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The Oregon Commentator is an independent journal of 
opinion published at the University of Oregon for the cam-
pus community. Founded by a group of concerned student 
journalists on September 27, 1983, the Commentator has had 
a major impact in the “war of ideas” on campus, providing 
students with an alternative to the left-wing orthodoxy pro-
moted by other student publications, professors and student 
groups. During its twenty-six year existence, it has enabled 
University students to hear both sides of issues. Our paper 
combines reporting with opinion, humor and feature articles. 
We have won national recognition for our commitment to 
journalistic excellence.

The Oregon Commentator is operated as a program of the 
Associated Students of the University of Oregon (ASUO) and 
is staffed solely by volunteer editors and writers. The paper is 
funded through student incidental fees, advertising revenue 
and private donations. We print a wide variety of material, 
but our main purpose is to show students that a political phi-
losophy of conservatism, free thought and individual liberty 
is an intelligent way of looking at the world–contrary to what 
they might hear in classrooms and on campus. In general, edi-
tors of the Commentator share beliefs in the following:

 
•We believe that the University should be a forum for ra-

tional and informed debate–instead of the current climate in 
which ideological dogma, political correctness, fashion and 
mob mentality interfere with academic pursuit. 

•We emphatically oppose totalitarianism and its apolo-
gists. 

•We believe that it is important for the University com-
munity to view the world realistically, intelligently, and above 
all, rationally. 

•We believe that any attempt to establish utopia is bound 
to meet with failure and, more often than not, disaster. 

•We believe that while it would be foolish to praise or 
agree mindlessly with everything our nation does, it is both 
ungrateful and dishonest not to acknowledge the tremendous 
blessings and benefits we receive as Americans. 

•We believe that free enterprise and economic growth, 
especially at the local level, provide the basis for a sound so-
ciety. 

•We believe that the University is an important battle-
ground in the “war of ideas” and that the outcome of political 
battles of the future are, to a large degree, being determined 
on campuses today. 

•We believe that a code of honor, integrity, pride and ra-
tionality are the fundamental characteristics for individual 
success. 

Socialism guarantees the right to work. However, we be-
lieve that the right not to work is fundamental to individual 
liberty. Apathy is a human right. 
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Mission Statement
Editor-In-Chief
Sophia Lawhead

Publisher
Ethan Bendau

  
 

Contributors
Ashley Reed, Lauren Greenhall, Sophia Lawhead, Andrew Roll, 

Danny Mayes, Katie Conley, Ben Schorr, Danny Mayes, Korbi Kay, 
Adam Chimeo, Hailey Chamberlain, Maggie Brees, Rebecca O’Neill

Board of Directors
Ethan Bendau, Chairman

Ashley Reed, Vice-Chairman
Sophia Lawhead, Director

Alumni Advisory Board
Charles H. Deister ‘92, R.S.D. Wederquist ‘92

Scott Camp, ‘94, Ed Carson ‘94, Mark Hemingway ‘98, 
William Beutler ‘02, Tim Dreier ‘04, Olly Ruff ‘05, Tyler Graf ‘05

Board of Trustees
Richard Burr, Dane Claussen, Thomas Mann

Owen Brennan, Scott Camp

The Oregon Commentator is an independent journal of opinion. 
All signed essays and commentaries herein represent the opinions of 
the writers and not necessarily the opinions of the magazine or its 
staff. The Commentator is an independent publication and the Or-
egon Commentator Publishing Co., Inc. is an independent corpora-
tion; neither are affiliated with the University of Oregon nor its School 
of Journalism. And, contrary to popular, paranoid opinion, we are in 
no way affiliated with either the CIA or the FBI, or the Council on 
Foreign Relations.

The Oregon Commentator accepts letters to the editor and com-
mentaries from students, faculty and staff at the University of Ore-
gon, or anyone else for that matter. Letters and commentaries may be 
submitted personally to Room 319 EMU or placed in our mailbox in 
Suite 4 EMU; phoned in to (541) 346-3721, or e-mailed to ocomment@
uoregon.edu.

We reserve the right to edit material we find obscene, libelous, 
inappropriate or lengthy. We are not obliged to print anything that 
does not suit us. Unsolicited material will not be returned unless ac-
companied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope. Submission con-
stitutes testimony as to the accuracy.
E-mails sent to individual authors that are directly related to the Or-
egon Commentator may be reused by the Commentator as it sees fit. 

Editor Emeritus     
Lyzi Diamond

Publisher Emeritus     
Ross Coyle

Managing Editor     
Ashley Reed

Copy Editors     
Ashley Reed, Sophia Lawhead, Nick Ekblad, Melissa Haskin

Art Director     
Maggie Brees

Distribution Manager
Danny Mayes

Humor Editor
Lauren Greenhall

Blog Editor   
Sophia Lawhead

Layout Directors    
Ashley Reed, Ben Schorr

Associate Editor
Rebecca O’Neill



�

Editorial

	 It	has	come	to	our	attention	that	the	Oregon Daily Emerald,	or	as	we	prefer	to	call	it,	the	Ol’ Dirty Emerald,	
plans	to	publish	a	story	of	allegations	against	us.	At	the	time	of	writing,	the	story	is	unreleased,	so	though	we	have	heard	
rumblings	from	sources	in	the	Emerald	newsroom,	we	don’t	know	the	exact	allegations	it	contains.	By	the	time	this	
statement	is	released,	the	Emerald	may	have	already	published	the	article	and	you	may	have	already	read	it.	In	that	case,	
you	know	more	than	us.
	 We	have	heard	from	sources	inside	the	Emerald	that	this	article	will	allege	we	used	student	money	to	pay	for	
subscriptions	to	six	horse	pornography	websites.	This	is	false.	One	of	those	sites	did	not	include	any	images	of	horses,	
only	some	images	depicting	mules.
	 It	is	said	that	“an	EMU	janitor”	discovered	two	staffers	after	hours	in	the	Commentator office watching 
equine	pornography	with	their	pants	around	their	ankles.	That	is	an	inaccurate	characterization	of	the	number	of	staff-
ers	involved	and	their	state	of	undress,	and	to	say	that	we	then	threatened	“the	janitor”	at	“knifepoint”	is	irresponsible	
and	false.	The	correct	terminology	is	“custodian”	and	no	member	of	the	Commentator	staff	owns	or	possesses	a	bladed	
weapon	bigger	than	a	dirk	or	shuriken.	
	 Anyway,	our	purpose	in	exploring	horse	porn	was	clearly	journalistic.	Unfortunately,	the	relevant	staff	e-mails	
that	would	support	our	case	and	exonerate	us	have	mysteriously	disappeared	from	the	internet	—	possibly	deleted	by	an	
Emerald	staffer	trying	to	quash	evidence	that	would	jeopardize	a	juicy	scandal	piece,	although	there	is	no	concrete	rea-
son	to	believe	that	is	the	case.	If	they	still	existed,	they	would	show	that	the	use	of	these	sites	was	part	of	a	potentially	
groundbreaking	expose	we	were	planning	to	publish	on	equine	erotica	and	the	abuses	that	surround	it.	It	seemed	like	
the	piece	wouldn’t	be	complete	if	we	didn’t	watch	some	of	the	porn	in	question	while	naked,	to	put	ourselves,	as	do	so	
many users of equine porn, at the mercy of whatever desires our flesh might furnish us, indeed allow it to arouse us.
	 The	results	of	our	research,	however,	were	inconclusive	and	we	couldn’t	go	forward	with	the	story.	Those	are	
the	breaks	sometimes;	it	is	the	nature	of	the	journalistic	beast.	Really	it	shouldn’t	surprise	anyone	that	an	institution	as	
seemingly	committed	to	sloppy,	lazy,	halfhearted	“reporting”	as	the	Emerald	should	want	to	target	those	who	display	the	
brand	of	robust,	full-bodied	journalistic	rigor	we	did	in	pursuing	this	story.
	 One	more	thing	—	the	e-mails	only	went	to	the	Women’s	Center	by	accident.	One	OC	staffer	sent	a	link	to	a	
photo	from	chicks-sucking-off-horses.com	to	an	address	he	thought	was	his	editor’s.	It	was	accompanied	by	a	message	
that	might	have	looked	lewd	and	even	threatening	if	viewed	by	an	outsider,	but	was	a	perfectly	innocent	inside	joke	in	
the	context	in	question.	But	it	wasn’t	the	right	e-mail	address	at	all!	The	staffer	who	sent	it	suffers	from	dyslexia	and	his	
condition	led	him	to	pick	the	wrong	address	from	his	contacts	list.	Instead,	it	was	delivered	to	a	member	of	the	Women’s	
Center	staff	who	had	happened	to	have	an	angry	run-in	with	the	staffer	earlier	that	day.
	 His	intended	recipient	was	seated	across	the	room	from	the	sender.	After	he	told	her	to	check	her	inbox,	she	in-
formed	him	she	hadn’t	received	the	e-mail.	He	told	her	he	would	get	her	the	e-mail	and	clicked	“send”	again,	repeatedly,	
but	each	time	he	felt	compelled	to	revise	the	original	message	and	it	became	increasingly	insistent,	graphic	and	threaten-
ing	(mirroring	his	frustration	with	what	he	thought	was	a	computer	error).
	 This	continued	for	several	hours.	He	was	so	focused	on	what	he	was	doing	that	he	sender	failed	to	notice	several	
very	agitated	messages	from	the	Women’s	Center.
 It is unfortunate that, just before the police arrived at the OC office, the staffer sending the message spilled hot 
coffee	on	his	lap,	obliging	him	to	remove	his	pants	and	underwear	in	an	effort	to	avoid	severe	burns.	His	editor	then	
left the office to preserve his modesty while he worked on making sure the e-mail got through. She also took his pants, 
underwear,	and	the	coffee	mug	home	with	her	to	wash.	This	is	why	the	police	discovered	no	evidence	to	support	his	side	
of	the	story.
	 It	should	go	without	saying	that	he	has	learned	a	profound	lesson	about	fate.
	 There	is	just	one	more	thing	we	need	to	tackle.	We	spent	$2,000	of	student	money	printing	and	photocopying	
horse	porn.	Of	course	we	did.
 There’s no excuse for that. There doesn’t need to be. It was the right thing to do. Uptight, prudish ASUO types 
will	undoubtedly	try	to	remove	our	funding	over	this,	but	let’s	just	ask	you	this:	Didn’t	you	just	know	we	were	doing	
this	all	along?	Would	you	really	have	been	in	favor	of	supporting	a	Commentator	that	didn’t	take	your	money	and	use	
it to mass-produce images of sexual intercourse between people and horses in the most inefficient and time-consuming 
way	possible?
	 We	thought	not.

- oregon Commentator editorial staff
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MAIL CALL

Dear Sophie,

I	talked	to	Danny	and	we	want	you	to	
know	that	we	are	sincerely	interested	
in	providing	the	hilarious	spectacle	that	
is running for the ASUO. Danny and I 
even	brainstormed	ways	to	fundraise,	
we	think	that	we	should	hand	make	val-
entines	and	dress	up	in	the	sudsy	suit	to	
deliver	them.	We’ve	also	decided	that	
if	someone	else	from	the	commenta-
tor wants to run, we are willing to fight 
them.	I’m	a	skilled	wrestler,	and	I	think	
it would be a fair and interesting fight.

Love,
Hailey	XOXO

Commenter Brian Walker, 
assuaging our fears that 
he would ever endorse 
Obama with a totally rea-
sonable comparison.

Clear evidence.

The commenTaTor officially endorses 
haily chamberlain and danny mayes 

for asuo execuTive.
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RX

asks ...
How Are You 
Preparing For 
The Apocalypse?

[Donald Trump]

Hiding Inside 
Kim’s Ass

   Finally Getting                  
  That Toupee I’ve 
  Always  Wanted   

[Racist Grandma]
         I Finally 
Accept Mexicans  

Bartending School

THe pepsi Challenge
Ingredients:
1 Old English fawty
1 fawty Homeless Piss
1 Blindfold

[Mr. Burns]
     Gonna Kiss
       Smithers

Swish in mouth until
aroused; rinse, repeat.

“Spitters
Are 
Quitters.” 

sudsy says:

[Bald Eagle] 

[The Kardashians]

    Goin’ For the 
        Mohawk 

Giant Tiger Sand      
  Castle Should 
      Hold Up. This issue’s winner is Justin Mickelson!

“What the fuck is the Oregon Commentator?”

[Jafar]

NOBody Asked US, BUT...
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MAIL CALL

Cockroaches: We PimPin All 
Over the World

	 Fancy	cars,	lamborghinis,	all	the	bullshit	is	ours.	Seinfeld,	suck	our	dicks!	We’re	
cockroaches	motha	fucka!!!	Do	you	know	how	long	we’ve	been	putzin’	around,	
creepin’	and	crawlin’,	waitin	for	the	day	when	the	apocalypse	would	come	and	shove	it	
up your fat asses?* Well now it’s finally here, and what are we gonna do? We’re going 
to	Disneyland!	
	
But	we	aint	stoppin’	there!	The	world	is	ours,	don’t	you	get	it?	We’re	gonna	tear	
this	place	apart.	India,	Malaysia,	Ben	and	Jerry’s,	we	pickin’	up	the	scraps	of	the	
apocalapz.	No	more	chillin’	in	that	Chinese	restaurant	on	the	sketchy	side	of	town.	
Cockroaches	of	the	world,	it’s	time	to	treat	yo-self!	Get	that	haircut	you	always	
dreamed	of,	crawl	on	a	block	of	goat	cheese,	poop	on	a	pile	of	cocaine.	I	don’t	care,	
just	keep	my	name	out	your	mouth.	

