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President Kenny Announces Retirement!
Stony Brook To See End of An Era in June 2009
By James Laudano

In a mass e-mail sent to all Stony
Brook students University President
Shirley Strum Kenny announced her
upcoming retirement, effective June
2009. Kenny was the first female Presi-
dent of Stony Brook University and has
served in the position for fourteen
years. The announcement comes on the
heels of a few particularly difficult aca-
demic years for Kenny, during which
she came under intense scrutiny from
New York officials for her handling of a
controversy involving infant mortality
rates at the University Hospital and also
from hundreds of faculty, students and
staff for her decision to under-fund the
College of Arts and Sciences.

"I take great satisfaction in Stony
Brook's achievements over these
past fourteen years;' said Kenny. In fact,
the Kenny era can be seen as one of un-
paralleled expansion in our University's
history. The campus expanded to in-
clude Stony Brook Southhampton and
Stony Brook Manhattan. Buildings such
as the Wang Center, the new Humani-
ties Building and the rebuilt Heavy En-
gineering Building have gone up during
her tenure. However, there has been
some backlash from students and fac-
ulty over the past few years when Kenny

made the choice to enroll at over 100%
of the school's capacity each subsequent
year. The resulting strain on dormitory
and facility space has left some ques-
tioning whether Stony Brook University

main campus.
In the past, Kenny h

Universities of Texas,
Maryland. She holds deg
and Journalism and ear

Stony Brook has undoubtedly seen
as taught at the many academic, athletic and aesthetic
Delaware and improvements during Kenny's time as
rees in English President. However, as mentioned
rned her Ph.D above, her tenure did not come without

its fair share of contentious issues. It
remains to be seen who will be in
contention for the Presidency upon
Kenny's leaving office, and it is per-
haps likely we will not know who will
take the position until shortly before
June 2009.

New Stony Brook Presidents
are appointed by the State University
Board of Trustees in Albany, based
on a recommendation from the
Stony Brook Council, a sort of local
stand-in trustee board. As a result of
historic student activism, students
are represented by one member of
the ten-person board. This seat usu-
ally alternates between the presidents
of the undergraduate and graduate
student governments. If that pattern
holds, incoming Undergraduate Stu-
dent Government President Jeffery
Akita will be the voice of all students
in the presidential selection process.

"See ya, suckers!"

should be expanding into places like
Southhampton while there remains
much that needs to be done on our

from the University of Chicago. She has
published five books, primarily con-
cerning 18th century English drama.
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Coke Killed
ministration refused to recognize the
groups' accomplishments. "...The ad-
ministration not only refused to let us
take part in the announcement they

Wondering why all the Coca-Cola
machines on campus are empty? This is
because, as of June 19, Stony Brook Uni-
versity has entered into a new ten-year
exclusive contract with Pepsi. As the
transition is being made over the sum-
mer, new Pepsi machines are replacing
all of the old Coke machines, and will
be ready for the fall semester.

For the past three years, Stony
Brook University has been under pres-
sure for selling Coca-Cola products,
due to the company's alleged workers'
rights and environmental violations
throughout developing nations. In a
drive led by The Social Justice Alliance
(SJA), and supported by numerous
other on and off campus organizations,
many Stony Brook students protested
the University's contract with Coke. For
more info regarding these protests,
check out Issue 10, Volume 29 of The
Stony Brook Press from the Spring '08
semester.

But this comes as a bittersweet vic-
tory to the SJA and other student
groups involved in the campaign. While
their ultimiate goal to remove Coke
from the campus was realized, the ad-

Coke, you've been closed the fuck out!

sent out, but they also did not acknowl-
edge the fact that SJA, and other organ-
izations supporting the campaign,

By Andrew Fraley

Roman Sheydvasser
Coke and Pepsi finally found a compromise

Jesse Schbepfer
Transition at its basest, most animalistic, most carbonated form.

S...Biting Commentary.

Wjwv giant 31innoaurt 1oam

influenced this decision," said Anita Ha- changes. Their work with SINAL-
lasz, member of the SJA, Graduate Stu- TRAINAL led to numerous resolutions
dent Organization (GSO) and student calling for the ban of Coca-Cola prod-
member of the evaluation committee ucts from organizations, including the

GSO and the United University Pro-
fessions (UUP).

While Stony Brook successfully
removed Coke from its campus,
other SUNY schools missed the op-
portunity. Albany has, in fact, re-
newed their contract with Coke.
'Albany had the same information as
Stony Brook in front of them about
Coca-Cola's abuses, along with a pe-
tition signed by over 1,200 students.
For them to ignore the petition, the

Tw MAC HA a C United University Professions (UUP)
resolution, the GSO resolution and
all the documentation of Coke's
abuses raisesserious questions about
the democratic nature of Albany's
decision," said Jackie Hayes, member
of Students for Workers' Rights.

The contract is another exclusive

deal with another major corporation.
This is not considered ideal by the
SJA and other activists involved with

Roman Sheydvasser the campaign, but it's a step in the
right direction. As Charlene Ober-
nauer, SJA member, noted, "...no

for the new contract bid. The SJA and workers in Pepsi's bottling plants have
other groups played a vital role in pres- requested solidarity from international
suring the administration to make these human rights activists."

L'"i"' e Stony Brook Press
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Hey! Guess what. Give up? Okay,
we'll tell you. Every semester you pay
around ninety dollars in Student Activ-
ity Fees. We say "around ninety dollars"
because, in truth, the amount is usually
raised a little every semester. To be pre-
cise, all undergraduates here at Stony
Brook will pay $94.25 in Student Activ-
ity Fees for the fall 2008 semester.

Now, we're not going to use this ed-
itorial to rail against the fee and trash
the administration. In fact, we love this
fee. We wish it were a little higher. Why?
Well, that fee, which adds up to millions
of dollars in total for the school each
year, is what pays for most every student

organization on campus. Have you ever
attended a club meeting? If so, it was
paid for by your Student Activity Fee.
Ever go to a club-run event and eaten
the free pizza they gave out? Your Stu-
dent Activity Fee paid for that pizza.
Hell, your Student Activity Fee paid for
the newspaper you're reading at this
very moment. Each issue of The Stony
Brook Press costs thousands of dollars to
produce, so we thank you for making

what we do possible by paying your Stu-
dent Activity Fee.

But where are we really going with
this? It's actually quite simple and basic.
You all should be taking advantage of
your Student Activity Fees. After all,
you pay those ninety-something dollars
every semester whether you do any-

thing on campus or not. You should join
one of the student-funded organiza-
tions. You'll get more value out of the
money you pay, and you may even have
a little fun while you do it. Or, if you
don't have the time, at least utilize the
fee in other ways. Read campus news-
papers, watch campus television, go to
club organized events (you'll even get
free food that way). You have nothing to
lose, and so much to gain.

Every year, during USG elections,
we vote on whether or not the Student
Activity Fee should be mandatory for all
undergrads. Now, seeing as how this fee
is so important to student life on cam-
pus, you'd think it would be voted
mandatory easily every election. How-
ever, it's usually quite close. This past

spring, in fact, the election was only de-
cided by 225 votes. Fortunately,
"mandatory" won, but on a campus of
over 10,000 undergrads, 225 votes is
cutting it a bit too close. So just keep

that in mind for the next election.
We here at The Stony Brook Press

are going to use 32,000 of your collec-
tive dollars this year. We're far from the
only club that does so, too. WUSB
Radio gets $74,000 and the College Re-
publicans received $27,000. Perhaps
you don't agree with those sorts of fig-
ures, or with what one of the many
clubs on campus is doing with your
money. Well, whether you do or you
don't agree, there's only one course of
action that would really make things
better: get invplved.

Hey. Guess what. Give up? All right,
we'll tell you again. If you join a club,
who knows how far you'll go. Hell, you
may even be one of the students on
campus who decides exactly how those
thousands of our dollars are being spent
every year. And that's power that no
mere $94.25 could ever buy.
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The Fiction Space: Some Story That's Not True
Imagine some five-foot scenester

girl venturing into a slowly gentrifying
part of Brooklyn to meet some random
guy she met on the internet. It's not that
this is a true story or anything, just giv-
ing some facts.

The 'upscale cafe is next-door
neighbors with bulletproof Chinese
restaurants and shoe/baggy jean stores
that sell Air Force Ones for $40. Put an
emphasis on "slowly" gentrifying. All
the fucking scensters inside type away
on laptop computers, God knows what
they're writing on them. Part of this
meeting is brought to you by God, but
neither of the participating parties be-
lieve in that crap.

Imagine that random guy arriving
early because he has nothing else to do.
He claimed to be five foot six, he's closer

to five foot five and a half. Plus he's fat,
but his bad ass Aquabats shirt covered
up his gut. Still, not the best time to be
meeting for sandwiches.

She eventually arrives, and he still
has no idea that she might as well have
been raped or murdered on the subway.
Just kidding, all that stuff is hype. Pub-
lic transportation in the city has been
safe ever since that mayor rounded up
all the homeless people and gassed
them to death. But that was just a con-
spiracy.

They sit down and. talk about punk
rock, shitty movies with Mike Myers
and the BBC. They talked about that
night's concerts, she suggested that he
ought to go to one, that he should ven-
ture on the subway to a fully gentrified
neighborhood, that he' should go to

more shows in general. Admitting that
you stay home all day and sit on your fat
ass isn't exactly the greatest turn on. She
was a big fan of books, but he couldn't
read very well; it's been three years and
he's still not past the first ten pages of
Naked Lunch.

He couldn't even read the newspa-
per that he's an editor for. So after an
hour of eating apple and Brie sand-
wiches (yuppie food) she somewhat po-
litely excused herself from the
organized chance meeting. Apparently,
she was doing something with her
roommate that night. Her female room-
mate; she still lived in some college's
dorm. That left him staying in the city
for the rest of the day to walk off his fat
ass. Exercise is a great turn on.
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Italy for Free
By Alex Nagler

With the economy in the shape it's
in, the dollar doesn't buy much any-
more. At press time, a buck fifty is
worth around one Euro, and gas keeps
going up. Airlines keep slapping new
charges on flights, charging more for
checked bags and carry-on luggage and
raising the fees for food, drink, and pil-
lows. Getting to Europe has become
harder for everyone, especially for those
who can't simply put down five thou-
sand dollars plus in spare cash. That's
where programs like the National Ital-
ian American Foundation (NIAF) and
their Voyage of Discovery come in.

The Voyage of Discovery (VOD) is
a free program that sends college stu-
dents between the ages of 18 and 23 and
of Italian descent to Italy to experience
the land that their ancestors immigrated
from. All it requires is a transcript, two
letters of recommendation, and two es-
says. It's simple enough to enter, with a
quick form to fill out online and prom-
ises of notification in March for a June
trip. So, with nothing to lose and a po-
tential windfall to gain, I decided "What
the hell, why'not."

Those of you who recall my Issue
14 feature on the Sicilian Crossings ex-
hibit at the Wang Center may remem-
ber the fact that, though I don't always
look or behave like it, I am actually Ital-
ian-American. My father's family is
from a tiny seaside town in Sicily called
Sciacca, founded in the 5 th Century
B.C.E by the Greeks. As my initial pleas
for studying abroad at Oxford for the
summer could not be accommodated
(parents don't seem to like it when you
spring expensive trips to London on
them without any recourse on how you
would financially contribute to it), my
father IMed me during finals week in
December and suggested that I try for
the NIAF's VOD.

He learned 6f this program though
a friend at the New York City based
Congress of Italian American Organi-
zations, CIAO. I already had a letter of
recommendation file from the head
of the organization for some volunteer
work I did with them back in high
school, so all I needed was a letter from
a professor to go with it. I asked Profes-
sor Videbaek for the second letter,
knowing full well that her letters have
some magical abilty of getting the peo-
ple who bear them exactly what they
want. As for the essays, the topics were
simple: Why should I go to Italy and
what would I do if faced with a trun-
cated three-day vacation. Two essays, a
week worth of Yuletide revision time,
and an envelope later, I had submitted
everything and didn't think about it in

the months that followed.
One day in March, I returned from

an astronomy class on the roof of the
ESS building and was greeted by an
email in my inbox simply reading "Con-
gratulations:' I would later learn that
nearly 500 people applied and they ac-
cepted 40 applicants, but the ratio was-
n't the important thing. What mattered
now was that I was going to Italy.

Did I mention that it was free? All
that talk earlier about the uselessness of
the dollar wouldn't matter because I
wouldn't be paying for any of it. Airfare,
lodgings, transportation, food- all were
covered. All I had to pay for was my
own personal expenses and souvenirs.
Originally, we were scheduled to go to
Florence, but in May, that was changed
to Naples.

Now, I was originally looking for-
ward to Florence. The city itself is home
to the Medici family and contains the
tombs of many noted historical figures,
such as Dante and Machiavelli, as well
as one of the largest synagogues in Italy,
and the David. So when the switch was
made, I was at first disappointed. I was-
n't initially happy about Naples, but
promises of a buffalo mozzarella factory
tour quickly appealed to my more glut-
tonous instincts and persuaded me that
everything would be fine. This, and the
itinerary mentioning something to do
with Italian silk, but more on that later.

Term ended and the big day finally

arrived to head out to Italy. The plane
left from JFK and it would take roughly
eight and a half hours to get from New
York to Da Vinci airport, right outside
of Rome. That meant eight and a half
hours of sitting in a cramped coach seat,
attempting to sleep, surrounded by 39
other late teen to early twentysome-
things I didn't know, and knowing my
nature, would more than likely have dif-
ficulty getting along with. I didn't go
into the trip with this mindset, mind
you; I attempted to be nice. But my na-
ture just seems to forbid me from en-
joying myself. Ask anyone I'm friends
with. Odds are the first time I met them,
I did something that could be construed
as mildly insulting.

As I shook hands with strangers
whose names I don't recall, I tried to
make nice. Really, I did. I even used the
"You know, you'd think that, since
they're sending a Brooklynite on this
trip, they would send the right stereo-
type instead of sending Woody Allen"
line. It seemed to fall flat. I would later
learn the reason was that not many of
them were versed in Mr. Allen's direc-
torial bibliography. But at least the host,
Giuseppina Spillane, was nice. Gusi, as
she had us call her, was the Program As-
sistant for Youth at Educational Pro-
grams at the NIAF and had been roped
into serving as tour guide, despite the
fact that her job had nothing to do with
this. She wasn't ready for 40 kids, but

she did her best to accommodate the
rapidly changing plans that seemed to
shift around her daily.

These plans, which were supposed
to be set before we arrived in Naples,
changed every day thanks to what I can
only imagine was the most incompetent
travel agency ever. Every morning, Gusi
would have to phone Rome to find oit
what the days' activity was, and only
then would we be told what to do.
Needless to say, it made for a somewhat
frustrating environment. But more on
that later. First, there's a three hour bus
ride into Naples to recount and the re-
alization that maybe New York City
cabbies are sane drivers after all.

Italy's highway system isn't the most
clearly demarcated. Road signs only ap-
pear right before their exits, and mo-
torscooters roam the roads freely. As
you enter Naples, they become more
frequent. Eventually, they outnumber
the cars and the pedestrians. These mo-
torscooters are driven by insane indi-
viduals -who would most likely kill
people if they drove in the States. The
simple act of crossing the street was a
death-defying maneuver, especially
with a sandwich and bottle of wine in
tow. The light system didn't seem to
make any sense, and I nearly got run
over three or four times in the same in-
tersection. I've jaywalked Times Square,
but never have I felt as unsafe as I was
crossing at the corners in Downtown
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Naples. These motorists made New
York City cabbies look like safe, sane
drivers.

When we finally arrived at our hos-
tel, we quickly took over the better part
of a floor. Despite the fact there were 40
of us, there were only 11 guys. We all
split up into bunkbeds and unpacked as
much as the small lockers would allow
us. We were only staying in the hostel
for a few days, as we would all split up
and be assigned host families to stay
with for the rest of our trip, giving us a
taste of real Italy. With the host families,
someone was surely looking out for me,
as I, the sole opinionated liberal male on
the trip, was paired with a genuine
Berlusconi-hating, event-planning, uni-
versity-attending leftist. Things were

drank Italian beer, ate real pizza, and
watched as a crazy old man yelled at the
400-something people assembled be-
neath his window at 2am and threw
water on them. Life was good.

