap every four hours, and that’s it. Supposedly, this
was the method employed by Da Vinci who used it
to have an extra six hours every day. This is my plan
for polyphasic sleep: I will sleep from 4 a.m.-8 a.m.
for my core sleep and then take my naps at approxi-
mately 2 p.m. and 9p.m. Supposedly, it takes the
body about a month to get used to it, and the first
ten days are the hardest. According to recent stud-
ies, this supposedly isn’t as unhealthy as it might
initially seem; however, it doesn’t work for
everyone. Some people love it and they function
just fine, but others just pretty much go crazy.
I’m going to find out if this works for me.

Friday, February 4, Day 3:
With three extra hours in your day, think of everything you could get accomplished. You could work harder on
your classes or things you’re already involved, learn a new language or take up a new hobby. Personally, I have
decided that I will catch up on my reading. Last night, for example, I read a short story by Chuck Palahniuk called
“Choke.”  It was the first reading I have done for fun the entire term, so that was very exciting. As far as the sleep
schedule is concerned, I don’t really think it’s hit me yet. I have always not slept a lot, so this isn’t too much of a
change for me. There difference, however, is that I’ve
always been able to make up for my lack of sleep on the
weekends. So, this weekend will be the true test of my com-
mitment.

Monday, February 7, Day 6:
I made it through the weekend, and that was
pretty huge. It was kind of strange getting up at
8:00 while my roommates and friends were all
asleep until noon or so, but I found ways to
entertain myself. Sitting in bed watching a
movie on your laptop early in the morning is
surprisingly refreshing. However, I’ve got to be
honest… I’m very tired today, and I’m begin-
ning to see why the first ten days are the hard-
est. I just woke up from one of my naps, and it
was pretty much the last thing in the entire
world that I wanted to do, so I’m finding that
this is all about will power. I forced myself to
get up, and I was better then, but still, this is
rough. Right now, I’m wondering if it would
totally mess up my schedule if I went and took
an extra nap… but I won’t. I read that if you
accidentally sleep in late that you shouldn’t
worry, the cycle won’t automatically be ruined,
but I think it’s a bit too early to start doing that.
May be I will next week if I’m still really dead.
Also, something very strange happened to me
this weekend: we had a three-day weekend,
and two of the mornings my body naturally
woke up after about four hours of sleep, right
before my alarm went off, it was very strange.
I guess that means I’m getting used to it
though, so that’s good. Right now, getting up
in the morning really isn’t that hard after four
hours of sleep, but getting up from my naps is
a completely different story. There is no way
that 30 minutes is enough, but I’m going to
stick with it anyway. Getting up from those are
definitely the worst part of my day… twice. In
general though, I seem to be functioning alright.

Reading something uninteresting for a long
period of time is kind of hard though because
my mind wanders, and I have to fight to stay
awake. But then again I have to wonder, how
much different is that from before?  May be
not so much after all. 

Thursday, February 10, Day 9:
Ug, this is really rough. Sometimes I feel like the
guy from Supersize Me. I’m practically donating my
body to science by doing this to myself like he did.
But you know, he really had it better off than I did.
I wish I had some doctors around to let me know if
I was practically killing myself with this because
that’s how it feels sometimes. Other times though,
I’m totally okay, it’s very strange. Waking up this
morning was okay and then I felt fine until about
1:00 when I just died. I put off my nap for another
hour though so I wouldn’t mess up my schedule,
but it was hard. After the nap has been rough too…
I just want to go back to my warm, inviting bed.
I’m almost past the ten-day point, so maybe things
will look brighter next time, but for now, my head
hurts.

Tuesday, February 15, Day 14:
I was right, things are looking up. For me, it was more like the
first 11 days, not ten, but it was close. Now that I am over that
hump, things are much easier, but the naps are still hard to get
up from. I read that for the first ten days you’re supposed to
stay away from alcohol and caffeine but well, I did neither. First
of all, I was already a caffeine addict before I started this thing.
There was no way I could give up both that and sleep at the
same time. And actually, I was okay. The caffeine didn’t really
have an affect on me, positively or negatively, but then again,
maybe I’m immune or something. Alcohol, on the other hand, I
will recommend staying away from if you’re thinking about
starting this, but don’t worry, it’s just for the first ten days.
Waking up drunk can definitely affect your ability to make the
rational decision to actually get out of bed. I personally succeed-
ed in not messing it up, but it will definitely be
a challenge. Here are some more tips to get-
ting through the first ten days: find a friend to
do it with you. Not only do you have compa-
ny late at night when everyone else is asleep,
but you have someone to be accountable to
for keeping with your schedule. The schedule
is also pretty important. Try to go to bed at
night and take your naps at approximately the
same time each day to get yourself into a rou-
tine. After awhile, I’m sure you can break that
routine without much consequence but not initial-
ly. You should also have goals for yourself, or plans
or what you’re going to do with all of your extra
time. Start a blog.

Saturday, February 19, Day 18:
This is amazing. Except when I first wake up from naps,
I feel totally fine!  And really, as soon as I get out of bed
and start walking about after those naps I’m alright, it’s
just getting the motivation to get up in the first place.
I’m kind of sick right now, so I slept a little bit extra on
Thursday to help my body get over this, so hopefully
that’s all it will take. It seems that every person I’ve
told about my sleep cycle is always very impressed,
and most people have even told me that they’re con-
sidering starting it, but so far no one has. I suppose
they just want to stick around and make sure I sur-
vive it, and I don’t blame them. So far though, I’m
alive.

Wednesday, February 23, Day 22:

I’m almost to that month point, and I can’t wait!  I think
my body is mostly used to this right now, but I’m inter-
ested to see if I’ll feel any different after I hit that marker.
Getting up from naps is still hard sometimes, but I’ve
realized now that this is pretty much just a game of will
power, and how much you want it. Twice my roommate
has started doing this with me and then given up after a
couple of days, and so has a friend of mine. However, for
those of you that want it, I highly suggest you give it a
shot. It’s rough at first, but if I can keep doing this, I will
be able to have three extra hours every day. That’s 21

hours per week and over a 1000 extra hours in a year.
That seems very worth it to me.

WHO NEEDS SLEEP?
Perhaps you’ve seen me sitting alone at Sayles at 4:00 in the morn-
ing or wandering around the complex in my pajamas?  You might
think, “Wow, that girl is crazy, she has a 1A in the morning!” but I
assure you that isn’t so. This is how it all got started:

FEEDTHENEEDTODESTORY!
discovering the culture of monster trucks
and the meaning of “PUT THE HAMMER DOWN!” 
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Initially, College Prowler’s Carleton
College: off the Record, appears to be
written by some bitter alumn bent on
stopping prospective students in their
tracks. The book claims to be compiled
from interviews with students, edited by
students and finally reviewed by stu-
dents previously uninvolved with the
project to ensure an accurate picture of
life at Carleton is given. The book
reviews and grades aspects of life at
Carleton ranging from academics and
housing to the campus drug scene. It also
provides a sketch of Carleton by the
numbers similar to that presented in
most guide books. While Carleton
College: off the Record is filled with mis-
information and typographical errors, it
gives a better sense of campus life than
any other guide book I consulted senior
year of high school. 

The interesting aspect of reading
Carleton College: off the Record is the
defensive responses it elicits initially. Yet

the book tends to reflect both the good
and bad aspects of life at Carleton. For
example, when considering Northfield as
a college town, Cannon River is listed as
a point of interest. I personally can kill
hours there but I don’t know how uni-
versal my fascination with moving water
is on campus. However, the book
generally gets it

right calling
the town

small, cozy and bor-
ing. The Carleton

College: off the Record multiple errors
affect the book’s credibility. Its references
to the 10 students live in Myers or the
numerous warnings regarding the imma-
nent closure of Chapati’s are alarming.
Yet, the book gives out fair grades for
most categories that accurately reflect the
school. The grades Carleton students

receive for their looks, however, are
appalling. We can all admit our campus
is unattractive, however that applies to
both sexes. Based upon student polling
the book gave Carleton guys a C+, while
Carleton girls pulled a shameful D+.
Ultimately this seems to be
more a reflec-

tion of who
responded to the survey.