I’m	not	even	kidding	I	don’t	care	if	there	isn’t	anybody	else	left,	a	snitch	is	a	snitch.	If	
you	fuck	up	one	more	time--I	don’t	know	what	we’re	gonna	do	about	you,	we’re	not	
tall	enough	to	remake	that	guillotine	and	I	have	pimpin’	to	so	I	don’t	have	time	to	be	
making	sure	you’ll	keep	your	lips	twitched.	Whateva.

*	Since	1782	after	Ralphie’s	birthday	party.	

NOBody Asked US, BUT...
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Signs

Katie Conley is a contributor to the or-
egon Commentator, and often denies 
her sexual impulses.

IndIcator of the ImpendIng apocalypse #17: 

grandparents stop BeIng 

super-duper racIst

This	sort	of	fad	is	a	
sign	of	dark	times.

We’ve	all	been	there.		You’re	spending	time	with	a	couple	of	weathered,	cranky	
octogenarians	whom	your	parents	insist	you	call	“Grandpa”	and	“Grandma,”	

when the shit hits the fan.  The fan of RACISM, that is.  I won’t get into specif-
ics—as	 I	 said,	we’ve	 all	 been	 there—but	Lord	 if	 the	words	 that	 fall	 out	 of	 your	
nana’s crispy, lipstick-smeared mouthhole wouldn’t make a sailor blush.  A RACIST 
sailor,	that	is.		
				But	just	like	elephants,	who	sense	their	fast-approaching	death	and	head	off	to	the	
ol’	elephant	graveyard,	the	withered	and	elderly	are	much	more	attuned	to	the	im-
pending	apocalypse	than	the	rest	of	us.		They	can	hear	the	seven	seals	of	hell	being	
ripped	open	more	acutely	than	their	own	devastating	bowel	movements.		Yes,	these	
smarmy	assholes	who	lived	through	the	Depression,	World	War	II,	and	the	rise	and	
fall	of	those	tiny	little	shirts	that	you’d	put	on,	and	then	they	were	bigger,	you	know?	
can	sense	The	End.	And	lest	they	face	the	lamb	with	seven	horns	and	seven	eyes,	all	
those	trumpeters,	and	maybe	a	few	dudes	on	horseback	without	the	assurance	that	
their	souls	will	be	saved,	our	grandparents	will	begin	to	stop	being	racist	assholes.		
				I’ll	pause	for	a	moment	to	let	you	take	a	few	deep	breaths.		I	know	what	I’ve	pos-
ited	here	may	be	shocking,	even	unbelievable.		After	all,	from	the	moment	you	were	
born	all	you’ve	ever	known	about	these	slowly-shrinking	human	shells	of	loathing	is	
that	they	hate	literally	every	race	besides	their	own.	(That,	and	you	have	to	let	them	
kiss	all	over	your	cheeks	a	couple	times	a	year	at	holidays.)
But	 in	 these	 troubling	 times—what	 with	 wars	 and	 political	 strife,	 rapidly	 disap-

pearing resources, and shows you really enjoy being taken off Netflix Instant 
Watch—the	day	you	tell	your	grandmother	about	your	mixed-race	roommate	and	
she	doesn’t	attempt	to	gouge	your	eyes	out	is	swiftly	approaching.		In	fact,	it	may	
already be here.  Across the country dozens, if not five or six people, maybe, have 
reported that their grandparents have been acting strangely.  At first it was easy 
enough	to	chalk	these	behavioral	changes	up	to	a	simple	stroke	or	brain	aneurism.	
However,	once	my	own	grandmother	didn’t	threaten	to	call	“the	authorities”	on	her	
Asian	neighbors	this	past	Christmas	for	sitting	on	their	own	front	porch,	I	knew	
something	was	terribly,	terribly	wrong.
				Yes	my	friends,	the	apocalypse	is	upon	us.		Our	grandparents	have	passed	down	
the	 legend	of	 the	End	of	Days	 for	 thousands	of	years,	 reading	and	 interpreting	
mankind’s	demise	in	a	book	of	stories	commonly	referred	to	as	“The	Bible.”		If	
they’re	not	at	their	weekly	bridge	tournament	or	getting	coffee	down	at	the	corner	
shop	with	“the	boys,”	our	grandparents	are	scouring	the	pages	of	this	ancient	text,	
trying to score a one-way ticket to Heaven.  Soon grandparents everywhere will 
love	their	neighbors,	regardless	of	race.		They	will	no	longer	mutter	swear	words	
at	passersby	on	 the	street	whom	they	 interpret	as	“foreigners.”	 	The	world	will	
be	harmonious,	a	place	of	utopia	never	before	thought	possible.		And	then	it	will	
fucking	explode.
				Be	wary,	dear	reader.		If	you	see	signs	of	acceptance	and	love	in	your	grandpar-
ents’ once hate-filled countenances, prepare yourself for The End, and hope to God 
you	at	least	get	to	see	a	dragon	or	a	bear	with	horns	or	something	while	your	body	
is destroyed by a gigantic, molten fireball.	
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Mike Hunt is a contributor to the oregon Commenta-
tor and doesn’t actually own a refrigerator.

How I Poisoned Biff Wellington
As	anyone	who	has	spent	time	on	life’s	dusty	lonesome	trail	will	tell	you,	doing	nice	things	for	others	gets	you	no-

where.		I	will	admit,	I	am	young	and	like	the	rest	of	you,	I	forget	this	basic	rule	from	time	to	time.		They	say	curios-
ity	killed	the	cat,	but	it	was	generosity	that	stole	his	money,	beat	the	living	shit	out	of	him	and	left	him	on	a	curb.	It	is	a	
scenario	I	know	well,	and	one	that,	last	week,	was	visited	upon	me	by	my	once	good	friend,	Biff	Wellington.
 Let me set the scene for you. If you drive a car you should probably know about Les Schwab’s free meat event.  
I’m	not	getting	paid	to	advertise	here,	so	all	you	need	to	know	is	that	you	buy	tires,	and	you	get	free	meat.		The	meat	is	
delicious—nothing like free steak.  So after getting my studs off, I popped a couple of nice looking T-bones in the freezer 
to save for a rainy day.  When that day finally came, I realized there was way more delicious free tire-meat than I was 
going	to	be	able	to	consume.		I	began	the	slow	process	of	thawing	the	steak	as	I	made	phone	calls	to	friends,	putting	into	
action the first steps of a dinner party.  
	 Nobody	came.		Nobody	came	because	when	you	are	generous	with	your	things	people	abandon	you	for	showing	
weakness.  So the meat sat in the fridge for…a day*.  Maybe a little longer than it should have, but free food isn’t some-
thing	you	just	chuck	away.		I	put	it	out	of	my	mind	and	headed	out	on	the	town.
 Several carefree hours later, I awoke to a voice in my head screaming, “Food! In your fucking body! NOW!!!”  
Remembering	the	wonderful	steaks	sitting	in	my	fridge,	I	promptly	called	up	Biff,	knowing	his	stomach	would	be	saying	
the	same	thing	after	a	night	like	that.		He	obliged	and	staggered	over	as	I	prepared	the	feast.		I	am	no	master	chef,	but	I	
have to say the kitchen was smellin’ mighty fine with my red-blooded American breakfast for two.  

Trust	no	one.

 Biff arrived promptly as I finished the eggs.  We skipped 
hellos	and	dug	right	in,	grease	and	fat	soaking	up	all	the	poison	from	
the	night	before.	With	plenty	of	cholesterol	to	block	up	our	arteries	
and	 keep	 the	 toxins	 from	 spreading	 further,	 we	 annihilated	 those	
hangovers	and	triumphantly	began	planning	for	the	day.		
	 Hours	later,	while	cleaning	the	war	zone	that	was	my	kitch-
en,	I	reexamined	the	remaining	meat	and,	in	a	sober	haze,	realized	I	
may	have	underestimated	the	time	it	had	been	sitting	out.	By	like	a	
week	.	.	.	or	two.	Just	then,	Biff	came	barreling	down	the	stairs	com-
plaining	of	a	stomachache	and	accusing	me	of	dosing	him.	When	I	
informed	him	that	the	meat	may	have	been	rancid,	he	proceeded	to	
lunge	at	me	before	remembering	I	too	had	eaten	that	delicious	free	
tire	meat,	and	nearly	hurled	on	my	shoes.
 Symptoms quickly set in for me as well and began to wors-
en	for	Biff.		It	was	the	only	time	I	have	a	clear	and	sober	picture	of	
helping	my	friend	puke	while	he	helped	me.		
	 As	of	now,	Biff	is	still	not	speaking	to	me	and	now	nobody	
comes	to	my	dinner	parties	ever!		Why?		Because	the	stupid	urge	
to	treat	a	friend	to	a	nice	meal	caused	me	to	poison	myself	and	said	
friend.	It	has	prevented	me	from	ever	hosting	a	formal	tea	gathering	
again.
	 The	moral	of	the	story?	Karma	is	a	bitch	and	it	works	against	
you,	no	matter	what.

Friendship
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smokin and tokin

Ben Schorr is a contributor to the 
oregon Commentator says, “Hi, mom and 
dad.”

When I got my room assign-
ment last fall, #433, my 

first thought was “Hey, that’s only 13 
away from 420!” I planned to take 
pictures of the room on my phone 
and send it to my friends, who would 
no doubt reply with “lol” or 

“420000!!!” I walked down 
the hall, 418, 419….421. There 
was no 420. At first I thought it 
was like the Platform 9 ¾ from Har-
ry Potter, where the only way to get 
there was to run quickly into the wall. 

It’s not; I learned that the hard way. 
I couldn’t believe that room #420 

simply didn’t exist. I looked up towards 
the sky and screamed, “ferrr twenny!” 
pleading to a God that wasn’t there. 

With clenched fists and teary eyes 
I ran to each floor to look for numbers 
that could make me laugh. The first 
floor is the lobby, so there’s no 69. 
There aren’t 87 rooms on the next floor, 
so there’s no room 187. Same goes for 
sixth floor and 666. This is bullshit. 

But the lack of room number in-
nuendo goes beyond Barnhart. The 
whole damn campus is in on it. 

Technically, you’re not supposed 
to be in the residence halls unless you 
live there or are visiting someone who 

lives there, so I had to use my mojo to 
get access. When I asked people to let 
me in, most gave me a look that said, 
“Are you gonna go rape people?” To 
prove that I wasn’t a sexual predator 
I explained that I was a writer for the 

OregOn COm-
mentatOr, which 
made everything 
worse. Most peo-
ple said, “What’s 
the difference?” 
I explained the 
premise of the ar-
ticle and people 
just didn’t under-
stand. They said 
things like, “Why do you care so much 
about the numbers?” or “This sounds 
like a waste of time,” or, “You smell 
awful.” It was me versus the world. 

After much duress and pep-
per spray, I was able to get in to ev-
ery complex. I checked for numbers 
69, 187, 420, 666, etc, anything that 
would make a classroom full of mid-

dle schoolers giggle. But there was 
nothing. The closest I got was in LLC. 
There’s a 420 on the fourth floor, but 
it was a girl’s bathroom. I set up camp 
there for a few hours to do research for 
this article, but was removed by the 

fascist campus 
security. (If any-
one knows a good 
lawyer please 
contact me.) 

No one in the 
residence halls 
lives in a room 
with a laughable 
number. This is 
outrageous and 
I will not stand 
for it. There’s 
only one way the 
university can 
make this up to 
us. They’re al-
ready building 

new dorms on cam-
pus targeted at upper-
classmen. I say they 
make EVERY room 
#420. Sure, no one 
would get their mail, 
but that’s not what’s 
important. What’s 
important is bros can 
walk down the hall, 
point to each room 
number, laugh, and 

high five. Contact your local complex 
director, send letters to the president, 
get involved. We can beat this. 

Bud Blues
One freshman’s tragic quest for juvenile humor.
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What most people forget 
when telling stories is that 

no one gives of fuck about your per-
sonal suburban conquests; the people 
want questionable reasoning and de-
batable morals. With that said, I want 
you to know I am a disgustingly foul 
individual for what I did and I will de-
liver on what the people want because 
alcohol hs tended to make most of 
the decisions in my life since college.

Being an underage freshman four 
years ago, nighttime on the weekends 
included a constant paranoia of getting 
the feared M.I.P. ticket. Fifty percent of 
my cardio freshmen year consisted of 
scaling fences and out-sprinting slow 
people ditching parties, but I’m not here 
to talk about speed of escape. I want to 
touch on the speed of my drunken wit.

 Walking home from a house 
party to the dorms is like breaking out 
of jail then going back for a goodbye 
kiss from your cellmate; this is some 
dirty covert shit people. A solid syn-

chronization of stealth and awareness 
is key, which is why when you’re on the 
verge of blacking out like I was after a 
typical weekend juicer your improvi-
sation skills better be on their A-game. 

 Stumbling from tree to tree 
for support while I made my way 
back to the dorms, I was easily spot-
ted by DPS officers. Noticing the po-
lice lights and the arrival of a few ve-

hicles I did what any man would 
do in that situation: I started 
crying. Though these weren’t 
tears of defeat, these tears 
were packed with a diabolical 
plan my drunken self was writ-
ing as the situation unfolded.

 One officer ap-
proached me asking if every-
thing was okay, doing their 
typical inspection of my body 
language and state of mind 
when I decided to 
mind freak their Fri-
day night. Phase one 
of my drunken plan 
was to establish 

awkwardness, so right as 
the female officer touched 
my arm to comfort me 
I snapped, “NO! That’s 
Dave’s shoulder…was 
Dave’s shoulder…” As I 
noticed how my brain was 
working I put it together; 
it wanted me to pretend I 
broke up with an imagi-
nary boyfriend and was distraught be-
yond belief. Being a straight male and 
already going with the Dave angle, I 
improvised. 

