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myself standing next to the only thing that was 
left, which was reporting. For example, I went to 
Washington and I worked for a political campaign 
for a year. Maybe that’s for a lot of people, but it 
wasn’t for me. I just had a liberal arts degree [from 
the University of Florida] and no profession sug-
gested itself. I was preparing to take the LSAT and 
I just happened to see this movie called The Year of 
Living Dangerously. It’s really romantic and very 
glamorous but I literally remember coming out of 
the movie theater thinking, “I can sit in a cubicle 
and read about contracts and write them up, or I can 
go to Indonesia and cover military coups and fall in 
love with Sigourney Weaver.” I threw the law books 
away right then and there.

B&W: That was the turning point?

DF: Yeah, it was a like a total 
epiphany! That world opened 
up for itself and once it did it 
was all very clear. 

B&W: So looking 
towards the future, if the 
New York Times’ web ad 
revenue is significantly 
less than its print ad 

revenue, what does less money mean for massively 
expensive overseas operations in terms of cost of 
security and travel? 

DF: I think there’s a lot of confusion about this. I 
think the first thing that needs to be said about this 
is that newspapers are more popular than they’ve 
ever been. And I think if you take my newspaper, 
the Times, we have more readers exponentially 
more readers than we’ve ever had. We have millions 
and millions of readers and they’re all over the 
world. So the print edition is 1.1 million and the 
web they measure slightly differently but it’s about 
20 million individual readers a month and so that 
is not the measure… that is not the indication of 
a dying business. It’s just that the business model 
doesn’t work.

So the paradox is that the newspaper 
makes more money off the million 

people that read the newspaper 
in print than the 20 million 

people that read it online. 
I’ll put it this way, I can 

see how the demand that 
exists for what we do is 
very high, it’s higher 
than it’s ever been. In 
that sense I’m very op-
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timistic. I might be wrong but I think that anything 
that’s as in demand as good journalism will survive 
in one way or another. So I’m hopeful.

B&W: Where were you first reporting? Florida?

DF: I had a long internship at the Los Angeles 
Times but my first full-time job was I was a reporter 
for the Miami Herald in a far-flung bureau in West 
Palm Beach. I did everything. This is my chance to 
talk about the value of local reporting. It was a blast. 
I covered murders, I covered zoning hearings, I 
covered the city commission, I covered the school 
board, I covered everything! And it’s amazing 
how interesting and compelling all that can be. I 
think for a lot of reporters and 
particularly people that want 
to, say, go abroad, they think, 
“Well, I can’t do that, it’ll be too 
boring.” But I’m here to tell you 
that it’s not—it’s actually really 
interesting. I started in Florida 
and I stayed at the Miami Herald 
in various ways for a long time, 
for eight years before I went to 
the LA Times.

B&W: Then did you go right overseas?

DF: No, I worked in southern California for a year 
or so and then I went to India. I remember when 
the job came up for the New Delhi bureau I wasn’t 
anyone’s first choice at all [laughs] and the editor 
there decided to take a risk and give me the job. To 
be honest, a lot of people who were more quali-
fied than I was could have had that job but they just 
decided they didn’t want to go. India is a hard place 
to live. The electricity is out most of the time, there 
are cows walking around the streets. It’s a very 
difficult place to live and work, but it’s incredibly 
interesting, it’s the most amazing civilization… So 
here’s my opportunity to thank those people once 
again.

B&W: Do you think when you started doing local 
stuff in Florida, you had the instinct and you were 
an adept reporter? Was there a moment when you 
realized what you had to do or that you were a good 
reporter?

DF: No, I didn’t know anything when I started. My 
internship at the LA Times was with an editorial 
writer so I was kind of sitting up in this ivory tower 
and opining about various things.  I made a com-
plete fool of myself many times. But no, journalism, 
and writing or reporting, is like a craft. Ten years 
later when I arrived in Calcutta, on my first day on 
the job, Mother Theresa died. I had every right to 
be utterly terrified about how well I was going to 
do that day. And I was, I was really nervous. But on 
the other hand, by the time that moment came, I 
had at that point written probably 2,000 newspaper 
stories on everything from bribery cases to double 
axe murders to cats stuck in trees so, you know, I 
was more or less ready for that.

