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Special thanks to The
Carletonian, Cannon
Valley Printing, the
pizza guy, Bernstein &
Sondheim, and Matt
Pieh, for his uplifting
email. EDITORS’ NOTE

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

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

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

The Carl is not a witch. The Carl is you. This is one
of the many lessons gleaned from the 2010 midterm
elections, which, much to our confusion, did not
coincide with Carleton’s midterms. (Why wouldn’t
the nation want to vote somewhere around 5th or 6th
week?) In the aftermath of the elections, you may
find yourself asking questions like, “What if Obama
was a drug lord, or even Jesus?” The answer to this
and more can be found in this issue’s feature (see
page 7).
But while you may have been able to add your voice

to the multitudes, helping decide the future of
America, you have no such control over The Carl. We
do. And just to make sure you understand, we are
seriously not a witch. That said, now that eighth
week is ending, we wish we had a Hermione Granger-
style Time-Turner, or knew a spell to reverse the
changing seasons.

Yet as the wind grows bitter, and the ice rinks
appear upon the Bald Spot, The Carl is here for you:
consider us the witty, paper equivalent of a crackling
fire and a mug of warm hot chocolate. Reminisce
about the joys of Ebony (page 5), the sauciness of
The One Knight Stands (page 16), and the glee of
Glee (page 11). Travel to faraway lands through the
magic of cinema (page 12), and illuminate your sex
life through the magic of light (page 6). Also, does-
n’t Loveland, Colorado sound like a city-wide sex
shop (page 19)?
Alas, this issue brings fall term to an end for The

Carl. When next we meet, the snow will be piled up
knee-high across campus, you will no longer be in
that class you hate right now, and this august publi-
cation will have twice as many executive editors—
and this means twice as much love for you, dear
reader.
Vote YES for The Carl!

-Andreas and Lily, The Eds-



On Saturday, the United States reclaimed its position as the greatest nation
in the world. It happened in Sanya, China, where Miss USA defeated contest-
ants from Botswana and Venezuela to be crowned “Miss World.” Miss USA's
name, if you care about that type of thing, is Alexandria Mills. She is an 18-
year-old from Louisville, Ky and believes that the USA is a "melting pot for all
cultures." However, this years contest has not been without controversy. To
begin, the location was moved to Sanya on Hainan Island because the
Vietnamese location originally selected was an ecologically sensitive area where
local residents had been forcibly relocated. The problem was that with China
as the host country, Taiwan could not compete because it is not recognized as
an independent nation. There was also the awkward way in which the Chinese
in the audience received Miss Japan: they gave her the silent treatment due to
current territorial disputes.

Finally, Mariann Birkedal, a 23-year-old from Norway, did not even get into
the group of five finalists. Birkedal was the favorite of most experts to win the
entire thing. This was generally thought to be a response to this year's Nobel
Peace Prize, awarded by the Norwegian committee to Liu Xiaobo, a Chinese dis-
sident now in prison. And so, with Taiwan out of the way and the Norwegian
chick doomed to lose, Miss USA strutted to victory for us all.
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“To find a worthy successor to
Arnold Schwarzenegger and to elect
a governor from 30 years ago”

-Eli Gold ‘11

THE PHOTO POLL

Did you
vote? Why

or why not?

“Yes. To elect Patty
Murray (D-WA)”
-Kim Bauer ‘13

“No, because I never got New
York absentee ballots and I’m
only living in Minnesota for
another eight months”
-Nicole Feldman ‘11

“No. Because I am a
horrible person.”

-Jacob Styburski ‘13

“I voted to legalize pot”
-Iosif Sorokin ‘11

THE SCHILLOMETER

Women’s Soccer in MIAC Finals. The
team is now ranked 16th in the
country. Hot damn.

Marijuana legalization measure
loses in California

Pitchfork gives new Waka Flocka
Flame album 8.0

Mark Dayton wins?

ALA creates prize for LGBT litera-
ture for youth

BY DAN ANTOSZYK AND RACHEL FEINBERG

USA Wins Controversial Miss World Competition!

THE TOP FIVE

Worst 2010 Midterm Ads (Google Them)
1. Jack Conway “Aqua Buddha Ad”

2. Carly Fiorina “Demon Sheep Ad”

3. Alan Grayson “Taliban Dan Ad”

4. Christine O’Donnell “I Am Not A Witch Ad”

5. Jim Bender “Yum Yum Ad”



1) It was my first mother's day abroad so I wanted to let my Mom know she was still loved even across the Atlantic Ocean. After calling in a few social
favors, I managed to get the Carleton Singing Knights to call my beloved mother and celebrate her existence in song. Her reaction is priceless. She clear-
ly felt the love but was also definitely feeling the bitter from my younger sister. But to be fair, my Mom actually forgot her birthday two years in a row. I
think her excuse was, “I am on the Chinese calendar! It is totally different!”. Sorry, Mom. No singing man-boys from the little sister for you this year.
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More Asian Mom Emails
BY KELLY O’BRIEN

2) This last email is just downright hilariously disturbing. Although the topic is quite serious, my Asian Mother again impresses with her effortless grasp
of the English language. We were discussing my Chinese grandparents who are now in their late 80s and having a lot of health problems. I had been
bummed for a few weeks in Beijing because I kept wanting to visit them but they were too tired to see me. I decided to turn to my mother dearest for some
advice. Her response definitely lifted my spirits even though it is a bit lost in translation. I guess it just comes with the territory when you've got an Asian
Mom!

Carl Executive Editor Kelly O’Brien has been abroad for the past two terms. In this time she has recieved lots of crazy emails from her Chinese immigrant
mother. In our last issue we got our first look at this cross-cultural cyber-hilarity. Here’s some more!
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Someone told me at Sunday brunch that this Ebony performance was the best they had ever seen. This seems to be a pretty common consensus
and I am interested in this notion. Although, I'm not sure this is my favorite Ebony ever (mostly due to my overwhelming nostalgia for Jess
Krzeminski), I think this has been the best not because of the high quality of the dances (though they were, for the vast majority, incredibly thought
out and entertaining), but one for one simple reason: the variety.

Ebony is my favorite thing on campus. You probably know this because I'm usually in somewhere around 8000 dances each term. But Ebony can
definitely get a little “same-y.” My ex-boyfriend could barely differentiate the dances, beyond "silly" versus "good", and "the ones you weren't in"
versus "the ones you were in." This term’s Ebony changed that. I think that this term we truly brought a lot of variety to Ebony, not just in song
choices, but also in styles. Adam's dance (the hippy/happy one with the kick-ass backward rolls) was something we rarely see in Ebony. As was
Morgan's amazing oldies medley (can two songs be considered a medley?) and the dinosaur one (and not just because of the epic costume). Even
dances to more obvious song choices (Chelsea Lau's dance to an Usher's "DJ Got Us Falling in Love," John Cossette's dance to "Toxic") were of the
highest caliber this term. "Alejandro" was artsy (watch it again…it really was), and Jimmy and Terry's PBS medley was heartwarming. Basically,
almost every dance had its own unique quality and flavor. This is not super common for Ebony and we need to keep it up!

If you have never been in Ebony, you should jump on this bootylicious bandwagon now! See ya in the winter!

Some (personal) Highlights of
the Show:

- Gustave. Who is that kid? Excellent
dance performance from a delightfully
adorable freshman…and can I unoffi-
cially nominate him for Ebony direc-
tor?

- Seeing some of the former directors
in the audience. We miss you!
(Although, this year's directors are
doing a phenomenal job so far!)

- Caution tape. Everywhere.

