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	 The	Oregon	Commentator	is	an	independent	journal	of	opinion	
published	 at	 the	 University	 of	 Oregon	 for	 the	 campus	 community.	
Founded	by	a	group	of	concerned	student	journalists	Sept.	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	
promoted	by	other	student	publications,	professors	and	student	groups.	
During	its	twenty-two	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	philosophy	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,	editors	of	the	
Commentator	share	beliefs	in	the	following:

•	 We	 believe	 that	 the	 University	 should	 be	 a	 forum	 for	 rational	 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	apologists.

•	We	believe	that	it	is	important	for	the	University	community	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	society.

•		We	believe	that	the	University	is	an	important	battleground	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	rationality	are	the	
fundamental	characteristics	for	individual	success.

•		Socialism	guarantees	the	right	to	work.	However,	we	believe	that	the	
right	not	to	work	is	fundamental	to	individual	liberty.	Apathy	is	a	human	
right.
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	 The	Oregon	Commentator	is	a	conservative	journal	of	opinion.	
All	 signed	 essays	 and	 commentaries	 herein	 represent	 the	 opinions	
of	the	writers	and	not	necessarily	the	opinions	of	this	magazine	or	its	
staff.	The	Commentator	is	an	independent	publication	and	the	Oregon	
Commentator	Publishing	Co.,	Inc.	is	an	independent	corporation;	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	the	CIA,	FBI,	or	the	Council	on	Foreign	Relations.
	 The	 Oregon	 Commentator	 accepts	 letters	 to	 the	 editor	 and	
commentaries	 from	 students,	 faculty	 and	 staff	 at	 the	 University	 of	
Oregon,	or	anyone	else	for	that	matter.	Letters	and	commentaries	may	be	
submitted	personally	to	Room	205	EMU;	placed	in	our	mailbox	in	Suite	
4	EMU;	or	e-mailed	to	editor@oregoncommentator.com.	The	Oregon	
Commentator	can	be	 found	on	 the	world	wide	web	at	http://www.
oregoncommentator.com.	
	 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	accompanied	
by	a	stamped,	self-addressed	envelope.	Submission	constitutes	testimony	
as	to	the	accuracy.
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Editorial

The	Abramoff	guilty	plea	along	with	the	Hillary	Clinton	
fundraising	scandal	are	so	far	 the	biggest	news	stories	
of	the	year,	but	you	wouldn’t	know	it	by	watching	cable	

news.	No,	we’re	 supposed	 to	 ignore	 the	 lobbyists	 behind	 the	
curtain	and	instead	focus	on:

1.	 Missing	white	girls
2.	 Trapped	miners
3.	 Media	coverage	of	trapped	miners
4.	 Paris	Hilton
Make	no	mistake:	the	Abramoff	story	is	huge.	Or	at	least	it	

would	be	in	an	era	of	journalistic	responsibility.	This	is	about	
one	man	successfully	buying	influence	in	all	corners	of	the	US	
legislative	and	executive	branches	for	the	purpose	of	enriching	
himself	–	and	then	finally	being	caught	red-handed.	Newt	Gin-
grich,	wildly	hated	on	 the	Left	and	nowadays	 ignored	on	 the	
Right,	was	correct	when	on	December	4th	he	told	a	Washington	
Rotary	Club	that	“you	can’t	have	a	corrupt	lobbyist	unless	you	
have	a	corrupt	member	[of	Congress]	or	a	corrupt	staff.	This	was	
a	team	effort.”	Democrats	will	be	quick	to	point	out	that	most	
of	Abramoff’s	personal	ties	were	to	Republican	politicians,	but	
politicians	of	all	electoral	colors	have	been	connected	to	Jackie	
Boy	through	the	numerous	organizations	he	counseled.	What	is	
it	about	local	U.S.	Representative	Peter	DeFazio,	for	example,	
that	inspired	the	Abramoff-connected	Saginaw	Chippewa	Tribe	
of	Michigan	to	donate	$1000	to	the	Lane	County	Democrat’s	
campaign	fund?

Now	that	the	light’s	on,	the	cockroaches	do	what	they	do	
best:	scurry	for	cover.

Most	 recipients	 of	 Abramoff-connected	 donations	 have	
either	 returned	 the	 money	 or	 donated	 it	 to	 charity.	 DeFazio,	
for	instance,	returned	$1,500	in	funds	received	from	Abramoff-
connected	out-of-state	tribes.		But	that’s	just	a	drop	in	the	buck-
et	compared	to	the	tens	of	thousands	of	dollars	the	Transporta-
tion	 and	 Infrastructure	 Committee	 member	 receives	 from	 air	
industry	unions	every	election	cycle.

Perhaps	 most	 noticeably,	 Oregon	 Republican	 Senator	
Gordon	 Smith	 returned	 or	 donated	 $8,500	 of	 the	 funds	 he’d	
received	 from	Abramoff-connected	 parties.	As	 with	 DeFazio	
that’s	 just	 a	 tiny	 fraction	 of	 his	 total	 fundraising,	 but	 unlike	
DeFazio,	Smith	sits	on	the	Indian	Affairs	Committee.	And	as	
Willamette	Week	noted	on	Jan	13,	2006,	Smith	has	yet	to	say	
anything	during	public	committee	hearings	concerning	the	mat-
ter.	His	 lack	of	 leadership	on	the	matter	speaks	volumes,	and	
we	sincerely	hope	that	he	stops	the	political	turtling	and	takes	a	
stand	against	this	sort	of	influence	peddling	in	Congress.	Hoo-
ray	for	hopeless	suggestions!

Of	course,	 if	you’re	searching	for	negligence	and	misbe-
havior	by	public	officials,	there’s	no	better	place	to	look	than	
the	 UO’s	 own	ASUO	 and	 its	 Designated	 Driver	 Shuttle	 pro-
gram.	 The	 student-funded	 chauffeur	 service	 for	 drunks	 has	
been	a	 trainwreck	 for	at	 least	 the	past	year.	Strong	anecdotal	
evidence	 had	 suggested	 for	 quite	 some	 time	 that	 DDS	 dis-

patchers	 often	 neglected	 to	 answer	 phones	 and	 drivers	 regu-
larly	drank	and	toked	up	with	riders.	But	a	series	of	incidents	
within	the	past	year	have	shown	severe	institutional	problems.	
While	 the	 incidents	 of	April	 and	 September	 2005--	 in	 which	
DDS	outsiders	discovered	alcohol	 in	 their	office--	should	not	
be	 ignored,	 recent	events	have	been	far	more	 troubling.	DDS	
staff	members	took	vans	out	during	this	past	winter	break	for	
personal	 purposes	 on	 at	 least	 two	 separate	 occasions.	 In	 the	
first,	a	staffer	was	caught	with	a	van	in	Portland.	The	DDS	staff	
member,	 Eric	 Raney,	 apparently	 had	 the	 van	 in	 Portland	 for	
four	days	after	having	crashing	it	into	a	Ducks	Village	carport.	
(Hilariously	 enough,	Raney’s	Facebook	profile	 lists	 “stealing	
cars”	as	an	interest.)	In	the	second,	co-Director	Luke	Ettinger	
and	another	staffer	were	found	at	Mount	Pisgah	with	a	van.	Ac-
cording	to	the	Eugene	Police	Department,	interviews	with	the	
drivers	revealed	that	staffers	taking	vans	for	their	own	personal	
use	was	a	common	occurrence.

In	the	aftermath	of	these	events,	the	ASUO	has	temporarily	
shut	the	program	down.	ASUO	Programs	Administrator,	Rec-
ognition	Review	Committee	Chairman,	and	Assault	Prevention	
Shuttle	volunteer	David	Goward	has	taken	over	as	interim	co-
director	of	the	program,	promising	to	resume	once	any	damage	
to	 the	vans	 is	 repaired	and	 the	 locks	are	changed.	 Incidental-
ly,	Goward	was	 the	student	who	discovered	DDS	dispatchers	
drinking	beer	on	duty	in	April	2005.

The	real	question	that	arises	out	of	this	mess	is,	of	course,	
why	does	the	DDS	still	exist?		DDS	and	the	Assault	Prevention	
Shuttle	essentially	duplicate	the	same	basic	service:	to	chauf-
feur	students	who	would	otherwise	put	themselves	or	others	at	
risk	by	traveling	on	their	own.	We	see	only	one	functional	dif-
ference	between	the	two	programs:	APS	gives	scheduled	rides	
while	DDS	is	supposed	to	operate	on	a	first-come,	first-served	
basis.	 There	 is	 no	 reason	 that	 the	 two	 programs	 couldn’t	 be	
rolled	into	one,	offering	both	forms	of	service	and	significantly	
cutting	down	on	administrative	costs.	Of	course,	given	the	two	
programs’	 slight	 dissimilarities	 of	 purpose,	 it	 would	 remain	
necessary	two	maintain	two	prongs	of	the	organization--	sep-
arate	 fleets	 of	 vehicles,	 perhaps,	 or	 some	 measure	 to	 ensure	
that	victims	of	trauma	and	others	who	feel	impelled	to	call	on	
APS	are	not	subjected	to	sharing	seats	with	leering	drunks.	The	
point	 is	 that	 it	 has	become	glaringly	 clear	 to	 all	 that	DDS	 is	
a	program	suffering	 from	endemic,	 system-wide	malfeasance	
and	problematic	 self-perceptions	of	 its	 role	 on	 campus.	Why	
not	 re-constitute	 the	 program	 as	 a	 subsidiary	 of	APS,	 which	
has	the	institutional	aptitude	to	absorb	DDS	owing	to	its	func-
tional	similarities	and	which	also	appears	to	exhibit	a	healthy	
sense	of	propriety?	Allow	APS	 to	 administer	 every	 aspect	 of	
DDS--	 its	 hiring	 and	firing	policies,	 its	 dispatchers	 and	driv-
ers--	and	watch	as	that	program	becomes	an	actual	service	to	
the	university	community.	Isn’t	the	purpose	of	the	RRC	review	
process	to	find	overlapping,	unneces-
sary	programs?	RRC	Chairman	David	 Cont’d on 6

Corrosion of Corruption
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7 o’clock in the morning and the rays from the sun wake me | I’m stretching and yawning in a bed that don’t belong to me | Then a voice yells “good morn-
ing darling” from the bathroom | Then she comes out and kisses me and to my surprise she isn’t you | Now I’ve got this dumb look on my face like “what 
have I done”? | How could I be so stupid to have been laid in to the morning sun | Must have lost the track of time, oh what was on my mind? | From the club 
went to her home, didn’t plan to stay that long | Here I am quickly trying to put on my clothes | Searching for my car keys trying to get on up out the door | 
Then she stretched her hands in front of me | Said “you can’t go this way” | Looked at her like she was crazy | Said “woman move out my way” | I Said “I 
got a wife at home” | She said “please don’t go out there” | “Lady I’ve got to get home” | She said her husband was coming from the stairs | “?? quiet, hurry 
up and get in the closet” | She said “don’t you make a sound or some ____ is going down | I Said “why don’t I just go out the window” | “yes, except for one 
thing, we’re on the 5th floor” | Think, think… “quick put me in the closet” | And now I’m in this darkest closet trying to figure out | Just how I’m gonna get 
my crazy ass out this house | And he walks in and yells “I’m home” | She says “honey I’m in the room” | He walks in there with a smile on his face saying 
“honey I’ve been missing you” | She hops all over him and says “I’ve cooked and ran your bathwater” | I’m telling you now this girl is so good she deserves 
an Oscar | The girl’s in the bed he starts snatching her clothes off | I’m in the closet like man, what the f_ck is going on? | You’re not going to believe it but 
things get deeper as the story goes on | Next thing you know a call comes through on my cell phone | I tried my best to quickly put it on vibrate | But from 
the way he acted I could tell it was too late | He hopped up and said “there’s a mystery going on and I’m going to solve it” | And I’m like “God please don’t 
let this man open his closet” | He walks in the bathroom and looks behind the door | She says “baby come back to bed” | He says “say no more” | He pulls 
back the shower curtain while she’s biting her nails | Then he walks back to the room. Right now I’m sweating like hell | Checks under the bed (bed) | then 
under the dresser (dresser) | He looks at the closet (closet) | I pull out my berretta (berretta) | He walks up to the closet (closet) | He’s close up to the closet 
(closet) | Now he’s at the closet (closet) | Now he’s opening the closet (closet, closet, closet) | Well now he’s staring at me like as if he was staring in the mir-
ror | She yells, “Honey let me explain” | He says, “You don’t have to go no further” | “I can clearly see what’s going on behind my back, in my bed, in my 
home” | Then I said, “wait a minute now hold on” | I said, “Mister we can work this out” | She said “honey don’t lose control” | I tried to get him to calm 
down | He said “oh I should have known | That you would go and do some bogus shit up in my house | But the Christian in me gave you the benefit of the 
doubt” | I said “we need to resolve this” | And he stepped to me I’m like “whoa | There’s a reason I’m in this closet” | He says “yeah? What are you talking 
clothes?” | “I met this girl at the bodja club and she told me she didn’t have a man” | Then he said “man please I’d kill you if you didn’t have that gun in your 
hand” | And then I said “but your chick chose me” | He said “don’t give me that mack shit please” | His phone goes off and then things get a little more inter-
esting | He steps a little closer I point my gun and say “I’m not the one you after” | He says “something I bet you didn’t know my man… Did she tell you that 
I was a pastor?” | I said “well good that’s better right? Why can’t we handle this Christian-like?” | And I started to put the gun down until I saw his face still 
had a frown | She started crying “saying “baby I’m sorry” | Then he said “baby not as sorry as you’re gonna be” | I started inching out | He says “no I want 
you to see this” | He said “I gotta get out this house, and not ‘til I reveal this secret” | I’m like “what is going on inside his head?” | Then he takes his phone 
and calls someone up himself | “Hello” (hello?) | “Baby?” (aha) | “Turn the car around” (what’s going on over there?) | “Listen, I just need for you to get right 
back here now” | He looks at me and says “well since we’re all coming out the closet | I’m not about to be the only one that’s broken-hearted” | She said “what 
do you mean?” | He said “just wait and see” | I said “somebody better talk to me” | And then his phone rings | He picks up and somebody says “sweetheart 
I’m downstairs” | And he’s like “I’ll buzz you up | I’m on the 5th floor hurry take the stairs” | And I’m like “who is this mystery lady that you’re talking to?” 
| And he says “in time you both will know the shocking truth | Baby this is something I’ve been wanting to get off my chest for a long, long time” | And I said 
“nigga I’m gonna shoot you both if you don’t say what’s on your mind” | He said “wait I hear somebody coming up the stairs” | And I’m looking at the door 
| He says “I think you better sit down in the chair” | I said “I’m gonna count to 4” | “1…” | he says “mister wait!” | “2…” | he says “please don’t shoot” | “3…” 
| “he says “don’t shoot me” | “4…” | She screams | Then a knock on the door | The gun’s in my hand | He opens the door | I’ll be goddammned it’s a man | 
(man… man… man…) |  Here we are. The four of us... | In total shock... Me and her. | I closed my mouth and swallowed spit, | And I’m thinking to myself, 
“This is some deep shit!” | And I said “So you’re gonna tell me he’s the one he’s been talking to?” | He says, “Yes”, I say, “No”, he says, “Yes”, I say, “No”, 
he says, “It’s the truth!” |  | I said, “All of ya’ll ass is crazy, let me up out this door, | Because this is way more than I bargained for” | She says, “Wait, I’m 
sure we can all fix this” | Then I said, “I’m late, plus I ain’t gotta damn thing to do with this!” | But then she said, “Wouldn’t you just like to know how it all 
began?” | Then I thought to myself, and said, ‘Quick, you got three minutes’ | Then it got real quiet, I said, “Somebody start talking” |  | She said, “My God, 
Rufus! I’ve got just one question, | how could you do something like this? I’m so hurt!” | He looked at her and said, “Bitch please, you’ve got your nerves | 
With all your club hoppin’, lyin’ when you said you was shoppin’. | And now here you are in our home, and you’re callin’ me wrong.” |  | “Okay you busted 
me! And that much I agree, you caught me cheatinggg! | But this is a little extreme!” |  | He said, “You are my wife sleeping behind my back. | And now I 
come home and you got him in the closet, how extreme is that?!” | And she said, “But she’s a he!” | And he said, “Please, you can’t judge me” | She said, “But 
this is crazy!” | And I said, “Stop arguing! | I did not stay here to hear you chew each other out, | So get to the point, or I swear I’m out!” |  | “Excuse me, 
please, but I think I can explain what’s going on in here. | My name is Chuck and I been knowing Rufus about a year, | At midnight creeping around there not 
staying around to standing living in hell, sleepin in and out of hotels...” | I said, “Brother, spare the details!” | Then Rufus said, “Chuck, please! Don’t say 
nothing else!” | Then she screams, “Rufus you son of a bitch,” | He says, “Cathy, go to hell!” | I said, “I thought you said your name was Mary, that what you 
said at the party. | Man this is gettin scary imma shoot somebody!” | Then Rufus start yelling and screaming saying, “Cathy, this is all your fault!” | She throws 
a pillow at him and says, “You were creeping too, the only difference is you didn’t get caught!” | Chuck screamed out, “We’re in love!” | Cathy says, “Love 
my ass!” | Rufus said thei’re getting married then I shoot one in the air! | I said, “Not annother one of you sons of bitches say a word! | Cuz all this shit I’m 
goin thru is unheard!” | I grabbed my cellular | I said, “This is so wrong,” | I call up my home, | And a man picks up the phone phone phone phone.....  |  | Now 
I’m dashin home | Doin 85 | Swervin lane to lane | Wit fire in my eyes | I got a million thoughts | Runnin through my mind | I’m thinkin about what imma do 
and who I’m gonna do it to when I get home | How could I have been so blind | And then I look in my rear view | I cannot believe this | (Whoo whoo whoo) 
| Damn, here comes a police man | He drove right up on me and flashed his light | Then I pulled over without thinkin twice | He hopped out the car and walked 
over to me | And said license and registration please | I looked up at him and said | Officer, is there somethin wrong | He said no, except you were were doin 
85 in a 60 mile zone | Then I said officer | Let me explain please | Ya see the truth of the matter is | Is that I have an emergency | He said no excuses | And no 
exception | I said this is some bull...as he gave me the ticket | Said have a nice day and walked away | I said yeah right and drove away | Then I turned my 
radio on | And did 70 all the way home | I pulled up in the driveway | Hopped out and slammed the car door | Then go in through the back | Bust up in the 
house and she screamin | Whats all that for | Then I’m like woman I called this house | And a man picked up my phone | Then she said calm down | Did you 
forget | My brother Twan came home | Oh... | And thats all I could say was oh | Wit a stupid look on my face | Said I forgot he came home today | And she 
said thats okay | Because honey I understand | She said you dont have to explain | Then I took her by the hand | I kissed her and then we went to the room | 
Then I turned some music on | Apologized one more time | Then went down and start gettin it on | And she started bitin her lip | Grabbing me and makin noise 
| Now we makin love and she’s my ear whisperin | It’s all yours | I said I love you | And she said I love ya, too | Then a tear fell up out my eye | Then I called 
her my sunshine | And then she looked at me | And said baby go deeper please | And thats when I start goin crazy | Like I was tryin to give her a baby | The 
room feel like its spinnin | We keep turnin and turnin | As if we were in a whirlwind | The way our toes are curlin | The next thing ya know, she starts goin 
real wild | And starts screamin my name | Then I said baby, we must slow down | Before I bust a vessel in my brain | And she said please no dont stop | And 

R. Kelly

...is not trapped in the closet.



•	 ASUO	Vice	President	Kyla	Coy	belongs	to	the	
“Anderson	Cooper	is	amazing”	group.

•	 “Anderson	Cooper	is	amazing”	is	not	a	parody	group.
•	 ASUO	President	Adam	Walsh	has	no	visible	chest	

hair.	We	suspect	waxing.	He	could	also	stand	a	meal.
•	 Women	who	identify	as	“Conservative”	and	“Very	

Conservative”	tend	to	show	the	most	skin	in	their	
pictures.

•	 Out	of	those	who	specify	their	gender	and	political	
leanings,	there	are	28	females	and	83	males	listed	as	
Libertarians.	Our	parties	are	a	blast.

•	 Sudsy	O'Sullivan,	the Commentator's	beloved	
mascot,	is	the	only	Facebook	member	who	lists	
“philandering,”	“enabling,”	and	“exercising	the	
nuclear	option”	as	interests.

