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Typographical Note
The text of The Blue and White is set in Bodoni 
Old Face, which was revived by Günter Gerhard 
Lange based on original designs by Giambattista 
Bodoni of Parma (active 1765–1813). The display 
faces are Weiss and Cantoria.

stablished as it was in the 
1890’s, The Blue and White 
knows about a few things 
about being old school, literally 
speaking. Of course, nowadays 

the term “old school” means something alto-
gether different, and despite the generally 
happy co-existence of both old schools on 
campus, there is nevertheless an element of 
humor to it all: we are equally at home dis-
cussing Cicero and Snoop Dogg. With that in 
mind, your friends at The Blue and White have 
undertaken a casual canvassing of things old 
school, in both meanings of the phrase. 

Readers curious about the Columbia of old 
are encouraged to check out this number’s 
Curio, wherein a treat from days of old  
awaits. One tradition that has survived the 
test of time is the swimming requirement, 
which is examined with intermittent amuse-
ment and frustration by Isaac Kohn in “The 
Drowned and the Saved.” And for a quaff of 
spirits truly old, drop in on Mephiscotcheles 
and Booze Hum. 

Those seeking the new old school are cer-
tain to enjoy Elisa Barquin’s profile of Dave 
Gudis in Campus Characters. And Erica 
Grieder is sure to delight with “Gin and 
Juice,” a new installment in the adventures 
concerning a certain gentleman and cowboy 
introduced in the last number. Also, be sure 
to check out Measure for Measure, as good 
poetry is at once old and new. 

The poet John Ashbery once ended a novel 
with the word “foehn,” knowing that when 
his readers turned to their dictionaries, they 
would be closing one book and opening 
another. These words, too, mark both a clos-
ing and an opening: when next you pick up 
an issue of The Blue and White , it will have 
passed from the ink-stained hands of its 
current Editor-in-Chief to the trusty hands 
of Craig Hollander, C’04. To Mr. Hollander, 
then, and the readers of The Blue and White , a 
toast to happy endings and beginnings. 
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Dave Gudis
“Yo, your boy is niiiiice!” Dave Gudis, C’03, is 
so fresh that even his fans have fans. 

When Gudis took the stage at the Apollo 
Theater last month, it took the crowd a long 
stunned minute to realize that the white kid 
on stage holding the microphone was the 
one producing the pumping house music and 
old school tunes…with only his mouth. The 
minute passed and they were up out of their 
chairs, as much into the beats themselves as to 
their unlikely source. 

Dave, or MC Squared to his fans, had taken 
first place in four rounds of the Apollo’s 
Amateur Night Competition by the time I 
made it uptown. The show I saw, which was 
subsequently televised nationwide, was a 
showcase of the season’s most popular acts 
(and a few really unpopular ones, giving the 
restless audience a the chance to boo at least 
a couple of acts off the stage). Despite what 

he described as “a ruthless crowd,” Dave man-
aged to win the house’s raucous approval, and 
eventually, the night’s competition. 

His season of stardom at the Apollo may 
be over, but Dave’s beatboxing career is still 
going strong. From his humble beginning as 
“MC Squared the Math Rapper,” for a high 
school presentation, and the admonitions of 
his parents to “stop that clicking sound,” Dave 
has nursed his talent into an art. Over the past 
four years he has performed all over the city—
you’ve no doubt seen his many performances 
being rebroadcast on CUTV. He even took his 
talents to international audiences while study-
ing abroad in Salamanca, Spain. “Hago ritmos 
con mi boca…” he told the Spanish DJ, trying 
to explain his untranslatable talent. 

Though Dave is passionate about hip hop 
and beatboxing (he has written a lengthy 
research paper on the latter, which he prints 
out for me in all seriousness: contemporary 
debate locates the first beatboxer, I learn, 
somewhere between Doug E. Fresh and Buffy 
from the Fat Boys…) he has managed to find 
time at Columbia to complete pre-med studies 
and a concentration in math, while checking 
his e-mail every five to ten minutes. Highly 
compassionate, eager to become a doctor and 
already accepted to several medical schools, 
Dave’s ambitious future plans don’t exclude a 
beatboxing career. “I have no plans of stop-
ping,” he says without hesitation. Perhaps 
future B&W readers can look forward, then, 
to a Campus Characters follow-up on David 
Gudis ‘03, MC MD? 

–EB

Jax Russo
If you have ever been to Butler Library, 

1020, Ferris Booth, or The Spectator office, 
chances are you’ve met Jacqueline Marie 
Cecilia Russo, C’04. Don’t bother learning 
those names—her friends call her “Jax,” and 
she considers you a friend. 

Campus Characters
You might not know the following figures—but you should. In Campus Characters, our newest feature, 

The Blue and White introduces you to a handful of Columbians who are up to interesting and 
extraordinary things, and whose stories beg to be shared. If you’d like to suggest a Campus Character, 
send us an e-mail at: theblueandwhite@columbia.edu.

While Jax is involved in more extracurricu-
lar activities than she can remember, she is 
best known for being Columbia’s most social 
butterfly, fluttering around in a quixotic quest 
to befriend everyone at Columbia, in New 
York, and, perhaps, the world. An extrovert 
to the extreme, she acts as though she had 
been deprived of human contact during her 
childhood. As a first-year, Jax soon realized 
that she had to develop a system to keep track 
of her many acquaintances. She created an 
online mailing list, which started with 174 
subscribers and has since blossomed to more 
than 350. In addition to displaying creative 
new ways to use the exclamation point (the 
signature on her e-mails reads: Jax!), she 
keeps her subscribers informed about every-
thing from special events to birthdays. In 
her latest mailing, for example, Jax exclaims: 
“Congratulations to Amit Melwani for being 
the one of 400 APPLICANTS to land a job at 
one of the prestigious IB Firms! YAY AMIT!”

Some interpret Jax’s mailing list as a ploy to 
win friends. Others liken her gregariousness 
to a politician shaking dirty hands or kissing 
ugly babies. On this point, I will remain firm: 
Jax is not trying to win a popularity contest. 
Rather, it is her sincerity that makes her a 
Campus Character. To Jax, her subscribers are 
not just e-mail addresses; they are her friends. 
As she does before every holiday, prior to 

winter break Jax invited all her subscribers 
to spend Christmas with her family in Long 
Island. She wrote: “As always, anyone who 
would like to is welcome to the Russo house 
for the Christmas Holiday! My mom will be 
cooking, and Christmas dinner at my house 
is traditionally better than Thanksgiving…all 
are welcome!!” For those who know Jax, there 
is no doubt that her invitation was genuine. 
In fact, several subscribers did celebrate 
Christmas with the Russos. And, if every sub-
scriber sent her an RSVP, there simply would 
have been several hundred more stockings 
hanging in the Russo house. 

Jax is our friendly neighborhood socialite. 
Demonstrating hospitality that would put 
Homer’s Penelope to shame, she adamantly 
refuses to lock her dorm room, welcoming 
anyone to use her computer, fridge, televi-
sion, and vast movie collection without ask-
ing permission. She’s organized bi-weekly 
aerobic workout sessions on her floor, and 
her next project is to host potluck dinners 
every other Thursday night in her room. 
Is she crazy? Yes, about her friends!!! –CH

Illustrated by Paul Heyer

Illustrated by 
Arlen Austin

“We’ll just stay in your room, 
honey.”

www.columbia.edu/cu/reshalls/
graduation

Don’t let this happen to you.

Book Carman Hall Parents’ 
Graduation Housing for May 18-21

For rates, regulations, and listings of 
other nearby accommodations,

visit
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Callie Jones
Calvert Jones’ curly locks still have their 

recently-showered sheen. However, her fingers 
have begun to threaten this follicular order as 
she shifts awkwardly in one of the Butler lab’s 
coveted swivel chairs. Today, Jones, C’03, tells 
me, she has become unsatisfied with her daily 
activity; she is concerned with her comport-
ment. While her thoughts are not as soaked 
through with Heidegger as they once were, 
she nevertheless suspects that she is, perhaps, 
not alive to her surroundings; perhaps too 
much of her environment has become mere 
equipment. Such concerns are not only some-
what mysterious, but also surprising; I know 
of no person whose comportment exudes as 
much lively curiosity or whose intellect is so 
loaded with creative tension.

These sorts of concerns seemed very dis-
tant when Callie was in the throes of her 
semester-long love affair. East Berlin was in 
equal proportions the eminently challenging 
and exceedingly accommodating paramour. 
The unstable patchwork of the woebegone 
city was the site on which Callie plumbed 
the corpulent German culture and probed 
the absurd curiosities of the German lan-
guage. Unwilling to let remarkable events 
go unrecorded, she composed a memoir of 
her Teutonic spring that is currently awaiting 
publication.

The memoir stands alongside a body of 
work that ranges from discussions of Kant’s 
transcendental ideal in the original German 
to the Java code for a highly marketable piece 
of ATM firmware. Callie’s intellectual quiver 
contains no distinct arrows for each of her 
disciplines. Thus, in her EC single you will 
find trophies commemorating her victories in 
the mock trial courtroom alongside the vol-
umes of Thomas Mann, V.S Ramachandran, 
and Ludwig Wittgenstein. In her most ambi-
tious shot yet, her senior thesis aims to pro-
mulgate and adjudicate the complex dilemmas 
of computer ethics 

Back in Butler, I try to make myself useful 
in Callie’s endeavor to dig out the roots of 
her current angst. Attempting to speak in the 
unfamiliar jargon of continental philosophy, 
I suggest that perhaps she should just free 

herself from the confines of Dasman . Her 
disarming smile informs me of my naïveté 
and simultaneously forgives me for it. The 
explanations I would need in order to engage 
in this dialectic will have to wait for another 
time. For now, Callie has lost interest in dis-
cussing her own transient malaise and 
has begun to prod 

me enthusiastically about the details of my 
own daily activity. “When was the last time 
you made a moral decision?” she asks. “Do 
you ever really reason morally?” The pace of 
the conversation waxes as she tests the argu-
ment of her senior thesis against my deontic 
behavior. As we take the walk to Pinnacle for 
midnight coffee, I am once again struck that 
such an agile construction—the one striding 
confidently beside me—might assess her own 
comportment to be unsatisfactory. 