 When asked if I could walk 
I moaned that tears for my lost love 
were blinding me so I threw myself to 
the ground then boldly asked for a ride 
home.  The officer came in for a hug 
and I obliged in her embrace while she 
said, “Let’s get you home.”  

As an immediate reaction I said, 
“Really?” totally dumbfounded by my 
drunken efforts and quickly turned the 

sentence into, “Really…appreciate 
your help tonight.”  

 At that point I was unsure 
whether this was a sympathy ride or a 
trip bound for an M.I.P. Either way, I 
was not breaking character until I was 
in my dorm. During the ride I felt she 
was testing me with constant questions 
about my “ex.”  When asked what we 
liked to do together I thought, “We al-
ways had sushi Saturdays and cuddled 
to Glee…” I tried to say things that could 
be creditable but ended up defaulting 
to my drunken interpretation of how I 
thought gay couples spent their time. 
In my defense I was trying to get out of 
a ticket, but nonetheless I know my as-
sumptions could have been offensive.

 After passing the 20 questions 
test (if it was even a test or just courte-
ousness) I made my way up the stairs 
to my dorm escorted by two officers. 

At this point I thought I could close up 
everything with a little bit of the snif-
fles and a few lying tears to suggest 
to them that they had done their duty 
helping some poor sad sack. Mind 
you, this was in front of my entire hall. 
When As I opened my door and walked 
in, just about to close out the night and 
pull off one of the greatest booze-re-
lated escapes of all time, the female 
officer said, “Wait a second, Biff.” 

Panicky yet still true to my charac-
ter, I gave her the saddest, just-found-
out-your-dog-died look and asked, 

The 
Break-Up
When Biff Found--and 
Lost--Dave
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Double Fistin

Hailey Chamberlain is a contributor to 
the oregon Commentator is double fist-
ing moonshine and whippits right now.

2012	has	sprung,	and	if	you	committed	readers	are	anything	like	myself,	
you	 must	 be	 counting	 down	 to	 D-Day,	 December	 21,	 2012.	 There	 a	

lot	of	speculation	about	what	might	happen	on	December	21.	The	Mayans	
thought	 it	 would	 be	 the	 end	 of	 the	 13th	 b’ak’tun;	 Nostradamus	 predicted	
massive	destruction	and	havoc	brought	 about	by	a	 comet;	 some	scientists	
think the magnetic poles will shift due to a solar flare; some people think 
the	center	of	the	milky	way	galaxy,	the	sun,	and	earth	are	all	going	to	align;	
and	 a	 kid	 from	 my	 Italian	 class	 thinks	 that	 aliens	 are	 going	 to	 come	 and	
harvest	 human	 beings.	 The	 possibilities	 are	 endless,	 but	 one	 thing	 is	 for	
sure:	 I	 am	 a	 little	 bit	 nervous	 about	 this	 impending	 doom.	 I’ve	 taken	 the	
liberty	of	compiling	a	list	of	things	you	can	do	to	mentally	prepare	yourself:

1.	 Indulge	in	your	vices,	every	single	one	of	them.	Right	now	I’m	double	
fisting handfuls of Reese’s peanut butter cups and bottles of Andre while doing 
lines	of	coke	off	a	piece	of	glass	I	put	over	a	picture	of	J.Lo’s	ass	and	watching	
Desperate	Housewives.	My	motto	is,	“Do	what	makes	you	happy	until	it	kills	
you,”	and	right	now	I	am	stoked	and	only	a	little	bit	nauseous.	If	there	is	only	
11	months	left	to	live,	I	suggest	living	it	up	and	doing	everything	you	never	
wanted	to	do	because	you	thought	it	was	bad	for	you.		

The Bucket List: 
Apocalypse edition

Biff Wellington is a contributor to the 
oregon Commentator and really still 
misses Dave.

“Yes?” 
She reached into her pocket, grab-

bing what I thought was a pad to write 
me a ticket and started scribbling 
something down. Then she gave me a 
hug, and told me that if I ever needed to 
talk, give her a call and handed me her 
card. Holding back my sinister smile, 
I graciously accepted her sincere of-
fer and walked back into my room.

 As I finally shut my door on 
the whole situation, I started my silent 
celebration, enjoying the remains of 
my buzz. When I opened my door to 
see if the coast was clear, I noticed all 
my neighbors looking at me like ev-
erything had just shattered in my life. 

I gave those peons a gloriously 
smile of triumph, and said, “That’s 
how you get out of an M.I.P.”

2. This piece of advice really goes hand in hand with the first piece: try to sleep with everyone that you’ve ever 
wished you could sleep with. Your fifth grade crush? The DILF next door? Your calculus teacher? All of the sexy brai-
niacs	in	your	calculus	class?	Why	the	fuck	not?	What’s	the	worst	that	could	happen,	they	shoot	you	down?	That	might	
hurt,	but	who	cares,	we	might	die	soon	anyways.	

3. Have a plan A. What are you going to do if aliens come? Fight? Are you prepared to die? What if they suck out 
your	brain	and	make	you	a	slave?	What	then?	Think	about	it.	

4.	 Have	a	plan	B.	Know	what	you’re	going	to	do	if	the	world	doesn’t	end	(God	forbid).	I’m	not	proud	to	admit	
this,	but	I’ve	been	obsessing	about	all	of	the	conspiracy	theories	surrounding	2012	since	I	was	14.	Right	now,	my	plan	
B	is	to	kill	myself	if	the	world	doesn’t	end	just	because	nothing	will	ever	be	as	exciting	as	this	and	I	don’t	want	the	rest	
of	my	life	to	be	anticlimactic.	

Come	to	terms	with	the	fact	that	the	world	might	end.	There	are	plenty	of	non-believers	out	there	who	will	tell	you	that	De-
cember	21	is	going	to	be	just	another	day,	but	that	is	a	bald-faced	lie.	I’ve	already	told	you	the	list,	but	whatever	happens,	I’ve	
found	it	soothing	to	talk	myself	into	being	okay	with	the	fact	that	things	might	not	be	okay.	Right	now,	if	I	died,	I	probably	
wouldn’t	care.	Count	the	reasons	it	might	not	be	so	bad	to	die.	My	number	1	is,	I	wouldn’t	have	to	pay	my	student	loans!
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rage

University of Oregon park-
ing spots are like guys—all 

of the good ones are taken, and the 
rest of them suck or demand money. 

9:09 AM. I’m frantically driving 
through the student parking near the 
gym, cursing myself for not having 
left home earlier. All of the spots des-
ignated for student permit parking are 
taken; those remaining have a “pay to 
park” sign. Pay to park?! I already paid 
$300 at the beginning of the term to 
park! My permit, which had seemed so 
cool and official at first—“yeah, that’s 
right, I’ve got authority to park in re-
stricted areas”—now dangles from my 
center mirror like a useless ornament. 
Access denied. 

 I become further enraged 
when I see a row of “RESERVED 
PARKING” for “WeCar only”. What 
the focaccia is WeCar, and why is it 
taking up a space that could potentially 
be mine? 

 The University needs to up-
date the accuracy of its “Parking and 
Transportation” map, which was in-
cluded with the purchase of my $300 
student parking permit (sucker!). Per-
mit spaces near the gym are depicted 
from the corner of East 15th and Agate 
Street up to the Earl Complex; in real-
ity, these spaces stop right before the 
Living Learning Center and the rest 
are “Pay to Park” spots. Even the ac-
tual “Student Parking” lot is contami-
nated with “Housing Only” and “We-
Car” spaces.  

 Continuing my frenzied 
search, I am OUTRAGED to discover 
the rows upon rows of parking me-
ters for spots that are actually near my 
classes. 

“Quarters only. $1.25/hour.” 

 I must be one of the few stu-
dents whose exhaust pipe doesn’t 
magically spew quarters, since I can’t 
think of another logical explanation 
for the University to grossly inconve-
nience someone trying to get to class 
on time. How many students carry 
change on them, let alone quarters? If 
students with a car don’t have a $300 
permit (and sometimes, even if they 
do) are they supposed to keep a con-
stant quarter stash and pay five quar-
ters for ONE hour of parking? 

If a student is on campus for 4 
hours, it costs him $5.00 (20 quarters). 
Just to park.

Defendants of the ridiculous park-
ing situation—which shall be termed 
RPS—argue that the University is try-
ing to encourage students to walk to 
class or to use public transportation. 
Never mind that housing near campus 
is exponentially more expensive than 
other parts of town, and that we don’t 
all live near bus stops. Those of us ac-
climated to warmer weather relish our 
cars as fast, reliable transportation dur-
ing the incessant rain that pisses upon 
the very idea of standing outside for 
any length of time. And excuse me for 
being Cali-blooded, but bus stops are 
not heated. 

Out-of-state tuition costs a retire-
ment fund and a half, and even text-
books take the “fun” out of my savings 
fund. With the nauseating amount of 
fees required to receive a basic educa-
tion, I find the University’s RPS par-
ticularly revolting.  If its intentions 
are to encourage an eco-friendly cam-
pus, then why does it even bother to 
(over)sell $300 parking permits for 
designated parking lots with inad-
equate spaces? Why are there ample 

metered parking spots painfully close 
to classes, and why do they only take 
quarters?  

 WHY AM I LEAVING TWO 
HOURS BEFORE CLASS EVERY 
MORNING AND STILL HYPER-
VENTILATING ABOUT FINDING 
A PARKING SPACE AND NOT GO-
ING BROKE? 

 I’m still searching for the an-
swers to these questions, but in the 
meantime, I did discover what WeCar 
is. I hope, for the sake of my sanity, 
that WeCar is not the University’s eco-
friendly solution to the RPS. WeCar 
is described on the UO website as “a 
refreshing alternative to car owner-
ship...it gives you the convenience of 
car ownership without the hassle and 
expense. And, it’s easy on the environ-
ment.” 

Basically, the revered WeCar is a 
car-rental program through Enterprise. 
You have to sign up for a member-
ship ($35 annual fee) to even be eli-
gible to pay its rental rates, which are 
$8-9/hour or $60/a day. If students 
are paying for WeCar by the hour, it 
is unlikely that they will waste rental 
money parked on campus, paying for 
each minute of class.  Therefore, de-
creasing the amount of student permit 
parking spaces—those set aside for 
students actually on campus—for re-
served WeCar spots is impractical and 
takes the RPS to a whole new level of 
ridiculousness.  It’s not rocket science 
or Math 111, people. The University 
needs to either sell fewer parking per-
mits or increase designated 
student parking spaces. It’s 
really that simple. 

Korbi Kay is a contributor to the or-
egon Commentator and is a BOSS.

Parking	at	the	UO
and Why It Sucks
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money talks

I	want	 to	 begin	 by	 congratulating	
the football team on finally achiev-

ing	 an	 uncanny	 resemblance	 to	 Ro-
bocop	 and	 the	 Bicentennial	 Man.	 I	
too, find holographic, liquid-metal 
finish head protection entirely neces-
sary.	 I	 know,	 I	 can’t	 make	 any	 more	
fun	of	the	uniforms—they	were	a	gift.	
And	 Nike	 insisted.	 Everyone	
knows	it’s	rude	to	refuse	a	gift.	
	 Well,	believe	it	or	not,	
not	 everything	 comes	 free	 of	
charge a la Phil Knight. Some-
times,	 someone	 pays	 for	 it.	
That’s	right,	sometimes.	Don’t	
forget	 that!	This	 is	key	 to	 the	
demonizing	of	Oregon	Athlet-
ics,	that	being	a	principal	mo-
tif	 in	 this	 article.	 You	 should	
know	 that	 while	 I’m	 already	
uninterested	in	the	whole	idea,	
the	secrets	behind	Oregon	Ath-
letics’	 funding	 and	 spending	
would	interest	me	even	less	if	
the department was self-suffi-
cient. So let me be completely 
clear: IT IS NOT SELF-SUF-
FICIENT. 
	 Let’s	 start	 with	 the	
Jock	 Box.	 I	 know	 I’m	 not	
alone	 in	 my	 jealous	 disapproval	 of	
that	 translucent	 cube	of	 injustice,	but	
I	often	ponder	its	existence	on	a	more	
metaphysical	 and	moral	 level,	 a	 little	
like:	God,	how	could	you	allow	such	
bullshit?	 Well,	 after	 some	 poking	
around,	 I	 actually	 found	 that,	 aside	
from	all	the	waves	it	made	with	its	ar-
chitecture--and	 all	 the	waves	 it	made	
with its ruined, white oak floors--the 
center	has	 indeed	stirred	some	divine	
and	omnipotent	speculation.	Like	New 
York Times status.	(I	want	to	take	this	

opportunity to mention that the first 
three	results	that	come	up	after	search-
ing	“University	of	Oregon”	on	the	NYT	
website are the firing of our president, 
our	declining	grades	linked	to	our	win-
ning	 football	 team,	 and	 our	 football	
fashion	 statement,	 in	 that	 order.	 New 
York	fucking	Times,	baby!	We	made	it.)	