When I got to Calcutta I 
thought there was no way I 
would be able to find anything. 
I went to her church, Sisters of 
Charity. And inside the church 
there is Mother Teresa, 10:30 
at night, and it’s drizzling out-
side in Calcutta. And the body 
of Mother Teresa was laid out on 
a giant slab of ice and there was 
a chorus of the sisters who were 

singing these hymns behind her. It was extraordi-
nary. That’s what a great job is—it’s the best job in 
the world. That’s like one night in India, you know. 
There were hundreds of them!

B&W: How much did you know about India before 
you went?

DF: Nothing. You know, I had a masters degree in 
international relations so I was reasonably con-
versant in international affairs, but not very much. 
And the amount of territory that I was responsible 
for was astonishing: it was about a billion and a half 
people and nine countries, including Pakistan and 
Afghanistan. At the time—this was the late 1990s—
they weren’t really on the radar screen and so those 
places were just starting to... well, now that I look 
back—this was three or four years before 9/11—all 
the seeds were planted and they were germinating 
at the time. No one knew it then, but it was an ex-
tremely interesting time to be in those two places in 
particular in addition to India, which is like a world 
unto itself. But I spent half the time probably in 
Pakistan and Afghanistan. You could sort of see that 
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“There’s more to life 
than war and there’s 
certainly more to life 

than journalism.”
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things weren’t right in those places and that they 
were moving towards some kind of… something bad 
was going to happen and that was very obvious.

But to answer your question, I wasn’t an expert 
on any of this. And in a way that is kind of indict-
ment of journalism [laughs] but it’s not, it’s not! 
I think as long as you ask a lot of questions and 
you’re very humble about what you don’t know, I 
think you get by. But I think what’s more important 
than the knowledge is the sort of the intellectual at-
titude you have. You can say this for any job: what’s 
more important is the attitude you bring to it. And 
my attitude was, I don’t know very much, so I’m not 
going to be embarrassed about that and I’m going 
to ask a lot of questions and I’m going to talk to as 
many people as I can and read as much as I can and 
I’m not going to say anything I don’t know. And 
if you do that, you’ll be okay, I 
think you can do a reasonably 
good job.

B&W: How do you switch gears 
from Iraq to Afghanistan?

DF: Well it’s difficult. And I’m 
not sure that I’ve totally done it 
here. I mean mentally. I think 
professionally I’m probably fine. 
I was in Iraq for almost four 
years and I think more than most 
stories it wasn’t just a story. I 
kind of passed through a cru-
cible and I entered it being one person and I think 
I exited it being basically another person. I can’t 
imagine I’ll ever cover another story that big, that 
close, that dangerous, where the stakes will ever be 
that high again.

Inevitably, if that’s the case, moving on to any 
other story is going to be something of a come-
down. And that’s true. And I’m covering the war 
in Afghanistan and if I said covering the war in 
Afghanistan is as interesting, as exhilarating for me 
as covering Iraq was in the fall of 2003, I’d be lying 
to you. So I think I can do the job, I really can, it’s 
just kind of internal. It’s just not what it used to be 
[laughs]. I’ll be fine! There’s more to life than war 
and there’s certainly more to life than journalism, so 
I think I’ll be fine.

B&W: How does Afghanistan feel different than 

Iraq on the ground?

DF: This will strike some people as sounding kind 
of strange, but Afghanistan to me, even though it’s 
in the middle of this landlocked country stuck in the 
4th century, feels much more normal than Iraq ever 
did. Iraq was a deeply traumatized society and it 
was completely broken and shattered in every way, 
and so were its people. In my book I compared go-
ing into Iraq to prying open the doors off a mental 
institution and I say that with great sympathy for the 
Iraqis.