Looking at the quotes it seems like
Carleton women are just nicer comment-
ing that, "people are amazing in different
ways" or that,"personality is a really big
thing." The majority of the quotes how-
ever read, "the girls are not hot." The
answers seem to reflect the male perspec-
tive or the infamous "Carleton goggles".
Ultimately, one must remember that 60%
of Carleton students marry each other, so
those goggles must be pretty thick. 

One wonders what students con-

tributed to Carleton College: off the
Record. Many of the responses present
such a skewed portrayal of campus life
that it would be a miracle if the student
either left their room or went to class. For
example, one student wrote, "Some peo-
ple choose to smoke dope, those people
also choose to be losers". One might
assume you choose not to leave the CMC.

There is also pervasive anti-Evans senti-
ment reflected, "Evans is horrible unless

you’re depressed and anti-social". In
addition, the references to the snack bar
as "snack-poo" make me vomit in my
mouth a little. Who actually calls it that?
‘
Although the book’s picture of life at
Carleton departs from the reality, the
mistakes can be forgiven because of what
it offers prospective students. More than
The Princeton Review or any other typi-
cal guidebook, it offers a more accurate
picture of life here at Carleton.

8c u l t u r e c u l t u r e

[ the carl 2..25.05 ][ the carl 2.25.05 ]

I don’t know where you’re going over Spring Break,
but mine is going to be split between the Twin Cities
(home), Philadelphia (visiting friends at Swarthmore,
where I was at school last year), and Moscow (where I’ll
be spending the next five months). None of these desti-
nations will do much to thaw me out after the long win-
ter deep-freeze. May be next year I’ll manage to make my
way to Guadeloupe or Tahiti and spend two weeks on the
beach sipping daiquiris and eating mango slices dipped
in honey while some beautiful, half-naked man named
Raoul massages me with cocoa butter, but until then, I’ll
have to make do with local offerings that do their best to
give good ole’ Minnesnow-da a taste of the tropics. 

The ever-popular Chino Latino is a great place to start.
They serve up “street food from the hot zones” in a fun,
fast-paced and dare-I-say “hip” atmosphere every night
of the week. It’s the perfect spot to let loose with even
your pickiest friends because the menu’s got something
to please everyone (even vegetarians, I promise). You
want jerk chicken but everyone else wants Kung Pao?
No problem. Can’t decide between Ecuadorian and
Malaysian?  Why bother?  Chino Latino boasts specialties
from Quito AND Kuala Lampur. Unlike some restau-
rants, this place welcomes large groups; in fact, the menu
caters to them. All the dishes—some small, some large--
are meant to be shared between a number of people: your
server will help you figure out how many you should
order to feed your group well (and don’t worry that
they’ll try to mislead you just to drive up their tip. I’ve
always been given an honest and reasonable estimate).
While I can’t guarantee that my recommendations will be
available on any given night (the menu changes daily), I
hope you’ll get chance to try the fresh, delightfully-limey
marlin ceviche, the South Seas coconut chicken salad
(served with mango, pineapple, papaya, and drizzled
with a passionfruit vinaigrette), and the Big Kahuna

Polynesian Pupu Platter, which I’ve never had but just
sounds like so much fun to order. If you’re looking for a
fun 21 birthday idea, call ahead and order the Bali
Fertility Feast, which the menu describes as a “whole
glazed suckling pig, well-hung and roasted with tropical
fried rice, wok-fried vegetables and fiery peanut sauce.”
If this sounds like your kind of meal, just be aware that
you’ll need to bring at least nine friends along to enjoy it
with you (it’s the rules) and that you’ll need to give the
restaurant at least 72 hours advance notice. To drink, I’d
suggest trying a spectacular rum and tequila-based con-
coction that they serve in a hollowed-out pineapple. And
don’t you dare pass on dessert (which is meant to be
shared, as well)—I’ve tried several of them, and they’ve
all been amazing. The Sacrificial S’more Platter, which
involves roasting your own marshmallows at the table, is
definitely a one-time must, but if I had to choose a
favorite, I think the Mango Spice Cake just noses out the
competition. 

Though I’d advise against dancing on a full stomach,
one way to simultaneously burn off the calories you just
consumed and keep up the “heat” theme for the night
would be to get your groove on at The Quest in down-
town Minneapolis. Wednesday nights are Noches de
Salsa here, which means a live Latin band, a great crowd
and a sizzling atmosphere. The $10.00 cover is a bit steep-
er than I’d like, but hey, you get what you pay for: the
dance floor is one of the largest in the Twin Cities, the
multiple bars inside make for easy access to both water
(you’ll be needing plenty of it) and great drinks, and Four
Seasons Dance offers free salsa lessons starting at 9:30
PM. Don’t be afraid to join in the fun just because you’ve
never danced a step of salsa in your life: I hadn’t either
the first time I went, but I found lots of good teachers
among the guys who partnered me. If you’re trying to go
easier on the wallet, check out Famous Dave’s in Calhoun

Square on Tuesday nights for Cuban-style salsa with live
music by Sensacion Latina. The cover charge is only
$3.00, and, conveniently enough, their door is only about
20 feet away from Chino Latino!

So now you’ve gone out to dinner, you’ve gone danc-
ing, and you haven’t done any work. Finals are in two
weeks, and you’ve got three papers to write and two pre-
sentations to do in addition to studying for your exams.
Aaaaahhhh!  I bet you could use some body/mind cen-
tering. And warmth too, of course. This calls for multi-
tasking: it’s time for a trip over to Bikram’s Yoga College
of India. A 90-minute class in a room heated to over 100
degrees should do the trick. I’ve never been myself, but a
friend told me that by the end of the session, he felt like
he could have wrapped his leg around his head if he’d
wanted to. The school’s website advises you to bring a
yoga mat, a large towel and plenty of water, but all of
those things are also available there if you forget to bring
your own. Arrive 10-15 minutes before your class is
scheduled to begin, dress lightly, and wait until after
your session to grab lunch—it’s just safer that way. Check
out their website for the schedule of classes and rates.    

Well, folks, that’s it for me--until fall, anyway. In the
meantime, eat well, live large and dream tropical! 

Chino Latino 
2916 Hennepin Ave. S.,
Minneapolis 
(612) 627-1806
www.chinolatino.com

The Quest
110 N. 5th St., Minneapolis
(612) 338-3383
www.thequestclub.com

Famous Dave’s
3001 Hennepin Ave. S.,
Minneapolis
(612) 822-9900
www.famousdaves.com

Bikram’s Yoga College of
India
2836 Lyndale Ave. S.,
Minneapolis
(612) 870-9642
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Making the grade?
gracie young takes a look at College Prowler’s profile
of Carleton and interviews the author, Adam Zang ‘05

GY: So how did you get involved with the
College Prowler series?
AZ: I actually saw an add in the
Internship Weekly in the NNB while I
was eating lunch. So I called them
and set up an interview. They asked
me for writing samples and I kept
bugging them. Eventually I got the
job. 
GY: Did you have any desire to write the
book besides just an internship?
AZ: Well, I thought it would look
great on a resume. That was main
thing. But I also got six credits for
writing it because I turned it into an
independent study, so that was nice. I
did it all during eight weeks in the
spring. 
GY: How did you go about gathering
material for the book? 
AZ: The main part of the book is stu-
dents talking about Carleton. So first
I sent out a survey that College
Prowler sends every author. I
emailed that out to about 150 people
and about five responded. So I put it
in campus mail and stuffed about 500
boxes. I got about five of those back.
So I was getting kind of worried. I
decided to start bribing people with
food and beer and that worked. I got
a lot of responses that way.
GY: Were there any other students
involved in the editing process?
AZ: Mostly it was just me reading it

to my roommates and friends. Then I
sent it off to my editor. I was disap-
pointed because I don’t think he did a
good job catching typos and stuff. 
GY: Do you know what the ration of
female to male students who replied to the
survey was?
AZ: I didn’t keep any data on that. It
was funny though, from the respons-
es you can definitely tell who wrote
what. The one section that’s been
pretty controversial was the "Guys
and Girls" section. The editors of the
book actually changed the grades on
me. The same thing happened with
academics. I initially gave Carleton
an A-, but they changed it to a B+ for
whatever reason. For Girls they
bumped them down to a D+ and I
had given them a C. That’s some-
thing I didn’t really have control over
and I’ve been catching a lot of flack
for it. College Prowler is a new com-
pany so they still don’t have the sys-
tem down. The year before this they
published 100 books and they
expanded to 200 this year. They’re
sort of still getting it down.
GY: Do you have any plans for further
involvement for publishing with College
Prowler or writing in general?
AZ: I’m going to the Vancouver Film
School in the fall for screen writing so
I’m pursuing that. But I don’t have a
lot of interest in the college guide

book industry.
GY: Do you have any advice on getting
good internships like yours?
AZ: Somebody’s going to be able to
rewrite the book in the spring. So
that’s a really good opportunity and
it will be easier than the first time.
They can basically take the current
outline and update it. If people are
interested in that they can contact
College Prowler.
GY: Out of curiosity, was the internship
paid? 
AZ: I get five percent royalties on the
profits, which isn’t that much. I don’t
any royalty checks until March 2006.
Basically I did it for the resume and
experience.
GY: Was there anything else about the
book you wanted to explain or clear up?
AZ: I think girls on campus are not
that bad looking. That’s the problem
with giving grades to things, you
can’t get the full sense of a school
with a letter grade. But it does give a
more complete picture of the school
than many other guide books out
there. Of course for high school kids
to get a good sense of Carleton they
definitely need to visit. People may
not agree with parts of the book
because everyone has different expe-
riences at school. The book is about
giving a broad sense of the school
and I hope it does that.