Amazingly, this crazy old man was-
n't the best part of Francesco. I was in
Italy for the first of the group games of
the Eurocup, Italy v. Netherlands. This
is the game where the Dutch slaugh-
tered the Italians 3-0. I learned an in-
teresting variety of Italian curses that
evening and then had to explain the
chronological timeline of 9/11 and the
"Loose Change" phenomenon over din-
ner to a friend of Francesco's who was a
journalist.

From here on in, the days were
filled with schedule changes and amaz-

of a modern McDonalds. The areas
where you could order were picto-
graphic in nature, showing customers
exactly what bang they could get for
their buck.

Not all the beautiful things I en-
countered were Poe's "grandeur that was
Rome." One of the most beautiful things
was more akin to what Edgar would
wear, not pontificate on (or bang his un-
derage cousin for). These Naiadian airs
were found in the Kiton factory. Kiton is
a fashion house based out of Naples that
still stitches every suit, tie, and shoe by
hand. I had already purchased a pair of
chocolate leather loafers earlier in my
trip to the Amalfi Coast, but these were
things of beauty. A floor of trained arti-
sans deftly crafted the suits to order,

met with various officials in the Unions,
who told us to tell our friends and fam-
ily how beautiful Naples was. While yes,
the city was lovely, it literally stinks;
Until Naples manages to figure out how
to combat La Camorra and the garbage
problem, it will have a negative per-
spective to foreigners. As my grand-
mother said to before I left, "Say hello
to the garbage for me."

On our last full day there, we went
to Rome and did a SparkNotes guide to
the Eternal City. I broke off from the
group to go find Michelangelo's Moses,
which has the distinction of being one
of his most lifelike pieces, even if it does
have horns. Oddly, no one else wanted
to see this with me. Between the Vati-
can Plaza, Colosseum, Trevi Fountain,
Spanish Steps, and Italian Parliament
building, we packed a lot into one day. I
still wonder how the only Cicero mer-
chandise I saw cost 80 euro.

We left Rome the next morning,
having nearly missed our flight thanks
to Bush visiting the Vatican and a 40
minute bus ride taking two hours, but
we all got to Da Vinci alright and made
the plane. And I have my pictures and
memories.

I'd be at fault if I didn't end this ar-
ticle with a plug for the NIAF. They're a
good organization and I'd recommend
their VoD program to anyone of Italian
descent who wants an interesting way to
go to Italy. The NIAF can be located
here: www.niaf.org.

Alex H. Nagler wants his own per-
sonal buffalo. For cheese related reasons.

good. Francesco and I spent our first
conversation arguing over who was
worse: Bush or Berlusconi. He won on
the basis that Bush doesn't own the
three networks: RAI 1, 2, and 3. Tech-
nically speaking, Berlusconi's brother
and best friends own those channels
and it's just a coincidence they're so
close to the PM.

Francesco lives outside of Naples
proper in Tore Del Greco with his
brother and his mother. My Italian isn't
that great and his English is okay, so we
got along just fine. His mother discov-
ered that my Italian was passable,
though, so I had to speak if I wanted to
eat. Later on that first night, after the ar-
gument, we went to a piazza located be-
tween several academic buildings at the
University of Naples' linguistics depart-
ment, where he studied. There I sat and

ing things. I will never forget some of
the things I saw, like the palace that
served no other purpose than that of an
art gallery to the Bourbon Family. I cian
still make out the scratched-in "Aiuto,'
Italian for "Help,' on the wall of the
Greek aqueduct, shut down in the 1800s
by a French king, and used in the 1940s
as a bomb shelter by the Fascist Italian
dictator to shield citizens from Ameri-
can bombs.

Then of course there was Pompeii.
I adore Roman culture, so visiting the
still intact city of a Pompeii was an
amazing opportunity, as it let me see
what the land once was. The crumbling
ruins were magnificent, and I got some
cool photos of me climbing on columns
and pretending to be a customer in a
Roman whorehouse. The whorehouses,
by the way, were somewhat reminiscent

putting'quality work into each stitch
that you just don't see today. It was an
emotional visit for me, but the emotion
soon died when I realized that spend-
ing sixty euro on a silk tie, even if I had
seen it created before my eyes, was a bad
idea.

Naples wasn't all positives. One of
the nastier aspects of the city was its on-
going garbage strike. In Naples, sanita-
tion is controlled by La Camorra, the
Neapolitan mafia. There has been an
ongoing sanitation strike in the region,
and outside of the city, trash piles up.
Inside the city itself things are relatively
clean, but a simple bus ride outside of
city limits reveals massive heaps of trash
alongside the sides of roads. In fact,
while we were there, the New York
Times published a front page story on
the garbage problem. That same day, we
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A Trip to Greece Gonzo: PartII

By Chris Mellides

Words could not describe the funny
feeling in my pants when I saw this
stunning femme fatale wrapped in a
white cotton tee. I could just barely
make out her brightly colored bikini top
hidden underneath. Yet it was there, a
flowery affair if I ever saw one. A chill
wafted its way from the end of the bal-
cony edge and pierced my spine. I shud-
dered with anticipation. My palms
glistened with sweat and dirty thoughts
seemed to project themselves from my
mind and onto the beach towels hung
to dry on the close lines of the neigh-
boring apartment building. It was one
hell of a show. A menagerie of sexy
chicks and bouncing boobies danced
before my eyes. There was no doubt
about it. I was in lust.

It was at this point that Jimmy (my
grandmother's nephew) entered the bal-
cony to see why I wasn't downstairs
catching a soccer feature on the tube.
His entrance caught me completely by

surprise and forced my fantasy world to
collapse around me. I muttered some-
thing under my breath before excitedly
asking him about the girl I saw in the
street. He told me he didn't know who
she was, but chances were that she was
probably heading to the pool located
just ten minutes outside of town. I
thought I'd humor him by catching the
broadcast downstairs before suggesting
that we check out the pool scene.

We got to Jimmy's car and headed
out to the spot. It took little time to get
there and the place was busy with
dozens of chicks and horny dudes look-
ing for company. I fell into the second
category. We found our way to a table at
the far end of the pool after ordering
some frappes at the counter. For those
of you in the dark, a frappe is basically
instant coffee that's shaken, served cold
and oh so delicious.

Anyhow, there I was with Jimmy,
just talking bullshit while surveying the
fine Greek women. Shortly afterwards,
the coffees were ready and were brought
to us by who else but the bikini-clad
vixen I had seen walking the streets of

Mavrohori only a few short hours ago.
She was my kind of girl, man. Her hair
was jet-black and slightly teased; her
breasts were full, perky and natural. She
had luscious thighs; a beautiful apple
bottom and her legs were the best part.
Anyway, she made her way to our table
with our drinks on a tray. I was beside
myself when I saw her, what were the
chances? I asked her for her name and
with a smile she told me it was Katarina.

So, there I was, thoroughly smitten
and enjoying my coffee. All of a sudden
I had to leak the lizard so I got up and
left. When I came back and our knock-
out server was nowhere to be found.
After nearly twenty-five minutes of no
Katarina, Jimmy said he had some more
work to finish at his office and we both
left. That was the last I'd see of her. It
was unfortunate, but when you've got
luck like mine, these things seem to
happen quite frequently. Vaille que
vaille.

That night I went back to Polikarpi
to a hang out with Gab. We shot some
pool at the Internet cafe and even
though I'm a shitty player I trumped

virtually everyone I was pitted against.
It was ridiculous. At some point I played
against a kid named Maki Bikos. He was
in his late twenties and had the rocker
look down pat; much like the fashion
flair I'd seen kids sport on Bowery and
Bleecker something like five years ago.

Maki really went against the grain
when it came to fashion and after I lined
up my last shot and sank the eight ball,
he and I got to talking. He was obsessed
with American and British rock 'n' roll,
two genres I'm all too familiar with. So,
I ended up taking a seat next to him at
his computer and realized that he was
using his purchased Internet time at the
cafe to download an insane amount of
mp3s from several popular file-sharing
programs. He started by asking me for
the correct spelling of a group called the
Exploited. They're an old 80s band that's
just about the biggest UK punk rock
standby. So, I typed the band into the
search field and he quickly began se-
lecting tracks for download.

Maki also mentioned that he
worked at a club and selects the music
that's played over the PA two or three
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nights a week. I told him that if he was
interested, I could burn him a few mp3
discs of bands that I knew of. He imme-
diately went to the bar counter and
came back with three CD-Rs. It's funny
when I look back at it now. I know for a
fact that there's a small group of Greek
kids across the globe who are getting
hip to the Ramones, the Clash, Elvis
Costello and the Dead Boys and I'm the
one to thank for it. It feels good to turn
people on to new music and knowing
this early on really affected the selection
of albums I would burn for Bikos.

One day, while hanging out at this
neat little bar located on the edge of the
town lake, I came to the realization that
I might be a bad influence. In an effort
to impress me, Gab and his buddy
started to smoke the occasional ciga-
rette while in my presence. I tried to ex-
plain to them that it's a terrible
addiction, that it empties your pockets
and kills you slowly. At sixteen and sev-
enteen these kids just didn't get it. There
was a poor bastard who worked in the
center shop inside Polikarpi who would
sell us smokes and he had a tra-
cheotomy. That should have been a
sign. No ones like hanging around with
a dude who has a hole in his neck. Total
buzz kill.

There was a group of guys who

would play basketball at a nearby park
whenever I was hanging out by the lake
with my teenage pals. Following my lec-
ture that day, one of these b-ball players
asked the three of us if we were up for a
game. Now, before I took up smoking I
would play basketball everyday and I
was an excellent center. As long as you
put me under the boards I was certain
to rebound the shit out of the rock. Nat-
urally, once I took up smoking, I had to
up and quit the sport. However, I was in
the position to teach Gab and his friend
an important lesson in the dangers of
smoking by agreeing to play and
thereby committing suicide on the
court willingly, just to prove my point.

At first I was playing like the days
of old, these runts wore terrible at the
game. It was about ten minutes in that
my heart nearly leaped out of my chest,
my lungs couldn't take it and I nearly
collapsed from exhaustion. It's true that
it was an extreme measure taken to
prove a simple notion, but it wa neces-
sary in getting these kids off of the can-
cer sticks that they were so newly fond
of. After all was said and done, I think
that they got the point. They didn't
smoke in front of me for the remainder
of my stay in Greece, thanks to seeing
me in my half-dead condition. Mission
accomplished.

One of my last trips outside of the
village was at some place high in the
mountains. It was a beautiful location.
There were babbling brooks and plenty
of trees and what not. The whole place
was paved with cobblestones, it had an
old charm and there was plenty to do. It
took us a while to get there but it was
worth it. The first thing my group and I
did was park our asses at this cafe under
some seriously large trees. I ordered a
coffee in the shade and just before I fin-
ished it I had to use the restroom.

What followed was probably the
biggest shit I was to take during my en-
tire stay in southern Europe. I ran for
the bathroom and found the only one in
the joint. I slammed the door behind
me and my eyes immediately surveyed
the room for a foilet. There was none.
No, instead of a ceramic crapper there
was a hole in the middle of the wet
floor. So this is it, folks? Really? A mar-
vel in 21st century plumbing, a fucking
hole in the ground! Great. I pulled
down my pants and boxers, squatted
and carefully positioned my ass above
the hole. It was at this point that my ex-
crement and pants were caught in an
epic battle of good versus evil, where the
worst possible outcome was that I'd get
shit and/or piss all over myself. I was
successful in avoiding that embarrass-

ment and I soon joined the others for a
really great day of sightseeing and mul-
tiple visits to awesome local eateries and
side shops.

My last night in Mavrohori was
spent with family and friends. Everyone
came to the house I was staying at to see
me off. It was a cool time. There was
coffee and desserts being served and we
all had fun just shooting the breeze.
Very mellow. I didn't sleep at all that
night. How could I? At 2 a.m I was
driven to the airport in Thessaloniki; it
took a little over two hours to get there.
I checked in my luggage and waited
some more. Then I hopped on a plane
for Athens. It was a two-hour flight. I
was in Athens for three hours before I
boarded a plane for JFK International.
That plane ride ate up an additional ten
hours of my life.

Luckily, I had sleeping pills avail-
able to me. I snatched one from my
carry-on, placed it under my tongue for
maximum effect and as it dissolved I
drifted into a deep sleep. I dreamt of
home.
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A Little Bit
By David Fishman

Today, I am going to tell you
about a devilish little device I stumbled
upon a few months ago. I had been
keeping it a secret, but I finally feel I
have found an audience trustworthy
enough with which to share its secrets.
It is affectionately called TvBGone and
that's what it does, it turns a TV on or
off. Exciting, right? No? But you can
make it exciting; this device comes pro-
grammed with almost all TV codes in
use allowing you to turn off over 90% of
TV in North America. I bet you're still
wondering "so, that's what my remote is
for?" Well, here is where your devilish

of Mischief
side can take hold. Imagine walking
into Best Buy and as you walk past the
rows of TVs, they all begin to turn off
one by one. Then imagine
the dumbstruck
look as Geek
Squad
tries to fig-
ure out the
problem.
They might fi-
nally come to the
brilliant solution
of pressing the power
button, but with the
press of your finger, off it
goes again. The device is ex-
tremely portable and easily concealable,
as long as you can get within 20-50 feet
of the TV's IR port. The most famous or

in Your Hands
maybe infamous use of this device was hijinks possible with such a device. A
by Gizmodo, an online gadget blog, word of warning, though: use some

during the 2008 Consumer Elec- common sense and discretion with this

tronics Show (CES). This is basi- device because with great power comes
cally the Mecca a heck of a lot of fun. Gizmodo was

.of conventions banned from CES for life for their ac-
for any- tions, but a lot of the companies there

t h i n g thought it was a great joke. Now for any
ele c - of you still interested you can purchase

it from www.tvbgone.com. They have
a $20 keychain model (Pictured) and a
$50 model, which has twice the range,

S but is mocked up to look like an iPhone.
tronic.- To get $2 off, use the coupon code "hi-

It makes ; jinks." In my opinion, if you have right

New York's Digi- sense of humor and feel like freaking

tal Life look like a out your friends this is a great little toy.

Fisher Price Conven- Just please don't use it on campus. I'm
tion. A quick YouTube search for TV-B- in enough trouble as it is.
Gone and Gizmodo will reveal all the

120 Minutes
At the end of every season I make a

mixtape on cassette consisting of my fa-
vorite songs at the time. It's an audio
diary of sorts: I take 120 minutes of
music and chronicle three months of
my life. These songs that I put on tape
help me remember stand-out people,
places,, events, habits, and experiences
in my life. I've been doing his since
middle school and haven't stopped
since. It's the soundtrack of my life
recorded in about 65 volumes at 120
minutes each equaling about 130 hours,
with songs taken from many years of
collecting and making hundreds of cas-
sette tapes and CD-R's.

I do this because it keeps me alive.
They also keep my mind swirling, not
dead -sounding like a constant, contin-
uous pitch like an old test of the emer-
gency broadcast system. After the fact,
it's a mental exercise where not only are
my memories in constant check, but it
also keeps my imagination going. I al-
ways have been the center of attention.
I've met and associated with all sorts of
people in my life, and for me to still
have a good conversation with some-
one, these cassettes help me remember
instances and reference points that keep
that constant going.

Me and my cassettes have been
through a lot together. We've gone
through make-ups, break-ups, and five
different schools. They have kept me
company while walking through the
neighborhood to and from Brentwood
High. We went on car rides, ferry rides,
and bus trips to Rochester, Staten Is-
land, Atlantic City, rival schools and
sports games together. We've taken car
ride7 an ferries toSten1 ,.1. Island and _At-

lantic City. Sometimes my cassettes
needed fixing, so I had to unscrew the
casing and reset the tape back onto the
wheel when it wedged itself. I even had
to splice them and tape them back to-
gether again because I was worried of
losing what I had on the tape. I knew

that once radio airtime went, that was
it.

