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The Blue and White, in its long hours dutifully trolling the Rare Books Archive, has discovered 
a missing chapter from Stand, Columbia, the University’s official history. The chapter, entitled 
“Our Legacy of Protest” offers a purely factual explanation of why at Columbia, the ideal in 
body are bold in ideology. 

Our students first asserted their political selves in March 1905, when the city’s transit 
worker union went on strike. A coterie of muscled athletes and fraternity brothers sang 
“Roar, Lion, Roar” as they stormed the Interborough Rapid Transit employment office, 
effectively “derailing” the scheme of this cabal of Wobbly Papists.

These pioneers forged the path retread by the protesters of 1968. Infuriated by the 
prospect of exercising side-by-side with the notorious denizens of Morningside Park, a 
band of hardy young men installed themselves in Low Library. In counter-protest, several 
members of the now-forgotten “hippie” subculture formed a circle around the building, 
attempting to direct the reek of their long hair through open windows and “stink out” the 
athletes. 

Just when it seemed the two sides had entered an endless détente, alumni donations 
began to pour in. In a few short days, the upstanding robber barons of Wall Street, 
enthused by the uprising of these true “sons of Knickerbocker,” drove fundraising literally 
“through the roof ”—an airlift bound for a typhoon-stricken island was redirected to just 
above Low Library, where it dropped rations of bacon and Muscle Milk to the rejoicing vic-
tors. Within a week, Columbia’s GDP had surged past Liechtenstein’s, and the administra-
tion was persuaded to acquiesce. 

Thus began the University’s Reconquista period. Columbians watched in delight as the 
money from their eminent domain war chest spoke. Before the end of the decade, Columbia 
rule was no longer the exception across Upper Manhattan. 

In those heady, moneyed years, academic departments saw all their needs satisfied. Back 
then, even a discipline like “Ethnic Studies” could obtain funding, to the chagrin of the 
New Establishment. But by April 1996, the campus once again hungered for reform, and 
a heroic cadre of students organized a two-week-long eat-in to dismantle the department. 
The University decided to “play ball” with the athletes, agreeing to strip one professor of 
tenure for each hot dog the first-string quarterback could down in a ten-minute period. 

Sated, our frat-boy activists—”fractivists”—stayed quiet, awaiting a new mission for a 
new century. 

Circumstances finally coalesced in September 2007, when President Mahmoud 
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Ahmadinejad came to campus. The footsoldiers were thrilled at the sight of fascism’s 
bold, new face. Wholeheartedly embracing the liberal media’s moniker for the school—
the University of Tehran-West—the athletes began to sniff around for a cause. 

They found it when a few community organizers, clinging to the northernmost tip of 
Inwood, negotiated a halt to the construction of Manhattan’s fortieth Vitamin Shoppe. 
They rallied with a cry to stop this “violence against our fitness physique.” When the 
fractivists discovered that the few remaining Ethnic Studies instructors, who supple-
mented their paltry incomes by taking on janitorial duties, had taken to whitewashing the 
work that student-bards published on bathroom walls, the campus erupted. 

In a righteous fury, the fractivists marched from their brownstones to the South Lawn, 
where they erected a tent city, a striking symbol of their powerlessness. The movement 
was immediately popular, thanks to its coincidence with Homecoming Weekend. Rally 
girls cheered on as pitchers and point guards downed energy supplements—once again 
striking against hunger. A jocular new mascot, Slurpee the Octopus, the walking, talk-
ing manifestation of our credo that “greed is good,” rocked the celebrations. 

Opposition was limited to a few cave-chested intellectuals who hurled books at the 
tents in an attempt to “drop knowledge” on the rowdies. In a miracle of righteousness, 
divine forces intervened and caused each book to fall from their typewriterly wrists 
before the arc of the toss was complete. 

And so the best and brightest, the burliest and buffest, soldier on: for sustenance, for 
domain, for God…for Columbia!

—By Alexandra Muhler
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Campus Gossip
Upon noticing the recently-installed “Wu’s Sushi Bar” 
in Nussbaum & Wu:

Girl: “Wu must be asserting himself.” 
 

 ded

Ballpoint pen in a tear in the fabric covering an old 
armchair in a niche in 303A Butler:

IF YOU ARE WAITING FOR A SIGN, THIS IS IT.

Inserted after “sign,” in different handwriting:

THAT WE NEED NEW CHAIRS
 

 ded

Male student: “I’ve decided to become a divorce 
lawyer.”

