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EDITORS’ NOTE

The Carl was established in 1999 as The
Carletonian’s biweekly arts and culture supplement.
It is published the Friday of second, fourth, sixth and
eighth week.

Please send all inquiries, letters-to-the-editor, care
packages, etc. to:

The Carl / Carletonian Office
Sayles 210
300 North College Street
Northfield, MN 55057

CARLMAGAZINE.COM

Carleton is a place of strange coincidence. Take me for instance:
anytime I walk into Laird, I instantly need to pee. Can’t help it!
Happenstance struck this week in the Carl office as well. We didn’t plan
for it, but this turned out to be our most risqué issue of the year. Matt
Pieh has currated the first-ever Carl swimsuit spectacular, a true labor
of love. Flipping through this issue, you’ll see staff writers and editors
striking a pose in near-freezing temperatures. And over in the feature,
Tom Fry talks to members of the Carleton community about their opin-
ions on -and personal histories with- pornography. Plus, J. Woodcock
Strong! It’s all very tasteful, of course, in the way things you have to go
out of your way to insist are tasteful usually are.

There are even coincidences throughout the issue totally unrelated
to doin’ it or seein’ butts. We’re ambivalent about the Watchmen movie
in Arts & Lit and The Countdown. Countdown editors Max Bearak and
Frank Firke also reveal perhaps the greatest coincidence of all: the
unspoken link between Jay-Z, Kanye West, and Whoa! hip-hop dance
troupe!

- Greg Hunter, on behalf of the Executive Editors



We can all agree that Carleton can be a stressful place—admissions practi-
cally says so in the brochures. Yet there is something that gets us through the
never-ending readings, the papers, and the awkward interactions with that one
kid on the floor: the weekend. Friday and Saturday provide a time of mental (and
physical) relief that allow us to make it through the term. For an upperclassman,
these may be nights of relaxing with friends or unwinding at parties, a chance
for a few easy days here at school. For frosh, however, weekend fun takes a
whole lot of work. For these younger Carls, the most important part of the week-
end is figuring out what there is to do on the weekend. Plans may start forming
as early as Monday and will continue to be hashed out until Friday rolls around.
They search for Facebook events, they talk to upperclassmen or more party-going
frosh (easily spotted in their neon-colored clothes)—they do anything it takes to
secure a solid Friday and Saturday night. There’s nothing worse for a frosh than
waking up on Sunday morning with the horrible realization that he/she missed
all the lukewarm, crappy beverages and potential flirting this weekend had to
offer. If you have moved past this point in your college career, be glad you
already know what you’re doing this weekend, and (unless you want your party
to triple in size) don’t tell the frosh.

TH
E
C
A
R
L
|D
O
O
R
M
A
T
|FE

B
2
7
,
2
0
0
9

3

1. Peat Moss
2. Post Higgin-Houser
3. Firefox Safari
4. Queef-Queef
5. Pirate Quake

“Rub lotion on its back and
knead it with my thumbs”

- Grant Lindsley ‘11

THE PHOTO POLL

How are you
going to

stimulate the
economy?

“If I buy diamonds, it will
create jobs.”

-Annelise Lawson ‘09

- Stephanie Moberg ‘10

“Furthering the drug trade. I
like to do what I can.”
- Emily Edmond ‘11

“Underwear. I’m buying lots of
underwear”

-Eric Williams ‘11

THE SCHILLOMETER

Spring Awakening

Mickey Rourke: Oscar-less and
Chihuahua-less

The Academy Awards Meet
Broadway?

Economic Stimulus Plan

Michael Cera Finally Caves

THE TOP FIVE

Future Carleton Bands with
Names Worse than Duck Bus

Stuff Freshmen Like
BY LILY SCHIEBER

#47: Weekend Plans



4

TH
E

C
A

R
L

|D
O

O
R

M
A
T

|F
E

B
2

7
,

2
0

0
9

The Carl Swimsuit Edition
Just in time for spring break, The Carl staff strips down and enjoys the last brutally cold days Winter has to offer. Modeled by
Kelly O’Brien, Beatrice White, Max Bearak, Frank Firke, Lilly Schieber, Andrew Tatge, Stephen Gee, Tom Fry, Kyle Kramer,
Greg Hunter and Matt Pieh.
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The Carl staff takes on some townies in broomball. Behind the scenes at the photo shoot.

The Countdown editors leapfrog
over sticks and stones.

The Doormat editors celebrate the
great outdoors.



Let me set one thing straight. I am not, nor
have I ever been, a fan of Alex Rodriguez. In fact,
without him, my boy Albert Pujols wouldn’t have
come in second in the Most Valuable Player vot-
ing three times. The Cardinals slugger would have
5 MVPs, and very few things would make me hap-
pier than that. That said, the revelation of
Rodriguez’s positive steroid test six years ago vio-
lated both confidentiality agreements and the
Fourth Amendment.

According to the United States constitution,
Rodriguez had the right to be secure “against
unreasonable searches and seizures.” Ken
Davidoff of Newsday hit the nail on the head when
he said, “No matter how much you despise him,
A-Rod is as much a victim as a wrongdoer in this
ugly saga.” Whatever level of embarrassment A-
Rod feels today, the U.S. government should be
20 times more ashamed.

Back in November 2003, while debating
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BY J. WOODCOCK STRONG

CCoossmmeettiicc
GGyynneeccoollooggyy

While my other tips to spice up a sex life are
important, sometimes there’s something needed
beyond just sex toys and role-playing. The
renowned Beverly Hills gynecologist David
Matlock, MD, MBA, FACOG has introduced just
what you need: The G-Shot®, or G-Spot
Amplification®, a patent pending technique to
enhance the Grafenberg Spot with a bioengi-
neered human collagen product.

How does it work, you ask? Well, first the
patient is given a local anesthetic, and then an
eight-inch needle is put inside of you and this col-
lagen product is injected into the G-spot. It only
takes about 8 seconds, so you can get it on the
go, even during your lunch break.

And what does the injection do? Well, it takes
your pea-sized G-spot, raises it a half-inch, and
increases its sensitivity. A Q&A on a site endors-
ing the G-Spot Amplication can answer any of the
rest of your questions, like this one:

“Does the G-Shot® help you to become in
tune with your G-Spot? The G-Shot® can help you
become in tune to your G-Spot.”

Highly informative!

According to other sources, increased sensi-
tivity in the G-spot can lead to intense vaginal
orgasms and a thicker ejaculate in females.

A Huffington Post article details the experi-
ence of Caroline Cushworth’s experience with the
G-Shot. Entitled “I had my G-shot and YES, YES,
YES, my sex life has never been better,” the story
follows Cushworth through her transformation
from a woman who did not believe in the G-spot
to a woman who “had constant multiple orgasms
which went on for hours.”

She goes on to explain the experience in
detail: “that first time, the whole thing was so
intense I was actually a bit scared. I was so over-
come, but thankfully the intensity is something
I've got used to. I still have multiple orgasms
every time I have sex, but they no longer leave me
flat on my back.”

I’m glad that Caroline’s no longer left flat on
her back. However, the G-shot does come with
some risks. They include bleeding, infections, and
allergic reactions, and not all women experience a
benefit. Additionally, it costs $1850 per injec-
tion, and lasts only four months. Buyer beware!

Unsolicited Opinion of the Week

A-Travesty: 
Who’s Really at Fault in
the Alex Rodriguez Saga

whether or not to implement a full-scale drug-
testing policy, the MLB tested all of its 1,438
players for steroids. While the tests were manda-
tory, the players were guaranteed both anonymity
and immunity from any sort of punishment. The
league only wanted to know how many of its play-
ers were juiced and the results were to be
destroyed immediately after the numbers were
calculated. Ummm, oops…

If the league was supposed to destroy the test
results, how did federal agents get their hands on
the names? How corrupt or incompetent are these
investigators if they cannot keep highly controver-
sial, confidential information from the public?
Finally, why was A-Rod’s name the only one
leaked? There were 103 other players who tested
positive and remain anonymous. It is not up to us
to decide whose reputation we destroy.

Rodriguez is a cheater, not a violent criminal;
a steroid user harms nobody but himself. Sure, he
hurts the integrity of Major League Baseball. But
that is MLB’s problem, not the government’s, and
the league didn’t take action against steroids
until after A-Rod’s positive test.

All of Rodriguez’s lies and missteps at this
point are embarrassing and unprofessional; he
should certainly be criticized for them. The fact
remains though, that he should never have been
forced to confront the issue of his steroid use.  A-
Rod’s steroid use is not all that surprising. The
real scandal is not his behavior, but the leak that
exposed it.

