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DEAR MEGAN HAFNER, PLEASE CLAIM YOUR FRIDGE
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EDITORS’ NOTE

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

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

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

We’ve been burning dead dinos for years. Do you
ever wonder if dinosaurs would be sad to know
this (provided, of course, that they can feel)? I
mean, what if you knew that your family would be
used as robot fuel in the future? I guess that’s just
the plot of The Matrix, but still, it would be sad.

Congrats to Megan Hafner for her first place photo
featured on our cover. The Carl photo contest was
more of a success than we could have hoped for
with over 100 great photos submitted. It was
quite a challenge for us to narrow down the field
but we did our best; check out the finalist on
pages 14-18.

This week’s feature explores Empty Bowls, a great
Carleton tradition that supports the local commu-
nity and always brings a new bowl into my life. In

addition to Empty Bowls being a great cause, the
bowls themselves truly are works of art. They’re
much better than that one you stole from the din-
ing hall. Trust me. I hope to see you on the
Baldspot (or, in Evans Dining Hall if it’s raining)
at noon today supporting Empty Bowls. Suggested
donation is $15.

The Carl officially welcomes Stevie P. to campus,
but really thinks he needs a nickname ASAP.
“Poskanzer” just doesn’t have a certain je ne sais
quoi.

GOD. BLESS. THE. U.S.A.

-The Eds
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“Forgetting.”
-Jake Reznick ‘12

THE PHOTO POLL

What’s the
worst

Mother’s
Day gift?

“A slap in the face.”
-Henry Moskowitz ‘11

“Something that reminds her of
her age. My mom has always

been ‘29’”
-Mellisa Udhayananondh ‘13

“Getting pregnant”
-Nancy Liu ‘13

“Booze.”
-Bjorn Becker-Linder ‘10

THE SCHILLOMETER

International Festival- SAVE US
SOME POTSTICKERS!

Writing Portfolios are due soon...
get busy Sophomores

Elton John banned from Egypt
because he is “a gay”

Boat shoes and wind farms on
Cape Cod

Real Housewives of New Jersey
returns... LET THE TABLE
FLIPPING BEGIN!

Last week at Shabbat dinner, a prospie’s mom was in attendance. Her
daughter was not. Wide-eyed and excited about the Carleton experience, she
temporarily forgot that “prospie” referred to prospective student, not parent of
said prospective student. She bonded with the Jewish students (all ten of
them) and with the campus rabbi. Her vicarious escapade did not end there.
She proceeded to go to Dacie Moses with a pre-selected recipe from home.
This mother had read all about Carleton’s beloved cookie house in various col-
lege handbooks, and couldn’t wait to partake in this deliciously QUIRKY tra-
dition.

This does not quite qualify as helicopter parenting, for there is no hover-
ing above the child. This form is more worrisome, and perhaps somewhat sub-
versive (submarine parenting?). Nonetheless, we should all take this moment
to appreciate our moms and all the work they have done for us (or as us). After
all, if it weren’t for them, we wouldn’t be here.

BY DAN ANTOSZYK and RACHEL FEINBERG
Prospie Mother’s Day

TOP FIVE

Steve Poskanzer Nicknames
1. Panzer Poskanzer
2. Stevie P
3. Posky Pig
4. Steve “The Panther” Poskanzer
5. Steve “Yeswekanzer”
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MPIRG TAKES CREDIT FOR OIL SPILL
BY DAN ANTOSZYK

Earlier this week, Rush Limbaugh accused
“hardcore environmentalist wackos” of purposely
causing the recent Gulf Coast oil spill. As is usual,
Mr. Limbaugh was correct in his assumptions, and
several days later, the Minnesota Public Interest
Research Group (MPIRG) claimed responsibility.
MPIRG spokesperson Stan McAdams addressed
the media yesterday, and proudly explained how
the job was carried out. “There is nothing like a
torpedo to an oil rig that will convince President
Obama to stop offshore drilling,” McAdams said.

MPIRG has long been known as the most mil-
itant branch of the national PIRG, a top-down
grassroots organization that concerns itself with
“advocating for the public interest.” Yet, recent
events indicate that MPIRG members are breaking
off entirely from their parent group, and PIRG
president Ed Mierzwinski has condemned their
actions. The words of Mr. McAdams indicate that
the oil rig explosion was not an isolated event, but
rather a part of MPIRG’s new comprehensive
strategy. It is true that recent polls show that peo-
ple don’t care as much about the environment as
they used to. Ben Hellerstein, co-chair of the
CarlPIRG chapter, joined McAdams in taking
questions from the press. “Look,” Hellerstein

exclaimed, “we work hard on issues like green
modes of transportation and banning toxic chemi-
cals from toys, and what do we get? The CSA cuts
our budget! If we don’t advocate for the public
interest, then who will?” This language of frustra-
tion is not uncommon among MPIRG members
who have had enough their peers snickering
behind their backs. They feel very much underap-
preciated.

The new strategy, as laid out by spokesperson
McAdams, is to call attention to public interest
issues in an aggressive manner. It will continue
until “people start to care about these important
issues without any prodding.” So far, this new
plan seems to be working as the event has made
headlines around the world. Nobody is laughing
now as experts estimate that the results of the
explosion may even eclipse the 11 million gallons
lost during the Exxon Valdez spill of 1989. Otters,
pelicans, fish, and other wildlife are painfully suc-
cumbing to the pollution, and the financial cost of
the disaster is still unknown.

President Obama advocated for an expansion
of offshore drilling in April, and many “drill baby
drill” supporters are incensed that in light of the
spill, this expansion has been halted. As it turns

out, the President’s actions can also be attributed
to MPIRG. One of the President’s top aides was
really an MPIRG mole who essentially forced the
President to adopt his new position. The contact
managed to hold President Obama hostage by way
of a 900 slide PowerPoint concerning environ-
mental issues. He refused to end the presentation
until the President promised to call for a drilling
hiatus and sign a mandate calling for bike paths
to be painted on highways across the country.
After eight days, a weary Obama finally agreed,
thus explaining his delayed reaction to the disas-
ter.

The Homeland Security MPIRG threat level
has been elevated from “asparagus green” to
“electric green” and this does not bode well for
future government projects. There has already
been talk of postponing Cape Wind until new
security measures are implemented. How will the
new aggressive MPIRG strategy affect life here at
Carleton? CarlPIRG members are determined to
make sure students stop ignoring their causes.
Hellerstein remarked that “solar panels are sur-
prisingly fragile pieces of equipment” and that “it
only takes one pizza box to reject a truckload of
recycled goods.”

CARL FASHION PROFILE: CCOOOOPPEERR DDOODDDDSS
BY RACHEL FEINBERG

In the first few weeks of his Carleton career,
many people referred to freshman Cooper Dodds
as “the kid with the pop tarts bandana in his
StalkerNet photo.” The real question about this
is, why was he being StalkerNaught so much in
the first place? Perhaps because he is so darn
stylin’. With his bandana collection, suspenders,
and retro windbreakers there’s no denying that
Cooper Dodds is one of Carleton’s premiere fash-
ionistas.
RF: From where do you draw your style inspira-
tion?
CD: It kind of just happens. I think I'm just born
with it. But I also don't see myself as a fashion
icon. I put my jorts on one leg at a time just like
everybody else.
RF: Who are your fashion icons?

CD: Probably Bjorn Borg. He also makes a mean
boxer brief.
RF: Is there anyone on campus whose style you
admire?
CD: Noah Sapse because he is a god and has so
many shoes and is awesome. 
RF: How do you put together an outfit?
CD: Start from the bottom and work my way up -
always need a fresh pair of kicks.
RF: Where do you get most of your clothes?
CD: Most of my clothes are borrowed or thrifted.
RF: What are the basics of your wardrobe?
CD: A nice hat or bandana. You have to contain
the flow somehow.
RF: What are your favorite articles of clothing?
CD: I really like jackets. Spiderman underwear is
classic too. 

What’s Cooper Wearing? (From the bottom up)
“Ma Adidas” (in royal blue), black socks, jorts (originally jeans from Ragstock, cut to perfection),
coral tank from when Eclipse went to Georgia over Spring Break (borrowed), yellow hat from
Embassi, a skate shop in New Hampshire (Cooper’s home state). 
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The selection for Carleton College’s next president reflects a new wave of thinking that corrects the injustices of the past. President Steven Poskanzer does not
reflect the look of the privileged elite group that has ruled American academia for centuries: the eyeglasses wearers. Carleton has finally picked a new president to
reflect the increased diversity of today’s collegiate environment. No, the College did not pick a man of color. Neither did our glorious trustees choose a woman. And
with the recent immigration law in Arizona, perhaps they felt it was not time for someone born outside the U.S. Yet the Presidential Search Committee has truly
broken ground by selecting a bookish, Caucasian male who DOES NOT wear glasses. And he’s even Jewish to boot! (At least, that is what a large portion of the
campus assumes based on profiling of his name, appearance, and state of origin.) Talk about being underrepresented.