Female student: “A divorce lawyer? How does an 
engineering degree help that?”

Male student: “I don’t know, but I got it from TV. I’ve 
decided to make most of my life decisions based on 
soap operas.” 
 

 ded

In Dodge Gym, two exercising friends find themselves 
at a fork in the road. 

Guy: Wait! What time is the debate tonight?!
Girl: Nine o’clock. Why?
Guy: ...and what time is the Project Runway finale?
Girl: Oh shit.
Guy: What?

Girl: It’s at nine!
[Both pause over this conundrum.]
Guy: I guess I’ll just watch the debate online tomorrow. 
 

 ded

INCREDIBLE MEDICALS

Boy: Smile, you’ve got crabs!
Girl: Is that what the doctor said to you? 
 

 ded

THERE HAD BEEN BLOOD

The following article was published in the October 25th 
issue of the Columbia Daily Spectator. Nothing has 
been excerpted. 

“A man was left injured after an incident early Saturday 
morning outside an apartment building on 101st Street 
and Riverside Drive.

Witnesses to the incident, which happened shortly 
before 1:00 a.m., did not know the cause of it, though 
a pool of blood was visible on the sidewalk outside the 
building. Columbia University Public Safety officials 
said they had not heard of anything happening, and 
the New York City Police Department did not have a 
report filed on the incident or any knowledge of it.

Kavitha Davidson, BC ‘09 and Spectator sports editor, 
said both police officers and an ambulance were called, 
though by about 1:30 a.m. the scene was cleared and 
the police officers had left. The scene was visible from 
the window of a nearby apartment building. Witnesses 
said it took approximately 20 minutes for the injured 
man to be taken into the ambulance. It was unclear why 
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he was bleeding.

Davidson said it appeared that the ambulance was 
taking the man to Mount Sinai hospital.”

In other words, “we randomly stumbled across some 
dude with blood, and thought people would want to 
know.” 
 

 ded

AN UNFORTUNATE 
PRODUCT OF 
THE OFFICE ZEN 
MEDITATION RETREAT

Overheard outside Milbank

“I feel like I really would be 
sharing a lot of my being if I 
gave someone my résumé.” 
 

 ded

A Blue and White staffer sent the following request to 
Facilities

REQUEST:
The right handle of the right sink does not work 
properly and needs to be pushed in in order to turn the 
water off.
My request is not urgent; you may respond within 3 - 
14 business days.

RESPONSE:
HANDLE WORKS FINE.  INSTRUCTED 
STUDENT HOW IT SHOULD WORK.

Columbia Facilities Management, teaching students 
how to use the bathroom sink since 1754. 
 

 ded

THE MIDTERMS ARE MURDER

A Spring 2009 comparative literature course called 
“Literature and Torture” is taught by one Joseph R. 
Slaughter. 
 

 ded

Several students were attempting to route a baby 

squirrel that had wandered into the Mathematics 
building; one of them offered the young rodent some 
advice: “No, this way! You can have a life out here!” 
 

 ded

Overheard in the River lounge, 3:15 a.m.

Guy: No way! You like chocolate 
too?!

Girl: (inaudible reply)
Guy: Yeah I know right? The 

way it melts in your mouth 
and stuff? 
 

 ded

AT WORK IN 
BROOKLYN

On Halloween night in deep 
Bushwick, a crowd of several 

dozen bicycling hipsters were 
congregated outside of a warehouse 

party. Open containers abounded among the group 
of loiterers, and the building itself was a squat hosting 
an illegal party. Soon, an NYPD van trawled past the 
scene. Two policemen in glared at the crowd, which 
began to disperse under their steely gaze. Suddenly, 
the police in the passenger seat craned his head out 
of the window: “Hey, I see you Waldo!” he shouted 
gleefully. A scrawny hipster male in a striped red 
and white pajama looked down and then up, slightly 
offended, but not arrested. 
 

 ded

James Franco, the man who turned us all into stalkers, 
is seriously committed to building his résumé. 
And while he should be proud to list an MFA from 
Columbia under Education, he should probably 
hesitate to append a recent prize under Awards. High 
Times has just proclaimed the actor the “Stoner of the 
Year,” purportedly only in recognition of his role in 
Pineapple Express, in which his character lives to get 
high. At Columbia, he’s earning a master’s degree 
in creative writing, which has pretty much the same 
implications.  
 

 ded

Climate...it’s change you can believe in!