BY JORDAN NARVEY
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The Grades Are In... Carl Social Life Has Improved Its Standing
BY SASHA KOROBOVA

The term is winding down. Yes, it’s been an entire term without a major assessment of the Carleton party scene. For those of you who were off campus
in the fall – let me tell you, the night life, or lack thereof was a constant subject of discussion both on and off the Carl pages. So, as we draw towards
finals, a time when all our hard and mediocre efforts to impress professors are evaluated, I thought that our social efforts should be assessed as well.
As for a ballpark figure, I’d guess that the Carleton social GPA for last term was somewhere around a 2.2. This term it went up to a 3.4. What changed?

Quantity of Parties

Last term: C -
This term: B+
At least in my opinion, the number of parties has
increased exponentially since last term. Maybe
it’s all the abroaders who came back and brought
some of their night-life spirit with them, maybe
the cold weather has rendered us incapable of
staying warm without alcohol, or maybe we actu-
ally decided that social life is, well, fun, but the
number of parties between last term and this
term has undoubtedly increased. There were sev-
eral weekends during which, gasp, there was
more than one thing going on. In fact, at times
there were as many as 3 or 4 things to do in one
night – something that would have been unheard
of last term.

Distribution of Events

Last term: N/A (Comments: in terms of pure dis-
tribution I’d give the term an A+, there really
wasn’t anything going on at all. But if we qualify
the distribution with “night life” it’d probably
bring down the grade to a D or F)
This term: B-
Despite the fact that the number of parties was
abundant, their distribution was uneven to say
the least. The nights that the campus didn’t feel
like the Red Light District, it felt like a rural town
in Idaho. It was as if the hosts of the parties
would hear about other parties and decide to
schedule theirs on the same night… Maybe the
school has engaged in a giant popularity contest.
Or perhaps the entire campus has gotten on the
same schedule, and everyone always wants to go
out on the same night. Regardless, the best word
I can come with to describe the distribution is
clumpy.

Variety of Events and Themes

Last Term: B
This Term: A-
I have to say that the variety of party types and
themes has grown considerably since last term.
There have been basic themes, “CEO’s and ho’s”
etc, musical gatherings at the Cave and Farm
House, Con Carne performances at the townhous-
es, large birthday parties, progressives ending in
parties, and of course the Warehouse is back.
But the parties that I have found to be most
exciting are ones in which the hosts plans some-
thing a little different. When it comes to themes,
the following trends can be observed – the
stranger the theme the more likely we will actu-
ally get into them. In fact, any party in which
really capitalizes on some sort of “unique” con-
cept draws attention – and for night life, that’s
really all you need.

Quality of Events

Last Term: C
This Term: B+
Overall, most of the parties that I have been to
this term have somehow been better than the
ones I went to last term. What makes one party
work better than another? When I thought about
it, I can really pin it down to a couple of things –
lighting and music. Unless you are having a pri-
vate party, i.e. you only invite people you are
actually friends with, setting out a keg and play-
ing music out of computer speakers in a huge
room just creates mingling. When you gather a
bunch of strangers, and people are feeling a lit-
tle bit awkward, the way to break the ice is to
crank up the music, and turn off most the lights.
As long as you leave a lit-up space where you
plant the alcohol somewhere on the side, people
will be able to both mingle and dance. This way,
the hosts give their invitees options. The parties
that have done this have been quite successful.
And since last term, the number of such parties
has surged.

Advertisement of Events

Last Term: C
This Term: A
I’m not even really sure what anyone did last
term. Was everyone cooped up watching
“Scrubs” with their roommates? Whatever people
were doing, they weren’t very public about it.
This term the Carleton community has really
turned around. Advertising has improved consid-
erably – in fact, people have gotten to the
extreme of putting up parties on Facebook.
Everyone knows that doing this is asking for a ton
of randos to show up. To the hosts who are will-
ing to do this – power to ya, you guys are defi-
nitely bringing the night life vibe back. Despite
this, the email invite is still my personal favorite.
There is something more exciting about getting
an email invite to a gathering, even if your name
is the last on the list, or you are one of 200 invi-
tees. Regardless, Carleton marketing skills are
improving.
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In the dead of a crisp winter afternoon, Gabe
Loeb entered the inner sanctum of President Rob
Oden’s office. It is commonly thought that stoners
are lazy. But Loeb, hero of the day, had a quiet
stealth and unseemly courage as he squared his
shoulders and chanced through the doors to con-
front the President himself.

Wars between weed and alcohol have long col-
ored the landscapes of science and pop culture.
But Gabe Loeb, president of Carleton’s chapter of
the National Organization for the Reform of
Marijuana Laws (NORML) insists, “There’s a lot of
research that supports that alcohol is a lot worse
than weed, but Carleton cracks down much
stronger on students caught stoned than those
caught drunk.”

The Carl: So how exactly do The Powers That Be
crack down on stoners?

Gabe Loeb: Well, they take away your bowl and
weed. And pull you aside for a lecture to tell you
that if you have to do it- do it in the Arb.

C: But Carleton’s weed policy doesn’t seem too
harsh…what exactly did you have in mind when
you went to talk to Oden?

GL: There is a large discrepancy between policy
and practice regarding Marijuana on campus. I
thought it would be good to talk about it and clar-
ify some things. Also, medicinal marijuana is legal
in a lot of states. If a student at Carlton has a pre-
scription for marijuana, how is he supposed to
smoke it? In the Arb at -30?

C: How did Oden react to this?

GL: No student has ever approached him with a
marijuana prescription.

C: What made you get so involved as an activist
for NORML?

GL: I had a pretty bad experience last year - my
roommate was a dealer on campus. He was caught
by Security, our room was searched and class
deans interrogated everyone involved in the affair.
Even being on the periphery of this scam was one
of the most nerve-wrecking experiences I’ve faced

at Carleton. After that, I became more active in
NORML and I like how we’ve started spreading
social awareness on campus about the marijuana
policy by spreading the word and selling brownies.

C: What is the current project you guys at NORML
are working on?

GL: Right now, there is a bill in the Minnesota
Senate that deals with legalizing marijuana for
medicinal purposes. Marijuana is already legal in
13 American states so we’ve been calling our rep-
resentatives to pressure them to pass this bill.
Marijuana is extremely beneficial for glaucoma,
cancer and other painful diseases. We should all
be socially aware of its benefits and put collective
force on our representatives to legalize medicinal
marijuana.

Gabe Loeb of NORML:
A fighter for that crucial herb

BY ANUSHKA PATEL
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GenerationPorn
As the first generation raised with easy and plentiful access to

pornorgraphy through the Internet, researchers have studied

the ways that young adults today have been shaped by smut.

But with a greater wealth of statistics than ever, most students

(and adults) still treat the subject as a taboo. What we have

missed by not talking are the stories, anecdotes, and reflec-

tions on growing up surrounded by more porn than ever before.

Here are a few of them.

BY TOM FRY

Note: The interviews given for this piece were given anonymously. All names
have been changed.

s late teens and twentysomethings, the current student population
at Carleton represents a unique generation of American youths: we
started to hit puberty at about the same time that internet pornog-
raphy did. After spending most of recorded history as the soft white

underbelly of human creative development, porn had finally found its way
into the mainstream thanks to that erstwhile-champion of cultural and eco-
nomic growth. As the internet and its burgeoning porn industry became
ubiquitous, we saw ourselves reported on TV as the first children to have
wide and relatively easy access to what news reporters of the late 90’s pre-
ferred to call “smut.” Hands were wrung, parental filters installed, and the
implicit message that porn was bad trickled down to another generation of
children everywhere.

As a 10- or 11-year old, I remember all this a little hazily, not just
because I was a pre-teen, but also because of the fact that very few details
about the nature of the threat that porn supposedly posed ever made their
way back to me. This “smut” that I heard so much about on television
remained a complete mystery to me. Of course, I knew what porn was in the
most general sense—we all, I think, remember that feeling in our pre-pubes-
cent guts that men and women were doing things behind closed doors that
we hadn’t been told about—but that knowledge was confined to the abstract:
porn was about sex, and I had absolutely no business with either.

And then I actually saw some. I was 12, and with the house to myself, I
mustered up the courage to search for the word “sex.” I had gotten this far
several times and turned back. Something about the links that it yielded,
with their tasteless use of caps lock, the letter x, and a cryptic misspelling
of the word “come” always caused me to turn back. This time, though, I
clicked one.