Carleton has not had a non-bespectacled American as president since the 1960’s and that’s so long ago, it doesn’t really matter what was done back then. Four
out of five doctors recommended Camels for your health in those days. Camels! Not even Virginia Slims.

Yet during that tradition of preference for four-eyed white men for decisions at the top, Carleton can at least pride itself on bringing a new perspective of eye-
wear to the campus conversation with each of the school’s five previous presidents. From the traditional horn-rimmed frames of Howard Swearer to the self-described
“barrister glasses” of Rob Oden with the thick rimmed, aviator-like type of David Porter somewhere in between, the campus climate of those times can be viewed
through those lenses.

But now we students no longer have to exist under the dominant ideology of that a college president must befit the look of an egghead. Hail the new leader-
ship-accepted look for an academic – nebbish! The selection of President Poskanzer will surely move our college to become a more perfect institution and, the
trustees hope, a wealthier one.

Howard Swearer Robert Edwards David Porter Stephen Lewis Robert Oden Steven Poskanzer

Two-Eyed Freak Of A President
BY SCOTT FOX

Curious about what our new college presi-
dent is like? Well, look no further then the
MySpace page of a 21-year old Orlando, FL man
named Steven Poskanzer or, as he refers to him-
self on the site, Jew Steve. For if so few people
share this unique name, these special soul broth-
ers must also share some personality traits, or at
least a relative from the old country. What follows
are some highlights from “Jew Steve’s” page...

http://www.myspace.com/aceredfinger

Jew Steve
BY SCOTT FOX

Favorite slogan: “Hey, do me a favor?? Back that up, so I can pull this in.”
Favorite Music: I Heart Ska!!
Favorite Books: I hate reading. It’s boring
Favorite TV: FAMILY GUY IS THE BEST SHOW EVER!!!

Groups: Wanna Beat A B*tchs A**, Fucking Crazy’s, o-town people, McFlurry
Buddies!!!

Apr. 18, 2010 2:55 PM, Jew Steve to Mike:
awww gay!! jk it was fun, i really liked diamond slide.

Jul. 21, 2009 6:40 PM, Jew Steve to Georgie Boy of the Acid Murder:
i dont think i even do a hammer on lolo. ull have t show me when u get
back

Feb. 1, 2010 4:11 PM, Erynn; breakeven to Jew Steve: JEW BASTARD!
I really need help with that Algebraaa.

.
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Tevas vs. Chacos
BY RACHEL FEINBERG

The sun is shining, disc golfers roam the campus, and Avi Fine is shirtless outside the Complex--spring is upon us! Carleton students have replaced
their parkas for tank tops, flannel lined pants for jorts, and finally toes are not sweating inside thick socks. With toes celebrating their seasonal coming
out party I have noticed two very popular kinds of sandal on campus. The Teva and the Choco. These two sandals are seemingly similar. Both are strappy,
outdoor-oriented and simple. When it comes down to it, WHICH SANDAL REIGNS SUPREME!?

I have never owned a pair of either and know little about outdoor footwear, thus I scoped out various experts from Carleton and the greater Northfield
Community.

The Panel:
Krin: Owner of the Rare Pair
Michael Knudson: President of CANOE
Emily Kelly: Treasurer of CANOE
Dan Curme: Plays beer pong in sandals. Does outdoorsy stuff. Knows about some stuff.

Velcro Stinks...LITERALLY
One of the major cons that the panelists noticed about Tevas is that they use Velcro as opposed to

the single maneuverable strap used by Chacos. Krin of the Rare Pair points out that though Velcro is
quite maneuverable, the tracking (strap) system of the Chacos is “good for someone with a wider or
narrower foot.” Knudson points out that though he prefers the sleek styling “seamless adjustments” of
the Chaco, which he believes make them a “streamlined sandal,” he does find that after several years
the Chaco straps become more difficult to move than the more bulky Velcro ones of Tevas.

Both sandal types are meant to go into water, and this is where the Velcro becomes even more of
an issue. Emily Kelly points out how “the Teva sandals of my youth used to give me blisters if I wore
they while they were still wet.” Blisters are not the only problem with wet Velcro--odor and grossness
are also issues. Krin mentions how “if you are canoeing or biking, the Velcro may collect the algae or
the seaweed and it can start to stink.” Dan Curme has also notices that “One particular brand of Teva,
the three-quarters closed one (it looks almost like a shoe with holes in it, but trust me, it’s a sandal)
gets rather sweaty and smelly after a day of walking.”

NOBODY WANTS SMELLY SANDALS!
The wetness factor, Krin believes, also leads to deterioration of Velcro quality, as does the repeated

ripping off.

Arch Support Triumphs
As a footwear business owner and connoisseur Krin sees the superior arch support of Chacos as a

major pro. Tevas are a little more flat and provide less arch support. Krin, who admits that she buys
shoes mostly for day hikes and day-to-day walking around, selected Chacos because of the superior
arch support. Curme points out similar needs. “Chacos are more supportive to my high arch.”

EconoShoes
Most panelists pointed out how Tevas are much cheaper than Chacos. Tevas range in price from

$45- $75 while Chacos range from $79-$90. If looking for these kinds of shoes on a budget Tevas (or
perhaps a generic option) are definitely the right choice.

Chaco loyalist Curme insists that Chacos’ quality and Chaco brand policies make them a better pur-
chase despite the higher initial costs. He explains, “I've personally seen a friend slip from a tree trunk
into the creek because his Tevas’ bottoms were too worn and flat. Chacos have a lifetime warranty, so
if you buy them used anywhere, you can return your (unfortunately) broken Chacos and get a fresh
pair!”

Don’t You Forget About Keens!
When asking Emily Kelly about Tevas vs. Chacos
she was quick to exclaim “KEENS KEENS
KEENS!!! All the way.” She lives in them during
the summer months. Perhaps if you are torn
between Tevas and Chacos you could look at this
third alternative.

Tevas

Chacos
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Change and experimentation is important: in your food choices, the classes you pick, and the sex you have. But when it comes to sex, it’s also
important to know what works. Is experimentation only important when we’re forty, married, and bored—or is it important now? Should we take
advantage of our youth and flexibility? A few Carleton students weighed in on sex positions: the tried and true methods that get them off and keep
them happy, and the out of the ordinary that they love to try.

Missionary (the basics)
Missionary gets a bad rap for being boring.

But if it works, why not? It’s probably the hard-
est position to mess up, and for that reason it’s
a nice place to start with a new partner or your
first time. It also has the face-to-face advan-
tage: making it easier to kiss and make eye
contact.

So, top or bottom?
A lot of girls feel insecure enough about

their bodies that being on top is more scary
than hot. Wiggling around completely naked
means that a lot of the female body moves of
its own accord to its own rhythm. For someone
who isn’t comfortable with how much body
they have to begin with, this is pretty terrify-
ing. However, what women should try to
remember is that for most men, seeing any and
all of that body is beyond exciting. They prob-
ably aren’t noticing how your breasts are mov-
ing because they are so excited to see breasts,
period. As one male puts it, “…when a girl is
on top and confident, nothing is better.” So
girls, forget about your insecurities and enjoy
the fact that you’re being admired.

Additional advantages to girl-on-top are
that “it gives me a bit more control in what's

going on, and leaves my partner's hands free to
touch in other places” says another student,
’11.

To what extent does the on-top or on-bot-
tom issue come down to control? There’s con-
trol in the sense of being able to move in a way
that’s pleasurable to you, at your chosen pace.
There’s also the idea of feeling dominated:
lying underneath someone allows you that deli-
cious feeling of being out of control, and let-
ting your sexual fate lie in someone else’s
hands. Alternately, you can feel you are domi-
nating someone else: the oh-so sensitive power
issue.This can be a hot dynamic in sex as long
as it’s a safe, comfortable situation.

Doggy-style/Hitting it from the Back
How I wish it was not called doggy style.

Although perhaps it is appropriately named,
based on what I heard from my peers. The
beauty of this position is that it’s animalistic,
lustful sex. As one male, ’11, puts it: “Doggy
style is wonderful when I just want to get dirty
and fuck (romance aside).”

It’s also a little objectifying to be bent
over, facing away from your partner, taking it.
But again, if you feel safe with your partner,
that dynamic can be very sexy for both of you.

Guys, just make sure that you don’t get hit in
the face by your partner’s ass in transitioning
to doggy style. And, if you do and it causes a
bloody lip, let her know you’re bleeding on her
back. That’s just common courtesy.

Reverse Cowgirl
Aside from having a dumb name, I heard

mostly negative things from women (no eye
contact, uncomfortable, disconnected feeling)
and mostly positive things from men (hot, great
view).

Inspired by the Kama Sutra
If you really want to wrap your legs around

your partner’s body, twist 270 degrees away
from him/her, and then attempt rhythmic
motion, go for it. This is where experimentation
can either be really fun or go terribly awry.
Most students I spoke with were not too keen
on trying weird positions called the Laughing
Cow or the Octopus. Doggy style might be the
furthest they venture into the animal family.
Cosmo also suggests the “Backstairs
Boogaloo” and “The Wanton Wheelbarrow.”
Trying these beautifully-named positions can
make for great stories. But be careful, you
might strain your back or hurt your penis.
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BY J. WOODCOCK STRONG

The Wanton
Wheelbarrow
and Other Stories
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The Carleton campus can be a bit of a war zone when
you’re an “early finish.” I mean, don’t get me wrong,
there is something generally pleasing about the con-
cept of all play and no work, but it is troubling to
walk by your former classmates and hear their mut-
terings about what has become of your life.