- And...while it may seem a bit vain to
have my dance as one of my high-
lights, my dancers worked their talent-
ed butts off and hit every move per-
fectly. So this is my own little shout-
out. Love you all like sis’.

BY LINGERR SENGHOR

And a Hush Fell Over the Crowd:
Fall Ebony 2010 Review
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Why Don’t We Do It in the Light?
A Case for Keeping the Lights On

BY J. WOODCOCK STRONG

For many people, turning out the lights is a stage of foreplay, before engaging in intercourse, or is merely a step taken in any kind of sex-
ual activity. Why is this, a nearly perfunctory step, seen as so essential for sexual activity? Some attribute this to insecurities about the body.
Hidden in darkness, people may be more comfortable taking off their clothes and moving around, or being touched naked. Others may argue
that turning the lights off will enhance other senses such as smell, touch and taste.
While it may not be as eco-friendly, I say that everyone should try keeping the lights on at least once. Keeping the lights on can intensify

the visual consciousness of the person (or people) you are with. While your eyes may adjust to the dark, in the light you can more clearly see
the expressions on the face of your partner(s). It can be a huge turn on to see someone feel pleasure, and to see how he or she reacts when
you feel pleasure.
For those who deem darkness as a means of dealing with their physical insecurities, keeping the lights on can be a great way to push your

boundaries and realize that you are beautiful, whether or not you are covered by the blanket of darkness. Sex in the light lets you see more
clearly the beautiful ways bodies move and the beautiful ways they move together.

Overall, keeping the lights on creates a more complete sensory experience as all five senses are working together in defining your sexual
experience. While it may not provide the same mystical or comfortable ambience of darkness, it is definitely worth a try.

CORRECTIONS FROM LAST ISSUE’S J. WOODCOCK STRONG
There are a few corrections/clarifications that need to be made to last issue’s J. Woodcock Strong article.
1. “Some people knock anal intercourse for being impersonal due to the lack of eye contact…” This statement is referencing anal sex where the
penetrator is on top. Eye contact is very possible in other positions, which can make the experience more personal.
2. “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.” It is
always advisable to wear a condom when having anal sex or any kind of sex. It is particularly advisable when you do not know your partner.
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Politics: What Does It Mean To Me? BY DAN ANTOSZYK AND RACHEL FEINBERG

Prepare Yourself: An All-Inclusive Post-Election Prediction
BY DAN ANTOSZYK

In case you didn’t hear, the Republican Party
won a victory on Tuesday of the likes that has not
been seen in over 50 years. What does a
Republican House of Representatives and a
Democrat Senate/President mean for the next two
years? There are several possible scenarios, any
one of which could play out. I should add that my
qualifications for these predictions include sever-
al political science classes (in which I did almost
all of the reading) and a general interest in politi-
cal history, political philosophy, and current
events.

Scenario 1: The Republican Wet Dream
Barack Obama, it is discovered, is a ruthless

drug lord. He has been working on a plan to tear
down the border fence so that Mexican cartels can
take over the country. When Bill O’Reilly breaks
the “Border-fence-gate” scandal (his reporting
will earn him a Pulitzer), Joe Biden suffers a heart
attack from shock, thus leaving Republican
Speaker John Boehner next in line for the
Presidency. The Republican government then pro-
ceeds to repeal Obama-care, cut all other govern-
ment services, pass legislation that allows for cor-
porations to be seen not as one but two people,
and do away with all forms of taxation.
Improbably, this strategy works. The American
people prosper and are happy and Republicans
rightfully take credit for restoring the United
States to its position as the greatest country on
earth.

Scenario 2: Tea Party Extravaganza
The Tea Party members elected to national

office stage a coup when members of both major
parties repeatedly dismiss Tea Party ideas as
incoherent and impractical. Rand Paul, Jim
DeMint and Co. storm into the President’s cham-
bers where Barack Hussein is found to be person-
ally forging copies of his birth certificate while
reciting verses from the Qur’an. Rand Paul cap-
tures all of this on his cell phone, proving to most
Americans what they already knew.

Scenario 3: Gridlock
The President and the House fail to work togeth-

er and fail even to agree on what color to repaint
all of the bathrooms in the capital (they actually
are supposed to vote on this). The Senate
becomes one giant cluster-buster. Mitch
McConnell recites passages from Pilgrim’s
Progress for eighty straight days and Harry Reid,
not to be outdone, goes old school and reads from
the phonebook. This stalemate lasts for so long
that our elected officials forget how to legislate.
All they can do is stare at the off-white bathroom
paint as it slowly peels. State governments then
have to take on traditionally federal responsibili-
ties so that by the end of two years, each state in
the union has become a de facto independent
nation.

Scenario 4: Obama H. Christ
As it turns out, Barack Obama really is Jesus

incarnate. The first two years of his presidency, he
wasn’t really even trying. Now, after the midterms,
he has decided to give governing a shot. He will
address Congress in about a week, a speech dur-
ing which Republicans can barely look at him
(due to his heavenly radiance) let alone oppose
him on any policy issues. The previous health care
plan is scrapped for one in which Obama simulta-
neously heals the illnesses of every citizen while
somehow still making sure that the medical indus-
try does not collapse. President Obama will then
officially change the Democratic symbol from the
donkey to the hammerhead shark.
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Showing Love for the Losers: A Look at 2010 Concession Speeches
BY RACHEL FEINBERG

Meg Whitman, California (R) defeated by Jerry Brown (D) for Governor

Maybe it is her boardroom experience as CEO of E-Bay or just a genuine
passion for her home state, but Meg Whitman delivered a heartfelt and
poised concession speech after her loss for the California governorship.

Shortly into her speech she wished her opponent luck on his upcoming
governorship and launched into a brief discussion of the future of California
politics. She did not push for a bitter fight against Brown’s democratic agen-
da, but instead made a call for bipartisan cooperation. She said that, “A new
era of bipartisan problem solving can begin.” She continued and said in one
of the most earnest, most powerful parts of the speech, “Tomorrow we are
all Californians.”

She then went on to thank her campaign team and her husband of thirty
years, Griffith Rutherford Harsh, saying that their “time and energy were part
of this campaign” among other praises. Her words of appreciation were met
with thunderous applause, sounding almost as if she won. After thanking her
supporters she reminded them that they should not give up their mission and
that cooperation can bring change to an aching Sacramento and a brighter
future for all Californians.

This speech was tactfully written yet still seemed heartfelt. She encour-
aged her supporters to seek their goals, but did not get into heavy-handed
partisan rhetoric. Perhaps Whitman left some Brown voters second-guessing
their vote.

Sharon Angle, Nevada (R) defeated by Harry Reid (D) for Senator

In contrast to Whitman’s conciliatory and fairly apolitical concession
speech, Sharon Angle’s speech challenged her opponent as if it were still the
campaign season and blatantly pushed a conservative agenda. Angle, who
sounded somewhat loopy during her speech, (I do not know if it was sadness,
nervousness, or vodka) began by celebrating the conservative mobilization,
which took place over the course of her campaign. She described the public
as “being awakened to constitutional principles and love of country like [she
had] never seen before.” She then explained how the Nevada election
inspired not just Nevadans but Americans all over the country (80% of the
money donated to her campaign came from out of state).
Another interesting move by Angle was that instead of the usual move of
thanking her supporters, she repeatedly told them how “proud” of them she
was. She couldn’t simply appreciate their actions and instead had to laud
those who helped her campaign in the context of herself.