Everyone knows porn when they see it; I was no exception. There! A
penis! An erect penis is going into a vagina! That’s it! That’s sex! That’s a
picture of sex! That is porn! I was Indiana Jones at the opening of the Arc
of the Covenant—no, I was more like one of the Nazis. I was half-ready for
my face to start melting off, but that mattered little to me. I was mesmer-
ized. Then I heard the garage door opening for my mother, and instinctually
unplugged the computer, erasing the unsaved English essay I had just fin-
ished.

Very few people have ever heard that story, and very few people have ever
told me a similar one, at least until recently. Though porn has, for a long
time, been a part of our natural habitat, we still rarely talk about it outside
of the abstract. Studies and articles on pornography and sexuality, for all
their ability to inform us about the rate of unwanted exposure to porn among

youth (1 in 3), or the size of the porn industry in dollars (it’s hard to know
for sure, but it’s in the billions), rarely delve into the personal questions of
what porn means to individuals, how it’s affected them, and how they navi-
gate a culture that’s bursting at the seams with the stuff.

With these questions in mind, I set out into the Carleton community to
talk to students, faculty and staff about the role the porn has played in their
lives. While the answers I found can’t claim to be indicative of any larger
trends, they tell a collective story of kids making their way through adoles-
cence and the morass of sexual imagery in American culture, and coming out
the other side much better off than the adults who oversaw our sex-saturat-
ed formative years thought we might. They also tell a story of a culture that
still has a long way to go in learning to deal with its own rapidly shifting con-
ceptions of sexuality.

up. That’s the one.” Mark waves his mouse over a photo of model
Daniela Pestova from the 1997 Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Issue, a
photo he claims is the first he ever masturbated to. Now a self-pro-
fessed pornophile, Mark says it took him years to get comfortable

with viewing porn, and even longer to get comfortable with sex. “I don’t ever
remember becoming comfortable talking about porn or sex. I am now, but I
don’t really know when that happened. It definitely wasn’t in high school.”
This is, perhaps, reflected in the fact that Mike acquired that storied photo
illegally. “It was in 6th grade. I was at Wal-Mart with my mom, and I stole
this Sports Illustrated calendar. I don’t know how I got it out of the store.”

Mark’s first encounter with hardcore porn was more harrowing. “I
remember in 5th grade, I went to what was probably Yahoo! at the time, and
typed in ‘sex,’ which, of course, triggered a cascade of links to porn sites. I
was terrified, and closed the window immediately.” Mark attributes his reac-
tion to his not being ready for such strong sexual imagery, saying that he
later worked his way up to hardcore porn “in stages.” Even after he’d found
his footing in the porn world, though, Mark says he felt guilty about his view-
ing habits. “I had really large amounts of guilt about it. I don’t think it was
directed at porn, more at the idea of sexuality. I thought it was a very evil
thing, sex. I didn’t admit to liking girls until 8th grade, even though I was
clearly interested since 11 or 12. I thought it was a taboo that one didn’t
mention in polite society. Sex was embarrassing. You were supposed to pre-
tend that it didn’t exist.”

Julie likewise remembers her family’s tacit ignorance of sex’s existence.
“I barely got the sex talk,” she says, “I remember my mother telling me that
The Red Violin was an amazing film, but that she’d have to fast forward
through some parts. I think I was fifteen at the time…. The first time I saw
porn, I was at my grandmother’s house. She had just gotten a huge cable
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le package. I was 8, maybe 9. I was flipping through the channels, and came
upon the largest breasts I had ever seen. I thought it was a parody, like a
skit, or something. I stayed on the channel for too long, because I was so
confused by what I was seeing, and my grandmother came into the room
before I could change the channel. She mumbled something, but I’m not
sure if it was directed at me or not. We never talked about it, so I’m not real-
ly sure if she noticed or not.”

As someone who didn’t naturally gravitate toward porn, Julie’s later porn
experiences were mostly impositions. “In high school, my guy friends start-

ed showing me videos, like ‘look how crazy this is! His balls are in her butt!’
I didn’t realize that porn was that accessible until it was shown to me.” She
feels that her story is similar to a lot of girls’, “I feel like girls often get
exposed to porn after boys, and usually when boys show it to them.” Rather
than feelings of guilt, Julie’s early experiences were characterized by abhor-
rence. “I remember being disgusted.”

Given the communality and passivity of Julie’s relationship with porn,
it’s easy to understand the absence of the kind of guilt that Mark describes.
Since porn wasn’t a part of her conscious exploration of sex, guilt wasn’t
really part of the equation. However, she says that, like Mark, she has
become more comfortable with porn—and with using porn for pleasure—as
she’s gotten older. “I think I’ve been overexposed,” she says jokingly, before
confessing that, without her boyfriend, “I guess I’d probably watch more
porn on my own.”

Sam’s story essentially splits the difference between Mark and Julie’s.
The first times he saw porn were with friends, but he also actively sought
porn out himself. He remembers a sense of mischief and curiosity sur-
rounding those early forays, when he and his friends were 11 or 12.
“Basically, we were wondering, ‘what is this? Is it as bad as they say it is?’
It was exciting to see something so guarded. It was ‘cool’ and ‘dangerous,’
probably because it was one of the first social taboos that we could really
cross and mess with. It was a very nerve-racking experience,” he says.
“There was a lot of giggling, but also a lot of guilt.”

For Sam, though, this guilt stemmed more from the rules he was break-
ing than from his repressed sexual excitement. Feeling like he’d missed the
point of straight porn, Sam started exploring gay porn on his own. “[The first
time I watched gay porn], I remember thinking ‘this is exciting. This isn’t
just a scientific study of what’s on the internet, what pornography is.”

Though he doubts that pornography played an essential role in the develop-
ment of his sexual identity, he acknowledges that watching porn was “one of
the early steps” in realizing that he was gay.

pproaching Carleton faculty and staff with the same questions I
posed to students proved to be a slightly touchier affair. I’m not
afraid to admit, as someone who’d like to consider himself com-
fortable with sex talk, that I played a part in that. Questions that I

had no problem asking frankly of students became, in the presence my adult

interviewees, obtuse hypotheticals, wrapped in enough distancing terminol-
ogy to make it clear that they need not be answering questions about them-
selves. What ended up striking me about these interviews, though, was not
the generational gap that the slight tension in the air indicated, but that the
candid answers I received pointed more toward the common experience of
all adolescents than they did toward a difference in experience.

“It was before the internet, which ages me,” says Mary, a full-time
employee at the Gender and Sexuality Center. “I remember going to my
friend’s house, and her dad had some porn, and I remember being surprised
by it, bewildered by it. Most of my experience with porn came later, through
academia.” When asked how she filled in the gaps that porn fills for kids
today, Mary cites “older kids, mostly. And cable, though that was very lim-
ited, especially then.”

“I think [sex] was more mysterious when I was growing up,” she says
when asked how growing up without porn may have differed from growing up
with it. “I wonder what’s left as mystery. Are kids going to be disappointed
with sex because it’s not what they expect, after being exposed to porn so
early?”

As someone who works with Carleton students to help them explore their
sexual identities, Mary sees the potential in porn to be both damaging and
educational. “I think it sends mixed messages about sexuality, and what a
sexual relationship is like, and about body image. I think when you’re young,
you don’t have any context. You don’t know that it’s fantasy. That said, I do
think porn can be a form of sex education. I can help people figure out what
they’re into; what they like; what turns them on.”

Charles, a professor at Carleton and father of a 5-year old son, says that
he and his friends, like Sam and his, were excited by the taboo-breaking
powers of porn. “It was a way for males to get excited—basically it was excit-

A



ing because we knew it wasn’t supposed to happen. We saw things we
weren’t supposed to see. It also, though I’m sure none of us wanted to admit
it, had an educational value. I’m not saying it was a useful education, but
sex was something that none of us knew much about, and this was a way to
find out more. Again, none of us would have articulated that at the time.”

