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As you can probably tell from the cover, something spooky is in the air here at The Carl. It’s
late October, and as the leaves crunch beneath
our feet (see page 20), and the air begins to
chill, we retreat to our Upper Sayles inner sanctum, for marathon editing sessions that go deep
into the night.
While putting together this issue, we have
uncovered ghastly, once-unspoken horrors:
homophobia on college campuses (page 4),
drinking on weekdays (page 6), and what devilish events transpire when Martin Scorcese
meets the Rolling Stones (page 14). Oh, and
we’ve also got some stuff about scary songs and
movies.
Set aside your anxieties, whether you worry
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about the walking undead, or that 15-page
research paper that’s due all too soon. Our roving troupe of Carl contributors has provided
enough material to scare away your fears, and
even the occasional vampire. (Works better than
garlic nine times out of ten!) Look at those
names on the masthead, dear reader: our staff
has earned those spooky epithets.
As you leaf through this issue, kick back and
relax, grab a cookie from Dacie’s, and get ready
for the upcoming holiday... from HELL! We’ll be
here writing, waiting, and watching you fall over
on Halloween night.
Pleasant nightmares,
-Andreas and Lily, The Eds-

THE SCHILLOMETER

THE TOP FIVE

Why go to Ebony?
Big Freedia at the Cave. Get that gin
in my system...

1. Ebony crawling
2. Your girlfriend’s in it

Department of Defense accepting
openly gay applicants... for now

4. Everyone else will be there
5. So much booty

THE PHOTO POLL

If You Could
Create A
Political Party,
What Would It
Be?

Mike “The Situation” kicked
off Dancing with the Stars

Brett Favre’s dick
“The Love and Respect
Everbody Party”
-Prof. Thabiti Willis, History

The rent!

The Rent Is Too Damn High
BY DAN ANTOSZYK AND RACHEL FEINBERG
“The Jacks Party”
-Justin Jack ‘12

“The Toga Party”
-Jack Frechette ‘11

“The Awesome Party”
-Peter Hall ‘14

“The Be In College Forever
Party”
-Logan Nash ‘11

Today, we feature Jimmy McMillan, a New York gubernatorial candidate
who, at a debate earlier this week, gained national fame. While there were six
other candidates at Hofstra University on Monday, Mr. McMillan (he also goes
by “Papa Smurf” and “Santa Claus”) was the only one representing the “Rent
Is Too Damn High Party.” The party, as it so
happens, is strictly issue-based. In fact, the
party platform is that the rent is too goddamn high. As McMillan will gladly tell you,
nobody else is talking about the rent. The
reader is encouraged to go online and listen
to some of the entertaining mash-ups of
McMillan’s speech, and while you’re at it,
go visit his web page. You will learn about
how the “rent is 2 damn high” and that
“there ain’t nothin’ else to talk about.”
Now, there are those who believe that
Republican candidate (and hypocritical bastard) Carl Paladino invited the
minority party candidates to the debate so that he would seem less crazy in
comparison. True or not, the rent speaks for itself.
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3. You can’t go drunk to any other dance show
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Don’t Take It For Granted: Thoughts on LGBT Spirit Day
BY RACHEL FEINBERG

room pitch black and screamed various hurtful expletives. Eventually
they brought the lights back up and talked about teasing and bullying.
Then some of the students recited personal, often lyrical testimonials
about sexual and religious experiences. They explained that despite
Gustavus’s Lutheran affiliation, students should not be afraid to come
out of the closet or examine other religious pathways.
Some Gusties were shocked at these attempts at making Gustavus a
place warm to sexually active students of different sexual orientations,
genders, and religions, describing them as “shameful seminars.” These
seminars did nothing to say that there is anything wrong with being
Lutheran or abstinent but some students still felt threatened.
The students at Gustavus who feel threatened by events like those at
Freshmen Orientation have taken action beyond the Internet. An
announcement for an event organized by the Gustavus Q&A group was
removed and replaced with an anti-homosexual Bible verse. This is
among a string of public homophobic incidents at Gustavus in recent
years, even before Phil Cleary entered college.
The Campus Pride Climate Index recently rated Carleton as one of
America’s most gay-friendly colleges. While I have no way of saying
whether or not this is true, I think we must remember that while events
like “Not On Our Campus” and other diversity talks may not be the most
enjoyable to sit through, they set a tone of openness that may not make
Carleton the most gay-friendly school in the US, but certainly not a place
where gay activism is intentionally disrupted. Let’s keep “Not on Our
Campus” on our campus.

I write this article on LGBT Spirit Day. As I look around campus I see
lots of pins and purple shirts. Where does this spirit of support begin
during our Carleton careers? Looking back at my freshmen year I can
recall the “Not On Our Campus” event and talks about diversity as the
beginning of dialogue and support. These events set the tone for an open
environment on campus. The administration backs up these values by
providing the tools for safe sex with condoms available in SWA stalls and
other locations on campus. It also helps fund the GSC, the BSA, and
other groups that provide resources for people of all walks of life.
Just fifty minutes away from our campus these same events that we
take for granted are contested. At Gustavus Adolphus College there is a
blog called “The Campus Majority,” run by a Gustie named Phil Cleary.
This fall it criticized similar programming as being “aimed at acceptance
of drinking, sex, homosexuality, and atheism,” calling sexual education
“Sexual Indoctrination.” The clips of the sex-related presentation during
Gustavus’s freshman orientation show is somewhat similar to “Not On
Our Campus”. It talked a lot about tolerance and acceptance of different sexual orientations, body image, and safe sex. Although the writers
at The Campus Majority seem to believe it was sexual indoctrination,
even within the presentation one of the leaders says, “You can be sexy
without having sex.”
One part of the presentation used fake cartoon characters to describe
different aspects of safe sex such as condoms, lubricant, dildos, and
blue balls. Another component was a group of students in black t-shirts
who, in poem form, broke down the meanings of the different words that
make up LGPBBTTQ&A. It was quite informative. Later they turned the
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Emails from My Asian Mom
BY KELLY O’BRIEN

As a child, most of these downs were embarrassing to say the least. My friends growing up could barely understand
my Mom's English through her Chinese accent and while some girls got to go to the mall with their Moms, I was stuck
at home watching Peking Opera videos with her. If you don't know Peking Opera, google it, and then imagine that as
the soundtrack to your life.
However, with age comes some wisdom and even better - email accounts. Ever since I left for college two years ago,
my mother has learned the ancient Chinese art of sending her special brand of love and the English language through
the interweb. During this time I have amassed a lot of odd, hilarious, and downright undecipherable emails from my
mother dearest. I now graciously share with you the email that started it all in a new column I call “Emails from My
Asian Mom.” And don't worry, there are plenty more when that came from.
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Growing up with a Chinese immigrant mother has its ups and downs. Ups include all the fried rice your heart desires
and free reign to play with fireworks before you have real motor skills. Downs include language barriers and cultural barriers with the one person who probably loves you most in this world.

FoMo? FoSho!
THE CARL | SOCIETY | OCT 22, 2010

BY MADELINE MUZZI

Imagine that it is a Wednesday night,
and you are seven pages deep into a twenty-page paper due Friday. Just as you are
resigning yourself to thirty straight hours
in a first libe study room, five of your closest friends tiptoe drunkenly into your
room to tell you that there is a SERIOUS
rager happening and everyone will be
there. You know you shouldn’t go, and you
might not even want to, but you can sense
that people are going to have fun, and you
don’t want that to happen without you.
Everyone has experienced this sensation, but you might not have a name for it.
This is “FoMo,” and it is a serious problem for students everywhere. “Fear of
Missing out” is one of the hardest things
students have to deal with in college.
Deciding whether or not to go out involves
the delicate balancing act of friends and
homework, laziness and loneliness, social
skills and sleep deprivation. So sit back,
relax, and let the flow chart handle the
tough questions. Again, solid lines are
YES and dashed lines are NO. Good luck.
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3 Easy DIY Halloween
Costumes
BY CHARLOTTE PEREZ

1. The Classic Black Cat Ears
For this quintessential Halloween costume,
you only need a couple materials. 1) Start with
a plain black skinny headband. 2) Cut two diamond shapes in black construction paper and
fold around the headband on both sides to
create two cat triangle ears, then either staple
or glue the pieces together (if you are feeling
particularly motivated, felt also works well for
the ear triangles). 3) You may end here, or you
may attach a tiny amount of white feathers or
cut a small piece of a feather boa and glue it
between the cat ears. 4) Finally, dress in all
black and you are set to go!
2. The Toilet Paper Mummy
Well, this one is pretty self-explanatory. 1)
“Find” some toilet paper. 2) Get a friend to
wrap it around you. 3) Color you eyes black
with paint or makeup and you are good to go!
3. The Ghost of Schiller
For those who want to maintain the Carleton
spirit in their Halloween costume. 1) Find a
white or gray sheet. 2) Cut holes in the top
either for your whole head, or just your eyes
and mouth. 3) If you want to take it even further, you could find an old-fashioned looking
wig and put it over the top of your sheet costume. Now you have Schiller’s gorgeous plaster coloring as well as his stylish hair.