After listing who and what she was proud of, Angle went on to challenge
Harry Reid. Instead of being conciliatory and congratulating, she questioned
him, saying that she would hold him to his claim of dedication to the con-
stitution (personified by his claim that he always keeps a copy of it on him).
She didn’t give any sign of wanting to work towards a brighter future with
Reid and other senate democrats. Instead she celebrated Tea Party ideals
and called for the repealing of “Obamacare,” as well as permanent tax cuts
and cutbacks on spending. She rallied her followers, “We know what we want
for Americans. We want to be a free people and have a limited Constitutional
Government… we send that message tomorrow and the next day and the next
day.”

Sharon Angle made few concessions in her supposed concession speech,
and turned this public appearance into another Tea Party Rally.

On of my favorite things about Election Day (or the early hours of the day after election day)
are the concession speeches given by losing candidates. As the winners march victoriously into
the future it is often most interesting to watch and examine how the losers have coped and pres-
ent themselves. In presenting themselves, some candidates, the good losers, earnestly acknowl-
edge their losses while thanking their supporters and team for help. Others present discretely
(or indiscreetly) a political agenda which often comes across as a degree of denial about the
loss. Here is a look the concession speeches of three politicians who lost on Tuesday.
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Alan Grayson, Florida (D) defeated by Daniel Webster (R)
for the 8th District Congressional Seat

Incumbent Alan Grayson was among the many Democratic congressmen
who lost in this week’s midterm election. He responded to his loss with
excuses, egoism and a great deal of bitterness towards what he calls “the
Republican Tsunami.”
Instead of talking about the election at hand he spent a good deal of time

complimenting himself on his past experiences in office and on the cam-
paign trail. “Our [government’s] job is not comforting the comfortable and
afflicting the afflicted. It is our job to comfort the afflicted and that’s what
I tried to do for two years!” While it is understandable for a losing incum-
bent to reflect on the accomplishments and missions of his term(s) of serv-
ice in his or her concession speech, it becomes rather awkward when they
begin praising their campaigning skills of previous election cycles as
Grayson did on Tuesday. He lauded his 2008 campaign as “legendary” as it
was the first democratic win in his congressional district in over 17 years.
He said the 2008 victory was unbelievable because he believes his district
was gerrymandered for Republican victory and stated that he believed gerry-
mandering was partially responsible for this 2010 loss.
After the excuses and nostalgia for previous experiences, he went on to

exclaim, “We will fight on!” While he was not quite as explicit in his parti-
sanship as Angle, he did little to acknowledge or wish luck to the
Republicans. There was a tinge of bitterness in Grayson’s speech, which,
instead of calling for congressional cooperation, called for partisanship and
reinforced his notions of political incongruity between Democratic and
Republican candidates.
In November we, the electorate, choose who will lead. There is always a

loser. With the concession speech the loser confirms their loss and in doing
so they confirm the existence and power of American democracy.

Change That Can Endure
BY DAN ANTOSZYK

Two weeks ago, President Barack Obama gave a speech at the University
of Minnesota. The purpose of his visit was to show support for Mark Dayton,
the former Minnesota Senator turned Democratic candidate for Governor.
Among the events of the day were an awkward prayer session, a rousing
speech by Senator Al Franken, and a short stump by candidate Mark Dayton.
Of course, about eight thousand of the eight thousand people there came to
see President Obama.
The President spoke for over twenty minutes and addressed many subjects

in his speech. I found the most interesting portion to be that about change.
Any person who follows politics will tell you that “change” is not a unique
message by any means, as candidates from all parties will use it to campaign
against their incumbent counterparts. The problem for Barack Obama is that
people actually believed that he could make a difference. They actually
believed that things would change, and that this change would be quickly
apparent. This being the case, the President toured the country during the
months before Tuesday’s election, reassuring the people who voted for him
two years ago. During his appearance on the “Daily Show” last week, the
President sparred with John Stewart who called the health care bill “timid”
and questioned Obama’s commitment to his campaign promises. Stewart’s
criticism is representative of the frustration that many Americans feel. What
happened to gay rights? What happened to Guantanamo? What is going on
in Afghanistan? Why do we still operate secret prison camps all over the
world? Why can’t I find a job?
The President has contended that his accomplishments have been vastly

understated. Saving the country from the brink of economic meltdown, pass-
ing a comprehensive health plan, saving the American auto industry and over
a million jobs, passing financial regulatory reform, and leaving Iraq were all
difficult. Yet, these things have all happened and the President still has 2+
years left. As he said to John Stewart, “Yes we can, but it’s not gonna hap-

pen over night.”
I happen to sympathize with our President. There is something to be said

for occasionally holding your tongue when you feel like complaining. There
is something to be said for taking a deep breath and letting your cynicism
hibernate for the winter. There is something to be said for patience. If you
thought that change is what the country needed in 2008 then perhaps you
should think again. After all, the change has occurred. A skinny democratic
law professor was elected President. Oh, and he’s black. The country had
already departed from the norm directly after he was sworn in. On Tuesday,
barely twenty-four months after our previous love affair with the new and dif-
ferent, the country changed again. Does the country need “change,” or
change with a qualifier? Do we need, as our President said two weeks ago at
the U of M, “change that can endure?”



So, another term is coming to an end. What do you think
is the best way to celebrate?

A) Study and do well on finals.
B) Partake in Carleton's end-of-term traditions.
C) Go out and enjoy the company of others.
D) Watch a bunch of awesome movies.
E) All of the above.

Well, whatever answer you chose, I hope it involved D.
Finals week is prime movie-watching time, so hunker
down with a DVD player and watch those mid-November
blues fade away. To help you with that, I've made a ran-
dom list of a few movie characters I just adore. Many are
from my favorite movies; this is not a coincidence.
Characters are awesome! Celebrate them!

Rufus J. Firefly (Groucho Marx)
in Duck Soup (1933)

This really goes for the whole Groucho persona. He just
throws the rules out the window in such a creative fash-
ion, molding the English language like silly putty. Like
his comrades/enemies Chicolini and Pinky, Firefly is a
total sociopath, constantly betraying himself and those
around him. But he does it with such uncompromised,
cigar-smoking audacity that you almost respect him as a
leader. Plus, he gets to deliver satirical bombshells like,
“If you think this country's bad off now, just wait till I get
through with it...”

Captain Louis Renault (Claude Rains)
in Casablanca (1942)

OK, I'll admit that I'm something of a Rains fanatic. He's
a terrifyingly evil one-man panopticon in The Invisible
Man, a pathetically distraught Nazi holdover in Notorious,
and makes me cry with his last-minute confession in Mr.
Smith Goes to Washington. But in Casablanca, a movie
that's already overflowing with classical Hollywood
charm, he's the cherry on top. He's smarmy, acid-
tongued, and ineffectual as Vichy France's representative
in the titular city, and he gets all the best lines. For
example: “I am shocked, shocked to find that gambling is
going on in here!”

Emma Small (Mercedes McCambridge)
in Johnny Guitar (1954)

McCambridge is generally blood-chilling, whether she's
joining in an assault on Janet Leigh or voicing a demon
from hell. When she's in charge of an angry mob in the
Wild West and is acting as an allegory for McCarthyism,
however, she becomes a white-hot force of unstoppable
hatred. Emma's snarling and laughter as she systemati-
cally destroys the life and property of her rival Vienna
(Joan Crawford) make her easily one of the most disturb-

ing villains in all of film, and the fact that the scared
town leaders go along with her every whim makes it that
much worse.

The younger woman (Jitsuko Yoshimura)
in Onibaba (1964)

Kaneto Shindo's Onibaba is about the love/murder trian-
gle that blossoms between three desperate, loosely relat-
ed characters in medieval Japan. As the younger woman,
Yoshimura has all the scruples of a hungry wolf. She has
little use for spoken language, preferring to let her body
speak for her, and when she has a bowl of millet—or, as
the situation may be, her dead husband's best friend—
she does not hestitate. She's an unflinching killer, but it's
all too easy to envision yourself in her stone-faced quest
for survival.