The stylistics of cassettes are un-
matched. The quiet, clandestine nature
of tape-trades to friends and seeing
their hand-written track-listings made
things exciting as sometimes you never
knew what you could discover. Once
upon a time before MP3's and file-shar-
ing, friends went to each other for mixes
from their favorite artists. Even my
friends looked up to me because I was
the one who went record-shopping on
a very heavy basis and bought the music
(remember that?), fixing them up with
rare, hard-to-find songs and b-sides of
their favorite artists. That was how
friendships were forged.

Back in the late 70's and early 80's,
cassette-tape culture was surging and it
was the backbone for old-school hip-
hop and the first industrial and noise
recordings. Artists like the Cold Crush
Brothers had their live shows recorded,
copied, and circulated for that true-
school feel, and even inside some street-
corner breakdance boom-boxes in the
80's. The Club Moral Stock List has doc-
umented some of the early days of noise
and experimental music. Through the
90's, underground labels such as DHR
released their "Midiwar" tapes full of
electronic, techno, and drum 'n' bass
warfare and artists such as Prurient still
release cassette works to this day.

Overnight tapings of WUSB's di-
verse programming included and was
not limited to techno, rockabilly, indus-
trial, reggae, indie-rock, experimental,
and its late-night talk shows. Z100, Hot
97, Q-104 in its alternative days, the
"new" KTU in the 90's, Kiss FM when
they were hardcore hip-hop, 107.5
WBLS when they were hip-hop. I can't

begin to tell you how much I recorded
some of that that good ol' radio history
I have in possession, some of which

were used to make these mix-tapes.
Now, they're really history.
I just gotten an e-mail from a close

colleague of mine containing a story of
how cassettes are on the decline. Ac-

cording to an article written by Andrew
Adam Newman, only 480,000 tape play-
ers were sold in 2007 and 1/5th of that is
expected to be sold in 2012. Only
400,000 music cassettes were sold, con-
sisting of only %0.1 of all physical and
digital sales combined. Ten years ago, it
was 173,000,000.

For a long time, cassettes ran
against the CD and were losing steam.

They were less accessible (rewinding in-
stead of pushing a button), more frag-
ile, and had lesser sound quality of its
shiny counterpart. With vinyl records'
resurgence in cool and the digital MP3's
dominance in simplicity and quality, the
cassette tape could finally die down
within the next five to ten years com-
mercially. That sucks, really.

There will be no more art in press-
ing play. The fresh, sugary smell of the
cardboard insert upon opening the cel-
lophane when playing the tape for the
first time will fade. The density of hold-
ing the cassette tape in your hands and

the thickness of the reels will no longer
be an issue. The sound of fast-forward-
ing skidding inside the tape deck will
actually be considered a real nuisance
now. Writing track-listings with red ink
and red hearts saying "I love you!" will

be thrown in the desk drawer, shoe box,
or attic and forgotten about. Hard-shell
walkmans with wiry headphone and or-
ange sponge ear set-ups, the image of

Grandmaster Flash boom-boxes, and
the excitement of tenth-generation

Metallica tapes recorded from yr best
friend's garage...gone. All gone.

Lately, I've been neglecting my tape
player. For some reason I haven't been

recording like I used to. Maybe because
I'm busy buying vinyl and spending
time with my record player since the
crate-digger in me needs original hip-
hop samples in order for me to survive.
But over the summer I was stuck at
home with no car while transitioning
jobs and had nothing to do except to go
back and listen to my "blanks". Listen-
ing to cassettes I haven't listened to in
years plus discovering a wealth of odd-
ities I never knew I had were a blast. It's
the stuff the 365 Days of Music Project
were made of.

So far so good. For as long as I have
these tapes, a working deck, and an urge
to keep the nostalgic spirit alive, tape-
heads like myself will still have a reason
to listen to cassettes. Screw CD's and
MP3's: they're a disposable parody of
consumerism and mass-production.
Cassettes are more hip than anything
right now.
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Death And Destruction In Beijing!

E-mail The Press at
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By Jon Singer

It began with the opening cere-
monies. Choreographed by Chinese
filmmaker Zhang Yimou, the overly os-
tentatious presentation commenced the
quadrennial political circle jerk known
as the Summer Olympics.

Talk about pretension: the opening
ceremony featured a human represen-
tation of the Beijing National Stadium,
manifested in 2008. Chinese people

standing on top of each other to
mimic the unique shape of the "bird's
nest" stadium. Then the Chinese man
who lit the torch apparently walked on
the upper wall of the stadium to light
the cauldron. I say "apparently" because
I didn't see that part of the ceremony
live. The show clocked in at over four
hours, and I got sick of the commercial
interruptions.

The thing is that NBC didn't broad-
cast the opening ceremonies live. The,
show began at 8 p.m. Beijing time, leav-
ing people in Toronto to wake up at 8
a.m. to watch the show on CBC. NBC
however, chose to play the ceremony on,
a 12-hour tape delay, to maximize the
amount of American viewers in their
countries prime time slot. So much for
"One World, One Dream." NBC even
worked with foreign media outlets to
block live streaming video from reach-
ing American computers.

I know I'm not supposed to watch
the Olympics. I've heard The People's
Republic of China does some bad shit,
like supporting the Sudanese govern-
ment's activities in Darfur. Not to men-
tion the gross Internet censorship,
leaving foreign journalists to complain
that they can't reach their newspaper's
websites to upload their Olympic re-
ports. Not to mention the occupation of
Tibet, and the dispute between The
PRC and The Republic of China.

The ROC is forced to compete

under the banner of"Chinese Taipei" as
opposed to being called "Republic of
China" or even simply "Taiwan." While
the International Olympic Committee
recognizes the country, the United Na-
tions doesn't.

I'm obsessed with the Olympic
Games. Once every four years Ameri-
cans for some reason, care about swim-
ming, gymnastics and track and field
and to a lesser extent fencing, volleyball,
handball, rowing and some other

Bob Costas and Matt Lauer pre-
dicted that China would top the medal
rankings, and as I write this the PRC is
head to head with the USA in the
Olympic Medal count. While the Amer-
icans have more medals in total, the
Chinese have twice as many golds. I
guess the Chinese are not used to sec-
ond place. Maybe it's the state run ath-
letic programs, which identifies athletes
at a young age and breeds them for
Olympic glory. That leaves little Jimmy's

Many of the members of the Croatian water polo team grew moustaches for good luck. Totally bad ass

sports.
Look at basketball and tennis: For

two weeks, millionaires Kobe Bryant
and Serena Williams forgo the thought
of prize money to represent their coun-
try and compete for a gold medal. It
would be a romantic thought, if the
games weren't some big political freak
show. It's too bad Serena Williams was
eliminated by a Russian and that her sis-
ter Venus, was eliminated by a Chinese
athlete.

mom in Michigan to wake up at 3 a.m.
to drive her son to rowing practice.
Michael Phelps has ion more gold
medals than most nations at these
games. How about Zimbabwean swim-
mer Kristy Coventry? She's white and
attends Auburn University during the
year, but for a while she united the white
minority with the black majority in her
home country with Olympic medal
wins. Then a civil war broke out.

Last week I watched Sean Rosen-

thal compete in Men's Beach volleyball.
This isn't the 1936 Berlin Olympics or
the 1972 Munich Olympics, so I guess
athletes inamed Sean Rosenthal are wel-
come in Beijing. In 1936 the Third
Reich ran Germany. In 1972 Palestinian
terrorists/militants took the Israeli del-
egation hostage, ultimately resulting in
the death of 11 Israelis and the 2005
Steven Spielberg blockbuster Munich.

It's normal for Iranian Olympians
to forfeit whenever they are placed in
the same heat as an Israeli. So far in
these games Russia has faced off against
Georgia on a few occasions. In a shoot-
ing event a member from both dueling
nations ended up on the medal podium
and of all the things they could have
done, they hugged each other. If it had
happened during the Winter Olympics,
nobody would have cared.

Based on what I can see on tape
delay on NBC, the PRC is trying to
prove something. Team USA's snazzy
uniforms designed by Ralph Lauren?
Made in China, according to Reuters.
According to The Associated Press,
Mongolians in Ulan Bator rejoiced over
their country's first ever gold medal,
won by Tuvshinbayar Naidan in Judo.
The AP is also reporting that eight Ti-
betan activists were detained after
protesting near an Olympic venue,
along with the seizure of a British Jour-
nalist. Reporter Jon Ray's ITV report
was syndicated on CNN and I donft
think the story will show up on
MSNBC. I watched as Ray flipped his
shit when he was forced into a police
van. He was eventually released after
being questioned about his views on
Tibet.

Before I finish, I would like to con-
gratulate McDonalds on their gold
medal, Coca-Cola on their silver and
Visa on their bronze. After the com-
mercial break, Lauer and Costas re-
minded viewers that Greece is still in
debt from hosting the 2004 Olympics.
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Stony Brooks Presidential Prof ie
Name: Shirley Strum KennyDOB: Unknown.

Age: 73
Eyes: Blue. We're not sure. If you're
close enough to look, you probably di
sign that petition last year.
Hair: Blonde.
Marital Status: Married.
Undergraduate: BA, English and Jo

nalism, University of Texas
Masters: University of Minnesota
Ph. D: University of Chicago
Area of Expertise: Restoration and E
teenth Century British Drama
Entered Stony Brook 1994, Preside
Leaving Stony Brook: 2009, Ex-Pres
dent.
Will She Leave Sunwood After She
tires: We're not sure.

Baller: Most definitely.

By Alex Nagler

President Shirley Strum Kenny is
President today, but won't be President
the next time we make a freshmen
guide. President Kenny is now offi-
cially a lame duck, with plans to retire
at the end of the 2008-09 academic
year, announced earlier this summer.
The search committee to replace her is
being lead by Richard T. Nasti, Class of
'78, though the final say lies in the

hands of the SUNY Board of Trustees.
But, like a terminally ill patient lying
in bed, she's not dead yet, so we're not
ready to count her out. President
Kenny's accomplishments include rais-
ing Stony Brook's admissions stan-
dards, purchasing two new campuses,
and increasing the size of the student
body. Buildings constructed in her
tenure include the SAC, LaValle Sta-
dium, and Charles B. Wang Center for
Asian American Cultural Studies. The
sole academic building in her 15 years

is Humanities. She is also responsible
for rallying nearly 300 professors
against her in a petition of no confi-
dence, sinking Stony Brook to the
Number One Least Happiest School
ranking (now number three), and cen-
soring her own art show to appease a
benefactor.

What lame duck activities she will
partake in remain to be seen. Perhaps
like the Bush administration, she
could attempt to make condoms unob-
tainable in an attempt to criminalize

abortion, or open season on the cam-
pus geese while scrapping the endan-
gered species act. Pardons could
potentially be granted before she

leaves, exonerating the Pizza Gunman,
the Gravity Knife assailant, and Karl
Rove on her way out. Or, there's always
the possibility she could actually chan-
nel some money towards a new aca-
demic building or two and leave
herself with a legacy that doesn't re-
volve around Division One sports.
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1 4 Freshman Guide

Stuff You Should Know Before Starting
You get two dollars a day, or forty pages,
for anything you need to print out. The
money rolls over during weekdays. All
you need is your NetID and password.

Spending all your meal plan points? You
can check your balance at campusdin-
ing.org

Or, instead of spending all your meal
points, scope out student run clubs for
meetings and events with free food.
We're experts at doing exactly that here
at The Press.

Too lazy for Blockbuster? The library
has DVDs, and there is a video rental
machine in the Student Union.

Blackboard is your friend. Checking it
will typically let you have access to lec-
tures before class, check office hours
and updates from your professors.

You can check what textbooks you need
for classes early by typing in "Stony
Brook University" into the search en-
gine here: http://bncollege.com/col-

lege.aspx. While the University Book
store will have the books, finding them
early will give you time to shop around
online and in person (for example,

there's a bookstore right on the other
side of the train tracks called Stony
Books).

Stony Brook is rather large when it
comes to most schools. You will get lost
early on.

Facilities are your friend. SINC sites let
you do work, print and access useful
programs on school computers. There
are gyms in each quad on campus and

at the SAC, and there are free Wellness
Center classes for yoga, spinning and
the like throughout the week.

You don't have to leave campus to go to
the movies. The Staller Center has great
films (among other amazing perform-
ances) showing almost every week; big

movie buffs can see all of them for a flat
fee.

There are ATM's located at the Union
Building and in the SAC for when you
inevitably run out of money here on
campus.

Check the University's event calendar
frequently. You will learn when there's a
free movie showing or event on campus
and if there has been any changes to the
academic schedule.

Need a place to crash for a while? The
Library's Commuter lounge is open 24
hours in case you need to take a nap or
whatever.

Relax. Everyone gets stressed out at
some point during this whole higher
education thing. If you're working too
hard just go lie down on the Staller steps
or get some coffee with a friend.

There's plenty more you'll be sure to
pick up within a few weeks. Good luck!

People To Avoid On Campus
he's only on this list because if you fight
him, he will hit you so hard, you'll wake
up in 1992.

College is a great opportunity to
make valuable friendships, connections,
and discoveries. But let's face it: not
everyone is worthy of friending on
Facebook. Here are some examples.

--------- .--------------------------

"The Promoter": Walks around with
cards and flyers for various seedy, un-
appealing off-campus nightclubs. You
can find him or her by following the
trail of chalk he or she leaves behind
after scrawling fruitless advertisements
on chalkboards, buildings, and side-
walks. If the club is your scene, that's
fine, but just make sure the next time
some club claims they'll release thou-
sands of dollars from the ceiling into the
crowd, they won't make you drunk
enough not to notice it's actually Mo-
nopoly money.

"Asian Gangster": Can be seen sporadi-
cally across campus; some say he ap-
pears on the day of every seventh full
moon, or is only seen by those with the
purest of hearts. You can spot him prac-
ticing his dance/fighting moves on a
corner of the Staller lawn, or being a
germaphobe in the North Reading
room. Essentially the epitome of cool,

appealing without a shirt, but here is a
55.76% chance that the fellow chatting
you up is a creeper. With these odds, go

every passing second, run. Run away.

Credit Card/Bank Representatives:
You'll quickly get very used to these
guys. They set up shop in the Union or
SAC lobbies and assault passing stu-
dents with offers for low-rate credit
cards or free checking accounts. I've
never actually investigated their offers
in depth, so they may actually be good
deals. But they're so annoying, and they

have to be hoping that us silly college
students piss our money away into their
banks and go deep into debt.

Stony Brook's own, one true "Asian Gangsta" isnt above. But he could totally beat these wannabes up

Cigarette Hunters: If you smoke, do not
do it outside the Melville Library. I am
not advising this for my own health, or
yours. I merely saythis because you will
be harassed to no end for a cigarette no
matter how aloof, poor or pissed off you
look. These hunters long for a cigarette
like a babe would for his mother's teet.

"Staller Stalkers": Anyone who talks to
you on the Staller Lawn should be
treated with caution. He might look like
a hipster cutie, or perhaps he will look

there wearing sunglasses so you have an
excuse not to acknowledge him or her.
Do not make eye contact, and do not
give out your number.

"Religious Nut": To be clear, I've ab-
solutely no qualms with religion. I've
merely got no sympathy for the folks
who want to talk to me about their or-
ganization for the rest of my natural life.
So when someone who smiles a lot ap-
proaches and or sits down with you to
talk about their religious charity, if you
can feel yourself getting older with

By Tia Mansouri
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Eating On Campus 15
Jasmine

The Jasmine dining hall, located in
The Wang Center, is Stony Brook's
source for all foods Asian. Serving Chi-
nese, Indian, Thai and Japanese foods,
the Wang Center has the potential to be
an enjoyable contrast to the run-of-the-
mill pizza and grill foods located else-
where on campus. They also serve
Bubble Tea, which we recommend you
try at least once. However, Jasmine also
tends to be a mixed bag when it comes
to quality. Depending on the time you
arrive, the food can either taste won-
derful and fresh, or stale and dull. That,
combined with absurdly long lines at
times, prevent Jasmine from being all
that it could be. That being said, it still
is one "of the better places to eat on cam-
pus.