“What are you doing here? Didn’t you graduate?”
“Look at this guy (index finger pointed at
chest)…walkin’ around like he’s got shit to do!”
“Why don’t you just die?”

Okay, I made that last one up, but you get the gen-
eral picture. I have heard similar sentiments from
those of my peers who have followed this path, but
I’m not here to stick up for those lazy bums. No, I

would like to take the opportunity to share with you
a life full of excitement and challenges, of intrigue
and sensuality. I present to you a day in the life of a
Hogan Brothers employee, graduated from Carleton
student to full-time Northfield resident, simply look-
ing for some recognition for his service to the com-
munity:

9:45am: What to wear? I have split my wardrobe into
two separate piles. One set is for my life on campus,
smelling faintly of cedar and Zest lavender-scented
body soap. The other set smells a little bit like a
microwaved foot. I have work today, so I scrounge
something out of the latter pile.

10:00am: A little perspiration beads on my forehead
from my run to the punch clock and I curse as I real-
ize that Andy got here at the same time as me. Andy
and I both like slicing the tomatoes. There’s some-
thing soothing about the repetition involved in the
act; washing, coring, and pushing the tomatoes
through the slicer even feels like an ancient ritual,
passed down through time. Alas, someone has to do
the checklist, which involves, but is not limited to,
sweeping cigarette butts off of the sidewalk and
watching as the wind brings them right back where
they came from. Needless to say, I go straight for the
slicer.

11:30am: The rush will begin soon. All of the
employees have been assigned their battle stations.
I flex my fingers and study the multicolored push
buttons on the register. The other day when things
got slow, I fiddled around with these buttons until I
found a combination of items that rung up $6.66.
Nobody else seemed to find that funny. Now I have
to focus, though, so don’t distract me. A middle-aged
woman comes up to the counter. I know that her
name is Nancy because she orders something “to
go” most days of the week, but I have this bad habit
of always trying to guess her order and I am never
right. I always look forward to John and Barbara com-
ing in because they have ordered the same thing
every weekday lunch since before I could eat solid
foods. Two cups of chili plain, a third bread, coffee
in a “to-go” cup, and a medium Diet Coke. It’s fas-
cinating to me that I can’t always remember my
social security number, but that John and Barbera’s
$9.97 meal is burned into my cerebral cortex.

12:45pm: The line is out the door. I am trying my
hardest to keep my cool, but Mr. and Mrs. Oldpants
can’t quite read the menu. Before the peanut gallery
steps in, allow me to say that I have much respect for
my elders, but that I have come to learn that they
never tip and perhaps worse, that they are downright
contrary. “Which soup do you recommend, the Yukon
Gold Potato or the Chili?” they might ask. “Why, I’m
partial to the Yukon Gold Potato myself,” I offer. “I’ll
take the Chili, then.” Is there such a large genera-
tional gap that the elderly know that everything I like
is going to assault their taste buds? It’s an enigma,
really. On the other hand, what also puzzles me is
how easygoing everyone is about their food. When
things get busy, mistakes are bound to happen. I
once sent a whole sandwich into the dining room
with nothing on it but special sauce and yellow pep-
pers and all the customer did was politely remind me
that those things were exactly what she hadn’t want-
ed. If I had done this at the deli I worked at back
home in Portland, I would have been eating a fist
sandwich, literally and figuratively.

1:30pm: We can all start to breathe, as the last Beer
Cheese soup in the line has been ladled into its prop-
er bowl. During the mad lunch dash, all of the work-
ers have the same furrow-browed, irritated expres-
sion on their faces as they perform their duties. Now,
in the resulting quietude, a few jokes can be spared.
A girl came in the other day and asked one of the
workers if the creamy potato soup was creamy. That’s
some funny shit. Nonetheless, some of our jokes
mask frustrations about the nature of food service.
When a boy comes up to the counter and asks for a
root beer and you give him that root beer, it is diffi-
cult to bite your tongue when the boy’s dad, decked
out in his finest camouflage apparel, insists angrily
that the kid had asked for a water and that you must
be hard of hearing. Andy said I handled that situa-
tion like a champ, and I made sure to eat a spoonful
of the new Candy Bar Whirl ice cream later on in the
day as my reward. People surprise you, though. A
gentleman in full Harley-Davidson regalia spent
twenty minutes talking to my coworker about
Minneapolis hip-hop from behind the sandwich
counter. The guy wasn’t a day under sixty, but he
knew more about phat beats than I could ever hope
to.

D of a Hogan
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2:15pm: Only 45 minutes have passed since my last
post, but I feel that time has been suspended as
business has been reduced to a trickle. One can only
wash the espresso machine so many times, but there
are cameras everywhere, making it hard to feel at
peace just standing around. Every customer becomes
a game at this point. It’s crazy how fast you learn
techniques to get people to tip better. Contrary to
popular belief, being pleasant is only one of them. If
you hold a customer’s change over the tip jar as you
hand it to them, or if you bump the jar with the
drinks you have just poured them, they will almost
always give you the coin change they have received.
If their change is $.97, to provide another example,
it is best to take three cents out of the tip jar and
give them an even dollar because they are almost
guaranteed to give that dollar right back to you.
Children don’t tip, so pay them no mind. Adults tip
minimally, but feel the obligation. The real gold-
mines are the twentysomething males who come in.
Most likely working in the service industry them-
selves, they know the power of the Tip and want to
keep the good karma going. Hell, Christian from the
Tavern puts almost as much cash as the cost of his
lunch in the jar.

2:57pm: As my workday winds down, I begin to get
sentimental about my employment. I have received
the affectionate nickname of “Schmax” from my
coworkers, a sign that I have, if ever so slightly,
earned their trust and shown that I can weather the
storm of the Hogan Brothers lunch shift with the best
of them. This makes me feel especially tingly con-

sidering the fact that all of my co-workers from
Carleton, Olaf, and beyond have interesting stories to
tell that are just waiting to be heard. I mean, hell,
one guy came here all the way from Eritrea. Try
pointing Eritrea out on a map for me. If it weren’t for
Sporcle, I wouldn’t even know that this country exist-
ed. It’s also important to point out that I have come
to respect the simplicity of the hot hoagie. Yes, I still
find it really obnoxious that we can’t just call a sand-
wich a sandwich, but I am happy to say that I have
yet to tire of the food, even as I watch myself make
eight million roast beef pitas for the UW-River Falls
women’s lacrosse team. Thanks for the tip, coach.
Oh wait, you didn’t tip? Huh.

3:00pm: I clock out and ascend the steps towards
my freedom. A nap, perhaps? Nah, I have too much
to do. I haven’t watched the latest episode of Treme
and my newest mystery novel is starting to heat up.
I should probably go to the rec center too, but I must
avoid walking past the library. I mean, who knows
who wants to stab me today? I heard word that
Salomone has a midterm this week and his aggres-
sion needs to go somewhere. What do I know,
though? I’m just an alumnus hanging around in
Northfield. Most people probably think I stick around
to look up porn on the school computers. Or to stock
up on half-priced hot hoagies before the life
becomes a reality. In actuality, though, I just want to
be with you all a little longer. Is that so much to ask?
If not, hit me up at Hogan Bros and maybe I’ll take
my break with you. I only have fifteen minutes, so be
prompt.

BY MAX DAVIDSON

Northfield
Texts from Last Night

10:34 PM: Desperatly searchingh for cheese
on da subfree floors now

6:20 PM: LOL 2wwiLiNgHT

11:00 AM: I don't even wanna know
11:04 AM: You definitely don't. Pasta bowls.

11:30 PM: I NEED YOU DON'T NOT
RESPOND I DON'T CARE HOW FAR INTP
________ YPU ARE W THAT DILDO I AM
MORE IMPORTANT

8:16 AM: I think I hooked up with a dider on
top of a rock last bigth

5:34 PM: Blazed as hell quesadail-
laaaaaaaaaaaaaaa

10:26 PM: YOU DA WHOLE PACKAGE
PLUSU YOU PAY YO TAXES

5:01 PM: I met this girl last night and I was
like you look familiar have we met? and she
was like yeah I kicked you out of the reub
twice. I was the one who took your smirnoff
"family heirloom"

10:59 PM: Did you get the pictures
11:00 PM: What???
11:04: O Crap.