•	 ODE	columnist	Ailee	Slater	lists	The	Fountainhead	as	
one	of	her	favorite	books.	We’re	not	sure	on	which	
level	this	is	funniest.

•	 In	her	picture,	Slater	bears	a	strong	resemblance	to	
a	kabuki-themed	Ayn	Rand	in	her	younger	years.

•	 Daily	Emerald	News	Editor	Jared	Paben	is	not	a	fan	
of	Cowboy	Troy.

•	 Paben	is,	on	the	other	hand,	a	fan	of	Catcher	in	the	
Rye,	which	means	it	is	only	a	matter	of	time	before	a	
newsroom	bloodbath.

•	 There	are	417	members	of	the	“Democrats	are	Sexy	
and	Better	in	Bed”	group.

•	 There	are	461	members	of	the	“Republicans	are	Sexy	
and	Better	in	Bed”	group.

•	 There	are	only	59	members	of	“My	Political	Affiliation	
Has	Nothing	To	Do	With	the	Fact	That	I'm	Good	In	

Bed.”
•	 Richard	Pryor	is	white.
•	 ODE	News	Editor	Steve	Neuman	hates	Prof.	William	

H.	Baugh.
•	 Oregon	Kicker	Paul	Martinez's	favorite	movies	are	

Super	Troopers,	Harold	and	Kumar	go	to	White	
Castle,	Half	Baked,	and	Out	Cold.

•	 Although	Programs	Administrator	David	Goward	
poses	the	timeless	question,	“Would	you	fuck	your	
prof.	to	get	an	A+?”	he	does	not	answer	the	more	
pressing	question,	“Who	do	you	have	to	fuck	to	make	
the	ASUO	run	efficiently?”

•	 Dave	Matthews	fans	look	pretty	much	the	way	you	
would	expect	them	to.

•	 Members	of	the	“Expose	Exxon”	club	were	clearly	
huffing	petrol	products	before	coming	up	with	their	
insightful	rallying	cry:	“We	don’t	buy	Exxon	or	Mobile	
because	we	know	what	they	destroy	to	profits.”

•	 Former	Women’s	Center	plebe	Sara	Wells	and	ODE	
columnist	Gabe	Bradley	aren’t	going	to	be	making	
babies	anytime	soon.

•	 Far	be	it	for	us	to	point	this	out,	but	the	creators	of	
the	“Uo	Student's	For	Choice”	group	are	not	terribly	
familiar	with	the	English	language.

•	 Seemingly	the	most	popular	books	on	Facebook:	
The	Da	Vinci	Code,	Harry	Potter	Series,	He’s	Just	Not	
That	Into	You,	Green	Eggs	and	Ham.

•	 One	of	College	Republican	Chair	Anthony	Warren’s	
favorite	movies	is…	we’re	not	making	this	up…	Mean	
Girls.	Somewhere	Lindsay	Lohan	is	throwing	up	
without	the	help	of	her	index	finger.

Goward,	apparent	conflict	
of	 interest	 notwithstand-

ing,	 missed	 his	 chance	 to	 fix	 this	 problem	 on	 October	 24	
when	his	committee	reviewed	and	recognized	the	APS.	

The	problem,	both	on	the	congressional	level	and	here	
on	our	campus,	seems	to	be	an	attitude	of	resignation	con-
cerning	 the	 word	 “corruption”.	 To	 consider	 the	 original	
meaning	of	the	word	is	to	think	of	something	akin	to	“corro-
sion”	or	“devolution”:	things	becoming	no	longer	what	they	
were,	no	 longer	representing	 their	supposed	nature,	due	 to	
outside	factors	that	have	wormed	their	way	to	the	core	and/
or	the	very	cellular	structure.	Yet	to	observe	the	news	in	re-
cent	times,	the	word	corruption	has	come	to	mean	“business	
as	 usual”.	 Jack	Abramoff’s	 exploits	 were	 well	 known	 and	
essentially	appreciated	by	those	in	Washington,	both	among	
politicos	and	the	press	corps.	The	revelation	that	he’d	been	
systematically	fleecing	Native	Americans	was	the	straw	that	
broke	the	camel’s	back--	and	only	then	did	the	full	extent	of	

his	miscreant	behavior	become	the	subject	of	public	hand-
wringing.	But	the	public	hand-wringing	that’s	been	done	has	
been	decidedly	half-hearted:	because	the	institution	of	jour-
nalism	is	also	corrupt,	alienated	from	its	founding	principles	
of	investigation	and	documentation	in	pursuit	of	the	public	
good,	beholden	instead	to	demonstrating	the	savviness	that	
comprehends	 the	death	of	 idealism	and	 the	 irreproachabil-
ity	of	the	powers	that	be.	The	notion	of	corruption	is	itself	
corrupted.	We	no	longer	expect	accountability	or	integrity-
-	and,	increasingly,	we	hold	ourselves	back	from	expecting	
even	the	appearance	thereof.	

Somehow	 we	 have	 come	 to	 concern	 ourselves	 with	
whether	Paris	Hilton	marries	someone	who	shares	her	first	
name.	We	scoff	at	the	notion	that	anyone	in	the	public	em-
ploy	ought	to	demonstrate	decorum.	But	we	insist	that	our	
internet	porn	star	heiresses	demonstrate	a	little	taste.

‘Corruption’ from 4
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Nobody

What Will you be

doing to keep it real 
in 2006?

Asks:The OC

I	 intend	 to	 call	 for	 the	 deaths	 of	 a	 few	
celebrities,	a	small	town	somewhere,	and	
at	least	three	world	leaders	--	it’s	time	to	
prove	 that	 Fundamentalist	 Christianity	
can	compete.	Game	on,	Islam!

Pat Robertson

Continue	to	promote	 the	slug	queen	as	a	
respectable	holiday	replacement	for	Jesus.	
My	 only	 enemy?	 Those	 conservative	
saltists	 who	 are	 trying	 to	 ruin	 our	 noble	
holiday.

Kitty Piercy

Finding	 out	 where	 Traficant	 hides	 his	
cigarettes.

Randy “Duke” Cunningham

It’s	 past	 autumn,	 but	 the	 time’s	 still	 ripe	
to	 blow	 a	 Leaf.	 Or	 is	 that	 watch	 a	 Leaf	
blow?	You	 know	 how	 hard	 it	 is	 to	 keep	
your	sports	clichés	straight.

Joe Giansanti

I’m	joining	a	celebrity	death	pool--	smart
money’s	on	Suge	Knight,	fool.

Snoop Dogg

[B]ut	yet,	I	think,	it	will	be	granted	easily,	
that	if	a	child	were	kept	in	a	place	where	
he	 never	 saw	 any	 other	 but	 black	 and	
white	till	he	were	a	man,	he	would	have	no	
more	ideas	of	scarlet	or	green,	than	he	that	
from	his	childhood	never	tasted	an	oyster,	
or	 a	 pine-apple,	 has	 of	 those	 particular	
relishes.

Robocop

Score	 me	 some	 blow	 and	 a	 few	 Tikriti	
honeys.	Now	that’s	what	I	call	a	retainer,	
baby.

Ramsey Clark

Freshman Steps for Success
What they forgot to tell you at IntroDUCKtion

By	now,	you	have	completed	your	first	few	days	of	the	win-
ter	 term.	You’ve	 survived	one	whole	 term	 -	Fall,	 in	 case	
you	forgot	-	and	now	it’s	time	to	continue	the	process	of	

developing	into	a	full-fleged	student.
Which,	of	course,	means	turning	into	a	full-fleged	alcoholic,	

just	like	that	parent	you	never	see	anymore.
Sure,	you	could	take	the	so-called	“academically	responsible”	

route,	continuing	to	study	your	ass	off	for	the	rest	of	the	year	while	
abstaining	from	alcohol,	drugs,	sex,	and	everything	else	that	make	
life	worth	living.	But	we	don’t	recommend	that.	Instead,	we	offer	
to	you	the	quick,	easy,	Official	Oregon	Commentator-sponsored	
Steps	for	Success	Program.	It’s	a	great	thing	to	apply	free	will	and	
discipline	toward	determining	one’s	own	future--	but	here	at	 the	
University	of	Oregon,	it’s	a	far	better	thing	to	choose	self-gratifi-
cation	in	every	instance	to	more	readily	accept	one’s	destiny.
Step 1: Get wicked smashed on Sparks and Robitussin. Right 
now, buddy. This ain’t no joke.
As	a	college	student,	you	are	doubtless	aware	of	the	“Buffalo	The-
ory”	of	abusing	drugs	and	alcohol.	Quite	simply,	it	states	that	your	
brain	operates	like	a	herd	of	buffalo,	with	your	brain	cells	as	the	
individual	buffalo,	and	the	alcohol	or	other	intoxicant	acting	as	a	
wolf	or	other	predator.	When	you	 indulge,	 the	substances	 target	
the	slower,	weaker	brain	cells,	much	like	a	wolf	targeting	the	sick	
and	 weak	 buffalo,	 making	 you	 smarter	 in	 the	 process.	 In	 short,	
getting	wasted	makes	you	smarter.	The	more	blasted	you	get,	the	
higher	your	IQ	rises.	So	drink	up.	
Step 2: Speed up recovery process with more Sparks.
Sparks	is	your	friend.	You	don’t	abandon	your	friends.
Step 3: Convert to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day 
Saints. 
Everyone	 knows	 Mormons	 are	 wicked	 smart.	 How	 else	 could	
they	con	more	 than	one	woman	 into	be-
ing	married	to	them	at	once?	Not	to	men-

breaking neWs
Andrea Dworkin Still Dead;

OC Staff Still Smugly Satisfied

Phil Knight Orders Execution of
Sooner Secondary

Greta Van Sustern Bemoans Media Coverage of 
Her Media Coverage of Missing White Girls

Panda Express: Still No Actual Panda on Menu
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On	January	10,	2004,	I	did	an	ordinary	thing	Americans	
do	every	day:	I	boarded	a	commercial	airliner	headed	
for	Canada.	Every	seat	was	occupied,	but	no	passenger	

had	purchased	a	ticket.	The	airline	attendants,	as	one	might	ex-
pect,	were	appropriately	friendly,	but	when	one	came	to	my	seat	
to	proffer	a	bag	of	honey-roasted	peanuts	she	also	stated	apolo-
getically	that,	unlike	on	any	other	international	flight	she’d	ever	
hosted,	alcoholic	beverages	would	be	unavailable	for	consump-
tion.	Then,	another	attendant	made	an	announcement	over	the	
public	address	system:	Passengers, please remember to place 
your weapon beneath your seat with the barrel pointed toward 
the center aisle.

The	overall	surreality	of	the	event	was	not	lost	on	many	of	
us	in	attendance.	As	I	glanced	from	one	face	to	the	next	among	
the	passengers	on	that	plane	I	got	the	impression	that	any	num-
ber	of	moments	of	private	introspection	were	under	way:	What 
series of failures or miscalculations has led me to this point? 
What confluence of loyalties and prejudices has placed me 
aboard this craft, and where will they take me from here? When 
I return from my destination, will I believe the same things I did 
yesterday? Will I be a hero, or a villain, or even regard heroism 
and villainy as such? After a protracted separation from my 
family and friends, how will I regard them all upon the reunion, 
and how will they regard me? Will I return at all?

The	 plane’s	 eventual	 destination,	 of	 course,	 after	 a	 few	
stops	for	fuel	along	the	way,	was	the	Middle	East,	where	we--	
members,	each	of	us,	of	the	US	Army’s	First	Cavalry	Division-
-	were	expected	to	spend	roughly	the	next	year	of	our	lives	in	
conditions	and	roles	only	dimly	foreseen.	We	were	the	second	
big	wave	of	American	military	forces,	sent	to	replace	the	troops	
that	had	invaded	in	a	lightning	flash	to	the	delight	of	television	
audiences	back	home,	that	had	captured	Baghdad	with	aston-
ishing	 alacrity,	 that	 had	 established	 and	 maintained	 a	 sort	 of	
stability,	 that	 had	 methodically	 hunted	 and	 captured	 Saddam	
Hussein.

We	were	the	principal	actors	of	*Operation	Iraqi	Freedom	
II*.	During	our	tenure	in	the	region	a	double-pronged	insurgen-
cy	would	emerge.	The	underclass	Shia	al-Mehdi	Army	would	
revolt	 in	Baghdad	on	 the	anniversary	of	 the	city’s	capture,	 in	
part	as	a	response	to	coalition	efforts	to	hold	its	leader	Moqtada	

al-Sadr	accountable	for	the	ordered	murder	of	a	rival	cleric,	the	
son	of	Supreme	Ayatollah	Ali	al-Sistani;	but	also	 in	part	as	a	
natural	consequence	of	the	fact	that	Iraq’s	American	adminis-
trator	L.	Paul	Bremer	had	dismissed	the	entire	Iraqi	army	from	
their	 jobs	 and	 their	 incomes,	 in	 effect	 releasing	 to	 the	winds	
an	 abundance	 of	 angry	 poor	 people	 and	 their	 weaponry.	The	
displaced	 Sunni	 aristocracy	 would	 gravitate	 to	 the	 service	 of	
tribal	warlords	and	the	foreign	jihadists	who	could	newly	en-
ter	 the	 country,	 in	 part	 because	 of	 their	 horrified	 reaction	 to	
our	horrified	 reaction	 to	 the	public	killing	of	 four	employees	
of	the	Blackwater	firm	of	securities	contractors	in	Fallujah,	the	
motives	 behind	 which	 were	 scarcely	 inquired	 into	 but	 which	
eventuated	in	the	siege	of	the	entire	town	by	our	Marines;	but	
also	in	part	as	a	reaction	to	Bremer’s	declaration	that	all	former	
Ba’ath	Party	members--	 essentially	 all	who’d	 signed	 a	 docu-
ment	to	attain	an	education	or	a	job	at	any	point	since	the	1979	
ascendancy	of	Saddam	Hussein--	would	be	barred	from	public	
service,	 thus	driving	 the	wealthy	 and	 capable	 to	 the	brink	of	
destitution	while	also	ensuring	that	hospitals,	schools,	and	pub-
lic	works	would	be	not	 only	 robbed	of	 competent	 leadership	
but	also	faced	with	a	new	cadre	of	foes	who	not	only	wanted	to	
sabotage	their	functioning	but	also	knew	how.	What	would	be-
come	vaguely	apparent	in	a	manner	of	stages	and	degrees	over	
the	course	of	the	subsequent	months	was	the	synergistic	causal	
relationship	between	these	two	insurgent	prongs--	that	the	one	
fed	 into	and	reinforced	 the	other	as	 they	stood	 in	defiance	of	
our	presence	there.	

As	luck	would	have	it--	luck	being	quite	a	relative	thing--	it	
was	not	for	me	to	witness	firsthand	most	of	the	coming	month’s	
hostilities.	As	a	member	of	Bravo	Company,	13th	Signal	Bat-
talion,	my	job	entailed	little	more	than	the	operation	and	main-
tenance	of	communications	equipment.	I	spent	the	majority	of	
my	working	hours	sitting	in	a	tiny	air	conditioned	box	mounted	
on	the	back	of	a	Humvee	in	the	middle	of	a	mammoth	military	
encampment	that	encompassed	the	Baghdad	International	Air-
port,	 watching	 the	 periodic	 luminescence	 of	 little	 lights	 that	
informed	me	whether	people’s	phones	and	internet	were	func-
tioning,	and	surfing	that	same	internet	to	my	heart’s	content.

The	 internet	 afforded	 an	 opportunity	 to	 maintain	 a	 blog	
describing	 my	 experiences.	 Titled	 e-rocky	 confidential	 to	

the pros and cons
of milblogging
a heartbreaking work of stagnating geniality, this memoir chronicles the ex-
periences of a young man playing a small role in america’s ongoing military 
undertaking in the mideast... and yet another role in america’s experiment in 
self-obsession known as blogging...

by Bryan Roberts
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gently	underscore	my	 impression	 that	American	 reluctance	 to	
pronounce	the	word	“Iraq”	correctly	was	representative	of	our	
overall	 disposition	 toward	 facts	 pertaining	 to	 that	 nation,	 the	
blog	 can	 still	 be	 found	 at	 www.e-rocky-confidential.blogspot.
com.	I	was	not	alone;	many	other	service	members	situated	in	
combat	zones	at	that	time	were	doing	approximately	the	same	
thing.	My	blog	differed	from	the	others	available	in	that	it	was	
updated	 only	 sporadically	 and	 in	 that	 it	 was	 written	 with	 the	
calculated	intent	of	being	agreeable	to	readers	either	opposed	to	
or	in	favor	of	(or	for	that	matter,	ambivalent	about)	the	war,	so	
long	as	the	hypothetical	reader	was	not	averse	to	a	heavy	pep-
pering	of	allusions	to	film,	music,	and	literature,	included	often	
subtly	for	no	other	purpose	than	my	own	amusement.	Nonethe-
less,	even	as	the	blog	provided	me	a	lifeline	to	American	culture	
it	also	provided	me	an	anxiety:	I	feared	that	the	blog	would	be	
discovered	by	superiors	and	that	I	would	be	reprimanded.	Many	
similar	blogs	were	in	fact	administratively	shut	down,	although	
there	was	no	policy	against	them;	more	recently	the	military	has	
declared	 a	 moratorium	 on	 all	 soldier-blogging.	 (Take	 a	 quick	
peek	at	http://www.thequestingcat.com/blog/index.shtml	for	the	
current	 shape	of	 things.)	For	 this	 reason	 I	 became	hesitant	 to	
update	the	site	regularly--	because	I	knew	that	if	I	reported	with	
any	emotional	honesty	my	words	 in	many	 instances	would	be	
certain	 to	provoke	 the	 ire	of	others,	and	 that	 if	 I	 reported	dis-
honestly	it	would	be	an	even	greater	offense,	although	one	of	an	
intangible,	unpunishable	sort.

Despite	 these	difficulties	I	was	able	to	avoid	the	attention	
of	my	chain	of	command	even	while	attracting	an	enthusiastic	
readership.	Among	 others,	 Bill	 Beutler,	 Dan	Atkinson,	 Bran-
don	Hartley,	 and	Olly	Ruff,	Oregon	Commentator	veterans	
all,	 each	 directed	 readers	 to	 my	 site	 from	 their	 own--	 Armed 
Prophet,	FLOG,	Welcome to Blog,	and	the	Commentator	blog	
respectively	(update:	Beutler	now	operates	the	National Hotline 
Blogometer;	Ruff	 also	has	a	newer	blog,	but	he	 is	 a	bit	of	 an	
elitist	who	would	just	as	soon	not	have	the	likes	of	you	reading	
it.	--ed.).	

A	stream	of	readers	left	comments	indicating	that	they	had	
been	directed	there	by	turningtables,	a	blog	written	by	a	fellow	
Signal	soldier	I	hadn’t	met	by	the	name	of	Sgt.	Sean,	who	had	
already	 cycled	 back	 to	 the	 States	 and	 out	 of	 the	 military.	 He	
and	his	wife	both	wrote	me	encouraging	emails	from	Virginia.	
Another	wave	of	readers	arrived	via	leviraq,	a	blog	written	by	
my	good	friend	Levi	Lohnes,	a	sergeant	with	the	1st	Cavalry’s	
2-5	unit	serving	as	a	liaison	between	Iraqi	interpreters	and	the	
US	Army	intellegence	apparatus	in	the	Baghdad	hotspot	of	Sadr	
City,	 who	 by	 virtue	 of	 his	 blog	 had	 been	 profiled	 by	 People 
Magazine.	Almost	immediately	after	the	article’s	publication	he	
received	word	 that	his	colonel	had	ordered	a	halt	 to	 the	blog-
-	 though	 the	 reason	 given	 made	 no	 mention	 of	 the	 magazine	
piece.	

Juan	Cole,	the	University	of	Michigan	professor	who	writes	
the	 highly	 regarded	 blog	 Informed Comment,	 left	 me	 a	 mes-
sage	(which,	due	to	the	inadequacies	of	the	primitive	backBlog	
comment	board	format,	is	forever	lost	to	the	ether)	wondering	
whether	the	blog	was	written	by	a	genuine	soldier	but	enthusing	
that,	in	the	event	that	it	was,	he	hoped	the	war	wouldn’t	ruin	my	

Above: Imagine the sort of 
boredom that leads grown 
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chocolate-milk-spurting-
while-laughing episodes-- 
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“urbane	style”.		National	Public	Radio’s	Eric	Niller	sent	me	an	
email	asking	for	an	interview.	Fortunately	or	not,	I	was	unable	
to	place	a	phone	call	to	him	in	time	for	his	deadline;	most	of	
the	blogs	he	profiled	for	his	article	were	swiftly	ordered	to	halt	
production	 by	 military	 authorities,	 although	 varying	 reasons	
were	given.	This	silencing	became	a	news	event	in	itself,	and	
now	at	least	two	of	those	soldiers	have	seen	their	blogs	turned	
into	books:	Colby	Buzzel,	whose	tome	is	titled	My War: Killing 
Time in Iraq,	 and	 Jason	Christopher	Hartley,	who	wrote	Just 
Another Soldier: A Year on the Ground in Iraq.	