	 Anyway,	 in	 April	 of	 2010,	
Billy	Witz	of	the	NYT	found	that	the	
Jock	Box	and	its	services	cost	the	UO	
$2	 million	 a	 year,	 about	 $4,000	 per	
student-athlete—versus	 about	 $225	 a	
year	for	regular	students.	In	fact,	from	
2002-2010	the	UO	diverted	$8.5	mil-
lion	 dollars	 of	 general	 fund	 money	
toward	 athletic	 tutoring	 and	 services.	
And	 by	 general	 fund	 money	 I	 mean	
money	 from	 the	 state	 of	 Oregon	 in-
tended	 solely	 for	 UO’s	 academic	
budget.	 Yet	 the	 Athletic	 Department	

still likes to say that it is self-suffi-
cient and the Oregon University Sys-
tem	 likes	 to	 report	 that	 they	 are,	 too.
	 Alright,	alright,	so	 they	don’t	
pay	 for	 their	 own	 tutoring	 and	 shit.	
So what does the Athletic Depart-
ment	 spend	 their	 money	 on?	 Let’s	
see,	 they	 forked	out	half	 a	million	 to	

FOX in order to produce 
that	 sixty-second	 “We	 Are	
Oregon”	promotion	you	saw	
during the BCS Champion-
ship.	You	 don’t	 recall?	You	
were	 drunk?	 Well	 it	 was	
only	 aired	 once.	 It	 wasn’t	
even	during	 the	Rose	Bowl	
either,	 when	 just	 17.5	 mil-
lion	 people	 were	 taking	 a	
pee	 break--I	 mean	 watch-
ing.	 $500,000	 well	 spent.	
	 On	January	11,	 I	was	
upset	 but	 admittedly	 im-
pressed	 to	 see	 that	 the	 Ol’ 
Dirty Emerald	 was	 expos-
ing	 the	 ample	 bonuses	 of	
Big	Balls	Chip	on	 the	 front	
page.	 I	 was	 impressed	 be-
cause	 I’m	 used	 to	 vaguely	
acknowledging	 (but	 never	
reading)	 a	 lot	 of	 what	 the	

Ol’ Dirty	 writes	 best:	 daily,	 mind-
numbing	sports	worship—that’s	in	full	
color	 on	 game	 days!	 I	 was	 upset	 be-
cause	they	had	stolen	the	thunder	that	
I’m	 trying	 to	 achieve	 in	 this	 article.	
	 Whatever,	 lemme	 just	 reiter-
ate	 it	 for	 you	 anyway:	 In	 addition	 to	
his	 $2.8	 million	 salary	 this	 year,	 the	
Athletic	Department	allotted	Big	Balls	
Chip	a	$100,000	bonus	for	leading	the	
Ducks	to	the	Pac-12	Conference	cham-
pionship	and	an	additional	$75,000	for	
the	Rose	Bowl	berth.	 I	 love	 the	man,	

Scrooge McDuck: 
Why the UO Athletic Department 

is One Big, Greedy Mess
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Money plays

By Rebecca O’Neill

but	he	makes	at	least	four	times	more	
than	the	university	president	and	Ore-
gon	system	president	combined.	He	is	
also	 scheduled	 to	
receive	 raises	 in	
each	 of	 the	 next	
three	 seasons,	 to	
$3.5	 million	 in	
guaranteed	 sal-
ary	for	2012,	$3.8	
million	 for	 2013	
and	$4	million	for	
2014.	 He’s	 win-
ning	 the	 day	 and	
subsequently	 our	
money	 I	 guess.
	 Yo u ’ v e	
probably	 already	
noticed	 and	
skimmed	over	the	
many	 sentences	
in	this	article	with	
numbers	and	dol-
lar	 signs.	 I	 know	
and	 I’m	 sorry;	 sentences	 with	 more	
than one numerical figure are essen-
tially	unintelligible	to	me	as	well.	The	
research	conducted	for	this	article	was	
grueling	 that	 way.	 I	 was	 required	 to	
interpret	Excel	spreadsheets,	 translate	
fiscal jargon and worst of all, do sim-
ple	math;	I	write	for	the	oregon Com-
mentator	in	order	to	avoid	these	kinds	
of	activities.	Therefore,	 the	watchdog	
blog	 UO Matters—with	 its	 cynical	
summaries of controversial athletic fi-
nancing—was	 an	 invaluable	 resource	
throughout	 the	 process.	 You	 should	
look	it	up	for	the	real	hardball	analy-
sis	on	the	covert	overhead	rate	scandal	
I’m	 about	 to	 try	 and	 explain	 to	 you.	
	 Alright.	 All	 university	 aux-
iliaries	 (units	 of	 the	 university	 like	
University Housing, the ASUO, and 
the	Health	Center)	each	pay	an	“over-
head	 rate.”	 The	 term	 “auxiliary”	 is	
explicitly defined to include athletics. 
This	 is	 important	 because	 in	 2008,	
former	 athletic	 director	 Pat	 Kilkenny	
and	former	UO	President		John	Mayer	
– I mean, former UO President Frohn-

mayer—	signed	off	on	a	dirty	deal	to	
set	athletics	apart	from	the	UO’s	other	
auxiliaries	 in	 more	 ways	 than	 one.	

They	made	athletics	
its	 own	 unit,	 then	
raised	 rates	 for	 all	
auxiliaries—except	
for	 athletics—	 from	
3	percent	in	2009	to	
7	 percent	 in	 2013.	
 For good mea-
sure,	 I’m	 gonna	 tell	
you	 that	 University	
Housing	 generated	
around	 $34.5	 mil-
lion in 2009. Seven 
percent	of	that	went	
back	to	the	UO.	The	
Athletic	 Depart-
ment	 on	 the	 other	
hand,	did	more	than	
double	that	in	2011,	
generating	an	absurd	
$88	 million	 alto-

gether.	Only	3	percent	of	that	is	going	
back	to	the	UO,	and	it	will	continue	to	
go	back	at	that	stingy	rate	until	2013.	
	 Why	 is	 it	
that the most profit-
able	unit	of	UO	pays	
the	 least	 in	 over-
head?	 Why	 is	 this	
allowed?	 Maybe	
the	Athletic	Depart-
ment’s fixed rate of 
3	percent	is	a	kind	of	
investment.	 Maybe	
it’s	leeway	for	capi-
tal	 enterprise	 and	
economic	 growth.	 I	
am,	after	all,	writing	
for	 a	 conservative	
journal	 of	 opinion.	
Maybe	 we	 should	
just	 let	 ‘em	 play.	
I mean c’mon, Autzen Stadium boasts 
a	 79	 game	 sellout	 streak	 and	 Oregon	
football	 generated	 $20,527,523	 in	
2011.	
	 I	had	once	hoped	this	revenue	
actually benefitted me as a UO student.  

Then Ted Sickinger of The Oregonian	
had	to	come	along	with	a	article	inves-
tigating	 the	 salary	 of	 former	 football	
head	coach	and	athletic	director	Mike	
Belotti.	 It	 turns	 out	 that	 his	 compen-
sation	 included	 some	 of	 the	 money	
generated	from	ticket	sales	each	year.
In	 2009,	 30	 percent	 of	 his	 pay	 came	
from	ticket	sales--30	percent	of	his	pay	
being	 $428,000.	 The	 percentage	 was	
even	larger	in	previous	years,	42	per-
cent	 in	2008	and	50	percent	 in	2005.	
	 Meanwhile,	no	matter	how	
well	we	do	in	football,	how	much	na-
tional	attention	we	stir,	or	how	many	
tickets	are	sold,	students	don’t	see	any	
benefits. I thought that at the least, 
students	could	attend	football	games	
as	some	sort	of	small	consolation.	I	
know, I know, the ASUO distributes 
tickets,	but	a	$1,519,045	chunk	of	
the	incidental	fees	paid	by	students	
goes	to	the	Athletic	Department	for	
tickets.	Not	only	that,	but	the	student	
section	is	capped	at	5,448	for	Pac-12	
games,	enough	seating	for	less	than	
one	fourth	of	the	student	body.	Does	

that	make	any	
sense	to	you?	I	
thought	about	
it	a	little	harder	
and	now	I	get	
it—	the	other	
55,000	seats	are	
up	for	purchase.	
That’s	55,000	
more	opportu-
nities	for	the	
Athletic	Depart-
ment	to	either	
pay	off	athletic	
donors	or	rip	off	
the	sad-but-spir-
ited-duck-lovin’	
townies	of	Eu-

gene.	Wanna	know	how	many	student	
tickets	are	allotted	for	students	at	
USC and UCLA? 12,000.
	 Look,	I’m	a	nostalgic	kind	of	
gal,	and	while	both	the	holidays	and	the	
first paragraph of this article are dis-

Oregon Athletics re-
ceived $5.6 million 

worth of outright dona-
tions in 2000, increas-
ing more than 200 per-
cent to $18.1 million 
in 2010. Donations to 

academic divisions dur-
ing the same time pe-

riod increased less than 
12 percent from $4.3 

million in 2000 to $4.9 
million in 2010.

According to the Bureau 
of Labor Statistics, that 
doesn’t even account for 
inflation--$4.3 million 

in 2000 is the equivalent 
of $5.4 million in 2010. 

So, in reality, that means 
that donations to the 

University’s academic 
division’s have actually 

decreased overall.
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tant,	 drunken	 memories	 at	 this	 point,	
I’d like to reflect on a certain holiday 
tradition:	gift	giving.	 It	 seems	 that	as	
the	Ducks	began	to	win,	people	began	
to	give	gifts—to	 the	Athletic	Depart-
ment.	Oregon	Athletics	 received	$5.6	
million	worth	of	outright	donations	in	
2000,	 increasing	 more	 than	 200	 per-
cent	 to	 $18.1	 million	 in	 2010.	 Dona-
tions	to	academic	divisions	during	the	
same	 time	 period	 increased	 less	 than	
12	percent	from	$4.3	million	in	2000	
to	$4.9	million	in	2010.		And,		accord-
ing	 to	 the	 Bureau	
of Labor Statistics, 
that	 doesn’t	 even	
account for infla-
tion--$4.3	million	in	
2002	is	the	equiva-
lent	of	$5.2	million	
in 2010. So, in real-
ity,	 that	means	 that	
donations	 to	 the	
University’s	 aca-
demic	 division’s	
have	 actually	 de-
creased	 overall.	
	 They	 say	
it’s	the	thought	that	
counts—the	simple	fact	that	someone	
was	compelled	to	give	is	what	matters.	
But	 why	 are	 so	 many	 so	 compelled	
to give to athletics in the first place? 
UO’s	 very	 own	 Dennis	 Howard,	 a	
marketing	professor,	 talked	 about	 the	
trending	 generosity	 towards	 the	Ath-
letic	Department	with	the	
Ol’ Dirty:	“It	has	nothing	
to	 do	 with	 giving	 back	
to	 the	 University	 or	 a	
philanthropic	 motive.	 It	
is	 purely	 and	 simply	 a	
commercial	 transaction	 in	 which	 the	
individual	in	paying	for	tangible	ben-
efits: better seat location, access to the 
Autzen	 Club	 amenities.	 All	 of	 those	
things	are	driving	those	transactions.”	
	 This	 is	 true;	 the	 Duck	 Ath-
letic Fund makes it a priority to pro-
vide	 athletic	 donors	 with	 “appropri-
ate seating and parking benefits in 

recognition	of	their	support.”	License	
plate frames too. The DAF offers 
tangible benefits at tangible prices; 
any	 donation	 made	 isn’t	 really	 a	 gift	
at	 all,	 it’s	 a	 purchase.	 Therefore,	 the	
“thought”	 that’s	 supposed	 to	 count	
when	 it	 comes	 to	 athletic	 gift-giv-
ing	is	really	 just	a	material	 incentive.	
	 The Register-Guard,	 how-
ever,	thinks	we’re	overlooking	a	sim-
pler,	 more	 fundamental	 explanation	
for	 the	 recent	 surge	 in	 athletic	 dona-
tions.	 In	an	editorial	earlier	 this	year,	

The	 RG	 reasoned,	
“A	 successful	
season	 promotes	
awareness	 of	 the	
UO,	 and	 triggers	
a	 natural	 desire	
to	 be	 associated	
with	 a	 winner.”	
You	 know,	 mull-
ing	 it	 over	 again,	
I	 really	 think	 The	
RG	 is	 right.	Years	
from	 now,	 I’m	
probably	 going	 to	
make	 copious,	 in-
stinctive	donations	

to	Oregon	Athletics	simply	out	of	my	
inherent,	 human	 tendency	 to	 gravi-
tate	 towards	 those	 who	 are	 winning.	
	 2012	 has	 a	 whole	 lot	 of	 hurt	
in	store	for	the	Athletic	Department—
LaMichael	 James’	 departure	 for	 the	
NFL and the potential apocalypse—but 

I	 still	 ain’t	
cutting	 it	
any	 slack.	
I	have	high	
e x p e c t a -
tions	 of	

the	 department.	 We	 all	 should.	After	
all,	 it’s	 abhorrent,	 but	 certainly	 no	
secret,	 that	 the	 collective	 morale	 and	
well-being	of	the	UO	community	rests	
upon	our	sports	and	its	administrators!	
	 There’s	 just	 so	 much	 the	 de-
partment	 could	 do	 better,	 that’s	 all.	
Being the most profitable unit of the 
university,	 the	 Athletic	 Department	

Rebecca O’Neill is a contributor to the 
oregon Commentator and thinks 

DeAnthony Thomas looks adorable in a 
peacoat.

could,	 at	 the	very	 least,	 pay	 as	much	
overhead	 as	 all	 other	 university	units	
pay,	 replacing	 its	 inexcusable	 greed	
and	immorality	with	more	of	a	strained	
indifference.	It	could	also	pay	an	extra	
$2	million	for	 its	Box	of	Jocks,	 turn-
ing	 our	 jealous	 disapproval	 into	 just	
jealousy.	Like	it	does	athletic	donors,	
it	 could	 acknowledge	 academic	 do-
nors	with	 some	Autzen	hospitality	 as	
well;	 that	would	relieve	 the	 rare-and-
benevolent	members	of	 the	1	percent	
who	 actually	 donate	 to	 UO	 academ-
ics	 of	 the	 overwhelming	 anxiety	 that	
comes	 with	 giving	 without	 receiving	
any material benefit. Lastly, the Ath-
letic	Department	could	designate	more	
seats	 for	 the	 student	 section,	 because	
for	 some	 of	 us,	 watching	 the	 games	
at	 home	 has	 blended	 into	 one	 long,	
regretful	 ass-cramp	 on	 the	 couch.	
	 But	 don’t	 misunderstand	 me;	
I	would	never	want	Oregon	Athletics	
to	 go	 away	 or	 anything.	 Our	 sports	
are	 the	 greatest	 binding	 force	 we	
have	 here	 at	 the	 UO.	 Only	 Oregon	
Athletics	 can,	 time	 and	 time	 again,	
bring	 the	 entire	 UO	 community	 to-
gether	 in	 mutual	 pride	 and	 embar-
rassment–-like	 after	 the	 Rose	 Bowl,	
when	 Darren	 Thomas	 looked	 into	
the	 camera	 and	 addressed	 the	 nation	
with	 an	 eloquent,	 “Mama,	 wassup.”	
	 That’s	right.	We	are	Oregon.		
	 Go	Ducks.	