Have a great text message you sent last night?
Send it into the Carl along with the time it was
sent and we will publish it. Fame and fortune
will be yours. Nothing is too much, just better.
Be ready to relive the mistakes of the last fort-
night in print.

all.things.carl@gmail.com
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In the basement of Boliou, students in Kelly
Connole’s Advanced Ceramics class await the
opening of the gas kiln. The kiln has been cooling
slowly—an 18-24 hour process—to ensure that
the hundreds of works inside do not shatter. It will
not be ready for another four hours, but Kelly
briefly opens to the door to let me peek inside at
the rows and rows of pottery. The heat that radi-
ates from the massive kiln is scorching as the kiln
has been fired to a whopping 2,350 degrees
Fahrenheit over the course of 18 hours. For those
with pieces inside, the moment of truth will come
when the kiln is finally opened: did their bowl
shatter or crack? Did the glaze they tried turn out
well? Shiny and colorful, the finished pieces are
the end result of the long process a soft chunk of
clay goes through to turn into a beautiful bowl of
stone. And while these pieces may be done, there
are numerous unfinished bowls scattered around
the ceramics room in various stages of the

process, waiting to be trimmed, glazed, and fired.
By May 14th, Kelly and her students will have
made 500 unique bowls for the annual Empty
Bowls fundraiser, a growing springtime tradition
that combines student art with community out-
reach. It is a special experience for everyone
involved, whether they’re helping out by donating
to the cause, making soup, or creating new art
that will find its way into new hands.

A Michigan art teacher desirous of giving his
students a chance to help with a community
fundraising drive began Empty Bowls in 1990. He
held a simple fundraising meal of soup and bread
that was served in the ceramic bowls created by
his students. All attendees were allowed to keep
bowls in exchange for their donation. Empty Bowls
is now a global project, with artists and organiza-
tions around the world creating bowls and hosting
meals. All of the proceeds go to fight hunger in
their communities or to larger charities.

Empty Bowls made its way to Carleton in
2004 with the help of Kelly, currently an
Assistant Professor of Art and the Ceramics
instructor. She describes the first Empty Bowls
event as “very small…we had three Advanced
Ceramics students making pottery which was sold
at Spring Concert, and there was no soup.” The
group made $460 that year, which was given to
the Northfield Community Action Center’s Food
Shelf. When the following spring came around,
Kelly enlisted the help of interest houses to make
a variety of soups, and the event took on more of
the potluck feel it has today, with students donat-
ing money and receiving bowls filled with hearty
soup and bread. The one rule is that “proceeds
must go to fight hunger in some way, either glob-
al or local,” says Kelly, adding, “We decided to
donate to the Food Shelf because Carleton stu-
dents want to connect locally in the community,
and a lot of times students don’t realize that

Empty
Bowls:

Carleton

ARTICLE AND PHOTOS BY KENZIE ZIMMER

gives
back
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poverty or hunger exists in Northfield.”
Each dollar made supplies around 3 pounds of

food, and the Food Shelf distributes about
38,000 pounds of food monthly to 475 families.
Last year Empty Bowls made about $5,400, all of
which goes to the Food Shelf. Over the past 6
years, Kelly estimates they’ve donated over
$15,000. After the money is raised, ceram-
ics students meet with Food Shelf volun-
teers and the director, a visit Kelly describes
as “a profound experience for students.
There is always a desire to be self-sufficient.
You realize the level of desperation people
have to get to, to overcome one’s pride.
People start to cry because they realize
these are normal, everyday people in the
community--they realize that so many of us
could end up in the same position at some
point.”

This sort of civic engagement is impor-
tant to Kelly, whose ceramics and work-
study students have been making bowls all
year long—throwing, trimming and glazing—
alongside their class projects. Some years
events are held inviting the entire school to
come help make bowls, but a larger number
of Advanced Ceramics students this year has
ensured there are enough hands within the
department to help with the 500-bowl
undertaking. Most students are probably
unaware of the democratic bowl-making
process that is very important to Empty
Bowls. Each bowl “touches at least 5 sets of
hands from raw clay to finished bowls,”

Kelly explains to me. “One person might wedge a
bowl, another will trim that bowl, another will
glaze…these bowls belong to nobody and every-
body. When students at the event ask their
friends, ‘Which one did you make?’ they might
point out a bowl they glazed, but was designed by

someone else.”
The concept of “one artist” is new to ceram-

ics. A multi-person approach has deep roots in the
history of ceramics, where, especially in
Japanese, English, and Native American cultures,
jobs were spread out among family members or
apprentices in a workshop. Within families, each
person contributed to a step of the process. In a
workshop, a master artist would decorate, while
his apprentice might wedge.

Making these bowls not only gives Kelly’s stu-
dents a chance to see what it would be like in a
workshop, but creating for someone besides their
professor “frees them up” to try new things that
they would otherwise hesitate to attempt in a
graded, classroom setting. At the same time, stu-
dents enjoy the ability to work together, as they
each have strengths and weaknesses. Says Julia
Walther, a senior ceramics student making
[Empty] bowls for the first time, “I really love the
combination of a brown-black Japanese glaze
called tenmoku and a golden stain called rutile.
This year I splattered a bunch of tenmoku glazed
bowls with this stain, and I'm excited to see if
they are appealing to other people! While I'm not
too confident in my 2-D decorating abilities, there
are some fantastic artists in my class who have
drawn and etched everything from jackalopes and
snakes to words.”

For many ceramics students, especially those
who are not art majors, Empty Bowls is the first
time they exhibit their work. And unlike at an art
show, these pieces will go home with a donor.

A student sponges out water from the bottom of the bowl to reduce cracks during the drying process.

Smoothing the clay before beginning to pull up the walls of the bowl.
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Students mill around the tables for a long
time, trying to find a bowl that speaks to them.
They point to aspects they like and discuss with
friends. The match of “personal aesthetics” can
be rewarding, and for creators like Julia, “there is
something so satisfactory about being able to have
tangible proof of your time and work, to turn it
over in your hands and give it away to someone

you care about.” It’s not everyday that students
get to go home with a work of art. According to
Kitty O’Connell, currently a 5th year intern for the
Art Department, this accessibility is something
that students really value. “The event is a cross
between a gallery show and a grassroots move-
ment. The bowls aren’t behind glass—they’re
accessible, outside of Boliou, outside of a gallery.

Art doesn’t have to
be on a wall or a
p e d e s t a l . ”
Students can touch
bowls, pick them
up, and ultimately,
eat out of them
again and again.
“Empty Bowls
straddles the line
between form and
function, and
encourages a type
of interaction with
art that is unique
to the event.”

Kitty, who has
years of experience
planning events as
a co-chair for the
S o c i a l
P r o g r a m m i n g
Board, is helping
with facilities, reg-
istration, and fund-
ing for Empty
Bowls this year.
The event isn’t
solely the Art
Department’s: the
ACT Center and
ACE have con-

tributed money for facilities fees such as table
set-up, trash, and recycling receptables. CSA is
helping with drinks, and Bon Appetit is donating
400 apples and compostable spoons and napkins.
The generosity of these organizations is on top of
the numerous interest houses and dorm floors that
volunteer every year to make a grand total of 20-
25 pots of soup. “This is a great opportunity for

A student in the glazing room. Glazed bowls, foreground; buckets of glaze and stain, background.
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a lot of different people in the community to get
involved,” Kitty says. “People have really gotten
behind the event, and everyone is asking, ‘How
can I help?’ At the end of the day, everyone
walks away feeling good.”

New this year is a table that will contain stu-
dent pieces of all kinds, with proceeds going to
Potters for Peace, an international ceramic
organization that sets up water filter factories in
regions with contaminated water. The organiza-
tion teaches members of community to make
these ceramic filters, made with clays native to
the region. A combination of clay, sawdust, and
silver, the pieces provide clean drinking water to
places in South and Central America. There is a
push to set up a factory in Haiti.

Emtpy Bowls is an event that encompasses a
lot of things: community, education, aid. Kelly
tells me “the day is supposed to be enjoyable,
but not meant to be a party or an art sale. It def-
initely tends to be a beautiful day with music
and food, but this is an event of social activism.
Come eat a humble meal that represents the way
many families in this community eat.” A bowl of
soup one spring afternoon is probably a snack for
those of us who can later head to the dining hall
and gorge themselves on plates and plates of

dinner, but a simple bowl of
soup is a welcome meal to
many who rely on food
shelves and soup kitchens.
“When participants choose to
donate to this cause, they are
not only taking ownership of a
bowl, but also of a communi-
ty issue of hunger,” says
Julia.

At the same time, the
event is a celebration of work,
the sharing of art. One ceram-
ic bowl might represent hours
and hours of work at the
hands of many Carleton
peers. Most of the students
will be there taking dona-
tions; ask them to tell you a
bit about the bowl you chose,
or ask to see a bowl they
worked on that they’re partic-
ularly proud of. Knowing a lit-
tle bit about your piece will
no doubt make it more spe-
cial.

“If there’s anything I’ve
learned from clay, its gen-
erosity,” Kelly shares with
me, as her students throw
and glaze in the background,
still waiting on the kiln. “Clay
is a simple material, connect-
ed to the earth. With your

cooperative interaction it becomes certain things,
and undergoes a transformation through fire. It’s
a lot like human experience.”

A student paints her bowl with wax resist so that the small shapes will be a slightly different color than the rest of the bowl.