Two	newspapers	from	my	parents’	home,	The Walla Wal-
la Union-Bulletin	 and	 The Milton-Freewater Valley Herald,	
printed	excerpts	 from	 the	blog	 in	 their	pages	 at	my	mother’s	
suggestion.	I	put	up	no	resistance,	but	 their	presentation	cha-
grinned	 me.	 My	 name	 and	 unit	 were	 printed	 along	 with	 my	
writing,	which	didn’t	seem	like	it	could	help	my	attempt	to	stay	
under	the	proverbial	radar;	where	my	text	contained	a	link	to	
another	site	 the	newspaper	reproduction	provided	no	context;	
and	alongside	each	entry	there	ran	a	regrettable	photo	of	me	in	
an	Army	uniform	with	beret,	my	mouth	twice	its	normal	size	
from	orthodontic	surgery,	mugging	like	a	moron	for	the	camera	
under	the	giant	Central	Texas	sun.	(In	late	March	of	2003,	not	
yet	deployed	but	stationed	at	Fort	Hood,	Texas,	I	had	allowed	
the	Army	dentists	 to	do	 some	experimenting	on	me;	 they	 re-
moved	all	four	wisdom	teeth	in	one	operation	for	no	discern-
ible	 reason;	 I	 spent	 the	next	 few	days	holed	up	 in	 a	Killeen,	
Texas,	hotel	with	my	visiting	mother	and	 sister	watching	 the	
early-April	invasion	of	Baghdad	on	CNN	under	a	heavy	cloud	
of	 Percocets.	 This	 is	 the	 origin	 of	 the	 photo	 that	 later	 made	
me	a	sort	of	poster	boy	for	troop	support	sentimentality	in	the	
Walla	Walla	Valley	that	spans	the	border	of	Eastern	Oregon	and	
Eastern	Washington.)

Greg	 Smith,	 the	Assistant	 Ma-
jority	 Leader	 of	 the	 Oregon	 House	
of	 Representatives,	 pasted	 a	 news-
paper	clipping	to	a	sheet	of	his	sta-
tionery,	wrote	a	note	under	it	stating	
that	 he	 was	 eagerly	 awaiting	 the	
next	 installment,	 and	 sent	 it	 to	 my	
parents.	 So	 much	 for	 anonymity.	 I	
was	working	under	the	presumption	
that	 there	 was	 probably	 someone	
working	 at	 the	 Pentagon	 or	 some-
place	 tasked	 out	 with	 the	 duty	 of	
monitoring	 the	 internet	 to	 ensure	
that	soldiers’	blogs	were	not	leaking	
classified	information	and,	possibly,	
finding	a	pretext	to	kill	any	blog	that	
generated	a	buzz	if	it	didn’t	provide	
the	spin	they	were	after.	I	had	read	a	few	stories	indicating	that	
LT Smash	and	similar	blogs	were	practically	required	reading	
in	those	circles.	

It	may	have	all	been	in	my	mind,	but	I	was	feeling	the	heat	
when	I	posted	an	entry	on	August	11,	2004	titled	“The	Milblog	
Commandments.”	It	was	an	entreaty	of	sorts	to	any	official	or	
military	 superior	 who	 might	 come	 across	 the	 blog	 to	 simply	
allow	the	site	 to	keep	running	without	saying	anything	to	me	
about	it.	I	had	been	reading	about	a	few	of	the	blogs	that	had	

been	terminated,	as	well	as	reading	about	 the	many	sites	 that	
were	flourishing.	There	was,	and	is,	a	wide	ring	of	blogs	with	
names	like	Captain’s Quarters	and	Black-Five,	written	by	peo-
ple	with	several	years	of	high-ranking	service	under	their	belts,	
often	in	the	Reserves,	entailing	a	lot	of	patting	one	another	on	
the	back	and	providing	a	lot	of	lip-service	to	the	currently	pre-
vailing	 honor-and-valor/get-tough-on-terrorism	 mentality.	 At	
some	point	I	came	across	something	called	a	“Milblog	Ring”	
with	 links	 to	all	of	 these	sites--	but	without	 links	 to	 the	sites	
maintained	 by	 lower-enlisted	 soldiers	 like	 myself	 who	 were	
just	somehow	caught	up	in	the	circus,	serving	in	the	sand	and	
trying	to	make	sense	of	it.	What	I	found	even	more	curious	than	
the	neologism	“milblog”	was	the	fact	that	a	good	number	of	the	
sites	within	this	ring	boasted	Republican	advertisements--	“Mi-
chael	Moore	Hates	America”,	“John	Kerry	Lied	While	Soldiers	
Died”,	that	sort	of	thing.	I	knew	that	if	the	people	maintaining	
these	sites	were	in	fact	in	the	military,	then	they	were	breaking	
the	rules	against	political	speech	every	bit	as	much	as	I	would	
be	 if	 I	 offered	 a	 contrary	opinion--	 but	 I	 didn’t	 know	what	 I	
could	do	about	it.	Therefore,	Commandment	#8:

Try to blog more frequently than I have in the 
past, so as not to be eclipsed by the right-wing nut-
jobs who do in fact “get political”-- some of whom 
actually seem intent on tarnishing the name of a dec-
orated war hero now running for President.

From	the	sharp	upturn	in	reader	comments	after	that	entry	
I	gained	the	immediate	impression	that	the	posting’s	effect	had	
been	the	opposite	of	its	intention.	Some	of	the	comments	were	
both	 encouraging	 and	 ominous--	 such	 as	 those	 left	 by	 a	 ma-
jor	in	a	Pennsylvania	rapid-deployment	unit	who	was	friendly	

in	a	military	sort	of	way,	“squaring	away	a	fellow	soldier”	by	
elucidating	the	meaning	of	certain	acronyms,	but	in	general	re-
inforcing	my	 impression	 that	 I	was	being	watched.	A	regular	
commenter	who	identified	himself	as	Brian	H.,	who	was	always	
friendly	and	informed	and	seemed	to	frequent	every	blog	com-
ing	out	of	Iraq,	said	simply,	“Ooh.	Be	careful	with	that	political	
invective.”	Another	reader	 told	me	bitterly	 that	 if	 I	wanted	 to	
stay	above	the	political	fray	then	I	was	“too	late”;	yet	another	
left	 the	 comment;	 “thanks	 for	 insulting	 us	 as	 conservatives.”	
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Readers	from	the	opposite	end	of	the	spectrum	left	comments	
as	well;	a	number	of	elaborate	conspiracy	theories	were	detailed	
on	the	comment	board	following	various	postings.	(Although	I	
never	deleted	anyone’s	comments,	many	of	them	can	no	longer	
be	 read	 due	 to	 a	 quirk	 in	 the	 backBlog	 template.)	A	 blogger	
from	London	who	operates	a	website	called	Socialist Wanker	
told	me	he	was	so	humbled	by	my	words	that	he’d	taken	the	de-
preciative	jokes	about	American	vs.	British	soldiers	down	from	
his	site.	Excellent,	I	thought	to	myself,	the Stars	and	Stripes is 
running articles about American soldiers on trial for treason 
after trading emails with the enemy, complete with subsequent 
warnings not to get caught trafficking on “terrorist websites”, 
and I’m catching kudos from British pranksters who make mock 
interviews with bomb-makers. I’m in over my head.

After	all	of	this	I	was	sufficiently	spooked	to	refrain	from	
posting	an	entry	for	another	five	months.	Looking	back	now,	it	
seems	that	I	was	probably	in	the	clear;	the	fact	that	I	was	fearful	
of	a	reprimand	remains	interesting	more	as	an	indicator	of	my	
emotional	state	than	anything	else.	The	fact	that	I	ceased	blog-
ging	for	five	months	during	the	middle	of	my	tour	is	a	sort	of	
nexus,	a	focal	point	I	suppose,	in	re-examining	my	Iraq	experi-
ence--	but	this	event	has	significant	roots	in	some	other	focal	
points	that	never	appeared	in	the	blog.

The	months	of	February,	March,	and	April	of	2004	were	in	
many	ways	the	most	vivid	of	my	fourteen	months	in	and	around	
Baghdad.	After	a	nerve-wracking	 three-day	convoy	from	Ku-
wait	 my	 unit	 arrived	 at	 Camp	Victory,	 later	 re-named	 Camp	
Liberty,	at	the	outskirts	of	the	city	on	February	2--	Groundhog’s	
Day.	The	incoming	mortars	and	the	 incessant	rain	of	 the	first	
few	weeks	became	 routine	quite	quickly,	 and	when	 the	 rainy	
season	ended	and	the	incoming	rounds	let	up	it	was	almost	as	
if	no	one	noticed:	everyone	 in	my	unit	had	a	 job	 to	perform,	
regular	hours	to	keep	at	makeshift	worksites	comprising	gen-
erators	 and	 antennae	 and	 nests	 of	 communication	 equipment	
bracketed	into	metal	shelters	atop	Humvees	at	various	locations	
around	the	encampment.	I	looked	forward	to	the	only	thing	that	
could	break	up	the	routine:	a	work	detail	that	involved	guard-
ing	a	KBR	foreman	(Kellog,	Brown,	and	Root--	the	Halliburton	
subsidiary	 company	 that	 had	 won	 the	 exclusive	 right	 to	 per-
form	construction	operations	for	American	forces	 in	Iraq	and	
Afghanistan)	from	his	crew	of	Iraqi	laborers	as	they	cleared	a	
site	on	a	former	wildlife	preserve	that	would	become	an	Army	
division	headquarters	building.	

About	once	 in	 two	weeks--	and	as	 time	progressed	and	I	
began	to	volunteer	for	other	soldiers’	shifts,	a	couple	 times	a	
week--	it	would	be	my	turn	to	stand	with	rifle	ready	for	several	
hours	 as	 I	 watched	 Iraqis	 hack	 away	 at	 trees	 and	 grass	 with	
machetes	 and	 shovels.	 The	American	 foreman	 got	 along	 fa-
mously	 with	 his	 crew	 of	 seventeen	 laborers,	 however,	 so	 for	
the	most	part	these	days	consisted	of	sitting	on	the	ground	with	
the	men	 in	a	 circle	whenever	 they	had	a	break:	 trading	ciga-
rettes,	sampling	their	falafel,	drinking	strong,	sweet	coffee	that	
was	passed	around	in	a	little	cup	boasting	the	image	of	Mickey	
Mouse,	and	receiving	impromptu	lessons	in	Arabic.	These	days	
facilitated,	for	me,	the	crucial	notion	that	my	presence	in	their	
country	 had	 something	 to	 do	 with	 a	 cultural	 exchange	 and	 a	
betterment	 of	 their	 lives.	Although	 a	 number	 of	 the	 workers	
had	a	few	words	of	English	at	their	disposal,	the	job	of	relaying	

instructions	from	the	foreman	to	the	laborers	fell	to	the	desig-
nated	interpreter,	Mahmoud.	Mahmoud	loved	to	pontificate	on	
a	wide	array	of	subjects,	and	while	I	respected	him	I	also	found	
it	 humorous	 that	he	overestimated	his	grasp	of	 the	American	
character.	He	held	elaborate	opinions	about	the	relationship	be-
tween	the	sexes,	and	he	would	lecture	us	on	propriety	even	as	
he	employed	deprecating	terms	for	women	in	the	presence	of	
female	soldiers--	having	heard	a	few	hip-hop	songs	he	consid-
ered	 himself	 informed	 of	 our	 cultural	 protocols.	 Predictably,	
the	 women	 within	 earshot	 would	 balk,	 so	 he	 would	 say,	 “In	
the	 Islamic	world,	 it	 is	not	okay	 for	me	 to	 touch	a	bitch,	 for	
me	to	touch	you,	this	way.	If	I	do	not	know	you,	I	must	speak	
to	your	brother.	But	since	you	have	no	brother	here,	I	ask	you,	
are	you	married?	You	know,	I	have	only	one	wife.	I	can	afford	
one	more.”

April	4	was	the	last	of	these	occasions.	The	previous	day	
I	had	 read	an	article	at	Reason Online	 by	Nir	Rosen	entitled	
“It’s	All	Bad	News”,	which	conveyed	the	notion--	atypical	 in	
American	reportage	at	that	time--	that	a	civil	war	between	Shi-
ites	and	Sunnis	was	just	around	the	corner.	I	asked	Mahmoud	
for	his	perspective	and	he	was	astonished	that	I	could	ask	such	
a	question.	 “Bryan,	 I	 am	a	Shiite.	Devout,	but	not,	what	you	
say,	 religious.	 My	 wife,	 she	 is	 Sunni.	We	 come	 from	 differ-
ent	tribes.	All	over	Iraq,	you	see	this,	marriages	from	different	
tribes.	Some	of	her	cousins,	from	her	tribe,	they	are	Shia.	Some	
of	my	cousins,	from	my	tribe,	they	are	Sunni.	This	thing,	this	
Sunni	and	Shia,	this	is	over	a	thousand	years	old,	here	in	Iraq.	
But	 Iraq	 is	even	older	 than	 that,	older	 than	 Islam.	We	do	not	
want	 to	make	war,	 to	kill	each	other.	You	think	I	want	 to	kill	
my	wife’s	 father	 and	brothers,	 because	 they	pray	 at	 different	
times?	They	still	pray	to	Allah.	We	are	all	Iraqis.	We	are	so	glad	
to	be	free	from	Saddam;	now	what	we	want	is	to	become	rich	
together.	This	civil	war,	this	is	Americans	talking.	They	do	not	
understand	us.”	

As	the	words	fell	from	his	mouth	a	mortar	screamed	into	
the	sky,	arced	over	our	heads,	and	landed	a	few	hundred	yards	
beyond	us,	well	within	 the	camp.	Another	soldier	and	I	 leapt	
onto	the	bed	of	a	large	vehicle	known	as	an	LMTV	to	see	if	the	
round	had	hit	anything	crucial.	We	weren’t	sure	when	a	mortar	
had	last	been	fired	into	the	camp,	but	it	had	been	a	while,	so	we	
were	fascinated.	As	we	discussed	it	a	second	round	was	fired	
and	landed	in	virtually	the	same	spot--	a	first	in	marksmanship	
for	our	antagonists.	Moments	later,	Mahmoud	and	his	crew	were	
hustled	through	the	camp’s	exit	gate.	 I	would	never	see	 them	
again.	These	had	been	the	opening	volleys	in	the	al-Mehdi	re-
volt	which	would	become	a	sort	of	civil	war-by-proxy:	the	very	
civil	war	that	an	educated	Baghdad	resident,	who	spoke	three	
European	languages,	who	had	extensive	experience	with	Iraq’s	
tribal	identity,	had	declared	impossible.	It	occurred	to	me	that	
day	that	being	Iraqi	is	not	sufficient	to	understand	Iraq.	It	also	
occurred	to	me	that	my	deployment	had	entered	a	new	phase:	I	
would	have	to	work	a	lot	harder	to	convince	myself	that	I	was	
doing	any	good	here.

The	next	focal	point	of	my	Iraq	experience	occurred	only	
a	few	weeks	later.	Bravo	Company	had	begun	performing	short	
convoys	in	addition	to	our	other	duties,	escorting	replacement	
generators,	vital	signal	equipment,	and	
personnel	from	Camp	Victory	to	outly- Cont’d on 20
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In My Backyard, Please
How Irrational Public Fear of Nuclear Energy is Hurting the Environment

by Ian Spencer
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In	the	weeks	and	months	following	Hurricane	Katrina	
gasoline	 prices	 dominated	 the	 headlines	 of	 major	
newspapers	and	television	networks.	And	for	good	rea-

son:	the	average	price	of	gas	in	the	U.S.	has	risen	by	20%	
in	the	past	year.	Whether	or	not	gas	companies	are,	in	the	
words	of	the	Eugene	Weekly,	“looting	at	the	pump”	is	one	
question.	A	more	relevant	question:	What	are	we	doing	as	
a	nation	to	wean	ourselves	off	of	fossil	fuels?

The	answer	is	“not	much.”	The	focus	on	Capital	Hill	
has	 typically	 been	 that	 of	 finding	 ways	 to	 drill	 in	 more	
places	 and	 subsidize	 more	 businesses.	 Mainstream	 envi-
ronmentalists,	meanwhile,	belabor	the	talking	points	of	re-
newable	energy	sources	and	eco-friendly	vehicle	engines.	
Most	of	these	designs	concentrate	on	the	use	of	hydrogen,	
and	for	good	reason:	when	pure	hydrogen	burns	in	oxygen,	
the	only	byproduct	is	water.	There	is	absolutely	no	doubt	
that	 widespread	 adoption	 of	 hydrogen	 fuel	 cell-powered	
cars	 and	 trucks	 would	 be	 ideal	 for	 our	 country.	 But	 the	
problem	of	efficiently	mass	producing	and	storing	hydro-
gen	has	yet	to	be	solved,	and	that’s	where	nuclear	power	
comes	in.

At	the	moment,	hydrogen	is	most	efficiently	produced	
through	 Steam	 Methane	 Reformation.	 But	 this	 process	
uses	natural	gases,	so	it	can	hardly	be	considered	a	“green”	
solution.	Electrolysis	of	water,	on	the	other	hand,	can	pro-
duce	hydrogen	with	no	negative	byproducts.	Its	downfall	
is	 its	 inefficiency:	 the	energy	required	 to	produce	hydro-
gen	in	this	process	nearly	doubles	that	which	the	hydrogen	
itself	will	yield.	Coupled	with	 the	 fact	 that	 the	predomi-
nance	of	American	electricity	generation	is	presently	reli-
ant	on	fossil	fuels,	this	makes	hydrogen-powered	devices	
highly	inefficient	and	ultimately	damaging	to	the	environ-
ment	at	this	point	in	time.

There	is	a	permanent	fix	for	this	
problem,	 though:	 clean,	 efficient	
nuclear	energy.

Unsurprisingly,	nuclear	power	
plants	 are	 widely	 feared	 through-
out	 the	United	States.	One	cannot	
help	 but	 think	 of	 Chernobyl	 and	
Three	 Mile	 Island	 (not	 to	 men-
tion	pop-culture	icons	such	as	The 
China Syndrome	 and	 The Simp-
sons)	when	the	topic	of	nuclear	en-
ergy	is	brought	up.	Indeed,	no	new	
units	have	been	built	in	The	States	
since	 1979.	 Thankfully,	 however,	
the	reality	of	nuclear	energy	is	far	
different	 from	 its	 common	 por-
trayal	on	television.	And	while	one	
shouldn’t	minimize	the	importance	

of	accidents	like	Chernobyl,	it	would	be	similarly	foolish	
to	hold	such	a	boondoggle	up	as	 irrefutable	proof	of	 the	
danger	of	all	forms	of	nuclear	energy.

Safety Concerns

To	 begin	 explaining	 why	 this	 is	 true,	 one	 has	 to	
understand	 what	 exactly	 a	 meltdown	 comprises.	
A	 meltdown,	 despite	 what	 Sim	 City	 may	 portray,	

doesn’t	 involve	green	ooze	spilling	down	 the	 side	of	 the	
stack	or	a	mushroom	cloud	belching	forth	from	its	plume.
Instead	 it	 precipitates	 a	 procession	 of	 events	 wherein	
the	 core	 of	 the	 reactor	 overheats,	 melts,	 and	 then	 drops	
through	the	reactor	floor.	Once	the	highly-radioactive	core	
is	 outside	 of	 this	 containment	 area	 it	 continues	 sinking,	
contaminating	groundwater	and	causing	general	mayhem	
along	the	way.	(The China Syndrome	has	“China”	in	its	ti-
tle	because	the	fictional	nuclear	reactor’s	core	melts	down	
and	then	proceeds	to	travel	through	the	earth	to	finally	pop	
out	in	China.	It	is,	as	one	would	guess	about	a	Jane	Fonda	
project,	a	highly	inaccurate	movie.)	There	are	a	number	of	
other	things	that	can	go	wrong	instead	of	or	in	addition	to	
a	meltdown	–	a	steam	explosion,	for	instance	–	but	nearly	
all	of	these	problems	are	caused	by	an	unexpected	and	un-
controllable	rise	 in	heat	within	 the	reactor.	This	 involves	
the	 interaction	 between	 moderating	 and	 cooling	 agents,	
the	two	characteristics	that	best	differentiate	reactors.