the review:

The final grades.
Graphics from “Carleton College Off The Record,” College Prowler.

The best thing about Brooks parties besides is the apparent spontaneity
behind them. You really never know one’s happening until nine PM the night of. Such
was the case last Friday. I had decided that I would spend the night as an alcoholic
shut-in with a few friends. It was rather chilly and there was nothing but the long-
underwear party, which looked suspicious and possibly awkward. Mainly because I
don’t own long underwear. Anyway, as I tripped my way through the halls to get
more alcohol from my room, I ran into a friend. Being polite and buzzed I asked him
where he was going for the night, Brooks. Excellent I thought to myself and wandered
off to imbibe more. Honestly there is nothing better for me on a Friday than a Brooks
party. I like nothing better than to get wasted and dance. And you know if I hook-up
after one its all the better. Me and my posse, yes I did say posse and who are you to
say I don’t have a legitimate posse, yeah that’s what I thought, arrived at the party
rather early, but no worries it started going strong.  As usual there were lots of peo-
ple, lots of dancing and good mainstream hip hop. Excellent. The downsides to
Brooks include the clamminess and smelliness inherent in having far too many peo-
ple breathing and sweating in a closed room. In addition there is the lack of alcohol,
which really isn’t an issue because, honestly, good party etiquette calls for a healthy

amount of pre-gaming. A few of the familiar faces usually present at Brooks parties
were absent, notably Love Anani. Where was he? Was it not his birthday? What could
have been more fun? Regardless the night progressed quite well, very entertaining. I
kept thinking two girls, perhaps Olies,, were going to make out, but alas they did not.
Unfortunately misfortune struck the hosts when the sound system went down. The
lights went up and damp people ambled around making conversation awkwardly.
People began to wander off, deserting the party. The mood grew tense as a new
sounds system was installed. Ultimately after a few false starts Mike and Jay got
everything working and the party continued. Unfortunately at that point I was
sweaty, tired and thirsty. As I walked away from Brooks with the sounds of “Soldier”
fading into the background I reflected on the change my evening had undergone. Not
only did I avoid hermitish behavior, I also got to dance and honestly that’s all I really
want to do on a Friday. 

Ex Post Party BBii--WWeeeekkyy CCaarrll PPaarrttyy RReevviieewwss
bbyy tthhee PPaarrttyy SSlluutt

Review by Glasses

Music Drinks n/a   Atmosphere Overall



A couple of Saturdays ago, a friend and I went to see LINES Ballet per-
form in Northrop Auditorium at the University of Minnesota. The company,
based in San Francisco and directed by internationally-renowned choreog-
rapher Alonzo King, specializes in contemporary ballet, so you won’t see
any princes or swans at their performances. Contemporary here means that,
unlike in classical ballet, the dancing need not tell a story, or at least not one
with a clear beginning, middle and end. Costumes and sets are generally
not nearly as elaborate as those found in, say, “The Nutcracker” or “Swan
Lake.”  However, we still call it ballet because the quality of movement
reflects the same type of training that classical ballet dancers receive: the
five women and five men who make up King’s company all display perfect
turn-out (the ability to rotate the legs from the hip sockets—not the knees—
so that the feet point right and left instead of straight to the front), the
women still dance en pointe (although not all the time), and most are
waifishly thin. 

The program for the evening consisted of two short works. “Before the
Blues” explores the Reconstruction-era experiences of the African diaspora
through 15 dances set mostly to the raw, earthy tones of live saxophonist
Pharaoh Sanders. “Koto” is a sinuous yet ethereal ballet performed to the
quivering melodies of the koto itself, a Japanese string instrument played
by running the fingers over 13 taut strands of silk. But this is not intended
to be a review, so I will stop my description there. My purpose in writing
this article is to attempt to provide a little insight into what, for me, makes
watching ballet (or jazz, or flamenco, or...) an almost trance-like experience,
in hopes that some of you might be able to appreciate dance for the stage in
a deeper, more fulfilling way. 

As a dancer myself, I admit that I hold a distinct advantage over most
people when it comes to appreciating a performance: I have the vocabu-
lary—both verbal and physical—to describe the steps I’m watching. That is,
I know a pirouette en attitude when I see one, and I know from experience
how incredibly difficult it would be to perform this turn (a quadruple one
at that) as effortlessly and flawlessly as Prince Credell did during his solo
piece in “Before the Blues.”  But if a person has no idea what a specific step
is called and has never attempted to perform it, does that necessarily mean
that s/he cannot experience a similar sense of enchantment and awe?  I
wouldn’t say so.   

Perhaps the allure of dance for the stage lies in something more pro-
found than awe. What made the performance so powerful, I think, was the
emotional release that the movement elicited within me. By this I don’t
mean that a specific step made me feel “cleansed,” or that a particular
dance evoked “fear,” or “longing,” or “hope;” rather, I’m referring to the
general sense I had of being wrapped up in something larger than myself,
maybe, or of having my own soul expressed through the movements of
someone else’s body. It’s hard to put a feeling like this into words because it
seems to encapsulate more than language (or at least prose) can communi-
cate directly. That’s really what dance itself is all about: using physical
movement (and, usually, music too) to convey something that is beyond
words. Watching dance is not really about observing the performers them-
selves so much as it is about allowing oneself to become, in a sense, a part
of what is going on onstage.

In form, I was sitting on the edge of my seat in the 17th row (not a bad
spot at all, if you consider how immense Northrop Auditorium is), but in
spirit, I was riding the stream of energy that seemed to flow out of Chiharu
Shibata’s fingertips and down the curve of her spine as she stayed suspend-
ed in an arabesque for one extra, mouth-watering moment. I was cradled in
the sure motions of Gregory Dawson’s muscled arms as they sculpted the
air into delicate arcs and waves. I felt myself tumbling out of Credell’s bare
chest and into the wide space as he completed those impossible, music-box
turns balanced on the toes of one straight and steady leg, his head held
high. Though I hadn’t moved an inch, I danced those steps vicariously
through the performers. 

And how could I have felt otherwise? The measure of great dance is its 
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The weekend of February 11, Exit 69, Carleton’s
most schizophrenic co-ed a cappella group, sang at the
International Championship of College A Cappella
(ICCA, to those in the know) Midwest Divisional in
romantic, enchantic Decatur, Illinois. We sent in audi-
tion tapes last spring, scrounged up money for the
entrance fee, and spent most of this term rehearsing
three songs for ICCA. This is not an article about that
performance. It is about Exit 69, the open road, and
why we are really better than all the groups that beat
us.

On February 10, the fact that we had neglected to
reserve any campus vans made itself known to us in
the following fashion:

Someone:  Did we reserve campus vans?
Someone else:  No.

Because the Carleton administration is very kind and
because Sue and Beth can be very persuasive, we man-
aged to get three last-minute rental cars and then all 13
of us piled into them on Friday afternoon after class. 