Barbara Jean (Ronee Blakley)
in Nashville (1975)

For some reason, the character type "psychologically frag-
ile starlet" is really compelling to me. Blakley as Barbara
Jean is probably the best-ever exemplar of that type. She
stands out amidst a gigantic, very talented ensemble with
her performance as a delicate flower being crushed by the
pressures of fame. Shockingly, this was Blakley's film
debut, having previously been a country singer; she nails
both the singing and acting components of her role, turn-
ing songs like “My Idaho Home” into expressions of her
character's longing for a simpler, happier time.

Sydney (Philip Baker Hall)
in Hard Eight (1996)

Even in the company of such luminaries as John C. Reilly,
Gwenyth Paltrow, Phillip Seymour Hoffman, and Samuel
L. Jackson, Hall owns Paul Thomas Anderson's debut fea-
ture. Who can play a crotchety-but-still-dangerous old
man better? Sydney's cool-as-ice behavior when he gets
entangled in a complex kidnapping-and-blackmail
scheme is impressive enough, but what I really love is his
distinctly old-fashioned outlook, as when he castigates
Jackson for disrespecting a waitress. He's not perfect, but
he's still a lovable old-timer.

Patricia "Kitten" Braden (Cillian Murphy)
in Breakfast on Pluto (2004)

Some might consider Kitten's nonstop effervescence and
optimism grating; I find it endearing. As she searches for
her lost mother in 1970s Ireland and England, occasion-
ally rushing headlong into danger, Kitten imbues every
situation with garish lyricism and sex appeal. She even
revises her own history to make it more romantic. And
who doesn't love a genuine Irish accent?

10

TH
E
C
A
R
L
|C

IN
E

M
A
|N
O
V
5
,
2
0
1
0

CINEMA

PT Anderson’s favorite
actor.

“... round up the usual
suspects.”

Confessions of a Celluloid Junkie
BY ANDREAS STOEHR

The Criterion DVD art
for Onibaba.



A few weeks ago, FOX aired an episode of Glee called “Grilled Cheesus”.
Now, before you stop reading, hear me out, because I know there are a lot
of Glee haters out there. I’ll admit it, the show can be incredibly stupid, and
the liberal anti-establishment part of me hates that I’m watching a massive-
ly popular show, on FOX nonetheless, that includes almost entirely covers of
pop music. But regardless of the rest of the show, “Grilled
Cheesus” is the best religion-themed episode I’ve ever
seen, and shows that Glee isn’t afraid to push the limits
and throw out taboos, despite its mainstream appeal.
The episode starts out in typical Glee fashion when the

increasingly obnoxious Finn sees the face of Jesus in his
grilled cheese sandwich. He decides to pray to his sand-
wich (though not before he eats half of it), asking for a
win in his upcoming football game. And if this act
wasn’t irritating enough, he then tries to convince his glee
club to start singing songs about Jesus because his prayer
to half of a grilled cheese sandwich got “answered”. What
begins as a silly and shallow depiction of religion, howev-
er, soon becomes serious and emotional when Kurt’s dad
has a heart attack and enters a coma that he may not
come out of. Kurt, who is openly gay and professes his
atheism at the beginning of the episode, is emotionally
devastated, and frustrated by the attempts of his friends
to use religion to comfort and him and help his dad. This
becomes the central conflict of the episode; the almost
entirely religious glee clubbers want to pray for and comfort Kurt (through
song of course!) but because Kurt does not believe in God, he sees this not
as a favor, but as an attack on his beliefs.
The rest of the episode becomes a sort of power struggle between the athe-

ists, Kurt and Sue, and the religious people, mainly Mercedes and Rachel,
with Finn going through his own bizarre adolescent-like religious struggle.
Towards the end, though, we see the main characters experience transfor-
mations, and largely through beautiful songs, they show how they have

changed. I will not give too much away, because I think this episode is
absolutely worth watching even for Glee haters, but what we realize by the
end is that the relative “truthiness” of the respective religions is unimpor-
tant compared the pain and worry that Kurt goes through, and the impor-
tance of friendship and comfort in the face of it.

Religion is a topic that most television shows, especially
comedies like Glee, try to avoid. It is nearly impossible to
discuss religion without insulting one group or another, and
based on Hulu reviews, this episode was no different. Most
of the reviews were from either atheists or religious people
who thought the show was attacking their particular belief.
Glee, however, has shown that it is not afraid to tackle taboo
topics like sex, teen pregnancy, homosexuality, etc., so it
was no surprise that it took on religion, despite the
inevitable outcry from religious and nonreligious people
alike. Instead of making the episode about which religion is
right though, it made the discussion about how people use
religion in their lives. Though Kurt sees the religion of his
friends as a threat to his own beliefs, he soon realizes that
all they are really trying to do is comfort him. The episode is
more about friendship, doubt, faith, and the way that people
deal with emotional grief than religion itself. In this way, it
blew me away that a mainstream show on FOX, which just a
week earlier did an episode about Britney Spears and sex
riots, could so tactfully, yet so daringly, produce an episode

not only about religion, but about the existence of God. They managed to
present reasonable arguments for both sides, and in the end taught a lesson
that was neither an answer to the question of God nor a cop-out, but, in my
opinion, a wise and constructive way to approach religion, not in terms of
truth or faith, but in terms of how it affects people’s lives. Whether you like
Glee or not, you have to applaud its willingness to push boundaries, throw
out taboos, and hit the tough topics head on.
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God in Glee
BY MATT HUNTER

Fun Election Movies (and TV Shows)!
BY JOSIAH “BARTLETT” BURNS
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Spotlight on Foreign Films
BY THE FILM FLOOR

In our first ever Carl column as the Film Floor,
we wrote about the most quintessentially American
genre in cinema: the Western. So it's only appropri-
ate that this week, we give the rest of the world a
say instead. Foreign films are the focus of this
week's column. The relationship between the US
and the rest of the world has been complicated
throughout film history. While Hollywood has always
been synonymous with commercial success and
acclaim in the eyes of millions around the world,
some of the most influential films and filmmakers
have come from other countries, producing works
that affected American cinema too. Before and up
to World War II, some of the most prominent names
in film were found in Europe, particularly Russia
and Germany (Sergei Eisenstein, Fritz Lang, F. W.
Murnau), and many techniques we take for granted
in the movies today were innovations of these early-
20th-century Europeans. After the war, more and
more films were produced in Japan, India, Nigeria,
Italy, Spain, and other countries around the world,
affecting cinema around the world both artistically
and commercially. Today, India's Bollywood is the
world's largest movie industry, and Hollywood the
third largest. (Nigeria's film industry surpassed ours
to become the world's second largest in the 1990s.)
And in the increasingly globalized world, the US
now enjoys a greater exposure to foreign films than
ever before, with American moviegoers using
Netflix, video stores, and other online media to
watch foreign movies that we'd previously never
have seen. We didn’t think we should miss out on
this opportunity - so here, you will find reviews of
foreign films, one from each of us. We hope that by
the end of this article, you've discovered some great
new movies!

- Andrew Peters, Film Floor Resident

Antichrist (2009)

BY DAISUKE KAWACHI

Lars Von Trier's latest
film gained notoriety after

people fainted at Cann
es. Words thrown

around after last year's
festival included ‘obsc

ene’ and ‘disturbing’ a
mong others. Certainly

the

film is graphic in both its d
epiction of sex and vio

lence. But unlike Saw
or any of the other tor-

ture-porn films that ha
ve become so popular

in the last few years, it isn't just for s
hock value.