—JM

Graduation continued on page 

A fair number of my friends and neighbors, 
being either in school or at least familiar 

with the concept, have expressed their desire 
to read more about this peculiar institution. 
Being curious myself, I agreed to investigate, 
but rather than roving (who has the time!) I 
withdrew to my garret and picked apart my 
own tawdry experience. After a good many 
spasms of nostalgia and regret, I eked out 
this true account, padded it with conjecture, 
fabrication, and pop philosophy, and sent it to 
my editor. He published it to the great relief 
of my friends and neighbors and to the deep 
chagrin of my girlfriend’s cat, which has been 
left out of the story entirely. 

Cynically speaking, I remember my school 
years as an orgy of bad advice hooted by older 
people in positions of authority. Occasionally 
there was an actual moment of truth, like 
when Mrs. Jordan told our 3rd grade class not 
to eat Elmer’s Glue. But one brilliant admoni-
tion could hardly redeem her entire profes-
sion. Lucky for them, it only took six more 
years for a second brilliant piece of advice to 
come along.

If I remember correctly, and in all prob-
ability I do not, this second epiphany took 
place in the spring of my fourteenth year. It 
was then that, standing next to the lima bean 
trays on a cloudy May day, my ninth grade 
Biology teacher Mr. Price let us in on a little 
secret. “When you graduate,” he said, “if you 
remember two percent of what you learned in 
school, consider yourselves lucky.” I tell you, 
I have never heard anything more reassuring 
in my life. 

Back in junior 
high, everyone 
needed to be reas-
sured. That first 
September, we left 
behind the cozy 
world of prime 
numbers, vocabu-
lary quizzes and 

art classes to find our schedules laden with a 
host of gibberish-like aberrations—geometry, 
trigonometry, chemistry, wood shop. All these 
Greek roots at a time when our hormones 
were sizzling, our voices were squeaking, and 
our parents were fast becoming intolerable 
bores.

What would junior high have been like with-
out Saved By the Bell and The Wonder Years? 
Two, maybe three, of us would have made it 
out alive. It didn’t matter whether yours was 
an inner city public school or a suburban pri-
vate academy. No quantity of caviar lunches 
and polo lessons could save your pimpled 
face from ridicule by the cutest, most rapidly 
developing young vixen in the class.

How quickly we lost our innocence! Forging 
permission slips, skipping class and other 
dark arts were unknown to us in elementary 
school. There, it was all puzzles and games, 
trips and activities, book reports and diora-
mas. We walked to the cafeteria in lines. 
Lines! At least I had the good fortune of 
spending first and second grade at PS #45 
in Kishinev, Moldova. Boy, those Moldovans 
didn’t fool around. In second grade, we 
learned decimals and ran 5 kilometers twice a 
week. After lunch, they taught us how to sew 
wallets. So maybe I hadn’t much innocence to 
lose in the first place.

In any case, I grew to prefer the States. In 
America, elementary school was fun. There 
was a little cubby for your winter coat, a 
playground full of friendly hobos, and a 
girls’ room you could push your shy friends 
into. The buses were yellow, as were the juice 
boxes and that big bird that taught letters 
on TV. 

Even now, a week doesn’t go by without 
my wishing to be Billy Madison, to bring the 
hindsight of an adult to the carefree life of 
a child. In college, I grew immeasurably. I. 
Learned. So. Much. I reached my frontiers, 
redrew my boundaries, and populated my 
world with good folks (as the Prez sez). But 
there’s a million ways to go in life, and who 

A Career Comes to a Close
by Alex Angert

Illustrated 
by Bora Mici

Illustrated by Danielle D’Onfro
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The Blue J likes to keep her eye on all 
things extracurricular. Recently, she dis-

covered that The Columbia Daily Spectator 
has a policy that forbids any member of its 
Executive Board from being on the E-Board 
of another club. Although The Spectator is to 
be commended for so vigilently protecting its 
journalistic integrity, one of the regrettable 
effects of requiring students to spectate is that 
it drastically limits The Spec staff ’s involvement 
in other clubs. Yet, Blue J doesn’t blame The 
Spectator for this. She realizes that Columbia’s 
rigorous academic workload makes it dif-
ficult for students to assume leadership roles 
in multiple organizations. The Spec’s policy 
simply ensures that its E-Board members are 
not over-committed and can devote all of their 
attention to breaking news, roving reporting, 
and flawless copyediting. 

Nevertheless, the J wonders whether this 
policy isn’t part of a larger question needing 
answering: how can we get the flock of cam-
pus publications flying in a tighter formation?

After consulting the St. Louis Cardinals, the 
Baltimore Orioles, and, of course, the Toronto 
Blue Jays, the J feels that she has a way to 
make the system fair. According to her plan, all 
first-years wishing to participate in a campus 

publication will be asked to submit samples of 
their work as well as an application detailing 
their skills to every publication. The first-years 
will then be entered into a draft pool. After 
a draft order is randomly determined, the 
publications will draft the first-years. Thus, 
publications can select the first-years with the 
specific skills that they need and mold them 
as they see fit. 

Rest assured that the J’s plan would not rob 
the draftees of their freedom. After the first 
semester of the draftee’s second year, he or 
she will have the option of becoming a free 
agent and signing with any publication that 
desires their services. Undoubtedly, the laws 
of supply and demand will force the publica-
tions to compete to sign the best free agents. 
Blue J feels this will lead to publications offer-
ing free agents incentives, like multi-semester 
deals, no-trade clauses, and editorships to sign 
with them.

If a publication drafts a bad egg or fails to 
sign an impact free agent, hope for the club is 
far from lost. Blue J expects that trading mem-
bers will be an integral and exciting part of 
her system. For example, let’s say the Columbia 
Political Review needs a young writer like The 
Spec’s Kathleen Carr, C’06. The Spec might be 
willing to trade Carr, but only if the CPR offers 
out-going veteran Adam B. Kushner, C’03 and 
a member-to-be named later in return. Or 
maybe Helvidius is in dire need of a cartoon-
ist. The Blue and White might entertain offers 
for the prodigiously talented Allen O’Rourke, 
C’04, but only if Helvidius were willing to offer 
a young editor, a first round draft pick, and a 
fat ABC-SDA approved e-form in exchange. 

Without the Blue J’s plan, publications will 
continue to operate in anarchy. However, once 
her system is implemented, the publications 
that draft, trade, and train their members 
wisely will be the ones that deservingly take 
flight.  

BLUE J

A Different Kind of Draft

Illustrated by Craig Hollander

LABYRINTH BOOKS
SPECIALIZING IN SCHOLARLY & UNIVERSITY PRESS BOOKS

 536 West 112th Street, New York, NY 10025  (212) 865–2749

online at http://www.labyrinthbooks.com 
Illustrated by Craig Hollander



74 The Blue and White March 2003 75

requirement, often the last requirement stu-
dents fulfill before graduating. Of course, 
engineering students are exempt from the 
swim test, a loophole that has stymied many 
a B&W staffer. Such complications notwith-
standing, we have resolutely researched (and 
carefully conjectured) to bring you a variety 
of plausible explanations to choose from. Let 
us know which you find the most convincing.
 A Columbia student or graduate drowned in 
the Hudson. The University decided to require 
graduates to pass a swim test. Engineers are 
exempted because they can use a calculator.
 A Columbia student or graduate drowned. 
When his parents donated a sum of money to 
the University, in his honor, they requested 
that undergraduates be required to learn to 
swim. The University is never swayed by a 
buck, of course; but as it happens, the idea 
of a swim test coincidentally found its way 
onto the agenda at an administration meeting 
around the same time. Engineers are exempt-
ed because they can use a calculator.
 A Columbia student or graduate drowned 
at sea during the war. His parents donated a 
sum of money to the University, in his honor, 
with the condition that undergraduates be 
required to learn to swim. The idea is that 
if you can swim a few laps in a college pool, 
you can swim the Atlantic too, in a pinch. 
Engineers are exempted because they can 
use a calculator (or because with engineers, 
on the other hand, there’s no point; the best 
kind of engineer is the kind that’s stuck at the 
bottom of the ocean).
 A Columbia student or graduate drowned 
with the sinking of the Titanic. When his par-
ents donated a sum of money to the University, 
in his honor, they requested that undergradu-
ates be required to learn to swim. Hopefully, 
this would prevent them from drowning 
with the sinking of the Titanic in the future. 
Engineers are exempted because they can use 
a calculator (or, because they can build/repair 
a boat in case of emergency).
 A Harvard student or graduate drowned 
with the sinking of the Titanic. When his par-
ents donated a sum of money to Harvard, in 
his honor, they requested that undergraduates 
be required to learn to swim. In keeping with 
a long tradition of doing whatever the Harvard 

alumni want, Columbia 
obliged with the swim 
test. Engineers are still 
exempt.