Charles, like Mary, says that porn was nowhere near as accessible in his
day as in ours, saying that “I certainly didn’t see any before high school.”
When asked about the difference he thought that made, Charles thought and
spoke at length. “It’s hard for me to tell, because I’m not an expert. I think
changing attitudes towards sex are not something I can track very well.
Broadly, I’d guess that it’s having an effect, and for the most part, it’s not
a good one. I think I would put my concerns about pornography in the same
way I’d put my concerns about kids being exposed to violence in media. The
thing I come back to in all these cases is that pornography is a fantasy about
sex without consequences. Violent movies and videogames are fantasies of
violence without consequences. The people in them can commit these acts
without feeling any of the repercussions of the act. I’m not talking about get-
ting pregnant. I don’t think porn will cause 12-year olds to impregnate each
other. I’m talking about the idea that sex has no emotional consequences for
the people who engage in it. To me, the difference between an Arnold
Schwarzenegger movie and a great epic poem is that Homer shows you what
happens to people who are killed, what happens to the victims and their
families. Porn can have the same effects, I think, though they’re not as obvi-
ous or as bad. It sends the message that you can have sex and not feel any
emotional repercussions. By the time you’re an adult, you realize that that’s
not true, but that’s a tough lesson for 12-year olds to learn.”

Interestingly, in their summations of archetypical “adult” views, Mary
and Charles echo many of the ideas expressed by students. “Pornography is
such a fantasy world,” Mark says. “I think that there are a lot of problems
to consider when you’re making the leap from pornography to real life.” Julie
says that porn “definitely raises expectations for people for what’s supposed
to happen in a sexual encounter,” and that it “enforces stereotypes that are

harmful to girls.” Sam says that, since his youthful fascination has worn off,
“it’s easier to see what’s wrong with porn. It makes sexuality and sex a lot
less complicated than it should be. It makes sex seem easy, both emotion-
ally and physically. There are very sex-positive porn outlets, but for the most
part it’s heavily stereotyped.”

Another point of agreement between generations that I discovered in my
interviews regarded parenting: no one wants to talk to their kids, real or
imagined, about porn. “See, this is the reason I don’t want kids,” Mark says.
“I have no clue how I’d deal with it. It’ll be just as awkward for me as it’ll
be for them. You can be very open, as a family, to sex, but being progressive
about sex education is a lot easier to talk about than dealing with porn,
because porn is so concrete.”

“I think I’d just give them the sex talk,” says Julie. “Porn, they can fig-
ure porn out on their own. There are things that kids just need to figure out
on their own.” Mary and Charles both answered in a similar vein, Mary says
that she “wouldn’t have the slightest idea how to deal with teenagers.
Charles, though he has something of an idea of how he’d approach the sub-
ject, admits that “It’s going to be uncomfortable, right? Because it gets way
past the birds and the bees to what it feels like for adults to have sex, which
is much more difficult to talk about.”

Though I was reassured by the apparent universality of thought on sex
and pornography that my interviews revealed, I was also a bit troubled, espe-
cially given that, though they seem to think in much the same way, different
generations seem mostly inept at talking to each other about these issues,
or at least afraid to. That bit of trouble has stuck with me, not so much
because of the obvious and universal truth that it restates, but because it
suggests that we are going to have just as hard a time navigating sex and
porn with our children as our parents did with us. There will be newer, more
confusing complications in our children’s sexual growth to explore, and, at
least when it comes to porn, we might not know what to say. Also like our
parents, though, many of us will likely end up having kids anyway, and if
we’re any indication, they’ll beat the odds we stack against them, and turn
out fine.
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Two Ramen Noodle Recipes
BY BEATRICE WHITE

Fancy Ramen
Ingredients:

Instructions:
Prepare Ramen according to the directions on the packet. In bowl,
whisk egg and Sriracha. When the noodles are almost cooked, pour egg
over Ramen and allow to cook. Wash bowl. Pour cooked Ramen over
vegetables and allow to sit 2-3 minutes until vegetables soften. Top
with sesame oil. Serve hot.

Ramen Coleslaw Salad

Ingredients:

Instructions:
Combine dressing ingredients in a jar and shake thoroughly to mix.
Pour over coleslaw mix, almonds, toasted sesame seeds and scal-
lions. Toss to combine. Cover with saran wrap and chill. Shortly
before serving, mix in the smashed Ramen noodles (uncooked).
Serve cold.
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Cheesy Spinach and Boca Macaroni Bake
BY GREG HUNTER

Ingredients:
8 ounces, shell noodles
1 1/2 cups, milk
2 tbl, butter
3 tbl, flour
½ tbl black pepper
½ tbl garlic powder
½ tbl oregano
8 ounces, leaf spinach
1 cup, vegetarian ground beef substitute
½ diced onion
2 cups, mozzarella cheese

Instructions:
1. Preheat oven to 350 degrees.
2. Heat water to boil in a medium-sized pot. Add shell noodles.
3. In a larger pot, mix milk, butter and flour. Begin to heat on low.
Once mixed, add seasoning.
4. Add spinach, onion and beef substitute to mixture. Allow spinach
to soften and cook down.
5. Add cooked noodles and mozzarella cheese to mixture and stir
thoroughly. (For a more flavorful bake, also include cheddar, Colby
or Monterey jack cheeses at your discretion.)
6. Scoop entire mixture into a large pan and place in oven for 15-
20 minutes.

Dressing:
3 tbl sugar
3 tbl white vinegar
½ tsp salt
½ tsp pepper
flavor packet (chicken)

½ cup vegetable oil
1 bag coleslaw mix
½ cup toasted almonds
2 tbl toasted sesame
smashed Ramen (uncooked)
chopped scallions

1 packet Ramen
1 large egg
1 tsp Sriracha

1 green onion, chopped
½ carrot, chopped
2 tsp sesame oil
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A Revolutionary
Production
BY NOAH SAPSE

Though it is madness, there be a method to it.
The Revolution embodies this idiom unlike any-
thing I have ever seen. A project born from the
minds of some of the campus' top improvisors,
The Revolution would at first glance appear to an
uninformed party to be another Cujokra spinoff.
However, the project, in its production, philoso-
phy, and execution, proves to be something enter-
tainingly original.

A project of ideas, The Revolution began sim-
ply as lists. The players generated lists of adjec-
tives, nouns, and ideas that would be part of
something they would like to see on stage. Ideas
which then worked themselves into scenarios and
characters. Upwards of sixty unique characters
were created, eventually whittled down to about
eight who would see the bright lights of the stage.

From the primordial surfeit of ideas emerged
the strongest, and through truly creative direction
those ideas and characters have been woven into
what promises to be a cohesive, intriguing, and
extremely funny play. Each character created
exists unto themselves, and from what I saw each
is, on their own, entirely watchable. The
Revolution comes into being, as the directors
explained, through the collisions of these individ-
uals. What happens when two unique, different,
attention-drawing characters who could easily
stand on their own end up in the same room?
Apparently, The Revolution.

The Revolution is hard to put a finger on. It's
conceptually experimental, while staying close
enough to home to be recognizable. It's hard to
tell exactly what it will be, but I'll say things; it
will be original, and it will be hilarious.

The Carleton Players’ production of The House
of the Seven Gables started out much like
Nathaniel Hawthorne’s book—a lot of flowery
words slung together to form a history spanning
two centuries, all bundled into about fifteen
pages. Only this time
around, it was fifteen min-
utes, and it took a lot less
effort to enjoy. Maybe it
was the memories it
brought back of high
school book reports—and
my now shockingly subpar
portrayal of Hepzibah—,
but sitting in the unique
atmosphere of Arena
Theater, I was drawn in
from the moment the play
started.

The set was rather
sparse, but in an interest-
ing, refined way appropri-
ate for Arena and the content of the play. A sim-
ple wooden structure—the house minus its
gables—loomed at one end, while a shop counter,
a garden bench and chairs, a harpsichord and a
small table provided the rest of scenery. Tree
branches hung above and around the stage, a
touch of understatement at its finest à la Mr. Tony
Award-Winning Set Designer.

After the five actors had risen from their seats
in the audience to fill us in on the eventful histo-
ry of the Pyncheon family of Salem, Mass., they
soundly transitioned into a handful of the play’s
eleven characters. They would venture into the
audience a few more times throughout the night,
once into an attic and later onto a train, interac-
tively utilizing the features of the venue. The per-
formances were all remarkable, especially consid-
ering the fact that each cast member played at
least two roles on top of narrating Hawthorne-
style, for the author’s epic prose was definitely
not lost in Barbara Field’s adaptation.

Bits of appropriate humor gave the some-
times-dragging novel (this is from the guy who
brought us The Scarlet Letter, after all) new life
while staying true to its best Romantic Era quali-
ties and recognizable style.

Constant narration by the cast, usually as
neutral storytellers but occasionally showing bias
toward their own characters, rarely seemed exces-
sive, and Field acknowledged the times it might
by adding a touch of modern sarcasm or asking

the audience to “stay
patient friends, just a
little more history.”