Then if you add to that the unbelievable vio-
lence that overtook that place from late 2003 until 
early 2008... The violence was so extraordinary, 
and since it was largely an urban insurgency, the 
violence was right in front of you, every day, every 

morning, every night. And so 
the whole experience of Iraq 
was just like being in another 
galaxy. And Afghanistan is, I 
guess, you can never say that a 
war is normal, but it just feels 
more normal to me. It’s an ex-
traordinarily beautiful country; 
it must be the most beautiful 
country in the world. I mean 
Kabul sits at 5,000 feet, it’s 
ringed by these mountains. The 
people are beautiful, and they 
are remarkably normal.

B&W: When do you think you’ll settle into a cozy 
editorship and stop reporting dangerous stories?

DF: Covering Afghanistan and Pakistan like 
I’m doing is hard work, and it’s dangerous and 
exhausting and all those things. And you see 
people die. And I think the hardest part about that 
is that when you go away, you just sort of leave the 
known world for long periods of time. You just 
kind of leave your friends and people that you care 
about and people that care about you, for weeks 
at a time. And yeah, I probably won’t want to do 
that forever. It’s just that my imagination is kind 
of limited and I haven’t thought of anything better 
to do yet. But I’m hoping for another epiphany, so 
what I should probably do is go rent The Year of 
Living Dangerously. w

“I can’t imagine I’ll 
ever cover another 
story that big, that 
close, that danger-

ous, where the stakes 
will ever be that high 

again.”
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Why do stores do that? 
Put the baby shit right next to the female hygiene 
shit? 
That’s sexism right there 

ed

A day during the sunset we were having a bath : we 
were laughing and joking but suddenly everyone 
stopped doing this and remained in silence : we 
looked each other and understood that this magic 
moment of our youth should have stayed in our heart

ed

Tale of Two Cities Mad Libs

IT WAS the ______________(adj) of times, it was 
the ___________(adj) of times, it was the age of 
_________(noun), it was the age of ____________
(adj), it was the epoch of ___________(noun), 
it was the epoch of ________________(noun), 
it was the season of Light, it was the season of 
Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the 
winter of despair, we had everything before us, we 
had nothing before us, we were all going direct 
to _____________________(place), we were 
all going direct the other way -- in short, the 
period was so far like the present period, that 
some of its ___________(adj) authorities insisted 
on its being received, for ___________(adj) or 
for ________________(adj), in the superlative 
degree of comparison only.

ed

You have chosen an extremely different topic (how 
many Americans have stayed at a Vietnamese broth-

el?  I hope the answer is not many) 
ed

She grabbed my hand and squeezed my fingers.   “I 
love you.”

My French fries were cold, and the congealing 
ketchup looked like the fake blood we’d covered 
ourselves in the previous Halloween.   The diner’s 
air conditioning  was on full blast, and goose bumps 
popped up on my unshaven legs…..image/image/
image.

I squeezed her hand back.  “I love you too.”

ed

Besides, there’s something so great about a well-
placed condom.  By ‘great,’ I mean safe, and by ‘well-
placed,’ I mean on a dick 

ed

Scenario I- 

             Event: A boy the teen likes doesn’t show any 
interest. 

             Negative Thought:”I’m too much of a loser for 
him to like me” 

       Consequences: Depression 

Scaling Interventions-Construct a scale as a belief 
phrased as a positive statement-10 being I have 
accomplishments in my life that make me a winner. 
Empirical Investigations-If client believes that he is 
a loser have him perform tasks/assignments that he 

DIGITALIA COLUMBIANA

T hese excerpts were culled from documents left on Columbia’s lab computers. We encourage 
our readers to submit their own digitalia finds to us, via email, at editors@theblueandwhite.org.
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is good at, to debunk this belief. 

ed

As a volunteer at St. Luke’s hospital, I worked most-
ly in the background: bringing nourishments to 
patients, shadowing physicians, helping the charge 
nurse find empty beds. I was never the center of 
attention except for one day, when a portly woman 
stepped in my way as I was delivering charts.