And finally, 
The Blue and 
White’s swim 
test justification 
of choice:
 The original 
architects of the 
Morningside campus, 
in 1897, recognized 
that their architectur-
al plan for the campus 
would never be fully 
realized. Furthermore, 
they correctly surmised 
that a presumptuous, 
avant-garde excuse-for-
an-architect would come along a century 
later and sully the campus with a glass struc-
ture, a monstrosity of a fishbowl disguised as 
a student center. McKim et al . left a note in 
a time capsule, which Columbia administra-
tors opened decades later. They followed the 
letter’s advice to start teaching Columbia stu-
dents to swim, under the expectation that the 
glass fishbowl monstrosity might flood peri-
odically, threatening to turn a student center 
into a student aquarium.

While it was important to make sure that 
students would be able to navigate the Lerner 
floodwaters, nobody seemed to mind too much 
if the poor engineers go belly up. Serves them 
right for designing a building that floods with 
the regularity of the Nile. (Then again, one 
wonders at the fact that Lerner flooded dur-
ing the annual CC lecture—at which engineer-
ing students were nowhere to be found…)

None of these constitutes “a very good rea-
son that the last weekend of my senior year 
I’m going to have to sprint over to the swim-
ming pool in order to take the test in the last 
five minutes before the pool closes because 
I’ve just been putting it off since freshman 
year,” as Telis Demos, C’04, opines. But, on 
the off chance that the philosophy major actu-
ally discovers that there are irrational num-
bers, he can’t be all that surprised to find that 
there are irrational policies as well.  

Columbia’s commitment to general educa-
tion—to its fabled Core Curriculum, the 

foundation of its liberal arts education—has 
always been qualified by loopholes of various 
sorts. The school has never shown much inter-
est in teaching science students to write, for 
instance, or in teaching humanities students 
to add. English majors take classes like Physics 
for Poets, which—if third-hand anecdotal evi-
dence is any indication—is approximately like 
pretending to teach chimpanzees to build 
a computer. Physics majors take Logic and 
Rhetoric, which—if first-hand perceptual expe-
rience is any indication—is a bit like teaching 
apes to peck out the works of Shakespeare. 
Mathematics majors routinely graduate 
without ever learning what a preposition is. 
Philosophy majors routinely graduate without 
ever learning what a rational number is.

But for decades, nary a student has gradu-
ated from Columbia College without treading 

water. The school’s ingenious Core Curriculum 
reflects truly laudable priorities. For example, 
an EALAC major certainly doesn’t need to 
know what chlorofluorocarbons are. Never 
mind that those careless aerosol users will 
help to accelerate the melting rate of the polar 
ice caps to a pace so rapid that global ocean 
levels rise and Columbia is buried by fathoms 
of salty seawater (just as it was buried by 
Fathom). At least they’ll be able to backstroke 
their way to solid ground.

As a side note, one can’t help noting that 
the University is starting to show a renewed 
interest in teaching those pesky philosophy 
majors about scientific method. Thankfully, 
they’re introducing a course that will have 
all the wonderful features you may remember 
from L&R. 

Remember that endearing course? As every 
first-year realized immediately, there are two 
kinds of L&R students. Some know how to 
write, more or less. Some, well, don’t. The 
ingenuity of L&R was in its split-the-differ-
ence approach: target the class at an “average” 
student so that the class is too advanced to be 
of help to some students and too elementary 
to be of help to the others.

Well, writing is no longer the only skill 
that the University tries (poorly) to teach to 
first-years. Now there will be a bit more bal-
ance in the curriculum, thanks to the new 
science Core class. Like L&R, it will feature 
the single-track, undifferentiated pedagogi-
cal model that will leave the poet lost and 
the physicist bored. One might argue that we 
should be content with this zero-sum game; 
at least it passes the Hippocratic “do no harm” 
test. Except when you factor in thousands of 
squandered tuition dollars…But don’t forget: 
the English major may never learn what CFCs 
are, but he’ll be able to swim to shore when 
the Day of Judgment comes.



The Blue and White has spent many nights 
toiling away to tease out the logic behind 
Columbia College’s venerable swimming 

Illustrated by 
Paul Heyer

The Drowned & the Saved
by Isaac Vita Kohn

Gee, if you’ll miss us that much, 
just stay.

URH Check-Out
Non-Seniors: May 17

Seniors: May 22

Summer Housing Information 
available online at

www.columbia.edu/cu/reshalls/

summerhsg
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With so much drama in Laredo these days, 
it is difficult to always be a gentleman. 

Nevertheless, I, somehow, some way, continue 
to comport myself with the dignity befitting 
my station almost every single day. 

On one night not so long ago, however, I feel 
my composure may have lapsed. I was return-
ing from a long day of solitary reflection, and 
noticed an establishment at the end of the 
street from which light and noise flowed like 
music. To my back, the desert was dark and 
dry.

Curiosity, I hesitate to admit, claimed prece-
dence over my judgment. 

When I reached the porch it seemed as 
though the barman was waiting for me; but 
quickly I understood that his easy smile and 
greeting had nothing to do with me per-
sonally. “Halloa!” he said, and hiccoughed. 
Beneath his bulbous body his legs in their 
chaps wobbled. As I made no reply the bar-
man continued. “Stranger,” he said, drawing 
himself up to full height and wheezing in an 
aggrieved manner, “I got my mind on, I, I, got 
my money” he trailed off in obscurities.

I said, “I have come a long way, and cannot 
stop here long.” 

“I understand you, I understand you,” he 
said, and laying a fleshy hand on my shoulder 
he led me to the door. “Johnny!” he yelled at a 
rangy boy working behind the bar. “Johnny!” 
The boy displaced a young woman who had 
drawn close to him. “Yeah, Pa?” he said.

“Git a little something for the gentleman!” 
I struggled through the crowd, with my 

suitcase pulled close to my chest. The room 
was thronged with men and women, some 
as young as fourteen, who lurched back and 
forth in their chairs and around the room to 
the pounding of the piano. 

Gingerly I leaned against the bar. “What’ll 
it be, pardner?” asked the boy, swigging from 
a bottle. 

“I would like,” I said, “A gin and juice.”
“What’s ‘at? Ginon juice?”

I beg your pardon,” I said. “You misheard. 
Some gin, moderated by a little bit of juice.”

He swiped a grimy hand against him mouth 
and poured me a liberal measure of whiskey. 
“Ain’t got no ginon juice.” 

A young woman bumped into me in 
the frenzy of her dancing. “Excuse me,” 
I said, and asked Johnny, “Is there a par-
ticular cause for celebration tonight?
“My momma ain’t home,” said Johnny, grin-
ning as he raised the bottle to his mouth. At 
the top of the stairs the lights went out and a 
door slammed shut, to the general merriment 
of all assembled. Johnny swallowed, belched 
and added, “I figure ain’t no one leavin’ ‘til six 
in the morn’.” 

I sipped my whiskey all in a rush. The room 
was full of laughter and shouting. In alarm 
I looked back to Johnny. “But this is a bac-
chanal!” 

He raised his skinny shoulders and poured 
another generous measure of whiskey in my 
cup. I handed him some money. “Good,” he 
said. “Good. Everbody else here got their 
liquor and ain’t put in fer it neither.” 

As I sipped the second glass a most peculiar 
sensation took hold of me. My cheeks burned 
and trembled. My arms dangled long, and my 
head became so hot that it was necessary to 
remove my hat. A young woman with rosy 
cheeks was smiling and waving at me. She 
seemed to be having a gay time. I felt my lips 
part and my mouth parch. I turned around 
wildly to Johnny. “My good man!” I shouted. 
“My thirst is powerful!” 

My glass refilled, I took a few steps towards 
my lady. The music seemed louder, and it 
was captivating. I was inclined to walk with 
a rhythmic gait, and gave my little suitcase a 
wag in front of me. Finally I arrived through 
the whirling crowds and the table, and wrest-
ed a chair away from a cowboy’s muddy boots. 
I seated myself next to the lady, and asked for 
her name. She gave it as Sadie. Her skin was 
hard from wind and sun, but her eyes were 

turned upwards to mine in a most appealing 
way. “Yew sure don’t look like all the other 
cowboys,” she told me. 

“I c-confess,” I said, “I don’t often feel like 
all the others.”

She shrilled with laughter and pressed her 
arm against mine. Despite myself I noticed 
her bosom, which had been made prominent 
with ribbons and buttons. Sadie laughed and 
talked with me for many hours. She asked me 
what I had in my suitcase. For a joke I told her 
it was a secret between me and the suitcase. 
She asked me how I lost my eye. I thought 
about that and said, “I don’t know.” Her pretty 
face fell and I said, “But I can tell you how I 
lost my heart!” Her eyes grew wide with hap-
piness.

Just then an unshaven man came and pound-
ed his fist between us on the table. Johnny 
raced over and drew him away as he reached 
around for his pistol. I found this strange. 
Sadie was as imperturbable as the heat. “Don’t 
worry about him,” she said, extracting a small 
bottle from her skirts and refilling my glass. 
“He thinks we had a love affair.” I started to 
ask why but she pushed my glass in my hands 
and I was instructed not to worry.

“Oho!” I laughed in agreement. “Hohoho!” 
“Haw!” said Sadie. “Haw-haw!”
At the top of the stairs a cow-

boy shot out of a room 
and down 
the stairs, 
fastening 
his hol-

ster. “Fool!” 
A woman 

cried after 

him. “You got yours, now I gots to get mine!”
Sadie said, “Haw!”
At around this point I decided that there was 

nothing funny about Sadie’s elixir. I found 
myself near to choking on it, and was forced 
to put my cup down on the table. “Aww,” said 
Sadie, laying a cooling hand on my forehead 
without concern for what the room might 
think, “Are yew alright?” 