I happily set my books and pillow in the passenger
seat next to the driver, my dear friend Scott, and went
into the snack bar to purchase malted milk balls for the
journey. When I returned to the car, I was dismayed to
find that my seat was being occupied and my pillow
enjoyed by all six-foot-however-many-inches of Derek
Zimmerman and his blond hair. There was, apparently,
a perfectly good spot for me in the middle of the back
seat, which consisted mostly of an uncomfortable
raised-up bump of fabric. “No no,” I said. “But I have
these long legs,” Derek said. It is a testament to Derek’s
irresistible charm that I have spoken to him since. 

Hal spent considerable hours of the car trip solving
his Rubix cube. Not once, but over and over again.
Then, once he had all the colored sides lined up, he
would wave it about in people’s faces, saying, “Hey!
Wanna mix up my CUBE?” as though it were an
unfathomable treat. We drove long into the night, par-
tially because, although we had many reserves of
chocolate, we had no reserves whatsoever of maps. As
it got to be very dark and I got into the peak of my
extended sugar high, I began insisting that we have a
sing-along. 

“Ok, turn off the iPod,” I said, “and let’s all sing
Amazing Grace.” And we did, and it was a beautiful
symphony of sounds. “Do you guys know ‘Lullabye in
Birdland?’” Hal asked. We did not. “It goes like this,”
he said. “doom, da doom, da da doom doom.” We
looked blankly at him. “This is the song, baby,” he said.
That is what Hal says about most songs. We sang
“Stand By Me” and “Lean On Me,” sharing beautiful
moments of music-making. “Ok,” I said. “Now promise
that none of you will ever tell Duncan that that was my
idea.” 

When we got to Sue’s house in Mt. Prospect, IL,
where we were stopping for the night, everyone was
very tired—except for me. We got into our pajamas,
and I laid out some blankets on the floor in a room with
Scott and Melanie. As they began to drift off, I said
loudly, “Hey guys?  Where is the internet?” I asked, in
earnest. “Oh my god,” said Mel. “I mean, it has to be
somewhere. Where is it?” “It’s everywhere, Annie,”
said Scott. “But how can it be everywhere?  Is it in
Virginia?” I said. “Yes, it’s in Virginia,” said Scott.
“Where in Virginia?” I said. Scott did not reply.
“WHERE IN VIRGINIA?” I said. Then I noticed the lit-
tle bits of orange peeking out of Scott’s ears. “SCOTT,
YOU EARPLUGGED ME!” I said. “Please,” said
Melanie, not in a mean way, but in a way that really
sounded as though it was her greatest wish in the
world, “be quiet.” “Well, it has to be somewhere,” I
muttered, and then fidgeted around for awhile and
sang “The ants go marching one by one, hurrah, hur-
rah,” and made some fake snores, which I thought were
very hilarious, until I fell asleep. 

We drove to Decatur the next day, with a minimum
of wrong turns and checked into our Ramada Inn.
Technically, you are not allowed to have 13 people in
two 60-dollar rooms at the Ramada Inn. But then, you
are also not technically allowed to kill a man, even for
street justice. You can’t always play by the rules in this
world, is what I am saying. 

We got dressed for the competition. Because I don’t
like any of my clothes, and because I like all of
Andrea’s, I wore her yellow pants and black shirt. The
problem was, I had to wear my own platform sandals,

and I was not happy about it. “Tell me the truth,” I said
to her, “do I look like I’m vacationing in the
Hamptons?” “No,” she said, “but you do look like a lot
of girls I used to know and not like in high school.”
Hmm. I tried again several minutes later.  “Hey
Andrea, do I look like the girls you knew in high
school?” “Ok, still yes,” she said, “but you don’t have
anything else to wear.” I asked everyone else in the
room, “Do I look like the girls you knew in high
school?” “We do not care about your outfit,” they said,
in much nicer wording.

When the time came for us to go onstage and sing
our set, Exit 69 looked good. We looked pretty much
like we always look, only in blue and yellow and black.
Elliot wore a bright yellow trucker hat. Unlike one
group, we did not dress in lingerie (except for Andrea,
who can get away with it) and did not have choreogra-
phy more befitting a group in sequins. Some of the
groups were in fancy black evening dress. Those
groups, we determined, were also lame. 

We sang well, and I was proud of us for how much
progress we’d made, how far we’d come, and how few
of us had been strangled along the way. We sang the
way we always sing, only a little bit better. One group
did the song from opening sequence of Austin Powers,
with two very shrill-sounding girls going sort of like
this:  “BA-WEE-WEE-DOO-DOOT!  BA-WEE-WEE-
DOO-DOOT!” over and over again. I hope you know
what I am talking about, because it is very funny. 

When the time came to announce the winners, we
all knew we would win first place. But then some other
group won first place and we didn’t win any place at
all. But really, it was ok. The other groups were really
good, but they were very different from us. One judge
was a particular doo-head. While the other judges
made comments like, “Great solo!  Nice arrangement!”
Judge Doo-Head wrote, “You are all incompetent. How
do you manage to dress yourselves in the morning?”
Carefully, and in trucker hats, is the answer to that
question.

After the competition, some nice girls at Perkins told
us they thought we should have won. “Yeah,” we said
graciously, “we know.” Back in the hotel room

the members 
of exit 69:

Annie Busiek
Sue Knudsen 
Beth Miller 
Sophia Paraschos 
Melanie Todman 
Andrea Warren 
Hal Beresford 
Elliot James 
Carl Martin 
Duncan Scherer
Scott Vignos
Josh Yeoh
Derek Zimmerman

Exit 69 Doesn’t Sell Out

COME SEE EXIT
69 AND THE
ACCIDENTALS
IN CONCERT SAT-
URDAY, FEBRUARY

26 AT 8 p.m. IN THE

CONCERT HALL!!!!

the of
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religious taboo
Chances are that you pass beneath the long shadow of Skinner

Memorial Chapel at least once a day.  On many campuses, including
the one across the river at Olaf, the chapel occupies a special location,

often forming the center from which the entire college branches out.
Although Carleton was originally founded in 1866 by the Minnesota
Conference of Congregational Churches, today its only religious building
stands on a line with all the other structures that surround the Bald Spot,
poised on the border between the campus and the neighborhood.  Inside the
chapel, a few felt banners hanging high above the wooden pews display
symbols of several different faiths in an equal-opportunity fashion.
Otherwise, no crucifixes, stars of David, stars and crescents, or any other
signs of one particular religion are apparent, and the average Carl is more
likely to come here to hear a convo speaker than to take part in worship or
prayer.

The stately gray building seems to give a fairly accurate picture of reli-
gious life at Carleton.  It does not stand at the center of everything, though
its presence is far from marginal.  Within it, diversity and tolerance appear to
be the rule.

This prevailing attitude of tolerance and understanding at Carleton is
good news for members of minority religions, especially given the current
political climate in the wider world.  Especially since September 11, 2001,
intense controversy over the terrorist attacks and the United States’ foreign
policy with regards to the Middle East have brought down hostile attitudes
against Muslims and, to some extent, Jews, in America.  At Carleton, howev-
er, both groups maintain a strong presence on campus, with the college
reporting no overt incidences of anti-Semitic or anti-Islamic sentiment in
recent years.  The liberal leanings that characterize the school have potential-
ly led to skepticism towards faith and religion general; however, Carolyn
Fure-Slocum, Chaplain of the college for the past eight years, stated that "it’s
getting better at Carleton," and that "students have less frequently encoun-
tered times when they hear [to be religious] means you’re not very smart, or
that you’re emotionally weak."

However, it seems that at Carleton, this openness and tolerance towards
both minority faiths and towards religion in general does not exist without
qualifications.  "For anybody that’s not Christian, the atmosphere is really
good," Fure-Slocum continued.  "What it comes down to [in terms of discrim-
ination] is Christians, both liberal and evangelical.  Liberal Christians are
afraid to say the word ‘Christian’ for fear of being labeled evangelical."

"People consider Christianity, and even more so evangelical Christianity,
to be intolerant," said Cheryl Fricke, a junior who leads a Christian bible
study group and is also active in Mustard Seed, Carleton’s Christian praise
band organization.  Even the term "evangelical" seems to be fraught with a
multitude of different connotations.  While major features of evangelical
belief include an emphasis on the life and teachings of Jesus rather than on
religious ritual, it still seems to signify different things to different evangeli-
cal groups and even to individuals within the same groups.  Although evan-
gelicals can be found across the political spectrum, evangelical Christianity is
often associated with right-wing, politically conservative Christian move-
ments, as well as fundamentalism, which entails a strictly literal interpreta-
tion of the Bible.  