Kelly

Stony Brook University is an insti-
tute of higher learning, emphasis on
"institute." Just look at Kelly Dining
Hall. Serving college standards like
cardboard, crust pizza, the campus
eatery is now open 24 hours, making
said college standards available at 3 am.
Breakfast is the meal of the day, though,
and Kelly serves made-to-order egg
sandwiches and other breakfast fare.
Then there's the campus famous Kelly
brunch available on weekends starting
at 10:30 am. Try the Belgian Waffles, as
they are probably the best thing offered
then. And like at any other college din-
ing hall, stay away from the breakfast
meat. Downstairs there is the coffee
house, which serves the standard cafe
fare and smoothies. At least there is a
convenience store there, too, where one
can buy a box of cereal and carton of
milk. Yay!

SAC

Many reviewers complain about the

high prices and the long lines at the
SAC and we'd have to agree with them.
Go there and order the pizza, which is
apparently good enough to try to steal

Sand create a campus-wide panic. Or, if
that's not your thing, you can get a
grilled cheese that's neither cheese, nor
grilled. Really, if you're hungry you
might.as well take the walk to the Union
Building and grab some food there. The
SAC can be expensive, and really isn't
worth the long wait or the cash. It's a
wonder why so many students wait on
that obscenely long line everyday.

Union

The Union has a number of dining
options for you to choose from. There
is the Union Deli, which serves freshly
made sandwiches and not-so-freshly
made soups. The Deli is nice for con-
venience if you are working in the
Union, and is open later than most
other eating establishments, however it
can be very pricey. A drink at the Union
Deli is sometimes priced at a dollar
more than elsewhere on campus. De-
lancey Street is another deli style option
in the Union, providing kosher meals
for the University's Jewish students. The
food there is relatively high quality, and
there is almost never a long line. So,
take our advice, try it out sometime.
The only downside to Delancey is that it

closes very early in the day. Go for
lunch.

Of course, the Union was also re-
cently renovated and contains the new
Union Commons, which offer many
different dining options. The food there
is pretty good, and you can grab a 32
ounce drink for a nice price from the
fountain soda machines. In addition,
the University added a Starbucks last se-
mester. Located on the second floor of
the building, the Starbucks is pretty
much what you would expect, but had
mega long lines last semester. Expect

more of the same this year. If you want
a latte or frappucino, by all means make
the trip. But if you just need a quick cup
of coffee to warm up in the winter or get
a caffeine jolt, just go to the Union Deli
downstairs. Finally, there is Wolfie's
Grill, previously 'known as The End of
The Bridge. This sit-down style restau-
rant has always had a reputation for
crappiness, and often lives up to exactly
that. We rarely go, and when we do,
they are often sold out ofthe best op-
tions. If you go towards the end of the
semester, don't expect much to be avail-
able.

Tabler Cafe

Food at Tabler can be summarized
in two words: walking shoes. There are
only so many times that you can enjoy

Freschetta pizza and cold packaged
sandwiches that have been left refriger-
ated for days on end. If you are lucky,
you can catch the lunch and dinner spe-
cials, which every once in a while will
make your day. Nonetheless, Dunkin
Donuts is the diamond in the rough at
Tabler. Amidst an ever-present group of
cigarette smoking and cannabis-puffing
students, lies the fifty-foot walk to
freshly brewed coffee, which serves a
luxury that leaves many other students
envious. And for you health nuts, Tabler
Cafe offers overly priced fruits. For a

-good-five or six dollars worth, you can
enjoy two apple slices, four cantaloupe
chunks, a grape, and if lucky, a small
piece of peach. Though service is reli-
able in getting coffee and such, the food
there is sometimes not worth the wait
or the calories. Tabler Caf6 has a nice
lounge area that can make any
scoundrel appear as a young college in-
tellect. Grab a scarf, sip your coffee, and
converse about the ignored genocide
going on in Darfur, and you will feel a
bit of the clich6 college experience.

Benedict

Benedict, which is located in H
Quad, holds a plethora of fine dining,
exquisite foods and Taco Bell. From a
number of meals to choose from, you
will feel like you are in heaven, momen-
tarily. The one downside to this reliable
dining area is that it only opens in the
late afternoon around 5 pm and is
closed on the weekends except for its
Sunday morning brunch. The prices
aren't too bad at Benedict, and with a
giant seating area it's quite rare you
won't find a seat. From ice cream to
soups to moderately'tasty steak, Bene-
dict serves as one of the top places to eat
on campus. In addition, Taco Bell serves
as the best bang for the buck. With
cheap prices, one can indulge in some
of the finest foods ripped off from Mex-
ican culture.

Eating Off
For some, on-campus food options Strawberry Fields Gourmet

tire quickly. For others, the thought of
giving this rapacious, exploitive univer-
sity another cent of their hard-earned
dough really grates on their nerves. Ei-
ther way, you should know that there
are other options. Most places offer a
student discount when you show your
card. So even if you don't drive, the sec-
tion of 25a near the train station offers
some appealing choices. Here are three
of the best.

Strawberry Fields is pretty much
one of the best places around. They have
an extensive menu of really tasty stuff,
from sandwiches to smoothies to burg-
ers. Their forte of course is breakfast -
go with the homemade pancakes, which
are far better than even the diners. The
prices are pretty reasonable - similar to
the shit in the SAC, without the lines.

Campus
Cosmos Cafe

Cosmos is a pretty standard Greek
pizza and gyro place. The pizza is
mediocre, and the.Italian dishes over-
priced .for the quality. So go with the
Greek menu, especially the gyros. Six
dollars for a damn good gyro is a qual-
ity lunch. Remember to show them
your student ID for a discount.

Green Cactus

We eat here all the time. Located a
little further down 25a, near Stony-
books, this is the best Mexican food
you'll find in the area. Go there. Girthy
burritos and towering nachos are pre-
pared fresh to order with fresh ingredi-
ents. The prices are rough for some
items, but it's totally worth it if you've
got a few extra bucks lying around. We
figure it's much better to spend seven
dollars for a huge burrito and nachos
than five dollars for a crappy, stale meal
at the SAC.
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Roth Ouad Tabler Quad
Perched upon a hill, Tabler Qu is home to the Collegeof. Art

and Humanities. The absence of concrete and asphalt allowsS tuder
up the sun and enjoy the weather on comfortable fields of grass ma
by our friendly neighbors to the South.

Tabler is a suite-style living quad and provides a common area
pensates for the small size of its dorm rooms. Though the sizes of i
rooms are more accommodating than,,other quads, it is most wise t

vantage of the first opportunity to detripe. The common rdom p
eat space to host parties, study intermediate alebra, and even

West Apartments H Ouad
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Where To Poo: Revisited
By James Laudano

Two years ago, Press staffer James
Messina wrote a piece for the freshmen
guide called "Where To Poo." The article
was incredibly popular with the incom-
ing freshmen and we still have students
telling us how much they loved the piece.
So, while we don't intend to try to top Mr.
Messina's great work, we will at least pro-
vide you incoming Freshies with the in-
valuable knowledge of the best places to

poop.
We will tell you three of the best on

campus, and three of the worst. The rat-
ings will cover location, privacy and
amenities on a scale of 1-5. You would be
wise to heed our advice if you want to
enjoy your time here at Stony Brook.

The Best of Stony Brook's Restrooms

3) Third Floor Library

Location: Around the corner from the
Main Stacks. In the library, so it's pretty
central and convenient. Rating: 3
Privacy: It's a somewhat high traffic
area, but its still moderately private.
Rating: 3
Features: Rather bare bones. Nothing
special, so we're going to be harsh. Rat-
ing: 1

Side Note: There has actually been quite
a bit of magic that's happened in this
bathroom. Former Press editor Alex
Walsh actually found a student sleeping
in this bathroom who was still there
when he checked three hours later. So, if
you want a funny story, check it out.

2) Humanities Bathrooms

Location: Humanities. Duh. Rating: 3
Privacy: There are three floors in Hu-
manities. If you want to get a really nice
private pooping experience head up to
the third floor. Not many people even
know the third floor exists, and the
bathrooms are rather empty most of the
day, especially early in the day. Rating:
4.5
Features: Pretty nice, actually. The
doors are automatic, the bathrooms are
clean most of the time, and the temper-
ature control is spot-on. Rating: 4

1) Wang Center Bathrooms

Location: There are numerous bath-
rooms in the relatively new Wang Cen-
ter. Plus, the Wang Center is more or

less central to campus, so good marks
here. Rating: 4
Privacy: You'd think with a good
amount of people in Jasmine that this
bathroom would be rather crowded, but
it's surprisingly not. Hell yeah. Rating 4
Features: The features in the Wang Cen-
ter make these bathrooms one of the
most pleasant areas to hang out (with
your Wang out, ha-ha-ha). In fact, the
handicapped stalls in the Wang Center
actually havetheir own, sinks and mir-

Perfection, thy name is Wang.

rors, inside the stalls. It's a bathroom in-
side of a bathroom. Magnificent. You
can have your friends over to play a
game of cards in that stall. Not only
that, but the toiletpaper is double-ply
and silky. The rooms have air freshen-
ers, and the rooms are warm in the win-
ter and cool in the summer. This is how
Stony Brook does perfection. Rating:
100!

ways smell like crap. However, if you're
going to be working in the Union SINC
site, our hanging out at one of the many
clubs in the area, you'll probably be
crossing paths with this bathroom. Rat-
ing: 2
Privacy: Pretty bad. Like we said, there
are plenty of clubs and a SING site down
there, so it is often a high traffic area.
Don't expect to be alone. Rating: 2
Features: Downright crappy. The men's
room in the Media Club hallway is ac-

feel. Rating: 1.

1) The Library Lobby Bathrooms, Dur-
ing Finals Week.

Location: Not bad, we guess. Rather
central, and its on the main floor. So,
okay. Rating: 3
Privacy: Non-existent. Think about it.
It's finals week, you're studying at the li-
brary SINC site, Central Reading Room
or Main Stacks. Uh-oh, time to go to the
bathroom. But wait! There are three
thousand other students studying in the
same area. You'll be guaranteed to wait
in these rooms during finals week. Rat-
ing: 0
Features: Whatever. The bathrooms
themselves aren't too bad, but during fi-
nals week they are sure to be disgusting
due to the high levels of traffic. Rating:
2

There you have it. Just remember,
after eating all that Benedict Taco Bell

James Laudano or Jasmine Asian food, make sure you
find a good place to nest and answer na-
ture's call. Good luck.

tually falling apart, and the toilet stall
door doesn't even close properly. Avoid
it at all costs. Rating: 1

2) Kelly Bathrooms

Location: Out of the way. Kelly isn't ex-
actly centralized here, and the only rea-
son you should be going here is if you
want food or live in the damned place.

Andrew Fraley
The door isn't supposed to open outward like that.

The Worst of Stony Brook's Restrooms

3) The Union Basement

Location: Not exactly ideal. First,
they're in a basement, so you're forced
to run around the building just to get to
the damned place. Plus, the elevators
are creaky and old, and the stairwells al-

Rating: 1
Privacy: Not too bad, really. But it may
be somewhat private because it's a
downright horrible bathroom overall.
Rating: 3
Features: Ewwww. The bathrooms are
usually filled with puddles and they
have a damp, dank feeling to them.
They also often have lightbulbs out, cre-
ating a dirty, "drug addict bathroom"
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How To Drink Coffee While The World Is Endi
By Cindy Liu

The other morning I woke up and
leapt out of bed and was like, "hey, this
is Stony Brook University, it has grown
on me so much that I will share my
Brookophilia with our precious incom-
ing freshmen and write about all the
fantastically marvelous places to go in
the area, so Fantasically Marvelous that
it makes you smile real wide and gives
you that tickly tummy feeling of One-
ness with everyone around you and
think to yourself, yes! I am having a
sophomoric philosophical realization
and all is well in the world!" But first, I
desperately needed a cup of coffee, see-
ing as how I had expended my energy
supply (which had been slowly synthe-
sizing in the three hours I had slept) in
the past five minutes by having a fright-
eningly intense moment of resolve, and
the sky was almost literally falling.
Mindful of this apocalyptic phenome-
non, I grabbed my umbrella and headed
out the door, shouting over my shoul-
der, "Sorry, Ma. No breakfast today,
Apocalyptic Seawolves Country waits
for no one."

With my superior skills of rational-
ization I ruled out all the coffee vendors
on campus and figured that the best of
all possible places I could get coffee to
start off my late day with was the Tic
Toc Cafe, located on 410 Lake Avenue
in St. James, a good forty minute com-
mute from Hicksville, my town of resi-
dence, but a pleasant five minute stroll
from the St. James train station.

But why, Cindy Liu? Why not get
coffee on campus, one might ask? And
I might say, if you like your coffee weak
(Dunkin Donuts), burnt and over-
roasted (Starbucks), or stale (various
brewers of Seattle's Best), or don't mind
the fact that the coffee sellers at Sea-
wolves Marketplace do not know the
first thing about steaming milk (but
granted, Green Mountain coffee is not
so bad), then by all means, drink up!
However, if you seek to escape the at-
times metaphysically abrasive campus
while still maintaining the possibility of
studying (for all places listed below pro-
vide free WiFi), then read on.

I arrived at 12:45 pm at the cafe just
in time for precisely 841 customers to
pack themselves on in there and order
ahead of me. Upon entering this tiny,
magically packed neighborhood estab-
lishment, I studied the d6cor-a clock
hanging just outside the entrance, the
photos hanging on the wall by local
photographers, their motto of "time
well spent." I had many questions in

mind that I regret never asking, like,
"What is a Toc-accino?" "Can I order
from the Kids Menu?" "Am I-Am I sit-
ting in a church pew?" Okay, okay, I'll
get the Toc-accino. I ordered the mys-
tery espresso drink. I also had a han-
kering for a grilled chicken salad on a
sundried tomato wrap with a side of po-
tato chips. Miraculously, they had ex-
actly what I was craving! After the
delicious, telepathically predicted meal,
I asked the young ladies at the counter
about live music. They looked at each
other, then looked at me, then looked at
each other, and told me that they host
live musicians as well as cater for Deep-
wells Mansion on Thursdays for

my already soaked body as I ran into
the welcoming, calm, thoroughly air-
conditioned embrace of the coffee-
house. I flopped and shuddered and
dragged my feet all the way to the
counter. The barista had not finished
asking how I was before her eyes pro-
ceeded to pop out of her sockets at the
sight of me and turned the air condi-
tioner off. She was thoughtful. I liked
her. When she came back I asked if the
place had any signature drinks. She told
me that they didn't, but since they were
blessed with such a wide assortment of
flavors, she would whip up whatever my
tastebuds fancied. I asked what the ma-
jority of customers tended to order and,

This is what we need to do prior to producing each issue.

This is what we need to do prior to producing each issue.

Acoustic Long Island. I looked at them,
looked at the sky falling outside, looked
at them again, and said, "Okay! Thank
You! This was indeed "time well spent!"
Have a good day!" And returned to the
chaos outside, sans umbrella due to for-
getfulness. Luckily, I had parked my car
across the street.

Not so luckily, there's a leak right
above the driver's seat of the car, and so
all the way to my next stop, Cool Beanz
at 556 Route 25a, also in St. James, the
apocalypse was dripping onto my left
arm. As I got out and made the run for
it across the parking lot, earthquakes of
rumbling SUVs sent the miniature lakes
on the roadside flying up into walls of
mist that towered over me. The St.
James tsunami only managed to graze

yet again, she elusively replied that each
individual customer was awfully picky
with their drinks. Finally, I asked her
what her preferred drink was, and she
told me she liked banana chocolate and
then I inconsequentially ordered a cafe
au lait. I took a seat at a table with a
lamp that I could have lit ifI had wanted
to, but I didn't, because when I tried to
turn it on it didn't work and so I pre-
tended like I could jot down notes in the
dark so as not to embarrass myself. I
surveyed the place and decided that it
was pretty damn cute-not cute in the
sense that it reminded me of infants, but
cute in that its odd arrangements and
adornments were strangely charming.
Toward the front of the store were big
windows adorned with decorative holi-

day lights. Maroon and marigold walls
faced a giant mural painted straight
onto the surface-a cafe scene: A fe-
male server, striking an odd resem-
blance to owner Patricia McCarthy, and
the rest of the interior of Cool Beanz.
As I nervously eyed the world coming
to an end outside, the girl at the counter,
whose name I later learned was Elise,
told me about the coffeehouse's various
activities throughout the week. Cool
Beanz hosts Psychic Thursdays in
which, at 6:30 pm, customers are will-
ing to pay Julie the Psychic $30 for fif-
teen minutes of tarot card evaluation.
On Tuesdays they have an Open Mic,
night catering predominantly to the
high school and college crowd, and on
Wednesdays and Saturdays they host an
all-ages Open Mic. On Fridays they
host a featured performer. And, like her
neighbors at Tic Toc, Elise directed my
attention to Acoustic Long Island at
Deepwells Mansion just down the road.
Before I left, Elise made me a latte, and
back I went into Armageddon, which,
unbelievably, had become even more
Armageddon-like since I sought refuge
in the coffeehouse.