Year: 2011
Major: English

BY ZOE COHEN

Q: How would you describe your style?
A: Consignment store meets urban outfitters.
Q:Coming from Texas, has your style changed
from more than just the extension of your winter jacket?
A: I’ve always been kind of weird in the way
that I dress. I never fit in stylistically with other
people in high school, and I got a lot of concerned comments from my mom and grandma
especially. They thought the way I dressed was
silly or frivolous. Not the way a professional
young woman should dress. I would experiment
a lot when I was younger, based on things that
I saw in magazines. I think the biggest thing
that’s changed since coming to Carleton is that
I’ve just embraced it.
Q: Being an English major, do you find that
fashion and writing are comparable outlets of
creativity?
A: Yeah, I think so! I like how you can tell a
story with clothes, or that your clothes can have
a story of their own. Clothes can be special
because someone gave it to you or you bought
it on a crappy day or you wore it to a special
event. A lot of my clothes have very fond memories.
Q: I hear that you studied abroad in London.
Has your experience in London influenced the
way you view fashion?
A: It made me think about the importance of
impressions. We were living in central London
and everyone is very chic and slick, so it really
emphasized that for me. It also made me think
about how fashion can still be fun. Socks are
really big in London right now apparently,
except that I hate socks. I went to this sock
store where they only sold luxury socks. It was
weird. I don’t wear socks.
Q: Where do you get inspiration?
A:From mannequins, colors, the earth, and The
Sartorialist (thesartorialist.blogspot.com).
Q: Ebony costumes are very distinct. Do you
think you share any stylistic similarities with
Ebony’s fundamental fashion values?
A: Yes, absolutely. I like the idea of sparkles in
everyday life. I like the idea of going big, just
for the fun of it.
Q: What is your favorite piece of clothing that
you own?
A: Oh man. I have this yellow cotton dress with
really awesome beading that I got at the con-
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Every year at the Halloween Concert and Costume
Contest we see the costumes and think, “Wow
that is so creative!” or “I wish I’d thought of
that!” Well, this article won’t deliver any ideas of
that caliber, but I can give a few ideas to those
who want to dress up a little bit and just need a
starting point.

Fashion Profile:
Morgan Holmes

signment store in town (Fashion Fair),
and I love it. It’s so comfy, so bright, so yellow and so bold.
Q. Who is your favorite designer?
A: I don’t know if I have a favorite designer.
I really like Betsey Johnson, because she’s
insane and not afraid. I’ve been watching
project runway all season and I’m in love
with Mondo Guerra. He’s my favorite right
now. I prefer everyday people and watching
that rather than watching runway though.
Q: If you could live in any decade for fashion, which would it be and why?
A: Probably the 70s because I’m really interested in high-waisted pants and jumpsuits.
Q: What are some of your favorite places to
shop?
A: Fashion Fair, Urban Outfitters, and then
there’s a place in San Antonio called the
Jive Refried that sells vintage and recycled
clothes. I’m very into recycled clothes.
Q: What are you wearing right now?
A: I’m wearing a plaid jacket from Fashion
Fair in Northfield, a blue gap V-neck t-shirt
that I got at the Clothes Closet and high
waisted green trousers from Urban. My
booties are Bongo and my earrings were a
present from my friend Molly that she got in
London.
Q: Finally, how do you make your hair always
perfect?
A: There’s this stuff called R & B from Lush,
which smells really good and is magical. I
also use Pantene. Love!
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I Said What, What in the Butt:
The Annals of Anal
BY J. WOODCOCK STRONG
Both the anal rim and the inner anus can be stimulated for immense pleasure. The anal rim is partially made up of tissue that is particularly
sensitive to touch. Here is a look at a few kinds of anal stimulation.

Anal Intercourse

Anal Fisting and Fingering

Many people criticize anal sex for being
painful or gross. It can, however, be quite
pleasurable. Many cite it as even more pleasurable than vaginal or oral intercourse. For
the person being penetrated it can feel very
painful, especially at first. To minimize this
pain and maximize the pleasure of anal sex,
a lot of lubricant should be used. Especially
for someone engaging in anal intercourse for
the first time, the penis should enter slowly.
The anus does not expand with as much ease
as the vagina or the mouth. If these precautions are taken, anal intercourse can be
pleasurable, fun, and sexy.
Some people knock anal intercourse for
being impersonal due to the lack of eye contact. It can, however, be intimate and intense
with the right amount of hair-grabbing and
body-grabbing or licking.
STDs and STIs can be transmitted from
anal intercourse, so if you don’t know your
partner very well, it is advisable to wear a
condom. A lubricated condom can serve as a
good first layer of lubrication. It should be
noted that women can get pregnant from
unprotected anal sex but this is rather
uncommon.

Anal fisting is among the most dangerous
sexual acts. It is very rough, but can be
made safer and smoother with a lot of lubrication and by understanding anal fisting as
a slow process, especially upon the initial
penetration.
Anal fingering, on the other hand, is much
less dangerous. It turns many people off,
however, because it can possibly dirty the
fingers, which are necessary for eating and
other daily activities. If this doesn’t bother
you, anal fingering can be fun and pleasurable, much like anal sex. Fingers are particularly maneuverable and are great for inner
and outer anal stimulation. It is wise to
apply lube to the fingers before anal fingering.

Anal Penetration with a Dildo
This is an option for lesbian partners to
engage in anal stimulation, or for males to
receive anal pleasure from a female partner.
Dildos have a slightly different feel than a
penis does, for it doesn’t expand in the same
way. Dildos do, on the other hand, often have
other options, like vibration and certain kinds
of twisting, that the penis cannot do, and
which can provide a unique anal experience.

“ASS TO ASS”
Analingus
Analingus (anal licking) frequently called
“tossing salad” or rimming, can also be quite
pleasurable. The wetness and smoothness of
the mouth and tongue can greatly enhance
outer anal stimulation. The tongue does not
have the same reach as a finger, penis, or
dildo for internal anal stimulation, but can still
be enjoyable. Like the other forms of anal
stimulation, anal licking is often seen as gross;
it can conjure up images of “eating shit.” If
you can get past these connotations or try
stepping outside of your comfort zone, you
may find that you really enjoy this practice.
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This phenomenon, popularized in the
motion picture Requiem for a Dream, is
when two people get on their hands and
knees with their butts facing each other and
are both anally penetrated by one doublesided dildo. Both parties undulate their
backsides back and forth so they can each
feel different degrees and speeds of penetration. In the film, this scene is disturbing
as the partners were two exploited sex workers. For consenting partners looking for a
collaborative and adventurous experience,
this could be fun to try. It may not feel
tremendously intimate as there is no eye
contact, and the partners do not get to
touch each other’s hair, chest, or torso.

Dacie’s Spirit Lives On
BY YUVIKA DIWAN, NATHAN LYSNE, R. ORION MARTIN, AND EMILY BAN
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The Strength of Generosity
An Interview with Julia Uleberg, Coordinator of Dacie Moses House

Comfy couches. Haunting smells of freshly baked cookies. Tinkling music
in the background. And now, crunchy carpets. As I stepped into Dacie Moses
House one sunny afternoon, I was greeted by a confused dog who came out
of the kitchen to the living room, now decked up with a lavish blue carpeted floor. I walked to the kitchen, and as I had expected, there were cookies
waiting for suddenly-hungry-stomachs, and I grabbed one (while thinking if
I should grab another, and moving away before I could), and walked down
from the kitchen into the little garden at the back of the house. There I met
Julia, the coordinator of Dacie Moses House, cutting vegetables on the hammock, and then moving blocks of firewood, leftover from a bonfire that was
used in one of the Sunday brunches.
Julia first came to the house 22 years ago, many years after Dacie's death.
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BY YUVIKA DIWAN

What brought her to live in this 100 year old house within the boundaries of
a student campus? She was attracted to the 'community idea' of living in
Dacie’s, and how a history had to be preserved within its confines. Dacie,
when she was alive, was an ordinary resident in Northfield, who opened her
house for students, feeding them with the best that her cooking skills could
create. After her retirement, she is believed to have used her pension money
to maintain the same relationship with students as long as she could. In
return, students volunteered to run her errands, paid her grocery bills, and
later when she was unable to bake on her own, baked for her and other students, continuing this tradition. And this tradition amazingly continues to
exist. Julia calls it 'the spirit and strength of generosity' that Dacie has left
behind.
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According to Julia, with Dacie's death the ownership of the house passed to the student workers, who continued to organize events in the house.
It is an open house, which means any student can come in and make use
of its services. This is one aspect that particularly appeals to me about
coming and hanging out in Dacie’s. Even as I looked all around me, while
talking to Julia, I noticed a left over cup of water, a forgotten baseball
glove, an opened sheet of music and cushions that looked sat down on. The
house is happily lived in by so many people, and when they walk out from
the front door, they leave some imprints behind. This is a house bundled
with layers of memories.
Nothing lasts forever, and the house has become more and more fragile
with the amount of traffic and usage that it undergoes every term. There
have been many occasions when the existence of the house has been
threatened by people who feel that it could be much better used. But the
students have brought life and energy to this house and so it has stayed.
There is still a lot of concern for it, not just among the alumni, but also current Carleton students, who never knew Dacie in person. Referring to the
replacement of 20 year old carpets, Julia says, “We are just dressin' the old
gal.”
Before I left Julia and Dacies, I reminded myself to grab another cookie.