“Now you’re either a bitch or a man,” she said, 
emphasizing each word slowly, “Are you gonna help 
me or are you just another bitch?”

ed

Family unit E has to bring up a baby because the 
environment which is offered by them is perfect for 
a baby.

ed

1. Do you think “Freaky Friday” is a movie for 
people of all ages? Why or Why not?  

“Freaky Friday” gave me a lot of fun. I’m in my 
mid of twenty’s and male. therefore it is a movie for 
people of all ages 

2. Who is your favorite character in the film? Why?  

My favorite character is Ryan. ... he is good looking 
in the prime of manhood.  

ed

A nuclear war can have a very serious effect on a city 
or a part of a certain country.

ed

Can He Let His Children Starve For His 
Dissonances?:
The Double Life of Charles Ives 

ed

Attached to the back of this piece of paper is 
my resume. There you’ll find that I’ve organized, 
worked, been part of a team. I wanted to take this 
little space to say why else you should hire me. I love 

alternative fashion. Since I was old enough to know 
what it was I thought it was magical.  In it you could 
be anyone from anywhere. I can stack clothes, figure 
out a register and so can a lot of other people. 

ed

The title Munich seems self-evident at first: it is 
simply the place in which the massacres take place. 
However, we begin to see that it means so much 
more than that.

ed

If we were to attend a dinner party at the Tredwell 
house, we would describe the event as follows.  
First, we would have received an invitation either 
by mail or from a calling visit from Eliza Tredwell 
accompanied by at least one of her six daughters, 
Elizabeth, Mary Adelaide, Phoebe, Sarah, Julia 
or Gertrude.  The Tredwells also had two sons, 
Horace and Samuel.  We would certainly invite 
Walt Whitman to join us, if he was not already 
committed to a night at the opera or the theater. 

Upon our arrival, one of the servants, most likely 
an Irish girl, would greet us at the vestibule and 
direct us upstairs to the bedrooms.  Like all the 
other women would, we would go to Eliza’s bed-
room and put our overcoats onto her bed, change 
into another pair of shoes and straighten ourselves 
out in front of her mirror.  Then we would descend 
the stairs into the parlor room to mingle with the 
other guests until we were called to dinner.  Walt 
would go to Seabury’s bedroom where he would 
deposit his coat onto the bed, brush off his boots, 
straighten himself out and then join everyone in 
the parlor. 

ed

Education is the tool that the adults have to hand 
down knowledge to those who will build up the 
future..

ed

In my opinion, one of the most characteristic smell 
of NY is the hotdog one: in NY you can find sellers 
everywhere, as well as the smell of the things they 
sell.



C r iticis      m

Rewriting the ’68 Riots

In the spring of 1968, two student groups at 
Columbia University, the mostly white Students for 

a Democratic Society and the all-black Students’ Afro-
American Society occupied several campus buildings, 
including Hamilton Hall and Low Library. After a 
week of tension and some police brutality, the occupa-
tion ended with administrators agreeing to abandon 
plans for a gymnasium in Morningside Park, which 
the protestors had lambasted as “Gym Crow,” due to 
its separate entrances for Columbia affiliates 
and Harlem residents. Most accounts at 
the time and since have focused on 
the actions and motivations of SDS, 
but Stefan Bradley, in his rigorous-
ly-researched Harlem vs. Columbia 
University: Black Student Power in 
the Last 1960s, presents a new his-
tory that focuses on SAS.

In particular, Bradley emphasiz-
es the role of Black Power in shaping 
the SAS’s ideology. When the SAS 
and SDS banded together to occu-
py Hamilton, their list of demands 
included an end to construction of the 
Morningside Gym as well as the termination of the 
University’s contracts with the Defense Department. 
Early in the occupation, though, the SAS kicked out 
the SDS, asserting their right, as black people, to con-
trol a protest that they felt should focus exclusively on 
Columbia’s relationship with Harlem. 