The	basic	problem	we	face	involves	the	prevention	of		
overheating.	How	can	one	assume	that	the	water	or	gas	be-
ing	pumped	through	the	reactor	to	keep	it	(relatively)	cool	
will	not	be	disrupted?	You	can’t.	So	the	issue	becomes	one	
of	establishing	the	guaranteed	method	to	deactivate	the	re-
actor	in	event	of	a	Loss	of	Coolant	Accident.

In	order	 to	explain	how	this	works,	a	 technical	 term	
must	unfortunately	be	 introduced.	A	void	coefficient	de-

scribes	 how	 a	 reactor	 will,	 er,	 re-
act	 to	 the	 loss	of	 a	moderating	or	
cooling	 agent.	 This	 coefficient	 is	
determined	 by	 the	 neutron	 mod-
erating	 agent	 used	 by	 the	 reactor.	
A	 positive	 void	 coefficient	 means	
that	 heat	 generated	by	 the	 reactor	
will	rise	when	the	agent	decreases	
and	fall	when	the	agent	increases.	
A	negative	void	coefficient,	mean-
while,	indicates	the	exact	opposite	
reaction	to	changes	in	cooling.	The	
larger	 the	 absolute	 value	 of	 the	
coefficient,	 the	 more	 dangerous	 a	
plant	is.	

As	 Chernobyl’s	 designers	
used	graphite	rods	filled	with	flow-

Winter Break 2005 1�



Worldwide Short Term Fatalities at Power Plants
(5+ Fatalities/incident) (Source: IAEA)

Plant Type Events
Fatality 
Range

Total 
Fatalities

Average Fatalities 
per Gigawatt of 

Electricity Produced

Coal* 133 5-434 6,418 0.32
Oil 295 5-500 10,273 0.36
Natural Gas 88 5-425 1,200 0.09
Liquid Propane Gas 77 5-100 2,292 3.1
Hydro 13 10-2500 4,015 0.8
Nuclear 1 31 31 0.01

* Total is about ten times higher if accidents with less than 5 fatalities are included.

ing	water	to	moderate	the	reactor,	it	had	a	very	high	posi-
tive	void	coefficient	and	was	thus	unstable	in	nearly	every	
possible	condition.	This	 instability	was	exponentially	 in-
creased	because	the	operators	at	Chernobyl	had	intention-
ally	disabled	nearly	all	of	 the	 reactor’s	safety	equipment	
and	 suddenly	 lowered	 the	 power	 output	 minutes	 before	
the	 disaster	 took	 place.	 Once	 they	 knew	 something	 was	
wrong,	 the	 same	 operators	 then	 reacted	 in	 precisely	 the	
wrong	way,	exacerbating	the	situation	and	causing	a	melt-
down	and	massive	steam	explosion.

Of	 course	 the	 Three	 Mile	 Island	 (TMI)	 incident,	
widely	considered	to	be	the	worst	in	U.S.	history,	was	also	
caused	 by	 operator	 error	 and	 cost-cutting	 safety	 system	
design.	The	political	and	public	relations	fallout	from	the	
accident	led	to	serious	reforms	of	the	US	Nuclear	Regula-
tory	Commission,	strengthened	safety	regulations,	and	the	
cessation	of	further	plant	construction	in	the	US.	But	while	
TMI	is	oftentimes	referred	to	as	a	“disaster,”	nothing	could	
be	further	from	the	truth.	Despite	the	errors	made	by	both	
designers	and	operators,	 the	plant	successfully	contained	
nearly	all	of	the	radioactive	material.	The	minimal	amount	
that	did	escape	was	consciously	released	by	the	operators	
and	 ultimately	 had	 a	 negligible	 effect	 on	 local	 radiation	
levels.	From	the	NRC’s	TMI	fact	sheet:

Detailed studies of the radiological consequences 
of the accident have been conducted by the NRC, the 
Environmental Protection Agency, the Department of 
Health, Education and Welfare (now Health and Hu-
man Services), the Department of Energy, and the State 
of Pennsylvania. Several independent studies have also 
been conducted. Estimates are that the average dose 
to about 2 million people in the area was only about 
1 millirem. To put this into context, exposure from a 
full set of chest x-rays is about 6 millirem. Compared 
to the natural radioactive background dose of about 
100-125 millirem per year for the area, the collective 
dose to 
the com-
m u n i t y 
from the 
acc iden t 
was very 
small. The 
maximum 
dose to a 
person at 
the site 
b o u n d -
ary would 
have been 

less than 100 millirem.
Of	course	 it’s	 important	 to	 take	account	of	 incidents	

like	Three	Mile	Island,	no	matter	how	over-hyped	they	may	
be.	 But	 what’s	 the	 worldwide	 nuclear	 industry’s	 worker	
safety	record?	Take	a	look	at	the	included	table	of	IAEA’s	
statistics	for	short-term	fatalities.

PBR – Not Just a Delicious Drink
Operator	error	-	whether	the	result	of	malice,	idiocy,	

or	a	vodka-induced	haze	-	must	be	expected	and	controlled	
for.	Hence	the	beauty	of	Pebble	Bed	Reactors,	which	have	
a	void	coefficient	of	zero	and	are	impossible	to	melt	down	
due	 to	 their	 non-water-based	 tennis-ball	 shaped	 graphite	
moderators	and	inert	gas	coolants.	These	highly-efficient	
reactors	 are	 naturally	 safe.	 They	 run	 hot,	 so	 even	 if	 the	
operator	decides	on	a	lark	to	disable	all	of	the	cooling	for	
the	reactor,	the	core	will	actually	lower	in	temperature	to	
a	safe	baseline	level.

Unfortunately,	PBR	development	(and	modular	PBR	
development,	 which	 envisions	 mass-producible,	 com-
pletely	 safe,	 200MW	 completely	 safe	 reactors)	 is	 barely	
occurring	 here	 in	 the	 United	 States.	 While	 our	 existing	
light-water	plants	are	extremely	safe,	 they	are	not	 so	 in-
herently	 safe.	 And	 thanks	 to	 onerous	 regulations	 and	 a	
limited	market,	America	has	lost	its	lead	in	nuclear	power	
development	to	countries	such	as	South	Africa,	Japan,	and	
Germany.	

Effect on the Environment
A	 normally	 operating	 nuclear	 power	 plant	 is	 one	 of	

the	 cleanest	 sources	 of	 power	 available.	 In	 terms	 of	 ra-
dioactivity	 levels	 emitted	 into	 the	 atmosphere,	 coal-fired	
plants	 are	 far	 worse	 offenders	 than	 nuclear	 plants.	 Coal	
plants	also	release	tons	of	carbon	dioxide,	sulfur	dioxide,	
and	 nitrogen	 oxides	 into	 the	 air.	 Indeed,	 nuclear	 plants	
have	 a	 negligible	 output	 of	 both	 dangerous	 radioactivity	
and	greenhouse	gases.

One	 of	
the	 biggest	
p r o b l e m s	
with	 a	 fossil	
f u e l - b a s e d	
economy	 is	
that	 it	makes	
liberal	 de-
m o c r a c i e s	
reliant	 on	
d e s p o t i c	
c o u n t r i e s	
like	 Saudi	
Arabia,	 Iran,	
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and	Nigeria.	Uranium,	on	the	other	hand,	is	plentiful	and	
available	in	the	liberal	democracies	themselves.	According	
to	the	World	Nuclear	Association,	45%	of	the	known	de-
posits	of	uranium	are	in	Australia,	Canada,	and	the	United	
States	--	a	figure	that	doesn’t	take	into	account	the	fact	that	
uranium	exploration	essentially	halted	twenty	years	ago.

After	the	uranium	is	mined	it	is	used	in	a	far	more	effi-
cient	manner	than	any	other	non-renewable	energy	source.	
According	 to	 the	 IAEA,	one	kilogram	 (kg)	of	 coal	 typi-
cally	 generates	 three	 kilowatt-hours	 (kWh)	 of	 electricity	
and	one	kg	of	oil	produces	four	kWh	of	electricity.	One	kg	
on	uranium,	on	the	other	hand,	typically	produces	50,000	
kWh	of	electricity.	If	reprocessed,	that	same	kg	of	uranium	
can	be	used	to	produce	3,500,000	kWh	over	its	lifetime.

But	 don’t	 nuclear	 power	 plants	 give	 off	 significant	
amounts	 of	 radiation?	 Nope.	 No	 credible	 study	 has	 ever	
positively	 linked	 normal	 nuclear	 plant	 operations	 with	
cancer	deaths.	Fossil	fuel	combustion,	meanwhile,	can	be	
directly	linked	to	a	cornucopia	of	toxic	pollutants	that,	ac-
cording	 to	a	1997	World	Health	Organization	 report,	ac-
count	for	6%	of	annual	global	deaths.	Coal	and	oil	kill.

The Waste Issue
James	 Lovelock,	 a	 noted	 British	 scientist	 and	 envi-

ronmentalist	who	invented	the	Electron	Capture	Detector,	
pointed	 out	 in	 a	 March	 2005	 essay	 for	 Reader’s Digest	
that	“[a]ll	of	the	high-level	(most	highly	radioactive)	waste	
produced	in	the	UK	after	50	years	of	civil	nuclear	opera-
tions	would	fill	a	ten-metre	cube,	about	the	size	of	a	small	
house.	Why	are	we	so	worried	about	 this	 tiny	cube?	 It’s	
nothing	 compared	 with	 the	 13,700	 cubic	 kilometers	 of	

CO2	gas	produced	by	burning	fossil	fuel-	enough	to	cover	
more	 than	 the	 entire	 British	 Isles	 ten	 metres	 deep	 every	
year.”	The	US	has	a	larger	volume	of	waste	than	the	UK	
due	to	a	higher	number	of	plants,	but	it	is	still	highly	effi-
cient	when	compared	to	fossil	fuel	sources.	Nuclear	waste	
is	physically	contained	and	small	 in	volume,	standing	 in	
sharp	contrast	to	airborne	greenhouse	gases

The	question	then	becomes	what	should	be	done	with	
the	 nuclear	 industry’s	 small	 amount	 of	 radioactive	 by-
products.	 The	 answer,	 according	 to	 the	 US	 government,	
is	 to	bury	 it	deep	 inside	Yucca	Mountain,	Nevada.	There	
are	arguments	to	be	made	against	disposal	in	this	location,	
but	nearly	all	of	them	are	easily	refuted.	There	is,	for	all	
intensive	 purposes,	 no	 danger	 of	 severe	 seismic	 activity	
damaging	the	storage	facility.	There	is	very	little	precipita-
tion	and	even	only	minimal	water	permeation	through	the	
mountain’s	welded	and	non-welded	tuff.	And	finally,	there	
is	little	danger	in	transporting	materials	to	the	mountain	in	
safe	casks.	See	the	included	NEI	and	DOE	links	for	further	
answers	to	common	Yucca	Mountain	questions.

Necessary Regulations, 
Unnecessary Subsidies?

The	 libertarian’s	 dilemma	 when	 evaluating	 nuclear	
energy	is	how	to	respond	to	calls	for	regulation	and	subsi-
dization	of	the	nuclear	power	industry.	Considering	the	po-
tential	danger	of	a	poorly	constructed	and	maintained	nu-
clear	power	plant,	there	is	no	question	that	extensive	safety	
regulations	and	inspections	are	needed.	But	subsidies	are	
another	 question.	 Marginal	 costs	
for	 nuclear	 plants	 are	 minimal	 Cont’d on 35
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On	November	15th,	a	protest	took	place	on	the	Univer-
sity.		I	know	what	you’re	thinking:	Say	it	isn’t	so!		Yes,	
it	happened	–	I	stumbled	upon	it	on	my	way	to	class.		

I	 heard	 the	 sounds	of	 “democracy	 in	 action”	and	went	 to	 in-
vestigate.		I	found	a	crowd	blocking	the	walkway	on	the	back	
side	of	the	EMU,	with	some	thirty	to	fifty	people	involved	or	
watching.

I	looked	to	see	what	they	were	protesting.		Potential	racism	
in	the	dorms?		No.		Lack	of	faculty	of	color	in	certain	depart-
ments?		No.		General	diversity	protest?	Try	again.	The	war	in	
Iraq	 and/or	 peace	 protest?	 	 That	 wasn’t	 it,	 either.	 	 Research	
funded	by	the	military?		Nope,	not	that.		With	the	usual	suspect		
protest	reasons	exhausted,	I	knew	I’d	have	to	actually	listen	to	
the	slogans	and	read	the	signs.	Sigh.

It	turned	out	that	the	subject	of	the	protest	was	the	Axe	line	
of	body	spray	and	their	“Mojo	Master”	online	video	game.	The	
disenchanted	were	huddled	just	outside	of	an	Axe	promotional	
rain	canopy,	underneath	which	were	the	company’s	representa-
tives,	a	demo	for	the	“Mojo	Master”	game,	and	assorted	free-
bies	 that	were	given	out	 to	 the	 few	enthusiasts	who	ventured	
into	the	tent.

The	protest	was	the	first	I’d	heard	about	the	game.	Here’s	
what	its	website	says	about	it:

“Many	faces	have	been	slapped,	many	drinks	dumped	on	
heads,	 and	 many	 relationships	 ruined	 in	 the	 name	 of	 MOJO	
MASTER	 -	 the	 fantasy	 game	 of	 seduction.	 Countless	 hours	
have	 been	 logged	 observing	 social	 encounters	 between	 guys	
and	girls,	attempting	 to	better	understand	 the	 female	species,	
and	determining	what	makes	a	playa	a	playa.	These	laborious	
studies	have	given	birth	 to	seduction	 theories	 that	are	 for	ex-
perts	only.	These	theories	have	been	applied	to	a	virtual	con-
struct	-	a	video	game	the	likes	of	which	you	have	never	seen	
-	 that	 lets	 you	 let	 loose	 in	 a	 fantasy	world	populated	by	100	
TOTALLY	HOT	3D	GIRLS!”

Ah.	TOTALLY	HOT	3D	GIRLS!	That’s	what	we	are	pro-
testing	today?	Cartoons?	

Their	 chants	 were	 led	
by	 a	 drill	 master	 armed	
with	a	whistle.	Holding	the	
classic	cardboard	and	con-
struction-paper	 signs;	 the	
chanters	 followed	 the	 drill	
master	 around.	 The	 first	
chant	I	heard	was:

“Hey hey ho ho Mojo 
Master’s got to go!”

Obviously	 they’d	 for-
gotten	 to	 radio	 Protest	 In-
ternational	 Headquarters	
with	 a	 request	 for	 creative	
backup.	After	about	5	min-

utes	 they	started	marching.	They	did	a	quick	 tour	around	 the	
new	 “heart	 of	 campus”	 and	 returned	 to	 the	 area	 of	 the	Axe	
canopy,	where	their	chant	lost	its	steam.	During	this	time	I	was	
able	to	read	some	of	their	signs:

“Axe	 stinks”	 (obviously)...	 “Stop	Rape	Culture”...	 “Rape	
isn’t	cool”...	“Consent	is	beautiful”...	Ah.	I	began	to	see	what	
they	were	really	protesting.	The	game	evidently	promotes	rape	
culture.		I	was	expecting	to	see	a	sign	that	said	“all	men	are	rap-
ists”,	but,	alas,	it	didn’t	materialize.

But	that’s	not	the	end	of	it…	another	sign	said	“F*ck	[sic]	
the	white,	patriarchal	heterosexist	 capitalist	…”	with	 the	 last	
word	or	two	being	unreadable	because,	as	Tyler	elegantly	stat-
ed,	 “It’s	 like	 reading	 a	 goddamn	 eye	 chart.”	 	 (Evidently	 it’s	
okay	to	be	patriarchal,	heterosexist,	and	capitalist,	but	only	if	
you	aren’t	white).

The	problem	is	that	there	are	growing	numbers	of	people	
in	 this	 country	 who	 believe	 that	 playing	 video	 games	 cause	
people	to	become	violent	or	“desensitized”	to	similar	situations	
in	reality.	Play	enough	Grand Theft Auto	and	you’ll	turn	into	a	
car	thief	and/or	cop	killer.	Play	too	much	Doom III	and	you’ll	
go	shoot	up	your	school.	Play	Mojo Master	and	you’ll	become	
a	rapist,	not	to	mention	a	white	patriarchal	heterosexist	capital-
ist!

These	beliefs	have	little	to	back	them.	The	evidence	cited	
is	usually	something	along	the	lines	of	“well,	that	kid	that	shot	
up	his	school	played	a	lot	of	GTA	and	look	what	he	did”.	This	
ignores	that	fact	that	millions	of	people	play	the	same	violent	
video	games	all	the	time	and	do	not	commit	violent	acts.	There	
are	even	arguments	that	the	games	provide	an	outlet	for	stress	
and	can	actually	reduce	violent	behavior.	That,	and,	as	a	couple	
of	girls	remarked	in	disbelief	as	they	waited	in	the	EMU	ticket	
line	and	noticed	the	gathering	protest,	“it’s	just	a	game.”

In	the	ten	minutes	it	took	me	to	think	of	the	words	above	
and	then	jot		them	down	on	my	PDA	(which	I	now	wish	had	a	
camera),	the	protesters	managed	to	come	up	with	a	new	chant:

[Mojo woman] isn’t 
cool, we want you out of 
our school!

The	 first	 two	 words	
weren’t	 particularly	 clear,	
but	 it	 sounded	 like	 “mojo	
woman”.	 The	 people	 next	
to	me	 (who	 read	 the	Com-
mentator	 --	 must	 ac-
knowledge	the	fans)	had	no	
idea	 what	 the	 words	 were,	
either.	It	was	amazing	how	
long	it	took	them	to	decide	
to	 use	 this	 canned,	 oft-re-
peated	form	of	chant.	Bor-
ing.

Mr. Mojo Uprising:
Axe Video Game Precipitates Protest

by Michael Guidero
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During	 this	 deliberative	 period	 a	
sign-wielding	 woman	 confronted	 the	
ladies	under	 the	canopy	whose	purpose	
was	 to	 give	 free	 stuff	 away.	 The	 Axe	
girls	held	 their	cool	quite	nicely,	and	 it	
didn’t	 escalate.	At	 some	 point	 a	 public	
safety	 officer	 came	 along	 and	 told	 the	
protesters	 to	 quit	 blocking	 the	 path.	
The	 protesters	 obliged	 and	 their	 chant-
ing	petered	out	again	as	they	moved	and	
blocked	a	different	walkway.

At	this	point,	the	way	was	clear	and	
I	got	a	chance	to	see	a	few	items	under	
the	 canopy.	 The	 most	 interesting	 were	
mouse	 pads	 featuring	 the	 TOTALLY	
HOT	3D	GIRLS	on	them.	A	few	young	
freshmen	 were	 walking	 away	 gripping	
theirs	with	big	smiles.	I	guess	dorm	life	
really	is	lonely.

New	chant:
Five, six, seven, eight! Degrading 

women is hate!
I	don’t	 think	many	people	disagree	

with	 the	 last	 chant	 (well,	 I	 know	 some	
people	who	do	and	fortunately	they	have	
left	 the	university).	Some	people,	how-
ever,	were	substituting	“raping”	in	place	
of	 “degrading”.	 This	 chant	 has	 mul-
tiple	flaws.	First	of	all,	they	completely	
messed	up	the	rhythm	and	meter	and	had	
to	stretch	out	the	“is”	to	fill	the	space	of	
two	syllables.	Second	of	all,	they	forgot	
a	“one	two	three	four”	part...	it	just	felt	
incomplete.	You	know?