It is these political associations that seem to contribute in part to attitudes
of hostility encountered by many observant Christians on campus, especially
in the wake of the 2004 presidential elections and the ensuing "moral values"
debate.  In going against the perceived "mainstream" of America at large, the
liberal tolerance of Carleton seems to lead paradoxically to intolerance in
some cases.  "If I want to say something about what I believe, people will

by alyssa lubet

?
perceptions of spiritual practice at carleton

The stately gray building seems to
give a fairly accurate picture of
religious life at Carleton. It does
not stand at the center of every-
thing, though its presence is far
from marginal. Within it, diversity
and tolerance seem to be the rule.



2000 2003
Buddhist 1.2% 1.5
Christian: Catholic    12.2 15

Protestant 26.5 39.5
Hindu* ----- 1.3
Jewish 4.9 7.5
Muslim 0.9 1.5
Unitarian Universalist* ----- 2.8
Eastern Orthodox 0.2 1.0
Other Religion* ----- 3.6
No Religion 32.9 38.2

*Specific figures not available for 2000
Source: Carleton Chaplain’s Office
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stop me before I finish because of the representations
they’ve received through the media," said Fricke.  This
conflict represents a continual source of struggle in an
academic setting, she added, depending upon the
classes and the topics that come up in them.

"When they come, evangelicals know that it will be
a challenging environment—that would be what I’d
call ‘uncomfortable learning,’" Fure-Slocum stated.

"Carleton is very secular, and there’s an assumption
that we can ‘study’ religion," said Peter Balaam, a
member of the Carleton English department.  Among
the courses he teaches is American literature, a subject
in which religion and its attendant controversies are all
but unavoidable.  "People are frightened to weigh in on
a personal level—it’s not a ‘safe’ subject."

"People claim religious experience differently," said
Sue Bales, a professor of religion.  "I have gotten from
students who are more religiously conservative in their
views that it’s more difficult to express them."

If religion, and Christianity in particular, are some-
times approached with temerity at Carleton, there also
seems to be a measure of open curiosity, as well.
Especially after the election, Bales added, students
have wanted to understand the evangelical perspec-
tive, or where these "moral values" come from.  "It’s a
curiosity, because people have grown up in liberal, reli-
giously open neighborhoods," she added.

She contrasted her Carleton experience with her
time spent teaching in North Carolina. In that "Bible
Belt" state, she said, she "had to defend why
Christianity wasn’t being seen in a special light" com-
pared to all the other religions as they were taught in
her classes. However, she said, through their personal

“When they come, evangelicals know that it will be a
challenging environment – that would be what I’d
call uncomfortable learning.”

- Carolyn Fure-Slocum, Carleton Chaplain

religious preferences of carleton students

experiences, some of those students were also able to
bring a potentially deeper understanding of the materi-
al to class, as well.  "They knew about the power of
faith to motivate people’s decision-making."

Whatever the overriding attitude towards faith in
general, and more specifically towards Christians, there
has nonetheless been a dramatic jump in the presence
of evangelical students over the past four years.  The
number of students listing themselves as "Other
Christian," a category which often encompasses several
evangelical denominations, has risen from about 5% in
2000 to nearly 10% in 2003.  Both Fure-Slocum and
Fricke reported a strong and consistent presence of stu-
dents in Carleton’s Christian organizations, in part due
to a group of motivated evangelical Christian students
who graduated in 2004.  While stressing continued mis-
perceptions of, and insensitive attitudes towards evan-
gelical Christians on campus, Fure-Slocum was also
cautiously optimistic about Carleton’s religious climate.

"I think there’s a little bit of anti-religious sense, not
as large as it used to be," she said.  "I think there’s a
whole change in society—people are more interested in
religion and spirituality, and people realize what a large
role religion plays in the world."

Regardless of their religious or political background,
Fricke said, people should "listen fully to what a person
believes, where they’re coming from.  If people do that,
they can really learn something."

other schools:

(lack of) presence of religion

1. Brigham Young University
2. Wheaton College (IL)
3. Grove City College
4. University of Dallas
5. Samford University
6. University of Notre Dame
7. Baylor University
8. Calvin College
9. Furman University
10. University of Utah
11. Pepperdine University
12. United States Air Force Academy
13. Texas A&M University – College Station
14. College of the Ozarks
15. The Catholic University of America
16. Valparaiso University
17. William Jewell College
18. Flagler College
19. Creighton University
20. Brandeis University

according to the Princeton Review’s “Best 357 Colleges”

“Students Pray on a
Regular Basis”

“Students Ignore God
on a Regular Basis”

1. Reed College
2. Lewis and Clark College
3. Marlboro College
4. Eugene Lang College
5. Hampshire College
6. Simon’s Rock College of Bard
7. Bard College
8. Sarah Lawrence College
9. New College of Florida
10. Bennington College
11. Vassar College
12. Pitzer College
13. Emerson College
14. Grinnell College
15. Beloit College
16. Wesleyan College
17. Macalester College
18. The Evergreen State College
19. Skidmore College
20. SUNY College at Purchase
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One of the best things about Donnie
Darko (Newcastle, 2001) was that it
made you think after you finished
watching it. Not think as in pondering
big, societal issues, but think as in,
“What the hell did I just see?”   It wasn’t
a movie you could understand after just
one viewing.  So, after watching the
newly-released director’s cut with one of
my roommates, you can imagine my dis-
appointment when he said, “Oh, so...”
and proceeded to get the whole thing.
This is my only problem with the new
version: it doesn’t leave you wondering
at the end.  The added scenes (some of
which are the deleted scenes on the orig-

inal DVD, some of which
are brand new) lay out in
much greater detail what
the plot is exactly supposed
to mean.  There’s not the
ambiguity like there is in
the theatrical version.

Most of the changes
to the film aren’t drastic
enough to be noticed.
However, the second last
scene undergoes a major
revision in style, which to
me detracted from the qual-
ity of the shot.  Also, the

addition of the crashing
waves at various points
throughout seems forced
and out-of-place.  Beyond
those two relatively minor
details, though, the
new/extended scenes blend
seamlessly into the original
movie.  

There aren’t as many spe-
cial features as one might
expect with a 2-disc special
edition, but the lack in

quantity is made up for in
quality.  “#1 Fan” is a fan-

made documentary about why this guy
loves the film so much.  I think it was
supposed to be kind of tongue-in-cheek;
if not, then this guy is more than a little
crazy.  The production diary is worth
watching as well.  It shows the various
real outdoor sets used in production
(turns out it was filmed in Long Beach, at
a real high school).  

Since it gives away the plot, I wouldn’t
reccomend this DVD for a first-time
viewer, as I wouldn’t want them to miss
out on the fun of trying to figure out
what the whole thing is about.  However,
for the true Donnie Darko fan, this
makes for a great purchase.

really moviesgood
(independent)

(foreign)(classic)

16c i n e m a 
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As the average moviegoer knows, many films come out every year. Some
make us laugh, some make us cry, and some we just miss entirely. Perhaps
we miss them because they’re not mainstream, because they’re not
Hollywood blockbusters, and in some cases, because they’re not made in
America. Those films, the independents, the foreign, and in many instances
the classics, are where the Carleton Film Society comes in.

The film society itself is comprised of three Carleton students: Will
Reckner ’05, Andy Slabaugh ’05, and Eric Smith ’05. The society’s overall
goal is "to make important classic, independent, and foreign films available
to Carleton students so that we as a group have the opportunity to see and
learn about these films," said Reckner.

To get the films they show, they first "think of films that fit our stated
goal," said Slabaugh (those being foreign, independent, and classic films),
and then they try to find out how much how much they cost to make and
who distributes them. Then, after finding if a film fits these descriptions,
they make the decision when to show them. Once they decide what and
when to show, they publicize the screenings in the NNB along with posters
that they set up around campus and mailing lists. 

"We select and order films for screenings as often as our budget allows,"
said Reckner. On top of individual screenings, the society also hosts an
annual film festival in the spring. They are also trying to coordinate and
publicize film screenings that the different academic departments are inter-
ested in showing so as to receive more attention and widespread reception.