The conduct of members of the SAS also dis-
tinguished them from their SDS counterparts. The 
SDS protestors who occupied Low urinated in then-
President Grayson Kirk’s office and threw furniture 
at police officers. On the other hand, the SAS was 
admired by most students, media, and even admin-
istrators for the composure and orderliness of its 
members in Hamilton. Bradley argues that the SAS 
was well aware that they would be judged more harshly 
than white students if they resorted to violence or 
vandalism.

Though his focus is largely on the protestors, 
Bradley also looks at the off-campus politics and 
activism surrounding the Morningside Gym and 

the 1968 protest. Here, comparisons to the recent 
Manhattanville expansion are impossible to escape. 
In 1968, Columbia’s decision to build a gym on pub-
lic land hurt its standing with key political figures, 
including Parks Commissioner Thomas Hoving 
and Mayor John Lindsay. In contrast, current Mayor 
Michael R. Bloomberg has placed his seal of approval 
on the University’s to build a second campus ten blocks 
uptown. And whereas today, outside support for stu-
dent protests is all too rare, the SAS were encouraged 

by Stokely Carmichael, the leader of the Student 
Nonviolent Coordinating Committee and a 

prominent member of the Black Panther 
Party. His endorsement drew them 

national support among African-
Americans.

The book’s later chapters 
explore the immediate aftermath 

of the 1968 protest, and similar pro-
tests throughout the Ivy League. On 
campus, the SAS’s momentum floun-

dered just as quickly as that of the SDS. 
When the University decided to implement 

a black studies program, the SAS, driven by a belief 
that black people should own black culture, demanded 
full control over the program’s structure and the hiring 
of new teachers. Not surprisingly, they met with stiff 
resistance from both professors and white students, 
and the SAS never fully recovered. The group was 
replaced on campus by other black student groups, and 
in the pages of history by the SDS’s more publicized 
protests. 

While Bradley offers a multi-faceted exploration 
of the events of ’68, his book would have benefitted 
by exploring the apparent decline in black student 
protest during the 1970s. His sympathy for the SAS 
occasionally goes overboard, as when he implies that 
racism accounts for the Spectator’s opposition to the 
SAS’s demands for a black-owned black studies pro-
gram. Nevertheless, one hopes Bradley’s enthusiasm 
and scholarship will help restore the SAS to its rightful 
place as the most important and successful protest 
group of the spring of 1968.

—James Downie
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Chick Lit Hum

In Homer’s Iliad, Achilles must choose between infinite 
glory and the simple pleasures of home. In Thucydides’ 

History of the Peloponnesian War, Pericles, in the wake 
of a great tragedy, holds the living to the standards of 
the dead. These texts establish the moral framework that 
shapes not only contemporary conceptions of ethics and 
justice, but also provides the subject matter of Literature 
Humanities discussion questions. Another saga that may 
prove equally valuable to Columbia students in inform-
ing the way they engage with the world around them is 
Megan McCafferty’s tween novel Charmed Thirds.

The swift-footed Jessica Darling, fictional Columbia 
sophomore, is the protagonist of McCafferty’s novel. 
Darling’s presence within the canon began with the 
publication of McCafferty’s first novel, Sloppy Firsts, and 
has only solidified with the release each new installment, 
including the most recent Perfect Fifths. In Charmed 
Thirds, which is neither the second 
nor the fourth novel in the series, the 
reader catches up with Darling at 
Columbia and is made privy to her 
housing woes, her career frustrations, 
and her forays into Columbia’s social 
ecology, when, in an almost certainly 
inadvertent reimagining of the parable 
of the Trojan horse, Darling decides to wear a Barnard 
T-shirt to the West End.

“Dear Hope,” Jessica writes to her best friend 
from high school in the opening passage of the book, 
“Whoever said that you can’t go home again was wrong. 
You can go home again. Just don’t be surprised when 
it totally sucks.” But Darling has left home only nomi-
nally; she joins no activities, makes few new friends and 
spends the majority of her college tenure enmeshed in 
a complicated long-distance relationship with her high 
school boyfriend Marcus. Despite her realization that 
going home totally sucks, Darling never stops trying. 
The novel’s structure also belies Darling’s rejection of 
the notion of Columbia as home: the plot spans from her 
freshman summer through her graduation, but is nar-
rated during school breaks, when Jessica returns to her 
fictional New Jersey hometown and recounts her college 
adventures to her high school friends. A student of the 
Core might be tempted to conflate Darling’s intellectual 
wandering with the actual wandering of Odysseus, but 

even Odysseus made friends along the way.
“My friends at school sometimes make my brain 

hurt,” Darling complains, trying to justify herself. 
“Sometimes it’s fun to talk about hairstyles instead of, 
say, string theory.”