It was offto King's Park next, to the
Brown Dog Cafe. Why there is a cafe
named after a brown dog, I will never
know, because when I got to 14 Main
Street, a Ralph's Italian Ices existed in
place of it. Because parking on Main
street permitted only one hour per car
and because I, being the empirical per-
son that I am, was absolutely deter-
mined to squeeze every drop of
enjoyment out of this quaint little street.
I walked in and ordered an ice in the
midst of a torrential downpour that ac-
tually poured sideways. The previously
consumed Toc-accino, cafe au lait and
latte were starting to kick in, and as I
strolled down this flooding road in a
caffeinated frenzy, I partook in each and
every activity that it had to offer. De-
spite the fact that the earth opened up
and swallowed the Brown Dog Cafe,
spitting up a Ralph's Italian Ices in its
place, a visitor in King's Park can still
make the most out of the area by visit-
ing one of the Fantastically Marvelous
attractions! You can visit the laundro-
mat, get a manicure, buy a fishing rod,
eat Chinese food, eat more ice cream,
get a haircut, groom dogs, eat raw sea
creatures with your bare hands, drink a
shot of espresso, run across the street to
Carvel's for another ice cream, consume
a slice of pizza, have a delicious sand-
wich, visit the other laundromat at the
other end of the street, get another
manicure, buy five pounds of salami, eat
another delicious sandwich, get a tattoo
at Tormented Souls, get a manicure, get

COFFEE continued on page 22
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COFFEE continued from page 22

another hair cut, and buy an old beat-
up book, all while finishing the Italian
ice you purchased at Ralph's and all in
your allotted parking hour!

Wet and jittery and desperately
wanting to sit in a warm, dry place I
drove along the characteristically
woodsy Fort Salonga Road in North-
port and arrived at Batata Cafe. The first
thing I noticed upon entrance was the
Virginia Woolf quote scrawled across
the wall: "One cannot think well, love
well sleep well, if one has not dined
well."' Batata Cafe's menu offers thinkers,
lovers, and sleepers alike a fair chance
at good dining. Offering a creative se-

lection of sandwiches, wraps, paninis
and salads with a side of chips and salsa
or sweet potato fries, it indirectly prom-
ises that if you eat their food, you will
be super-smart, become phenomenal in
bed and sleep like a baby afterward.
Being the purposefully inconsequential
person that I am, I ordered a Jungle
Juice smoothie, made of strawberries,
mangos, and pineapple juice. Also, half-
expecting yet another reference to
Deepwells Mansion, I asked about the
live music. Surprisingly, there was no
mention of Deepwells Mansion. Batata
does open up the platform in the corner
by their floor to-ceiling windows for

Open Mic performers, though, and the
next Open Mic will take place on Sep-
tember 12. I was delighted to see that a
good one-third of the cafe was actually
a Barister's chocolate shop. I had a good
mind to purchase some Cherry Cor-
dials until I remembered that I don't
even eat Cherry Cordials, and I proba-
bly would have puked myself into an ex-
plosion of espresso and chicken and
strawmangapplejuice upon consump-
tion.

I left Batata's casually cultured at-
mosphere and the sun came out. And as
I got back into my trusty leaking car, I
reflected on the day's adventures and re-

alized that it wasn't so different from my
freshman year at Stony Brook-you ar-
rive in search of something, you be-
come incredibly confused and
disillusioned, you cross paths with a few
good people and you learn how to
squeeze what very little enjoyment there
is out of doing everything at once, all
while your world is being deconstructed
before your very own eyes. And if you
can survive the day while still enjoying
a cup of coffee, then I'd say you're doing
just fine and all is well in the world and
you'll have a good year and alright I
think I'm going to go throw up now.

ANP NOW, TIIE STONY BROOK 'RESS PRESENTS:
1fl4E TOP TEN MOST PANGEROUS SPOTS ON CAMPUS

10. Train Tracks

The train tracks are a perfect place to
get away from your roommate who
doesn't shower or constantly blows at
playing the guitar, yet this steel path is
one scary place. You may find yourself
crossing to go to Stonybooks or 7/11
when suddenly decide to tie your shoes
and then all of a sudden, Boom! You
forgot your money and you have to
walk all the way back so by the time you
come back to cross you are so careless
that you are now physically riding the
train. Whoo Whoo!

9. Library Stairs

It is highly likely that you will hike these
stairs at one point or another due to the
constant repair of the Library elevators.
Yet, with a vacant five flight of stairs to
trek, one slip going down and you can
kiss your expensive laptop goodbye or,
better yet, your life. While the com-
muter lounge is filled with an abundant
Asian population at all hours of the day,
these stairs experience little traffic at
night. It would be best to just avoid the
Library all together. Besides, who reads
books anyways?

8. Behind Staller Center

Construction equipment and aban-
doned art projects litter this area behind
the Staller Center. Overall just a
strange, creepy place which serves no
true purpose other than to smoke a
quick fat one with your friends during
everyone's favorite anime convention
here at SBU, who knows what sort of
weird, drug-crazed fiends lurk in the
darkness and shadows of this area. Just
to play it safe, remember to use the
buddy system, kids.

7. Stairwell to Nowhere by Mathemat-
ics

These stairs are so dangerous that while
scoping this area out the police came.
Probably home to criminals and
gangstas of some sorts, the walls were
desecrated with what city kids refer to
as "graffiti". Walking down these two
sets of stairs will lead you to a door with
no knob. Legend has it, that if you go in
through this forbidden door, then it was
probably opened because there is no
doorknob. Duh, stupid.

6. Roosevelt Quad. Period.

Need to walk to Kelly Dining because
you enjoy devouring a 10000-calorie
cheese pizza drenched in drums of oil?
Well avoid Roosevelt, if possible. With
dim lighting that would suit one's "sexy
time," Roosevelt has been referred to as
the ghetto of the campus. However, a
walk through Roosevelt is no "sexy
time," but rather a meeting with Death
himself. Filled with some of the univer-
sity's rather eccentric characters, it
wouldn't be a bad idea to hone up on
your third-degree black belt in Mongo-
lian bare-knuckle combat fighting, just
as a precaution.

5. Library Stacks

When climbing the endless steps to find
something in the upper stacks of the Li-
brary, one is immediately reminded of
the scene from Ghostbusters where a
crazy librarian ghost attacks two of the
team, leaving gross ectoplasm every-
where. That being said, the stacks are
definitely haunted by the ghosts of lost
dreams from Pre-Professional students
and the many dead rats that are proba-
bly up there somewhere. Endless
books, movies and files fill the area.

Many students have gotten lost doing
research and never returned. Avoiding
libraries is a good policy at the college
level, and basically for life in general,
anyway.

4. Anywhere the Geese Are.

These sons of bitches shit on every-
thing.So if you are rocking your exotic
alligator suede shoes that light up every
time you step, watch out. Oh, and if you
are driving, prepare to stop like there is
a sign, because you sure as hell aren't
going to plow through a caravan of ar-
rogant geese, not with your father's Eu-
ropean-made SUV, you won't. As you,
can probably tell, the geese at Stony
Brook have gained a reputation of not
giving a rat's ass about the human
species. However, like little Suzie who
has gained a reputation as the whore of
her fourth grade class, geese will come
flocking to you if you pull out some
bread or food. Once you run out, you'll
be lucky if they even look back at, or
even acknowledge, you.

3. Life Sciences Library Path

Sometimes, the most dangerous feeling
is that of too much loneliness. As you
tread this path you will feel, well, too
alone. In fact, as you continue walking,
you will become delusional and look all
over the place to see if anyone is around
you. In fact, you will probably see a
maximum of two or three people the
whole semester walking this path while
you are on it. It is just one mindfuck
that you should try and avoid, unless
you are not a bitch.

2. Kelly Bridge

A little known path lies between the
Faculty parking lot and Kelly Quad

through the surrounding wooded area.
At first the path seems calm and tran-
quil, a serene babbling brook made up
of rain water flows through the path,
with a little bridge available to cross
over it. At night however, shit gets
crazy. Completely dark path, rocks and
fallen branches are everywhere; the
moon is the only light source over the
bridge and the stream. Everything gets
about ten times more scary and intense.
Very few people even know about the
path, so the place seems perfect for an
assault of some kind. Also, the stream
washes away all evidence there. There's
really no reason to go down this path at
all, so just stay away from it.

1. Rape Hill Path

Don't let the name confuse you. No, re-
ally, because that would be a bad thing.
This hidden path that connects Tabler
Quad to Roosevelt guides its travelers
with duct tape. One must ask, why is
there duct tape in the middle of a se-
cluded path in the woods? Whether
your destination is Tabler or Roosevelt,
a steep incline welcomes any traveler
who dares enter this neck of the woods.
During the daytime, one can see broken
bottles of beer, an empty mashed pota-
toes container, and some half-filled
Powerade bottles. During the night, one
would be lucky if he or she saw anything
at all. Someone once said it is best to
walk the path less traveled. Can you
guess why I don't know his name?
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AND NOW: TIE TOP TEN PLACES AT STONY BROOK
TO GET RAPEP (FIGURATIVELY. NOT REALLY. RELAX)

10. Express Bus

The bane of every commuter's exis-
tence, this bus can be compared to the
boat that brings dead souls across the
river Styx into Hades. It always seems
as if there are four express busses when
you don't need one, and absolutely none
for twenty minutes if you're already late
to your first class. Once on the bus it-
self, one is often greeted by one of the
many motley drivers that always seem
to be either creepy or absolutely soul-
less. Some will speed around with a bus
full of standing people, some will close
the doors in your face, others will refuse
to open the second door to have a more
efficient flow of people on and off, opt-
ing rather to make everyone stand awk-
wardly waiting for the one slow person
to make it off the bus. Unfortunately,
due to the sub-par parking situation on
campus, riding the Express Bus will be
something that every new commuter
will come to hate.

9. Tabler-Steps

For people residing in Tabler, who have
a caffeine addiction and crave Dunkin
Donuts, or love eating the world's un-
healthiest personal pan pizzas, the
Tabler Steps is one giant hurdle that will
momentarily hinder your pleasures.
Think of it as a huge cock block that
comes up every day and leaves you with
the feeling that someone just kicked you
in the nuts fifty-four times. Fifty-four
steps that will both physically and men-
tally wear you down. While walking up
these stairs, you may think you've
reached the top, only to realize that you

either have another hill to climb or an-
other 300 yards from your dorm build-
ing. You may be reading this and see
yourself fit for the challenge, but after
walking up and down this stairway of
hell for weeks on end, you will become
complacent with your current location
and stay within the walls of whatever
room you are in. In fact, you may be-
come so depressed that you join the
handful of students in chain smoking
outside the Tabler cafe, whether it is
ninety degrees or twelve. Honestly, who
builds a quad on a fucking hill?

8. SINC Sites

Have some time to kill before your next
class? Why not go to the Library SINC
Site and scroll through your Facebook
while there are lines of people who need
to print out lecture notes or a term
paper. Oh wait, first one has to look for
an open computer portal just like an old
man at the beach with a metal detector,
except the old man is nude. Yeah, well

that's how you will feel after circling
around and not finding anything. What
is even more depressing is that you will
keep searching and searching and no-
tice someone who just walked in and
found an open spot like nothing. Fi-
nally, someone gets up from the com-
puter and now you can frolic away at
whatever your little heart desires. All of
a sudden, you wish to print some notes
or paper, and you learn that you get to
print up to forty sheets of paper a day.
So you click print, and you feel like you
are doing the right thing by printing
notes before class, only to realize that-
you printed the wrong set of notes.
Time flies by and you have five minutes
before the beginning of your next class
and you are intent on printing out these
notes. After waiting for a 74-page thesis
to be printed by the person in front of
you, the printer all of a sudden breaks
and you are late for class and depressed
about the fact that you suck at life. Get
used to it, some one has to be catcher.

7. Chem 131

A lot of freshman will take Chemistry
131 as the first step in thinking they will
go to medical school and become a doc-
tor. After the first week of classes, you
will realize that you don't really have to
go to, lectures and that the recitation
classes are pointless. You realize this be-
cause, upon attending lectures, you
learn nothing, and after reading the
textbook time after time, you want to
think that you learned something, but
still, you know nothing. You will work
on a bunch of online quizzes only to re-
alize that all the answers are posted on
Yahoo! Answers. From time to time,
you will stop doing the quizzes alto-
gether. So, after not going to class, not
doing the quiz, and attempting to read
the textbook and learning nothing, test
time comes. You try to study everything
and learn every little bit of knowledge.
You put in all the information you think
would be on the exam onto your calcu-
lator. Then you hear of this great guy
named Jason! He provides you the same
material you would receive in all the
lectures you missed and recitations you
probably never paid attention in. Only,
here's the best part, he charges you an
obnoxious rate and makes it seem like
you are benefiting from' a great deal.
Test time comes, you feel like you are
prepared, you just dished out $160
bucks on five days of "intense" tutoring
from a guy who has bleached hair
(wtf?). You take the test, feeling good,
asking everyone what test form they
had and what the answer to problem
fourteen was. You go on blackboard to
see that you got a 38. You become ex-

tremely depressed only to realize that
your good friend got a 24, and you feel
better about yourself and proceed on
your daily routine of not caring about
chemistry except when test time comes.
In conclusion, expect to wake up sore
four times from taking this class.

6. USG

The USG is something that, on the out-
side, seems like it should help the stu-
dents who attend this University: an
undergraduate government for the peo-
ple, elected by the people. However, due
to the overwhelming student apathy
here, this establishment quickly runs
wild with absolutely crazy agendas. Cut-
ting budgets left and right, amending
the Student Constitution wherever they
see fit to benefit them and their friends,
many USG leaders seem to have a bla-
tant disregard for their constituents.
Coincidentally, they're also mostly
members of the College Republicans.
Just be sure to actually read up on can-
didates (although many run unop-
posed), pay attention to when elections
are, and read your favorite on-campus
newspaper to learn more about the go-
ings-on of the USG and perhaps this or-
ganization won't be as bad as it has been
in the past. You are the future, you can
make it happen.

5. Rainy Weather

If I had a dollar for every time that I
stepped out of my car into a puddle
about four inches deep, I would be a
slightly wealthier person. Many of the
storm drains in parking lots on campus
get clogged up and overflow way too
quickly. Rain is the enemy of every col-
lege student, because it causes one to ac-
tually stay inside and do some form of
work rather than tossing a Frisbee at the
quad or riding a bike around to avoid
the colossal weight-gain one will expe-
rience one's first semester. Also, walk-
ing from building to building on
campus in the rain is awful. Everyone is
already un-happy because they have to
go to class. Throw in a downpour, awk-
ward umbrellas, wet shoes and a ten
minute walk from building to building.
Put 100-200 people who have all expe-

rienced this in one classroom and it's
not good at all. During the winter, snow-
has the same effect, but about twenty

times worse due to icing and poor plow-
ing jobs early in the morning.

4. Javits 100

Probably the largest lecture hall on cam-
pus, this room is Stony Brook's equiva-
lent of Hell. Chances are if you're a

freshman, you'll have at least one 100
level class in this room. Chances are if
you're a science major, you'll practically
live in this room. Professors never seem
to know exactly how to work some of
the equipment. Since it seats over 500
students, distractions are everywhere,
many night tests are taken here, many
of the desks are wobbly, the chairs are
often dirty, the list goes on and on.
Every experience you will have in this
room will probably be an awkward one.
The only good thing about it is that it
has a second floor where everyone goes
to take naps during class. Overall, being
in this room is a necessary rite-of-
passage for almost everyone here at
Stony Brook.