	At	this	point	in	the	overall	devolu-
tion	of	 sloganeering,	 I	had	 to	 leave	 the	
protest	 early	 in	 a	 mad	 dash	 for	 class,	
but	it	continued	to	occupy	my	mind.	So	
then,	in	hindsight:

Like	 the	girls	 in	 the	 ticket	 line	had	
said	earlier,	 it	 is	“just	a	game”,	albeit	a	
game	featuring	buxom	cartoon	women...	
well,	 there	 are	 far	 worse	 in	 our	 world	
today	 than	 the	 existence	of	 improbably	
buxom	 women--	 many	 of	 which	 are	
neither	games	nor	cartoons.	I	think	Axe	
stinks,	 too,	 but	 I’m	 not	 going	 to	 waste	

time	protesting	them.	
What	 is	 the	 “Mojo	 Master”	 game,	

really--	 if	 not	 simply	 a	 straightforward	
marketing	 strategy	 designed	 to	 sell	 a	
product	to	horny	teenage	boys?		I	played	
the	 game	 myself	 (see	 my	 review)	 and	
maybe	I’m	doing	something	wrong,	but	
even	when	I	supposedly	“played”	a	girl	
successfully,	 the	virtual	vixen	wouldn’t	
even	 take	 off	 her	 shirt,	 let	 alone	 allow	
me	 to	 touch	 her.	 	 There	 were	 several	
times	 when	 the	 virtual	 girls	 grabbed	
their	 crotches	 and	 made	 rude	 gestures	
toward	 me	 with	 their	 other	 hand.	 	 Last	
time	 I	 checked,	 that	 wasn’t	 rape.	 	 The	
game	 wasn’t	 promoting	 rape	 culture	 at	
all,	 whatever	 rape	 culture	 might	 be…	
it	was	trying	to	sell	Axe,	of	course,	and	
music.

There	were	also	some	words	written	
on	the	ground	in	chalk	which	piqued	my	
curiosity.		One	of	them	said	“Stop	Axe.		
Their	politics	stink.”		I’m	still	 trying	to	
figure	out	how	this	was	even	a	political	
issue.	 	 It’s	not	 as	 though	 the	game	 is	 a	
lobbying	effort,	less	still	a	promotion	of	
any	national	policy	or	legislation.		Like	I	
said,	it’s	just	marketing.

Overall,	 the	 protest	 seemed	 like	 a	
waste	of	resources.		To	mount	a	protest	
over	a	video	game	this	 insignificant--	a	
lame-brained	 marketing	 strategy	 for	 a	
company	 best	 known	 for	 annoying	 the	
very	 snot	 out	 of	 the	 allergic--	 seems	 a	

pretty	ill-thought	use	of	time,	energy	and	
brain	power.	Perhaps	the	game	promotes	
boorish	male	behavior,	but	is	there	very	
much	that	doesn’t?	Eating	junk	food	and	
grunting	 for	day-long	stretches	 in	 front	
of	a	computer:	rape	culture	it	ain’t.	Per-
haps	 the	 game	 promotes	 boorish	 male	
behavior,	but	this	is	not	akin	to	promot-
ing	rape	culture.	

Yes,	it’s	just	a	game,	people.		It’s	a	
marketing	 tool.	 	 It	 isn’t	 teaching	 fresh-
men	 in	 the	 dorms	 how	 to	 force	 them-
selves	 on	 the	 co-eds	 living	 on	 the	 next	

floor.	 	 It	 isn’t	 selling	 rape	 culture.	 It	 is	
selling	 crappy	 cologne	 to	 wannabe	 frat	
boy	virgins.

Michael Guidero, titillated by the pixi-
lated, is  a Senior majoring in Computer 
Science and Associate Editor of the Or-
egon Commentator.

Naturally,	when	something	is	the	
subject	of	a	protest,	 I	become	 inter-
ested	 in	 seeing	what	 it’s	about.	 	So,	
when	I	had	the	chance,	I	downloaded	
and	 played	 the	Axe	 “Mojo	 Master”	
game,	available	at	www.mojomaster-
game.com.

The	 download	 was	 about	 100	
megabytes,	 and	 it	 installed	 quickly	
and	 painlessly.	 	When	 you	 start	 the	
game,	 there’s	 an	 introduction	 that	
tells	you	how	to	play.		Here’s	the	ba-
sic	idea:

You	chose	a	city,	a	place	 to	go,	
and	 a	 style	 to	 represent.		
The	first	place	you	get	to	go	
is	 a	 pool	 hall.	 	 In	 the	pool	
hall	 are	 four	 cartoon	 girls,	
and	 you	 pick	 one.	 	 Unlike	
a	 real	 pool	 hall,	 there’s	 no	
accompanying	motorcyclist	
there	 to	 break	 your	 knees.	
The	first	one	you	get	to	pick	is	Laura	
(pictured	here).		She’s	the	most	scant-
ily-clad	one	that	I	saw	in	the	game.

As	 you	 can	 no	 doubt	 see,	 the	
game	is	completely	realistic.		I	mean,	
it	 looks	just	 like	a	photo	of	 that	girl	
your	 professor	 stares	 at	 during	 pre-
sentations.

Okay,	 maybe	 not.	With	 modern	
3D	graphics	accelerators	being	stan-
dard	 equipment	 in	 most	 computers,	
you’d	 think	 they	 could	 do	 a	 better	
job.	 	 It	 barely	 looks	 any	 better	 than	
1996’s	 Leisure	 Suit	 Larry	 6.	 	 Note	
the	 overt	 brand	 placement,	 as	 well.		
There	really	is	no	point	to	the	game	
beyond	the	association	of	Axe	prod-
ucts	with	vaginas.

Anyway,	after	you	are	introduced	
to	Laura,	 it’s	 time	to	flirt.	 	The	girls	
respond	 to	
(and	deliver)	

Mojo Master
Review

What is the “Mojo Master” game, re-
ally-- if not simply a straightforward 
marketing strategy designed to sell a 

product to horny teenage boys? 

Cont’d on 31
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College	students	drink.	This	
is	one	of	those	timeless	tra-
ditions,	 driven	 by	 unseen	

and	unstoppable	forces	of	instinct	
and	desire,	that	becomes	evermore	
ineluctable	 and	 fearsome	 with	
every	 attempt	 to	 reckon	 with	 its	
logic—	the	attempt	 to	completely	
eliminate	 underage	 drinking	 on	
any	 campus	 is	 vaguely	 akin	 to	
some	mad	vegetarian	zookeeper’s	
effort	to	convince	a	Bengal	tiger	to	
subsist	entirely	on	bamboo.		

Pursuant	 to	 its	 stated	 agenda	
of	 “creating	 a	 safer	 environment”	
via	 the	 enforcement	 of	 policy	
regulations	 in	 regard	 to	 alcohol	
consumption,	 University	 Housing	
at	 the	 University	 of	 Oregon	 has	
for	 several	 years	 now	 engaged	 in	
a	quixotic	crusade	against	the	free	
will	and	privacy	of	minor	and	legal	
adult	alike	with	an	ill-thought	pro-
gram	of	ever-widening	scope,	most	
visible	 to	 the	 public	 in	 the	 form	
of	 late-night	 booze	 patrols.	 Ex-
emplified	 in	 room	 checks	 masked	
as	 fire	 inspections,	 or	 searches	 of	
students’	 refrigerators	 undertaken	
during	breaks	in	the	academic	cal-
endar,	 this	 stance	 toward	 enforce-
ment	 actually	 creates	 situations	
more	dire	than	it	hopes	to	address:		
alcohol’s	 allure	 is	 given	 the	 extra	
boost	 of	 a	 forbidden-fruit	 appeal,	
even	 as	 dorm	 residents	 feel	 de-
terred	from	calling	for	assistance	in	
the	 event	 of,	 say,	 a	 medical	 emer-
gency,	 conditioned	 as	 they	 are	 to	
panic	 at	 the	 notion	 of	 receiving	 a	
citation.	Despite	the	questionable	search	and	seizure	privileges	
the	residence	hall	staff	already	enjoy,	they	would	need	a	sizable	
squad	of	Big	Brother-like	thought	police—	as	well	as	a	surveil-
lance	apparatus	to	rival	that	of	a	conjoined	FBI	and	NSA—	to	
effectively	enforce	their	policies.		

A	clever	dorm-room	tippler	could	drink	just	about	as	often	
as	the	whim	struck,	in	the	environment	of	his	or	her	choosing,	
simply	by	disguising	the	illicit	beverage.		Drop	a	container	of	
your	 favorite	 beer	 or	 malt	 liquor	 into	 a	 soda	 cup	 of	 suitable	

size,	 surround	 with	 ice	 and	 top	 with	 lid,	 pop	 in	 a	 straw	 and	
presto:	you’re	golden,	free	to	sip	the	ambrosia	in	any	possible	
setting.		The	reason	very	few	go	the	stealth	route	is	that	the	risk	
of	getting	caught	 is	 an	added	bonus	 to	 the	basic	 intoxication	
that	 alcohol	 bestows	 in	 the	 first	 place.	This	 thrill	 of	 flouting	
authority	holds	its	own	glamour—	the	same	as	that	which	at-
tracted	society’s	upwardly	mobile	to	the	speakeasies	of	Al	Ca-
pone	and	his	ilk	in	the	1920’s,	those	halcyon	days	that	provided	
organized	crime	the	foothold	to	straddle	America.		Beyond	its	
simple	allure	of	providing	a	delicious	 intoxication,	alcohol	 is	

by Ty Davis

Forbidden Fruit
Everybody knows that MADD is out to make drinking a sin.
Well, we’re mad as hell about it-- and we’re not going to take it any more.
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given	the	air	of	a	criminally	dangerous	substance	best	suited	for	
daredevils	and	rebels.	Predictably,	dorm	residents	are	inclined	
to	drink	in	a	manner	reflecting	this	image.

The	current	prohibition	that	arbitrarily	targets	the	eighteen-	
to	 twenty-one-year-old	age	bracket	doesn’t	quite	produce	 the	
Petri	dish	for	organized	crime	cultivation	that	its	older	brother,	
the	Eighteenth	Amendment,	did	in	the	Roaring	Twenties—	but	
it	does	inspire	a	booming	market	for	fake	ID’s	and	parking-lot	
mark-up,	uniquely	situating	those	newly	past	the	21st	birthday	
threshold	for	 the	brief,	sweet	 taste	of	 the	small-time	bootleg-
ging	 life.	Those	still	awaiting	 their	 rite	of	passage	are	all	 the	
more	 strongly	 drawn,	 therefore—	 by	 virtue	 of	 proximity	 to	
their	entrepreneurial	elders	as	much	as	by	the	intractable	set	of	
cultural	influences—	to	drinking,	and	drinking	hard.	

Isolated	from	the	traditional	role	models	of	one’s	familial	
upbringing	in	an	environment	ostensibly	envisioned	as	one	of	
rigorous	 learning,	 the	 student	 is	 essentially	 left	 in	 the	 lurch:	
alone	in	a	poverty	of	information	concerning	the	development	
of	responsible	habits	and	attitudes	toward	alcohol,	circumstan-
tially	 at	 risk	 both	 from	 one’s	 peers—	 similarly	 ignorant	 and	
likewise	 hungry	 for	 illicit	 experience—	 and	 from	 University	
Housing	policy—	which	
overwhelms	the	student	
with	 a	 deluge	 of	 coun-
terintuitive	misinforma-
tion	 about	 alcohol	 on	
the	 one	 hand,	 and	 sub-
jects	 the	 student	 to	 a	
culture	of	predation	comprising	sleuthing	Resident	Assistants	
and	a	cruel	system	of	petty	but	escalating	administrative	penal-
ties	on	the	other.	In	total	the	situation	belies	an	agenda	on	the	
part	of	University	policy	makers:	they	are	of	the	mindset	that	
college	students	should	not	drink—	an	absolutely	unnatural	at-
titude.	 Furthermore,	 they	 feel	 entitled	 to	 forge	 a	 new	 reality	
from	 their	 warped	 perspective—	 indicating	 a	 crass	 disregard	
for	both	the	rights	of	the	individual	and	the	primacy	of	the	natu-
ral	way	of	things.	

Rather	 than	 focus	 the	energies	of	Resident	Assistants	 to-
ward	 identifying	 and	 troubleshooting	 legitimate	 problems	 in	
dorm	life	(such	as	behavior,	either	grounded	in	alcohol	abuse	
or	not,	that	constitutes	a	disturbance	to	other	residents)	Univer-
sity	Housing	trains	its	RA’s	to	narrow	their	focus	toward	sniff-
ing	out	a	widely	defined	set	of	signs	indicating	even	the	most	
innocuous	 uses	 of	 alcohol—	 to	 the	 point	 of	 encouraging	 the	
harassment	of	those	not	drinking,	should	they	display	behavior	
in	keeping	with	this	dimly	understood	set	of	 indicators.	They	
listen	for	the	sounds	of	clinking	bottles	or	general	merriment,	
smell	 for	 beer,	 and	 overall	 consider	 any	 room	 with	 the	 door	
closed	and	music	audible	from	as	near	as	six	inches	to	be	sus-
pect,	in	need	of	investigation	followed	by	admonishment.		

RA’s	are	expected	to	deal	with	alcohol	by	punishing	its	use	
regardless	of	whether	it	harms	anybody.	The	threat	of	admin-

istrative	punishment	strikes	fear	 into	students;	 fear,	as	a	 rule,	
fosters	irrationality.	Already	reluctant	to	call	on	medical	assis-
tance	 in	 uncertain	 situations	 for	 fear	 of	 an	 authoritarian	 slap	
incommensurate	 with	 their	 behavior,	 students	 are	 loath	 even	
to	call	on	Resident	Assistants—	their	ostensible	mentor	figures	
and	keepers	of	order—when	ordinary	life	takes	a	turn	for	the	
unexpected.	Tragic,	senseless	deaths	like	that	of	Lance	Strick-
land	at	Oregon	State	University	are	borne	from	these	needless	
scenarios.	Information	given	to	students	about	alcohol	poison-
ing	is	often	vague	and	all-encompassing,	making	it	hard	to	tell	
when	a	problem	becomes	serious.		An	individual	is	much	less	
likely	to	take	the	chance	of	what	may	be	an	overreaction	when	
faced	with	possible	criminal	or	university	citations.	

Even	drinking	by	residents	of	legal	age	is	made	awkward	
and	difficult	as	a	side-effect	of	this	campaign	to	curtail	under-
age	drinking.		Scrolling	through	the	2005-2006	Housing	Con-
tract	alcohol	policy	is	like	reading	the	dystopic	forebodings	of	
Franz	Kafka	translated	from	the	Czech	into	hieroglyphics	and	
on	into	English	by	dyslexic	third	graders.	Residents	twenty-one	
years	of	age	or	older	are	required	to	conceal	the	fact	that	they	
may	be	drinking	or	even	carrying	alcohol,	and	are	essentially	

reduced	 to	 drinking	
alone,	secluded	in	their	
rooms	as	 if	 to	 indicate	
the	 harboring	 of	 some	
shameful	secret.	Denial	
and	 anti-social	 behav-
ior	patterns:	 this	 is	our	

interlocutors’	notion	of	public	health.	“Group	activities	involv-
ing	alcohol”	are	strictly	forbidden,	 just	as	RA’s	are	expressly	
tasked	with	enforcing	this	arcane	stricture.

While	some	RA’s	do	exhibit	a	genuine	love	for	ruining	fun	
wherever	possible,	most	seem	to	be	simply	protecting	their	own	
jobs	and	their	standing	as	students;	they	have	a	lot	to	lose	if	they	
are	deemed	to	be	in	deviation	from	policy	or	lax	in	its	applica-
tion.	 They	 are	 pushed	 into	 this	 moribund	 game	 of	 hide-and-
seek	as	are	 the	huddled	masses,	 those	newly	arrived	students	
predestined	to	serve	as	statistics	in	the	public	policy	burlesque	
known	as	the	war	on	underage	drinking.

This	 pot	 of	 ill-effective	 policy	 is	 stirred	 by	 hands	 much	
further	up	 the	proverbial	 ladder	of	mixed	metaphors	 than	 the	
masterminds	at	University	Housing.		The	root	of	the	problem	
may	be	glimpsed	by	examining	a	little	case	of	federal	blackmail	
that	occurred	21	years	ago.		The	National	Minimum	Drinking	
Age	Act	of	1984	withheld	 federal	highway	funds	 from	states	
that	refused	to	raise	their	legal	age	of	possession;	Congress	had	
been	pressured	into	passing	the	act	by	Mothers	Against	Drunk	
Driving.

MADD	was	founded	in	1980	as	a	response	to	the	death	of	
founder	 Candace	 Lightner’s	 daughter;	 an	 inebriated	 motorist	
was	 determined	 to	 be	 at	 fault	 in	
the	automobile	accident	that	took	
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ing	 camps,	 or	 vice	 versa,	
for	 various	 reasons.	 Each	

week	 someone	 at	 headquarters	 would	 draw	 up	 a	 new	 *red	
team*	denoting	a	list	of	soldiers	who	were	essentially	on	call	
for	any	convoys	that	would	come	up	over	the	course	of	seven	
days--	with	as	much	as	a	day’s	notice	or	as	little	as	a	half	hour.	
I	was	 selected	 for	 the	 red	 team	on	 a	 few	 separate	 occasions,	
usually	as	the	M249-gunner	in	the	rear	of	five	to	six	vehicles.	
My	first	week	on	red	team	I	participated	in	two	different	con-
voys--	 but	 the	first	 of	 these	 convoys	was	 the	only	one	 I	 ever	
wrote	about.	Posted	on	May	19,	the	entry	was	titled	“A	Week	
of	Living	Dangerously,	Part	1.”	Some	excerpts:

The mounting bracket for my weapon is bro-
ken, so I fasten the gun to the turret with *550 cord* 
(basically really thick dark-green shoe-lace stuff, a 
fix-everything material as ubiquitous as *hunnerd-
mile-an-hour tape*, which is dark-green duct tape). 
This turret has a yellow smiley-face sticker placed 
just beneath the broken mounting bracket, captioned 
in black magic marker: Kick Some Ass!

[...]
We’re supposed to swerve 

from side to side to prevent any-
one from passing on the left. 
We’re going fast enough that this 
shouldn’t be an issue, but if we 
have to slow down for some rea-
son, we still can’t allow anyone 
to overtake us. The great thing 
about the swerving is that it facil-
itates my panning with my muzzle 
from left to right. It’s just a mat-
ter of crouching on one leg, then 
the other. After about twenty min-
utes it becomes an aerobic exer-
cise; my calves will be sore the 
next day. A couple times I have to 
gesture a vehicle to stay back, and I remember that 
it’s considered impolite to gesture with the left hand. 
Is it odd that manners should come into play while 
speeding down a foreign interstate with a loaded 
weapon in plain view? I can’t decide.

When	 I	 returned	 to	 my	 worksite	 that	 evening	 unscathed	
after	 the	convoy	 I	was	sweaty	and	exhausted	but	nonetheless	
elated,	right	up	to	the	moment	my	sergeant	told	me	that	“some	
pictures”	had	surfaced	in	the	news.	He	couldn’t	bring	himself	
to	 say	 another	 word	 about	 it,	 and	 it	 took	 me	 a	 few	 hours	 of	
surfing	 the	 internet	 to	 learn	 the	breadth	of	 the	 story	and	find	
the	photos.	Not	once	throughout	the	duration	of	my	tour	in	Iraq	
did	I	hear	another	soldier	utter	the	words	“Abu	Ghraib”--	when	
conversations	veered	in	that	direction	people	would	look	down	
and	begin	muttering.	This	was	the	eye	of	our	hurricane	of	fail-
ure:	we	had	come	to	relieve	a	population	from	tyranny	only	to	
subject	them	to	shame;	we	had	come	to	strike	down	the	root	of	
terror	only	to	terrorize	those	we	found	there.