A Knight's Tale
BY NATHAN LYSNE AS TOLD TO ORION MARTIN
Since this acapella group started in 1956, the Knights have often practiced in Dacie's living room. In this house, there are all the facilities there
to have a comfortable practice session—storage rooms for CDs and tuxedos
and song scores and a piano. Dacie herself was very supportive of a cappella. 'Steal Away' was Dacie's second favorite song.
Every January, we sing at Dacie's birthday brunch. One of the original
members of the very first group of Knights, still lives in Northfield—Dixon
Bond. Though he retired and is currently on the city council, he is a familiar face in most Knights concerts and Sunday brunches at Dacie’s.
Dacie Moses House is important, not just for people at Carleton, but also
for people living in Northfield. Every Sunday Dacie’s is flooded with students
and Northfield residents looking forward to a delicious brunch. It is also
used by Carls, prospies, or guests to reside in.
Unlike some other vocal groups, the Knights work on arranging the scores
all by themselves, and practicing in Dacie’s helps. During each practise, we
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try to learn the parts, going over songs, getting ready for concerts.
Sometimes when the Knights are practicing, there are other people in the
house, some of who are really nervous to interrupt our practices. But it’s not
a big deal, for us. Sometimes they make and eat cookies, and sometimes
they leave some for us.
In my limited tenure, I haven't seen a change in the way the house has
been used. There are lots of prospies who come to find out what this house
is all about. Though it seems like most people don't even know about Dacie’s
anymore, it’s a name that still finds recognition. There is a lot of ambiguity
about where Dacie stands with the current Carleton community. Some people say that the house could be better used in other ways. Some people think
it could be a new dorm. But Dacie Moses House is more of a house in her
legacy, than it is about her, so many years after her death. Dacie’s is its own
institution at this point. It's a unique place and a unique tradition that I'd
like to see continued in the community.

A House for Everyone, and Me
BY EMILY BAN
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I was drawn to the idea of living in Dacie’s because of the open-door spirit and the
warmth of community that surrounds the house. Admittedly, part of the draw was that
I could be paid to bake, something I always spent a whole lot of time doing anyway.
My roommate (Emily Winer) and I wanted to help maintain the wonderful tradition of
“grandma Dacie’s” while somehow incorporating ourselves into the house. While living
here this summer, we started hosting themed Wednesday night dessert parties that
were open to the Northfield community and we were amazed at how many people came
each week! My personal favorite event which we threw together was the “1950’s
Dessert Party” where we served banana cream pie, angel food cake, and about a hundred whoopee pies. Ultimately, I think I chose to live here because I wanted to live in
a home and encourage other students to make Dacie’s a home too.
Living here has been a wonderful experience so far although it is a very different
experience living and working here in the summer and during the school year. Granted,
it is a rather unique living environment for a student, I sometimes feel as if I’m an RA
for the entire community because it seems as though almost all of Carleton passes
through my house. While it can be very frustrating to know that sometimes students
take ingredients for their own use or borrow pots and forget to return them, living here
has generally given me more faith in people. Truly, this house would not exist if there
wasn’t such a large group of students who not just use the house respectfully but genuinely care about it as a beloved part of the Carleton community.
I’m always so happy to see students using the kitchen to bake and bond with their
floormates over improvised recipes. I also love having the a cappella groups here; I’m
a very big Knights fan so I feel pretty lucky to get to listen to them practice as I work.
I’m also very excited about our new floors and carpet (everyone should come by and
see!) and I’m even more excited that the whole carpet installation process is over! It’s
always slightly anxiety-provoking to change the house in any way because there are a
lot of community members and alums who want the house to remain exactly as it was
when Dacie lived here.
I personally think Dacie would love our new floors and would be happy that the carpets were so thoroughly used by adoring students that they had to be replaced at all.
From what I know about her, I think that she would be very pleased that her house is
still a home for so many Carleton students and for me.

The Social Network Review
BY JOSIAH BURNS
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CINEMA

Fincher, take 98.

A Bela Lugosi joint.

Get your LIMITED EDITION exclusive ReAnimator highlighter.

FILMANAGRAMS!

So The Social Network is a really good movie. For all
you creeps out there, that’s my current Facebook status. I’ve been to the theater three times this year (also
for Inception and Winter’s Bone), and Fincher’s latest
is easily my favorite. It’s not just about Facebook or its
creator, but also the people he screwed over. The narrative flows more like The Godfather than a minifeed,
jumping between betrayals within a misogynistic
empire of greed.
On paper, it doesn’t sound that fun to watch Mark
Zuckerberg (Jesse Eisenberg) be a dick for two hours.
On celluloid, Eisenberg’s so good it’s a blast. Acerbic
stares and veiled scoffs abound as Zuckerberg outsmarts Harvard, the law, and the Internet itself. He’s a
viciously lovable devil, always ten steps ahead of his
audience. Aaron Sorkin (A Few Good Men, The West
Wing) reasserts his reputation as one of Hollywood’s
sharpest screenwriters, alternating between hyperquick dialogues and dizzying coding sequences.
Against Trent Reznor’s pulsating score, Fincher sculpts
extended music videos. Who knew that programming
FaceMash (a proto-Facebook) could be the subject of
the year’s most virtuosic montage? He’s also not afraid
to employ daring aesthetic techniques to cover important scenes. For example, Fincher covers the film’s crucial crew race in tilt-shift cinematography, highly
abstracting backgrounds in order to intensify subjectivity.
I think The Social Network is David Fincher’s best
film. I’m a sucker for epic romances, but Eric Roth’s
frame narrative in The Curious Case of Benjamin
Button is too clumsy. Here, Sorkin and Fincher seamlessly weave past and present, overlapping sound cues
and repeating set-ups to create fluid transitions. The
Social Network tells an honest, universal story of ambition, corruption, and its humble origins. In comparison,
Fight Club seems sexist and culturally irrelevant.
Zodiac, while itself something of a masterpiece, runs a
reel too long. The Social Network doesn’t have a single
extraneous moment. Each shot advances the narrative;
each character shows a different side of humanity.
Andrew Garfield and Justin Timberlake match
Eisenberg’s manic intensity, charging the film with
nonstop energy. These are three of many technicians
within a greater artistic hierarchy. Fincher’s storytelling
empire (itself a network of actors, crew members, and
rotoscopers) is a well-oiled machine, one of
Hollywood’s best.

By Josiah Burns
C0 010B,0 (Emmerich)
Anthem Stop (Costner)
Anamorphic Syce (Harron)
Tin Chute (Campion)
Hag Shanking Shit (Dobkin)
Email your answers to burnsj.
You might get a special prize.

The bromance, personified. Who says Fincher
can’t direct a love story?

Scary Quote Guessing Game!
Can you name the horror movies from which
these quotes are taken? Email your answers to
stoehra for a special, possibly non-material prize!
“Feast your eyes! Glut your soul on my accused
ugliness!” (1925)
“Not to spill blood, that is the law. Are we not
men?” (1932)
“Even a man who is pure in heart and says his
prayers by night…” (1941)
“They’re here already! You’re next!” (1956)
“You’re thinking of a brick wall!” (1960)
“I admire its purity. A survivor, unclouded by
conscience, remorse, or delusions of morality…”
(1979)
"Long live the new flesh!" (1983)
"Kiri kiri kiri..." (1999)
"I'm twelve... more or less." (2008)