3. Parking

If you are a commuter, you basically
have two choices of lots to park in with-
out getting a ridiculous fine or paying
absurd meter fees. One lot is very out of
the way and only has about 50-70 spots.
The other lot is one mile away from
everything on campus and has probably
close to 500+ spots. Keep in mind that
commuters make about 75% of the pop-
ulation at this campus. If you do the
math, there just isn't enough fucking
parking at this school. South P is basi-
cally a sea of pavement. At the center of
this sea of pavement, there is an island
where dreary students wait for busses at
9 am every morning en masse. There is
always an awkward shambling to get
onto one of the express busses, even
though there are often two, but one
driver refuses to open the doors to alle-
viate the congestion of people. The

speed bumps in South P feel like they
are seven inches high and every time
you go over one, you feel like your car's
suspension will fail miserably, a very
unneeded addition to the lot over the
past semester. At least they are painted
to let you know where they are now. A
ticket for parking in a completely empty
Faculty lot will run you $30, with that
price increasing if not paid within two
weeks. Meters now cost $1.50 per hour
rather than the standard $1. Residents
can onlypark in certain "zones" near
their dorms. All these plans have been
made in order to "improve the parking
situation on campus." As a freshman
commuter, you will soon learn about
the terrible parking situation on cam-
pus.

2. Admin

All crazy ideas about campus spawn
from the depths of this building. Poli-
cies, fines, payments, a dinosaur and a
small food stand, which does not take
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the meal card, can all be found within
the walls of this building. As a freshman
coming in, the place you will probably
most often be will either be the Regis-
trar, where you can plan out your next
semester of torture, or the transfer of-
fice, where you can sit around and hope
that your AP credit will be accepted for
something that's actually worth more
than "elective credits." Avoid this build-
ing as much as possible unless you
enjoy dealing with angry people or if
you like to pay lots of fines at the Bursar.

1. Food

Just when you thought that paying $8
for a hamburger from a school cafeteria
was just a thing of legend and science
fiction, it becomes a reality. If you
thought to yourself that you could live
offof $200 a semester, you will be sorely
mistaken. An average meal costs about

$7 on campus, multiply that by the 5-6
meals you will probably eat a day out of
boredom and procrastination, and you
will soon find that a more reasonable
amount of money to put on your meal
plan is "too fucking much" dollars and
"a shitload of" cents. Another thing
that really angers us, personally, is that
many of the "combo deals" at campus
eateries exclude water as a choice for a
drink. Rather than just charge you the
combo price, they'll just charge every-
thing a la carte and you'll just wind up
spending way more in the end. So just
remember kids, drinking water is good
for your health, but bad for your wallet.
Aside from a lack of choices, long lines
at horribly inconvenient times, giving
you the shits, finding a place to sit, pay-
ing too much for too little food and
many other factors make eating here
dreadful at times.

Number 1: Food Number 4: Javits 100

Number 3: Parking
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Kitchen Suite Horror
By Kelly Yu

As an incoming freshman, I was
just as anxious as the next person. I was
checking the Class of 2011 Facebook
group religiously just to see if people got
their room assignments. That was the
only thing that mattered:.my room as-
signment. I requested to be in Roth
Quad (Science in Society) because I
knew I would be in suite- style living,
but mostly because I wanted to take that
one in five chance that I would get into
Gershwin College. Why Gershwin?
Because that was one of the few build-
ings on campus where underclassmen
could live in a kitchen suite. I would
suffer the unbearably cramped rooms
for the somewhat private bathroom (al-
though, I did have to share it with five
other girls) and the coveted corner
kitchen. Each kitchen at Gershwin in-
cludes an electric stove and oven, a mi-
crowave, a sink, cabinets, a semi-long
table and really comfy booth (my
friends would stay over and sleep on

those booths). I thought about how
amazing it would be to cook some of my
meals and really hone my culinary'
skills, or lack thereof. I would have Fri-
day dinners with my friends and we

could cook together. We could be a
corny cooking family.

The day finally came. I checked my
new school address and I saw that I was
residing in Gershwin College for my
freshmen year. I let out a little scream
and thought about all the possibilities.
Who. cares if I was going to be tripled?
Who cares if my roommates were sis-
ters in the same sorority? I still had a
chance to get a kitchen suite and I was
happy about it. I say "chance" because
the only Gershwin kitchens were in the
corner suites. When I moved in, I
found out that I was luckily not tripled
and that I was indeed in a kitchen suite.
I was so excited to get the year started
so I could start using my kitchen. I
thought that I was going to have so
much fun. I was sorely mistaken.

I soon found that I did not really
have enough time to cook, nor did I
ever have enough patience to wait for

the bus to go to Pathmark every Sunday.
In fact, most of my time was happily
spent outside of my suite and my other
suitemates used the kitchen more often
than my roommate or I combined. We
were happy to surrender the kitchen to
them because within a week, the

kitchen became the part of the suite that
we avoided the most. However, eventu-
ally we were forced to go in there be-
cause it held my refrigerator hostage.
My suitemates used the kitchen, but it
seemed that only once a week, someone
took out the trash or cleaned the floors,

table, and dishes. Whenever my friends
would walk into my suite, I would tell

them to divert their eyes from the
kitchen and just walk into my room. It
was disgusting. There were dead bugs
lining the table because of our open

window, grime lined the floor, and a
tower of unwashed dishes that could
have been seen from my room across
the way. My roommate and I knew it
was not because of anything we did. We
would walk straight to our refrigerators,
heat tip our food in the microwave and
walk back to our rooms to avoid touch-

ing anything else.
The problem got so bad that we, as

a suite, needed to have a meeting to
schedule who would take out the
garbage, and when. By this point, my
dreams of kitchen grandeur were
smashed and I just wanted to have a
clean kitchen. That, I found, other than
trying to not burn anything, was the

biggest obstacle about having a kitchen
suite.

I am pretty sure that every fresh-
man that has a kitchen suite for the up-
coming year is probably foaming at the
mouth right now because you are the
few and probably the dirty. Be ready to
clean shitthat is not yours and that you
did not cause. You will have to bear
with dirtiness...everywhere. But if you
cause the mess, own up to it and clean it
because I promise you, it definitely will
not go unnoticed and you will get
bitched out for it. So while you are
using your coffeemaker to boil the
water for your ramen, remember that
you have a kitchen suite, but using a pot
is just too much of a hassle.

Oh The Places You'll See When Yc
Leave The Univer'si
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Stony Brook's Political Arena
By Alex Nagler and Allison Goldberg

This being a Presidential Election
year we decided to let the two major stu-
dent-run political groups at Stony Brook
explain their goals to you here. Get in-
volved and make Stony Brook a vibrant
political scene in the weeks leading up to
November. Enjoy.

In today's media, liberal has be-
come a dirty word, but it shouldn't be
that way. Most college students today
are liberal in their political leanings.
They feel that the government should
maintain a strong defense but a smart
offense, foster a culture of investment,
and protect the exercise of inalienable
liberties.

We at the Stony Brook College
Dems believe these things too and are
committed to upholding these beliefs
on campus. We're here to help you sink
your teeth into the political world if you
want to become active in politics or
serve as a place to discuss the world's
events if you just want to talk about pol-
itics.

This year, we plan to assist in both
national and local campaigns, helping
the New York for Obama organization
and Brian Foley's run for the 3rd State
Senate district. We hope to hold a din-
ner in the fall to raise funds to poten-
tially bring a speaker in the spring.

We meet on Tuesday evenings at
6pm in the Union Court View Lounge
(upstairs, above the dining hall). This
will hopefully change once we get an of-
ficial room. We'll host an open house on
September 16 with everyone's favorite
college treat, free pizza. Hope to see you
there.

Contact us at
StonyDems @gmail.com or look us up
on Facebook at "College Democrats at
Stony Brook"

Or, if all else fails, you can contact
your friendly College Dems President at
Alex.Nagler@gmail.com.

See you at a meeting

In this day and age, being a Repub-
lican, especially on a college campus, is

not the most popular thing to be. But
people often misunderstand what being
a Republican is. We at College Republi-

cans unite under the ideas of personal
responsibility, limited government and
the importance of a free market eco-
nomic system.

Stony Brook College Republicans is
the main group on campus that upholds
these beliefs. While our members' views
may vary slightly on different issues, we
share the common values of conser-
vatism. Since our founding six years
ago, we have been dedicated to promot-
ing the principles of the Republican
Party on campus and in the surround-
ing community. We do this by assisting
in the functioning of the Republican
Party and the election of its candidates
at all levels of government. Further-
more, we pride ourselves in developing
the political skills and leadership abili-
ties of our members in preparation for
their future involvement in both the po-
litical and local communities.

This coming year will be a big one
for the SBU College Republicans as we
prepare to assist in local and national
election campaigns. In addition, we will
be hosting conservative speakers in the
fall and spring, as well as attending
CPAC, the Conservative Political Ac-
tion Conference, in Washington D.C.

Our club meets on Thursday

evenings at 7 pm in SAC 305. Feel free
to come down during any of our meet-
ings; we're always open to new mem-

bers. We will be hosting an open house
meeting on September 18 with free

pizza. We hope to see you there!
Our club email:

SBUCRS@gmail.com
You can also check us out on our

Facebook group, College Republicans

The Stony Brook Pressa~
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Zen and the Artof Dodging Polygons

As I deftly navigate my way through
hundreds of geometric shapes, blasting
a path through the mobs closing in on
all sides, I enter a state of heightened
concentration. Time slows down, and
like Neo in The Matrix, I've learned to
bend the world to my will. But unlike
Neo, I, as the tiny crescent-shaped ship
in Geometry Wars: Retro Evolved 2 for
Xbox Live Arcade, will never truly win.
I'm overwhelmed by the onslaught, and
brought down once more.

All forms of media attempt to sim-
ulate human experiences. We're drawn
to great story-tellingbecause we want to
feel something; a romance will make us
feel love and warmth, the death of a
main character in a TV show may make
us sad, even mourn the character. But
games are an active media, and with
that comes a different set of sensations.
Imagine an Olympic athlete, focused on
nothing but winning, or a soldier run-
ning up the beach at Normandy and ac-
tually making it. The purely simple,
instinctual concentration on winning
and survival is something only games
like Geometry Wars 2 can evoke.

As games become more modern,
they tend to shy away from primal sim-
plicity. Most big-budget games attempt
to mimic cinema, providing a deep
story with emotional moments. Casual
games are typically so sedated that your
grandmother could play them. Have
you ever had a heart-pounding experi-
ence with your Wii? Muitiplayer shoot-
ers like Halo are complex enough that
you'd have to play at the professional
level and essentially be an Olympic ath-

lete anyway. Even the niche Japanese 2D
shooters that inspired Geometry Wars
are so punishingly hard that nothing
short of rote memorization and disci-
pline can conquer them. The magic of
this game is that it makes unbelievable
moments fueled on pure instinct attain-
able by a large audience in a simple $10
package .

The recipe behind Bizarre Cre-
ation's game is simple: refined controls,
clean visuals, balanced gameplay, and
hundreds of enemies. The controls
couldn't be more basic; move by aiming
the left stick, shoot with the right, and
the triggers activate emergency bombs.
The visuals are more vibrant than ever,
with vector graphics providing a vibrant

laser light show/fireworks display. The
music is fantastic, with catchy remixes
of music from past Geometry Wars
games and subtle effects like the sound
warping when you die. With six unique
modes, cleverly prominent leader-
boards, and some very cool achieve-
ments to unlock, there --are enough
options that anyone can find some-
where to excel.

But while the checklist of features is
as solid as ever, it's the design that really
shines. The game can throw hundreds
of enemies at you, with several unique
patterns, and yet it never feels unfair. At
the same time, it never makes compro-
mises - it's actually far harder than the
original Geometry Wars: Retro Evolved,

and it spends less time holding your
hand. It's in the variety of the six differ-
ent game modes that newcomers will
get through the learning curve. In
'Deadline mode,' dying goes unpun-
ished, and beginners can enjoy the full
three minutes of increasing challenge.
In 'Pacifism; the player cannot fire, and
is forced to hone their dodging skills.
'Sequence' throws twenty different chal-
lenges at you, and it's in this gauntlet
that you'll develop tactics for each
unique enemy.

That you can do all of this with four
players simultaneously is simply icing
on an addicting, drug-laced cake. Sure,
there's no online play, but it's under-
standable considering how much is
happening - the slightest lag would
completely ruin the game. My only
complaint is a lack of leaderboards for
multiplayer, as most of the drive to play
comes from besting your friend's high
scores. I found myself taking turns in
single player more often than playing
cooperatively.

Geometry Wars may be a simple
game, reminiscent of the days of Pac-
man and Galaga, when videogames
were shunned as little more than flashy
time wasters. It's certainly flashy, and
maybe a time waster, but in a sea of
games attempting Hollywood story-
telling and mostly falling flat, it's nice to
see something come along that's this
pure. There's no plot to Geometry Wars,
just pure gameplay, inciting the simplest
of human instincts: survival.
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Two Million Souls Can't Be Wrn

Back in 1999, I forged friendships
playing the original Soul Calibur on-
Dreamcast. Some came and went as in-

terest for the game waned (after nearly
two years), and some remain -good
friends today. Memories were made,
friends grew closer, hell, even a_ real
fight broke out. I look back on those
weekends, those hundreds of Soul Cal-
ibur rounds, not with rose-tinted
glasses, but crystal clarity. See, Soul Cal-
ibur was a truly amazing game. It is as
timeless as-.Super Mario Bros., as pure as
Street Fighter 2, and rarely matched,
even in its own sequels.

Nine years later, Soul Calibur IV ar-
rives to a legacy of disappointment. Soul
Calibur II did little to expand the series,
introducing arenas with walls, a handful
of new; fighters, and some retooling of
old ones. Its most noteworthy addition
was, the "guests": Todd McFarlane's
Spawn, Zelda's Link, and Tekken's Hei-
hachi were introduced as fighters in the-
Xbox, Gamecube, and PS2 versions re-
spectively. The multiplatform advertis-
ing gimmick paid off, -as the second

entry in the series went on to sell mil-
lions of copies. Unfortunately, SCII was
little more than a small evolution of the
first game, Soul Calibur: Turbo, if you
will.

It wasn't until Soul Calibur III that
we saw a mild revolution. As a PS2 ex-
clusive, I personally never had an op-
portunity to play it, though it's known
for its deep character creator. It's also
known for being less balanced and hav-
ing more technical flaws than any game
in the series. Combine that with
abysmal sales and it seemed the series
dug its own grave.

Enter Soul Calibur IV, a buffet -for,
fans, almost too much to take in, and at
times, far too desperate to please every-
one. New gameplay features include
armor that smashes to -pieces, incredi-
bly rare and flashy instant kills, and new
"just Frame" attacks that require split-
second timing to pull off. No fewer than
three single _player modes attempt to
satisfy purists newbies, and obsessive
compulsives. More' than 34 characters
appeal to anime dorks, perverts,

fetishists, and even Star Wars geeks. The
beautiful'ly smooth graphics present a
world of over-accessorized, shiny,
pointy warriors with absurd bouncing
breasts and light sabers. A deep charac-
ter creator begs the question, "Could
Ronald McDonald beat Thor in 'a
fight?" In the words of the great Clifford
B, it's, "Bigger, better, and more badassf'
Those with a penchant for -subtlety will
be left out in the cold.

Soul Calibur I Vis about picking out
the good from the bad, and ultimately
your purchase is going to depend on
what works and what doesn't. The core
gameplay hasn't changed. much since

the original. Attacks flow naturally, re-
quiring only simple button combina-
tions. A good match feels completely
tactical and psychological. It's -possible
to play mind games with your oppo-
nents and punish them for being too
predictable.