Antichrist focuses on a couple, He and She (Willem Dafoe and Charlotte Gainsbourg).

Following a tragedy He
and She vacation to th

eir cabin in “Eden.” W
e enter a bizarre world

of

both fantasy and reality. Lars Von Trier's directorial style
is heavily apparent an

d it is one of

the most beautiful and
incredible that the wo

rld has seen. The film
is a deeply profound a

nd

disturbing meditation
on the nature of evil, gen

der, and grief. While it seems
impossible for

one film to thoroughly explore
all three of these very

weighty topics at once
, Von Trier suc-

ceeds. This film is one of the best I ha
ve ever seen, excelling

in every aspect of cine
ma (save

perhaps the economic
box office end).

Lars von Trier, genius.

All About My Mother (1964)BY FAY LI
After watching All About My Mother (Todo Sobre mi Madre), I have come to love
Almodóvar. This film grabs you and immerses you in an unfamiliar world and
then confronts you with the emotions and relationships of each character. It’s
the closeness you feel to each one of them that keeps you watching. One of the
best things about this movie is how Almodóvar takes roles that we typically

dehumanize and transform them so that every person is brimming with emotion
and is struggling through many complicated life experiences. Sure, we get a lot
of melodramatic scenes, but that’s what makes the movie great. Only by watch-
ing it will you be able to appreciate Almodóvar’s directing in all of its glory.

Check Point (2007)

BY JOHN O’NEILL

Unknown to m
ost outside of

Africa, the Ni
gerian film industry is ac

tually the sec
ond

largest in the
world after Bo

llywood. The affordabil
ity of inexpen

sive filmmakin
g equip-

ment and soft
ware has enab

led Nigerians
to produce ab

out 200 new films each mo
nth.

Fortunately fo
r interested A

mericans, the
se films are m

ade in English
rather than re

gion-

al dialects. The productio
n value of the

se films is low
, and Checkpo

int is no excep
tion.

For those who
have never se

en a Nigerian
film before, if you

have ever mad
e a dramatic

home video, p
icture that, th

en add guns,
cars, jewelry,

intrigue, affai
rs, drugs, and

lots

of shouting. Checkpoint is
about a group

of Nigerian po
lice officers m

anning a chec
k-

point. They stop car
s, trying to gu

ess which driv
ers will be ab

le to give the
biggest

bribe. Corruption, la
ziness and inc

ompetence ar
e prevalent, a

nd everything
escalates

after one of th
e officers shoo

ts a rich man
for not having

an apparently
legally manda

ted

spare tire. Nigerian films
are an experie

nce, and cons
idering their g

rowing influen
ce

and wider dis
tribution I enc

ourage any Ca
rleton student

to look into se
eing one.
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Foreign Films Spotlight, cont’d
BY THE FILM FLOOR

North Face (2008)

BY ANDREW PETERS

The Nazi Party may have been obliterated for good in 1945,
but it has always enjoyed a strange immortality in movies.
Since V-E Day, no more than a few months pass in which a
film, serious or ridiculous, isn’t released about Nazis. So it's
nice to see a movie like North Face, in which the movie
industry's favorite villains are present, but not particularly
obtrusive. North Face is set in the shortly pre-WWII Third
Reich, and concerns two skilled German mountain climbers
(Benno Fürmann, Florian Lukas) who are being pressured to
climb an infamously treacherous mountain, the Eiger, for the
glory of their country. North Face, therefore, is a movie first
and foremost about mountain climbing, but with a restrained
and well-integrated political undercurrent. Though a few

scenes are spent in elegant period-piece train stations or old-
fashioned hotels, the film's aesthetic is really the stark

white-on-black of the Eiger, on whose cliffs the majority of
the film takes place. Overall it is a striking, intense film,

both visually and emotionally. North Face is not perfect - its
determination to show us every painful inch of the climb
sometimes feels more like an onslaught on the viewer. And
the local geography, which becomes relevant to the plot, is
not too clearly explained. But, especially in the calmly horri-
fying final scene, it's hard not to be transfixed by the icy

hardness of North Face.

Ip Man (2008)
BY YASIN DARA

Ip Man, starring Donny Yen, is a film which captures the pinnacle of the mar-
tial arts which were developed in Eastern Asia. The lead character is a Wing
Chun grandmaster of unparalleled ability, caught in the crossfire between two
warring countries, China and Japan. The film is set in the small town of Fo
Shan, China, in the 1930s where the Japanese Imperialist Army had made

life quite unlivable for the occupied Chinese. In these days it was very practi-
cal to learn hand-to-hand combat. With a solid acting performance, Ip (Yen)
sets the bar in Fo Shan after receiving challenge after challenge from many
masters with different styles of Kung-Fu. The film does a phenomenal job of
differentiating the various types of combat, with stunning performances which
hardly look choreographed. In contrast, unlike many great action films Ip Man
has an intriguing backstory fueled by the melancholic setting created by the
war. The scene by scene action in this movie has been described as surpass-
ing Jet Li’s Fearless, to such a degree that Ip Man’s sequel was released in
2008 within the United States – and true to form had one of the highest rat-
ings for any action/drama in the past decade. In the final moments of the
film, the audience learns of Ip’s place in history, as a young Bruce Lee asks

for training from Ip, consistent with the historical fact that Ip Man was
indeed Bruce Lee’s master.

Playtime (1967)
BY HENRY ROWND

One of the most ambitious films of all time is the 1967 French film Playtime
directed by and starring Jacques Tati. The film, a Keaton-like slapstick of
sorts, revives Tati’s role as Mr. Hulot, who bumbles his way through a giant,
modern city in this satire on modernism. One of the film’s more famous

scenes is when Mr. Hulot chases a man through a skyscraper but can’t seem
to find him through the maze of cubicles and glass walls. For the film, a
monumental set was constructed — creating an entire modern version of

Paris, which became known as “Tativille,” complete with utilities, skyscrap-
ers, and paved roads. The film, unfortunately, did not fare too well in the box
office due to Tati’s uncompromising insistence on exclusively showing his

film in 70mm prints as opposed to the standard 35mm prints for which the-
aters were equipped to exhibit at the time. Nonetheless, the critically

acclaimed film is seen as a masterpiece of comedy. Also, it’s at the libe.

Sholay (1975)

BY VAIS
HAL
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The passing of Paul Newman a little over two
years ago spurred many film enthusiasts to look
back on the career of one of cinema’s most
memorable and talented actors. Among the
films in his long resume is Hud (1963). Hud
was nominated for seven Oscars and won three,
including Best Supporting Actor (Melvyn
Douglas), Best Actress in a leading role
(Patricia Neal), and Best Cinematography,
black-and-white (James Wong Howe). This film,
often swept to the wayside by his more recent
efforts like The Verdict and Road to Perdition,
is a showcase of raw acting talent and a
reminder to audiences everywhere that he truly
was one of the greatest actors of all time. Based
on Horseman, Pass By by Larry McMurtry, Hud
is the story of a small, unconventional family
living in the American southwest. This family
consists of Homer Brannon (Melvyn Douglas),
the father of Hud (Newman), Lonnie (Brandon
de Wilde) who is Hud’s nephew, and their
housekeeper, Alma Brown (Patricia Neal).
The film not only displays conflicts between