FILM SOCIETY
6th Week Meeting
Tonight, 6:30, Scoville 102
Special Screening!
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Confessions of a Celluloid Junkie
BY ANDREAS STOEHR
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notic human trainwreck in
the middle of what barely
qualifies as a movie. The
film's
many
ridiculous
details may slip away, but
you will never forget Torgo.
Warning: if you choose to
tempt the Hands of Fate,
only watch the Mystery
Science Theater 3000 version. I've sat through the
original, and it's a fate no living thing deserves.
Although his reputation is
based on films with "of the
According to Torgo, “The
Dead" in the title, George Romero has made Master would not approve.”
more than just zombie movies. A case in point
is his vampire deconstruction Martin (1977), starring John Amplas as the
title teenager who lives with his old-fashioned great-uncle in small-town
Pennsylvania. Just as Night of the Living Dead depicted its zombie apocalypse as a plausible real-world development, Martin's vampirism is just as
boring and mundane as normal, non-bloodsucking human life. It's an honest, even vaguely neo-realist coming-of-age story that deals with the conflict
of old and new values, as well as the influence of media fame when a latenight call-in show embraces Martin's stories of vampire life. So the next time
you associate Romero with the lurching undead and their cry of "BRAINS!",
remember that he is (or was) a sensitive filmmaker, even if the final results
aren't always that polished.
Using a novella by the sexless, humorless H.P. Lovecraft as its jumpingoff point, Stuart Gordon's Re-Animator (1985) manically throws in dollops
of dark humor; a delightfully deranged Jeffrey Combs as its anti-hero,
Herbert West; destructive, gore-spewing zombies that should not be; and of
course the usual scene of a severed head performing cunnilingus. This is
Frankenstein filtered through Lovecraft, then filtered through the splatterhappy horror of the 1980s. It’s also the source for one of my favorite
taglines: “Herbert West has a good head on his shoulders… and another one
on his desk.”
I love Bernard Rose’s Candyman (1992) almost as much as I love candy.
It’s structured roughly like a slasher film (i.e., rubes are hacked apart by the
titular supernatural killer [Tony Todd]), but it’s also a probing investigation
of class, race, and urban legends in relation to academia. Add in plenty of
bizarrely romantic, florid dialogue and a Philip Glass score, and you’ve got a
horror movie that’s at once very smart and very scary. But whatever you do,
don’t say the title five times in front of a mirror.
Finally, Ti West’s The House of the Devil (2009) was both a throwback
to the 1980s and an improvement on that decade’s typical horror fare. The
film’s central crisis is one which we can all sympathize with: college student
Sam needs money to move into an apartment, and is willing to enter a very
creepy situation to get it. On the night of an eclipse, she takes a babysitting
job from an old couple… except there’s no baby. As she sits around the titular house, listens to music on her Walkman, and orders pizza, the tension
mounts, and mounts, and mounts, until it can mount no more. Then you
learn about the Satanists. Mumblecore starlet Greta Gerwig plays Sam’s best
friend (and voice of reason). Once you’ve seen this movie, you won’t be able
to hear the phrase “Are you not the babysitter?” without chills going up your
spine. And that’s what horror’s for!
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Good evening, boils and ghouls and those off the gender binary! In preparation for the ghastly week of terrors ahead, I’ve strung together a list of nine
spooktacular movies from nine equally spooktacular decades! Each of these
films contains untold atrocities, eerie abominations, and maybe even some
blood. Reader beware… you’re in for a fright.
Way back in 1922, F.W. Murnau more or less codified the vampire movie
while violating copyright law with his (first) masterpiece Nosferatu. Iconic,
apocalyptic, and sometimes weirdly erotic, the film follows real estate agent
Hutter (aka Harker) as he negotiates with the rodent-like Baron Orlok (Max
Schreck). Schreck’s icky performance (and appearance) as he insinuates
himself into Hutter’s hometown have sealed this film in the public consciousness and it holds up remarkably well; it’s also easy to forget that
Murnau was only 23 when he made it. That makes him the Lady Gaga of
German Expressionism.
The Old Dark House (1932) is one of my very favorite "old dark house"
movies. It's got the howling wind, the raging storm, and the wackiest family
that ever lived in rural Wales. When flooded roads trap a band of travelers at
the Femm manor, they must reckon with shrieking puritan Rebecca (Eva
Moore), nonverbal butler Morgan (Boris Karloff), and a whole host of horrors
hidden in the upstairs rooms. The film's bursting with director James
Whale's very gay, very British brand of black comedy, and has a cast to die
for: Raymond Massey, Gloria Stuart, Charles Laughton, Ernest Thesiger, and
many more. Check it out, if only for Moore's repeated cries of "No beds! They
can't have any beds!"
Once the afterglow of Dracula’s success had dissipated, star Bela Lugosi
was left to fend for himself in demeaning roles at Poverty Row studios like
Monogram and PRC. One of the better examples from this period of his
career is the public domain favorite The Corpse Vanishes (1942), wherein
Lugosi murders one bride after another so their vital fluids can keep his wife
(Elizabeth Russell) looking youthful. When an intrepid girl reporter (ah, the
‘40s…) gets onto his track, he lets her spend the night in his creepy mansion, and a perplexing game of cat and mouse ensues. Despite the nonexistent production values and clichéd mad scientist storyline, The Corpse
Vanishes is strangely charming. Maybe it’s Lugosi’s athetic performance as
flower expert who turns mass murderer at his wife’s behest. Or maybe it’s
the gaggle of grotesque manservants who dwell in his basement. Or maybe,
just maybe, it’s a combination of the two.
The 1950s were a curious decade, when Cold War paranoia frequently led
horror and sci-fi to merge into one amorphous, all-consuming genre called
horror/sci-fi. One great example is The Blob (1958), which stars a young
Steve McQueen as a misunderstood teen who must save his hometown from
an amorphous, all-consuming space creature that looks like a growing aggregation of raspberry jelly. In short, imagine Rebel Without a Cause with fewer
cars going off of cliffs, and more tense scenes set in meat lockers. It’s a little ridiculous, yes, but the special effects are solid and the film’s vision of
a blob-threatened small town of the 1950s is endearing. And the Burt
Bacharach-penned theme song will burrow into your brain like a Ceti eel and
lay eggs.
Manos: The Hands of Fate (1966) was directed on a bet by an El Paso fertilizer salesman namd Hal Warren. Everything else went downhill from there.
The achingly slow film, whose dialogue was all dubbed in during postproduction, concerns a family on vacation who stumble into a lodge owned by “The
Master.” Their daughter wanders off, her doggie gets killed, and all the while
a couple of horny teenagers make out in a car somewhere else. At the center
of Manos's glorious awfulness is the performance of Tom Neyman as Torgo,
the stuttering, jerky manservant who “take[s] care of the place while the
Master is away.” Neyman plays the role with accidental pathos; he's a hyp-

On Concert Films
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BY JOSH KIRSCHENBAUM
Maybe it was excitement about the recent Gorillaz concert (which was
AWESOME), or perhaps their sheer abundance on Netflix Instant, but for
one reason or another, I’ve been watching quite a few concert films
recently. A few of them try to be more than a straightforward documentation of a band or artist’s performance. A few of those actually succeed.
There are a suprising variety of ways to make a concert film. I’ve written
before about music videos, and how, at their best, they can represent a
perfect fusion of image and sound. Live concerts occasionally aim for a
similar goal, using intricate light shows, stage props, or the energetic
musicians themselves to create a visual dimension to the concert experience. Few of these visuals, however, are more than gimmicks. Music
has always been more artistically pure than film. The way in which it
unlocks our minds and influences our state of being is simply
more direct and primal. Film is much more concrete, but
carries with it the possibility to shape and mold what
is otherwise a pure experience.
The best example of the potential of a concert film is Jonathan Demme’s Stop Making
Sense. The film chronicles three consecutive
nights of Talking Heads concerts. Frontman
David Byrne collaborated with Demme to
storyboard the film, planning set pieces for
each song and deciding exactly how the
camera would capture the event. The
result is nothing less than a living, breathing music video. From it’s low key opening, in which Byrne walks on stage alone,
places a boombox at his feet, and plays
“Psycho Killer” by himself, it is clear that
Demme and Byrne are presenting you with
one of the most ambitious concert film ever
made. The camera tracks Byrne’s feet as he
walks, pauses on the boombox when he puts it
down, then slowly pans up to his head as he starts
playing. It’s a full minute before Demme makes the first
cut. When he does, it’s to a beautiful long shot of Byrne, his
entire body in frame, facing the audience. The audience appears as a
dark mass from which the occasional face or limb emerges. With Byrne
contrasted against the vastness, it’s like something out of a romantic
painting. For the next song, only one band member comes onstage. It
takes until the sixth song for the whole band to show up. When they do,
it’s a volcanic rendition of “Burning Down the House.” Each song is
wildly different, and its clear that The Talking Heads are more than
happy to work with Demme. They planned the event together, which
allows them to create organic images that fulfill everything a concert
film is capable of. It’s more performance art than anything, but it retains
the pure energy of a live concert.
The perfect fusion of artist and director is rare. More often, one overpowers the other. Case in point is Big Time, a bizarre experience that
could only be brought to you by Tom Waits. The film begins with Waits
waking up in his bed, turning on the television to a static channel, then
going back to sleep. The camera zooms in on the static as an announcer
proclaims Waits’ name. The next thing we see is Waits himself on stage
and about to start his first song. The stage is lit in garish neon red and
blue. Occasionally the film will cut to a quick vignette of Waits playing
the part of various workers at his own concert: an usher, a spotlight oper-
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ator, the man working the ticket booth. This is Waits at his most Waitsy. Wearing a pair of oversized books, toying with a police siren, a bowler
hat (of course a bowler hat) firmly on his head, he’s truly a sight to
behold. His performance is top notch as he runs through some of his
best songs (highlights of the concert: “Way down in the hole,” “Clap
Hands”). His voice explodes at times and whispers faintly at others. He
stomps around the stage like the madman he is. He even performs one
song entirely while standing in a bathtub (Why a bathtub? Why not?).
You’ll notice I haven’t even mentioned the director. That’s because I’ve
never heard of him. Chris Blum doesn’t have any other credits on IMDB.
The film is about the Waits persona more than anything, which is it’s
greatest, and only, downfall. It’s almost too much Waits for anyone to
handle. The film is so wrapped up in the Tom Waits character,
the raspy voiced, screaming, chanting, mysterious
stranger of a man that he has cultivated over the
years, that it provides absolutely no pleasure for
anyone not already a major Waits fan. This is a
journey into Waits’ mind, nothing more, nothing less. I happen to love the guy, so it
wasn’t really a problem for me. But the possibility to go beyond his persona and
expand upon the thematic material of his
body of work, in a way that Demme and
Byrne did, is always there, but never
explored.
The opposite problem befalls poor
Martin Scorsese and his Rolling Stones
concert film Shine a Light. The film starts
as a documentary of the concert’s preparation, during which the Stones portray near
Spinal Tap behavior. You can see glimpses of
the film Scorsese wants to make; he wants to
make Stop Making Sense. But the Stones aren’t as
malleable as the talking heads. In fact, they aren’t
malleable at all. In their (fourth? fifth?) decade as music
royalty, they won’t be changed by anyone, even one of the best
directors of all time. Who is Martin Scorsese to the Rolling Stones? He’s
just a guy with a camera. The Stones are a force of nature that drive the
film, and all Scorsese can do is try to get it on camera as best he can,
throw in old video footage, and, most successfully, document his own
trouble. He wants a setlist so he can begin to plan his camera work.
Jagger sends him a comically long list of possible songs, then hangs up
on him when Scorsese calls to clarify. Scorsese has to fight to get a camera that moves. Don’t get me wrong, Scorsese captures some great
footage. But it’s only slightly better than if a no name crew made the
film. There are some great moments when Scorsese is willing to get in
the way of the classic Stones experience. A montage of Jagger introducing the crew. A sequence of Keith Richards interviews intercut with clips
of Keith Richards performing. These are mostly in the minority. The final
product is surprisingly mediocre considering the pedigree of all involved.
It’s a great Stones performance, not much else. Scorsese won’t get in
the way of his heroes, won’t push and prod them to make a better film.
It’s a shame they didn’t collaborate 35 years ago, when both the Stones
and Scorsese were younger and in their creative primes. They would have
exploded together. Stop Making Sense wouldn’t compare to a true
Scorsese/Stones collaboration in the same vein. Oh well.