A student trims a bowl.

Empty Bowls
Friday, May 14th
Noon
Bald Spot
(Evans Dining Hall in
bad weather)
Suggested $15
donation
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PHOTO CONTEST FINALISTS
With over 100 photos submitted by 38 students, this year’s photo contest was a huge success. It was also incredibly hard to judge because

most of the entries were quite good. Regardless, our panel of faux-experts is proud to present the following finalists and dish out the sweet,
sweet prizes. Most photos could not be printed in color due to budget concerns but were too good to be left out. Thank you to everyone who
submitted—we wish we could print everything. Please contact piehm for your prizes!

PHOTOS JUDGED BY NIKO DUFFY, CARLY PEREZ, MATT PIEH AND BEATRICE WHITE

Left page, clockwise from top left: third place winner Melissa Villars ‘11, Niko Duffy ‘13, second place winner Geoff Myers ‘13
Right page, top: honorable mention Roy Wiggins ‘13, bottom: Melissa Villars ‘11



TH
E

C
A

R
L

|
P

H
O

TO
C

O
N

TE
S

T
|

M
A

Y
7

,
2

0
1

0

15



16

TH
E

C
A

R
L

|P
H

O
TO

C
O

N
TE

S
T

|M
A

Y
7

,
2

0
1

0

Clockwise from top left: Tess Dornfeld ‘10,
Sam Scherf ‘11, Casey Wolf ‘11, Elizabeth Tan
‘10, Allie Cardiel ‘13
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Clockwise from top left: Max Silver ‘11,
Max Silver ‘11, Hai Ngo, ‘12
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Clockwise from top left: Jamie Haas ‘10,
Matt Spevack ‘13, Sean Beckwith ‘12,
Nicolas Roberts ‘13
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The Junior Art Show: We’ve Been Here All Night
BY SADIE MELLER

The junior art show is their first within the department and an opportu-
nity to show what they’ve created over the past three years. The show is
entirely the creation of the junior majors. There were few guidelines for the
juniors: all they knew was that they had seven feet of wall space to fill and
that their space had to be presentable. Otherwise what they chose to pres-
ent and how they displayed it was entirely up to their artistic discretion. The
result is an eclectic mixture of ceramics, paintings, sculpture, collage and
video art. The majors decided the name of the show together, christening it
We’ve Been Here All Night. Kailyn Kent admitted that it is a common expe-

rience among the majors to spend the night working in Boliou, and Shannon
Finnegan agreed that the name just made sense. “Besides,” Shannon
added, “Boliou is our home.” These majors plan on spending considerable
nights in Boliou in the future, with Kailyn even planning to put a queen
mattress in her senior space. I was intrigued by the vast range of the art and
curious to know the stories behind their creation. Here is what a few of the
junior majors had to say about their work:

Kaz McLamore (at right)

Is there a theme to your work?
My display was a wonderful example of my

brash and haphazard art and personality. When
this show popped up I had no idea that it was
coming and had kept none of my artwork from
the previous terms. I view art as a skill and was-
n't yet comfortable with my abilities. THAT is
why my display is essentially a visual vomit of
sketchbooks, photos, and odd ends stolen from
wherever I could salvage them. I ripped up my
sketchbooks and soon found I had a lot more
work than I thought. Who had been drawing this
much? I don't remember half of it. it was a great
reminder of how much I love to sketch and how
much better I've gotten at it as time's gone on.
I'm now making work that I like and that bunch
of ripped up bits of paper and photos was the
path I took to get here. exploring hands and
feet, chairs and cups, each section had a goal.
Learning how to draw different things, learning
how to draw with different things, and constant
reps of sketching until I was comfortable with it.
When I became an art major there was so much
at stake and I had so much to prove. I was so far
behind everyone else and I had next to no skill.
But if I couldn't keep up then I would work
twice as hard. It was all about the work, about
the reps. And I did the reps. The display repre-
sents a lot about my personality, and documents the way that I got to where I am now. None of the work that I'm actually doing now is up, just the
learning process and now I'm much more comfortable with my abilities. When I'm working I'm usually out and about, sketching shit, but when I do
sit down to work I usually transport all of my stuff out of Boliou, trek out to my room, set up, and watch Star Trek. My brain shifts into neutral and I
can just work.

Do you have any art horror stories?
As far as art disasters, my sheets are now stained with acrylic and I've had to develop a revolutionary new method of getting conti crayon off of a

couch. I've sacrificed several jeans to acrylic and plaster now but I still keep their corpses around. I wear them every once in a while, yes, but the
real reason is so that I can paint on them with my fabric paint set! I actually find myself getting excited about ruining a set of jeans just so that I can
paint on them...my wardrobe shrinks.
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Aliza Faragher (below)

Is there a theme to your work?
The bulk of my work aims to explore various human reactions

to social conditions and media demands. I am interested in
incorporating technology into art, as well as visually experiment-
ing with the notion of “what we need versus what we think we
need.” Perhaps the most significant manifestation of this idea
can be found in the monitor installation that is featured in the
Junior Show. The piece displayed an animated .gif file that was
programmed to infinitely loop on a web browser. Against this
screen, I mounted a static image of an anatomical human heart
that I painted on a piece of clear Plexiglas. When these con-
trasted images are layered, the pulsing “omg” (Internet vernacu-
lar for “Oh my God”) aggressively beats against the transparent
oil paint, challenging the viewer to engage either with the active
technology or the still human heart. While the animated .gif’s
program has the potential to pulsate forever, the oil on Plexiglas
is vulnerable, and can easily be damaged or destroyed. Though
I do not intend to definitively answer any epic questions with my
art, I hope to guide the viewer’s experience while suggesting that
humans value synthetic emotional impulses over vital needs and
functions.

What music do you listen to while you work?
Caitlin Unumb and I used to listen to Eminem in the paint-

ing studio (part humor, part nostalgia, part 5:00 AM). That is,
until the one night my computer decided it was sick of The
Marshall Mathers LP (RIP MacBook 2007 – 2010).

Do you see art in your future post-Carleton?
As a double major in Studio Art and Art History, I hope to

engage in both the production and consumption of contemporary
art. Whether I become a practicing artist, a gallerist, curator, or
something in between, I am confident that art will continue to
serve an active role in my life for a very long time.

Shannon Finnegan (above)

Is there a theme to your work?
There is no cohesive theme or message behind my work in the show. The pieces

are from different points over the last three years and my interests have changed a lot
in that time.

What is the piece you are most proud of?
The most recent work is the most interesting to me. So maybe I would say I am

most proud of my sketchbook or the print of lace that is up.

Do you have any art horror stories?
I can't think of any funny horror stories. Learning to weld was really hard.

What music do you listen to while your work?
I love listening to podcasts while I work. My favorites are the Moth podcast, the

New Yorker fiction podcast and Radio Lab. I also listen to a lot of Soul music, espe-
cially Sam Cooke and William Bell.

Do you see art in your future post-Carleton?
Definitely.
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Kailyn Kent (below)

Is there a theme to your work?
I really want to draw characters that elicit strong but nearly inde-

scribable emotions in viewers. I think a lot of the work I put in the show
is starting to attempt this.

What is the piece you are most proud of?
I am most proud of the book I included. I have never done as intense

of a project over so short a time, that the whole thing just seems like a
story someone has told me, and that I didn't quite experience. I was very
reluctant to go into Boliou weeks after finishing it, however, so I know I
have a lot of psychic stress residue left over from making it.

Do you have any art horror stories?
I think there's a sort of subtle hum in Boliou late at night, that's kind

of horrible but really exhilarating too, and it often chases me out by 4
am at the latest. So no horror stories.

What music do you listen to while you work?
Depends on the weather and the time. I reserve Radiohead for spe-

cial occasions.

Do you see art in your future post-Carleton?
I'm going to do narrative art, like comics, books, and paintings.

Katya Thronweber (above)

What is the piece you are most proud of?
I am most proud of the two miniature metal chairs, both for aesthetic reasons,

I think they are adorable and well crafted, and because of the process I went
through to create them. Both chairs are made from the same set of metal shapes,
one set copper and the other silver. I gave myself the challenge of creating one
traditional looking rocking chair, and then using the same parts to make a totally
different, less functional and more modern looking chair. I like the way the two
have so much in common and yet starkly contrast with each other because of
"era", color and texture.

Do you have any art horror stories?
In soldering metals I have learned that the 33rd time is the charm, not the

3rd, sometimes it felt like a horror story. Every time I try to develop film I get ter-
rible sweaty palms for fear I will scratch or damage the roll while trying to trans-
fer it to the developing container. In intaglio printmaking I was at first horrified
by the lack of control I had over exactly what happened in the acid, and where
stray marks would appear as if out of nowhere, but I am learning that these
moments need not be horrifying, but perhaps they can be seen as inspiring.