the wills of individuals, but also contrasting
philosophies of old and new. An aging Brannon
represents the ways of the archetypal American
southwest. He believes in respecting his fellow
men, abiding by the laws of the land and being
a generally honorable and decent human being.
Hud, on the other hand, exemplifies a more
self-centered and “progressive” ideology that is
all too commonplace in American business
today. Hud’s philosophy is determined by his
cynical outlook of the world. At one point, he
rants, “This country is run on epidemics, where
you been? How many honest men you know?
Why, you separate the saints from the sinners,
you’re lucky to wind up with Abraham Lincoln.
Now I want out of this spread what I put into it,
and I say let us dip our bread into some of that
gravy while it is still hot.” To which his father
replies, “That’s your solution for getting out of
a tight? To pass bad beef onto my neighbors
who wasn’t knowing what they was getting?”
Homer and Hud disliked each other’s choice

of lifestyle for as long as they can remember,
constantly disagreeing on their definitions of
right and wrong. But in the middle of these two
raging bulls is innocent, impressionable
Lonnie. Lonnie, who is coming of age during
this film, is teetering precariously on a fence
and could end up leaning either towards his
uncle or his grandfather. As the story progress-
es, Lonnie tests the waters of both worlds while
receiving some kind advice from Alma who

tends to remind him of his good natured char-
acter. He sees the unbridled and unrestricted
life of Hud as glorified, but his innate sense of
morality always keeps him from following in his
footsteps for too long. As for his grandfather,
Lonnie has an infinite amount of respect and
admiration and it is eventually this that spurs
him to become a man who strives to live an
honorable life.
Hud is a film about people. It is the story of

four very unique characters who are expertly
portrayed by exquisitely cast actors. The most
memorable of these four is, undoubtedly,
Newman. His character is a rude, rowdy, and
rambunctious lone wolf who lives entirely for
himself. Hud drinks heavily, uses women, and

picks fights with perfect strangers, seemingly
just for the thrill of it all. But somehow, the
audience does not come away from the film
despising this detestable character. This is
because Newman doesn’t just draw a carica-
ture, he creates a multidimensional character
who is believable as a real human being—
someone who can be identified with and pitied.
After the car accident that resulted in the death
of his brother, Hud apparently lost faith in the
world and adopted the philosophy that life is
short and that his father’s way of life isn’t worth
emulating. So Hud drifts into alcoholism in an
attempt to forget his melancholy past and
spends his nights in the constant pursuit of
instant gratification in the form of bar fights
and affairs with respectable women. But
Newman’s character also elicits feelings from
the audience from the other end of the spec-
trum. Hud can be seen as a character who’s
philosophy on life is admirable, in that he
refuses to be beaten and let the course of his
life be decided by the limitations of society.
Newman’s portrayal of Hud blurs the distinc-

tions between right and wrong and causes the
audience to see the multifaceted character
from every angle, as one could potentially view
one’s fellow man.

In addition to its impeccable cast, Hud also
distinguishes itself through the artful cine-
matography of James Wong Howe. Filming
entirely in black-and-white, Howe captures the
subtleties of the American southwest. Each
frame highlights the details of the Brannon
family-- everything from the massive, raw power
of a hundred head of cattle stomping across the
plains to the minute lines of character in
Homer’s aged face. But like the characters
themselves, Howe creates scenes that are any-
thing but black-and-white, seemingly utilizing
every shade of grey between the two distinctive
extremes. Howe’s stylistic approach is com-
prised of two main types of camerawork. His
stationary shots are rarely on a plane with the
main focus of the scene. Howe often uses
either relatively high or low angles to emphasize
characters or objects that are being showcased.
His second, more casual approach to filming
flows with the movements of the characters and
gives the audience a natural viewing sensation,
as if they are seeing the scene through their
own eyes instead of watching a stationary
screen. But, perhaps most important of all,
Howe’s cinematography gives Hud a timeless
quality that, when coupled with the screenplay
and quality of acting, creates a movie that has
earned a place among the canon of America’s
most memorable films.
Hud is a film that, though seemingly carried

by the title character, is about a shift in ideolo-
gies from individuals of one generation to
another. It focuses on this conflict when the
two have reached a critical impasse and can
seemingly no longer coexist. But why has this
film stuck with audiences for so many genera-
tions? True, it has outstanding cinematography
and a powerful screenplay, but the one aspect
of this film that sticks in the minds of viewers
long after the credits have come to a close is
the man himself, Hud. Newman’s powerful per-
formance leaves a mental imprint. This repug-
nant character should be seen by audiences as
detestable, but somehow this is not the case.
Newman manages to bring his character to life
in extraordinary fashion. His uncanny ability to
steal the scene and make his passionate mark
in any film is what separates Newman from the
thousands of actors who shared the stage with
him during the course of his lifetime.
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“The Man with the Barbed Wire Soul”
BY JOE STEIGMEYER
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The end of the term promises two more exciting Carleton theater produc-
tions to grace the stage of Nourse Little Theater. The Experimental Theater
Board’s production of Seascape with Sharks and Dancers by Don Nigro is
playing 8th weekend, and senior theater major Lizzie Cross’ directing comps,
The Heidi Chronicles by Wendy Wasserstein, is playing 9th weekend.

I spoke with Holly Abel, director of Seascape with Sharks and Dancers,
about her upcoming production. Holly tells me that she fell in love with Don
Nigro’s well-written play in high school, yet that this intriguing play eludes
description. Rather than answer the impossible question of what the play is
about, Holly tells me that we just need to see it. The plot centers on the
developing relationship between two characters, Ben and Tracy, after Ben
pulls the Tracy out of the ocean, dealing especially with questions on
women’s rights. Any more information than that, Holly informs me, would
spoil the second act. Intrigued? Find out what this play has to offer on
Thursday November 4th, Friday November 5th, or Saturday November 6th at
7:30 p.m. in Nourse Little Theater.
The Heidi Chronicles by Wendy Wasserstein follows Heidi Holland, an art

historian of the baby boom generation, as she develops from a high school-
er in 1965 to middle age in 1989. Each scene presents a new stage of
Heidi’s life as she navigates academia, feminism, and friendship in the
1960’s, 70’s, and 80’s. The play focuses on Heidi’s fluctuating relation-

ships with the three central characters in her life, Scoop Rosenbaum, Peter
Patrone, and Susan Johnston, providing glimpses of each character’s per-
sonal reactions to a politically turbulent world. With sharp wit throughout,
The Heidi Chronicles provides a humorous but poignant look at an inde-
pendent woman’s struggle to find a place in a rapidly changing environment.
The Heidi Chronicles runs from November 11th through November 13th at
8:00 p.m. in Nourse Little Theater. For reservations, email
carletonheidi@gmail.com.

The Heidi Chronicles marks the end of the Fall Term theater season, but
opportunities are already here to get involved in next winter’s productions.
The Winter Players production of The Last Firefly, by Naomi Iizuka will hold
auditions on November 6th from 1:00-5:00 p.m. and November 7th from
2:00-6:00 p.m. Auditions for Joe Turner’s Come and Gone by August
Wilson, directed by Morgan Holmes as part of her English Comprehensive
Exercise “August Wilson and Race Identities on Stage,” will be held on
November 8th and 9th from 8:00-10:00 p.m. Any member of the Carleton
community is invited to try out, and Morgan informs me that participants will
be invited “to think critically about the stage as a site of identity formation
and a medium for community building, as well as the politics of ‘essential
Blackness’,” and she invites anyone with questions about the audition to
email her at holmesmo.

Recap:
Seascape with Sharks and Dancers: Nov. 4-6, 7:30 p.m. Nourse Little Theater

The Heidi Chronicles: Nov. 11-13 8:00 p.m. Nourse Little Theater
Auditions for the Winter Term Players Production: Nov. 6th from 1:00-5:00 p.m. and Nov. 7th from 2:00-6:00 p.m.