Still, Darling does engage in the sort of Core-centric 
posturing of which nearly everyone is both guilty and vic-
tim. “I have read Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, Machiavelli, 
and Nietzsche. I have listed to Josquin des Prez, 
Monteverdi, Bach, Handel, Mozart, Haydn, Beethoven, 
Verdi, Wagner, Schoenberg, and Stravinsky. I’ve ana-
lyzed works by Raphael, Michelangelo,” she boasts, 
seemingly unaware—or worse, unconcerned—that liter-
ally every one of her Columbia College classmates has 
done the same.

At Columbia, as Darling fails to realize, qualities such 
as self-awareness and sanity are more rare than a working 

knowledge of Raphael, and are there-
fore more likely to inspire the admira-
tion that she seeks. For instance, while 
her description of Columbia housing 
is fairly accurate—the phrase “shittiest 
shithole on campus” is used repeated-
ly—it lacks the pride of ownership that 
would cultivate camaraderie with her 

fellow Living Learning Center residents. Darling picks 
and chooses what she considers her Columbia experi-
ence: she doesn’t recognize the shithole as her shithole, 
and yet, is ostentatious about her belief that the Lit Hum 
syllabus is hers and hers alone.

While Odysseus wanders for twenty years, Darling’s 
return to Ithaka only takes five semesters. Junior-year 
Darling, for the moment bereft of her high-school boy-
friend, makes a group of unlikely friends who all stayed in 
the LLC for winter break. She embarks on a relationship 
with a first-year “who still possesses that obnoxiously 
brainy hubris people develop when they have been told 
by every teacher since kindergarten that they’re the 
smartest student ever ever ever.” As Darling discovers, 
the Columbia experience may be one that’s characterized 
by pretension, loneliness, and lowered expectations—it 
may even take place in Wallach—but it still beats the 
Sisyphean struggle to return to childhood, to a home that 
no longer exists.

—Hannah Lepow
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Campus Gossip
GOY TROUBLE

Outside the 116th Street subway station, there is a 
telephone pole plastered with handbills and fliers. 
A petite grandmother and her yarmulke-wearing 
grandson were eyeing one flier that read, “Got 
Messiah?” 

Grandson: “What’s ‘Got Messiah?’” 
Grandmother: “It’s Gentile nonsense. Keep moving.” 

 ded

A young man, wearing a bright yellow T-shirt and 
toting a backpack, was seen strolling down Broadway 
only to stop abruptly mid-stride and unleash a torrent 
of profanity. 
  
“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Shit, damnit, fuck!” 
  
Immediately, he whipped out from his pocket a small, 
black yarmulke and clipped it onto his pate. Problem 
solved, the pious youth continued on his way. 

 ded

BOUNTY HUNTING 

At Columbia, Nathan Stodola played piano in a classical 
music group as he studied for a master’s in mechanical 
engineering. Since graduating in December, Stodola 
hasn’t been able to land a job, so he’s done the obvious 
thing: strapped on an accordion and stuck his head in 
a Boba Fett helmet. His curious appearance caught the 
eye of Time Out New York, which ran his photograph 
and accompanying interview with Stodola in its “Public 
Eye” section.  Now he busks, plays parties, and—most 
importantly—pays the rent. 