This	is	not	to	indicate	that	the	events	in	that	prison	were,	

as	our	President	attests,	isolated	events	perpetrated	by	a	“few	
bad	apples”--	I	do	not	believe	they	were.	The	sheer	fact	of	the	
matter	 is	 that	 I	 do	 not	 have	 firsthand	 knowledge	 of	 anything	
other	than	my	sense	of	rage	and	feebleness	in	the	face	of	this	
absurdity	and	my	dumbfounded	despair	at	the	realization	that	
so	 many	American	 pundits	 were	 applauding	 the	 torture.	 My	
second-hand	knowledge,	however,	is	pretty	reliable,	and	when	
I	stack	it	all	 together	 it	seems	daunting:	overhearing	Military	
Police	and	Military	 Intelligence	soldiers	 in	 the	shower	 trailer	
speak	 unabashedly	 about	 interrogations;	 reading	 articles	 by	
Seymore	Hersh	and	others	 in	The New Yorker	 indicating	 that	
a)	U.S.	military	intelligence	admits	that	approximately	90%	of	
prison	detainees	 are	 found	 to	be	 innocent,	 are	 often	 cases	of	
mistaken	 identity,	 but	 must	 still	 be	 “cycled	 through	 the	 sys-
tem”,	and	b)	coalition	policy	makers	were	cautioned	by	Israeli	
intelligence	that	Iranian	operatives	were	flooding	into	Iraq	and	
responded	by	 forgoing	any	attempt	at	border	 regulations;	 ac-
quaintances	of	mine	who	were	present	at	battles	in	which	un-
armed	women	and	elderly	were	mowed	down	with	bullets	as	
they	 crossed	 the	 street;	 an	 acquaintance	 whose	 commanding	
officer	bragged	of	being	given	a	Koran	by	an	Iraqi	child	only	to	
burn	the	book	and	hand	the	ashes	back	to	him	in	a	bag;	a	ser-

geant	whose	soldier	returned	from	a	routine	raid	with	panties	
and	money	stolen	from	a	teenage	girl’s	dresser;	the	one	soldier	
in	 my	 company	 who	 volunteered	 to	 help	 interrogators	 at	 the	
prison	also	threatened	to	shoot	his	roommate	for	“sympathiz-
ing	with	the	enemy”	because	he	had	purchased	a	kaffiyeh	and	
hung	it	on	the	wall.

Perhaps	so	little	has	been	said	about	Abu	Ghraib,	even	af-
ter	the	deluge	of	news	coverage,	because	there	are	no	appropri-
ate	 words	 in	 our	 lexicon	 with	 which	 to	 render	 our	 emotions	
intelligible.	Perhaps	 I	can	only	speak	 for	myself.	Regardless,	
when	I	appeared	at	our	company’s	CP	(command	post)	for	my	
next	convoy	a	few	days	later,	I	was	so	angry	as	to	be	practically	
cross-eyed.	Every	proposed	route	 to	our	destination	was	can-
celled	one	after	the	other,	as	roadside	bombs	and	other	attacks	
swept	 the	city	while	our	group	played	horseshoes	and	waited	
for	 the	 clearance	 to	 leave.	 Our	 colonel	 insisted	 that	 the	 mis-
sion	take	place,	but	we	all	felt	it	was	inadvisable.	So	we	stood	
there	in	the	heat	as	the	hours	wore	on,	and	I	eventually	uttered	
something	 to	 no	 one	 in	 particular	 so	
inexcusably	 rotten	 and	 mean	 that	 I	
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Kenny Chesney

...is not trapped in the closet.

7 o’clock in the morning and the rays from the sun wake me | I’m stretching and yawning in a bed that don’t belong to me | Then a voice yells “good morn-
ing darling” from the bathroom | Then she comes out and kisses me and to my surprise she isn’t you | Now I’ve got this dumb look on my face like “what 
have I done”? | How could I be so stupid to have been laid in to the morning sun | Must have lost the track of time, oh what was on my mind? | From the club 
went to her home, didn’t plan to stay that long | Here I am quickly trying to put on my clothes | Searching for my car keys trying to get on up out the door | 
Then she stretched her hands in front of me | Said “you can’t go this way” | Looked at her like she was crazy | Said “woman move out my way” | I Said “I 
got a wife at home” | She said “please don’t go out there” | “Lady I’ve got to get home” | She said her husband was coming from the stairs | “?? quiet, hurry 
up and get in the closet” | She said “don’t you make a sound or some ____ is going down | I Said “why don’t I just go out the window” | “yes, except for one 
thing, we’re on the 5th floor” | Think, think… “quick put me in the closet” | And now I’m in this darkest closet trying to figure out | Just how I’m gonna get 
my crazy ass out this house | And he walks in and yells “I’m home” | She says “honey I’m in the room” | He walks in there with a smile on his face saying 
“honey I’ve been missing you” | She hops all over him and says “I’ve cooked and ran your bathwater” | I’m telling you now this girl is so good she deserves 
an Oscar | The girl’s in the bed he starts snatching her clothes off | I’m in the closet like man, what the f_ck is going on? | You’re not going to believe it but 
things get deeper as the story goes on | Next thing you know a call comes through on my cell phone | I tried my best to quickly put it on vibrate | But from 
the way he acted I could tell it was too late | He hopped up and said “there’s a mystery going on and I’m going to solve it” | And I’m like “God please don’t 
let this man open his closet” | He walks in the bathroom and looks behind the door | She says “baby come back to bed” | He says “say no more” | He pulls 
back the shower curtain while she’s biting her nails | Then he walks back to the room. Right now I’m sweating like hell | Checks under the bed (bed) | then 
under the dresser (dresser) | He looks at the closet (closet) | I pull out my berretta (berretta) | He walks up to the closet (closet) | He’s close up to the closet 
(closet) | Now he’s at the closet (closet) | Now he’s opening the closet (closet, closet, closet) | Well now he’s staring at me like as if he was staring in the mir-
ror | She yells, “Honey let me explain” | He says, “You don’t have to go no further” | “I can clearly see what’s going on behind my back, in my bed, in my 
home” | Then I said, “wait a minute now hold on” | I said, “Mister we can work this out” | She said “honey don’t lose control” | I tried to get him to calm 
down | He said “oh I should have known | That you would go and do some bogus shit up in my house | But the Christian in me gave you the benefit of the 
doubt” | I said “we need to resolve this” | And he stepped to me I’m like “whoa | There’s a reason I’m in this closet” | He says “yeah? What are you talking 
clothes?” | “I met this girl at the bodja club and she told me she didn’t have a man” | Then he said “man please I’d kill you if you didn’t have that gun in your 
hand” | And then I said “but your chick chose me” | He said “don’t give me that mack shit please” | His phone goes off and then things get a little more inter-
esting | He steps a little closer I point my gun and say “I’m not the one you after” | He says “something I bet you didn’t know my man… Did she tell you that 
I was a pastor?” | I said “well good that’s better right? Why can’t we handle this Christian-like?” | And I started to put the gun down until I saw his face still 
had a frown | She started crying “saying “baby I’m sorry” | Then he said “baby not as sorry as you’re gonna be” | I started inching out | He says “no I want 
you to see this” | He said “I gotta get out this house, and not ‘til I reveal this secret” | I’m like “what is going on inside his head?” | Then he takes his phone 
and calls someone up himself | “Hello” (hello?) | “Baby?” (aha) | “Turn the car around” (what’s going on over there?) | “Listen, I just need for you to get right 
back here now” | He looks at me and says “well since we’re all coming out the closet | I’m not about to be the only one that’s broken-hearted” | She said “what 
do you mean?” | He said “just wait and see” | I said “somebody better talk to me” | And then his phone rings | He picks up and somebody says “sweetheart 
I’m downstairs” | And he’s like “I’ll buzz you up | I’m on the 5th floor hurry take the stairs” | And I’m like “who is this mystery lady that you’re talking to?” 
| And he says “in time you both will know the shocking truth | Baby this is something I’ve been wanting to get off my chest for a long, long time” | And I said 
“nigga I’m gonna shoot you both if you don’t say what’s on your mind” | He said “wait I hear somebody coming up the stairs” | And I’m looking at the door 
| He says “I think you better sit down in the chair” | I said “I’m gonna count to 4” | “1…” | he says “mister wait!” | “2…” | he says “please don’t shoot” | “3…” 
| “he says “don’t shoot me” | “4…” | She screams | Then a knock on the door | The gun’s in my hand | He opens the door | I’ll be goddammned it’s a man | 
(man… man… man…) |  Here we are. The four of us... | In total shock... Me and her. | I closed my mouth and swallowed spit, | And I’m thinking to myself, 
“This is some deep shit!” | And I said “So you’re gonna tell me he’s the one he’s been talking to?” | He says, “Yes”, I say, “No”, he says, “Yes”, I say, “No”, 
he says, “It’s the truth!” |  | I said, “All of ya’ll ass is crazy, let me up out this door, | Because this is way more than I bargained for” | She says, “Wait, I’m 
sure we can all fix this” | Then I said, “I’m late, plus I ain’t gotta damn thing to do with this!” | But then she said, “Wouldn’t you just like to know how it all 
began?” | Then I thought to myself, and said, ‘Quick, you got three minutes’ | Then it got real quiet, I said, “Somebody start talking” |  | She said, “My God, 
Rufus! I’ve got just one question, | how could you do something like this? I’m so hurt!” | He looked at her and said, “Bitch please, you’ve got your nerves | 
With all your club hoppin’, lyin’ when you said you was shoppin’. | And now here you are in our home, and you’re callin’ me wrong.” |  | “Okay you busted 
me! And that much I agree, you caught me cheatinggg! | But this is a little extreme!” |  | He said, “You are my wife sleeping behind my back. | And now I 
come home and you got him in the closet, how extreme is that?!” | And she said, “But she’s a he!” | And he said, “Please, you can’t judge me” | She said, “But 
this is crazy!” | And I said, “Stop arguing! | I did not stay here to hear you chew each other out, | So get to the point, or I swear I’m out!” |  | “Excuse me, 
please, but I think I can explain what’s going on in here. | My name is Chuck and I been knowing Rufus about a year, | At midnight creeping around there not 
staying around to standing living in hell, sleepin in and out of hotels...” | I said, “Brother, spare the details!” | Then Rufus said, “Chuck, please! Don’t say 
nothing else!” | Then she screams, “Rufus you son of a bitch,” | He says, “Cathy, go to hell!” | I said, “I thought you said your name was Mary, that what you 
said at the party. | Man this is gettin scary imma shoot somebody!” | Then Rufus start yelling and screaming saying, “Cathy, this is all your fault!” | She throws 
a pillow at him and says, “You were creeping too, the only difference is you didn’t get caught!” | Chuck screamed out, “We’re in love!” | Cathy says, “Love 
my ass!” | Rufus said thei’re getting married then I shoot one in the air! | I said, “Not annother one of you sons of bitches say a word! | Cuz all this shit I’m 
goin thru is unheard!” | I grabbed my cellular | I said, “This is so wrong,” | I call up my home, | And a man picks up the phone phone phone phone.....  |  | Now 
I’m dashin home | Doin 85 | Swervin lane to lane | Wit fire in my eyes | I got a million thoughts | Runnin through my mind | I’m thinkin about what imma do 
and who I’m gonna do it to when I get home | How could I have been so blind | And then I look in my rear view | I cannot believe this | (Whoo whoo whoo) 
| Damn, here comes a police man | He drove right up on me and flashed his light | Then I pulled over without thinkin twice | He hopped out the car and walked 
over to me | And said license and registration please | I looked up at him and said | Officer, is there somethin wrong | He said no, except you were were doin 
85 in a 60 mile zone | Then I said officer | Let me explain please | Ya see the truth of the matter is | Is that I have an emergency | He said no excuses | And no 
exception | I said this is some bull...as he gave me the ticket | Said have a nice day and walked away | I said yeah right and drove away | Then I turned my 
radio on | And did 70 all the way home | I pulled up in the driveway | Hopped out and slammed the car door | Then go in through the back | Bust up in the 
house and she screamin | Whats all that for | Then I’m like woman I called this house | And a man picked up my phone | Then she said calm down | Did you 
forget | My brother Twan came home | Oh... | And thats all I could say was oh | Wit a stupid look on my face | Said I forgot he came home today | And she 
said thats okay | Because honey I understand | She said you dont have to explain | Then I took her by the hand | I kissed her and then we went to the room | 
Then I turned some music on | Apologized one more time | Then went down and start gettin it on | And she started bitin her lip | Grabbing me and makin noise 
| Now we makin love and she’s my ear whisperin | It’s all yours | I said I love you | And she said I love ya, too | Then a tear fell up out my eye | Then I called 
her my sunshine | And then she looked at me | And said baby go deeper please | And thats when I start goin crazy | Like I was tryin to give her a baby | The 
room feel like its spinnin | We keep turnin and turnin | As if we were in a whirlwind | The way our toes are curlin | The next thing ya know, she starts goin 
real wild | And starts screamin my name | Then I said baby, we must slow down | Before I bust a vessel in my brain | And she said please no dont stop | And 



don’t	 think	 I	 will	 ever	 repeat	 it--	 but	 it	
concerned	MP’s	and	what	I	perceived	at	
that	moment	to	be	their	role	in	our	pre-
dicament,	and	how	I	felt	about	it.	When	
I	opened	my	eyes	I	could	see	again--	and	
I	could	see	my	lieutenant,	a	former	MP	
and	 the	only	person	within	earshot,	 sit-
ting	on	a	bench	and	staring	ahead.	I	don’t	
know	that	he	heard	me;	he	gave	no	indi-
cation--	but	on	the	next	convoy	after	that	
he	made	a	point	of	publicly	razzing	me	
at	the	*after-action	review*.	Who	knows?	Maybe	no	one	heard	
my	words	that	day,	and	I	have	no	reason	to	mention	them	here-
-	but	having	uttered	them,	they	became	an	integral	part	of	the	
convoy’s	 story,	 a	 story	 I	 had	 promised	
but	could	not	deliver	to	my	readers.	

That	 day’s	 convoy	 eventually	 took	
place--	 sort	 of.	 Shortly	 before	 night-
fall	we	headed	out	to	cut	a	path	straight	
through	 the	 Green	 Zone.	 Every	 route	
was	 closed,	 which	 we	 already	 knew,	 so	
we	were	turned	around	at	the	barricades,	
only	to	try	a	different	route	each	time.	At	
one	point,	no	longer	in	the	Green	Zone,	
our	group	stormed	the	wrong	way	down	
a	one-way	street,	then	had	to	inch	out	in	
reverse.	 Once	 we	 situated	 ourselves	 in	
forward,	we	had	a	traffic	jam	ahead	of	us,	so	we	had	to	idle	in	
the	 street	 for	 several	minutes,	with	people	milling	 about	 and	
mirrored-windowed	 high-rise	 buildings	 flanking	 us	 on	 both	
sides	of	the	street.	I	was	nearly	scared	mute	when	a	man	with	
a	cart	approached	us	and	started	yelling	
in	 Arabic,	 but	 I	 managed	 to	 smile	 and	
wave	 and	 say,	 “Al-salaam	 a’laykum.”	
He	smiled	and	responded,	“A’laykum	sa-
laam,”	before	resuming	his	monologue.	I	
think	he	wanted	to	sell	us	fruit.	We	made	
it	 back	 to	 camp	 without	 firing	 a	 shot,	
though	 well	 after	 nightfall	 and	 without	
having	found	our	destination.

After	 my	 five-month	 hiatus	 I	 re-
sumed	blogging,	with	Abu	Ghraib	a	dis-
tant	 memory.	 My	 five-person	 team	 had	
separated	 from	 our	 company	 to	 support	
the	2-12	Cav	at	Camp	Dogwood,	a	readily	
constructed	desert	outpost	several	hours	
south	of	Baghdad	by	Humvee.	We	drove	
overnight	 without	 headlights	 on	 New	
Year’s	 Eve.	 The	 2-12	 was	 on	 a	 month-
long	mission	to	locate	and	destroy	every	
underground	weapons	cache	in	the	region	
before	 the	 January	 30	 elections;	 when	
they	detonated	their	stockpile	at	the	end	
of	 the	 month	 Geraldo	 Rivera	 came	 out	
to	push	the	button	for	the	camera.	We	all	
knew	we	were	going	home	just	as	soon	as	

we	could	pull	this	off,	so	it’s	hardly	any	
wonder	that	in	a	post	titled	“All	Together	
Now...”	I	began	to	wax	nostalgic	the	very	
moment	the	voting	concluded:

It isn’t a (link to Slate article 
by Fred Kaplan) collective sight of 
relief; it isn’t an (link to Iraq	 the	
Model blog) ecstatic cry of elation; 
it isn’t a (link to Mother	Jones ar-
ticle by David Enders) grim assess-
ment of the moment’s frustrations-
- it is all these things together at 

once and more; it is a whirlwind. But that’s just the 
blogosphere. What’s it like in the real Iraq?

[...]
The Sunnis, the Shias, the 

Baathists, the Communists, the 
Wahabbis, the Kurds, the Turks, 
the Persians, the tribal defenders, 
the nationalists, the opportunists, 
the suckers, the doves, the hawks, 
the neoconservatives, the liberal 
idealists, the historians, the futur-
ists, the religious conservatives, 
the secular humanists. The strivers 
for Pulitzer Prizes, Purple Hearts, 
Valhalla, a respectable currency, 
national pride, or another night at 

home with one’s family. The sand storms, the deep 
hum of multiple overhead Apaches, explosions that 
don’t concern you if they don’t concern you[...] The 
decay of old things. Physical monuments older than 

history, political documents young-
er than your last email. Seeing the 
face of a photographed child who 
is learning his father will not come 
home and wondering what you have 
to do with it. Feeling that democ-
racy may be just as much a question 
as an answer.

[...]
We are all wound up together 

in this thing and we don’t know 
whether to wind ourselves tighter 
or to attempt an untangling. That 
is the past; that is the future. I’m 
not sure, but I think that’s the real 
Iraq.

Not	two	months	later	I	was	back	in	
Texas,	tossing	ridiculous	sums	of	money	
at	 a	press	pass	 for	South-by-Southwest,	
drinking	everything	I	could	get	my	hands	
on	and	buying	up	copies	of	McSweeney’s 
15,	which	had	name-checked	my	blog	in	
a	special	“Notes	on	Subscribers”	section.	
Not	so	long	after	that	I	was	emancipated	

‘Milblogging’ from 20
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from	the	army,	driving	 the	2400	miles	 to	Eugene,	Oregon,	 in	
a	 broad	 arc	 approximating	 our	 nation’s	 southern	 rim,	 which	
brought	me	to	the	Grand	Canyon	on	the	Fourth	of	July.	I	have	
been	so	glad	to	be	alive	these	last	few	months	that	at	times	I	am	
frightened	by	my	own	happiness.	

I	am	amazed	by	the	fascination	people	have	for	the	stories	
of	American	 soldiers	 in	 Iraq.	Whether	 against	 the	war	or	 for	
it,	obsessed	by	current	events	or	willfully	ignorant,	folks	want	
details:	what	kind	of	food	did	you	eat,	how	hot	did	it	get	un-
der	that	Kevlar	helmet,	did	you	receive	a	lot	of	letters,	etc.	Of	
course	I	am	gratified	by	the	attention--	but	often	I	am	uncertain	
how	to	respond.	Three	questions	recur	most	frequently,	and	in	
conclusion	I	will	attempt	to	provide	some	answers.

First,	Why did you join the army?	It’s	a	question	I	also	pose	
to	myself,	though	less	frequently	now	that	I	have	it	behind	me,	
but	 the	 curious	 thing	 is	 that	 the	 answer	 varies	 depending	 on	
when	and	how	it	is	asked.	There	is	a	sense	in	which	I	was	more	
or	less	Shanghai’d	into	it	and	didn’t	have	much	choice,	but	there	
is	another	sense	in	which	I	willfully	signed	a	document	in	full	
knowledge	 that	 it	meant	 the	next	 few	years	of	my	 life	would	
not	belong	 to	me.	 It	 strikes	me	as	 true	 that	 anyone	who	 fan-
cies	him-	or	herself	a	writer	also	feels	impelled	to	investigate	
the	recurring	questions	that	underpin	that	person’s	existence	in	
order	to	gain	the	equilibrium	to	do	future	work,	and	to	stop	at	
nothing	 in	pursuit	of	 this	goal.	Mere	months	before	 the	2000	
election	 that	 gripped	 our	 punditocracy	 in	 the	 stranglehold	 of	
the	*red	state/	blue	state	divide*	meme,	it	occurred	to	me	that	
I	was	a	product	of	two	Americas:	a	West	Coast	liberal	raised	in	
the	Midwest	and	the	South,	a	bookish	quasi-pacifist	preceded	
by	untold	generations	of	fiercely	patriotic	service	members.	I	
knew	 I	would	never	understand	my	country--	not	 to	mention	
my	family--	until	I	dug	a	little	deeper.	A	lifelong	nerd	obsessed	
with	 the	 implications	 of	 obscure	 propositions,	 for	 one	 brief	
fateful	 period	 I	 latched	onto	Heraclitus’	maxim	 that	 “change	
is	the	only	constant”--	perhaps	the	only	way	to	grow	would	be	
to	force	myself	out	of	stasis,	to	dive	headlong	into	a	mode	of	
life	antithetical	to	what	I	had	thought	was	my	nature.	A	college	
drop-out,	listless	and	quite	obviously	depressed,	I	was	open	to	
suggestion--	and	once	the	military	gets	your	number,	they	dem-
onstrate	a	surprising	array	of	persuasive	tactics.	Also:	I	needed	
money.