My favorite scene
came fresh off of
intermission, with
young, pretty Phoebe
and that “wild
reformer” Holgrave
sitting in the garden
as Holgrave made her
daguerreotype. The
playful dialogue
boosted the chem-
istry between the
actors, and I couldn’t
help but rediscover

my partiality toward Holgrave’s character. I mean,
he makes pictures out of sunshine.

As Holgrave entertained Phoebe with a
Pyncheon family story of cunning and control,
Hiram Titus’ original piano music set a suspense-
ful, creepy tone that the actors’ clear masks and
Alice’s gliding hypnosis completed. The creepi-
ness kept on coming at the end of the show with
the death of a certain someone not to be men-
tioned here. All I can say is that it must have
taken a lot of bottles of ketchup.

But it wasn’t the graphic death scene or
creepy moments that made Seven Gables. It was
the lightness and the heart that surrounded the
gloomy bits—the Phoebe-ness, if you will. The
actors were obviously enjoying themselves, and
their enthusiasm was infectious. Even when the
subject matter was bleak, which was by no means
a majority of the time, the characters were absorb-
ing and, dare I say, uplifting.

Ultimately, the Pyncheons’ history may have
been filled with mysterious tragedy, but as
Phoebe cheered Hepzibah, so the play cheered
me. How sweet.

World Premiere of The House of
the Seven Gables at Arena
Theater
BY EMILY JO HARTLEY
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Exquisite corpse is a Surrealist technique that
involves several people contributing to one piece
of art or writing without being able to see what the
others are doing. The current exhibit in Boliou,
Exquisite Our Family: An Exploration-Creation of
What it Means to be a Family, capitalizes on this
concept. Put together by fifth-year interns Dylan
Welch and Rafa Estrella, this show is a compila-
tion of pieces made by various members of the
Northfield community.

According to art history major Johanna Levy
‘10, the show deals with “how people conceive
relationships and think about family.” Dylan and
Rafa expand on this idea in their mission state-
ment when they say: “Particularly in light of the
recent elections and continuing globalization,
Americans have been challenged daily to redefine
and question difficult issues of identity and fami-
ly. Our hope is that the juxtaposition of many dif-
ferent visions of family members invites a cre-
ative, inclusive and optimistic exploration of how
we define family, both individually and as a cul-
ture.” The exhibit attempts to fuse the idea of
family based on the experiences of a diverse com-
munity. This idea is especially relevant in the con-
text of the fact that it was mostly put together by
students who frequent Boliou, who are, in a
sense, a family, that is part of a larger Carleton
family, that is in turn part of the Northfield fami-
ly.

The show consists of several “people” por-
traits, each of which is composed of three parts:
the head, the body, and the legs. Each of the

three parts is removable, and each was made by a
different artist. The tree components of each por-
trait do not necessarily match; in fact, most do
not. Many of the portraits have several options for
the heads, bodies, and legs, giving the pieces a
flip-book effect. Furthermore, all the pieces are
done in different media: pen, colored pencil,
charcoal, paint, photography, magazine cutouts,
and other mixed media. But what makes the con-
cept work is that despite the apparent differences
among the parts is that they all make up one
whole–-one portrait. Thus, the portraits mirror the
concept of the exhibit on two levels: it brings all
of the contributing artists of each piece together
into a sort of family, while at the same time get-
ting at the fact that even disjointed parts can
make up one whole, just like diverse individuals
can still make up one family.

To me, the most exciting part of the exhibit is
its interactive component. Each passerby is invit-
ed to contribute a new part to any of the portraits.
Any visitor may simply draw a top, middle, or bot-
tom portion and hang it up. In fact, this is pre-
cisely what happened at the opening reception:
everyone participated in putting up the display.
Thus, the show is continuous, constantly chang-
ing as the viewers pass and add their own work to
the portraits. Like the Northfield community, or
family, it is fluid and diverse.

So if you’re feeling homesick, artistic, or just
curious, coming by Boliou and experiencing this
exhibit may be just what you need.

An Exquisite
Family
Portrait

One of the Portraits
Photo by R. Estrella

At the Opening Reception
Photo by R. Estrella

BY SASHA KOROBOVA
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After the first trailer for the Watchmen movie
was released, there was a span of weeks when it
seemed like I saw people reading the Watchmen
paperback everywhere I went. Many of these peo-
ple were presumably not regular comics readers,
and while the trailer was probably the reason they
checked it out, the continued interest in
Watchmen also suggests one of writer Alan Moore
and artist Dave Gibbon’s greatest accomplish-
ments: they produced a commentary on decades
of superhero storytelling that still registers with
people uninitiated and uninvested in the genre.
Watchmen is part murder mystery, part tragedy,
part character study, and suited to regular and
irregular comic readers alike.

Subversions of the superhero genre are practi-
cally a genre themselves now, if Will Smith’s turn
as a flying bum in Hancock is any indication. But
while deconstructive superhero fare may not be as
new to audiences as it was in 1986, when D.C.
Comics first published Watchmen in twelve
issues, few writers since have examined mask-
and-cape storytelling with Moore’s thoroughness
and craft. Moore is one of a group of English writ-
ers who brought a postmodern sensibility to main-
stream comics in the 1980s. (Neil Gaiman, the
author of the classic Sandman who’s behind the
new film Coraline, is another.) Gibbons, also
English, worked closely with Moore on character
design and layout, and his detailed artwork makes
re-reading Watchmen the joy that it is.

Moore’s story takes place in an alternate

1985. Richard Nixon is still president, and scien-
tist-turned-superhuman Doctor Manhattan has
given the U.S. Cold War dominance. Costumed
vigilantism has been outlawed (a concept unsub-
tly borrowed by 2004’s The Incredibles). Moore
follows the interlocking lives of several charac-
ters, including Manhattan, who is detaching from
humanity; Nite Owl, a gadget-based crimefighter
who feels purposeless after his forced retirement;
and the violent, unstable Rorschach, who has
refused to quit. Watchmen begins as Rorschach
investigates the murder of the Comedian, a vigi-
lante turned government thug.

Although Watchmen takes place in an alter-
nate timeline, Moore makes overtures toward real-
ism that most superhero writers don’t. The world
of his story is, a sense, an argument; he suggests
how the course of history might have been affect-
ed by superheroes, and how public opinion might
have swayed through the years, noting the fear
and suspicion a powerful being like Doctor
Manhattan would engender. Moore’s attention to
character is as involved as his reimagining of his-
tory. Watchmen is predicated on the idea that a
person would have to be a touch disturbed to don
a costume and fight crime: Rorschach is a reac-
tionary, the Comedian a sociopath, and no two
characters’ perspectives are identical.

It’s unclear what aspects of Moore and
Gibbons’ Watchmen are preserved in director
Zack Synder’s film adaptation; if, for instance,
Rorschach and the Comedian are portrayed more

Before Watching Watchmen
BY GREG HUNTER

as over-the-top bad-asses than deeply flawed
human beings. (Moore’s refusal to settle for the
former portrayal is part of what makes Watchmen
unique.) With the film’s premiere now one week
away, the time for speculation is almost up. But
if Watchmen the movie succeeds in drawing more
people to the source material, as its trailers have,
then its benefit is obvious.

The Influential Book You Haven’t Read
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From Sayles dances to steady shows at the
Cave, Duck Bus is slowly taking over the world
(and by world, we mean the Carleton bubble). This
week, The CARL sat down with the gentlemen of
Duck Bus for a little Q&A on their upcoming
album, Duck Bus: The Movie, the social implica-
tions of fame in the greater Northfield area, and
how the hell they came up with their name.

The Carl: What is with the name Duck Bus? Where
did that originate?

Pete Jones: It came from my high school band
actually. We had this band named Funk Bus and
we thought about recycling it because we are real-
ly bad at names.
Dylan Frazao: But then somehow Duck came out.
PJ: We were tossing the name around and I told
some people about it and they hated it at first but
then they changed their mind after a couple of
days.
Aaron Kaufman: We tried to change it when I
started auditioning for the band.
Andy Rooks: The New Duck Bus.
DF: One funny thing is that whenever anyone asks
me what is the name of your band is and I say
“Duck Bus”, they always repeat it back as a ques-
tion: “Duck Bus?” And the name is the same all
across the globe.

C: How did the initial band meet?