Do you see art in your future post-Carleton?
I am thinking about this question a lot lately, I used think I could never be an

artist by profession, but that I would always be doing art in some form or anoth-
er. Sometimes I see myself building artful natural buildings, other times I see
myself leading or supporting community art projects, at times I see myself teach-
ing art to young people, and sometimes I see myself making sets and puppets for
theater groups like the one that does the May Day parade in the cities. Regardless
of the image I hope never to let art fall out of my future.
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Confessions of a Celluloid Junkie
BY ANDREAS STOEHR

It had been built up for years. Heralded as a
modern horror masterpiece and the film that
restarted the slasher subgenre, it was lauded by
such an authority as Wikipedia as having a
“fiendishly clever storyline and three-dimensional
characters.” With all this, I was expecting some-
thing bold and postmodern which might just over-
turn all my preconceptions and give me a brand
new movie-watching experience. Instead, I got
Scream.

I speak of Wes Craven's 1996 self-referential
horror opus, in which the bumbling mass murder-
er Ghostface slaughters teen after teen while ask-
ing them about scary movies. The concept has so
much promise: a slasher film that tweaks the for-
mula by having its characters constantly reference
slasher tropes. The execution, however, leaves a
lot to be desired, and that goes double for
Ghostface's uninventive methods for disposing of
supporting characters. (Hack, eviscerate, yawn.)

Craven did something really new (if some-
times gross and sleazy) with Last House on the
Left and, later, the original Nightmare on Elm
Street, so it's disappointing to see the so-called
innovation here so diluted by the film's unwilling-
ness to commit. It wants to be a run-of-the-mill
slasher film, and it wants to be self-parody; it
ends up tearing itself in half. Now that would've
made a good death scene. Over the past 14 years,
much love has been heaped on Kevin Williamson's
screenplay (indeed, Wikipedia calls it a “learned
analysis”). And yes, it contains several jokes
about well-known horror villains, which has its
own appeal, but only makes mild gestures toward
any real commentary on the subgenre.

This superficiality has probably contributed to
the widespread adoration of Scream. The meta-
jokes are easy to spot, and they don't interfere
with viewers enjoying it like any other slasher
movie. Instead of being built into its basic struc-
ture (like the self-reference in Funny Games), they
rest casually amidst an otherwise pretty dull
movie, like a cherry on top of a pile of sawdust.
Besides, so much of the movie is focused on an
unnecessary subplot about an investigative
reporter, or on Matthew Lillard's hyperactive
hijinks, that the cleverness is spread far too thin,
and the nearly-two-hour running time starts to
drag.

I'll grant that Scream had some originality.
Although it was far from the first spoof of slasher

films (and isn't much of a spoof at that), it
smacks of an ambition to go beyond the unsophis-
ticated parody that would later become the Scary
Movie franchise's stock-in-trade. However, if you
want to see that ambition fulfilled, you'd be better
off with later movies like Don Mancini's Bride of
Chucky (2004), or the excellent meta-slasher
Behind the Mask: The Rise of Leslie Vernon
(2006), which gets right everything that Scream
got wrong.

On the brighter side, courtesy of Emily
Thomas I was able to see the bizarre Talking
Heads musical True Stories (1986). It's an all-
around oddity in which the narrator (David Byrne)
drives a “privately owned” car through Virgil, TX,
a city dominated by TV, tabloids, and traditions
like their upcoming sesquicentennial celebration.
There's not a whole lot holding the movie togeth-
er, but it's full of wonderfully idiosyncratic
vignettes - a bear-like bachelor (John Goodman)
sings and advertises his way to matrimony; a
gospel choir sings about conspiracy theories;
Spalding Gray explains the changing local econo-
my; and a surreal fashion show (which probably
served as inspiration for Lady Gaga) is narrated
with a lullaby.

The collection of musical skits works better as
a novelty than anything else, but its cast of
eccentrics is endearing, and they slowly convey
their strange, 1980s Texas state of mind.
Naturally, there are plenty of great Talking Heads
songs and music videos, including the one that
gave Radiohead its name. So for the Texan New
Wave devotee in your life, or just for a once-in-a-
lifetime glimpse inside David Byrne's head, you
could do a lot worse than the delightfully
deranged True Stories.

Finally: I first saw it years and years ago, but
I just rewatched Edgar G. Ulmer's The Black Cat
(1934), the first-ever pairing of Bela Lugosi and
Boris Karloff. It's exactly as awesome as that
sounds. The film is about a boring American cou-
ple on a Hungarian vacation who get trapped in a
creepily modern rural mansion after a car crash.
Once there, they find themselves caught in the
midst of a revenge saga packed with incest, tor-
ture, women’s preserved bodies, and satanism.
Ulmer goes all-out to create a defiantly weird,
expressionistic movie, and so do his dueling stars.
What results is a conflagration of excess, sado-
masochism, and the macabre.

Unnecessarily canted angles:
the essence of Scream

“The slingshotter, the adven-
turer, the marshmallow, the
nomad, and the weaver...”
(David Byrne in True Stories)

Lugosi and Karloff in a face-
off... of DEATH.
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My Love/Hate Relationship with Nic Cage
BY JOSH KIRSCHENBAUM

Leaving Las Vegas. He commanded a strange sort of
unlikable charisma. In short, he’s great at playing
weirdos.

After winning an Oscar, he decided to try some
more “nor-
mal” roles.
This period
of his career
saw the
beg inn ing
of what I
like to call
“the Cage
Ratio.” The
Cage Ratio
states that
for every
q u i r k y ,
memorable,
e x c e l l e n t
p e r f o r m -
ance Cage
gives, he
gives 3-4 shitty ones. For every Adaptation, there are
several films like National Treasure 2.

In the last decade, he played twin neurotic
screenwriters in Spike Jonze’s Adaptation. He was
sad and pathetic in the darkly comic The Weather
Man. He was an obsessive-compulsive con man in

Ridley Scott’s Matchstick Men. He gave an excellent
performance as a gunrunner in Lord of War. He chan-
neled Klaus Kinski in Werner Herzog’s The Bad
Lieutenant: Port of Call New Orleans. All of these
characters live on the fringe of society in one way or
another, and Cage nails every role. He’s the king of
the misfits, and he’s spending far too much of his
time trying to be normal.

In Kick-Ass he plays Damon Macready, a man
who, along with his eleven-year-old daughter,
devotes his life to fighting crime (with the monikers
Big Daddy and Hit-Girl). Cage balances the affection
and care he has for his daughter and her well-being
with unhinged psychotic rage. He is both a loving
father and a maniacal sociopath. He’s also hilarious
(Cage has stated that he based Big Daddy’s manner-
isms on Adam West’s Batman). It’s just the sort of
creepy, wild character that only Cage can make you
sympathize with. Unfortunately, because he was so
good in Kick-Ass and last year’s Bad Lieutenant, it
means his next few movies are going to be awful.
Indeed, both of his upcoming projects, Season of the
Witch and The Sorcerer’s Apprentice, look to be pos-
itively dreadful. I’m willing to take the good with the
bad, though. He can make as many Ghost Riders as
he wants to. I just hope he doesn’t forget to throw a
bone to his fans every once in while. We misfits need
a movie star of our own.

We recently sat down with faculty from the History
department and asked about their favorite movies.
Here’s what they said...

Andrew Fisher

Amores Perros (2000)
directed by Alejandro Gonzalez Iñárritu

Aguirre, Wrath of God (1972), Fitzcarraldo (1982)
and anything else by Werner Herzog
“He has this view of nature that I don’t particu-
larly agree with but find fascinating. He sees it as
inherently violent.”

David Tompkins

The Promised Land (1975)
directed by Andrzej Wajda
“A thoroughly entertaining and historically accu-
rate portrait of !ódz [the z has an accent but our
font doesn’t have that character -- Ed.], the Polish
Manchester, at the end of the 19th century. Three
friends--a Polish aristocrat, a German industrial-

ist, and a Polish businessman--pool their
resources to open a textile factory of their own.
The ending is not to be missed!”

The Pianist (2002)
directed by Roman Polanski

Der Baader Meinhof Komplex (2008)
directed by Uli Edel
“While overly romanticized and impossibly sexy,
the film evokes the atmosphere of a West
Germany gripped by left-wing radicalism and ter-
rorism in the late 1960s and 1970s. A history les-
son as high-octane entertainment.”

The Legend of Rita (2000)
directed by Volker Schlöndorff
“A West German leftist revolutionary settles in
East Germany; evokes the GDR of the 1980s and
the aftermath of 1989 through a compelling
prism.”

Waltz With Bashir (2008)
directed by Ari Folman

Harry Williams

The Silence of the Lambs (1991)
directed by Jonathan Demme
“My all-time #1 favorite. The first time I saw it, it
scared the shit out of me.”

The Shawshank Redemption (1994)
directed by Frank Darabont
“What impresses me about the film is how it talks
about prison as a place not for rehabilitation but
where an institutionalized personality is shaped. I
also find its message on the endurance of
homosocial relationships really important. It’s
really a good ol’ black-white buddy film.”

Catwoman (2004)
directed by Pitof
“I love Halle Berry and Sharon Stone’s sexiness.”