As far as organization goes, Slabaugh points out, "We haven’t discovered
the wonders of labor specialization yet." None of the three were involved in
decision-making processes last year, and Reckner was off-campus this past
fall. They don’t have well-defined roles as far as any one person doing any
one specific thing.  Reckner said, "We try to select films for the screening ros-

ter as a group," although Smith has picked out the two screenings scheduled
for this term. 

As far as a schedule goes, "We’ve been slow to get started this term," so
the screenings list is somewhat limited. The Return and Les Carabiniers are the
only two screenings the group planned for this term. For next term, the
group plans to use its remaining budget to have more regular film screen-
ings. The group is working in conjunction with the Cinema and Media
Studies department and hoping to branch out and take film screenings with
which they are as of now unaffiliated and try to host them under the Film
Society name. This way, they can "make it more of a comprehensive sort of
organization," said Slabaugh, and reduce their reliance on their yearly budg-
et as well as filling out their schedule. 

But what about the individual members themselves?  What are their spe-
cific cinematic interests?  For one, Slabaugh is a fan of some of the classic
filmmakers, notably Stanley Kubrick, Lars von Trier and Ingmar Bergman.
His favorite obscure film is The Ruling Class, a 1972 British film starring Peter
O’Toole. "It’s a sort of bizarre and darkly comic social commentary on
Britain at the time," said Slabaugh. 

Reckner also enjoys Bergman and Kubrick along with the films of Jean-
Luc Godard, Martin Scorcese, Akira Kurosawa and Darren Aronofsky, and
films written by Charlie Kaufman. His list of favorite films, according to
him, "depends on when you ask me." On the whole it includes Citizen Kane,
Breathless, Dream, Easy Rider, Adaptation, and Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless
Mind.

Something to be noted is that all three members of the film society are, in
fact, seniors, and they need people, specifically underclassmen who will be
around for a few more years, to take over for them. If anyone is interested,
they should contact either Eric, Andy or Will whenever possible.

by gordie lipton

t h e  d i r e c t o r ’ s  c u t

by sam jones

blanks
Adjective:                    
Carleton landmark:     
Noun, pl.:
Noun, sing.:
Body part:
Number:
Body part:
Body part:
Adjective:
Academic department: 
Noun, sing.:
Adjective:
Same Adjective:
New Adjective:
Song title:
That song’s artist:
Same Carleton landmark:
Noun, sing.:
Adjective:
Verb implying 
sexual activitiy:
Adjective:
Past-tense verb 
(e.g., nodded):
Adverb:
Number:
Exclamation of frustration:
Adjective:
Where you live:
Name:
Class Year:
Your Class Year:
First Carleton landmark:
Body part:
Body part:
Person at Carleton:
Person at Carleton:
Article of Clothing:
Body Part:
Where you live: 
Verb implying sexual
activity:
Body part:
Adjective:
Where you live:
Adjective:
Adjective:
Noun, sing.:
One-word exclamaton:
Feminine noun, sing.:
New Carleton landmark: 
Type of alcohol:
Affirming statement (Eg- "of course" or
"hell yeah"): 
Choose one: yes or no

the story

"What Happens Next?  The Story of Two                        Carleton Students"
(adj.)

Last weekend, I went to thinking I would see some shakin’ it.  Boy, was I 
(Carleton landmark)                                                  (noun, pl.)

surprised!  I walk in, and first thing I know, this of a girl grabs my and pulls me into the center 
(noun, sing.)                                     (body part)

of her friends—you know how girls dance, in big circles, waiting for guys to come to them.  So we’re grinding, and it’s been 

songs, and I’m really digging this.  I put my hand on her , she puts hers on my .  Every 
(number)                                                                                                    (body part)                                           (body part)

time I look down at her face, she’s got this smile on her face.  How have I never seen her before?  I can’t stop asking 
(adj.)

myself this question.  Was I really that consumed with my project that I had neglected to see this 
(acad. department)          

? She is !  Not just , .  Back to the story.  Then " " (you know, by   
(noun, sing.)                    (adj.)                       (same adj.)         (new adj.)                                              (song title)

) comes on, and I’m like, "YEAH!" We have this incredible connection, me and my beautiful 
(song artist)                                                                                                                                                       (same landmark)

.  I move this way, she moves with me.  She moves that way, I go with her.  What  a/an 
(noun sing.)                                                                                                                                                                 (adj.)

dancer.  And I can tell she’s into me.   You know, I can just tell.  So and I whisper in her ear, "Do you want to

?"  Can you imagine my stoked-ness when she  and said "hell yeah!"? 
(verb implying sexual activity)                                               (adj.)                                         (past-tense verb)    

And thus began our journey.  Not to appear eager, I play it cool and dance for about more beats before 
(adv.)                                                                          (number)

I start moving towards the door.  Yes, thank god she’s following me…  Oh shit, she’s stopping to talk to her friends.  No… no!     

, please stop talking and just come now! … Oh wait, they’re all grinning… Yes, that’s it, please walk away now.  
(exclamation)

Knowing that the gossip was already staring to spread, I figure I better make this .  As we walk back to 
(adj.)

I ask her some questions.  "What’s your name?"  .  "Oh, that’s cool.  What year are you?" 
(where you live)                                                                                               (name)

"Cool, I’m a ."  Damn, I think to myself, small talk sucks.  I wish I lived closer to  
(class year)                               (your class year)

.  Less walk equals less talk equals faster action.  All of a sudden, she puts her against my    
(same landmark)                                                                                                                                         (body part)

.  Now I really wish I lived closer!  And before I realize it, she stops walking, and is pulling me closer to her.  In the 
(body part)

plain sight!  What if  walked by?  What if walked by?  Anyone could see 
(person at Carleton)                                         (another person at Carleton)

us!  But, oh man, that feels good.  She’s running her hands around the edge of my , and I wish she would 
(article of clothing)

just take my clothes off right here.  But, I’m not into voyeurism that much!  So I grab her and keep walking, 
(body part)

because the faster we get to , the faster we can .  She keeps trying to 
(where you live)                                         (verb implying sexual activity)   

touch my .  Stop it, lady!  We finally make it back to , and this girl can barely 
(body part)                      (adj.)                                                                 (where you live)

keep her hands off of me!  Either she’s really , or really , or maybe both.  Or maybe I just really am a/an  
(adj.)                    (adj.)

.  I knew I was.  Oh ! Where is my key?  Shit!  Suddenly, my 
(noun, sing.)                                    (one-word exclamation)                                                                   (feminine noun, sing.)

whispers "We could just go to …"  Yeah… yeah we could.  I don’t know if it’s me or the  
(new Carleton landmark)

talking, but suddenly I hear " " come out of my mouth.  Did we make it there?
(type of alcohol)                                                         (affirming statement)

(yes or no)

Alright, kids.  It’s time for a little MadLibs. You
did them in elementary school, and it’s time to
bring them back into fashion.  In case you don’t
remember, you’ve got two options.  You can do it
alone, by filling in responses to the list below,
and then writing those answers in on the actual
story.  Or, you can do it with someone else, and
they can ask you for your answers and then fill
them in directly into the story.   Oh, and unless it
says "same," use different responses. 

sexistentialism: mad libs
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Those Damn Grammys
Tom Schmidt explains why the Grammys are a

recurring disaster - for the most part.
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The Grammy Awards are creating a
vicious cycle for themselves.  Each year
they find it necessary to recognize aged
artists that they failed to acknowledge in
the past; a kind of make-up, if you will.
Which means that 20 years from now
they’re going to award the artists that they
fail to recognize today.

The big winner of the night was Ray
Charles.  His song "Here We Go Again"
was the Record of the Year, or, what they
deem, the best song of the year.  That
might seem odd considering that nobody
has heard it.  In fact I’m not even sure peo-
ple would’ve known that Charles had an
album come out last year if it weren’t for
his passing away and the release of the
biopic Ray.  Yet that was deemed the best
album of the year despite its failure to
appear on any critic’s best-of-the-year
lists.

That’s not to say that any of the awards
given to veteran musicians were ill
deserved.  Prince and Loretta Lynn won

Grammys that they truly
earned.  It just seems wrong that
in a year dominated by Kanye
West and Green Day they
shouldn’t walk away with the
top prizes.  Even Usher’s "Yeah"
had more right to claim Record
of the Year.