DF: Andy lived on the same floor as me freshman
year and late one night he came into my room and
was like “Please be in my band. Please! I just
need a band.”
AR: No! I sat in my room and played guitar all day
and you came in and said you played the bass and

I asked, “Where is it?” and you
replied “Well…I don’t know” so we

had to wait a couple terms for you to
find it and that is when we started
the band.
Pete: I don’t know how you guys
heard about me but I got an email
and we just ended up jamming and
we went from there.
Aaron: I remember my sophomore
year, I kept hearing about Pete
Jones’s band with freshman.

Andy: Yeah except no one knew that
it was me in the band. Everyone just

called it Chris Kedeman’s band. And no

one knows who I am to this day.
DF: You play guitar?

C: Who are your biggest musical influences?

PJ: I think The Red Hot Chili Peppers and Led
Zeppelin are the biggest shared influences. A lit-
tle Rage Against the Machine, too.
DF: And Hanson… for Aaron.
AK: I have many different influences from that!
DF: Yeah, I forgot to add Jonas Brothers and
Pokémon.

C: How do you think Duck Bus has changed musi-
cally with Aaron as the new lead singer?

PJ: We are much more polished.
AR: And we have actual melodies now!
DF: Honestly, I enjoy working with
Aaron a lot. It is a good working rela-
tionship because we actually get stuff
done now.

C: You guys are working on a LP. Is this the start
of something big?

PJ: I think it is the start of a good memory. You
never know; Dylan is going off campus next term

so in the short term it is the beginning of an end.
AK: At worst, it is for memory’s sake and at best
it is what will get us invited to the Grammys.

C: You guys have gained a lot of recognition, espe-
cially this year among the freshman.

How do you think you have transi-
tioned from a little-known band to
one of the dominating bands on the

Carleton campus?

DF: Well. It is kind of like
how the Opium Wars start-
ed or how Ronald
Reagan…

PJ: Dude, do you hear yourself
when you talk?
AK: You haven’t said anything
that can actually be used!

C: We’ll probably just cut it
out anyways.

Hey Duck Bus, What’s a Wunk Engine?
BY KELLY O’BRIEN

The Carl interviews Carleton’s most famous band with the word bus in its name

“It is the beginning
of the end”
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Eric Hilleman, Carleton’s archivist and coach
of its national championship-winning Quiz Bowl
team, may spend his time on the first floor of the
library, but, in the iPod era, he can rock out all he
wants. The Carl caught up with him to find out
what music is best to archive to, what he plays to
set the mood, and just what he’s been listening
to:

The best music for archival work?
“Gregorian chant - but I don't actually often listen
to that. I rarely listen to music at all while I'm in
my office working, but outside of those hours I do
find tunes to match the mood...”

Music to unwind to after a hard day’s archiving:
John Coltrane – "Spiritual" from Live at the Village
Vanguard
Miles Davis - Kind of Blue, In a Silent Way, or
Sketches of Spain
Sonny Rollins, Rahsaan Roland Kirk, Billie
Holiday, or Diana Krall.

For “head-banging classical goodness:”
Beethoven's "Missa Solemnis"
Berlioz "Requiem."

“If I'm with my sweetheart and want to set a tone
for love, ahh, then Keith Jarrett's The Köln
Concert reliably does just that for me. Or maybe
the Kronos Quartet's hypnotic Pieces of Africa
album.”

Top 10 Played Songs On His iPod:
Jeff Buckley - "Hallelujah"
Mary Ann Redmond - "Over the Hills and Far
Away" (Led Zeppelin cover)
Jem – “Maybe I’m Amazed” (Paul McCartney
cover)
Damien Rice – “The Blower’s Daughter”
Bob Dylan – “Visions of Johanna”
Norah Jones – “I Think It’s Going to Rain Today”
"Non Nobis Domine" from the film Henry V,
Sheryl Crow – "Leaving Las Vegas"
Bob Marley – "Redemption Song"
Johnny Cash – "Further On Down the Road"

“A recent discovery for me is singer/songwriter
JoAnna James, from St. Paul, whose bluesy inten-
sity and vocal power just blow me away. Another
relatively recent album I've been enjoying a lot is
Regina Spektor's quirky and catchy Begin to
Hope.”

AR: No wait! I want to hear this.
DF: Okay it is like how Ronald Regan saturated

the inner cities of America with
crack cocaine. You get people
started for free and then you
can just do whatever you want
and people are addicted.

PJ: We have also played a
lot more shows.
AK: And we don’t just
played at the Cave. We
played in Sayles, at
Macalaster, The Cow,
and in the cities.
DF: The quality of music
has also greatly
improved. We’ve gone
from really simple songs

to more layered music with
better harmonies. It really
showcases our maturity as

a band.
AR: I don’t know. In terms of fame, I would say for
me…
DF: [laughing] You pretentious piece of shit!

C: So what about this rumored break up?

DF: We are taking a break due to sexual tension.
PJ, AK, and AR: [laugh]

PJ: I mean, it is mostly just because Dylan is
going abroad. We aren’t breaking up, if that is
what you mean.

C: What advice do you have for other aspiring
Carleton bands?

DF: You’ll never be us.
AK: Oh god, I don’t want to read this interview.
We sound like such assholes!
AR: Don’t do it because you want to be popular.
Do it because you love music.
AK: Weren’t you just the one talking about being
famous?
PJ: Also, I would say don’t take it too seriously.
It’s just Carleton!

C: Finish this sentence. Being famous at Carleton
is like…

AK: It’s like Raaa-i-aaaain on your wedding day…
AR: It’s like the Golden Globes.
Nobody gives a shit.
DF: It’s like being the healthiest
person with ebola. [farts]
PJ: Oh that is ripe! All right, I think it
is like a really good fart.

Making Lists:
Eric Hilleman
AS TOLD TO KYLE KRAMER

Duck Bus The Movie will be familiar to the fans
they have built over their career of electrifying
live shows, but the surprise it offers is that it
captures much of the energy of
those shows while offering a new
perspective on the band as able
to craft interesting songs for an
album.

The band’s raw energy is
immediately apparent on opener
“McJagger,” and blazing guitar
solos throughout, particularly on
live staple “Rocket Banana,”
show the band’s immediate lika-
bilitiy. The sequence of
“Interlude” and “Wunk Engine” also expresses
an unmistakable affability, transitioning from
name-calling to a song where the main lyric is
“Wunk Engine, climbing around.”

The Movie is at its best, though, not when it
replicates the energy of a live show, but when it
takes more cinematic turns, as with the emo-
tional turbulent standout, “Samba,” which drifts
into a wildly ethereal soundscape over a chug-

ging bassline that shifts from funky to bleak as
the song draws to a climax.

For a band that many people originally wrote
off as a Chili Peppers cover band, the album
plays with a surprisingly wide range of sounds,
and only “Fox Office” ends up actually sounding
like RHCP. Instead,the listener is greeted with

layered vocals, almost imper-
ceptible piano tracks, and a
saxophone solo on “Wunk
Engine.”

In fact, it’s hard to find a
comparison for the track that
finds the band at its most
accomplished, “Danger/Robot
Love,” which plays as some
kind of incredibly depressing
Jimi Hendrix song about loving
robots, complete with insane

guitar solo. It shows the scope of the band’s
sounds: straightforward guitar rock, atmospheric
interlude, and a panicked, almost unrecogniz-
able, reprise of the original section.

“Danger/Robot Love” encompasses this
album in a way: a surprisingly accomplished
work for a college band that is bound to invoke
a certain nostalgia and make the listener wonder
what the band could have done if it had had
longer to develop.

Preview: Duck Bus The Movie

BY KYLE KRAMER
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In my experience, there are two rules that
good mashups follow. They shouldn't be so long
that they get tiresome, and they shouldn't be so
busy that they obscure the merits of the source
material.

With that in mind, it's something of an issue
that N.A.S.A.'s debut album, The Spirit of Apollo,
violates both of those rules. Its length (15 songs
averaging about 4 minutes each) and baroque pro-
duction overwhelm the considerable talent on the
record and prevent it from reaching its potential
excellence.

It's probably worth mentioning that Apollo
isn't really a mashup album. N.A.S.A. (short for
North America / South America) consists of two
DJs, American Squeak E. Clean (Spike Jonze's
brother) and Brazilian DJ Zegon. Their website
offers some malarkey about art uniting people of
different cultures (not that the idea is necessarily
bogus, but when they say it, it is), and they try to
execute that idea by having Brazilian funk/dance
beats underlying U.S. vocal and instrumental tal-
ent, but it's all original—no remixes or true mash-
ing up involved.