The Crying Game (1992)
directed by Neil Jordan
“I associate a lot of things in this movie with a
class I was teaching when it came out, Hip-Hop in

I previously wrote about my anticipation for
the hyper-violent superhero flick Kick-Ass. Among
the aspects of the film that excited me were its
source material (a comic book by the great Mark
Millar) and its director (the chameleon Mathew
Vaughn, whom I praised in my last article). An
element that I overlooked, however, and would
like to expand on now that I have seen the film, is
the presence of one of the strangest actors in the
business: Nicolas Cage.

Cage attracts a lot of ire these days, and he
absolutely deserves it. He has been attached to
some of the worst projects of the last decade
(Ghost Rider, The Wicker Man) and given laugh-
ably bad performances in them. It is safe to say
that his constant presence in the worst Hollywood
has to offer has soiled his reputation. The fact
that he does so many of these trashy movies and
that they are released in so many theaters over-
shadows the fine work he has done since the
beginning of his career and continues to do today.

Once upon a time, Nicolas Cage was not a lead-
ing man, at least not a mainstream one. There’s too
much inherent weirdness in his character. Cage
played the misfits of the world, and played them
well. He brought his signature eccentricity to roles in
Moonstruck, Raising Arizona, and Wild at Heart,
building his way to an Oscar-winning performance as
a man who chooses to drink himself to death in

Faculty Favorites
BY SCOTT FOX
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Top 10 Coppola Family Films
BY JOSIAH BURNSThe first rule of soap is:

“Don’t talk about soap.”

Kirsten Dunst and
her suicidal kin

The Bruce Willis-voiced imp
at the center of Amy

Heckerling’s avant-garde
masterpiece

1. Apocalypse Now (1979)
Written and directed by Francis Ford
2. The Godfather Parts 1-2 (1972, 1974)
Written and directed by Francis Ford
3. The Conversation (1974)
Written and directed by Francis Ford
4. Hearts of Darkness (1991)
Starring Francis Ford and Eleanor
5. Adaptation. (2002)
Starring Nicolas Cage
6. Rushmore (1998)

Starring Jason Schwartzmann
7. Patton (1970)
Written by Francis Ford
8. Bad Lieutenant: Port of Call New Orleans
(2009)
Starring Nicolas Cage
9. Youth Without Youth (2007)
Written and directed by Francis Ford
10. The Virgin Suicides* (1999)
Written and directed by Sofia
*(Inclusion solely based on Air’s soundtrack.)

in America. What I find especially important is
how the movie talks about the symbolism and
potency of the penis in Western culture when
Forrest Whitaker has to urinate while being bound
up and the man that is guarding him is unwilling
to zip his fly. Whitaker replies, “It’s just a piece
of flesh.” That line just speaks volumes about
Western society and how we emphasize something
like the penis or skin color when it’s just a piece
of flesh. I use that line in many of the history
courses I teach.”

Fight Club (1999)
directed by David Fincher
“Edward Norton is an excellent actor. I love
[Marla Singer’s] line after having sex with Brad

Pitt (Tyler Durden), “I haven’t been fucked in that
way since the 4th grade.” Here is Brad Pitt, who
is the poster boy of white, male, heterosexual
desire, and she’s says this line that has all kinds
of ambiguous meanings regarding her having sex
in the 4th grade. It’s outrageous. The whole film
is all about ambiguous sexuality.”

Serena Zabin

Best in Show (2000)
directed by Christopher Guest

In the Bedroom (2001)
directed by Todd Field
“It’s just so shocking.”

Faculty Favorites, Cont’d
BY SCOTT FOX

Filmanagrams
BY JOSIAH BURNS

I Pry Gruesome Gadget
(Coppola)

Ephemeral Trots (Bertolucci)
Whale Quilts (Scott)
Erred Vocab (Herzog)
Hollow Goatskin Koto

(Heckerling)

Email your answers to burnsj for
a special cinema prize!

Cinephile
ABCs

BY ANDREAS STOEHR

A is for Andrei Tarkovsky’s Andrei Rublev
(1966):

Andrei is struggling for artistic
integrity as an icon painter
in 15th century Russia.
Struggle, Andrei, strug-

gle!
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“This is for Aline, who taught her lover to caress
the scar.”
Invocation by Marilyn Hacker

Frightened animal
An army of tiny, violent
inflammations had invaded
the skin of her back
Her limbs lolled, her eyes lackluster
a twitch at my approach

Her feathery frame rested
against the pillow, as if
she wished it no harm
Her chin drooped, tired
thin as her sparse rug
as she watched the children outside
playing in the village dust
under a sun she no longer
recognized.

I spoke to the little angel.
I said, everything
will be alight
the next morning, when the sun
will rise and give
your ravaged heart
the release
of loving the world
and smiling wild again.
I put the little angel to sleep
for now.

I am no healer.
I have sinned
by saying what I said
with so much certainty
and so much hope

Seawood cabins and cerulean shutters
Grazing with stork satellites
Beneath lumbering hunchbacked bears
Pine cypress with adolescent curves
Birch-soaked rivers and sagebrush swamps
Leaf-oases limestone bone dry

In this Gethsemane I wait for you
rattling down bedrock roads under
half-worn shadows and cloud canopy

Stumbling through prayer-flag winds and coagulated
grass
Down sacred hill, past shattered vices
Withered and wheezing I hover on heavenly edge
Conjuring your cupric gaze to clear my veins
I, perpetual cobalt motion, blind to

sunfall trickling over layers of sanctity

See you in indigo leopard-iris
Weep ashes and summer dust
Fill with yellow silk petals

sacrificed for Maundy new moon
Despite the browning spring in me

the pollen lingers on lidded fingertips

THE HEALER
A POEM BY CHARU KULKARNI

STEPPE
A POEM BY LAURA ROBERTS

Mother, at my first cruel breath
Those paragraphs were already set.
Ashes and dust, dried ink in black
Cigarette smoke, mind-numbing attack.

Following tradition; a ritual eaten with wrong,
Poisoned words to a crimson, flamboyant song.
Uniformed officers following orders and quota,
Silencing the deities of that village pagoda.

But mother, you knew all the dark rules
To the chess game dominated by fools.
Eye for an eye: pull hard on those strings
As you count the losses such hell brings.

One child to afford; the price is too high
To raise a daughter under this grey sky.
Limits come with wshes; a son you want,
Hoping no ghosts will return and haunt.

Mother, smile and tell him he’s your jewel,
A family treasure – gold ink in the pool
Of all the children that play in the world
And he will never know about that girl.
Government property: why, I find myself
flattered by the title and the rough hands
that don’t cradle my pallid skin
that don’t kiss my frightened cheeks
that don’t calm my desolate cries.

Meanwhile you’re there teaching him to walk
Reading his first book aloud
Cooking his favorite foods
And being the angel that protects him with your
snow white wings.
Mother, smile for the camera –
It’s a secret between you, me, and the Uniformed.

INFANTICIDE

Nonsensical
but musical
strangely it sounds
untwisting my ears
undying the elephants
enjambing the earbones
rattling the brain;
it plays new phrases in my mind,
willful music wanders
as a peaceful chord.

MUSIC
A POEM BY GILAH BENSON-TILSEN

As of on in
About before
Above, then beyond
By beside
Between
Out

PREPOSITIONS
A POEM BY ANDREAS STOEHR

I was drowning
In an ocean of
Confusion and Anger.
Struggling,
Trying to battle my way
Through monstrous waves of
Grief and Depression.
But they engulfed me.
I was sinking,
Going down for the third time…

When suddenly I see
Three rocks.
Hope, Comfort and Happiness.
Miraculously, it seems,
I reach them,
Surrendering to their safety.
They are so strong.
I am protected.
I feel my strength return.
The safety of my rocks
Has saved me.

MY ROCKS
A POEM BY SHAVERA SENEVIRATNE

AN ANONYMOUS POEM
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I should start by saying that I was not a fan of
Yeasayer’s poppy new album, Odd Blood. And,
long story short, their concert didn’t make me a
fan.

During the opener, Sleigh Bells, strong
Carleton representation at First Avenue was clear.
Finding Carls 360 degrees around me, I felt like I
was at the Cave. Sleigh Bells relied on pounding,
pre-recorded bass and drums while one guy
played repetitive, simple guitar lines and a female
singer screamed emotionally. I was glad I had
earplugs.

Yeasayer started strong with “The Children,”
s l o w i n g
down the
a l r e a d y
slow song
and filling
First Ave
with the
d a r k e s t
s o u n d s
from Odd
Blood. The
d e n s e ,
fresh lay-
ers they

added gave me hope for the rest of their new
songs. Unfortunately, they played all of the songs
from Odd Blood and only a few of them were
improved from the cheery, cheesy album versions.
In contrast, the handful of older songs (“Wait for
the Summer,” “2080,” “Tightrope,” “Sunrise,”
and “Red Cave”) displayed a maturity that could
only come from years of road practice.