A Willow is Planted,
A Star is Born

Remix Roundup
BY R. ORION MARTIN

BY RACHEL FEINBERG
Recently, Justin Bieber has dominated the airwaves with his prepubescent but catchy tunes. King Biebz better watch out, because
there is a new girl on the block: Willow Smith. Willow Smith, the
nine-year-old daughter of Will and Jada Pinkett-Smith, just burst
onto the music scene with the catchy, upbeat jam, “Whip My Hair.”
The song combines a fast, percussion-heavy dance beat with
Rihanna-esque vocals. The lyrics are pretty simple. 80% of them
are the repetition of the phrase “I whip my hair back and forth.”
The rest of the lyrics are about confidence and women and girls
feeling empowered. “Ladies if you feel me / Do it to whip your hair
/ Don’t matter if it’s long or short / Do it to whip your hair.”

xx (original)
Islands is home base for xx's carefully articulate sound. The
restrained riffs and drum machine complement the whispered
exchange between singer-guitarist Romy Madley Croft and
singer-bassist Oliver Sim. The song has a powerful progression without being forceful, rare for such young artists (all
born in the 90's).

With the catchy song comes a
fun video. It opens with a whimsical scene of Willow entering a
dull silent classroom where the
walls and furniture are all a sterile white. Soon she brings it to
life and into color by playing her
music and whipping her hair
dipped into bright colored
paints. The later scenes show
Willow and other students dancing in other parts of the school.
Her fashions in this video channel similar looks to Janelle
Monae or the aforementioned
Rihanna with intricate hairdos,
a face bedazzled with diamonds
and trendy, futuristic outfits.

Jamie of xx (remix)
While it's Croft and Sim whose vocals appear on Islands,
Jamie Smith is the architect of their sound. In a special
remix, he boils the song down to its essential components,
limiting the drum machine to only 30 seconds of the song.
Good listening for late walks home from the libe.
Yasumo (remix)
Melbourne remix artists Yanni Nair and Simon Salerno truncate the rhythm for this more accessible but less satisfying
variant. There are no new components to the song, they're
simply mixed to give the song more rhythm and pronounced
pauses. Perfect for off board dinner parties.
Nosaj Thing (remix)
Jason Chung is an LA-based producer firmly rooted in the Low
End Theory scene. His remix of Islands is almost a reversal of
what Yasumo has done. Where Yasumo tears apart and
rebuilds the song as a new creature (stronger, faster, if not
necessarily better), Nosaj replays most components of the
song but stays truer to its original intention. Like the original,
Nosaj creates a rich tonal environment in which the vocals
can shine. This remix is best for waking up from a nap.

As the daughter of two of
America’s biggest stars, there is no question that nepotism played
a role in her rise. She was featured in her father’s blockbuster, I
Am Legend, as well as Kit Kittredge: An American Girl. She was
also signed to Jay-Z’s Roc Nation label. It is easy to draw a comparison to Miley Cyrus (pre-Vanity Fair photoshoot) when looking at
Willow. They both have famous fathers and as youngsters entered
careers on screen and in music, garnering fans from their tween
base and beyond. Perhaps Willow’s career will go in a different
direction than Miley as her sound is a little less poppy. Even Nicki
Minaj released a rap over “I Whip My Hair.”

Shakira (cover)
Curve ball of all curve balls. It's not uncommon for superstars
to allude to a passing interest in up and comers, but Shakira
is taking it to the next level (Universe Cup). Her cover spares
no effort in turning Islands into the pop ballad it's not. A good
choice for your studied-abroad-in-South-America-and-gainednew-perspective-on-how-Shakira-is-actually-a-deep-andmulti-layered-artist-and-you-shouldn't-judge-her-I-mean”Shewolf”-was-good-right? roommate.

The future of young Willow Smith seems bright for now, with tons
of attention in the media, the blogosphere, and even a tribute video
from Jersey Shore’s Snooki. I wish the best of luck to Willow; as
she embarks on her career, as she brings to the airwaves prepubescent sugarcoating combined with a spicy twist of swagger.

Listen to the songs at carlmagazine.wordpress.com
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UK trio xx sneaks into your life unnoticed. They background
your AT&T commercial, your Law and Order, your Gossip Girl.
They show up on Jimmy Kimmel Live and one of them almost
cries. Lucky for you, there are plenty of remixes out there to
help you process the experience.

Modern Classics: Hercules and Love Affair
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BY CHARLIE ROSENTHAL
Disco gets a bum rap. Every history of punk music begins with some sort of
screed against the materialistic, drug-fueled excesses of terribly trashy, popular disco, much as every account of the beginnings of grunge attacks the
similar excesses of hair metal. The problem is that disco is inherently easy to
understand. It is very uncomplicated music. You dance to it. You do cocaine
to it. You abuse polyester to it. There isn’t too much deep, deep introspection
or social commentary in the music. Even in the academic sphere, disco is
hated. For example, in his textbook Introduction to Black Studies, Maulana
Karenga (the guy who invented Kwanzaa) brutally attacks disco as a white,
pop bastardization of traditionally black forms of music, such as soul and
funk. Admittedly, disco does deserve some of this hatred. Some disco does
really, really, really suck. However, occasionally, disco can be brilliant.
In 2008, Andy Butler of DFA Records, under the pseudonym Hercules and
Love Affair, along with a large cast of guest vocalists, most famously Antony
Hegarty of Antony and the Johnsons, released a self-titled album. Drawing
from the wells of disco and classic house music, Butler crafted an album that
smashes nearly all of the misconceptions about disco. There is discussion of
important themes, ranging from aging to acceptance. The musical chops are
impeccable, with Tim Goldsworthy and Butler expertly blending horns, synthesizers, drums, vocal samples, and more exotic instruments to create a lush,
deep musical environment. On the most basic level, Hercules and Love Affair
is a great dance album. I’m not sure you could play it at a Sayles Dance, but
you could certainly get away with it on some wildly progressive dance floor in
either New York or Stockholm. It’s grooveable. However, the greatest triumph
of Hercules and Love Affair is the addition of vocals. It’s that addition that
changes it from a dance album or a party album to a listening album. It’s not
really meditative headphone music (it’s far too bouncy for that), but it’s certainly deep enough to be really, really listened to.
Lead single “Blind” is perhaps the most evocative of Andy Butler’s uncanny ability to work vocalists in. The aforementioned Antony steps in and delivers perhaps his defining performance. Coming across as a sort of male diva,
Antony’s voice quavers, soars, shrieks, and generally works to its fullest. For
example, during the bridge, when most of the instrumental tracks drop out,
he soars to unimaginable heights. He then rolls along, low, sort of murmuring
about feeling things. It is, without a doubt, one of the most emotive vocal performances in recent electronic music history. Antony also shows up on album
opener “Time Will,” a drastically different track. Instead of matching “Blind”
and its towering heights, “Time Will” moves along at a slower burn. Antony
doesn’t show off the full extent of his vocal talents, instead opting to mutter
a bit over some handclaps, crying synths, and thumping drums. Otherwise,
vocalists like Nomi Ruiz on “You Belong”, a house song based around an
intelligible vocal sample, and a supremely smooth Kim Ann Foxman on
“Athene” always add something to the track, creating uniqueness and an
aural signpost to remember each song by.
Apparently, Hercules and Love Affair will be coming out with a new album
in January. Whether or not it’s as good as their debut album remains to be
seen, but, for now, we have this one testament to what can happen to disco
when put into capable, modern hands.
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Boys Becoming Men, Men
Becoming Wolves
BY LILY SCHIEBER
It is a truth universally acknowledged that all college students want to party on Halloween. And while the parties that
take place at the end of October are often centered around
this devilish holiday, it is hard to find music past “The
Monster Mash” and “Thriller” to set the spooky mood. I propose, therefore, that we here at Carleton officially add the
still underappreciated “Werewolf Bar Mitzvah” to the
Halloween party canon. The song comes to us from the
geniuses of 30 Rock, and spoofs the typical holiday hit. And
for all those who doubt the value of a 30 Rock parody song
(which is ridiculous, but just in case), simply examine the
song’s contents for the proof of its greatness. One verse
includes the following: “I growled and I roared, and my rabbi
did as well / It was a rocking werewolf zoo at Temple BethEmmanuel.” Obviously, this is the best man-beast/Judaic
culture song of the decade, nay, of the century. If you
haven’t heard it yet, go home, search “Werewolf Bar
Mitzvah” on the browser of your choosing, and get ready for
a great three minutes. And just remember to watch out for a
full moon…on the Sabbath.
(While there is no official footage of the song in its entirety,
the song can be found at collegehumor.com/video:1782806
–just ignore the picture slide show.)