The room was swirling. Sadie thought I 
should go upstairs and lie down to rest. I 
stood up with great difficulty and let her lead 
me through the crowd. We were forced to 
turn back once for my suitcase, which I had 
left with great carelessness under our table, 
but after that we were able to make our way 
through the knots of cowboys and girls, and 
up the creaking stairs. She brought me to a 
room with frilly curtains and expanse of bed-
ding. “Lay back,” she said, unbuttoning my 
jacket, “Jus’ lay back.” 

After this point, I must confess, my recollec-
tions of the evening become considerably less 
distinct, whether through the influence of the 
whiskey or the stirrings of my conscience. I 
remember very little, in fact, until the next 
morning, when the sunlight beating down on 
me woke me from a particularly heavy slum-
ber. I woke wildly and was in a terror lest my 
suitcase had been lost. I had not noticed that 
Sadie was up until she produced the suitcase 
from the corner and thrust it into my sur-
prised arms. She was fully dressed and shod, 
and turned to the door. “Well!” I said, peering 
at her wide face ringed by a halo of golden 
curls all come undone. “Sadie my darling, are 
you leaving? Where are you going?”

She hesitated for just a moment in the door-
way. “Aw, don’ get upset, honey,” she said. 
“That’s just how it goes.” 

I scrambled in a most unseemly way to make 
sense of this woman’s wiles. “I don’t under-
stand!” I said, my cry muffled by my shirt as I 
pulled it over my head.

Sadie stopped and smiled a smile as cruel as 
the sun. “I don’t love you though,” she said, 
“I’m out the door.” The door clicked softly 
behind her and I fell back amongst the pil-
lows, clutching my suitcase and gasping sore 
with shame at my own conduct. 

Gin and Juice
by Erica Grieder

Illustrated by Paul Heyer 
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Measure for Measure
THE NIGHT OF THE GENERALS
Have you ever seen
the Night of the Generals
starring Peter O’Toole
as one of the generals
who leaves the motorcade
and races up the stairs
where outside the window
of the murdered woman’s abode
the night is slanted
and the stars are beaming
like proud corporals
who are about to become
little star-generals
because they have served
with dignity and honor
in the night of the generals
while far below, real generals
are looking up
for a sign or a message
from their astral counterparts
and saluting them? —Davey Volner

YOU WATCHED ME DISEMBARK
The train came bearing joy
disheveled travelers, and me.
You watched me disembark,
and you took me by the hand
to where our surrey waited in the dry dusty road,
golden in the burnt umber sun of a late afternoon,
ready to take us to the cabin,
for a weekend among some trees
and green daffodil gardens.
There is really nothing to speak of but
my shirt stained with the grease of potato chips.
“I don’t think
I have never seen a daffodil before,”
I thought to myself.
But you told me they were beautiful,
and I imagine they are.
After another minute you said,
“It is just over yon hill,” and tossed your cigarette out the smallish window.
I stroked the lavender fringe on your dress and asked,
“Will we arrive in time for supper?”
The driver glared at me.
A moment later you said, “Perhaps.”
We passed an innocent old man at the crest of a hill.
“He is a bourgeois anarchist,” you said,
though you are not easily offended by such things,
and I am not either.
“That kid’s Camaro is a bulging anachronism,” I said and pointed.
“No, I am not that.”
“What? Bulging?”
“Bulging? No, no, an anarchist.”
“I know,” I said, “because we really can’t help competing.”
Like a delayed spring you were quiet for too long.
Then you looked out the window and said,
“Movement is blessed.”
“So is staying put,” I thought.
“It is always the present,
and while riding in a surrey,
the present is always changing,
the landscape flickers like a film,” you said.
“Shut the fuck up,” I said.
Then, “This shirt was only eight dollars. I got it on clearance.”
“Clearance is essential.”
“Why are the wheels always falling off and the horses always getting tired?”
“Getting tired?” you said. —Tom Kelly

SŒUR DE LAIT
What happens to our sisters when the physicists come in on the tide?
The sunny play of eels and responsibility along the coast,
farm-fresh eggs, authority, secular enthousiasm, the butterknife becomes the sky.
And the bishop that fell into the drink? And the cardinals that dot the sky?
The ardent prunes of charity course towards recognition,
a pink box is left in a turban of pride,
the murder weapon neatly spread out between the mauve domes
of fountain hospitals, crab baskets, civics lessons, good homes.
What brave trout sagas will come to be told between the ovens
where we bake our bread? Shoehorn of provinces!
These incertain fables bray and grow fat in the valley,
spilling bright hares into a life with no consequences, no bed time,
though the rich distance that divides the plate of fritters
from the well-kept sea may be blocked from you at any time.
For if you come from a good family you surely know
the fatal receipt of the Villain and the Golden Bisque,
how he painstakingly kept the rock hen outside the barn,
how he swallowed the islands and married his rivals,
how he searched the dark parcel, how he birthed the new mayor,
how he quit the country of braised chairs and candied friends,
laying down his cruel arms in a spoken wing, towards morning, 
to prevent himself from becoming a saint. —Michael S. Paulson
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The New York Times — Saturday Review
June 17, 1899 (page 392)

DEAN VAN AMRINGE’S ADDRESS. 
At the commencement of Columbia 

University last week a number of honorary 
degrees were given to several men promi-
nent in science and in the affairs of the day. 
Among those so honored were Rear Admiral 
Melville, Chief Engineer of the Navy, and 
Gov. Roosevelt. Prof. J. H. Van Amringe, 
Dean of the College and Acting President 
of the University, presided, and granted the 
degrees with appropriate speeches describing 
the achievements of the recipients in their sev-
eral fields of work. In conferring the degree 
of Master of Arts upon John A. Stewart, Esq., 
Prof. Van Amringe said:

“Olim in discipulis nostri collegii ascrip-
tum, postea utilitati hujus urbis bonoque 
publico devotum semper atque deditum, 
admitto te ad gradum Magistri in Artibus, 
tibique omnia jura et privilegia ad istum
gradum attinentia do et concedo.”

Rear Admiral Melville also received the 
degree of Master of Science, for, as Prof. Van 
Amringe said:

“Consensu omnium, fama ingeniariorum 
Americanorum in pacis artibus se exercen-
tium, jam dudum secura fuit; nunc sanc et 
in belli periculis eadem luculenter divul-
gatur. Scientiae nostrorum enim machinali 
haud minime debetur quod illo die memo-
rabile classis Hispanorum cum adversus
nostram inaciter enavigasset subito, sicut coeli 
luminibus sebversa, aequore toto Manilae dis-
iciebatur. Tibi, vir scientiae illius peritissime, 
nautarum fortitudinis adjutor, nos gratias 
nunc agimus amplissimas; et ego ipse, aucto-
ritate mihi commissa, admitto te ad gradum 
Magistri in Scientia.”

The honorary degree of Doctor of Laws was 
conferred upon Carl Schurz and Theodore 
Roosevelt. To Gov. Roosevelt Prof. Van 
Amringe said:

“Tu quem in armis nuper perillustrem, in 
rebus civicis ‘justum et tenacem propositi 
virum omnes mortales spectaverunt, de 
civitate nostra optime meruisti. Nec studio-
rum tuorum obliviscimur sed hodie in aula
universitatis nostra te militem fortissumum, 
et eivem praeclarissimum, et historiae scrip-
torem praetestantissimum magno cum gaudio 
te salutamus.”



The New York Times 
June 17, 1899 (page 6) 

SOME CICERONIAN COMPLIMENTS. 
[Editorial] 

We conceive that THE TIMES SATURDAY 
REVIEW is doing a public service of its 
kind in reporting literally the remarks 
which Dean Van Amringe, in his capac-
ity of Acting President of Columbia, had
to make, at the commencement of that institu-
tion last week, to the eminent persons whom it 
delighted to honor by complimen-
tary degrees. It is not likely that 
many of the immediate auditors 
of these remarks both heard 
and understood them. But 
the young readers 
who are acquir-
ing the classics, 
and the old read-
ers who are desir-
ous of “rubbing 
them up,” ought 
to be obliged to 
THE SATURDAY 

CURIO COLUMBIANA

Below some fun reading from the New York Times, 1899-1900, regarding curriculum changes at 
ol’ CU. 

Bookmarks
from the B&W Staff

www.rubberducky.org/cgi-bin/chomsky.pl Look upon his works, O ye mighty, and despair.
www.ucomics.com/ziggy   The bald and the beautiful.
www.columbia.edu    Alternates between porn and education.
www.morningside-heights.net   Who are the people in your neighborhood?
www.metacritic.com    For junkies of movie and music reviews.
www.ohhla.com/    Not what you think.
www.masturbateforpeace.com   Exactly what you think.
www.mcsweeneys.net/2000/06/14pirates.html  Pirate Riddles for Sophisticates 
       (are there any other kind?)
www.theblueandwhite.org   Shameless self-promotion.
www.hellisotherpeople.com/   Sigh…
www.google.com/    Admit it—you’ve self-Googled.
www.xsunderground.com/thechilde/  The internet is a dark world of anger and
       despair.
members.surfeu.fi/kklaine/primebear.html And prime numbers!
www.aldaily.com/    The best of arts, letters, and ideas on the web.
www.duke.edu/~gz9/Rejected.wmv  Failures in advertising.
www.oneacross.com/    Hint hint.
www.digitalsushi.net/    Raw bytes.
www.ucomics.com/boondocks/   Fresh for ’03…you suckas.
lysy2.archives.nd.edu/cgi-bin/words.exe  Latin definitions, conjugations, and declensions.
www.skyscraper.org/timeformations/  A city is born...
transparent.html
www.city.superfuture.com/city/home/index.cfm Urban cartography for shopping experts.
www.blackpeopleloveus.com   Or do they?
www.nybooks.com/    If you don’t know, now you know…
www.columbia.edu/cu/secretary/trustees Who is Clyde Wu? 