It's in the attempts to expand on the
original formula that the game falters.
"Just frames" are moves that must be ex-
ecuted within an exact frame of anima-

tion. A kick, followed by a second "just
frame" kick must be dialed in within
0.0 167 seconds 'of each other. Aimed at
the most devoted .players, who count
frames of animation and speak in code,
"just frames" do nothing but needlessly
complicate the game. Certain- charac-
ters, like Setsuka, would' be power-
houses if their best moves didn't require
robotic precision to pull off. Not to
mention Critical Finishes (one-shot
kills that can be landed on opponents
who guard too often) are rarely seen, so
rarely seen that I question their exis-
tence.

Thankfully, many additions are
welcome. The character creator is not
only one. of the more robust editors out
there, but the attention to detail show-
cases the kind of dedication rarely seen
outside Japanese studios. Eastern devel-
oper Namco has gone. out of its way to
make various outfit combinations mesh
well. It leads to some hilarious moments
in combat. Warriors lose their hats, ex-
posing- gigantic afros, or go into battle
in full teddy bear costumes. Each item

Arts ntertinmen



comes with its own stats that lead to Di-
ablo-style loot gathering and RPG ele-
ments in the single player modes. While
I couldn't skip the abysmal cut scenes
fast enough, the hunt for apparel and a
glorified version of dress-up kept me
occupied.

Being able to take my blaxploita-
tion-era Pam Grier (wielding Astaroth's
giant ax) online is what has ultimately

made Soul Calibur IV such a treat. The
search for an opponent can be frustrat-
ing at times, but matches under good
network conditions play wonderfully.
After several failed attempts at online
fighting games, this is the first game to
nail it. With the Soul Calibur generation
nine years older, it will give many of us
an opportunity to reconnect with long-
distance friends.

Extra characters like Yoda put Soul
Calibur in the mainstream spotlight.
Custom characters add to the fun with
some truly absurd creations. Soul Cal-
ibur IV's attempts to be taken seriously,
with dark, overdone characters, and
"hardcore" gameplay additions fall flat.
For Soul Calibur V, if there ever is one,
I hope Namco sticks to what they do
best. A game that maintained the core

gameplay, with lots of crazy guest fight-
ers, more customization, and smooth
online play, could compete with Smash
Bros. for the party fighting game crown.
In the meantime, this mixed bag will do
just fine.

Now We Are All Sons of Bitches
There are some that will call Braid

pretentious. The latest Xbox Live Ar-
cade offering eritainly wearsits artsy-
fartsy nature proudly. The graphics
evoke a watercolor painting, a classical
score sets the mood, and a multi-lay-
ered plot hints at a metaphor for some-

thing more sinister than anyone would
have guessed. This is a game that will
get you thinking to some degree. Braid
is a simple, Mario-esque, 2D platformer
that mixes time-related gimmicks with

a hunt for puzzle pieces. Braid is a quest
to save the princess. Braid is the story of
a man trapped in a marriage, regretful
of his mistakes, endlessly searching for
the girl of his dreams. Braid is all of
these things, and yet it may ultimately
be a metaphor for the Manhattan Proj-

ect and the creation of the nuclear
bomb. Pretentious? Sure, if pretension
is the label we put on anything that at-
tempts to set a mood, be more than the
sum of its parts, push you to think a bit,

and not treat its audience like idiots.
Braid is a game that wants to win

everyone over, without ever compro-
mising itself. Yes, it presents its plot in
large text bubbles, a storytelling tech-
nique incongruous with the videogame
medium. This plot is, though, entirely

optional. In fact, most of the game is en-
tirely optional. One could skip the plot,
blow through any levels that stump
them, and still find something to love.
Those that dig deeper will be rewarded

justly. The heart of the game is trying to
find the way to each puzzle piece. Play-
ers can rewind time at any moment,
with further time manipulation abilities
offered later on. Each ability is worked
into the puzzles in brilliant ways, which
plays with your expectations. While
even at their most mind-boggling, these
puzzles are entirely workable, and all
the more rewarding. Finding every puz-
zle piece in the game opens the final
level, and just when you think a simple
plot of love (with elements that anyone
can relate to) will come to a close, this
braid unravels further. When the game
asks you to think through its various
brainteasers, in the end it gives you bits
and pieces as a reward. This deeper plot
is itself a puzzle, with the pieces all there
before you and it is, again, entirely op-
tional.

We needmore games like Braid. As
the industry expands, I can only hope
there is a place for something like this.
In movies, this would be the equivalent
of a David Lynch film - a simplistic con-
cept surrounded by a mess of seemingly
disconnected elements, and yet they all
come together to be something more.
This is powerful, smart stuff, on an en-
tirely unpretentious level, allowing any-
one to get something out of it. Funny
how the last time I felt the power of sto-
rytelling in gaming was in Call of Duty
4, watching my character die of radia-
tion poisoning in the aftermath of a nu-
clear detonation.
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The 20th Anniversary Be-In
By Rob Gilheany

The Be-In has been happening in
Suffolk County for the past twenty years
and went for the big time this year. They
got the band shell in Shorefront Park.
They booked bands that have follow-
ings on Long Island, like Reckoning.
Twelve bands were booked at Shore-
front Park in Patchogue. Some of the
acts were False Alarm, the Sceevotz,
George and Julius, Kinky Porcupine,
Reckoning, the Dex Orphan and several
others.

In the past few years the Be-In crew
had used their events to benefit chari-
ties. The event aimed to benefit
"Friends of Shorefront Park." This char-
ity is to upgrade Shorefront Park and
keep it handicap accessible. Tim
Restivo, the Entertainment Director of
the Be-In organization, said that
"Shorefront Park is one of two public
parks in Brookhaven that is handicap
accessible."'

The Be-In is inspired by the origi-
nal Be-Ins that took place in San Fran-
cisco in 1967, the Summer of Love.
There were Be-Ins in Central Park and
Tompkins's Square Park in the late 60s.
in 1988 Scott Peterson organized a Be-
In in Wildwood State Park. For several
years Tim Restivo and Jessica Fernow,
organized Be-Ins in Wildwood Park.
They took a section of Wildwood in an
unofficial manner and did the Be-Ins
for years at that site. They gathered and
did face paintings and started inviting
acoustic acts to play. They have booked
some popular acoustic acts at the Wild-
wood site. They have booked folk music
duo, George and Julius. They do labor
and Anti-Bush songs. George is a" Stony
Brook alumni, Tent City activist, GSO
officer, former Statesman editor and
Buskin Award winner. Julius Margoilin
is a 91 year old union activist and
ornery troublemaker. They booked rad-
ical, gay, folk singer, David Brown,
along with the acoustic group 'The De-
licious Trees."

Over the years, the Be-In has ex-
perimented. It has been at South Haven
Park and Privet Property. It has been at
the Presbyterian Church in Yaphank.
That was the year they went electric.
Acoustic singer/songwriter Jay
Mankita, and several bands such and
the Blue Stream, the Dex Orphan, and
Bonny Sextons band, 1973: They blew
the joint away!

Last year, the Be-In was at Cathe-
dral Pines Park, and it went very well.
This year is the twentieth anniversary of
the Be-In. They wanted to go big. Sun-

day, August 10 was the Bandshell in
Patchogue. As the date approached it
looked like the weather may impact the
Be-In for the first time. Ticket proceeds
were split with Friends of Shorefront
Park. The Be-In has gone from being a
small happening in Wildwood Park, to
a concert featuring local Long Island.
bands. The weather started out nice.
This year the Be-In was dedicated to the
memories of Susan Blake, a peace ac-
tivist and organizer, who passed away
this past year, Mikey Layne a great
singer/songwriter and musical arranger,
who has played past Be-Ins, and Jerry
Garcia, front man for the Grateful
Dead.

Bill McNulty, a local peace and jus-
- tice activist and WUSB FM Radio host

was the M.C. of the first half. Between
acts he would spread his wisdom. The
fist act of the Be-In was False Alarm.

False Alarm is a rock band out of
Mount Sinai. They did a number of
original songs and covers of "Twist and
Shout" and the Ramones' " Blitzkrieg.
Bop" Joey Valino is the front man for
False Alarm. Joey plays" the guitar and
sings well. Theyopened the Be-In by
rocking out. False Alarm also opened
up for the Sloarfest. Tim and the Be-In'
organization booked the acts for Solar-
fest this year.

Kinky Porcupine (KP) took the
stage next. They are the Be-In crew's
house band, of sorts. Three of the four
musicians are leading members of the
Be-In organization. Kinky Porcupine
plays original grunge music. Bassist Jes-
sica Forman sings many of the band's
songs. At one point during their set, the
band's guitarist and drummer switched
instruments, and Erica sang her song
"Nicotine." KP also has a new member
of the band, lead guitarist, Brian Baru.
Brian sang an original song called
"'Mikey's With the Angels," a tribute to
Mikey Layne, who was the lead singer
and front man for Mikey and the Merry
Pranksters and Mikey and the Angels.
Mikey passed away in January, 2006. I
managed Mikey's Band for several years

They also had guest speakers at the
Be-In. Some of the guests were former
Stony Brooker, founding member of the
Red Balloon and member of the New
York Green Party Mitchell Cohen,
Aaron Kay, the legendary Yippy Pie
thrower (aka "Pie Guy") and a speaker
from Iraqi Veterans Against the War.
Mitchell Cohen spoke very well. He
made valid points in his criticism of the.
Democratic Party, he said that since
they took over Congress, they have kept
voting to continue funding the war in
Iraq. Mitch ripped both political parties
for funding the war and: pushing nu-

clear power as a solution to the global
warming crisis. He said that solar en-
ergy as a big part of the solution, point-
ing out that solar energy can be done in
a decentralized way. He warned of
Exxon's attempt to get patents on cen-
tralized solar energy to own the meth-
ods of beaming solar energy via sattlire
from outer space. "They want to beam
microwaves from space to metal plates
in the dessert," he said. He went on to
say that the market system is incapable
of providing the environmental solu-
tions that we need.

Aaron Kay, the Yippy Pie Guy, is
know for publicly putting pies in the
faces of CIA director William Colbey,
NYC Mayor Abe Beam, San Danial
Patrick Moynehan, Anita Bryant, Andy

Warhol, William F. Buckley, Randall
Terry and many others. Pie Guy's talk
took a more rambling quality to it. He

called the two major candidates for
President "Obamanation" and "Elmer
Fudd." He said it was nice to be out in
"Sore-Fuck county" and that every four
years it is more of the same. We have to
make demands, he said, and that his
personal demand is that every one who

has been arrested, ticketed harassed or
otherwise put through the system for
marijuana, get reparations. Pie Guy
spoke of his friend and fellow yippy

traveler Dana Beal, who is a long time
proponent of ibomogane. Ibomogane,
some say can break the addiction peo-
ple suffer from heroin and cocaine.

"The Death Drugs," Kay calls them. He
said that the government stole $1,500
from Dana Beal that was meant for pro-
moting Ibomogane. At one point in
Kay's talk, an officer from the Be-In
crew went on stage an said something
to him. He said that he was told to tune

it down. Pie Guy has freespeech, he was
not doing anything illegal, and was in-
vited. He has actually mellowed in his
old age. Pie Guy ended his talk by ask-
ing the crowd for rent money went on

about his landlord.
Blacklisted and the Banned took

the stage then. This is Sonny Meadow's
band. Sonny Meadows is a Vietnam vet-
eran turned peace activist. He does
bluesy and folk rock songs. His songs
have heavy messages and are delivered
with great humor. Sonny sang a song
about choices young people had to

make during the Vietnam War. He told
the crowd not to make the mistakes he
made. Sonny sang "Sixty thousand of us
died/ two million of them did fall/ the
only way we make sense of it all/ is by
writing names on walls." He also said,
"When it come to tolerance, we are
weak" so he did his-song called "Ass-
holes Are People, Too"

Our old friends George and Julius
took the stage, again. They-opeiedwith
an IWW song book standard, "The
Preacher and the Slave" George did one

of his many songs about George W.
Bush, a parody of "O1' Susanna" that
rips into Dubya. I guess George is going
to have to get a new batch of songs in
five months.

Then it was time for some rock and
roll. The Skeevots took the stage. They
played a strong set of good rock and roll
music. Their drummer back in the 70s
played in a little band called "The Bay
City Rollers." Illuminati Murdock also
played and they did their great Jame

trippy set. The crowd danced in front of
the stage.

The weather that was going to
threaten the event was'later poised to do
just that. If Snoop Dog were there, he
would have his umbrella. It was drizzlin'
Thunder was on the horizon and the
decision was made to cut the Shorefront

Park event short and take it to Fadeley,
a bar in Patchogue. They were planning
to go there later on for the after event
festivities. People were heading to the
bar but I only had twenty-five dollars in
my pocket. I went home.
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Hip: McCarren Pool (7/27/08)
By Jonathan Singer

After hanging out with punks at an
ABC No Rio Punk/Hardcore Matinee, I
thought I'd hang out with hipsters at a
McCarren Park Pool Party. The show in
Williamsburg was free and the bill in-
cluded The Ting Tings, Black Moth
Super Rainbow and MGMT. I packed
my pair of Wayfarers and hopped on the
'L' to Bedford Avenue.

Arriving at 12:30 a.m. was a good
idea; entry to the venue was granted on
a first come first serve basis. Apparently
hipsters have no regard for rules, be-
cause a "rogue line" formed on the other
side of the pool's entrance, creating two
lines that would funnel patrons into the
abandoned pool turned music venue.

I didn't mind the wait, or the
lengthy lightning delay that occurred
after a set of dark clouds moved in from
New Jersey. After all, it was a "scene" to
be at one of these Pool Parties, and I was
able to be a "scenester," albeit for just
one day. I made friends with a group of
hipsters, offering to share some of my
umbrella space, but not in exchange for
marijuana.

For some reason everyone put their

umbrellas away when The Ting Tings
took the stage. I guess it's fun to get wet
at a concert, although I don't go to
enough concerts to begin with. At a
larger (and not free) event one month
earlier, the guy from Modest Mouse al-
most got struck by lightning.

The girl from The Ting Tings,
along with the guy performed a solid
power-pop set, reminding me that the
UK definition of "pop music" is vastly
different from the US definition. As a
two-piece, the singer was visibly un-
comfortable through numerous techni-
cal errors on stage. But the drummer
was as chill as ever. Decked out in red
Wayfarers despite the cloud cover, he
had no trouble keeping a beat to what-
ever pre-recorded tracks they would
play.

It wouldn't hurt the band if they got
some more members, as relying on
canned back up music is lame. A Ting
Ting's record is a multi-track success,
mixing catchy vocals with drums, gui-
tars and synthesizers. Why not hire
some more musicians to play Moogs on
stage? You can dress them up as chick-
ens if you wanted to.

On the subject of analog synthesiz-
ers, I was looking forward to the second
act, Black Moth Super Rainbow. The

Moth's use 1990s synthesizers. I don't
know where they get their equipment
from, and the band took a risk by play-
ing on a day with rain. Or, perhaps, they
shouldn't have played at all.

I had seen Black Moth Super Rain-
bow before at an album release party for
Dandelion Gum. That show was a lot
less boring than Sunday's McCarren
performance. Some kids put in a good
effort when they started dancing, but
the crowd wouldn't respond. It was hard
to dance when every song sounded the
same and this was the point that I real-
ized. Every Black Moth Super Rainbow
song sounds the same. The band's
singer sings into a voice modulator,
making him sound like a robot on every
single song. Perhaps the band's lyrics are
deep, but a lot of people can't under-
stand them.

But, hey, at least I stayed for the
headliners, MGMT, formerly known as
The Management. I have a bad mem-
ory, but I saw The Management more
than two and a half years ago, and their
top song was their current mainstream
hit, "Time to Pretend." I left before they
got to play that song. When I saw Man-
agement the first time, they opened for
Of Montreal as a two-piece. Unlike the
aforementiohed Ting Tings, MGMT

pulled off the two-man show with style,
turning the stage into a mini-studio,
showing the audience how to make
beats on a drum machine while playing
with multiple instruments.

I must have missed the memo when
MGMT tuned into a psychedelic rock
group because that's who ended up tak-

ing the stage on Sunday afternoon.
Once again all the songs sounded

the same, except for their hit "Electric
Feel;'," which sounded like radio single. I
found myself waiting patiently for the
set to end, figuring that it would be dis-
respectful to leave in the middle. I was
also part of the sea of people gathered
in front of the stage and mobility was
kept to a minimum.