The DAF offers tangible 
benefits at tangible pric-
es; any donation made 
isn’t really a gift at all, 
it’s a purchase. There-
fore, the “thought” 
that’s supposed to count 
when it comes to ath-
letic gift-giving is really 
just a material incentive.

I have high expectations 
of the [Athletic] Depart-
ment. We all should.	
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Headshot

For those of you that weren’t 
cool enough to sign up for last 

term’s game of Humans vs Zombies, 
all I can say is that you missed out on 
a truly thrilling adventure. I can’t wait 
for next terms game! (Still to be decid-
ed when exactly it’ll happen but defi-
nitely happening.) It may have looked 
like a simple game of tag, but it was 
much more than that--it also had Nerf 
guns! 

Here is a simple breakdown of the 
basic rules:

- The game lasts for five days and 
you can get tagged anytime you are on 
campus.

- If a human gets tagged they will 
turn into a zombie.

- If a zombie is shot they cannot 
tag a human for a certain length of 
time (ten minutes or so). Afterwards 
they revert back to a zombie. 

- Humans wear light green ban-
danas on their sleeves, zombies across 
their foreheads.

- Buildings and bikes are safe 
zones for humans.

- All tags are reported 
to the HvZ website.

- Don’t be a D-Bag.
I was lucky enough to 

participate in fall term’s 
game as an Original Zom-
bie (or OZ). This meant that 
I was on the hunt for human 
players anytime that I was 
on campus. From the very 
beginning of the game I de-
cided that my goal would be 
to get at least three kills before the end. 
The game officially began Monday at 
midnight. From that moment on, the 
campus was officially zombified. 

That morning I was skeptical as to 
how many people I would actually see 
sporting that eye-catching lime green 
strip. Still, with high hopes I Rambo-
ed my forehead with my own eye-
catching strip and started scoping the 
campus. 

My first attack was unsuccessful. 
As I sprinted across the Knight Library 
field I was met with only the light hu-
miliating thud of a Nerf bullet. This 

was the first of many times I would be 
blasted with the dart of failure.

Fortunately, working as a team 
with fellow zombie Tanner Baldus, I 
was finally able to catch my first human 
on the first day of the game (a horrified 
freshman just exiting his journalism 
class with a gaudy yellow Nerf rifle in 
his hands) and let me tell ya, getting 
brain never felt so good!  Tanner is the 
main driving force behind HvZ and his 
dedication to the game was inspiring.

One aspect of the game that really 
surprised me was the glorification of 
impressive players. For example, one 
player became known as “The Flash” 
due to his all-run-no-gun policy. Also, 
there were “The Bros” a group of hu-
man under-classmen from the LLC that 
distinguished themselves by traveling 
in a pack. However, the most prolific 
of these legends didn’t need a flashy 
nickname, his real name sufficed: Jor-
dan Eddy.

After a day of being chased by 
brain hungry monsters, Jordan Eddy, 
a senior at the university, said that 
he felt, “stressed out and frustrated.” 
“(The Humans) were dividing them-
selves and letting the zombies con-
quer,” explained Jordan. He then used 
his personal experience as a student 
of journalism (Jordan is a Journalism/

ZOMBIE 
        NATION



1�

Top score

Spanish major) to create a four page 
zine to promote the safety and unifica-
tion of the humans. The zine was called 
Armband.

 “The zombies are supposed to 
be the ones stumbling around. Humans 
should have brains!” And indeed, the 
humans showed a tremendous amount 
of brain power by ingeniously hiding 
the zines at the bottom of the Daily Em-
erald’s distribution boxes. Of course all 
this was kept secret by posting the per-
tinent information on Armband’s Face-
book page.

 The zine included such useful 
information as MWZ (Most Wanted 
Zombie), hot spots for attacks, survival 
advice and even original zombie apoc-
alypse poetry! However, the unification 
of the humans would not go unnoticed 
by the zombies. Tanner Baldus quick-
ly attempted to bring Armband down 
by creating his own group called The 
Duck Horde. On The Duck Horde page 
valuable pieces of information, such as 
class schedules, hit lists and pictures 
were posted. On November 16, 2011 at 
10:10am a picture of Jordan Eddy was 
posted with a comment that read, “Here 
is a picture of Jordan Eddy, creator of 
Armband. Make him your primary tar-
get and Armband will be ours.” From 
that moment, the hit was on!

Luckily I was able to meet my per-
sonal quota of three kills before the 
game came to its thrilling conclusion. 
The second one was a well-dressed 
GTF who was just a split second too 
slow pulling out his Nerf gun from 
his peacoat while heading to the Duck 
Store. My third tag was delivered while 
I was hiding behind a tree near Villard. 
Four other zombies and I had planned 
an ambush through The Duck Horde 
page and were patiently waiting for a 
player to come out. Then, almost like 
a call for room service, my last meal 
as a zombie walked right to me, deeply 
entrenched in a text.

Although she was very upset that 
she had made it a full five days as a hu-

Adam Chimeo is a contributor to  the 
oregon Commentator and is all about 
that brain, son. 

man only to turn on the last day, she 
was nothing but polite. She said she 
was excited to be a zombie because 
then she didn’t have to stress over be-
ing alive. 

Although some humans went 
‘gently into that good night,’ other 
players were more determined. Play-
ers like Jordan Eddy. 

 On a Wednesday night as Jor-
dan was posting Armband bulletins on 
13th, he heard something behind him. 
“I heard these footsteps and I didn’t 
even bother to look back. I just ran 
to the nearest door,” said Jordan. The 
door that he ran through lead him into 
the Volcanology building. As Jordan 
checked the few exits in the building 
he was met by the stares of hungry 
zombies. 

 “It’s over Jordan,” said his 
zombie roommate, Jordan Tunstill. 
“You might as well give up.” 

But Jordan was not ready to give 
up so easily. A study group informed 
Jordan that there was another way out, 
the fire escape.

Jordan begged a stranger to wear 
his jacket and run out in front of him 
as a distraction. The stranger agreed 
and as the horde flocked towards his 
decoy Jordan jumped over the rail-
ing, hit the fire escape and then leaped 

down to the ground where a zombie 
was waiting. After a heart wrenching 
malfunction with his Nerf blaster, Jor-
dan bolted and narrowly avoided cap-
ture by losing the horde near the traf-

fic median along Franklin Boulevard. 
Jordan claims that the stunt was, “One 
of the most dangerous things I’ve 
ever done! It made me feel like James 
Bond.”

Jordan Eddy’s daring escape 
quickly passed through the ranks of 
the human team as well as the zombie 
team, and Jordan was solidified as a 
leader. However, even Eddy would not 
survive the massacre that took place 
on the last day of the game, A.K.A. Z-
Day! Because I don’t wish to spoil the 
surprise for all of you that are looking 
forward to next term’s game, I will keep 
the details of the final stand a secret. 
However, I will say that it was literally 
the most fun night I have had in all my 
four years at this university! Humans 
Vs Zombies is not just a game, but a 
truly horrifying and authentic zombie 
apocalypse experience!  
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Inigo

Naturally,	the	manner	in	which	someone	can	expect	to	get	down	in	a	foreign	country	is	affected	in	many	ways	by	
that individual’s sociability. This is easily said, but the truth is that the Spanish are a completely different society of 

people,	who	all	grew	up	in	a	world	completely	different	from	ours.	
 I lived in the northern Spanish city of Oviedo for three months. Experiencing this totally different world and 
living with these totally different people was beyond amazing. For the record, while studying abroad, I largely did not 
participate in any activity considered deplorable or unacceptable by the University of Oregon nor by Spanish police. In 
fact, I had in mind a most sincere scholarly intent. I was encouraged to immerse myself in the Spanish culture, so I did.

La Ciudad

	 It	may	seem	curious	that	such	
a	sociable	people	see	the	home	as	a	
private	space,	rarely	inviting	friends	
over.	Instead,	their	socializing	is	done	
outside,	on	the	streets,	at	the	res-
taurants	and	in	the	stores.	Everyone	
walks	everywhere.	There	is	no	hurry.	
It is the Spanish way to chill out, 
shoot	the	shit	with	old	friends	and	be	
late	for	appointments	or	meetings.	

The average Spanish city is set up 
perfectly	for	this.	Oviedo,	which	has	
a	population	of	about	200,000	people,	
is	super	condensed	because	long	since	
medieval	times,	the	Cathedral	and	its	
neighboring	establishments	held	the	
center	of	the	city,	of	which	people	
strove	to	live	inside,	and	not	outside.	
The	historic	city	of	Oviedo,	like	other	
medieval	cities,	offered	protection.	
Today,	the	city	center	offers	prestige	
and	convenience.

The	last	reaches	of	the	Cantabrian	
Mountains	can	be	seen	to	the	south,	
and	the	Cantabrian	ocean	splashes	
half an hour away by bus. Fountains 
burst	high	into	the	air	everywhere,	
a	little	extra	sudsy	in	the	morning	
from	their	nightly	pressure-washes.	
The	historic	district,	surrounding	
the	cathedral	of	Oviedo,	is	complete	
with	cobblestone	alleyways,	winding	
narrow	streets	and	tall,	impressive	
architecture.	There	are	statues	too,	but	

NicoS 
  Fiesta

One UO students adventure into A 

land that isnt Mexico.
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Montoya

that	whole	city	is	covered	in	fuck-
ing	statues.	There’s	even	a	statue	of	
Woody Allen. Fucking Woody Allen.  
I	don’t	know.
	 Occupying	the	second,	third	
and	sometimes	fourth	stories	of	these	
dignified stone buildings are people 
in	modest,	renovated	apartments,	
hopefully	behind	thick	windows.	I	say	
this	because,	although	many	restau-
rants	and	produce	markets	occupy	
the	ground	level	shops,	the	majority	
of	businesses	in	the	historic	district	
are	bars–bars	and	disco	bars,	all	with	
varying	themes	and	quality	of	service	
or	alcohol.	On	the	weekends,	even	
with	the	economic	crisis	leaving	20	
percent of Spaniards unemployed, 
people fill the streets and party all 
night	long.	The	streets	and	alleyways	
are	riddled	with	plazas,	stairwells	
and	ledges	to	park	your	butt,	bottle	
or	bocadillo	(sandwich)	in	order	to	
employ	your	hands	in	some	other	
useful	enterprise	such	as	grabbing	a	

girl’s butt, a friendly Spaniard’s hand 
or	a	spliff,	their	style	of	joint	which	I	
will	explain	later.	It	is	truly	a	beauti-
ful	land,	full	of	surprises	and	endless	
potential.

La Fiesta

	 No-
body	makes	
fiesta like 
the Spanish. 
Although	
they	don’t	
need	a	rea-
son	to	party,	
there	are	
a	handful	
of	saints’	
holidays	
that	are	
celebrated	
through	
festivals.	
These	festivals	

entail	parades,	street	performers,	
and chiringuitos.	Chiringuitos	are	
impermanent	bars	or	sometimes	
food	vendors.	These	saints’	days	
have	been	celebrated	for	over	one	
thousand	years,	but	who	knows	
exactly	how	they	did	it	back	then.	
Now	what	happens	is	the	whole	
city	is	turned	into	a	free-for-all	
party	zone	for	anywhere	from	a	
couple	days	to	two	weeks.	When	
it’s	not	a	saint’s	day,	the	crowd	is	
considerably	thinner,	but	that’s	no	
reason	not	to	party.
 On a regular Friday night, 
dinner	is	eaten	around	10:30	p.m.	
11:15	p.m.	is	a	good	time	to	meet	
your	friends.	Everyone	meets	up	
at	a	predetermined	place,	like	the	
“Ass”	statue	or	the	giant	cider	
barrel.	This	saves	you	and	all	your	
friends	phone	fees	to	be	later	spent	
on	more	booze	or	hash.	Another	

way	to	save	money	is	to	buy	your	al-
cohol	at	grocery	stores	and	bring	it	to	
the	main	plaza	of	the	historic	district.	

We	call	this	drinking	in	public,	but	the	
Spanish call it botellón–a	perfectly	
acceptable	practice.	They	have	been	
doing	it	for	years	and	it	has	become	
increasingly	popular	during	the	
economic	crisis.	The	disco	bars	are	
hot	and	crowded.	They	play	the	same	
shitty club music heard in the States. 