 ded

For Professor to the Stars Jeffrey Sachs, the end of the 
school year does not mean an end to work. He summers 
in Millennium Villages—and that’s not a complex of 
condos in Sarasota. But his dungarees aren’t the only 
thing getting scratchy; his voice is, too. May and June 
bring graduations, and any school even tangentially 
affiliated with him is eager to hire him as its keynote 
speaker. This year he addressed Columbia’s College 
of Dental Medicine and, even more unexpectedly, the 
eighth-graders of the School at Columbia University. 
Of the speech, the proud sister of a graduate reports 
that “it was beyond inoffensive.” 

 ded

Academics are often accused of cloistering themselves 
and their knowledge, but in late May, Ashley Nieves, 
CC’10, decided to reach out. Her medium? Wheel of 
Fortune. When a B&W reporter tuned in, the clue was 
“What are you doing?” and the letters were _ _ T _ _ I 
N G   _ I _ _ OS  _ N   _ O _ T _ _ _.

Two guesses: either “Watching videos on YouTube” 
or “Bathing pinkos in Montana.”  

 ded

A tipster received this thoughtful email from the Center 
for Career Education: 
  
“Dear David, 

This e-mail will confirm that you have scheduled 
an appointment with {First Name(Owner (User))} 
{Last Name(Owner (User))} at the Center for Career 
Education on {Scheduled Start(Counseling Session)} . 
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If you need to change or cancel this appointment please 
provide us minimum notice of one business day.” 

The Center for Career Education may not be able to 
get you a job off campus, but we hear they have an 
opening for a mail merge technician. 

 ded

A College Republican of note was overheard in the 
SGO. 
  
CR: “Everyone always tells me, ‘You should study in 
Avery.’ I say, ‘What is that? Where is that?’” 

And then later... 
  
CR: “I hear they love Americans in Africa. I mean, we 
do give them all of that aid.” 
  
Which goes to show that it’s never too early in your 
political career to have your words quoted out of 
context in a sleazy gossip column. 

 ded

Overheard in the Hungarian: 

Café Patron: “I mean, I used to not like to walk through 
Harlem, but since 96% of African Americans voted for 
Obama,  I’m like, ‘We share a love for Obama!  Yeah!’” 

 ded

HOME-GROWN TERRORISM 
  
A Blue &White staffer, who has been studying water 
quality in the Hudson River with the Earth Institute, 
was recently stopped in the subway for carrying an 
extraordinarily suspicious package—“a big, unmarked 
plastic box with tubes and wires coming in and out 
of it,” he admitted. On the train, a posse of police 
encircled him, then seized and opened his package, 
which contained wires emanating from a black plastic 
box and a pump in a PVC pipe. To an inexpert 
observer, the thing looked like a bomb. The system, 
however, had a plug for an outlet, and the careful cops 
knew well enough that one doesn’t plug a bomb into 
an electrical outlet. Even though the intern returned to 
the office with the CO2 monitor still in his possession, 
his boss’s first question was, “Did anyone give you 
trouble?” Environmental engineers are, apparently, a 
frequent target of police harassment.

 ded

THE GREEN DRAGON’S WAR ON FUN

Some incautious tipplers left the rules to their “Lord 
of the Rings”-themed drinking game on a table in the 
Hartley/Wallach computer lounge.  
  
Merry/Pippin:
Whenever your character causes trouble 
Whenever your character talks about food 
Gratuitous hobbit feet 
  
Boromir:
Whenever he lusts after the ring 
Whenever he says “Gondor” 
  
Sam: 
Whenever Sam says his own 
name 
Whenever he says “Mr. Frodo” 
  
Legolas:
Whenever he uses “elvish skills” 
Whenever he has elvish “spidey sense” 
  
Gimli: 
Whenever he’s made fun of for being short 

ded

Overheard near Lerner:

Two young women, standing in the rain and staring at a 
pocket-sized map of New York City. 
  
Said one to the other, “What is Vinegar Hill? Is that a 
barbecue restaurant?” 

e

Even more misguided, though, were the directions of 
one man to a friend, as they walked by Low.
  
Man: “You’re gonna grab your left ball with your right 
hand.  Now take your right ball with your left hand and 
swing them both in front of you.”

 ded

December 8th... it’s the final Frontiers!