/bios.html 
www.modernhumorist.com/mh/0102/plimpton The writer, not the dormitory.
www.datejesus.com/    Bathe with the Son of God.
www.nobodyhere.com/    Not a lot to do in the Netherlands, apparently.
www.wideshoes.com/    Wide shoes, obviously.
www.thesurrealist.co.uk/priorart.cgi  The Prior-Art-O-Matic
www.weather.net/zarg/ZarPages/stevenWright Outstanding stand-up. 
www.columbia.edu/~msd39/   Mea CULPA.
www.howstuffworks.com/   For the preternaturally curious.
www.lowlimitholdem.com   Find out what “flop the nut straight” means.
www.phaidon.com/    Purty books.
www.imdb.com/    Tom Cruise’s real name? Thomas Mapother IV.
www.explodingdog.com    No explosions. Or dogs, for that matter.

In the spirit of procrastination, your friends at The Blue and White present herewith an assortment of 
websites that are bookmarked on our internet browsers. Happy surfing! 

Illustrated by Danielle D’Onfro
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REVIEW for affording them this opportu-
nity of pursuing or resuming their studies.
It would of course defeat this excellent educa-
tional object if we were to give a translation 
of the remarks. It would be like publishing 
the answer to a charade, or a chess prob-
lem, in the same issue which contained the 
problem itself. And, as a matter of fact, wild 
horses shall not drag from us what it was, in 
English, that Dean VAN AMRINGE meant to 
say. The readers of The TIMES SATURDAY 
REVIEW must betake themselves to their 
dictionaries and draw their own conclusions.
We ought to warn them, in advance, that 
the dictionary itself will not wholly meet 
the case. JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL 
once observed that the applause with 
which quotations from the Latin were
invariably received at commencements 
were intended, not at all as an approval 
of the sentiments expressed, but only as 
a tribute to the familiarity of the plaudi-
tors with that sonorous tongue, and that
if a commencement orator were to say: “As 
TACITUS has well observed, Americani 
omnes, quadam vi naturae furca dignissimi 
sunt,” the applause would undoubtedly be 
vociferous. The hearers of the Dean’s remarks 
will doubtless welcome the opportunity of 
finding out what it was they were so enthusias-
tic about. If they betake themselves to the dic-
tionary, they will not find out what the Dean 
meant by calling Chief Engineer MELVILLE 
an “ingeniarius.” 

But that is not the Dean’s fault. If colleges 
will bestow degrees upon engineers, they 
must take the consequences, even if one of 
the consequences be that their presiding offi-
cers are compelled to use language that would 
have made QUINTILIAN stare and gasp.
In point of fact the whole business of cel-
ebrating modern achievements in ancient 
languages is a process of whipping the con-
temporaneous devil around the Ciceronian 
stump, an achievement in which no college 
President need be ashamed not perfectly to 
succeed when two such eminent scholars as 
“Father Tom and the Pope” notoriously failed.
Upon the whole, the judicious reader who 
works out, with a dictionary or otherwise, 
the little problem THE SATURDAY REVIEW 
sets him, will be inclined to congratulate the 

Dean on his success. To describe the honored 
Governor of this Commonwealth as “justum 
et tenacem propositi virum” was really a mas-
terstroke, there are so many people to whom 
it sometimes appears that the Governor is 
so much more “tenax propositi” than he is 
“justus.” “A quotation well stuck to is as good 
as the truth, “especially a classical quotation.
And no doubt the Governor himself remem-
bered enough of his Horace to appreciate and 
enjoy the application.



The New York Times — Saturday Review 
July 8, 1899 (page 463) 

THE GREAT “ISTE” CONTROVERSY. 
[Letters] 
New York, July 7, 1899 

To the New York Times Saturday Review:
Without opening the controversy as to 
Dean Van Amringe’s Latin, I should like 
to call your attention to the fact that if the 
Dean’s use of “iste” was incorrect, the same 
error is to be found in every diploma given
by Columbia University. My own diploma 
refers to the degree of Master of Arts as 
“istum gradum Allen”, and, Greenough’s 
Grammar, which I studied as a boy, says 
that “iste” refers to an opponent, and fre-
quently suggests antagonism or contempt.
At the same time, such petty cavilling as this is 
quite out of place in a literary journal. 

MAGISTER.
New York, July 4, 1899.



The New York Times — Saturday Review 
March 10, 1900 (page 152) 

LATIN AT COLUMBIA. [Editorial] 
The Faculty of Columbia University have 

just announced a rather startling innovation 
in the curriculum of that institution. The inno-
vation is that Latin is no longer to be obliga-
tory at Columbia as an entrance requirement.
Heretofore the compulsoriness of Greek 
has been the burning question at issue 
between the Progressives and Conservatives 
in higher education. That battle has been 
fought and won by the moderns. It is well 
understood that an “B.A.” does not denote 

A sudden snow is falling violently but beau-
tifully outside Verily’s window even as 

he writes these words, transforming both his 
physical and mental landscapes unrecogniz-
ably. Columbia sits high on its hill, dusted in 
wonder, rescued from mundanity; and even 
the nethermost reaches of VV’s vagabond 
heart cannot resist the ensorcelling effects 
of a snowstorm of sentimentality. Verily finds 
himself in the eye of a reverie. 

The freshness of the snow returns 
your faithful correspondent to 
the days when his collegiate 
career was just beginning: 
when ambition conquered 
heavy eyelids, when optimism 
flowed as freely in the dorms 
as Olde English, and when the 
lurid promise of floorcest cast a 
rapturous spell unmatched since 
visions of sugar plums danced 
in his head. Lolling about the 
stacks, Verily would gaze greedily 
and gesture expansively: one day, 
he would master all of these books. 
New York City would not escape a thorough 
ravishing by Hurricane Verily, either: the 
cognoscenti would line up to pay homage as 
VV, gliding through the gilded streets like 
a conquering chieftain, dispensed witticisms 
like so much Halloween candy. In Verily’s cal-
low days, empires were built up and brought 
down before lunchtime. Regarding Columbia 
through these newly rediscovered eyes, VV is 
amazed at the accumulation of residue that 
has piled up like a snowdrift on the doorstep 
of his mind. Does he grow wiser, or just more 
cynical? 

Columbians are possessed of the type of 
curmudgeonly charm that is a telltale acces-
sory to newfound sophistication. An ancillary 
lesson quickly learned at Columbia, and viv-
idly expressed by Don DeLillo, is that “the art 
of getting ahead in New York was based on 
learning how to express dissatisfaction in an 
interesting way. The air was full of rage and 
complaint. People had no tolerance for your 
particular hardship unless you knew how to 
entertain them with it.” Verily thinks now of 

the rabid, sun-drenched apathy of Stanford, 
a school where the prevailing ethos is of 
Saved by the Bell days and Baywatch Nights. 
He muses on the bunny slopes and Bavarian 
beer-fuelled rah-rahism of Dartmouth. How 
quaint! There is no contempt like Manhattan 
contempt.

On campus, fencing and contempt are the 
only sports that are alive and well. Verily, 

aghast at the thought of wearing 
white after Labor Day, delights 
instead in verbal thrusts and 

parries. His heart soared 
with appreciation when one 
wonderfully scruffy and 

prolix philoso-friend deftly 
dismissed a writing instructor 
of his as “the kind of writer 
that works out.” But there is 
something to be said for sim-
pler pleasures, and for a sense 

of wonderment that doesn’t 
require the whitewashing effects of 

inclement weather. 
Enough with erudition, for a bit at 

least. After one too many seminars on the 
meaning of meaning, VV is out to rediscover 
the Columbia he knew before he knew bet-
ter, when a young laddie’s vision was more 
likely to be impaired by beer goggles than 
thesis goggles. It’s been a while since Verily 
has stayed up late blathering about this and 
that with perfect strangers as though he were 
posing for a photo for a Columbia recruitment 
pamphlet. Think pre-Disney Times Square.

The Columbia that seduced Verily all those 
semesters ago hasn’t gone anywhere; Verily 
had just forgotten to remember it. It’s stop-
ping to be struck by the beauty of the city. 
It’s in the subtle additions and subtractions 
to the gloriously derivative fantasies of yester-
year; he hasn’t read everyone in Butler, but at 
least he’s read everyone on its façade. If there’s 
one lesson he can learn from the freshpeople 
frolicking about campus, it’s to shed his criti-
cal carapace and see things anew. Watching 
people skiing down the Steps and sledding 
down the street, Verily finds himself join-
ing in, and is young again.  —Verily Veritas

TOLD BETWEEN PUFFS

Curio continued on page 89
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“I travel to discover other states of mind,” 
writes V. S. Naipaul. Having recently trav-

eled to the Czech Republic, I write to share 
what I have discovered regarding the surpris-
ing state of pastries in Prague. 

My singular discovery occurred at the Café 
Imperial, a charming café tucked away on a 
side street near the ever-popular Municipal 
House. With its tall ceilings and mosaic-
covered walls, the Imperial has an elegant 
but welcoming atmosphere—and an alarm-
ing amount of trafficking in jelly donuts. In 
fact, every order of coffee comes with one 
freshly-baked jelly donut, and jelly donuts 
figure prominently into the café’s local fame 
and infamy. This is confirmed when, upon 
inspecting the bilingual menu, one discov-
ers a curious passage referring to something 
locals call “Saturnin’s Bowl.” I can vouchsafe 
that it is worthy of its fantastical name.