This	is	why	
the	people	
botellón.
	 You	
can	do	it	in	
a	park,	on	
a	bench	or	
even	in	a	
staircase.	
Believe	it	
or	not,	any-
where	you	
can fit a 
bottle,	you	
can	“make”	

botellón.	Eventu-
ally,	everybody	

ends up in Plaza del Sol. It serves as 
the	middle	ground,	the	rendezvous	
point.	Also,	that	guy	Mateo	with	the	
dreadlocks	and	the	weed	from	the	
Basque	Country	always	hangs	out	in	
the	terrace.	If	nothing	else,	it	is	the	
best place to meet Spaniards and prac-
tice	the	language.
	 Peak	hour	for	partying	in	
Spain starts around 2 a.m. or 3 a.m. 
This	is	when	the	most	people	are	out,	
the	drinks	are	most	expensive,	and	the	
bathrooms	are	trashed	and	occupied.	
By	then,	one	would	do	best	to	already	
have	gotten	drunk,	tripped	over	the	
person	with	whom	they	were	trying	to	
dance	and	eaten	plenty	of	tapas.	Next	
on	the	list	is	“to	make	piss”	in	the	piss	
river. Downhill from Plaza del Sol is 
one	of	those	narrow	alleyways	that	I	
was talking about. For some reason 
it’s	gated.	Guys	pee	through	the	gate	
and	others	can	barely	be	seen	do-
ing	the	same	at	the	opposite	side	in	
another	plaza.	Imagine	stepping	away	
from the piss gate on a clear Friday 

People	stand	outside	many	bars	in	the	cas-
co viejo	(old	heart)	of	Oviedo	during	Las	
Fiestas de San Mateo, two week long fes-
tival	celebrated	for	over	a	thousand	years.

Musical	guest	during	Las Fiestas de San 
Mateo.	I	don’t	remember	who	it	was.
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¡Ole!

By Mitch Small

night	in	Oviedo.	It	hasn’t	rained	in	
days,	but	the	ground	around	you	is	
soaked.	You	look	uphill	at	the	plaza	
and	the	thick	crowd	outside	El	Bar	
Campa,	enjoying	the	cheapest	mixed	
drinks	in	the	city.	You	notice	the	street	
uphill	is	dry	except	for	a	few	piles	of	
wet	broken	glass.	You’re	standing	in	a	
river	of	piss.

	 Around	5	a.m.,	some	bars	
have	shut	down,	while	others	have	
simply	closed	their	doors	so	that	
that	owners	and	customers	alike	can	
smoke cigarettes (Spain recently 
outlawed	smoking	in	public	establish-
ments).	However,	most	bars	are	open	
until	7	a.m.	or	8	a.m.	The	winding	
labyrinth	of	bars	
and	discotecas 
that	makes	up	the	
historic	district	
of	Oviedo	can	
pose difficulties 
for	drunks	try-
ing to find their 
way	around.	Tired	
of	walking,	now,	
maybe	stumbling	
and definitely out of 
Euros,	the	next	stop	
is	“el bar secreto”,	
or	the	secret	bar.	
The	home	stretch	
of	a	good,	long	night	is	spent	here.	To	
enter, one must first find the door and 

El Spliff 
Nobody in Spain carries a pipe, so 
you might want to know how to roll 
a Spanish spliff. I’m not sure how the 
rest of Europe rolls their spliffs, but 
something close to the same technique 
is probably used. 

- Break the filter off of a 
cigarette, leaving about 
a centimeter of a tobacco 
buffer. 
- Heat up your little block 
of hash, and quickly break 
it up into your hand. 
- Dump the tobacco out 
into your hand and thor-
oughly mix with hash. 
Freshly prepared cannabis 
may be added or substi-
tuted. 
- Lay a rolling paper face-down 
on top of your tobacco pile. 
- Lay your free hand flat on your 
occupied hand. 
- Flip both hands, holding them 
close together. 
- Roll and smoke. 

(In Spain, feel free to camp. The “puff 
puff pass” rule is nonexistent in this 
country. Instead, you chill with it and 
pass it when you feel like it or some-
one asks for it. It’s pretty funny.)

knock.	If	one	looks	cool	(that	is,	not	a	
like	a	cop	nor	more	than	three	guys),	
they’ll	let	the	person	in.	Just	shut	the	
door	quickly.	This	is	the	only	bar	in	
Oviedo	that	allows	the	smoking	of	
cannabis	and	if	you	become	acquaint-
ed	with	the	owner,	expect	free	drinks.
When the bars have finally shut 
down, young Spaniards will either re-

turn	home	or	continue	partying	
in	what	is	called	a	local (pro-
nounced	like	that	stupid	fat-free	
yogurt	you	eat),	or	an	apartment	
of	which	friends	share	the	res-
posibility	of	rent.	Here,	they	can	
continue	to	indulge	themselves	
and	piss	off	their	neighbors.

La PeoPLe 
	 It	should	be	noted	that	the	
Spanish people love Americans, 
whether	they	readily	admit	it	or	

not.	We	are	young,	famous	and	indis-
putably	white.	We	are	the	movie	stars,	
rock	stars	and	police	of	this	world	and	
everybody	knows	it.	English	is	the	
second	most	spoken	language,	includ-
ing	second-language	speakers.	Be-
cause	of	this	(and	because	Europeans	
like learning other languages) Spanish 
students	are	very	intrigued	by	Ameri-

Lots	of	trash	sits	on	the	street	after	a	long	
night of fiesta-ing.

Theanna	 Ventura	 and	 Megan	 Kerr	 get	
down	with	la gente.
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Nico Ekblado is a contributor to the or-
egon Commentator y habla español.

¡Ole, Ole, Ole!
cans	and	our	dialects.	It	is	quite	easy	
to	strike	up	conversations	with	other	
non-American	students.	Upon	enter-
ing	one	of	the	many	bars	of	Oviedo,	
an	American	(well,	anyone	really)	can	
expect	to	drink	heavily,	because	the	
socially	disposed	will	keep	the	drinks	
coming.	On	Thursday	nights,	when	
the	crowd	is	thin,	bar	owners	give	out	
free	drink	vouchers	to	passersby,	un-
less	you’re	walking	with	one	or	more	
guys.	While	socializing,	an	old	or	
newly made Spanish friend will buy 
you	drink	after	drink	and	not	hesitate	
to point out that “the Spanish drink a 
lot,	much	more	than	you	Americans!”	
This	is	quite	debatable,	but	not	in	bro-
ken Spanish nor broken English. Just 
accept	the	gesture	and	show	him	how	
fast	you	can	drink	it.	Keep	your	game	
face on. The Spanish don’t even know 
what	spicy	is.

eL aLCohoL

So whether you choose to keep it 
classy or nasty, Spain has everything 
you need to get your drink on. Stay 
away	from	the	beer	though,	because	
even the locals will tell you that San 
Miguel	and	Mahou	are	simply	vary-

ing	denominations	of	horse	piss	that	
are	better	suited	for	dogs	or	maybe	
the	Portuguese.	The	wine...	Oh,	the	

wine. It’s truly fit for a king. Even 
the	piss-drinking	dogs	won’t	stick	
their	noses	up	at	you	for	drinking	
wine from a cardboard box. Start-
ing	at	1	euro	(80	cents)	per	liter,	it	
still	tastes	as	good	as	a	ten	to	twenty	
dollar	bottle	of	wine	bought	here	in	
the States. What’s more, for a light 
drink	at	lunch,	or	for	underage	and	
newbie drinkers, the Spanish mix red 
wine	with	Coca-Cola.	They	call	this	
“calimocho,”	which	is	pretty	fuck-
ing	tasty.	However,	my	favorite	part	
about drinking in Spain had to be la 
sidra,	or	hard	cider.	The	region	of	
Asturias	is	famous	for	a	number	of	
things,	most	notably	the	cider.	Modest	
companies	and	small	family	busi-
nesses	alike	produce	all-natural	hard	
cider	from	the	apples	grown	on	their	
lands.	The	end	product	is	a	bitter-
sweet	yellow	alcohol	that	is	tradition-
ally	poured	into	a	glass	held	down	
low	from	the	bottle	stretched	high	
above	the	head.	This	is	meant	to	bring	
body and flavor to the drink immedi-
ately	before	consumption.	It	is	strange	
to see at first, because those who 
pour	look	as	if	they	are	pouring	out	
this	delicious	drink	unto	the	ground.	
However,	those	who	pour	have	had	
lots	of	practice	and	don’t	even	need	to	

look	at	the	glass.		A	secret:	
to	actively	partake	in	the	
regional	hard	cider	of	As-
turias,	pouring	it	properly	
from	a	height	as	the	skilled	
waiters	do,	makes	a	lasting	
impression	on	the	proud	
people	of	Asturias.

eL FinaL

Honestly,	I	spent	the	best	
three	months	of	my	life	in	

Spain. If I have one regret, and I 
don’t,	it	would	be	that	it	wasn’t	

long	enough.	I	must	move	on,	but	I	
will	always	have	a	home	in	Asturias.	
All	the	rain	and	the	green	reminded	

me	of	Oregon.	The	stunning	archi-
tecture	and	stark	boarders	of	the	city	
took	me	to	a	far	off	land.	The	bars	
and	mountain	trails	entertained	me.	
The	boisterous	people	and	rich	culture	
brought	me	down	to	earth,	while	the	
outstretched	mountains	transported	
me.	I	could	live	off	the	famed	faba	
beans	and	apples	of	the	land	and	pour	
sidra	in	a	restaurant	for	a	living	if	I	
had	to.	But	really,	my	experience	was	
unmatchable,	indispensable	and	quint-
essential.	The	people	love	to	watch	
you	learn	and	the	language	program	
at	the	University	of	Oviedo	is	the	
best in Spain. I learned a ton from my 
friendly	professors	and	just	as	much	
from	my	loving	host	family	and	the	
people	on	the	street.	This	noble	city	
offers to its visitors a unique Spanish 
experience,	distinctly	charming	com-
pared	to	those	one	might	have	in	other	
parts	of	the	country.	It	hosts	34,000	
students	including	its	fortunate	and	
widely	diverse	international	student	
body, immersing themselves in Span-
ish	culture	and	successfully	learning	
how	to	party.

Taking a break in Sevilla. A little daytime 
botellónin’	never	hurt	anybody.
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Politricks

Newt	Gingrich,	the	speaker	of	the	
House	 from	 1995	 to	 1999,	 has	

been called the Tupac Shakur of the 
Republican	Party.	While	he	did	not	die	
in	a	West	Coast	–East	Coast	gang	feud,	
his	backstory	can	make	some	conser-
vatives	cringe	as	much	as	one	of	Tu-
pac’s	 profanity-riddled	 raps.	 He	 was	
born	in	Pennsylvania	to	a	16-year-old	
girl	 	who	was	estranged	from	Newt’s	
father.	 Newt	 deferred	 from	 joining	
the	Army	 during	 the	Vietnam	War	 to	
study	at	Emory,	and	while	an	assistant	
professor	at	West	Georgia	College	he	
established	 an	 environmental	 studies	
program.	 Oh,	 and	 he’s	 been	 married	
three times, first to his former high 
school	geometry	teacher	when	he	was	
just	19	(she	was	26).	But	despite	these	
lapses	in	Republican	perfection,	Newt	
has been a fierce political competitor, 
successfully	 negotiating	 welfare	 re-
form	during	the	Clinton	era	and	shut-
ting	down	the	government	(yes,	shut-

ting	 down	 the	 fucking	
government)	for	a	total	
of	 28	 days	 when	 the	
Republican	 agenda	 of	
slowing	 spending	 con-
flicted with Clinton’s 
push	 for	 Medicare,	
public	 health,	 and	 en-
vironmental	 protec-
tion.	Newt	will	 do	 and	
say	 whatever	 it	 takes	
to	get	his	way,	and	this	
stubbornness,	 while	
off-putting,	 is	 valuable	
at	 a	 time	 when	 Amer-
ica	 needs	 a	 leader	 that	

will do what is beneficial over what 
is	 easy.	Obama’s	 congeniality	makes	
him	popular,	but	has	it	effected	any	of	
the	change	he	promised	in	2008?
	 Newt’s	 33	 years	 of	 political	
experience	are	invaluable	in	the	con-
nections	and	friends	he’s	established,	
but	this	history	also	comes	with	some	
baggage that many voters may find 
hard	 to	 stomach.	 84	 ethics	 charges	
were filed against him during his time 
as Speaker. Although they could only 
get	him	on	one,	he	was	 reprimanded	
by	 those	 both	 in	 and	 out	 of	 his	 own	
party, and fined $300,000, the first 
time in history a Speaker of the House 
has	been	disciplined	for	violating	eth-
ics.	 Basically,	 as	 long	 as	 Newt	 can	
flout the law, especially tax law, and 
get	away	with	it,	he	will.	A	group	of	
Republicans	 including	 John	 “Tears”	
Boehner	 actually	 attempted	 to	 pull	
their	own	coup	and	oust	him	from	of-
fice, but one of them pussed out at the 

last	 minute	 in	 fear	 of	 Newt’s	 wrath.	
This	 is	 one	 motherfucker	 who	 you	
do	 not	 want	 to	 mess	 with.	 In	 policy,	
Gingrich	has	a	bit	of	a	problem	with	
consistency.	 He	 has	 a	 quirky	 combi-
nation	of	hating	the	poor	(he	recently	
insinuated	that	inner-city	children	did	
not	want	to	work	because	“They	have	
no	 habit	 of	 ‘I	 do	 this	 and	 you	 give	
me	 cash’	 unless	 it’s	 illegal,”)	 but	 at	
the	 same	 time	 supporting	 programs	
that benefit them, like Medicare Part 
D,	stating	in	May	2011	that	“all	of	us	
have	a	responsibility	to	pay—help	pay	
for	 health	 care.”	 He	 also	 believes	 in	
oil drilling on U.S. soil and stopping 
energy	 taxes,	while	at	 the	 same	 time	
supporting a flex-fuel mandate for 
cars sold in the U.S. He’s not so much 
a flip-flopper as a walking contradic-
tion.
	 In	 the	 wake	 of	 his	 decision	
to	 run	 for	 president,	 Newt	 has	 con-
formed more and more to the Fox 
News	 vision	 of	 conservative	 ideals;	
that is a bigoted, inflammatory ideal. 
In	March	of	last	year	he	was	sounding	
a	little	Palinesque,	saying	“I	have	two	
grandchildren—Maggie	is	11,	Robert	
is	9.	I	am	convinced	that	if	we	do	not	
decisively	 win	 the	 struggle	 over	 the	
nature	of	America,	by	the	time	they’re	
my	age	they	will	be	in	a	secular	atheist	
country,	potentially	one	dominated	by	
radical	 Islamists	 and	 with	 no	 under-
standing	of	what	 it	once	meant	 to	be	
an	American.”
	 A	 realistic	 look	 at	 growing	
American	demographics	predicts	that	
we	are	more	likely	to	be	dominated	by	
Roman	 Catholic	 (currently	 Mr.	 Gin-
grich’s	 chosen	 religion)	 latinos,	 but	
hey,	the	vision	of	your	grandchildren	
wearing	Mariachi	hats	isn’t	as	scary	as	
their	 innocent	eyes	peeking	out	 from	
burquas.