If the awards given out
weren’t enough of a reflection
on how the Grammys refuse to
let go of the past, the perform-
ances were.  Most of the per-
formances were songs that were
not written in the last year -- or
even the last 20 years.  There
was a tribute to Lynyrd
Skynyrd, Janis Joplin, Ray
Charles, and, for the second year in a row,
various artists gathered to sing a Beatles
song.  I understand that Ray Charles died
and was nominated this past year, so it is
appropriate to have them perform one of
his songs.  Yet, the song Alicia Keys and

Jaime Foxx performed wasn’t the Record
of the Year, but instead "Sweet Georgia
Brown."  I also know that "Across the
Universe" by the Beatles is for tsunami
relief efforts, but that song doesn’t seem to
be the most appropriate one for the cause.
The Lynyrd Skynyrd and Janis Joplin trib-

utes just seemed unnecessary.
While songs from the past were given

ample air-time, the people behind the cer-
emony felt it necessary to force five big
songs from the past year into one tacky
opening medley.  Apparently acts like
Gwen Stefani, Franz Ferdinand, Maroon
5, Los Lonely Boys and Black Eyed Peas
are good enough to be nominated, but not
to take center stage at a show to honor
them.  At least they had some sense of
decency in allowing Green Day and
Kanye West to perform their big songs of
the past year.  

I don’t even think I need to comment
on Jennifer Lopez and Marc Anthony’s
Spanish duet straight out of a makeshift
bedroom.  

The Grammys still have a long way to
go before becoming credible in their abili-
ty to truly recognize the best acts every
year, and it doesn’t seem like they’re get-
ting any closer.

Too ridiculous for words: Marc Antony and J-Lo.

FULL OF

SSCCHHMMIIDDTT
Freshman Tom Schmidt tells you what you
may have missed but need to hear.
Bloc Party – Silent Alarm
Indie-Rock
Last year Great Britain gave us Franz
Ferdinand, and this year we get Bloc
Party. 
Their debut CD is the most infectious and
arguably the best album that’s been made
so far this year.
Hot Tracks:  Banquet, Like Eating Glass

LCD Soundsystem – LCD Soundsystem
Dance, Rock
After starting his own label, DFA, and
releasing the song "Losing My Edge"
under the name LCD Soundsystem, Peter
Murphy finally comes out with his first
full-length album. This record might be
hard to get into at first listen, but it’s
hooks get catchier and catchier each time.
Hot Track:  Daft Punk Is Playing At My
House

Sage Francis – A Healthy Distrust
Rap
On the follow-up to his debut full-length,
Francis takes on religion, politics and sex
while sampling Will Oldham and phoned
in death threats. His songs are still too
fierce to be played commercially, but the
move to Epitaph Records should gain
him a bigger following.
Hot Tracks:  Sea Lion, Lie Detector Test

M83 – Before the Dawn Heals Us
Electronic
The man behind M83, Anthony Gonzalez,
created the second album after partner
Nicolas Fromageau left to pursue solo
work. The title describes the album per-
fectly as the combination of synthesizers,
beats and vocals capture the moment
between the end of pain and the start of
the healing process.
Hot Tracks:  Teen Angst, Don’t Save Us
From The Flames

Album: Helter Stupid
Band: Neagativland
Label: 
Year: 1989, rereleased 2004

The year is 1989.  The Bay Area post-
punk band Negativland, faced with
the prospect of a tour they don’t want
to go on, fake a press release linking
their song "Christianity is Stupid" to a
double murder, then claim that they
can’t leave the state.  Chaos ensues.
News media outlets pick up on the
story, feeding off one another, and this
story suddenly becomes reality.  Scary,
right?  That’s exactly where Helter
Stupid came from.  The first two tracks,
comprising about half of the album,
deal with the media explosion that
came with the press release, and are
incredibly difficult to listen to: made
up of clips from actual news broad-
casts about the "murders," they’re
scary, intimidating, yet compulsively
interesting at the same time.  The rest
of the album, all entitled "The Perfect
Cut," are typical Negativland sound
collages.  They’re no easier to digest,

but leave the listener in a sort of
limbo, wondering what’s real and
what’s not, what has been invented
and what’s organic.  It’s really mind-
bending, in that way that makes you
realize just how much power the media
has over our everyday lives and what
we know and don’t know.  If that
prospect was so scary in 1989, I shud-
der to think what’s going on today.

Do you have an inaccessible album, and
want to write about it?  E-mail cainep.

inaccessible
albums.
Every issue the CARL summarizes an album

so obtuse and difficult to understand

that it feels like only the most persistent

music snob could get through it.  Until

now.  This way, if you’re ever hanging out

with a bunch of hip friends you can drop

one of these albums and they’ll think

you’re cool. DDaannaa RReeiinnoooossgives it a shot.

?

unrelated
picture

Great Moments in Carleton Music History:

The Emo Party, Sunday night of Mid-Term break
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A Worthwhile Delivery
SSaarraahh NNiieennaabbeerr reviews We Will Be Silhouettes,

the new single from the Postal Service.

"So like, what kind of music do you lis-
ten to?"
"Um… well, you know. Death Cab for
Cutie, The Postal Service. You know,
stuff like that."
"Cool, me too."

Oh, Ben Gibbard, you really are
the king of indie-rock fallen to the way-
side (the wayside in this case being The
OC, Carleton Facebook profiles, etc.)
The Postal Service, a collection of
Jimmy Tamborello, Ben Gibbard, and
Rilo Kiley’s Jenny Lewis, emerged with
the LP Give Up about two years ago.
It’s tempting to feign surprise, but it’s
really not so shocking that the group
has since become quite fashionable.
Blame it on "Garden State", or Target’s
"Launch Breakout Artists" display, but
The Postal Service are now more popu-
lar than ever. 

So, true to their newfound

omnipresent nature, The Postal Service
have taken a final opportunity to milk
Give Up to death, or for all it’s worth,
or whatever, by remixing a few tracks
and releasing "We Will Become
Silhouettes" as a single.  The amiable
story-song of a pending nuclear apoca-
lypse is really far more charming than
it should be, taking to note the subject
matter.  Nevertheless, the story is well
told and, like many Postal Service
songs, implausibly melodic. 

The main draw of the four-
track single is perchance the new song,
"Be Still My Heart".  The track opens up
with a few random clicks and a
Nintendo-style keyboard riff, and is
punched along by a marching snare
beat as Gibbard narrates the day fol-
lowing a one-night stand. "When I left
you were fast asleep/ tangled in the
sheets/ and on the bus I could've

sworn it was all a dream."  The stellar
quality of his voice shines through in
the chorus, jumping from vocal low to
vocal high and back again with the
utmost ease.  This enchanting little bal-
lad isn’t anything new for The Postal
Service, but it’s—you know—sweet.

The two new remixes are very
dissimilar, but relatively well done,
considering that remixes are typically
miserable creations by nature.
"Nothing Better (Styrofoam Remix)" is
best described as a systematic decon-
struction, stripped of its original ambi-
ent keyboards and backed by a new
tribal-esque rhythm track.  Lewis’ role
in the charming duet is far more
poignant this time around, as the fran-
tic beats halt upon her entrance, "I feel
I must interject here…"  

The Matthew Dear remix of
"We Will Become Silhouettes" is noth-

ing short of lovely.  Jenny Lewis offers
a warm welcome to the song as she
sings a delicate melody, backed by
occasional guitar strums. Gibbard
enters with a start and pulsing beats, as
the tracks continue to build on them-
selves, eventually falling quiet to
enchanting sound of keyboard
melodies in reverse.  The new atmos-
phere swirls and wraps around the old
lyrics, creating a very different, but
possibly more appropriate mood than
the Give Up version.

So, the new Postal Service sin-
gle has everything that it needs: some-
thing new (but not groundbreaking),
something old (record a new album,
please), and a fair amount of pop sensi-
bility.  Although there’s no telling how
long it will be until the next release, we
can hope that next time there will be
something surprising.