My friend and I entered the café around 
8:00pm, accompanied by three girls who 
murmured their disbelief of the stories 
they had heard circulating about the place. 
After drinks and dessert, we called for the 
check…and for Saturnin’s Bowl. The waiter’s 
face brightened with surprise. He glanced 
around the room—filled with between 30 and 
40 people—and cautiously took our money. We 
watched as the wait staff anxiously scurried 
about making several preparations. For some 
time they huddled in the corner, survey-
ing the room and holding discussions. Our 
waiter approached the bowl and inspected its 
contents, while another went next door and 
informed the adjoining restaurant’s wait staff, 
which soon clustered near the café’s main 
entrance. Finally, our waiter ceremoniously 
crossed the room and placed the bowl on 
our table, while the remaining wait staff posi-
tioned themselves around the café’s periph-
ery, holding their trays with both hands like 
shields.

Saturnin’s Bowl is a large vessel that is filled 
with the previous day’s leftover jelly donuts. It 
costs 1,943 Czech crowns—about $66—which 
seems steep, even by Czech standards, but is 
actually quite a bargain, considering that in 
purchasing the donuts, you also purchase the 
right to throw them at the other customers. 
Incredulous? Allow me to quote the menu: 
“SPECIAL OFFER Saturnin’s Bowl 1943 CZK 
(bowl of yesterday’s doughnuts these you 
can throw at other customers / served only 
for sober people more than 21 years age / 
payment in advance required) DANGER! 
WARNING FOR GOOD CUSTOMERS! The 
bowl is placed visibly on our bar. In case you 
don’t see it there, quickly leave coffee-room, if 
you stay longer it’s only at your own risk!” 

The next moments were rather awkward. 
While our waiter dashed off amid requested 
amity, the other customers eyed the cava-
lier, donut-wielding Americans before them 
with justifiable apprehension. Breaking stiff 
silence, someone whispered “I think that 

waiter just nodded.” 
I fired the first donut. 
About fifteen feet off there were five British 

tourists having drinks together. Among them 
was one vociferous fellow whose bellowing 
had captured my attention several minutes 
before, and whose braying had secured his 
fate as my first casualty. My missile struck 
this chap just under the chin, and shortly 
thereafter my friend nailed the woman beside 
him—mind you, this was only the beginning. 
We expended another three or four donuts 
on the British folks, after which time my 
friend besieged the contiguous five-person 
table. Among the formerly dubious girls, one 
grabbed several donuts and traversed the 
restaurant, picking off people sitting farther 
away. Another stood and began quickly snap-
ping photos, while the third sought protection 
from errant donuts. 

Four couples were cozily sitting beside 
windows along the sidewall; I recall espe-
cially two newlyweds having dinner. The 
woman quietly gazed through the window, 
and her husband affectedly raised his glass 
and smelled the wine’s bouquet. I promptly 
threw two donuts, the first crashing into the 
fellow’s ear, the other toppling the woman’s 
wine glass. Succeeding throws systematically 
picked off the remaining couples along the 
sidewall.

Having sufficiently battered more proxi-
mate customers, we 
weighted ourselves 
with jelly donuts and 
moved elsewhere. 
The café room was 
L-shaped and quite 
spacious; from our 
position on the L, 
we could not see the 
whole room. Also, 
there were several 
wide pillars flank-
ing the wall opposite 
the windows. From 
behind these pil-
lars, my friend and I 
threw donuts across 
the L’s inner corner 
and toward the back 
of the room. The 

lobbed donuts fell upon several unsuspecting 
groups, and because we remained obscured 
behind the pillars, the projectiles were entire-
ly unaccounted for, the phenomena altogether 
unexplained.

We threw the café into total disarray. Glasses 
and dishes fell and shattered, and I recall sev-
eral chairs being overturned. Donuts were 
scattered all over the floor, and there was 
powdered sugar everywhere. Surprisingly, the 
other customers never joined forces to launch 
any sort of coordinated counterattack. Nearly 
all of them laughed, and toward the end some 
returned fire—especially the British tourists—
but overall, they were like stunned deer.

The bowl finally exhausted, we headed for 
the door, closely followed by flying donuts, 
one skipping off my shoulder. We burst out 
into the sidewalk, our hysterical laughter 
frightening the passers-by. Taking stock, we 
found ourselves unscathed and ridiculous; 
our casualties went no further than one thor-
oughly wine-soaked blouse.  

Sadly, it seems that the Café Imperial’s days 
are numbered. With the Czech Republic’s 
impending accession into the European Union, 
the Imperial will no doubt have difficulties 
meeting the EU’s stringent human rights stan-
dards, and will presumably find itself having 
to either rethink its donut-hurling policy or 
relocate to the Slovak Republic. 

Sprinkleslovakia
By Allen O’Rourke

Illustrated by Allen O’Rourke
the full deal

University Residence Halls

Work at URH for competitive 
wages and discounted 

summer housing. 

And air conditioning.

For more information, visit
www.columbia.edu/cu/reshalls/

summerjobs
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DIGITALIA COLUMBIANA
T hese excerpts were culled from documents left on Columbia’s lab computers. We encourage our 

readers to submit their own digitalia finds to us, via e-mail, at theblueandwhite@columbia.edu. 

I created an evangelistic flyer, a combination 
of a rave flyer and gospel tract, geared toward 
that audience. Unfortunately, not a single per-
son showed up as a result of those contacts.


Knowledge of the language and issues of 

business is extremely desirable, although a 
strict business background is not necessary. 

What is needed most?: A tireless work 
ethic, a sense of amorality / confidence, 
highly-tuned writing skills, and a penetrat-
ing familiarity with the library. This is a huge 
opportunity for the right mind.


A political system based on the domination 
perverts until the most personal aspects of the 
individual relations. 



With 99.9% confidence it can be said 
that Time’s mean number of pages for 
all issues published in the last three 
years is higher than Newsweek’s. There 
is a less than .1% chance that Newsweek 
will have a mean number of pages equal to 
Time’s.



Clearly, The Odyssey is a journey in which a 
man is trying to reach home after many years 
of being lost at sea. 



A group of five peasant INDIANS walk with 
a herd of llamas and lambs. Two children 
kick some balls made of animal hair. They 
are dirty with sand and they look happy. The 
adults are serious. Three of them are carrying 
firewood on their shoulders.



A more primitive state of society would be 
delicious to me.

Blessed Virgin, thank you that I can finally do 
the laundry again.



My interest in X stems from the depth of its 
expertise and reputation for sophistication in the 
field of investment banking. X is recognized as 
one of the foremost authorities in the realm of 
finance, and the educational opportunities 
afforded by a career with X are unparalleled. 



According to Hobbes, an inevitable con-
sequence of the freedom granted by 
the state of nature is that of two equal 
persons desiring one single thing. 
Whether that thing be a sexual partner, 
a shiny rock, or a slice of pie, it is clear that 
they cannot both mate with, posses, or eat, 
respectively. 



It takes her a minute to think it through to its 
deepest, most tangible place, where she can 
run the heel of her palm up the bedsheet and 
feel how very much the threads of cotton are 
not hairs of chest.



To the dismay of my parents, graduates of UC 
Berkeley in the late sixties, my interest in the 
study of war stayed with me through college. 
In fact, it blossomed. Once I finish school, 
“armed” with a Master’s Degree, I want to 
begin my career at a defense or intelligence 
agency. If America is faced with a major stra-
tegic threat and is calculating the costs of war, 
I want a hand in it.



The human animal cannot truly be called 
naked, although for the purpose of ease I 
will use the term throughout my paper. Our 

BOOZE HUMANITIES

In the spirit of spirits of old, we turn to the 
two pillars of Western Civilization: Mead 

and Grog. Without these inestimable bev-
erages, our Empire’s edifices—cultural and 
civil—would surely have toppled, and, more’s 
the worse, Western Man would have been 
rendered incapable of tippling—and thus, 
perversely, of toppling—at all. Mead is truly 
a draught of the ancients, the result of an 
unscrupulous (and never fully well explained) 
fermen- tation process involving honey and 

water. Given a wide 
variety of inter-
pretations, subse-
quent dilutions, 
and expressions 
of unimaginable 
disgust, mead has 

tempered its 
pagan wrath 
over the cen-
turies, and 
even the OED, 

that bastion of 
antiquities, allows the term’s application to “a 
sweet drink charged with carbonic gas, and 
flavored with some syrup, as sasparilla.” Our 
inebriated and idolatrous ancestors are no 
doubt rolling in their cairns. In spite of its 
recent degrading descent, mead remains a sin-
ful substance of great historical significance; 
throughout the ages, it has been responsible 
for Bacchanalia in Beowulf, a miller’s merri-
ment in Chaucer, and the temptation of Tess 
of d’Urbervilles. In fact, dear drunkards and 
dilettantish devotees, your writer himself, no 
stranger to foolish enterprises, was so tempted 
by this substance that, invoking his Norse 
ancestors, he set about recreating, if not the 
type of atmosphere, at least the type (and 
degree) of inebriation no doubt achieved by 
his forebears. Suffice it to say that the experi-
ment itself proved impulsion enough to divert 
my attentions wholeheartedly to Grog, our 
second redoubtable pillar.