Next,	Are you glad you went to Iraq, or do you regret it?	
There	is	a	sense	in	which,	having	been	randomly	assigned	to	the	
largest,	most	by-the-numbers	military	post	in	the	West	(Army	
III	Corps	located	at	Fort	Hood,	comprising	the	1st	Cavalry	Di-
vision,	 4th	 Infantry	 Division,	 and	 13th	 Corps	 Support	 Com-
mand)	it	was	a	foregone	conclusion	that	I	was	already	caught	
in	the	wheels,	destined	to	play	a	role	in	our	nation’s	most	ex-
pansive	engagement	since	Vietnam.	I	did	have	a	brief	window	
of	opportunity,	 for	 a	 few	days	 in	 early	2003,	 to	 attain	 an	as-
signment	with	a	non-deployable	unit	at	NATO	headquarters	in	
Belgium--	and	I	chose	not	 to	 jump	at	 it.	How	could	I	choose	
to	 spend	a	 few	years	enduring	 the	brutalities	of	military	 life,	
and	 then	 choose	 not	 to	 witness	 firsthand	 the	 historical	 event	
of	our	time?	The	experience	was	excruciating	on	any	number	
of	levels,	of	course--	but	the	thing	I	discovered	is	that	I	am	on	
some	level	a	creature	of	pain.	It	renews	my	appreciation	of	life	
in	ways	I’m	unable	to	articulate.	

Throughout	 the	 ordeal,	 I	 was	 incredibly	 fortunate.	 Iraq	
gave	me	the	opportunity	to	write	a	blog	that	other	people	ap-
preciated,	which,	despite	 the	frustrations,	was	remarkably	re-
warding.	 I	 received	 so	 much	 good	 will	 while	 there,	 not	 only	
from	family	and	friends	but	also	people	I	had	never	met,	that	
my	perception	of	human	nature	is	forever	changed.	Despite	the	
devastating	 losses	of	 the	war,	 not	 a	 single	 soldier	 in	my	bat-
talion,	nor	anyone	I	knew	personally,	lost	a	life	in	our	fourteen	
months	 in	 the	 region.	The	one	occasion	on	which	one	of	my	
company’s	convoys	came	under	fire,	I	was	on	leave	in	Europe.	
A	couple	people	were	grazed	with	bullets,	 nothing	 serious.	 I	
can’t	honestly	claim	to	have	made	lasting	friendships	with	most	
of	 the	people	 I	 served	with,	but	 they	were	by	and	 large	very	
decent	people	with	whom	I	shared	some	unique	and	unforget-
table	 experiences--	 and	 those	 few	 lasting	 friendships	 I	 have	
chosen	 to	 maintain	 are	 some	 very	 tight	 bonds	 indee...	 sorry,	
was	it	getting	sort	of	saccharine	in	here	just	now?	You	should	
have	stopped	me	sooner.

Finally,	 Was the war a good idea for America?	Are	 you	
kidding?	 	America	 hasn’t	 had	 a	 good	 idea	 since	Al	 Gore	 in-
vented	the	Internet.

Bryan Roberts, a senior majoring in Dreams Deferred, is 
publisher of the OregOn COmmentatOr.
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Gun ColumnThe OC
...with Andy Dolberg

Why Not a Firearms Major?

During	my	morning	routine	walking	to	math,	I	usu-
ally	 pick	 the	 Emerald	 up	 to	 have	 a	 good	 laugh.	
Mondays	are	typically	the	best,	and	Halloween	was	

especially	entertaining	due	to	Ms.	Slater’s	pontifications	on	
the	equality	of	fecal	matter	from	the	rich	and	the	poor,	but	
I	digress.	It	was	some	stellar	week	at	Ol’	Dirty,	for	the	very	
next	day	 the	front	page	provided	me	an	even	greater	 joy:	
they	had	written	about	a	LGBTQA	proposal	which	outlined	
the	importance	and	soundness	of	a	new	Queer	Studies	mi-
nor.	 Being	 the	 good	 patriot	 I	 am,	 I	 thought	 to	 myself,	 it	
would	be	great	if	classes	were	offered	in	self-defense	and	
firearms…

The	university	 is	 a	marketplace	of	 ideas,	but	 also	 an	
institution	that	students	attend	to	learn	life	skills	to	support	
themselves	and	 their	 families.	Since	 the	beginning	of	 the	
war	on	terror,	we	citizens	have	been	bombarded	with	terror	
threats,	a	rainbow	of	danger	levels,	and	generally	asked	to	
hold	 our	 resolve.	 But	 how	 can	 University	 Students--	 the	
very	future	of	America--	cope	with	the	fear	and	better	un-
derstand	the	complexities	of	a	transnational	jihadist	threat?	
Simple:	a	new	major	in	Firearms	Proficiency.	

The	regimen	of	study	begins	with	an	introductory	class	
named	“Principles	of	Personal	Defense,”	which	is	required	
before	taking	additional	courses.	In	this	course	students	are	
to	learn	psychological	attributes	that	will	be	a	life-long	aid	
in	self-defense--	such	as	the	steadfast	mental	refusal	to	play	
the	role	of	victim	in	a	criminal	attack.	The	coursework	will	
also	exceed	the	State	of	Oregon’s	requirements	for	a	Con-
cealed	Handgun	License.	

After	the	intro	course,	FP	201,	202,	and	203	will	pres-
ent	 the	basic	 theory	and	history	of	 the	rifle,	shotgun,	and	
pistol.	These	courses	will	require	a	comprehensive	knowl-
edge	of	 the	most	common	types	of	firearms	in	use	 today.	
Students	will	understand	how	each	type	works	differently,	
what	they	are	best	used	for,	and	how	to	safely	use	one	for	
self-defense.	The	completion	of	lower	division	classes	will	
ensure	 that	 each	 student	 is	 competent	 in	 basic	 firearms	
theory--	why	they	exist,	how	they	function,	etc.--	and,	one	
hopes,	also	serve	to	instill	an	urge	in	the	student	to	attain	
mastery	of	one’s	weapons.

The	upper	division	classes	are	“practical	application,”	
with	 the	 majority	 of	 the	 class	 time	 spent	 on	 the	 practice	
range.	All	“firearm	proficiency”	undergraduate	majors	must	

enroll	in	FP301,	which	is	mental/physical	conditioning	for	
the	duration	of	their	attendance	in	the	program.	FP	310	will	
focus	on	proper	gun	handling	and	firing	techniques,	such	as	
stance,	sight	picture,	sight	alignment,	breath	control,	trig-
ger	 squeeze,	 and	 follow	 through.	 The	 next	 class,	 FP330,	
utilizes	 three	 guns	 in	 defense.	 This	 is	 for	 those	 seeking	
employment	with	police	departments.	Officers	commonly	
carry	two	if	not	three	different	types	of	firearms	on	patrol.	
Just	one	type	of	firearm	cannot	be	the	perfect	gun	for	every	
scenario.	 This	 course	 will	 teach	 how,	 when,	 and	 why	 to	
successfully	use	a	three	gun	system.	

The	founding	fathers	wrote	the	second	amendment	to	
ensure	that	citizens	could	defend	themselves	against	invad-
ing	armies	or	an	oppressive	government,	with	the	infantry	
rifle	 of	 the	 time.	That	 is	 why	 the	 cornerstone	 of	 the	 400	
level	classes	is	Infantry	Rifle	Gunfighting.	Most	security-
related	 employment	 will	 require	 the	 skills	 needed	 to	 use	
a	 practical	 rifle.	 Pistol	 gun	 fighting	 is	 the	 next	 course	 in	
the	series,	and	is	pertinent	to	self-defense.	The	subsequent	
courses	in	the	400	level	are	electives	because	the	average	
gunfighter	won’t	specifically	need	these	skills,	yet	may	find	
additional	 employment	 opportunities	 with	 SWAT,	 CERT,	
or	 the	 military.	 The	 purpose	 of	 this	 major	 is	 to	 produce	
educated	 and	 competent	 gunfighters	 who	 can	 defend	 the	
populace	against	aggression.	

The	 major	 will	 teach	 an	 extremely	 valuable	 skill	 set	
with	 the	 cornerstones	of	 discipline,	 competence	 and	fire-
arms	proficiency.	Just	how	the	student	uses	this	knowledge	
of	weaponry--	just	as	with	any	tool--	is	entirely	up	to	the	
student.	 It	 is	my	hope	 that	graduates	defend	 the	rights	of	
the	citizenry,	thereby	ensuring	peace	and	prosperity.	With	
these	programs	in	place	a	new	day	will	dawn	over	our	re-
public:	criminals	who	prey	on	the	weak	will	find	an	army	
of	 trained	civilians	 to	combat	 their	every	move;	 terrorists	
will	never	know	who	beside	them	on	the	bus,	train,	or	air-
plane	will	 be	 armed	and	 ready	 to	 take	 action	 to	 save	 the	
lives	of	innocents.

Many,	I	assume,	will	 try	and	find	employment	 in	 the	
security	service	fields,	while	some	will	pursue	jobs	in	other	
sectors.	But,	with	 a	major	 in	FP,	 there	 is	 a	potential	 em-
ployer	in	every	city	in	the	United	States.	Some	may	find	en-
joyable	the	thought	of	harassing	college-age	folks	as	a	sick	
revenge	for	a	dismal	social	life	and	rejection	from	society.	
Police	departments	across	the	country	are	looking	for	can-
didates	fueled	by	masochistic	passion	to	enforce	tyrranical,	
taxing	regulations	enacted	by	politicians--	 i.e.,	 those	who	
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have	 found	 their	 productive	 capacities	 completely	 lack-
ing.

There	are	a	multitude	of	careers	in	which	firearms	pro-
ficiency	 could	 give	 you	 that	 competitive	 advantage	 over	
others.	 Just	 think	 of	 all	 those	 government	 agencies	 that	
now	 deem	 jack-booted	 death	 squads	 necessary.	 BAFTE,	
DEA,	 IRS,	 National	 Park	 Service,	 EPA,	 BLM,	 Forest	
Service,	 Post	 Office,	 Department	 of	 Homeland	 Security,	
Bureau	of	Indian	Affairs,	and	the	US	Customs	all	employ	
individuals	that	have	training	in	donning	ski	masks,	break-
ing	down	doors,	dragging	people	 from	 their	beds	naked,	
and	shooting	dogs.		

According	to	various	sources,	2%	of	the	Oregon	popu-
lation	is	licensed	to	carry	concealed	handguns,	with	over	
30,000	in	the	Portland	metro	area.	According	to	state	re-
cords	there	are	over	9,000	record	holders	in	Lane	County,	
with	another	3,000	to	the	north	in	Linn.	The	people	who	
choose	 to	 become	 CHL	 holders	 typically	 do	 so	 because	
they	want	to	ward	off	criminals.	It	is	a	huge	responsibility	
to	carry	a	firearm,	but	so	is	driving	a	car.	The	majority	of	
the	people	I	shoot	with	at	local	competitions	and	classes	are	
not	in	law	enforcement,	but	many	do	have	military	experi-
ence.	To	be	a	citizen	who	defends	the	innocent	is	an	awe-
some	 responsibility--	 albeit	 one	our	government	 actively	
discourages.	The	duty	is	thankless,	but	there	are	those	of	
us	 who	 believe	 the	 opportunity	 to	 strive	 for	 a	 thankless	
excellence	is	its	own	reward--	a	far	better	mode	of	life	than	
that	of	feeling	incapacitated.

There	 is	 a	 documented	 historical	 reason	 that	 the	
amendment	 relating	 to	 firearms	 and	 personal	 defense	 is	
2nd	in	the	Bill	of	Rights.	The	founding	fathers	realized	the	
importance	of	individual	weapon	ownership.	Your	family,	
your	property,	your	person:	your	 right	 to	defend	 these	 is	
plainly	 evident.	 It	 is	 imperative	 that	 citizens	 from	 every	
background	recognize	this.	The	necessity	to	bear	arms	is	
grounded	in	a	host	of	factors--	but	in	any	event,	ownership	
promotes	liberty	of	the	individual	to	be	leveraged	against	
the	power	of	the	state.	It	is	as	true	with	the	Second	as	with	
the	 First	Amendment:	 the	 exercising	 of	 one’s	 rights	 is	 a	
matter	 of	 personal	 choice,	 but	 the	 knowledge	 of	 one’s	
rights	is	a	matter	of	civic	duty.	It	is	high	time	for	this	soci-
ety	and	the	campus	community	to	recognize	this	right	we	
take	for	granted	and	endorse	education	for	firearms.

We	 live	 in	more	dangerous	 times	 than	 just	 a	decade	
ago,	 and	 it’s	 now	 time	 for	 the	 University	 to	 reflect	 the	
changing	 social	 as	 well	 as	 employment	 demands	 of	 our	
country.	As	stark	and	ghastly	as	the	thought	of	becoming	
gainfully	employed	is	to	most	students,	we	must	urge	the	
UO	institution	to	attempt	to	teach	us	skills	and	abilities	to	
facilitate	this	task.

A junior majoring in Economics, Andy Dolberg is Gun 
Columnist for the OregOn COmmentatOr.
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By	 the	year	2075	 the	planet	Earth	was	 in	 terrible	 shape:	
jobs	were	being	outsourced	to	planet	PliusIV,	where	the	inhab-
itants	 had	 eight	 arms	 and	 worked	 for	 a	 mere	 100	Venturas	 a	
day;	America	was	 still	 re-populating	after	 the	devastating	 lu-
pus	 outbreak	 of	 2016;	 and	 Hillary	 Clinton’s	 clone	 had	 been	
elected	to	its	fourth	term	as	Intergalactic	Grand	Poobah.	It	was	
a	dramatic	time,	made	even	worse	by	the	marauding	packs	of	
cannibalistic	mutants.	

Perhaps	 the	 greatest	 threat	 to	 humanity	 –	 for	 many	 at	
least	–	was	the	scourge	of	“defamation”.	Newspaper	headlines	
screamed,	 “Kwanza	 festivities	 brutally	 mocked”	 and	 “Local	
boy	calls	recent	bat	mitzvah	‘totally	gayed	up.’“

Indeed,	it	was	a	terrifying	time.	Worse	than	the	defamation,	
however,	were	the	anti-defamation	activists.	Children	cowered	
in	corners	as	spittle-flecked	pundits	screamed	invectives	from	
the	holographic	televisor,	accusing	each	other	of	racism,	sex-
ism,	 ableism	 –	 anything	 with	 the	 suffix	 “ism”.	These	 people	
made	the	cannibalistic	mutants	look	like	Yanni	fans.	The	Crips	
and	Bloods	were	soon	replaced	by	the	“Dadaists	for	Incongru-
ent	Inequality”	and	“The	Canadian	Acceptance	league”,	whose	
rallying	 cry	 of	 “Stop	 the	 war	 on	 Boxing	 Day!”	 sent	 shivers	
down	 the	 spines	 of	 anyone	 living	 in	 the	 Great	 Lakes	 region.	
Roving	bands	of	shrill	 talking	heads	and	 lawyers	 roamed	 the	
streets,	gripping	petitions	and	placards.	Hell	hadst	no	fury	like	
an	anti-defamation	lawyer	scorned.

The	citizens	of	America	were	terrified.	Many	disappeared.	
It	was	rumored	that	Android	Lou	Dobbs	–	to	cite	but	one	exam-
ple	-	had	fled	to	the	jungle,	Kurtz-like,	and	subsisted	on	rubber-
tree	parasites	and	underage	 imported	whores.	But	 there	were	
some	who	would	not	be	cowed.	Jermaine	Speckler	III	was	one	
such	person.

Speckler	was	the	chair	of	 the	College	Republicans	at	 the	
University	of	Oregon.	Everyday,	he	would	walk	into	the	office	
and	gaze	wistfully	at	the	framed	picture	of	former	College	Re-
publican	chair	Anthony	Warren.

“You	are	my	Shepard,	oh	wise	one,”	Speckler	would	say.	
“Give	me	strength.”

Anthony	had	gained	a	cult-like	following	among	College	
Republicans	ever	since	 the	 fateful	day	 in	2018	when	he	con-
tracted	lupus	while	saving	a	group	of	orphans	from	a	burning	
brothel.	He	was	second	in	popularity	only	to	Charles	Barkley,	
whom	College	Republicans	respected	for	his	domination	of	the	
boards.

One	day	as	Speckler	sat	in	his	office,	crying	like	a	College	
Democrat,	 a	 thunderous	knock	 sounded	 at	 his	 door.	Quickly,	
Speckler	 wiped	 the	 tears	 from	 his	 face.	 College	 Republicans	
are	a	proud	race,	exhibiting	a	level	of	stoicism	that	would	make	
Cicero	proud.

“Who	is	it?”	Speckler	wisely	asked.	
There	was	 a	dramatic	pause.	 It	 lasted	one	beat	 too	 long,	

thus	becoming	an	annoying	pause	…
“It	 is	 your	 destiny,	 young	 Jermaine	 Speckler	 the	Third,”	

the	voice	said.
It	was	clearly	a	cannibalistic	mutant	posing	as	a	Jehovah’s	

Witness;	Speckler	drew	his	gun.	Slowly,	Speckler	opened	the	
door.	He	found	himself	standing	before	a	hulking	man’s	chest.

“I	am	Jermaine	Speckler.	Who	the	hell	are	you?”
“That’s	not	 important,”	 the	man	said.	“I’ve	come	 to	pick	

you	up.”
“Whoa,	 I	 may	 be	 ambidextrous	 but	 I	 don’t	 swing	 that	

way.”
“This	is	not	sexual,	Jermaine.”		The	man	placed	a	hand	on	

Speckler’s	shoulder	and	leaned	in	closely	to	whisper	something	
in	his	ear.	“This	may	be	the	most	important	opportunity	of	your	
life.”

Speckler	followed	the	man	to	a	car	that	was	idling	outside	
the	EMU.	Inside	the	car	was	a	driver	and	a	young	woman	car-
rying	a	guitar.	The	young	woman’s	hair	was	a	nest	of	manure-
caked	golden	straw,	her	face	the	unfortunate	result	of	an	extra	
chromosome	or	two.	

“Well,	 if	you	won’t	 tell	me	who	you	are	 then	can	you	at	
least	tell	me	who	that	woman	is?”	Speckler	asked.

“She	 is	a	 traveling	 troubadour	hired	by	my	employers	 to	
remind	you	of	your	destiny.”

The Anti-
Defamation 
Superleague
Tyler Graf recounts a terrifying vision of things to come. While drunk.
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“My	destiny?”
“Yes.	You	are	the	chair	of	the	College	Republicans	at	the	

University	 of	 Oregon,	 which	 means	 you	 are	 the	 heir	 to	 the	
House	of	Warren.	He	was	one	of	the	greatest	anti-defamation	
activists	the	world	has	ever	seen,	and	we	are	incredibly	indebt-
ed	to	him.”

“You	mean	you’re	an	anti-defamation	activist?”	Speckler	
asked,	 furrowing	 his	 unibrow.	 All	 this	 thinking	 was	 making	
him	tired.	

Suddenly,	 as	 if	 on	 cue,	 the	 woman	 began	 to	 sing.	 She	
sounded	like	Joni	Mitchell,	if	Joni	Mitchell’s	larynx	had	been	
surgically	replaced	with	a	cat	in	heat.

Sittin’	in	a	car	in	Paris,	Texas
Reading	them	street	signs	as	they	pass
Not	a	boy,	not	yet	a	man
One	of	these	days	he’ll	make	his	mark
Spark	a	revolution,	take	a	stand
Fightin’	the	fight,	rightin’	those	wrongs
I’ve	gotta	express	it	in	my	songs

He’s	Anthony	Warren,	true	American	patriot
Unfettered	and	free
Livin’	life	like	a	bird
Spreadin’	his	wings	harmoniously

The	singing	did	not	stop	until	Speckler	et	al	had	reached	
their	destination.	It	was	an	eight-hour	trip.	

They	arrived	at	an	underground	garage	as	the	troubadour	
reached	her	stentorian	crescendo:

“Anthony,	 virgin	 prince	 of	 yore/heroic	 figure	 of	 defama-
tion	loooooore.”	

Try	 as	 he	 might,	 Speckler	 could	 not	 will	 himself	 to	 die.	
The	song	had	a	power.	A	terrible	power,	yet	the	driver	and	the	
hulking	man	seemed	unaffected.	