Nominal 
Differences



��

Politricks

	 Anyways,	Newt	in	a	nutshell:	
experienced	in	D.C.,	unethical	enough	
to	scrap	his	way	to	the	top,	but	he	may	
be	too	morally	untrustworthy	to	voters	
who	remember	his	years	in	the	House.	
If	 he	 can	 keep	 his	 mouth	 shut	 long	
enough	 to	 let	 Romney	 bore	America	
to	 death,	 he	 has	 a	 serious	 shot	 at	 the	
candidacy.

Mitt, Mitt, he’ll never quit.  For as 
dirty,	cheating,	and	backhanded	

as	Newt	is,	Willard	Mitt	Romney	is	the	
baron	of	sunshine,	puppies,	and	good	
clean	fun.	There	is	almost	nothing	that	
Romney	has	ever	failed	at,	not	count-
ing	his	unsuccessful	GOP	bid	in	2008	
and	his	failed	1994	senatorial	race,	but	
those were just flukes. He hails from 
the	political	Pratt-Romney	family,	his	
father	was	 twice	elected	Governor	of	
Michigan	 and	 Mitt	 had	 a	 youth	 that	
would	groom	him	to	the	perfect	presi-
dential	 candidate--he	 graduated	 from	
an all boys prep school to Stanford 
then,	after	a	30-month	missionary	stint	
where	 he	 broke	 the	 record	 for	 most	
baptisms	in	a	year,	returned	to	school	
at	 BYU.	 He	 then	 went	 on	 to	 attend	
Harvard,	earning	a	dual	doctorate	and	
MBA.	
 From there he had a success-
ful	career	consulting	for	megacorpora-
tions,	 essentially	 turning	 around	 fail-
ing	companies	(yes,	often	by	slashing	
unprofitable parts of the company, but 

Sophia Lawhead is the editor-in-chief  
of the oregon Commentator and is an 
Aquarius.

that’s	 generally	 how	 it’s	 done),	 and	
when	 he	 got	 bored	 of	 that,	 helped	
transform	 the	 2002	 Olympic	 Win-
ter Games in Salt Lake City from a 
floundering mess to a profitable event 
to	the	tune	of	$100	million.	Deciding	
that	 international	 events	 were	 too	
easy,	Mitt	ran	for	Governor	of	Mas-
sachusetts	 in	 2002	 (as	 a	 “moderate	

progressive”)	 and	 after	 winning	
passed	a	health	care	law	which	still	
haunts	him	to	this	day.	The	reform	
law	 requires	 Massachusetts	 resi-
dents	 to	 buy	 insurance	 or	 face	 tax	
penalties	 and	 has	 been	 an	 attack	
point	 for	 his	 opponents,	 who	 call	
the	 law	 “socialist”	 and	 “welfare.”	
Then	 came	 his	 introduction	 to	 the	
nation	 in	 the	 2008	 election,	 where	
he	came	across	as	Undertaker	Ken	
and	 garnered	 11	 primaries	 before	
dropping out in February 2008. 
	 Things	 stayed	 relatively	
quiet	 for	 Romney,	 save	 a	 physical	
altercation in 2010 with LMFAO 

rapper Sky Blu over the position of 
Sky’s seatback (we could not make 
this	 shit	 up),	 until	 Mitt	 announced	
his	 intention	 to	 run	 in	 April	 2011.	
Mitt,	 while	 generally	 unexciting,	
has	managed	to	hang	in	there	while	
flashier personalities like Michelle 
Bachmann	and	Herman	Cain	(Black	
Walnut,	 anyone?)	 have	 come	 and	
gone.	But	 like	 the	 lurker	beta	male	
he	is,	all	the	other	suitors	have	been	
rejected,	and	its	now	Mitt’s	time	to	
shine.	 Although	 inexperienced	 in	
D.C. politics, Mitt has the financial 
know-how	to	turn	around	the	failing	
megacorportation	 of	 America	 from	
the	 Great	 Recession	 and	 make	 her	
profitable again. His reputation as a 
“flip-flopper,” which, to be honest, is 
somewhat	earned	 (this	 is	a	Mormon	
who	claimed	to	be	pro-choice	 in	or-
der	to	get	elected	in	a	blue	state)	but	
there	 aren’t	 many	 successful	 politi-
cians	who	haven’t	openly	lied	to	the	
public.	Also	in	his	favor:	those	aged	
Abercrombie	 model	 looks.	 He	 just	

looks	 like	a	President,	something	that	
has	been	a	huge	predictor	of	success	in	
our	 nation	 of	 almost-illiterate,	 video-
obsessed	media	consumers.	
	 The	 biggest	 obstacle	 in	 his	
way is his Mormonism. Frankly, it just 
creeps	people	out.	Most	Christian	con-
servatives,	 especially	 Evangelicals,	
consider	Mormonism	to	be	on	par	with	
Paganism,	and	there’s	no	way	he	could	
afford	 to	 alienate	 that	 large	 of	 a	 por-
tion	of	his	voters.	There’s	also	no	way	
he	could	change	religions	(although	if	
he could, he definitely would), so he’s 
stuck	with	 the	stigma	of	being	a	Lat-
ter-Day Saint. Romney is the oregon 
Commentator’s	pick	for	the	candida-
cy due to his solid record of financial 
wizardry,	 something	 that	 our	 country	
desperately	needs,	and	the	fact	that	he	
is	generally	 the	 least	offensive	of	 the	
bunch. But hey, the GOP also put Sar-
ah	Palin	 in	 the	VP	slot,	so	 they	don’t	
have	 a	 great	 history	 of	 doing	 what’s	
best	for	them.

Rick Santorum is a frothy mixture 
of	fecal	matter,	human	male	ejac-

ulate,	 and	 various	 anal	 juices.	 He	 is	
not	predicted	to	win	anything,	ever,	as	
older voters find his pres-
ence	“offputting.”
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Protect and Serve

It’s safe to say that complaints 
about DPS are as common on 

the University of Oregon campus 
as tornadoes in trailer parks. From 
freshmen complaining about the po 
po busting up their dorm party to 
disgruntled bikers telling the Eu-
gene Weekly that someone should 
“scare one of these uniforms so they 
know how it feels,” this campus is 
no stranger to cop-hate. Naturally, 
such opinions have played heavily 
into the arguments of those who op-
pose the Campus Policing Initiative, 
where the main contention against 
making DPS a sworn police force 
is that students don’t like the idea. 
With that as the crux of the oppo-
sition’s stance, many arguments 
therein can be summarily undercut. 
The arguments for the transition are 
many—greater efficiency of interac-
tion, more resources and training, 
the ability of DPS to make arrests 
and effectively secure the univer-
sity grounds—and from a purely logi-
cal standpoint, making DPS a sworn 
police force is really a no-brainer.

But then comes the hitch in the 
line. The point at which it becomes 
difficult to promote the decision to 
those who don’t agree, and defend 
against opposing arguments. It’s not 
the fact that DPS will be able to vol-
untarily have firearms, which has 
been the standard rant-and-rave for 
the previous few months. Nor is it the 
fact that they will be able to carry tas-
ers (which they can already do), or 
make arrests without the intervention 
of the city police (which they should 
be able to do). The problem is some-
thing that, while never being explic-
itly talked about, is really the driving 

force behind much of the opposition 
to the transition; something that has 
even me shaking my head in doubt.

It is the fact that DPS will become an 
arm of the Eugene Police Department, 
an organization that has put quite an 
effort into proving itself untrustworthy.

For those of you who haven’t been 
in Eugene long, or somehow missed 
hearing about the various controver-
sies surrounding EPD (I’d blame it on 
the weed, but as we all know, aware-
ness of law enforcement’s misdeeds 
increases exponentially with increased 
frequency of indulgence), let me ex-
plain. For years, EPD has been at the 
center of various controversial hap-
penings throughout Eugene, largely 
to do with abuse of police authority. 
One prominent case that flooded the 

pages of Register-Guard in May 
of 2008 was that of Van Ornum. 
One of the organizers of an anti-
pesticide protest in Ken Kesey 
Free Speech Plaza, authorities at-
tested that Ornum was blocking 
traffic, spraying an unknown sub-
stance into the air, and threatened 
to spray the police with poison. 
EPD alleges that when officers 
tried to apprehend him, Ornum re-
sisted arrest, at which point he was 
thrown to the ground and tased. 

However, witness claims 
contradict EPD’s official story, 
with some witnesses alleging that 
not only was Ornum not block-
ing traffic or resisting arrest, but 
was tased while on the ground 
and restrained. Video of the in-
cident supports the last claim, an 
act that is in direct violation of 
EPD’s taser policy. Officer Judd 
Warren, who deployed the taser, 

claimed that he feared for his safety 
and that of his fellow officers, and 
was therefore justified in his actions.

This incident sits on shaky ground, 
and EPD’s course of action could be 
seen as defensible. If officers really 
believed that a random deadbeat pro-
testor was dangerous, if witnesses 
were in fact mistaken in their accounts 
(there are so many psychology ma-
jors over here at the COmmentatOr 
that the words ‘witness accounts’ burn 
us like holy water), then officers be-
haved in a manner appropriate to the 
situation. Mitigating factors within the 
case can lead to a lot of uncertainty 
here (including many witnesses being 
Ornum’s friends, possibly tacking on 
some melodrama), and Ornum’s even-

DPS: Dickery 
Potentially 
Supported
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Law and Order

tual conviction for disorderly conduct 
and resisting arrest seems to lend 
credence to EPD’s version of events.

But then September 2009 rolled 
around, and the same officer tased 
a Chinese exchange student, in 
the student’s own apartment. In 
his bed. In the middle of the night.

The short version is thus: two 
Chinese exchange students rented an 
apartment from a local rental company 
and set up their sleeping bags in lieu of 
furniture. Someone saw them through 
the window and, believing the now le-
gal renters to be transients, called the 
police. EPD responded by going into 
the apartment and arresting the two 
men—before determining, you know, 
if they lived there or not. When Offi-
cer Warren apparently found there to 
be a frustrating language barrier be-
tween himself and one of exchange 
students, the officer did what he ap-
parently does best and tased the man. 

Afterward, police were told that 
the men had rented the apartment ear-
lier that day, but that all but one of 
the rental company’s employees were 
unaware of the move-in. In short, it 
would seem that Officer Warren took 
what could have been a simple misun-
derstanding and turned it into a highly 
publicized incident of police brutality..

This was the man who re-
ceived EPD’s Officer of the Year 
Award in May 2009. And this is 
where we begin to see the problem.

These two cases, while important 
in the outlining of my point, are not 
the only incidences of police brutal-
ity by EPD. Last January, high school 
student Jordan Miles was jumped, re-
strained, and stunned with a stun gun 
by EPD officers, who alleged they 
thought he had a gun on him (they lat-
er claimed that what they had thought 
to be a firearm was actually a can of 
Mt. Dew—one that Miles denies ex-
isted). Jumping back a bit to 1997, in 
response to protestors sitting in old 
growth trees to keep them from being 
cut down the day before a public hear-
ing on the matter, EPD officers pepper 
sprayed the protestors and beat them 
with batons. There’s also lovely foot-
age of an officer firing a can of tear gas 
directly into the face of a man standing 

in the street nearby.
But perhaps 

the most heinous 
example of what 
I’m talking about 
happened some-
where in between, 
not quite the me-
sozoic age of the 
90’s but too long 
ago for many cur-
rent UO students to 
know about. Back 
in 2004, it came 
to light that two 
EPD officers by 

the names of Roger 
Magaña and Juan Lara had been sexu-
ally harassing both civilian and police-
women throughout Eugene since 1997. 
Despite the fact that formal complaints 
had been filed against the officers, the 
behavior was allowed to continue for 
six years before they were arrested. In 
fact, the victims themselves were ap-
parently more likely to be punished 

for reporting them. According to a Eu-
gene Weekly article published in the 
wake of the officers’ trial, “Multiple 
women complained about Magaña, 
but the department failed to investi-
gate...In 1997 a 17-year-old woman 
testified that Magaña forced himself 
on her, rubbing his crotch against her 
when she was working as a police ca-
det. She said she complained to an-
other officer, but the department took 
no action. The woman said Magaña 
retaliated with more harassment, 
forcing her to leave the program.”