The Sounds of Violence: 10 Scary (and Possibly Spooky) Songs
BY ANDREAS STOEHR

wise to follow. Sample lyrics: “The virginal brides
file past his tomb / Strewn with time’s dead flowers…”
9. “Pet Sematary” by The Ramones
Written for Mary Lambert’s 1987 film of the same
name, it was the song that finally brought together punk rock and Stephen King. In their typically
repetitive fashion, The Ramones beg not to be
interred in the titular burying ground. The band
had a history with the horror genre—see the
Freaks references in “Pinhead”—so they were a
pretty natural fit for this material. But once you’ve
heard the Ramones’ rendition, you should listen
to the even creepier cover by the Swedish band
The Tiny. Sample lyrics: “And the night, when the
moon is bright, / Someone cries, something ain’t
right…”

8. “Thriller” by Michael Jackson
Michael Jackson could be a pretty creepy guy, and
I’m not talking about his appearance or personal
life. I’m referring to his frequent use of monsters
and the supernatural in his music. (See also: the
multimedia extravaganza Ghosts.) And with the
assistance of John Landis and a rapping Vincent
Price, “Thriller” is not only one of the best scary
songs; it’s also a truly great horror movie.
Werewolves and zombies and meta-commentary,
oh my! Sample lyrics: “It’s close to midnight and
something evil’s lurking in the dark…”
7. “Transylvanian Concubine” by Rasputina
Much of Rasputina’s music reveals a morbid sensibility at work (see also “Christian Soldiers“),
and frontwoman Melora Creager sure has a knack
for blending idiosyncratic humor, wordplay, and
gruesome imagery. In this song from their album
Thanks for the Ether, she invites the listener to a
vampiric community of sexual abandon. The song
also introduced Rasputina to the wider world
through its appearance on Buffy the Vampire
Slayer. Sample lyrics: “You can never be too rich
or too / Thin. The blood has run out…”
6. “In Heaven” by Peter Ivers
In Blue Velvet and Mulholland Dr., David Lynch
gave disturbing implications to Roy Orbison (“In
Dreams,” “Llorando”) and Bobby Vinton (“Blue
Velvet,” duh), but Eraserhead‘s “In Heaven” is
probably the most aggressively surreal use of
music in the whole Lynch canon. From the gurgling ambient noise in the background to Ivers’
twangy delivery and the shaky organ accompaniment, every aspect of the song contributes to the
deranged vision of “heaven” that Eraserhead's
hero Henry pines for. Sample lyrics: “In heaven,
everything is fine / In heaven, everything is
fine…”
5. “Gloomy Sunday” by anyone
Rezső Seress’s infamously depressing song carries
decades’ worth of depressing rumors, including
ones about its composer’s own suicide. But that
hasn’t stopped generations of musicians from covering it! Some of the best include Billie Holiday,
Artie Shaw, Lydia Lunch, Portishead, and Sinéad
O’Connor, each of whom gives it a unique (and
always depressing) spin. It’s not called the
Hungarian suicide song for nothing. Sample
lyrics: “My heart and I / Have decided to end it
all.”
4. “Tubular Bells” by Mike Oldfield
Maybe this wouldn’t be considered “scary” if it
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hadn’t been used in The Exorcist. But hey, it was,
and now it’s impossible to hear those bells a-ringing without conjuring up thoughts of danger, darkness, and Pazuzu. They just sound so redolent of
both the 1970s and the unexplained. This also
makes great mood music for frightening trick-ortreaters.
3. “Threnody to the Victims of Hiroshima” by
Krzysztof Penderecki
I don’t know nearly enough about musical technique to say why “Threnody” is so chilling, but its
feral, anarchic sound—and the use of
Penderecki’s other music in movies like The
Shining and Shutter Island—confirm its status as
scary music. Blame pop culture for putting this
commemoration of a national tragedy into such
vulgar contexts, but it’s now impossible to hear it
now without thinking of long, narrow hallways and
something lurking around the corner.
2. “This Is Halloween” by Danny Elfman
One of the best songs from Henry Selick’s The
Nightmare Before Christmas, it’s a paean to everything good and scary about the season, from “the
one hiding under your bed” to “the clown with the
tear-away face.” It’s also informed by the subtle
undertones of poignancy, regret, and tradition
that fill Nightmare. The whole segment is a triumph of beautifully grotesque animation meeting
catchy songwriting—and it’s only the first of the
film’s many musical treats. Others include
“Sally’s Song” and “Oogie Boogie’s Song,” or you
can try Marilyn Manson’s not-for-all-tastes rendition of “This Is Halloween.” Sample lyrics: “Trick
or treat till the neighbors gonna die of fright /It’s
our town, everybody scream…”
1. “Monster Mash” by Bobby “Boris” Pickett
Pickett’s one-hit wonder is really the beginning
and the end of popular Halloween-themed music.
It’s harmlessly tongue-in-cheek, but contains a
deep and infectious reverence for the Universal
horror films of the 1930s. Incorporating Karloff,
Lugosi, and the rest into the musical fads of early
'60s, the “Monster Mash” is a reflection of just
how ingrained in American pop culture these
monsters were. It’s also the quintessential song
for radio airplay on October 31—and the same
should go for your iTunes! Sample lyrics: "The
scene was rockin', all were digging the sounds /
Igor on chains, backed by his baying hounds..."
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Want to put together the ultimate Halloween
playlist? Well, we at The Carl have got you covered! And you have just enough time before the
big night to, uh, purchase these songs through
perfectly legitimate means. Or something. So give
your dorm that macabre atmosphere with these
classics of scaaaaary music...
10. “Bela Lugosi’s Dead” by Bauhaus
Back when “goth” meant something more than a
high school fashion statement, Bauhaus released
this tribute to vampiric icon Lugosi, who shuffled
off this mortal coil in 1956. Long and atmospheric, the song was featured in the opening scene of
The Hunger (1983), where it helped establish
mood better than most of the noisy, confusingly
edited scenes to follow. Its eerie simplicity set an
example that director Tony Scott would’ve been

This Week in Theater
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BY JENNY SCHMIDT
With last weekend’s performance of Desdemona: A Play About a
Handkerchief, directed by Lee Conrads, the Fall Term theater season officially began, and it’s off to a running start with a total of four
theater events during sixth and seventh weekend. Here’s the skinny
on all the productions coming your way:
Sixth weekend provides lovers of profanity ample opportunity to
hear gratuitous swearing in American Buffalo, by David Mamet. Set
in 1970 in a junk shop in Chicago, American Buffalo chronicles the
ill-fated plan of three men to steal a rare coin collection including
the buffalo-head nickel. As director Sam Dunnewold assures me,
underneath Mamet’s typical profanity and machismo, it’s really a
tale of the trials of male friendship. An Experimental Theater Board
production, American Buffalo runs from Thursday October 21st
through Saturday October 23rd at 8:00 p.m. in Nourse Little
Theater.
Seventh weekend brings three very different productions to the
Carleton stage, the Carleton Players production of Summer and
Smoke, Lenny Dee’s fall show, and a performance by Carleton’s
cabaret troupe, The One Knight Stands.
Set in the southern town of Glorious Hill from July 4th to
December in 1916, Tennessee Williams' Summer and Smoke follows the ups and downs of the relationship between two neighbors—
John Buchanan and Alma Winemiller who have grown up next door
to each other. As director Ruth Weiner explains, “the play is a character study that examines the ways that passion and life's pressures
shape two apparently very diffeent people.” Summer and Smoke
opens on Thursday, October 28th at 7:30 P.M. in the Arena
Theater, and plays Friday at 7:30 and Saturday at 2:00 and 7:30.
Call x 4471 or 222-4471 for reservations.
Lenny Dee, Carleton’s sketch comedy group, presents their fall
show this weekend, working title: “Lenny Dee Has a Huge Dick.”
Audiences can look forward to some important sex education and an
opening act by Cujokra for Friday night’s performance. Lenny Dee
member, Lizzie Cross, also tells me that one performance will have
a very special cameo. (Hint: his first name starts with Stevie and his
last name starts with P). Performances are October 28-30, Thursday
and Friday at 10pm, and Saturday at 8pm in Little Nourse.

Carleton’s cabaret troupe, The One
Knight Stands, who premiered last
Winter Term, are back this fall with a
brand new line up of songs centering on
the theme, “Women of the (K)night:
Songs about Strippers and Hookers.”
President and head choreographer Julia
Barlow informs me, “We are trying to
raise awareness about the prevalence of
prostitutes in Musical Theater and pop
music. We hope our performance will
showcase these songs in both an entertaining and enlightening way. Plus we
like fishnet tights.” The performance
will feature rousing renditions of classics like “Big Spender” and a daring reinterpretation of Roy Orbison’s “Pretty
Woman.” The performance will be
October 30th at 11:00 p.m. in Nourse
Little Theater.
Recap:
American Buffalo, Oct. 21-23 8:00 pm
Nourse Little Theater
Summer and Smoke, October 28th and
29th at 7:30 p.m. and October 30th at
2:00 p.m. and 7:30 p.m.
Lenny Dee October 28th and 29th at
10:00 p.m. and October 30th and 8:00
p.m.
The One Knight Stands presents:
Women of the (K)night, October 30th at
11:00 p.m.