But when I saw two guys plowing
through the crowd with "excuse me," I
followed them out. I got a chance to ex-
plore the rest of the pool party, which
featured advertisements for Scion, Red
Bull, Fuze and some open space shit. I
didn't even buy a t-shirt on my way out
and I love t-shirts. That gave me the rest
of the day to enjoy being a scenester in
Williamsburg.

Hopefully my review of Sunday's
concert wasn't too pretentious. I can't
wait for my freedom scarf to arrive"

Hipper: McCarren Pool Part II (81
-You're from Atlanta, a city more makes them VIPs at the McCarren Pool

By Jonathan Singer known for southern rap than for garage Party. Now I find myself in some high-

Rock the Pool
Apparently I'm cool enough to

score press credentials to the upcoming
(free) Black Lips concert at McCarren
park pool. Special thanks to **** ***
**** ********* for setting up the deal. If

no one is bluffing, here are some ques-
tions I have for.the band. Feel free to
comment with your own questions, I
just might end up asking them.

-Last summer you guys took a trip
to Israel/Palestine, and apparently the
merch sold on your website is sold in
pounds. How popular are The Black
Lips overseas, compared to your popu-
larity in the US? Why is it that many
American indie rock bands become
popular in Europe before they garner
mainstream success at home? What's it
like to be part of that scene?

-You're playing at McCarren Park in
Williamsburg, Brooklyn, arguably the
Mecca for hipster culture. Today's show
is free, and is supported by (insert com-
panies on concert day). What do you
think of the commercialization of this
subculture?

rock. What's it like to be a garage rock
band from Atlanta?

More questions to be posted...

class area where beer costs two dollars
instead of six. In a neighborhood where
everyone thinks they are better than

Hipster musician with COOL SUNGLASSES

The VIP Area
Apparently a lot of other people

were cool enough to get on the list that

everyone else, I feel better than all the
suckers who had to wait on the long line
for regular admission. But the concert
is free to begin with.

108)
I see groupies with funny sun-

glasses; I think they'll have more access
to black lips than the amount I get. The
problem is that I don't really know what
the black lips look like. All these people
look the same.

Roman and I interviewed some of
the hipsters waiting outside before the
show. "We're not pretentious, we come
for the artists," said one patron. "I don't
think anyone should try to outcool any-
one else," said another, a 25-year-old
resident of Williamsburg who rents her
living arrangements as opposed to own-
ing them.

More on this scene later...

Some Time Later
It's some time later and the VIP area

is as packed as ever. King Kahn is cur-
rently on stage to the right of me. I
know that Kahn is Persian, but the rest

of his back-story is messed up. One guy
told me it's Kahn's first US performance
in 12 years. A fellow VIPer said that he
recently performed another show here
in New York City. According to Kahn
himself, the singer is from Montreal.

He performs like a madman. Sure,
he encourages the crowd to throw
garbage on stage, so that King Kahn and
his shrines (the band) get pelted with
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plastic beer cups.
The music is reminiscent of James

Brown, but with more cursing. Then
again, I wasn't around for James Brown.
At least in 40 years I can say I was at one
of those McCarren park pool shows in
Williamsburg...

Deerhunter
Apparently this article that I'm

writing is more about the scene at this
concert than the music. Deerhunter just
finished their set, and (gasp) they have
a girl in the band! Like any larger out-
door venue, the sound quality isn't the
greatest, but I was still able to hear
Deerhunter's ambient grooves. In fact,
some of the music made me zone out,
and I found myself wandering aimlessly
around this municipal pool turned con-
cert venue. By the time I snapped out of

Lips are up next, and I will try to bag
a hipster girl before this show is over.

Black Lips
This is the last season for Mc-

Carren pool parties. According to
some dude who spoke on stage, next
year the city's going to fill the empty
pool with "some sort of liquid." Since
they gave out VIP creds like crazy, I
wasn't sure who the dude was.

But for the time being, I have In-
ternet on my phone, which means
that I can update this journal AS
THE BLACK LIPS ARE PLAYING.
While I won't have the chance to ask
the band my Atlanta question, I don't
think it matters because ONE OF
THE GUITAR PLAYERS WEARS A
GRILL ON HIS TEETH, just like a
true ATL gangsta.

King Kahn (left) and two of his Shrines.

The "scene" at the concert

it Deerhunter had upped the ambience
for their finale, doing that hip thing
where you play your electric guitar di-
rectly in front of the amplifier. Then the
girl guitar player did cartwheels and
flashed her underwear. That peepshow
made me feel bad to be single. Black

And the music doesn't suck either.
The grill player commented about rock
music having synthesizers, priding the
fact that his band is two guitars, bass
and drums. No turntables...

Thanks Kip
The "media credentias" I thought I

was going to get ended up being bull-
shit. So I didn't get to interview any of
the bands, although I did have a quick
run in with King Kahn: He snubbed me
off because he was late for sound check.
Then he handed me a flyer for some
after-party that I obviously didn't go to.

Sorry if I seemed delusional for the
past few days, I genuinely thought I had
something going when I created a really
fancy letterhead and sent a professional
sounding e-mail to some guy named
Kip, Kip put my name on the VIP list,
which gave me access to the VIP area.
But the talent was confined to an area
within the VIP area, a space that was
guarded by very un-hip looking jacked
security officers.

That left me wondering how all the
other people got into the VIP area. Two
of the people I talked to claimed to be
freelance journalists/photographers.

Maybe Brooklyn Vegan was there,
but I don't know what Brooklyn Vegan
looks like. At least Roman got access to
the photo pit in front of the stage. But

he couldn't get on stage like some other
photographers.

For some reason ]-found Damon in
the VIP area. What's up, Damon?

The concert itself was mediocre;
The Black Lips were really fucking loud
but played some pretty catchy tunes in

style. Maybe it was because they had a
good amount of hot chicks on stage
with them. I have no idea how those
women got passes to be on stage. I don't
want to call today's McCarren Pool
Party one big hipster circle jerk, but
today's McCarren Pool Party was one
big hipster circle jerk. Fuck you and
your fucking scene, but at least it was
fun to go into Brooklyn on a Sunday.
Maybe my writing talents will land me a
high paying job so I can afford one of
those new half million dollar condos
that are being built in Williamsburg.
Hooray

Hip/expesnive condominiums in WilliamsburgThe "scenesters" that make up the "scene"
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The 2008 SB Film Festival
A Not-So-Comprehensive Overview
By Andrew Fraley and Iris Lin

I came into this film festival with
extremely low expectations. I saw only
one movie at last year's festival, called
All the Days Before Tomorrow, or some-
thing stupid like that. You will not have
heard of this movie, because it was
awful, and has most assuredly been lost
in the abyss of mediocre, unreleased
garbage. Needless to say, I wasn't par-
ticularly looking forward td this year's
festival. My opinions quickly changed
within the opening scenes of the first
movie I saw, a little known movie from
India called Amal.

The movie revolves around the tit-
ular character, Amal Kumar, the last
honest autorickshaw driver in New
Delhi, maybe even India. Scratch that;
the world. Inheriting his autorickshaw
from his late father, Amal has dedicated
himself to a life of trustworthy au-
torickshawing. With his magnanimity
and uncompromising integrity, Amal is
a favorite among autorickshaw drivers,
and keeps busy with his list of regular

customers, including a young shop- life to acting as a karmic test for every-
keeper, Pooja, with whom he's madly in body he meets. Basically he just acts like
love. an asshole and sees how the person will

This is an autorickshaw, in case you didn't know.

Enter G.K Jayaram, an old wan-
derer who seems to have dedicated his

react. Young Amal doesn't fall for his
shenanigans and passes his test with fly-

ing colors. You find out later that G.K
is an eccentric millionaire, and on his

death- bed he bequeaths his entire for-
tune to the unknowing Amal.

What follows is the engrossing race
to notify Amal of his new circum-
stances, before the 30-day deadline. The

machinations of Jayaram's kids, Amal's
chance encounters and every event's

seemingly fated interconnectedness all
culminate in an ending that felt tragic,
yet surprisingly satisfying.

Writer/Director Richie Mehta does
an excellent job of setting the scene is
this film. I often had the feeling that I
was riding in the back of Amal's au-
torickshaw, in the busy streets of New
Delhi. The cinematography immerses
viewers in the heart of New Delhi, and
gives the city a close personal feeling.
Maybe it's the absorbing nature of the
city, but it is a pretty badass place. The
acting also helps make this endearing
film so believable. Rupinder Nagra is
perfect as the loveable and noble Amal,
and the other actors lend their talents to
the film's credibility. If you can, I highly
recommend getting a hold of this
movie. It's a good'un.

The next movie I saw came as the
third movie of that day, the first being
Amal. I opted to skip the in between
movie, Children of Glory, but that was a
serious misjudgment. Children of Glory
won the audience choice award for the
best feature of the festival at the closing
awards ceremonies. On Broadway, the
movie I saw instead, didn't win any-
thing.

On Broadway is about a ,young
Irish-American in Boston who, inspired
by the unfortunate death of his uncle,
decides to write a play about Irish
wakes. It stars Joey McIntyre of New
Kids on the Block fame, and an equally
famous supporting cast. At first glance,
the movie appears to be a new addition
to the tried-and-true genre of the Irish-
American eerican experience. Much like Good

Will Hunting, Gone Baby Gone and, to a
lesser extent, Celtic Pride, On Broadway
makes a similar appeal to the niche au-
dience of the Boston Irish-American
brotherhood experience movies. But
somewhere along the way, it sort of
misses the point. It falls short of being
the next Good Will Hunting, or even the
next Celtic Pride, for a number of rea-
sons.

The first was the acting. While Joey
McIntyre was an excellent early 90's pop
icon, he can't really hold the lead role of

Jack O'Toole on his own. Helping him unbelievable was the Barry character, welcome reliefs. included O'Toole's
is Eliza Dushku, as Lena Wilson. She another actor who magically appears at brother, Rolie O'Toole (the catholic
conveniently arrives in the bar O'Toole the bar to offer his services. Played by priest), played by Guts' Mike O'Malley,
frequents and just as conveniently offers Peter Giles, an Alan Tudyk wannabe, and cameo appearances by Will Arnett
to be in his play. Her performance Barry was probably the worst character and Amy Poehler.

The second was the play itself. They
showed parts of it all throughout the

movie, and a soundless montage to-
wards the end of the movie, and it

just didn't seem believable. In the

end, you're left viondering why
everyone made such a big deal out of
a very lackluster play. The produc-

tion faced all the usual trials and
tribulations, including Barry not

. " learning any of his lines. Yet, all the
pieces fell together at the very end;

..... n. bthe bar where they were holding the

play packed full of people, Barry in-

stantaneously learned all his lines
and everyone had a grand old time.
It all just seemed very contrived.

In all, On Broadway had its mo-

ments. There was the occasional

funny scene from O'Malley or Ar-
nett, and every so often the dialog

would hit its intended mark. But
xthese moments were few and far be-

Even the actors look distressed over their poor film. tween, and it was hard to reconcile
them with the glaring flaws of the
movie. There was a reason On Broad-

seemed phoned in, and her character in the movie. O'Toole's wife was also way didn't win any awards: it wasn't par-

was completely unbelievable. Equally unremarkable and forgettable. The few ticularly good.
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This was one of the movies I eagerly lead to her family nearly tearing itself drome. As if this wasn't completely ob-ayyIwssuhnati

anticipated. Starring the younger mem- apart, her classmates lhating her and her vious by the very stereotypical way they ltonwe h eouin

ber of the prodigial Fanning family, Elle 
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weird obsessive rituals. Gosh, this
seems familiar; nervous tics, vocal out-
bursts, if only the movie would let the

audience know what plagues poor
Phoebe. The one escape Phoebe finds is

in a school production of Alice in Won-

derland, where she lands the lead role of
Alice. Her efforts in the play, and the
guidance of her unconventional drama
teacher, provide brief moments of san-

ity. Her problems, however, eventually

Tic, tic, tic, tic, tic, tic, tic, tic, tic.

drama teacher getting fired.
Spoiler alert: it's Tourette's Syn-

limactic
as, "hey,
This rev-
roblems
ier nerv-
n't mean
hey re as

er family
nymore!
when it

ent did a
ndrome
vie about

it.
Phoebe did have its moments. Elle

Fanning lives up to her family name and
plays the very believable part of a young
girl with severe Tourette's. Bill Pullman

also makes an appearance as Phoebe's
father. Pullman does an excellent im-
pression of George C. Scott, which was
great. If only he'd said, "Ow! My groin!"

portray the disease in this movie. And
why was this revelation the movie's twist

Broken bonds and betrayal are

themes commonly explored in films.
Blood Brothers, written by Alexi Tan,
Dan Jiang and Tony Chan and directed
by Alexi Tan, tests the strength of broth-
erhood between three young men: Ah
Feng (Daniel Wu) and his two friends,

the brothers Da Gang ( Ye Liu) and Xiao
Hu (Tony Yang). The three friends, dis-
satisfied with their simple lives out in

the countryside, decide to leave their
cozy predictable homes to seek their

fortunes in Shanghai. They are quickly
disillusioned as they find themselves
working menial jobs, pulling rickshaws
and waiting ontables. However, disap-
pointment only lasts until drastic events
take them down a path they would
never have imagined. Violence and
vengeance escalate in an unstoppable

cycle until the "brothers" are destroyed.
Neither is the story that unique nor

are the characters especially intriguing.

The friendship between Feng, Gang and
Hu is only briefly developed in the be-
ginning and not firmly established. As

His name is Mark, don't fuck with him.

a result, it is difficult to appreciate the
ties they share and the full impact as
those ties are broken. At times, the char-

acters are predictable but the actors do
a good job keeping audiences attached.

Stylistically speaking, the film is

beautiful in terms of costume and set
design. The setting is Shanghai in the
1930s and the glamour and glitz is eas-
ily visible, all the while concealing
darker and dirtier aspects of the city.
The final shoot out scene is certainly

eye catching and very dramatic.
It's interesting to note that the orig-

inal Chinese title of the film is Tian

Tang Kou, literally translates to "Gate to
Heaven." The night club where the three
brothers eventually meet their downfall
is called Tian Tang, which also trans-
lates to "Paradise."'

Camille, the closing film of this

year's Stony Brook Film Festival, is cer-
tainly a multifaceted movie. On the sur-
face it appears to be a bizarre fantasy
with rainbow colored horses and girls
with hot pink hair. However, the film is
not easily defined as it also falls into the

horror, comedy and romance genres.

Written by Nick Pustay and directed by
Gregory MacKenzie, Camille is a story
about a young newlywed couple on

their way to Niagara Falls for their hon-

eymoon. At the start of the film the two
main characters are rather one-dimen-

sional. Camille (Sienna Miller) is a
blushing bride full of perky smiles and a

buoyant cheerfulness that can't be con-
tained. Unfortunately, her husband,
Silas (James Franco) does not share her
enthusiasm about their honeymoon. In

fact his dour expression and frequent
grimaces suggest that he has little en-

thusiasm for their marriage. Eventually,
Camille catches on to Silas' attitude, but
refuses to give up Niagara Falls, believ-

Her hair is read and the horse is blue. Loco!

ing it will magically strengthen and save
their marriage before it's barely begun.

Although their characters don't dis-
play much depth at this point in the
film, Miller and Franco play their parts
well. Miller radiates innocence and
sweet sincerity, but adds just enough

self-absorption and superficiality that

we find Camille's upbeat energy grating
at times. It's understandable why Silas is
disgusted and frustrated with Camille's
constant chatter. Franco conveys this
exasperation with pained, yet humorous
facial expressions, which at the same
time make Silas seem harsh and uncar-
ing.

Over the course of extraordinary
events, which involve polaroid pictures,
motorcycle helmets with tiger ears,
cowboys, formaldehyde, wigs and po-
lice chases, the characters grow and ma-
ture. Camille and Silas endure through

the incredible and unlikely circum-
stances thrown at them. I didn't know
what to expect when the film began but
by the end I was smiling and left the
theatre feeling good.
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