Any intemperate lush will appreciate the 
origins of Grog, a drink which traces its roots 
all the way back to Admiral Vernon (of Her 
Majesty’s Royal Navy) and his cloak. In days 

of yore, British seamen were bolstered by (if 
not recruited entirely on the basis of) their 
regular ration of rum, served “neat”—that is, 
without dilution or additives. However, upon 
noting that certain of Her Majesty’s loyal sub-
jects would consume this beverage (which 
replaced beer as the general issue in 1655) 
not only neatly but immediately, Admiral 
Vernon, on August 21 of 1740, issued an Order 
to Captains (no. 349, for whosoever chooses 
to count), decrying the “pernicious custom of 
the seamen drinking their allowance of rum in 
drams, and often at once.” Noting as well the 
“many fatal effects to their morals” that alleg-
edly followed, ordered that a quart of water 
be regularly mixed with every half pint of 
rum. In his magnanimity, the Admiral allowed 
“good husbanders [to] receive extra lime juice 
and sugar that [this mixture] should be made 
more palatable to them.” Vernon had already 
acquired the derisive nickname “Old Grogram” 
as a result of his wearing a grogram cloak he 
particularly (and peculiarly, as grogram is 
an exceedingly coarse material composed of 
mohair and wool) favored. Their tongues no 
doubt numbed by the foul admixture of rum 
and water, the sailors took to calling their new 
allowance “Grog.” Amidst all this linguistic 
and etymological chaos, it is perhaps worth 
noting the officers still received their rum 
“neat” until 1970, at which 
point the entire practice was 
discarded. Whether this 
accounts for the Empire’s 
subsequent fortunes, 
or for the histori-
cally recent way 
in which 
the sun 
seems to 
set upon 
Her more 
frequently, 
is of course 
a rummy 
matter. 

—Mephiscotcheles Illustrated by Paul Heyer

Illustrated 
by Paul Heyer
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The European Commission have just 
announced an agreement whereby English 
will be the official language of the European 
Union rather than German, which was the 
other possibility.

As part of the negotiations, Her Majesty’s 
government conceded that English spelling 
had some room for improvement and has 
accepted a 5-year phase in plan that would be 
known as “EuroEnglish”:

1) In the first year, ‘s’ will replace the soft 
‘c’—Sertainly this will make the sivil servants 
jump with joy.

2) The hard ‘c’ will be dropped in favor of 
the ‘k’. This should klear up konfusion and 
keyboards kan have 1 less letter.

3) There will be growing publik enthusiasm 
in the sekond year, when the troublesome ‘ph’ 
wil be replaced with the ‘f ’. This will make 
words like ‘fotograf ’ 20% shorter.

4) In the 3rd year, publik akseptanse of the 
new spelling kan be expected to reach the 
stage where more komplikated changes are 
possible.

5) Governments will enkorage the removal 
of double letters, which have always been a 
deterent to akurate speling.

6) Also, al wil agre that the horible mes of 
the silent ‘e’s’ in the language is disgraceful, 
and they should go away.

7) By the 4th yar peopl wil be reseptiv to 
steps such as replasing ‘th’ with ‘z’ and ‘w’ 
with ‘v’. During ze fifz yar, ze unesesary ‘o’ 
kan be dropd from vords kontaining ‘ou’ and 
similar changes vud of kors be aplid to ozer 
kombinations of leters.

8) After zis fifz yer, ve vil hav a reli sensibl 
riten styl. Zer vil be no mor trubls or difikultis 
and evrivun vil find it ezi tu understand ech 
ozer.

ZE DREM VIL FINALI KUM TRU!! 

Graduation continued from page 71Curio continued from page 82
necessarily any knowledge of Greek. To 
say that it did not denote necessarily any 
knowledge of Latin would be to raise with 
urgency the question what it did denote.
The Columbia Faculty does not go so far as 
this. It says that a student may enter without 
knowing any Latin. But it does not say that he 
may be graduated without knowing any. On 
the contrary, he is expressly required to take 
it in college. 

Any member of any of the “learned profes-
sions” who has acquired even the smattering 
of Latin of the old curriculum will testify that 
without it he would have pursued the study 
and practice of his profession at a great dis-
advantage. To the accepted idea of “a scholar” 
some Latin is clearly needful. And it is hard 
to see how a man who knows no Latin can be 
said to have a scholarly knowledge of English. 
At any rate, it seems clear that the action of the 
Columbia Faculty has hastened the day when 
“B.A.” shall not necessarily connote more than 
the very modest share of classical attainments 
allowed by Ben Jonson to Shakespeare: small 
Latin and less Greek. 

wouldn’t want to cycle back and try every-
thing anew? 

So now we come to the regrets. Sean Allgood, 
the Zack Morris of our bunch, started a swing 
dance club in high school. I regret being too 
busy to start it up with him, and then being 
too bullheaded to join once it got going. There 
was also this girl that I loved, a fantastic 
beauty, bursting with life and chiseled from 
the very notion of grace. But I was an East 
Coast intellectual on the make, so I immersed 
my face in T.S. Eliot and failed to return her 
phone calls. I was a goon, a jackass then.

Have I learned from my follies? Would the 
lessons stick? Mr. Price said I would remem-
ber only two percent of what I came across 
in school. I am no good at decimals, but I do 
remember two things. First—the faces of my 
teachers against the black nothingness of a 
chalkboard. And second—my friends and lov-
ers, every single one. It seems the rest is in 
between, or else inconsequential. 

EuroEnglish

While trolling about the internet, The Blue and White was surprised to stumble upon the following 
measures being implemented in Europe. Take a look.

bodies have roughly the same number of hair 
follicles as chimps, and our skin in [sic] cov-
ered in short, fine hairs. In fact, the hair of a 
7-month chimp embryo is distributed in the 
same manner as that of a newborn human 
infant: there is fine, long hair on the head, 
and an invisible downy coat that covers the 
smooth skin of the body.


Even my husband had doubts about my learn-
ing massage. I had to convince him that the 
reason for learning was solely for serving our 
family and relatives.


Now it is the pleasure and the pain of the sex-
ual difference, and of sexual and social reality—
indeed, of reality itself (and this, as Ehrenreich, 
Jacobs, and Hess write, in “an ethic of love and
compassion”)—that as we have seen earlier 
in the present volume, is most in question in 
the still active one-hundred year old Sexual 
Question; that is, the question of love (or 
Eros), on which as Freud evidently believed 
the future of civilization depends; whereas the 
main thrust of Nietzschean philosophy is very 
different; it is the contrary spirit, so Deleuze 
emphasizes, of “commanding and obeying,” 
that is, “distance,” Nietzsche’s preferred value, 
and very far from the value of closeness, and of 
touching and being touched.


Now there are only a few main solutions to the 
riddle of life (although on the microlevel, as 
many solutions as there are living things). 


And who will come to be baptized by the 
touch of this thrilling wet kiss, 
by the democracy of touch, by pleasure as the 
ruling state of affairs?
I am mad for it to be in touch with me.
Dash me with amorous wet. 
I can repay you.



He is known as “God’s hands” and “Divine 
Hands” because of his uncanny ability to 
uncover ancient objects



Furthermore, the melody of people singing 
and the scent of strong incense pervaded my 
senses, effectively permitting me to indulge 
myself. 

When I arrived at the performance I noticed 
the audience was well dressed and appeared 
to be experienced opera attendees. I however 
was dressed in nice attire but definitely the 
not up to the same caliber as the surrounding 
audience. I felt a little uncomfortable about 
my dress and lack of opera knowledge and 
figured the audience members would make 
comments to each other about me. When 
they did not, I realized that like most people 
in an awkward situation, I had assumed that 
everyone was focusing on me. What a selfish 
thought! 



On Friday, we celebrate the grandfather of all 
holidays, Valentine’s Day. It is the one holiday 
that takes us past the earliest constructs of 
civilized society, beyond national and cultural 
identity, beyond family, past even the ancient 
religious rites we use to preserve our souls. 
Valentine’s Day renews the lesson our earliest 
ancestors learned squatting naked in dripping 
caves and primeval forests during the opening 
days of humankind: for all the crap we put up 
with in life, the woman better be worth it. 



And you say that you miss me? I can tell you 
that you caǹ t miss me as much as I miss you. 
I miss you that it hurts. I hate it and I love it. 
This is paradox and it makes me that angry 
that I want to scream. Didǹ t you want to make 
me scream? Thank you! Well done!



A Cenco DuNouy tensiometer with a plati-
num-iridium was used for surface tension 
measurements.



Where is the accountability? When things 
are going well, nobody seems to ask ques-
tions. This is not just a Japanese fault. Think 
Enron.



Asuncion Lavrin’s writings in Sexuality and 
Marriage in Colonial Latin America contrasts 
the sexual norms prescribed by the Catholic 
Church and the theocratic Spanish govern-
ment and the actual behavioral responses 
of those living in the colonies, and specifi-
cally those living in colonial Mexico or New 
Spain. 
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CAMPUS GOSSIP
At a recent Model United Nations Conference 
held at McGill University, a delegate from the 
University of Chicago asked a Columbia del-
egate where he was from. After the Columbia 
delegate mentioned where he went to school, 
the delegate from Chicago responded, “Oh 
yeah, Columbia–the Chicago of the East.”

Meanwhile, after introducing himself to 
another committee at the same conference, a 
female delegate responded, “Oh, really? Well 
I go to Dalhousie.” Met with a quizzical stare, 
she added by way of explanation, “You know, 
Dalhousie...the Columbia of Nova Scotia.”

Thoroughly confused by now, the delegate 
wandered off, wondering if, by application of 
the transitive principle, that made Chicago the 
Dalhousie of the Midwest.

 
Screaming Tirade of the Week from 
the esteemed Professor Mancinelli of 
Environmental Science (upon seeing that the 
chalkboard had not been cleared of the previ-
ous lecture’s notes) : 

“OH! THIS time I will put up a sign that will 
make a sailor blush!!! Last time this happened 
I put up a sign that said ‘You ignorant, stupid, 
idiotic mongoloid MORONS! CLEAN THE 
BLACKBOARD!’ The Dean tells me not to do 
this. It is not nice, he says. Maybe this time I 
use a baseball bat, then it will get cleaned!”