A Review of The Hunger Games
BY KATIE HORN
Looking for something new to read that does not
involve academia in any way, shape or form? A
good way to get that is in books meant for young
adults. And while it can be hard to find one that
does not involve some variation on vampires in
love, there are some good ones out there. One
exciting series is The Hunger Games trilogy, by
Suzanne Collins. This series starts with The
Hunger Games, and it can be, albeit extremely
quickly, summarized as Battle Royale in North
America. Although there’s a lot more to the series

than that. The series, takes place, in well, North
America after some unexplained apocalyptic badness happened. After that, the continent was
divided in to 12 districts under the thumb of the
Capitol. To prove that the Capitol is in charge,
they require each district to send a teenage boy
and girl to fight to the death. The books starts out
with the main characters drawn for that fight.
What happens is not just fighting and then more
fighting, although there are a lot does happen.
Once the plot gets going, and it does take a little
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bit, it is filled with political intrigue, action
scenes, and even a bit of a love triangle.
Especially as the series moves away from the simpler plot setup of the first book, things become a
lot more complicated, while still retaining the
excitement. Not to say that the first book is bad,
just that the larger plot takes a while to fall into
place. The first book is plenty exciting on it’s own.
This series may not get you thinking particularly
deeply, but it is a lot of fun to read, and will go by
quickly.

Extraordinarily Ordinary
BY MOLLIE FELDMAN

A Carleton student in the Christian praise band, Mustard
Seed, holds his guitar

A student carrying loaves of bread from the
dining hall

Participants in a cricket game for the
Pakistan Flood relief effort

Alec Soth’s contemporary photography exhibit at the Walker combines deliberately chosen subject matter with random association. Appropriately titled
‘From Here to There: Alec Soth’s America,’ the Walker exhibit displays a sampling of several of Soth’s photo series: From Here to There, Sleeping by the
Mississippi, NIAGARA, and Broken Manual. Traveling across the country, Soth
sought to explore beauty in everyday life and find poetry in the mundane. What’s
more, each photo is tied to the next through a mental or visual cue, hinting that
even the most disconnected are bound together through a common story.
Looking at Soth’s photos, I felt as though I were intruding. Each frame offered
a glimpse into the life of an individual. Yet, significantly, the lives depicted were
genuine—nothing hidden, nothing added. From mothers with shopping carts to
naked lovers on couches, Soth’s photos depict the ordinary, causing the viewer
to feel as though they might have seen something too real, too personal. At the
same time, the individual photos, through their simplicity, combine to portray a
greater narrative that we can begin to recognize and understand.
After leaving Soth’s exhibit, I felt inspired to look for significance in the common occurrences around me. In doing so, I came to believe that those occurrences were not common at all but, rather, full of a wonder and beauty I had not
previously recognized. In taking the time to snap a photo, I saved a moment, captured a story, and began to appreciate the web of normality that creates something exceptional.
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Two Viking fans watch the game in a
lounge on third Davis

Football to Faith: True Carls at Carleton

THE RAKE

THE NECROMANCER

A SHORT STORY BY MORGAN HOLMES

ANONYMOUS
He raises the dead from the earth,
Catalyzing endless dark rebirth.
A green twilight—his domain;
Every shadow—part of his reign.
Physically weak and coldly frail,
His body reeks; bitter and stale.
The flesh on face; eternity’s ghost;
He has no vitality left to boast.
But in his mind lies ageless might:
Black magic able to smother light.
Those who witness it are scarred,
For them, nightmares are not so far.
Both his eyes sear demonic red;
A price for seeing so many dead.
Few dare to directly gaze inside
Fearful of the horrors he must hide.
Upon his filthy, ragged cloak
Lays a crown where it once broke.
Gold tarnished; tainted with blood;
A past hidden just under the mud
None know where he is from
None remember of his kingdom.
One can look and tell a story
But none will ever unearth his glory.
With every summon, his strength grows,
In terrible ways that no one knows.
The dead he returns to our plane
Sap his cold and share his pain.
His passion lies in those who left
This world of ours through the cleft.
Apathy stains the hunger for light;
He once yearned… but now won’t fight.
There might have been another choice,
If death itself had no strong voice.
But his allegiance will continue to go
Serving those who are caged below.
Night drags on in a curtain of grey,
The land is calm; a peace to stay.
But somewhere out there, magic plays,
Brighter than all of the sun’s rays.
There is laughter; the ghosts that banter,
All who lie loyal to the necromancer.

A big thank you to all who submitted pieces to this week’s Halloween-themed section of WORDS. We are truly grateful for your creative spooks and stories: continue writing and submitting!
-Your editors Jonathan Lin and Shavera SeneviratneSend future works to either linj or senevirs!
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More than anything, Caroline loved the sound of dry leaves crunching under her footsteps. She closed her
eyes and imagined them, their color fading, their tips curling up until they were mere bones of their former
selves. That’s when Caroline would pull on her hat with
the flaps and then her boots. That’s when she would gather the leaves together and relish in the brown, brittle
snap—oh! How satisfying it would be, come late autumn,
to stomp through the earthy rot and listen!
But for now, it was early October and all was still blood
red and blood orange, and sometimes blood purple too.
Caroline watched from her window a tree in the field nearby, its leaves floating down and settling in a pile at its
base. She was so anxious, she thought about going over to
the tree and shaking it, to speed up the process. Caroline
blew heavily on her bangs and resolved to do just that.
She got up from the window sill and opened the closet
door. Her mother expressed that it was too warm to wear
her hat with the flaps and Caroline replied by pulling it on
anyway. Her mother wondered if she would not rather wear
Mary Janes and Caroline barely blinked before stuffing one
foot after another into her boots. Caroline went to the
garage door and peaked inside, just in time to see her
father disappear into the back yard. She closed the door
behind her, located their rake and marched out of the door
leading into the crisp air of the front lawn.
Caroline began walking towards the field. When holding
the rake made her arms tired, she dragged it along behind
her. The soft rustling of the rake over the blood red and
blood orange and sometimes blood purple leaves made her
ache and there was a warm longing lodged in the center of
her chest. She reached the tree and looked up. It was
taller than it had seemed from her window. She lifted the
rake, hooked its metal fingers onto a limb above and
shook. And shook. And shook. But the tree was as stubborn as Caroline.
Henry rode by on his bike and Caroline ignored him.
Henry rode by again without using his hands and Caroline
blew heavily on her bangs and declared that she was busy.
He eagerly dropped his bike in the grass. Maybe he could
help her out? She explained the situation, how she wanted
to shake more leaves from the tree and speed up the
process. So Henry resolved to climb the tree and do just
that.
He navigated the climb with ease, every now and then looking back at Caroline to make sure she was watching. He steadied himself near the top, hooked his stubby, brown fingers onto a limb above and rather impressively shook. And shook. And shook. Caroline began to lose interest. Noticing this, he stood up on the limb
and jumped without using his hands. After all of this shaking, the only thing to fall from the tree was Henry.
His body hitting the ground below made a satisfying crunch. Caroline’s eyes widened with delight. The
soft, blood red and blood orange and sometimes blood purple seeped from him and he began to fade. The
tips of his fingers began to curl up until they seemed mere bones of their former selves. She gathered him
together, took a chance with her boot and relished in the brown, brittle snap—oh! And so, late autumn came
early for Caroline, as she stomped across his earthy rot and listened.

EMBRYO
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A POEM BY JONATHAN LIN
It sits on screen; a steady mix
Of blood and chemistry in big bits.
Fragile heart pumps one, two three…
Choking before it can even breathe.
A capsule of unborn clarity,
It dangles life in scarcity.
Mother’s love bloats the cells
Soon to burst when time tells.
They slowly split in groups of two;
It’s the only true thing left to do.
Here’s where nature takes the reins
Crafting souls of endless gain.
“Doctor doctor, tell us now!
What is this thing and how?”
“Do not worry; it’s all good,
The plan is going like it should.”
Sitting under electron scopes,
The specimens await the envelopes.
Soon they’ll just be number tags,
Donning patients as they flag.
And then the sick will have their cure,
“At no cost of life”, they’re clearly sure.
So where did all those marching souls
End up…if there is no toll?
No one knows that they could
Have been human like they should.
People just realize the repair
Of damage their bodies all ensnare.