And there is quite the talent pool involved in

making this original music. On the
hip-hop side, 4/9ths of Wu-Tang
(Ghostface, Dirty, RZA, and Meth),
KRS One, Fatlip (of the Pharcyde),
Chali 2na (of Jurassic Five),
Scarface, and Kool Keith are a few
of the MCs contributing verses,
while sung vocals come from folks
like David Byrne, Karen O, M.I.A.,
Tom Waits, Santogold, and George
Clinton.

Unfortunately, with so many
stars, some of them have to get out-
shined. I missed Chuck D's verse on
“Money” the first time through
because it doesn't sound like him at
all, and most of the pop singers are
stuck singing backup or choruses.
The damn heavy Brazilian funk isn't
bad, but it frequently overwhelms
the lyrics, and the production can't
carry the songs for 4 minutes and
what feels like a dozen stupid cho-
ruses a song. (I could have done
with fewer turntable solos as well.)
David Byrne and Chuck D are two of
the greater living voices of the
musical counterculture, but when
the lyrics to the chorus to the song
that they feature on are “Money /
money money money money money
/ money is the root of all evil,” any-
thing they have to say is complete-
ly ruined.

This is not to say that the album lacks
redeeming qualities – far from it, in fact.
“Spacious Thoughts,” with Kool Keith and Tom
Waits, is a lot of fun and just as weird as it should
be. The Karen O/ODB/Fatlip track, the appropri-
ately titled “Strange Enough,” is pretty solid and
features one of the last verses ODB recorded
before his untimely passing. (Would it be in bad
taste to acknowledge the high quality by saying he
kills it here? RIP, Dirty.) Despite the Cool Kids'
best efforts, it's impossible to ruin a song featur-
ing Scarface and Ghostface Killah at their finest,
so “The Mayor” still turns out pretty well and
sends the album out on a high note.

The fact is, though, that throwing separately
excellent musicians together is no guarantee for
success. While good cross-genre collaborations
and combinations move fast enough that the filler
doesn't annoy and the good stuff doesn't wear
thin, The Spirit of Apollo is so slow that the
mediocre overwhelms the excellent, and I can't
really give it anything more than a tepid endorse-
ment. It's worth a listen if you like the artists
involved, but don't get your hopes up—the record
isn't as special as the artists who contributed to
it.

Who gave Morrissey a baby, and what is he
doing with it? From the moment you lay eyes on
Morrissey's new album, Years of Refusal, it's hard
not to be enticed. It's the latest in a long line of
generally good work by post-Smiths Morrissey,
and Morrissey considers it to be the best of that
body. It's hard to disagree. The album is remark-
able in that it accomplishes something very few
contemporary albums have: every track is a decent
and listenable. While this is far from album-of-
the-year material, the CD is filled with strong
hooks, well-written lyrics, and an unmistakable
Morrissey style.

Filled with lush strings and blaring guitars,
Years of Refusal is an album with a powerful ener-
gy. Morrissey's songwriting work, while perhaps
not quite on par with the work of his youth, is still
remarkably strong for an artist who has had such
a long career. No one song on the album is as
salient or memorable as his classics; there is no
“Bigmouth Strikes Again” on the album. However,
the album is not trying to be a nod to nostalgic
Smiths fans. Instead, it is a new exploration of
Morrissey as a sad, androgynous, tragically hand-
some middle-aged man.

The album’s one problem is that it contributes
nothing new to Morrissey’s body of work.
Morrissey's songwriting skills are clear because
he's writing fairly similar songs to what he always
has written. Morrissey in his fifties is still a lost,
angsty teenager. That said, the album does not try
to be anything particularly innovative, and with
that in mind it's hard not to enjoy what truly is an
entertaining, consistent work.

Who’s That Baby on
Morrissey’sYears of Refusal?

BY FRANK FIRKE

BY NOAH SAPSE

Featured Review: N.A.S.A.
Fails to Unite Cultures on
The Spirit of Apollo
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Makando Z by Narula Bilik

Swimsuit Dudes by Greg Hunter and the Carl staff

DID YOU KNOW HOW

EASILY DIGITAL PHOTOS CAN BE

DISSEMINATED OVER THE

INTERNET?

I SINCERELY HOPE POTENTIAL

EMPLOYERS DON�T SEE THIS ISSUE!

GGOOOODD  TTHHIINNGG  TTHHEE

EECCOONNOOMMYY��SS  SSHHOOTT!!



While I may have almost nothing to say about the
Oscars, I’ve got plenty to say about their less-respect-
ed sister ceremony: the Golden Raspberry Awards,
also called the Razzies. Started in the early ‘80s as a
way to recognize new achievements in god-awfulness,
the Razzies are awarded the day before the Oscars,
and have gone to such atrocities as Howard the Duck,
Leonard Part 6, and Battlefield Earth. Among the win-
ners at the 29th annual Razzies last weekend:

-The Love Guru, for Worst Picture, Worst Actor,
and Worst Screenplay

-Paris Hilton, for Worst Actress and Worst
Supporting Actress

-Uwe Boll, for Worst Director and Worst Career
Achievement

Beyond the general appeal of laughing at bad
movies, I think the Razzies serve an important pur-
pose. In an age where the common denominator keeps
sinking lower and lower, we need a way to gauge just
how insufferable the badness has become; glancing
over a list of nominees does just that. At the same
time, in the topsy-turvy world of popular culture, it
can become disorienting when, for example, Meet the
Spartans becomes the highest-grossing film in the
nation. The Razzies reassure us that yes, the movie is
entirely without merit, but The Love Guru is somehow
worse. In short, most movies suck. So thank God for
the Razzies.
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Confessions of a Celluloid Junkie
BY ANDREAS STOEHR

Jídlo (Food)

The Innocents

CINEMA

The Golden Raspberry
Awards

Here’s my Oscars analysis: I didn’t see most of
the movies. (I might have, if The Carl would subsi-
dize me as a full-time film critic.) I watched their
progress on Wikipedia. I do not and will never care
what anyone was wearing. I am disappointed, how-
ever, that Ben Burtt was cheated out of Oscars for
Sound Mixing and Sound Editing (and I mean that
half-seriously). Beyond that, I’m apathetic about
the results.

The trials of whatever week this is are starting
to diminish my movie count, but let’s see: Jan
Švankmajer’s short stop-motion film Food (1992)
is at once disturbing and enlightening on a number
of levels. It consists of three segments, aptly titled
“Breakfast,” “Lunch,” and “Dinner,” each of which
shows food consumption under bizarre circum-
stances. In Švankmajer’s unique style, human
beings are shown moving like animate objects,
unearthing the inner workings of our day-to-day
functions. He analyzes the human mechanism
behind the simple act of eating, whether as a vend-
ing machine, an insatiable consumer, or the meal
itself. So for a skewed angle from which to peer at
normal life, Food is available on YouTube and else-
where.

Worth noting: in Raoul Walsh’s The Roaring
Twenties (1939), Humphrey Bogart (as a soldier in
World War I) delivers the line, “There’s ten thou-
sand shellholes around here and everybody’s got to
come divin’ into this one.” In Casablanca a few
years later, he would say, “Of all the gin joints, in
all the towns, in all the world, she walks into
mine.” Maybe there’s just something inherently
fatalistic about Bogart that can be summed up with
the tagline to High Sierra: “He killed... and there
on the crest of Sierra’s highest crag... he must be
killed!”

For a subtle little ghost story, turn to Jack
Clayton’s The Innocents (1961). Based on Henry
James’ The Turn of the Screw, I’d describe it as
Mary Poppins meets Repulsion. Deborah Kerr plays
a deeply religious governess – and tightly-strung
bundle of Victorian repression – entrusted with the
care of two wonderful young children who happen
to be, well, evil. The demonic truth is gradually
revealed, building to a climax where Kerr’s emo-
tional collapse is as intense as any explicit horror.
If in the mood for Gothic ghouls, The Innocents is
unsettling and underrated.

A Salute to Recognizing Suckiness
BY ANDREAS STOEHR
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DVD Fest Cometh
BY ANDREW TATGE ( & MANY DVDFEST CAPTAINS )

When the DVDFest captains were queried at the last minute, not many responses came back. Is
there a chance that DVDFest has fewer than 10 films? I wouldn’t bet my children on it, as there are
certainly a mess of films being finished up and submitted as this is being written (my own included).
But there have been drop–outs, and with any luck, this year’s won’t run over two and a half hours.