Lynn Copes, C’05, offered this withering 
assessment of ET CETERA in a recent let-
ter to The Spectator: “When the Spectator 
introduced a new column called ‘Et Cetera,’ 
everyone knew it was just a rip-off of The 
Blue and White’s Campus Gossip pages. While 
the reporters for ‘Et Cetera’ never claimed to 
be anything else, they also seemed to have 
stooped to lower levels.” 

We at the B&W,  while grateful for Ms. 
Copes’s championing of the cause, are never-
theless hesitant to cede the distinction of low-
est-level stooper so easily to an interloper in 
the gossip game.  


Overheard in an East Campus elevator: “So, 
you’re an engineer, right? How’s that going 
for you?” Which goes to show why elevators 
remain the preferred vehicle for descending 
and condescending at the same time.


Recently in Philip Kitcher’s CC class, during 
a discussion about inequality, one student 
lamented that he would never be published, 
insisting “No, it’s impossible!” The good pro-
fessor reassuringly replied, “Now don’t give up. 
There’s lots of very bad writing published these
days.”


From Mines Notes, 1891:
“The Mines campus and escalier were the 
scenes of many fierce snow fights last week, 
and woe to those unfortunates who came 
within the range of the attacking mobs. Even 
the dignity of the Senior was unable to ward 
off the snowballs, and at least one instructor 
can testify to the true aim of the besiegers. 
Strange to say, no glass was broken.”


Students in Prof. Robert Krauss’s class on 
human communication were discussing the 
merits of Steven Pinker’s thesis that language 
is an instinct. One student tried to lay the 
discussion to rest, suggesting that there was 
no real argument. To that end, she posed the 
question, “Why can’t an instinct be learned?” 
Prof. Krauss, ever the incisive semanticist, 
responded with a question of his own: “Why 
can’t ‘up’ mean ‘down’?”

CULINARY HUMANITIES

Ah, like starchy pasta water, we reserve the 
B&W’s Culinary Humanities to thicken 

the plot. The solitude of eating alone nour-
ishes not the mind, thus blessed was I to meet 
J.R., my fellow gastronome. His hair tossed 
like Bob Dylan’s on the cover of Blonde on 
Blonde, outfitted in jeans, a t-shirt and a pair 
of black Dansko clogs, J.R. fits well the part of 
the quintessential urban cook. Let the truth 
be known: certain praises cast at his feet 
(loose women declare “I love a man in clogs”) 
played a decisive role in my most recent foot 
apparel acquisition. 

 Recovering from the blustery cold, J.R. and 
I recently feasted on wild boar and pasta with 
mashed sardines, dill, raisins, and saffron at 
Locanda Vini e Olii in Brooklyn (www.locan
davinieolii.com). As my liege Tacitus reported 
on Tiberius’ rampant executions, “It was a mas-
sacre.” Carlo Hauner’s Sicilian sweet wine that 
we there sampled with its honeydew bouquet 
was instantly the booty of our desire. Thus, 
out from the port of Brooklyn we embarked.

Like General Patton storming Messina, our 
clogs trammeled even the most treacherous of 
volcanic ascents of the Aeolian Isles in con-
quest of the native’s caper bushes and sweet 
malvasia, the ambrosia of their Gods. Fresh 
from the cases of our gear, among the steam-
ing undergarments, the salted capers were 
expressly delivered to chef Eric Ripert of Le 
Bernadin fame upon homecoming. And if per-
chance you delighted in Ripert’s $158 tasting 
menu that glorious week, you undoubtedly 
sampled in all five courses those fine caper 
blossoms.

Historians to come will relish our gastro-
nomic adventures. Recently, in the Los Angeles 
Times, Pulitzer Prize-winning writer David 
Shaw reported that after winning the Rhodes 

scholarship, J.R. graduated from 

Columbia College a semester early and was 
eagerly looking for a job in the kitchens of 
New York. When queried, the Rhodes’ com-
mittee alluded to the role J.R.’s cooking played 
in fulfilling the criteria of Cecil Rhodes’ will. 
“If he’s [J.R.] worked in something other than 
a dishwashing capacity… it’s probably unprec-
edented for a Rhodes scholar at this point in 
his or her career,” reported Elliot Gerson, 
the American secretary of the Rhodes Trust. 
Sparing the embarrassing stories of near 
paralysis while tasting mushrooms (uncooked, 
poisonous), or shaving off slivers of left thumb 
(cooks generally die young), J.R. parlayed his 
experience at our city’s great hotbeds of haute 
cuisine, Le Bernadin and Le Cirque. 

Alas, while fending off enemy onslaught, 
faithful J.R. incurred toilsome injury from 
an infidel’s arrow to the heel and now and 
must recover his spring Parmesan from DiPalo 
Dairy of Little Italy and can only take short 
strolls through Riverside Park. I, now of single 
mind, must persevere. While trotting the last 
ball-busting 800 meters of the New York City 
Marathon, I spotted Daniel Boulud, former 
executive chef of Le Cirque, taking his regular 
3pm lunch break. Approaching the savory god 
for a last boost of morale, I shouted, “Daniel!” 
as I threw wide my arms in full stride. “Aux 
innocents les mains pleines! Figurez-vous 
que vous êtes aux Indes! (Fortune is kind to 
fools. Imagine yourself in India.)” he belched, 
embracing me to his chest in front of the Plaza 
Hotel. Sweat-soaked and startled, I broke off 
from his bosom in time to beat a pack of 67 
year olds to the glory of the finish line. 

My victory lap ended at a table of the 
supreme Café Boulud where my fans awaited. 
“Long live sport and food!” were the echo-
ing cries that poured out onto the street. 
Clutching a wreath of laurel and my freshly 
minted medal, I relished a meal of bouil-
labaisse and spiced pork belly. “So much for 
calories burnt, enjoin me to the company of 
Nike” was the start to my speech as I thought 
wistfully of heroic J.R. Libations of cham-
pagne flowed, on the house.  —Pontius Palate 

A SPORTY SAUTÉ, A PHYSICAL POACH

Illustrated by 
Paul Heyer
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Wiling away the time before another Nobility 
and Civility class, several students and an 
inconspicuous B&W staffer were civilly dis-
cussing Thucydides when the august Professor 
Wm. Theodore deBary sauntered in and 
casually greeted one of their number with, 
“Louis.” To which the startled student replied, 
“my name’s Sam.” 

Professor deBary, by way of explanation, 
pointed to the student’s shirt, which promi-
nently featured Louis Armstrong. The stu-
dents had again lapsed into discussion when 
deBary slipped in again with, “I used to see 
Louis play in the 1930s at the Apollo,” and 
ambled off again. 

Now thoroughly stunned, the students were 
completely unprepared for deBary, turning on 
a dime and waving a pointed finger for empha-
sis, intoning “The Apollo!” 


Obviously not fearing karmic retribution, the 
owners of Global Ink decided to dance on the 
grave of now-defunct rival Universal News. 
The same day the shutters went down and 
the “THIS SPACE FOR RENT” signs went up 
on Universal, Global plastered cheerful flyers 
over Universal’s storefront, thanking everyone 
for their support and offering free coffee to 
loyal neighborhood customers. The Blue & 
White , appreciating schadenfreude in these 
circumstances, joins Global Ink in celebrating 
the departure of the cavalier Universal News.


FROM THE BULLIET FILES:
Due to an unfortunate scheduling snafu 
on the part of the B&W’s Official Bulliet 
Correspondent, the Bulliet Files are cur-
rently closed. Those wishing to see 
it re-opened are encouraged to 
send their favorite Professor 
Bulliet moments and quota-
tions to: theblueandwhite
@columbia.edu.


From a FEEDback Col-
umbia Dining Services 
Comment Card posted in 
the John Jay Dining hall:
Comment: “The cranberry 
juice tastes like water.” 
Response: “We’re discussing the 
problem with the machines.”

 

In his Economics/Philosophy Seminar, John 
Collins recently brought this joke to the table: 
A masochist and a sadist are introduced. The 
masochist says to the sadist, “Please beat me 
with this stick.’ The sadist replies, “No.” 

The puzzled philosophers at The Blue and 
White, neither masochists nor economists 
(which is not to suggest that the two are 
mutually exclusive designations), can only 
assume that this relates somehow to supply 
and demand.

 

During the 301st episode of The Simpsons, 
Lisa is offered a scholarship to the Seven 
Sister school of her choice. While fantasiz-
ing about the scholarship, Lisa envisions the 
embodiment of Barnard (decked out in a hot 
blue toga) enticing her with the words: “Come 
to Barnard, we’re Columbia’s girl-next-door.” 
Kudos the the Administration for their contin-
ued efforts to lure the best and brightest tele-
vision stars—real and otherwise—to campus. 

 

THE B&W ARCHIVES:
“Two towels are now hanging in the Arts 
washroom.” —Campus Gossip, 1892.



As night fell and this winter’s record-breaking 
blizzard gathered strength, a UFM register girl 
flattered one B&W editor by asking him on a 
date to the Coney Island beach. Moreover, 
the invitation was extended in Spanish. 
Collectively touched on his behalf, The Blue & 

White takes this opportunity to com-
mend UFM for its nondiscrimina-

tory hiring of friendly Hispanic 
Polar Bear Club members 

despite these frigid eco-
nomic times.

Postscript: When said 
staffer had to politely 
reject the date, he 

accidentally did so in 
Portuguese, at the sound 

of which the register girl 
lost all interest.


New York Popover, on 119th and 

Amsterdam…it’s ugly!  