AS THOUGH THE DEAD WERE THERE
A SHORT STORY BY ANDREAS STOEHR
In late September, a series of cattle mutilations struck the outskirts of Northfield. You may not have
noticed this; neither did I, at the time. But in retrospect, I have come to see it as the beginning of the
deep and treacherous pattern which has since engulfed my life. I hesitate to speak more of this, lest
you think me mad, but perhaps this brief narrative shall convince you.
My friends and I had long thought of our cozy campus as a safe haven, far removed from the trials
and traumas of the real world. But every so often a wind would whistle through the trees that line the
Bald Spot, or an unexplained shadow would dart around a corner, and I'd feel a pang of anxiety. A suspicion that perhaps Carleton was not quite so immune from external threats as I had once hoped.
One night, for example, a compatriot and I were traversing the sidewalk between the townhouses and
Davis. It's a perfectly innocuous, well-lit patch of ground. But a light was flickering, and an unearthly
howl could be discerned echoing faintly in the distance, and out of nowhere we felt a great chill overcome us. My friend (who was slightly inebriated) even fell to the ground and hurt his hand. We carried
on, vaguely perturbed, and I promise you I locked my door and windows that night.
After this incident, my anxious pangs evolved into tics and tremors. The flickering lights that dot our
campus became harbingers of lurking, disembodied danger. In the half-darkness, I could have sworn
that a few sticky drops staining the sidewalk in front of the LDC were, in fact, blood. But I pushed
these fancies from my head. That is, until...
You recall the inebriated friend I mentioned above? Well, about a week later he suddenly dropped
out of contact. He suddenly abstained from normal meal times and took to wearing turtlenecks and
thick, dark glasses, even after sunset. Curious about his altered disposition, I tracked him one night
and saw him descend to 2nd Libe, where he locked himself in a study room until closing.
When he emerged from the building, I greeted him at the door and confronted him about his new,
nocturnal lifestyle. He evaded my questions, then questioned my right to ask them. After that night, I
took greater precautions. Towels lined the crack under the door to my room. I shut my curtains and
invested in a glass crucifix to hang by the windows (despite my lack of religious belief). I would not let
this evil take hold of me.
All tonight, however, I have felt malicious portents in the air. The bushes seemed to sway as I passed
them, and the rabbits hopping past concert hall increased their pace as I approached. The moon is full
and pierces through my windows. Now the crucifix has fallen and shattered. And now I hear a feral
screeching from outside, as if from some small, winged animal, and now a nebulous, foul-smelling mist
is squeezing through my windows, accumulating on the floor of my room...

Sentience gets no sympathy,
Otherwise there’s no remedy.
Stem cells are the new frontier,
Healing wounds we all fear.
Mr. President can explain
If we will ever be the same.
After all, life is give or take
Only some will make mistakes.
How malicious have we grown?
Consuming souls to save our own?
Yet is it wrong to let us live?
Feasting on the life they give?
The screen gently melts away;
Another human is here to stay.
Will you choose to preserve?
Or support mankind’s reserve?
One thing none will ever know:
Who dies as the next embryo?

TIME AND COFFEE
ANONYMOUS
It was the evening of the 14th of August and the party was winding down. Sharrice, always an efficient
and delightful host, had prepared a marvelous dinner of homemade enchiladas with wild rice and we
had all eaten our fill. Afterward the seven of us retired to the sitting room to enjoy our post dinner
treats when, as I settled down into a most expensive looking but rather uncomfortable chair, something
caught my eye. I tried not to rudely stare but found myself unable to look away from the surprising yet
terrifying sight. Death was in attendance.
Covered by the expectant black full length and all-consuming cloak, my mind told me he must have
been a man with good stature and broad shoulders, though I imagine it could have also been a large
Norse woman with masculine hands.
Death was quiet and did nothing remarkable or exaggerative in movement; I had a sharp sense I should
not have spied him. It was as if I was immune to a complex concealing spell while those around me
naively enjoyed each others company, ate their chocolate tarts and were blissfully unaware of our
newest guest.
(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE)
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TONIGHT YOU’LL WEAR ME
ANONYMOUS

(“TIME AND COFFEE” CONTINUED)
He held in one hand a dark red mug filled with what I assume was coffee as he leaned with
an apparent indifference against the wall. Black I thought. Death would drink his coffee black.
Watching yet not watching as I struggled to memorize the scene while not drawing attention,
I was struck by the oddity of it all. There was no impending gloom hanging thick around the
interloper. Neither were there morose tunes spilling from the nearby silent piano. If a painter
had been around I might have assumed him to be a model for some macabre painting or, if a
small cloud of smoke had come from the hood, I might have thought him a rich man concealing
his nasty little habit.
I watched Death bring the mug up to drink and as part of it was briefly swallowed up by darkness, I quickly turned my head away. Though his face was obscured by the predictable hood in
addition to well-placed shadows I did not dare an actual glimpse if even by accident. Things do
not bode well for any who strives to see the face of death.
The main structure of the clock was red sturdy-looking wood. The face was carved from mother
of pearl with intricate highlights of gold upon the numbers. The thin hands were, at the least,
plated in gold as well as the twin swinging pendulums below. It reminded me of a magic age
when unicorns and time hid behind the long metal arms and fairy mother's magic made dreams
come true. I would have smiled at that thought had I not known who stood beside it.
With a nonchalant gesture Death finished off his drink and pulled a gold pocket watch from
the folds of his robe. Even the seemingly simple action was a laid-back relaxed gesture and I
knew it to be a ruse. Death does nothing casually. He pushed the top clasp and the front plate
of the watch opened so he could compare the time there with that of the larger time keeper.
I stood up with the pretense of finding myself a drink as I dared to see more. The watch looked
antique, something to be passed down from generation to generation until a mother, too young
to wear black with eyes red and puffy, would present it regally to her son. Dressed in a miniature
suit he would accept it with great reverence like the brave little man he had to be.
With a soft click Death closed and slipped the watch back into a concealed pocket. He then
looked up and I suddenly found something interesting in the mug I had randomly selected off
the dessert table.
Out of the corner of my eye Death stepped away from the wall and began to cross the room.
I held my breath. My heart stopped and ice formed in my veins when Death stopped beside me.
He placed his empty mug on the table and though he didn't touch me I thought I felt a ghost
of a hand on my arm. I then definitely heard a soft chuckle as Death stepped away and simply
vanished.
I left the party early that night and since then have strived to live every moment of my life to
the fullest. I have not seen Death again and pray I never will, at least not for a long, long time.
Honestly, I do not know for certain why he was there that night as all of those in attendance are
still breathing. I have my suspicions though, crazy they might be.
I believe Death was having a coffee break.
I told you it was crazy. But the facts fit and I'm not dead.That and Sharrice brews one mean
cup of coffee.
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Tonight you'll wear me.
You know I bring security.
For my smile guards your will,
Turning you round for the kill.
Tonight you'll wear me.
I'll swear to keep the memory
Of you ruling the dance floor,
Turning each beat into a roar.
Tonight you'll wear me.
My heart sparkles like a blue sea.
You feel dreamy because I reign
A thousand jewels of priceless fame.
Tonight you'll wear me.
Watch your eyes silently.
They'll let you know of my ways;
A craving of the better days.
Tonight you'll wear me.
Because I am a rare beauty.
Think of me as one last pill
You take to end this wicked drill.
Tonight you'll wear me.
You know I write your destiny.
I think I've said enough for now;
All you have to do is bow.
Tonight you'll wear me.
You know you can never truly be free.
But be calm Pretty...I can be fun
Before you knew me, I was the one.
Tonight you've worn me.
...Look how weak you can be.
Where is control? You do not know
Where is your soul? I happen to know.
But tomorrow night you'll wear me.
And I'll show you what I see.
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Tonight you'll wear me.
It's tradition to let them see
What sort of nature you bring
To men who don't know a thing.

Bracket: Halloween Costumes

BY JACOB CANFIELD, RACHEL FEINBERG, CHARLIE ROSENTHAL, LILY SCHIEBER, AND ANDREAS STOEHR

The Halloween Concert is just over a week away. Have you got a costume? If not, never fear; we at The Carl have got you covered—covered in an awesome, original costume! Or a bad costume, or a lazy one. It’s up to you!
Ernie

A human in-joke
Obscure Movie Character

Babe-raham Lincoln

Sexy Christine O’Donnell

Warren G. Hard-on

Ke$ha

The Ghost of Print Journalism

Papa Smurf

The Liberal Arts

Santa Claus

The Emcee from Cabaret

Jar Jar Binks

The Newsies from Newsies

Scrappy Doo

Jack Frechette’s beard

Bad

Good

Elmo
Katy Perry’s cleavage

Lady Gaga’s hair
Poison Ivy

Watson

Harley Quinn

Musser

Lily

The CLAP

Andreas

Gonorrhea
Mel Gibson

Ash Williams
Deadites

Roman Polanski

Sexy Doormat

Ghost
Werewolf

Sexy Bracket

Witch

Sexy sex worker

Warlock

Sexy sex object

Cop

Sexy back (being brought)

Doctor

Sexy front

A Carleton student

Sexy couch

Yourself (you loser)

Sexy divan

Your roommate

Lazy

Sexy

Your last hook-up

Sexy sextant
Sexy sextuplets

Quailman

Sexy mouse (duh!)

Toga!

Sexy axolotl
Sexy Steve Poskanzer

Non-scary clown

Sexy Rob Oden (retro!)

American Apparel model

Sexy Underwear

Big Bro

Sexy Vagina

Li’l Hipster

Found a costume you like? Fill out this bracket and return it to box 296. Next week in the bracket: The 50 Best American States, Give or Take 14.
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THIS WEEK IN THE CARL
03 DOORMAT

15 MUSIC

The rent: too damn high? • LGBTerrific • Kelly’s Mom

xx remixxes! • The Fresh Princess assumes her throne • A modern-day disco inferno • Today I am a wolf man! • Andreas scares
you silly with horror music

06 SOCIETY
FloMo • No costume? No worries! • Morgan Holmes knows her
clothes • For once, it’s OK to be anal

09 FEATURE

18 ARTS & LIT
The lowdown on Carleton’s high theater • Hungry for Hunger
Games? • Alec Soth goes to college

Dacie Moses was one smart cookie
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12 CINEMA

Poetry and short stories to make your blood run cold

Plug yourself into The Social Network • Andreas scares you silly
with horror movies • Concert films: same as they ever were

23 BRACKET
Trade in your boring costume for a Bracket costume

PLEASE RECYCLE YOUR CARL