Auditions for Joe Turner’s Come and Gone: Nov. 8th and 9th from 8:00-10:00 p.m.

This Week in Theater BY JENNY SCHMIDT

The Waste Books: Worth Your Time BY DAN ANTOSZYK

Georg Lichtenberg (1742-1799) was a German poly-
math: he dabbled in everything from religion to biology
and hobnobbed with the intellectuals of his time. Today,
however, he is best known for his personal notebooks,
which were published after his death. They now take the
form of The Waste Books, a single volume full of short
yet exceptionally insightful observations and aphorisms.
They are at once simple and complex, and often one
finds Lichtenberg perfectly articulating an amorphous
feeling that before seemed indescribable. I suggest you
pick it up, and it makes for perfect college reading as
one can browse for a few minutes at a time and then put
it away. Curiously, while The Waste Books have
remained a favorite of some of the greatest of thinkers
and academics, it has remained largely unknown to the
general public. If anything, a few quotes from this col-
lection will make you sound really smart. The following
are a sample, some of my personal favorites. Some of
these are excerpts from slightly longer thoughts, and
believe me, there are many, many more.

“There are people who believe everything is sane and sensible that is done with a solemn
face.”

“The man goes too far, but do I not do so too? He likes to hear himself in his enthusi-
asm. Do I not like to hear myself being witty, or expressing my cold-blooded contempt
for all that is done out of enthusiasm?”

“More often than we think, people notice things we believe we have artfully concealed
from them.”

“The man was such an intellectual he was of almost no use.”

“As soon as one begins to see all in everything what one says usually becomes obscure.”

“To write with sensibility requires more than tears and moonlight.”

“There are people who often boast how frank and candid they are: they ought to reflect,
however, that frankness and candor must proceed from the nature of one's character, or
even those who would otherwise esteem it highly must regard it as piece of insolence.”

“When someone likes doing something very much, he often has some interest in the
thing that is greater than the thing itself.”

“In the misfortune of our best friends we find something that does not displease us.”
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Gotta Love Those One Knight Stands

Ladies of the One Knight Stands

Directors Julia Barlow and Jenny Schmidt

I had the extreme pleasure of being a front row audience member at Saturday's per-
formance starring “The One Knight Stands.” I wriggled and cooed in my seat as the
dancers and singers pierced my soul with their eyes and stroked my senses with their
talents. The cabaret's theme was “Working Women” and these women and men truly
worked. it. out.

Last Saturday I had the extreme pleasure of staging my
musical debut at Carleton, singing “When You’re Good to
Mama” from Chicago for the One Knight Stands perform-
ance. My introduction went something as follows: “And
now it’s time to hear from the person that really holds it all
together. No, not the union leader, but the Madame.”
Although Matron “Mama” Morton undoubtedly does hold
the promiscuous convicts of Cook County Jail together, I’d
like to shine the spotlight on two slightly less corrupt
directors–Julia Barlow and Jenny Schmidt. Putting togeth-
er the 8-song, 15-member cast of One Knight Stands was
no easy task, and don’t forget the live band, lights, public-
ity, and microphones. In the face of challenge, Julia man-
aged the logistical nightmares while Jenny patiently
coached tone-deaf actors. Wearing a smile to every
rehearsal, Jenny and Julia did not merely succeed but,
rather, excelled in their management of the entire One
Knight Stands operation. What’s more, they managed to do
so with a minimal level of debauchery (One Knight Stands
was subtitled “Songs About Strippers and Hookers” after
all). So, it is they who should be recognized, praised, and
applauded for holding it all together. Jenny and Julia,
thank you.

From an Audience Member’s Perspective...

Mollie Feldman

And Now, It’s Time to Sing Praises
BY MOLLIE FELDMAN

BY CASEY WOLF

Cast of the One Knight Stands
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When we interact with art, are we supporting the values it espouses? By consuming the art, do we, by default, approve of the
viewpoints contained within it? Am I encouraging homophobia when I listen to Nas, who once rapped about “Gay-Z” and “Cock-
a-fella Records”? How about misogyny, when I hear Killer Mike support the virtues of women who “gobble up jism like school
lunches”? Or, even, domestic violence when I listen to the Smiths and Morrissey moans about “smashing every tooth” in his girl-
friend’s head, right before claiming that he’s persecuted and feels like Joan of Arc?

My completely selfish instinct—after all, I like Nas, Killer Mike, and the Smiths a lot—is to
not alter my behavior at all. If it doesn’t bother me, why should I make my life worse? I imag-
ine I’d be a slightly less happy person if Led Zeppelin I were no longer in my iTunes library,
but that doesn’t change the fact that the members of Zep basically spent most of their career
doing depraved stuff to women, like penetrating them with mudsharks. Does the artistic value
of what they created—the ferocious apocalyptic moan of “When the Levees Broke” or the slow
burning blues of “Dazed and Confused”—outweigh the raging cock rock of “The Wanton
Song”? Yes and no. Yes, because artistic and literary value is enough to redeem something, at
least in the eyes of the law. No, because, even if the work is not obscene, it can still espouse
views that are offensive, untenable, or otherwise unsavory.
However, is listening to a misogynist like Mick Jagger or a homophobe like Cam’ron any dif-

ferent than listening to fringe neo-Nazi nuts like Skrewdriver or Prussian Blue? On some level,
yes. Mick Jagger and Cam’ron are, above all else, popular. They’ve gone platinum. Skrewdriver
and Prussian Blue are probably praying to go gold. However, that sort of thinking just gives
Killa Cam the bully pulpit to scream “no homo” while clad in head to toe pink fur. We can’t
let popularity get in the way of principles. Popular acts should, thus, be more responsible to
the masses. We do get that, to some extent. If a song is on terrestrial radio during the day, it’s
likely to be free of overtly offensive views, thanks to the FCC. You just won’t catch Taio Cruz
spouting the same views that hard heads like Boot Camp Clik would.

I’d wager that a vast majority of Americans who enjoy the genre of music that Skrewdriver
plays, i.e., punk rock, refuse to listen to the band entirely on basis of their political views, as

opposed to any real or perceived lack of talent. For all I know, Skrewdriver plays exactly the sort of punk rock I enjoy. I just refuse
to listen to them because I find their political views to be personally offensive. This leads me to believe that I’ve created a dou-
ble standard for myself. I’m perfectly okay with Biggie “[smacking] the bitch in the face,” but not with Prussian Blue’s twin Aryans
singing about killing Jews. Is it because I know that I’m not going to go and smack women around? Is it because the anti-Semitic
blather hits just a bit too close to home? In both cases, yes. All of that aside, I think the real difference lies in intention. Prussian
Blue makes hate music. In each and every song, they’re out to let everyone know about the superiority of whites, whereas Biggie
doesn’t appear to be intending to convince anyone to hit women. He’s just telling it how he sees it. However, this does not let
Big off the hook at all. He’s still responsible for whatever terrible things he advocates.
Many, many critics have attacked rappers for “glamorizing” the gangster life style. While I write this article from the comfort-

able perspective of a white, privileged, liberal arts college student who will
not have to rely on “sellin’ crack rock or [having] a wicked jump shot” to
succeed in the world, I can still say that there is a certain glamorizing inher-
ent in not only rap, but most popular music. What could be cooler than doing
many shots of Patron with Trey Songz before going back to his crib, except,
maybe, selling several kilos of the purest Peruvian white with Rick Ross and
then riding around in his Maybach, chilling with DJ Khaled? There’s no way
to guarantee that musicians do not portray their lives as rich and famous
people as fun and cool. Of course, people could realize that dealing drugs
isn’t a good life style and musicians could realize that it’s pretty reprehen-
sible to peddle such propaganda, but that’s just not going to happen.
In the end, there isn’t a singular answer to the question of how we are to

react to music that espouses views that we, ourselves, do not hold. We could
boycott the music or we could ignore it. It’s up to each person to come up
with his or her own answer. I, personally, choose to believe this, which is, in
my mind, a massive cop-out: I’ll continue to listen to whatever objectionable
music I want, while, subtly, criticizing it for the outlooks that I don’t hold,
resting sure in my own ability to not let Morrissey’s sexism, Nas’ homopho-
bia, and Killer Mike’s misogyny pollute my thinking, all while enjoying the
music as much as possible.