All told, by the end of the trial, 
“The officer [Magaña] was convict-
ed...of one rape, 10 charges of sexual 
abuse, five charges of forced sodomy, 
four kidnappings, seven charges of 
coercion, three harassment charges, 
one burglary and 10 charges of offi-
cial misconduct. About a dozen other 
women also alleged abuse by Magaña, 
but the district attorney did not pursue 
charges. Another officer, Juan Lara, 
was trained by Magaña, convicted of 
a lesser sex crime spree and sent to 
jail for five years.” Another EW ar-
ticle published the year after claimed 
that, “Magaña is estimated to have had 
more than 40 alleged victims over six 
years.” That’s a whole lot of horren-
dous crimes committed by men who 
are supposed to be public servants. 
Naturally, the question became not 
only why did this happened, but how. 

One needs to read no further than 
the words of former McMinnville Po-
lice Chief Rod Brown. In a report writ-
ten to “restore lost citizen confidence in 
the EPD” according to the EW, “Brown 
argued that the ‘crux’ of the issue was 
that the seriousness of the complaints 
against Magaña made it more ‘rea-
sonable’ to ignore them. ‘When a com-
plaint is regarding an offense or action 
by an officer that is so egregious as to 
be outrageous and inconceivable, the 
receiving officer looks upon the allega-
tion with incredulity and skepticism.’”

“He was snoring in a threatening manner.”
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Dun-Dun

Milicent Mathers is a contributor to 
oregon Commentator and has spent 
some time at the wrong end of a baton.

The italics are mine, because if I 
shrieked that from the rooftops with a 
bullhorn and an elaborate firework dis-
play going off in the 
background, it would 
not be loud enough 
to fully express the 
disbelief and horror 
those words instill. 
At the risk of per-
haps compromising 
my professionalism, 
I have to say: what 
the everloving fuck?! 
According to this re-
port, EPD apparently 
exists in a backwards 
bizarro world where 
the worse a crime 
gets, the less it needs 
investigating, particularly 
when it involves people with 
which the receiving officers are close.

And therein lies the problem.  
It is true that Eugene, and particu-

larly the University of Oregon, har-
bors a very anti-enforcement culture. 
However, while some of that attitude 
is predicated on the blind—and, some-
times, fashionable—dislike of the po-
lice, saying that that is the sole cause 
is at best dismissive, and at worst, 
obtuse. That’s also not to say that all 
EPD or DPS officers are bad people 
that are going to get you. I have per-
sonally dealt with DPS officers in the 
past who have been nothing but help-
ful in regard to problems I have faced, 
and EPD officers who have done the 
same. To say that every EPD officer is 
secretly a demon serial killer in a hu-
man suit would be both fantastical and, 
understanding that such a description 
is metaphorical and hyperbolic, disin-
genuous. Further, virtually every group 
of people that exceeds a population of 
one (and a few of those that don’t, as 
well) will likely have a few bad ap-
ples in the mix, so it’s not surprising 
that EPD has them, too. The problem 

arises when those bad apples are shel-
tered by the organization as a whole.

In the case of Magaña and Lara, 
they were allowed 
to go on a six-year 
crime spree while 
others within the 
organization looked 
the other way. In 
the case of Warden 
and the Chinese ex-
change students—
and to an extent, 
Ornum—abuse of 
authority not only 
went without pun-
ishment, but was 
met with commen-
dations. Further, as 
of now EPD is tied 

up in a legal battle with a 
former auditor who, ac-

cording to the Register-Guard, alleges 
she was fired for reporting officer mis-
conduct. DPS, too, has its own version 
of this behavior, in the form of last 
year’s sexual harassment case against 
Scott Cammeron, which they poorly 
addressed. All of these happenings 
are rooted in a desire to protect the in-
group. While camaraderie is an essen-
tial part of the job and I wouldn’t want 
a department of police officers who 
don’t get along (God, the interoffice 
firefights would keep you up all night), 
I can’t say I feel safe when it not only 
prevents officers from protecting the 
populace, but actively does the opposite. 

That, former Officer Brown, is the 
crux of the situation. When you ask 
students on the UO campus why they 
don’t want DPS to become a sworn 
police force, the answer is almost al-
ways the same. Check any blog that 
condemns the decision, any online 
petition with a poorly spelled sum-
mary. Ask any Cims Gillespie-style 
crier on the street corner demanding 
that DPS become bike cops with an 
arsenal of kazoos, or any student that 

quietly opposes the decision, and you 
will hear, “Because I don’t want them 
to have guns.” The implicit statement, 
however, is much more profound, and 
far-reaching: “I don’t trust them.”

I want to see DPS become a full 
police force. I want them to be able to 
prevent assaults on campus, protect 
themselves against potentially danger-
ous individuals (who are, often enough, 
not students), and keep the campus safe 
by being able to make arrests when they 
are appropriate and necessary. I want 
to feel safe on my campus. I want my 
fellow students to feel safe on campus.

But to be cliche, who watches the 
watchmen? When organizations like 
EPD and DPS, which are full of pub-
lic servants who do their best to pro-
tect the citizenry, intentionally shelter 
those who use their power in an abu-
sive manner, who can you trust? If DPS 
really wants to get the students behind 
them, it’s going to take a lot more than 
a few press releases and pats on the 
back. The organization they’re going 
to become a part of (and, to a lesser 
but present extent, DPS itself) needs to 
change. The culture of EPD needs to 
become one of accountability; trans-
gressions must be punished rather than 
covered up, and UO students and the 
people of Eugene need to feel safe, 
even from the police themselves. It 
will take time, but it can be done—if 
EPD and DPS want to make it happen.

EPD, DPS, you’re making it re-
ally hard for me to defend you against 
half-drunk frat boys and dorm bros. 
Time to step up the stepping up.

Roger Magaña
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Paint Me

Campus
Art Student So that our lovely readers may truly engage with this heartfelt critique of the UO campus’ most treasured artifacts, 

we will be employing two scales: one to five stars, to denote quality, and one to five dicks, to denote pretentiousness.

This	piece	represented	everything	about	college.	The	struggles	and	triumphs.	
The	excitement	and	terror.	To	see	the	four	powerful	columns	melting	together	
represented	the	four	years	built	up	into	one	momentous	occasion	of	graduating	
and	going	out	into	the	real	world.	The	cross-hatched	pattern	statue	represented	
the	interweaving	relationships	a	person	forms.	Everything	is	connected,	but	
separated	by	individual	ideas.	

These	brick	colored,	spinning	ovals	have	always	had	an	impact	on	my	vision	of	
the	dorms.	The	endless	circles	of	partying	every	weekend,	of	the	insecurity	of	your	
first year at university. To push them around, heavy and cold, is the same feeling 
you	receive	upon	realizing	that	your	psychology	major	is	almost	absolutely	useless	
in	the	real	world.	It’s	the	same	feeling	as	realizing	the	girlfriend	you	left	in	Idaho	is	
cheating	on	you	with	your	old	high	school	rival.	‘Round	and	‘round	it	goes....

At first glance, this undulating, dimensional sculpture appears to be nothing more than a 
piece of crap. Not in a derogatory sense, but a literal, defined chunk of human feces. But 
I	instinctively	knew	that	it	was	so	much	more.	Its	curves	and	strength	spoke	of	immense,	
masculine	power,	thrusting	proudly	into	the	air,	expelling	to	the	world	its	claim:	“Look 
upon me in wonder.”	I	almost	felt	the	urge	to	touch	it,	curious	but	intimidated.	Its	large,	
dark	brown	frame	seemed	to	contemplate	me.	The	masculine	beauty	stands	proudly	in	its	
glass	frame,	rightfully	respected	and	revered.

For many Oregon students, the Pioneer Father exemplifies far more than simple hard 
work and perseverance. He is the epitome of male strength and sexual finesse, and 
has for a number of Oregon boys spurred a healthy and robust sex life. “The first 
time	I	boinked	a	girl	at	Oregon	was	in	front	of	that	statue,”	said	one	student.	“It	just	
makes	you	so...horny.”	Another	student	claimed	that	he	didn’t	have	sex	anywhere	
except near the Pioneer Father. From its masculine angles to its rough and 
tumble curves, the Pioneer Father is a courageous and daring example of 
what	it	means	to	be	a	true	Oregonian.

Maggie Brees in the art director 
of the oregon Commentator and 
has a thing for rock hard men.
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Like One of Your French Girls

Art Review
Regular Student

This	one		makes	me	feel	like	it’s	giving	me	a	thumbs	up	every	time	I	look	at	it.	
Seriously, what the hell is that? Some kind of tribal dude from a land of skeletons 
who	understand	idiosyncratic	hand	gestures?	Is	the	bearing	of	teeth	a	threat	to	use	
me	as	raw	material	for	his	shrunken	head	craft	project,	or	is	he	telling	me	good	
job	on	that	midterm	I	just	took?	No	idea,	but	I	like	to	think	that	he	and	I	are	cool.	
As	long	as	no	one	makes	any	sudden	moves.

That.	That	is	a	rock.	I’m	not	sure	how	this	ended	up	in	an	art	search,	but	
that	is	most	certainly	a	rock.	I	suppose	it	could	have	been	nicely	arranged	
to	function	as	a	nice	resting	place	for	aged,	wayward	professors	and	con-
cert attendants. Easy mistake. Stars for practicality, though.

Whoa	what	the	fuck.	Either	I’ve	gotta	quit	hitting	the	pipe	or	those	kids	are	actually	
melting	into	that	woman	like	something	out	of	the	worst	kind	of	B-movie	horror.	
Jesus,	what	message	does	that	send?	You	will	be	educated,	resistance	is	futile?

All I’m saying is get the Borg out of our schools. Seriously.

All right, so I’ve heard of interactive art. Sure, okay, 
everyone	put	a	post-it	note	on	this	white	wall	and	let’s	see	
what	shape	it	makes.	But	this	just	seems	lazy.	Just	stand	
there	and	push	the	thing	around	and	suddenly	you’re	part	
of	the	creation.	The	fact	that	it	doesn’t	really	look	like	any-
thing just makes it even more baffling. Is this art? If this 
is art, what the fuck is art? At what point do we define the 
difference	between	spectacle	and	art?	Is	there	a	difference?	
Does art inherently resist definition by becoming what 
we define it not to be? Is art just fucking with us? What 
is—how—wha	.	.	.

So that our lovely readers may truly engage with this heartfelt critique of the UO campus’ most treasured artifacts, 
we will be employing two scales: one to five stars, to denote quality, and one to five dicks, to denote pretentiousness.

$&^%##!!@@#Ashley Reed is the managing edi-
tor  of the oregon Commentator 
and is now in a mental institution.
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Spew...

On COCkblOCking

SPEW

Fall term was a time of challenge and triumph for the stu-
dent body of the University. The term repeatedly tested 
the strength of our student voice, and at every turn the 
ASUO Executive stood with students to assert our right 
to a say in our own education.. We will shape the future 
of our campus and our University.

-A letter to the ODE entitled “ASUO will continue to fight 
for student input” praising ASUO and it’s excutives for 
doing their jobs. It is written by none other than ASUO 
President Ben Eckstein and ASUO VP Katie Taylor, as-
sumably because no one else would.

Suspicious Conditions
3157 Wood Ave.
Jan. 13, 7:50 p.m.
The caller saw a small Honda with windows heavily fogged parked 
off to the side of a road near the woods. He noticed the car had 
two occupants that would duck down and hide every time someone 
drove by. The caller could not see enough to describe the occupants, 
but they were parked for more than an hour.

-ODE Police Blotter, 1/18/12, on concerned citizens making sure 
two horny freshmen can’t even get a lil’ brain without persecution.

On priOritieS

I	knew	full	well	that	the	resolution	[opposing	concealed	carry]	was	tooth-
less when I proposed it. The Senate passes those all the time.

- Sen. Ben Rudin on the Oregon Commentator blog (“ASUO passes resolu-
tion saying how much they don’t like stuff, expects you to care”), cutting off 
the hand to save the finger.
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On ratiOnal thOught

SPEW

On reSpeCt

“Last year The Oregon Commentator verbally attacked Amelie Rousseau. 
They made more of a mockery of themselves than they did her in their “hate 
issue.”...[For hating AMELIE Rousseau, they sure seem to like a Jean-
Jacques Rousseau, projecting his degrading philosophical opinions upon 
womyn. The stress in their mission statement to provide “rational” thinking 
is anything but original. (Distinguishing between rational  and irrational, 
then placing them in a heirarchy was the birth of the patriarchy in our society 
among those early thinkers decades ago.)]...Isn’t it funny for heterosexual, 
anonymous men to attempt to define what makes a womyn?”

-Carli Barnum (The Siren, Winter 2012, in their “Hurl” section, [a word 
which is interchangable with “Spew” coincidentally.]) We aren’t sure if Ms. 
Barnum is trying to say that Amelie sharing her surname with a philosopher 
makes her a person worthy of respect, or that the idea of pursuing rational 
thought is unworthy because it has been attempted in the past. Either way, 
any self-respecting feminist should know that patriarchy has been around 
for more than a few decades. Hat’s off to you Ms. Barnum, you are a cham-
pion of womyn everywhere! Love, Editor-in-Chief Sophia Lawhead, Manag-
ing Ed. Ashley Reed, Associate Ed. Rebecca O’Neill, and Humor Ed. Lauren 
Greenhall, all of whom are still struggling to find the definition of womyn in 
their respective dictionaries. 

Jack,	you	fucking	asshole.

- The Oregon Voice (“Respectrum”, January 2012), evaluating our 
worth. It’s good to know we’re above getting pepper sprayed to death.