Brittany and Gracie’s Toilet-Papered Top Ten

10) Sevy. Granted, Sevy rooms might rock, but we really have no idea.  As freshmen,
we've never been to Sevy and we've never even heard anything of Sevy in more than
a whisper.  It is a complete mystery to us.  
9) Musser. It smells bad.  And it's ugly.  Not to mention scary.  Enough said.
8) Watson. It's got elevators, and just about everyone got sick there at least once their
freshman year, right?  Come on, you know you did.
7) Goodhue. It's a really good place to smoke... things.   If you're into that.  Also, if
your into working out a lot.  Or running places or lake-viewing.  Other than that, it's
very far away and loooong.
6) Davis. Not so much floor life, there is a quiet floor and a sub-free floor, but if you
want to floor life or parties Burton is simply a few steps away.  Also, the quints are
fun.
5) Nourse. It's so pretty. The Burton of the East Side. But sub-free and all women in

some places. A little too quiet, but that could be a good thing. Also Little Nourse
Theater. 
4) Myers. The best of the shitty/new dorms.   Big windows on the fourth floor, and
you can write on the walls.  It has bigger closets, and even though it reminds some of
Musser, it doesn't usually smell funny.  Except when people puke in the hall, which is
sometimes a common occurrence  Damn freshmen.  
3) Evans. By far the best place for sophomores.  Obviously no floor life, but ideal if
you can't get into Burton.  You are also guaranteed to find a party if you tour the
quints.  On weekends, you only have to leave to eat.
2) Burton. Talk about not leaving... the only thing you ever have to leave for is class,
unless you're lucky enough to take some in Sayles, and Willis or Scoville are approxi-
mately two feet away.  The first floor sometimes smells like vomit and the second
floor sometimes smells like... other substances, but hey, everything has its pitfalls. 

This week: we investigate the top ten places to l ive.

1) Town Houses. The ultimate place to live.  You don't have to be onboard, and you can draw in members of both sexes.
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Convocation
David Welna from NPR with “Covering the 21st Century Congress: Terror, War and

One-Party Rule”

Sumo
Eternal (External?) Sunshine of the Spotless Mind at 6:30 and 11:30, and Paparazzi at 

9:00.

At the Cave
Malachi Constant, P.O.S.

Events on Campus
Film Showing: “The Spook Who Sat By the Door” at 7:00 in Leighton 305
Fusion Dance with The Social Dance Club and Rugcutters at 7:00 in The Great 

Space
Club Volleyball game at 7:00 in West Gym
Farmhouse Art Show, 7:00-11:00
Symphony Band concert at 8:00 in The Concert Hall
ETB Production: And Miss Reardon Drinks a Little written by Paul Zindel and direct

ed by Drew Brisbin.  10:00 in Nourse Theatre, call x4439 for reservations.

friday 25

Sumo
Paparazzi at 6:30 and 11:30 and Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind at 9:00

Events on Campus
Farmhouse Art Show, 7:00-11:00
Accidentals and Exit 69 Concert, 8:00 in The Concert Hall
ETB Production: And Miss Reardon Drinks a Little written by Paul Zindel and 

directed by Drew Brisbin.  8:00 in Nourse Theatre, call x4439 for reservations.
Drag Ball, 9:00 in the Evans Dining Hall

Misc
What could be better than having two 40’s of Highlife duct-taped to your hands 

until you piss your pants?

saturday 26

sunday 27
Events on Campus
Knightengales concert, 8:00 in The Concert Hall

monday 28
Misc
Umm... class?

tuesday 1
At the Cave
Folk singer Bill Staines performs at 7:30

Events on Campus
Chamber Music Recital: 12:00 in The Concert Hall

wednesday 2
At the Cave
Coffee House 

Events on Campus
Education and Curriculum Meeting at 4:30 in Sayles 251.  Open to students, facul

ty and staff.
Tudor Silva lecture: “Globalization and Tsunami: Opportunities and Challenges

for Shapiing the Future of Sri Lanka” at 7:30 in Leighton 304

thursday 3
At the Cave
Jens Lekman with The Impossible Shapes

Events on Campus
Chamber Music Recital II: 12:00 om The Concert Hall
Jazz Ensemble Concert, 8:00 in The Concert Hall
Comps Production: Metamorphoses written by Mary Zimmerman and 

directed by Emily Meisler.  8:00 in Nourse Theatre

friday 4
Sumo
I, Robot at 6:30 and 11:30 and Blade: Trinity at 9:00

Events on Campus
End of Term Social at 5:30 at WAH House
Film Showing: Brother Outsider at 7:00 in Leighton 305
Choral Concert at 8:00 in The Chapel
Comps Production: Metamorphoses written by Mary Zimmerman and directed 

by Emily Meisler.  8:00 in Nourse Theatre

Have an event you want to make sure gets on the Carl Calendar?  Email
larsonb with the details!

saturday 5

sunday 6

tuesday 8

wednesday 9

Sumo
Blade: Trinity at 6:30 and 11:30 and I, Robot 9:00

Events on Campus
Premier of DVD Fest at 7:30 in The Concert Hall
Comps Production: Metamorphoses written by Mary Zimmerman and directed by 

Emily Meisler.  8:00 in Nourse Theatre

Events on Campus
Orchestra Concert, 3:00 in The Concert Hall

Events on Campus
ETB Production: The Government Inspector written by Nikolai Gogol and directed by 

Andrew Biliter at 8:00 in Nourse Theatre

Events on Campus
ETB Production: The Government Inspector written by Nikolai Gogol and directed by

Andrew Biliter at 8:00 in Nourse Theatre

Misc
International Women’s Day

Events on Campus
Last Day of Class!
ETB Production: The Government Inspector written by Nikolai Gogol and directed by 

Andrew Biliter at 8:00 in Nourse Theatre

[ the carl 2.25.05 ]
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monday 7

Naked Bjork. Again.
Calendar compiled by Brittany Larson.
Layout by Brittany Larson and Gracie Young.

power to captivate, to draw the viewer into each movement, to make our
eyes—and with them, our very beings—hang on an extension of the leg, a
movement of the hand, a turn of the head. The dancers onstage on Saturday
did just that, although exactly how I couldn’t tell you. I guess that’s what we
call stage presence: either you have it or you don’t, and it can’t be taught. The
best dancers not only make movement look beautiful, they make it feel beauti-
ful, too. I mean that in an absolutely honest, literal way. Even though the view-
ers are not themselves dancing, they can experience the same sort of release as
the dancers themselves do, the same feeling of losing themselves in the totali-
ty of what is being created before them and through them.

Maybe this metaphor will help. Do you remember what it felt like to turn
cartwheels in the sand at the beach when you were little?  How the sand stuck
between your toes and your dress or your shirt flipped up over your face while
you were upside-down and you fell over and landed in a giggling heap on the
beach, or if you didn’t fall over and you just kept going and going until you got
so dizzy that you, too, ended up sprawled on the shore? Do you remember
how, when you were turning those cartwheels, the calls of your mom to “Be
careful, honey!” and the fast-approaching shape of the sand castle you’d just
built and the presence of other families and their towels and umbrellas spread
out on the sand just disappeared?  How you were aware of nothing but the
breeze licking the soles of your bare feet, the wild abandon with which you
hurled yourself toward the ground, and the sheer joy you felt as you made the
world go round and round?  That, in my opinion, is what it means for move-
ment to feel beautiful. The trick to enjoying dance for the stage, then, is to allow
yourself to tap into that same kind of rapture and inner abandon you once felt,
even though now you are only vicariously turning those cartwheels. 

dance from p.11

I was whispering loudly to Sophia about Mary-Kate Olsen in
People magazine. Beth rolled over. “Now is the time,” she said,
“for you to shut up.” 

Even though it was in what Scott called “butt weather,” the
drive home was good, especially since Derek sprang for a map
at a gas station. Carl, who was driving another car at Warp 8,
was, by all accounts, actually angry when we passed him
around Rochester. I don’t know how Scott caught up to him;
my only guess is that Carl and his car were caught by a rip in
the space-time continuum at some point along the way. 

I’ll be honest: I hadn’t really been looking forward to the
trip. But I was a little sad to get out of the car when we got back
on campus. I think I actually misted up. “I’ll miss you guys,” I
said. Although we have since returned to an almost constant,
13-way torrent of sarcasm in rehearsal, it is now even more
clear to me than it was before that, despite our much remarked-
upon dysfunction, there is something behind it all that makes it
worth it. I guess we all have our moments of sentimental clari-
ty. Even me.

a capella from p.10

fan mail
Dear Carl Calendar Staff,

I would like to express my deepest appreciation for your initiative to bring
naked people back to the Carl. What is a legitimate publication without gratuitous
nudity? Most importantly I would like to thank you for your inclusion of Bjork au nat-
ural, she being the Icelandic woman of my dreams. 

With gratitude,
Dan Kuhlman 
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