Art, Hatred, and Reconciliation
BY CHARLIE ROSENTHAL
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EMPTY PAGE
A POEM BY JONATHAN LIN

RAINBOW
A POEM BY SHAVERA SENEVIRATNE

The colours lie
Separated,
Sequestered by
What is ‘right’
And
What is ‘wrong’.

The colours lie
Eclipsed,
Disappearing into
A world
Defined
By only
Black and White

The colours fade,
Unable to fight
The ugly hue
Of cruel Prejudice.

These colours,
So unique and
So special,
Beautiful in their brilliance,
Now lie, torn apart and
Cornered,
Hunted into submission,
Bullied into an untimely
Finale of their lives.

An absolute desecration,
Intolerable violation
Of what is precious,
Of what is pure…

I need my world
To be covered
In the vibrancy of violet
Interwoven with indigo
And the beauty of blue.

I need to see the
Gracefulness of green
Yearning for the yellow
And the opulent orange
Glowing with the resonance of red

I need to
See the colours
Stitched together
To create a love quilt
That protects my world.

Together
Yet
Distinct.

Beautiful

Like a
Rainbow.

Dedicated to all those who were bullied and
harassed to the extent where they sought a
permanent escape in September 2010 and
to all who have been victimized for not fit-
ting into a preconceived mould.

Staring at the empty page before me
I seek the demons that rule my head.
Silence from the angels that adore me,
Knowing about the sins they've been fed.
Trying not to panic as they ignore me
I think of the vows that have been said.
Closing the cover on a tragic story
I reflect upon the life that I have led.

With so much thought on the lack of confidence
I picture clouds feasting on a sick blue sky.
A great many hands support my incompetence
With little consideration on how they might die.
The brightest of coins, the softest of silks
The loftiest dreams are sent with this man.
But sloth, lust, and envy are my only ilk
Festering on me just because they can.

Staring at the angry page below me
I read aloud these failures in black ink.
Praying these demons will now show me
How to use control and how to think.
Hiding from the glares my angels throw me
I feel cold tears well with every blink.

There is an urge to wash my hands of regret,
And direct a positive look towards future days.
So much fortune behind me, let's not forget,
But still I cannot avoid that demonic gaze.

WHEN SHE CRIED
ANONYMOUS

You seemed like a wren of snow,
Floating the way angels never did.
I didn’t need to see your face show
To finally find that crown you hid.

The empty path of white grew so still,
It was a silence that could kill.
But as the air warmed, so did you,
And it cleansed my mind of blue.

Fate then pulled strings…it was just you and I.
But like gold that killed the kings…we would die.

Take me wherever the angels go hand in hand,
Show me the keys to the beauty inside.
Let me view the jewels of this winter wonderland.
Just don’t remind me of the time when you cried.

Warm me with a kiss; hot and cold converge,
You and I will write the verse…
To the anthem of heaven that holds the world.
Throw ourselves away just to become one;
The night sky gleamed like pearls…
Yet still we believed that our time was done.

Whisper my name until I fall asleep…
But please don’t leave when I shut my eyes.
We both made ourselves fall into poison…
It seemed the only way to survive.

Take me up to where the angels line their thrones,
Let me taste their jewels of endless pride.
Never was our fire as cold as grey stone...
…so why do I still think of the time when you cried?

She sits and leaves the ground; the cold returns
The flame inside suddenly burns…
And then blocks my view of the opulent sky.
She says in a whisper that I gleam bright
…But that I cannot be her angel tonight.
And then with a swift turn she walks goodbye.

Once upon a time our tale was beautiful,
A time where it was only you and I.
But fate whipped its strings to change our world
And turned it to ashes when you cried.
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Sandwich, Illinois

Rocky Ripple, Indiana

Porcupine Plain, Saskatchewan

Chicken, Alaska

Ducktown, Tennessee

Locust Fork, Alabama

Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan

Dinosaur, Colorado

Cow Head, Newfoundland

Frognot, Texas

Carrot River, Saskatchewan

Watermelon, Texas

Coffee City, Texas

Tea, South Dakota

Potato, Alaska

Fruitland, Iowa

Animals & food

Dildo, Newfoundland

Placentia, California

Cumming Township, Michigan

Climax, Georgia

Flushing, Michigan

Balltown, Iowa

Salt Lick, Kentucky

Knob Lick, Missouri

French Lick, Indiana

Hygiene, Colorado

Conception Bay, Newfoundland

Conception Junction, MO

Fertile, Iowa

Manly, Iowa

Dike, Texas

Gaylord, Michigan

Port Moody, British Columbia

Low Point, Newfoundland

Eek, Alaska

Kill Devil Hills, North Carolina

Savage, Minnesota

Smackover, Arkansas

Slaughters, Kentucky

Slaughter Beach, Delaware

War, West Virginia

Wartrace, Tennessee

Admire, Kansas

Excel, Alabama

Bald Knob, Arkansas

Gun Barrel City, Texas

Accident, Maryland

Peculiar, Missouri

Success, Saskatchewan

Smiley, Saskatchewan

Carefree, Arizona

Fairplay, Colorado

Friendsville, Maryland

Friendship, Arkansas

Romance, Arkansas

Loveland, Colorado

Comfort Cove, Newfoundland

Goodnews Bay, Alaska

Funkstown, Maryland

Flin Flon, Manitoba

Surprise, Arizona

What Cheer, Iowa

Bad Axe, Michigan

Hell, Michigan

Scary

Immature jokes

Happy

BY MEGAN NARVEY AND ANDREAS STOEHR
It happens to all of us. We’re looking at a map, acting all composed and dignified, and then we see a city called “Pahrump, Nevada” and break into an incurable
case of the giggles. It’s just a fact of life: cities in Canada and the United States have some ridiculous names. Here are 64 of them!

Found your favorite silly city? Fill out this bracket and return it to box 296. Next week in the bracket: 64 Ways to Enjoy the Impending Eternal Winter!



TTHHIISS  WWEEEEKK  IINN  TTHHEE  CCAARRLL

PPLLEEAASSEE  RREECCYYCCLLEE  YYOOUURR  CCAARRLL

03 DOORMAT
Drama at the Miss World pageant • Kelly’s mom returns!

05 SOCIETY
Ebony danced the night away • Shining a light on sex

07 FEATURE
Hey, did you hear about that election thing?

10 CINEMA
Andreas’s favorite dictators, sociopaths, and fragile starlets • Holy
Glee, Batman! • The Film Floor Goes International • Remembering
the late, great Paul Newman

15 ARTS & LIT
Gazing into the future of Carleton theater • The Waste Books are
not a waste of time • Life is a cabaret with the One Knight Stands

17 MUSIC
Good music ≠ good message

18 WORDS
Carleton poets are back with some powerful verse

19 BRACKET
Saskatchewan vs. Newfoundland: Which has funnier city names?
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