1990 In Wales
Rumors have circulated that a bunch of
Cinema and Media Studies Majors wrote, shot,
and edited a film (drunk) over midterm break.
Will it make an appearance? We’ll find out
Friday night…

La Peine de (Vivre) or Perception
by Dan Lindvall and Andy Rooks. The team
sent me the following description: “What is
pain? An inextricable link to life, perhaps even
life itself. This, truly, is insanity. Learn how to
love, forget how to hate [Perception].” Make of
that what you will.

Dining Hall
Team BOOM/bam presents a film by Jan
Michael "Jim" Maluto, Brendan Grant, Aubrey
Neumann, Anushka Patel, Dan Read, Tyler
Mixa, Prasit Dhakal, and the wonderful charac-
ters of Burton Dining Hall.

Jim Belushi Appreciation Society
Do you remember the Booty Police? A series of
four unrelated shorts by James Hannaway.
“This is just filth.” His words, not mine, folks.

<Exit
Rustle, tustle, and some clever camerawork, by
Ezra Velazquez. (the '<' is intentional)

Trapped in the Goodhue
by Carl Smith, Henry Spruth, and Mateo
Trujillo. Original lyrics accentuated by the
vocal stylings of Ebuka Amaefuna. Shit's goin'
down. This is R. Kelly's "Trapped in the
Closet", Carleton style.
Andrew’s remarks: From the work I’ve seen,
this is going to be a strong contender.

Operation Dinner and a Show
A good–natured piece starring one of the more
popular clubs on campus. I didn’t know they
had such a large membership until I saw this.

PSA
From yours truly. A public service announce-
ment targeting college students. Features
music from the maker of last year’s “:) :) :) :)”.

It’s About Time
Austin Hall is back with a short about time
(kinda). I groaned at least a few times, but
laughed while I did. The last line and character
make it a keeper.
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Z J Z H O H S U E E C G C G F D J F S T J Z B N U X V T P Q G F H E A
M S F E H V I S L F A H O Z E S R T V T I S R S I S P R U W R E P C H
N O I S S E C E R C X G I L J N S A F W U M O O T P F A O F E V R N B
C O L L A T E R A L I Z E D D E B T O B L I G A T I O N R R A R I E M
E K N A N R E B N E B G Q T T M W N P B T B R E D N H S G E T E D D E
X Y A G Q Y S N A F E I O S I O A R O A E P P V I C W P I D D S G I S
J H F C E Z Z M K O S O S L Y Y I N R S P C G N Y T J A T D E E H F L
U H M G K M E X R C B E Z R O M Q S S V L I N O L J N R I I P R R N V
M T F I V I N G U I R F R P E A G P S A N U H A J D M E C E R L F O A
R K G I N D E Z G T C L H M E N X F O S C E A S N U X N R M E A Z C M
R L O N H B L T S T H H O Y I P T D X R E H G P N I R C F A S R E R A
U P A W U Y O H B C R R G N C L A S V E G A S L K A F Y K C S E B O B
O F B S C F I N T K T L R S E C U R I T I E S P E N S G S K I D M T O
S E H C A O R P P A L A N O I T I D A R T N O N G N A I N D O E I S K
N R G I P W A Q G R E N O I T A Z I L A N O I T A N D H T I N F A E C
G F L E B N K E S T D G T O O S M A L L T O S U C C E E D R S N M V A
X F L Y Y R S K B U Q M I O V L E F P I E H G B I E Q U R O A U I N R
N A R C T C R E D I T M A R K E T S C K I C I J R O O W U S O P O I A
V Q A I K Q D D X E A F I F K Y W O K Y X J L R P E R C C O I E I H B
N O I T A Z I L I B A T S C I M O N O C E Y C N E G R E M E Z U E B D

BARACKOBAMA
BENBERNANKE
BIPARTISANSHIP
CITIGROUP
COLLATERALIZEDDEBTOBLIGATION
CREDITMARKETS
DEBTEARNINGSRATIO
EMERGENCYECONOMICSTABILIZATION
FANNIEMAE
FEDERALRESERVE
FREDDIEMAC
GEORGEBUSH
GOLDMANSACHS
GREATDEPRESSION
HANKPAULSON
HOUSINGFINANCEBOARD

INVESTORCONFIDENCE
LASVEGAS
LENDERS
MIAMI
NATIONALIZATION
NONTRADITIONALAPPROACHES
RECESSION
SECURITIES
STRESSTESTS
SUBPRIMEMORTAGE
TARP
TIMGEITNER
TOOBIGTOFAIL
TOOSMALLTOSUCCEED
TRANSPARENCY

This past Wednesday, Barack Obama addressed Congress for the first
time about the economy. In honor of his speech, we at The Fun &
Games Page have done extensive research finding out who the players
in the Recovery(.gov) are and what jargon they’re throwing around.
The terms are soooo long, we had to make this wordsearch supersized!

TThhee  FFuunn&&GGaammeess  PPaaggee

Fantasy Swimsuit Shoot

G
uys and G

als! N
ow
 you can participate in The C

arl S
w
im
suit E

dition in virtu-
ally R

E
A
L TIM

E
! Just get a photo of yourself in roughly the sam

e pose as Tom
(left) and B

ea (right), cut it out, and paste it into the picture. N
ow
 you’re at the

lake and post office right in the action. Take your new
 picture for a spin! R

otate
it left and right, up and dow

n. It’s as if w
e w

ere taking photos of you!
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7 days until the Nobel Peace Prize
Forum at the-other-college-in-town-
which-cannot-be-named. Entitled
“Striving for Peace: A Climate for
Change,” this year’s Nobel Peace
Prize Forum, which takes place on
March 6 and 7 in our very own
Northfield, MN, will focus on raising
awareness and promoting policy
change with regards to the climate
change issue. Speakers will include
Amy Klobuchar, Minnesota’s first
female Senator, and Majora Carter,
the founder of the “sustainable South
Bronx” project which revolutionized
the Bronx’s environmental habits. In
short, yes, you will have to walk ALL
the way over to the-other-college-in-
t o w n - w h i c h - c a n n o t - b e - n a m e d
because they obviously win the most-
Norwegian college in the U.S. award,
and the Nobel Committee is blinded
by reckless nationalism.

The Countdown

3 days until Casimir Pulaski Day. Known to Chicago expatriates and indie folk fans the world over (thanks, Sufjan), Casimir Pulaski Day is cele-
brated on the first Monday in March (March 2nd, this year) as a public holiday in Chicago/Cook County, IL, and not really anywhere else. However,
given the number of Chicagoans and Sufjan fans here on campus, we should really observe his memory. He was a cavalry commander, a
Revolutionary War hero, an arrogant son-of-a-bitch, and owner of a truly excellent mustache. For these things and more, he shall be remembered.
Four ounces from the forty, Cas.

8 days until Whoa! and the Knightingales have a joint performance at the Concert
Hall. On March 7th at 8:00 pm, our resident hip-hop dance troupe and resident all-
girls a capella group(e) will face off with the theme “Jay-Z vs. Kanye West.” It just
so happens, in a fluke of last minute research, that next Saturday’s performance is
exactly half way between Jay-Z and Kanye’s birthdays. Neither of the groups par-
ticipating knows this. This is what journalism is all about. This is real journalism.
This is...The Carl.

7 days until Watchmen finally hits the theaters. Yes, loyal readers, we have mentioned this before, but with all the legal drama
and sheer difficulty of making comic book movies in general and this one in particular, we sort of figured the Large Hadron Collider
would take the Earth out before we saw Watchmen. In terms of how anticipated y'all should be: optimists would point out that the
trailers and buzz have given us no reason to think this won't be the awesome movie the comic book deserves. Pessimists would
point out that Zack Snyder (of 300 fame) probably doesn't have the right feel for this project and there's not really much known
talent attached to the project; also, stories like Watchmen's are exactly the sort of thing Hollywood excels at butchering.
Regardless, though, read the book before you see the movie March 6th—it is truly excellent, not that long, and better than the
movie.

18 days until the play-in game that constitutes the beginning of March Madness. The play-in
game, a recent and sort of stupid idea to have the 64th and 65th teams in the field play (on
March 17th) to determine who gets to play/get thrashed by a #1 seed. However, watching one's
bracket implode on the first day is always fun, as is having an excuse to drink and watch basket-
ball all day while picking stupid reasons to root for or against schools. And, since this will be the
first tournament in a long, long time without jackass Billy Packer, watching the broadcasts will
be just that much better.
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