Perhaps this discrepancy is a function of the
new songs being young and lacking in live experi-
ence. But it’s more likely that the new Yeasayer
isn’t as complex, heavy, or thoughtful as they were
on All Hour Cymbals. Indeed, 4 of the 5 band
members had synths and keys in front of them.
But they were far from feeling at home in their
new ‘80s dance sound or with fabricated futuristic
psychedelia. If I see 4 sets of keys on stage, I
would like to be tripped out. But instead (dis-
counting the old songs) I was annoyed, feeling
that Yeasayer had sold out First Ave with their
hype rather than with good music. As they milked
their mediocre single “O.N.E.” by mindlessly
repeating the chorus a painful number of times I
wondered if they felt the same.

I think it’s easy to tell that I’m now an official
Naysayer.

Remember that scene in Trainspotting when
Ewan McGregor is standing by the nightclub wall,
desperately scanning the dance floor for a
potential one-night stand? LCD Soundsystem’s
third album, This Is Happening, is a lot like that:
urgent, expectant, and always faintly surreal. It’s
what the Talking Heads would sound like with a
few (more) lines of blow and access to two or
three extra synthesizers.

Lead singer/producer James Murphy
progresses through a night on the
town with a seasoned eye,
capturing the brief euphoria and
melancholy that all-too-frequently
follows. “From this position / I feel
an affinity for both of them / Which
is confusing,” he slurs drunkenly
on “Pow Pow”; Ewan McGregor is
clearly not the only one who has
gazed longingly at the happy
couples from the outskirts of the
party. You’d be hard-pressed to
realize it from the opening track;
this is a dance record, after all, and
Murphy is eager to start the night
off right. Opener “Dance Yrself
Clean” spends an austere first three
minutes with the singer’s voice
barely carrying above the
minimalist percussive tip-tap
before exploding into six different
kinds of synth; it’s the kind of thing
models pray they get a chance to
strut to, the music you wish came
on every time you entered a party.
Just don’t listen to what he’s
saying; “Talking like a jerk / Except you are an
actual jerk / And living proof that sometimes
friends are mean... / This basement has a cold
glow.” Murphy is as eager to kill our buzz as he is
to get us dancing.

Even the most senseless tracks are tinged
with inadequacy. “Drunk girls are like a night of
simplicity / They need a lover who is smarter than
me,” he says on “Drunk Girls,” Happening’s first
single and anthemic ode to the song’s titular
subjects. Just because Murphy is keen on
emphasizing his own lack of self-confidence
doesn’t stop him from defending fun for fun’s
sake. “Just ‘cause I’m shallow doesn’t mean that
I’m heartless / Just ‘cause I’m heartless doesn’t
mean that I’m mean / Sometimes love gives us too

many options / Just ‘cause you’re hungry doesn’t
mean that you’re lean.”

Murphy becomes increasingly pleading as
This Is Happening wears on, plumbing the lowest
depths of pick-up line subject matter in a vain
attempt to find someone to sleep with. “Tell me a
line… / Dance with me until I feel alright… / I can
change if it helps you fall in love,” he implores a
potential mate on “I Can Change.” He’s the
ultimate pity date, and he knows it. The ends

justify the means, and if the means involve
tossing out embarrassingly transparent come-ons,
then so be it. Murphy senses victory slipping
through his grasp. “But dashing the hopes,
dashing the hopes / And smashing the pride / The
morning’s got you on the ropes.”

Happening isn’t really about lust, or even
love, though the singer would like you to believe it
is; it’s about trying to hide from your problems, an
escape that, unsurprisingly, cannot be found at
any party. “’Cause you’re afraid of what you need
/ Yeah you’re afraid of what you need / If you
weren’t, yeah you weren’t / Then I don’t know
what we’d talk about,” he assures us on “Home.”
It’s good to know that he’s not the only one who
feels this way.

Former Fan Naysays
Yeasayer
BY NATE STEWART

LCD Album Happening, But
Not In A Happy Way

BY SALOMONE BAQUIS
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When, earlier this year, I reviewed a number of publications’ lists of
the best music of the decade, I was a little surprised at the fact that
Broken Social Scene didn’t place highly on any of the lists. (Disclaimer:
I’m a fan of theirs.) All of their records were well-received by the critics,
and yet come the end of the decade it seemed BSS had been mostly for-
gotten.

Listening to the band’s new album, Forgiveness Rock Record, has clar-
ified for me why that happened. A band without a true leader among a
rotating cast of up to 20 members, each with their own musical talents
and predilections, makes music that is necessarily amorphous. While that
doesn’t necessarily affect the quality, it makes comparisons (like those
involved in making a best-of list) awfully difficult. Similarly, Record
(which continues a BSS tradition of questionable album titles like You
Forgot It In People and Spirit If...) is an excellent album that is simulta-
neously easy to listen to and hard to wrap one’s head around.

Forgiveness Rock Record opens with a nearly seven minute epic,
“World Sick,” that recalls
much of their self-titled album
with its crescendos and lyrics
more yelled than sung, which
seems to suits lines like “I get
world sick / Every time I take a
stand.” In true BSS fashion,
they follow that with the com-
pletely different “Chase
Scene,” a banging synth track
that would make a great score
to, well, a chase scene.

Scattered through the rest
of the album are a lot of horns
(as on “Art House Director,” on
which the backing sounds like

it was lifted straight from Sufjan Stevens), a string-backed rant against the
oil companies (“Texico Bitches”), an instrumental that feels as though a
vocal track was recorded and then removed (“Meet Me In the Basement”),
and a lot of cryptic lyrics about love, family, and (surprise!) forgiveness.

Most of the various songs turn out well, though the horns are occasion-
ally obnoxious and none of the various vocalists possess the chops to avoid
getting swept under by the instrumentation, though the supremacy of the
instruments was probably a deliberate decision. Tortoise drummer John
McEntire produced the album, which might explain the vocal issues as
well as the general turn towards post-rock the album takes, not always for
the better. The length also hinders the album somewhat; changing gears
every five minutes for an hour means that it’s hard to keep track of what
happened three or four songs ago, which really hides certain tracks. While
each song is easy enough to make sense of on its own, the length and vari-
ety make it difficult to get a sense for the album as a whole.

Those flaws only barely take away from a very strong album, however.
No one comes to Broken Social Scene for simplicity and minimalism, so it
seems a little unfair to criticize them for trying to go big. I don’t anticipate
this record being thought of as the best of the decade, but it might just
be the best Broken Social Scene album yet, which is quite an accomplish-
ment in and of itself.

From the very first bars, it is clear that Heaven is Whenever is not a typ-
ical Hold Steady album. Instead of being a manifesto, a bizarre joke fol-
lowed by heavy riffing, or a fantastic rock song like the openers of their ear-
lier albums, Heaven is Whenever’s first track “The Sweet Parts of the City”
is a track full of acoustic instruments and relatively empty of the bombast
that seems to characterize Hold Steady openers. That’s not to say that “The
Sweet Parts of the City” is a bad song. It is one of Craig Finn’s more clever
songs, telling the tale of some young kids who hang out and drink a lot (like
Carleton stu-
dents). It gets
fun at the end,
when Finn
claims “We
were bored so
we started a
band / We like
to play for you /
We like to pray
for you.”

F i n n ’ s
recurring obses-
sion with reli-
gion is certainly
a theme of the
album, and
some of the
songs, most
notably “Soft in
the Center,”
sound hymn-
like. Hell,
there’s even a bonus track titled “Resurrection Blues.” This isn’t nearly as
religious of an album as Separation Sunday, which was possibly the most
Catholic album ever released by a band whose favorite subjects are drug
addicts. Yet lyrics like “Let it shine on us all / Let it warm us from within”
(from the unusually pretty “We Can Get Together”) conjure up religious
thoughts, and even the album’s title is spiritual.

The best song on the album is the sing-along “Hurricane J,” which
sounds like it was left off of the band’s earlier Boys and Girls in America.
Not only is it well-written and heart-rending, it really, really rocks. Finn
really reaches deep into his heart and spills out the details of his love for
Jessie, who is “going to crash into the harbor this summer.” Once again,
Finn proves that he might be one of the two or three most creative song-
writers alive, comparing this girl to one ferocious storm.

One truly regrettable thing is that I still have not been able to come up
with a coherent viewpoint on Heaven is Whenever. While it is an excellent
album, it just simply is not as good as their previous three albums. Quality-
wise, it is probably most comparable to Stay Positive: a very good album
with some superb tracks and no terrible ones. However, this album does not
have any songs nearly as good as “Constructive Summer” or “Lord, I’m
Discouraged,” which is a real mark against it. When considered in the light
of their previous work, Heaven is Whenever feels like a bit of a let down,
though it is certainly still fantastic.

Fractured New Record From
Broken Social Scene

BY FRANK FIRKE

Heaven is Whenever Steady
But Not Spectacular

BY CHARLIE ROSENTHAL
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BY SALOMONE BAQUIS, FRANK FIRKE, & MATT PIEH
The most expensive joke the Carl has ever produced. Also, Crayola - “Cadet Blue?” Don’t kid yourselves; it’s just gray. 

Was I justified in individually inputting each of these on the color wheel? Make my time worthwhile, fill out this bracket and return it to mailbox 1822!
Next week in the bracket: Sounds.
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