“Okay,	so	where	exactly	am	I?”	Speckler	asked.
“You	 are	 coming	 home,”	 said	 the	 hulking	 man,	 hulk-

ing	 ominously.	 “You	 are	 about	 to	 enter	 the	Anti-Defamation	
League	of	Super	Friends	Against	Defamation.	This	is	a	secret	
society.	For	years	we	have	been	meeting,	uniting	 to	entrench	
our	power.	The	men	and	women	in	here	are	singularly	respon-
sible	for	responding	to	all	the	defamation	that	exists.	They	are,	
you	 see,	 victims.	As	 our	 founding	 member	Anthony	 Warren	
knew,	there	is	far	too	much	defamation	that	exists	in	this	cruel,	
uncaring,	flagitious	world.”		The	Hulking	man	smiled	to	him-
self,	extremely	satisfied	that	his	“word	of	the	day”	calendar	had	
finally	come	in	handy.	

They	 entered	 the	 super-secret	 lair.	 It	 was	 splendorous;	 a	
huge	chandelier	hung	from	the	diamond-encrusted	ceiling	and	
a	magnificent	spread	of	food	was	laid	out,	around	which	people	
milled,	eating	and	chatting.

“I	declare	a	fatwa	…”	said	the	cybernetic	automaton	that	
featured	the	head	of	Nihad	Awad,	former	director	of	CAIR.	“	
…	A	fatwa	of	deliciousness.”	He	popped	another	potato	latke	
into	his	mouth	and	feigned	orgasmic	delight.

Speckler	 walked	 around	 the	 table	 of	 catered	 food,	 spo-
radically	eyeing	the	shrimp	cocktail.	Then	he	remembered	that	
shrimp	 made	 him	 gassy,	 and	 he	 wanted	 to	 make	 a	 good	 im-
pression.	The	scones,	on	the	other	hand,	looked	delicious.	He	
grabbed	a	knife	and	began	buttering	one,	unaware	of	the	man	
who	had	silently	sidled	up	next	to	him.

“My	name	 is	Colin	Farnsworth,”	 the	man	said	 in	a	 thick	
Australian	accent.	“I’m	the	director	of	the	Australian-American	
League.”

“It’s	nice	to	meet	you,”	Speckler	said,	lying.
“You’d	 be	 surprised	 how	 ignorant	 most	 Americans	 are	

about	 their	Australian	cousins.	It’s	a	disgrace.	They	think	it’s	
all,	‘A	dingo	ate	my	baby’	and	bar	fights	with	brown-skinned	
people	and	the	like.	Movies	only	help	to	perpetuate	these	ste-
reotypes,	too.”

“Yes,	 pop	 culture	 can	 be	 very	 insensitive	 sometimes,”	
Speckler	said	while	buttering	his	scone.

Farnsworth’s	eyes	were	attracted	to	the	knife	in	Speckler’s	
hand.	

“You	call	 that	a	knife?”	Farnsworth	asked,	blood	vessels	
exploding	 in	 the	 whites	 of	 his	 eyes.	 “You	 call	 that	 a	 knife,	
mate?”

“Well,	it’s	a	butter	knife,	I	suppose,”	replied	Speckler.
“That’s	not	a	knife;	this	is	a	knife!”
“No	it	isn’t;	that’s	a	banana.”
“Oh!	Well	this	is	a	knife!”
“Actually,	that’s	a	half-eaten	chicken	finger.”
“Well,	what	do	you	have	to	say	to	this?”
“That’s	 a	 knife,	 all	 right.	 But	 you’re	 holding	 it	 by	 the	

blade.”
Sadly,	the	director	of	the	Australian-American	League	had	

once	again	been	foiled	by	a	knife.
A	midget	in	a	beret	sounded	a	gong.	This	meant	one	thing:	

Bill	 Donahue,	 former	 director	 of	 the	 Catholic	 League	 and	
current	 leader	 of	 the	Anti-Defamation	 Super	 Friends	 United	
Against	Defamation,	was	entering	the	room.	Everyone	took	a	
seat	around	a	giant	ivory	table.

“Okay,	you	bastards!	This	is	our	first	meeting	of	the	year,	so	
listen	up	and	listen	good,	‘cause	I’m	only	gonna	say	this	once.	
There	are	a	number	of	tenets	to	being	a	good	anti-defamation	
activist.	First,	you	gotta	hit	‘em	good.	I	mean	below	the	belt,”	
Donahue	 pumped	 his	 fist	 twice	 and	 squeezed	 mock	 testicles	
with	his	steely	claws.	“Make	their	balls	bleed,	you	know?	Like	
when	I	was	protesting	Hollywood	movies	that	were	antichris-
tian.	 I	said	Hollywood	liked	anal	sex.	This	 is	 true.	You	know	
who	runs	Hollyweird?	Secular	Jews,	like	Steven	Spielberg	and	
…	and	Steven	…	Steven	Segal,	that	Jew.	And	don’t	forget	Jon	
Lovitz.	He	basically	runs	Hollyweird.	Yeah,	that’s	the	ticket.”

Anti	Defamation	League	director	Abraham	Foxman	chimed	
in.	“Excuse	me,	but	as	a	Jew,	I	take	offense.”

Donahue’s	eyes	squinted	dramatically,	“So	you	are	learn-
ing,	my	little	covetous	grasshopper.”

“Excuse	me?”	said	Foxman
“Silence!	Allow	me	to	continue.	

We	have	a	newbie	in	our	midst.” Cont’d on 34
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Roeis We
How our Country’s Obsession with Abortion Polarized
Politicians and Sabotaged the Judicial Nomination Process

Of	 all	 the	 issues	 that	 could	 come	 before	 an	American	
judicial	 review,	 only	 one	 has	 managed	 to	 remain	 the	
central	 focus	 of	 our	 national	 dialogue	 vis-a-vis	 our	

Supreme	Court	 for	over	 thirty	years.	Only	one	 issue	has	had	
the	superlative	polarizing	power	to	herd	public	figures	into	one	
of	 two	essential	brands	 for	 the	entirety	of	most	of	our	politi-
cally	cognizant	lives.	Despite	the	importance	of	the	Commerce	
Clause,	 eminent	 domain,	 the	 First	 Amendment,	 the	 Fourth	
Amendment,	 and	 a	 litany	 of	 other	 truly	 prescient	 topics,	 the	
attitudes	about	which	provide	vital	windows	into	the	minds	of	
those	who	would	be	our	leaders,	we	are	caught	in	the	throes	of	
the	little	issue	that	could.	Ladies	and	gentlemen,	we	are	talking	
about	abortion.	You	don’t	see	organizations	like	Catholics	for	
Property	Rights	or	the	West	Texas	Tenth	Amendment	Coalition	
airing	commercials	during	primetime	TV,	but	during	John	Rob-
erts’	 successful	 nomination	 process	 there	 were	 a	 plethora	 of	
pro-choice	ads	intended	to	convince	the	citizenry	that	Roberts	
was	an	anti-abortion	zealot,	 including	a	NARAL	ad	 that	was	
eventually	pulled	for	perpetuating	a	number	of	mistruths	about	
Roberts’	judicial	record.

Not	to	be	outdone,	the	Foundation	for	Life	in	Media	recent-
ly	 released	a	series	of	dramatic	pro-life	commercials.	One	of	
these	ads,	shot	in	stark	black	and	white,	opens	with	a	children’s	
chorus.	“Roe,	Roe,	Roe	v.	Wade,	50	million	lost.	End	abortion	
on	demand,	stop	the	holocaust.”	It’s	a	catchy	little	ditty,	but	one	
that	I	will	refrain	from	singing	in	public	anytime	soon.

The	 abortion	 debate	 is	 to	 discourse	 what	 Madonna	 is	 to	
music:	 old,	 over-hyped,	 and	 monotonous.	Anytime	 there	 is	 a	
new	judicial	nominee,	the	abortion	debate	comes	front	and	cen-
ter	while	the	two	political	parties	head	toward	the	fringes.	But	
it	didn’t	used	to	be	this	way.	It	was	only	recently	that	the	abor-
tion	debate	became	overly	politicized.

Before	the	mid-‘80s,	Democrats	did	not	rally	behind	pro-

choice	 platitudes.	 The	 list	 of	 Democrats	 who	 once	 argued	
against	abortion	is	expansive;	it	includes	liberal	luminaries	like	
Ted	 Kennedy	 and	 Jesse	 Jackson,	 and	 social-issue	 moderates	
like	Al	Gore.

In	 1971,	 Kennedy	 made	 his	 pro-life	 sentiments	 known:	
“While	 the	 deep	 concern	 of	 a	 woman	 bearing	 an	 unwanted	
child	merits	consideration	and	sympathy,	it	is	my	personal	feel-
ing	that	the	legalization	of	abortion	on	demand	is	not	in	accor-
dance	with	 the	value	which	our	civilization	places	on	human	
life.	Wanted	or	unwanted,	I	believe	that	human	life,	even	at	its	
earliest	stages,	has	certain	rights	which	must	be	recognized	--	
the	right	to	be	born,	the	right	to	love,	the	right	to	grow	old.”

In	1977,	Jackson	wrote	an	article	for	the	Right to Life News, 
in	which	he	drew	a	distinction	between	private	and	public	acts:		
“There	are	those	who	argue	that	the	right	to	privacy	is	of	higher	
order	than	the	right	to	life.	I	do	not	share	that	view.	I	believe	
that	life	is	not	private,	but	rather	it	is	public	and	universal.”

Not	 to	 be	 outdone,	 Gore	 blasted	 abortion	 in	 1984:	 “It	 is	
my	deep	personal	conviction	that	abortion	is	wrong.	I	hope	that	
some	day	we	will	see	the	current	outrageously	large	number	of	
abortions	drop	sharply.	[...]	Let	me	assure	you	that	I	share	your	
belief	that	innocent	human	life	must	be	protected	[...]”

Prior	to	the	Reagan	administration,	it	was	fairly	common	
to	hear	Democrats	voice	opposition	to	abortion.	Less	common,	
but	historically	as	important,	was	the	number	of	moderate	Re-
publicans	who	championed	legalizing	abortion.	Former	Oregon	
Senator	 Bob	 Packwood,	 for	 example,	 sponsored	 the	 first	 na-
tional	abortion	legislation	during	the	1970-71	session.	

This	 curious	 morphing	 of	 political	 philosophy	 can	 be	
traced,	almost	as	if	 in	an	arc,	alongside	the	evolution	of	pub-
lic	opinion	corresponding	to	the	ever-intensifying	stratification	
between	the	two	parties,	grounded	in	attitudes	toward	social	is-
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sues,	that	has	been	at	work	most	significantly	since	the	1980’s.	
It	is	inadequate	to	view	this	trend	as	a	strictly	good	or	bad	one.
Views	change	as	political	expediency	dictates.	This	 is	simply	
how	politicians	operate;	it’s	like	breathing	or	farting	to	them.	
Therefore,	 the	debate	 is	 little	more	than	an	artifice,	 like	most	
political	 rhetoric.	 It	 is	 a	 peg	on	which	 to	 hang	political	 alle-
giances.	Need	to	raise	questions	about	a	judicial	nominee	or	the	

President	who	nominated	
him?	 Bring	 up	 abortion.		
It’s	 quick,	 simple	 and	
doesn’t	 burn	 too	 many	
brain	 cells.	 It	 has	 a	nice	
emotional	 underpinning	
to	it	that	people	inherent-
ly	understand.	Today,	the	
abortion	 debate	 is	 more	
about	 scoring	 politi-
cal	 points	 than	 anything	
else.	And	the	only	way	to	
score	 points	 is	 to	 define	

yourself,	or	re-define	yourself,	as	having	beliefs	antithetical	to	
those	of	your	political	opponents.	Hence	the	flip-floppery.

Roe v. Wade	remains	controversial	because	it	encapsulates	
the	so-called	culture	wars.	Never	mind	the	constitutional	valid-
ity	of	the	decision	itself,	which	even	a	number	of	Wade	support-
ers	agree	was	created	from	whole	cloth.	

A	keen	eye	 toward	 real	political	 expediency	yields	 these	
truths:

First,	of	course	anyone	Bush	nominates	will	be	conserva-
tive.	This	is	like	saying	the	sky	is	blue,	or	that	Samuel	L.	Jack-
son	will	always	want	and	subsequently	get	some	of	that	tasty	
beverage.	This	means	that,	more	likely	than	not,	Alito	is	among	
the	many	who	disagree	with	the	Roe v. Wade	decision.	This	does	
not	mean	he	will	overturn	it.	There	are	a	number	of	moderate	
or	 liberal	 legal	scholars	who	hold	the	same	belief.	Let	us	not	

forget	 that	 Justice	 Ruth	
Bader	 Ginsberg	 faced	
criticism	 from	 feminists	
during	 her	 nomination	
process	due	to	comments	
she	had	made	criticizing	
the	Wade	ruling.	

Second,	 if	 Wade	
were	overturned	it	would	
not	 automatically	 mean	
that	 abortion	 would	 be	
illegal.	 Prior	 to	 the	 ’73	
ruling,	 abortion	 laws	

were	left	to	the	states.	Many	states	had	already	legalized	abor-
tion	and	many	more	were	contemplating	doing	the	same.	The	
paramount	reason	Ginsberg	voiced	criticism	of	the	Wade	ruling	
was	specifically	because	she	felt	the	Supreme	Court’s	purview	
did	not	extend	 to	 that	domain.	 If	 states	had	been	 left	 to	 their	
own	 devices,	 many	 argue,	 this	 would	 not	 have	 been	 the	 cul-
tural	firebrand	it	has	been	for	the	past	three	decades,	and	people	
wouldn’t	 have	 a	 failsafe	 example	of	 activist	 judges	 “legislat-
ing	from	the	bench”.	The	main	concern,	however,	is	that	there	
are	approximately	30	states	that	have	anti	abortion	statutes	of	
one	form	or	another.	 	Naturally,	this	is	a	concern	for	the	pro-
choice	crowd,	which	seems	to	have	a	preternatural	aversion	to	
direct	democracy	concerning	the	abortion	issue,	despite	strong	
evidence	 indicating	 that	more	and	more	Americans	hold	pro-
choice	sentiments.

Third,	 Roe v. Wade	 will	 not	 be	 overturned.	 Despite	 Sen.	
Arlen	 Specter’s	 decla-
ration	 that	 there	 is	 a	 hi-
erarchy	 of	 precedents,	
super	 precedents	 and	
super-duper	 precedents,	
it	 would	 be	 ruinous	 for	
the	Republicans	 to	over-
turn	 the	 most	 famous	
Supreme	 Court	 case	 of	
the	 past	 35	 years.	 The	
primary	reason	legalized	
abortion	is	still	the	defin-
ing	 factor	 of	 the	 culture	
wars	is	because	it	was	decided	by	the	judiciary	and	not	by	leg-
islators	or	the	people.	

The	Alito	nomination	should	raise	a	number	of	questions,	
as	all	judicial	nominees	do.	In	a	world	of	unconstitutional	wire-
taps,	we	should	 take	a	moment	 to	ask	our	prospective	 judges	
the	important	questions.	But	should	abortion	be	the	most	press-
ing	concern,	the	litmus	test?	Should	it	be	the	factor	determining	
whether	a	judicial	nominee	is	suitable?	If	you	want	to	play	that	
game,	then	you	should	become	a	political	strategist	and	spend	
your	time	trying	to	figure	out	ways	to	paint	your	opponent	as	
either	 a	 baby-killing	 Nazi	 or	 a	 women-hating	 religious	 zeal-
ot.	The	rest	of	us	should	realize	that	this	debate	is	merely	the	
construct	of	pandering	politicians	and	 special	 interest	groups	
preserving	their	existence.	Now	what	are	Alito’s	views	on	the	
Commerce	Clause?

Tyler Graf, hot ‘n’ ready, is Editor Emeritus of the OregOn COm-
mentatOr.
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The abortion debate is to discourse what Madon-
na is to music: old, over-hyped, and monotonous.
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the	 young	 girl’s	 life.	 At	
that	 moment	 in	 time	 the	

number	of	drunk	driving-related	deaths	had	 reached	 its	high-
est	point	in	history;	legions	of	outraged	citizens	rallied	around	
Lightner	and	her	cause	to	make	sense	of	tragedy.	A	movement	
was	forged	with	the	intent	of	waging	a	public	awareness	cam-
paign;	the	goal	was	to	reduce	the	yearly	tally	of	drunk	driving-
related	deaths	by	20	percent	over	 the	course	of	 twenty	years.	
Soon	every	elementary	school	child	in	the	country	had	learned	
about	drunk	driving;	a	gradual	decline	in	the	number	of	these	
deaths	began	immediately.

Since	then	they’ve	been	twisting	statistics	and	manipulat-
ing	research	 to	back	up	 their	political	views,	growing	from	a	
handful	 of	Californian	mothers	 to	 a	 beastly	 lobbying	organi-
zation	that	just	won’t	die.	Lightner	disowned	the	organization	
long	 ago	 and	 has	 publicly	 distanced	 herself	 from	 its	 current	
agenda.	Presently	the	Mothers	Against	Drunk	Driving	organi-
zation	is	headed	by	a	man	named	Glynn	Birch,	a	beatific	smil-
ing	 face	 of	 utter	 malevolence	 with	 a	 knack	 for	 raising	 funds	
from	churches	and	other	groups	with	confused	notions	of	 the	
meaning	of	public	morality	and	well-being.

The	National	Minimum	Drinking	Age	Act	of	1984	was	a	
coup	d’etat	 for	MADD	on	any	number	of	 levels:	 as	 an	orga-
nization	it	was	an	evolution	from	public	awareness	campaign	
to	political	power	player;	as	a	 feat	of	moral	posturing	 it	 suc-
cessfully	equated	the	unrelated	concepts	of	drunk	driving	and	
teenage	drinking	in	the	minds	of	many	Americans;	as	a	political	
event	it	was	that	rarity	of	American	politics	in	which	national-
level	coordination	effectuated	the	passage	of	law	in	fifty	state	

legislatures—in	many	cases	against	the	wishes	of	those	state’s	
constituencies.	Proponents	of	the	law	claimed	that	it	worked	to	
curtail	high	levels	of	drunk	driving,	despite	research	contrary	
to	the	effectiveness	of	the	change.		The	problem	of	drunk	driv-
ing	has	decreased	since	then,	but	claims	to	causal	relationship	
between	the	law	and	the	trend	are	specious:	this	gradual	decline	
began	in	1980,	and	took	place	across	the	entire	population,	not	
just	those	between	the	ages	of	18	and	21.		The	decrease	was	a	
result	of	public	awareness	campaigns	causing	changes	in	soci-
etal	expectations,	despite	what	MADD	would	have	you	think.

MADD	can	be	credited	for	having	a	part	in	the	reduction	
of	drunk	driving	deaths,	but	in	the	mid-90’s	these	results	began	
to	level	off,	suggesting	that	the	remaining	problem	drivers	just	
don’t	respond	to	the	public	marketing	that	dissuades	everyone	
else.		MADD	was	successful	enough	to	reach	their	year	2000	
goal	of	a	20	percent	decrease	in	alcohol-related	deaths	by	1997.		
It	was	at	about	this	point	that	the	individuals	running	MADD	
became	even	more	insensible,	switching	their	methods	to	focus	
not	on	the	problem	drunkard	but	the	moderate	and	responsible	
consumer	of	 adult	 beverages.	 	More	 recently	MADD	has	 es-
calated	its	agenda	further	still,	coercing	each	of	the	fifty	states	
into	lowering	the	legal	Blood	Alcohol	Content	level	to	operate	
a	motor	vehicle	from	.1	to	.08	percent—a	level	well	below	that	
of	inebriation	to	the	point	of	impairment,	a	senseless	law	that	
has	 resulted	 in	 the	 arrest	 and	 ruination	 of	 lives	 of	 countless	
upstanding	American	citizens.	

Look	to	countries	in	Europe	for	an	example	of	reasonable	
drinking	laws	in	action.		Comparing	the	numbers	of	these	sta-
tistics,	however,	is	made	rather	difficult	by	varying	definitions,	
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mentally-	and	physically-oriented	
flirting	 maneuvers.	 	 You	 collect	

these	maneuvers	(along	with	Axe	products	that	help	you	along)	
while	playing	the	game.		Your	initial	set	of	moves	is	enough	to	
win	her	over,	eventually.

After	about	20	minutes,	I	felt	like	I	was	slowly	being	turned	
into	 a	 stalker.	You	 have	 to	 match	 your	 flirting	 characteristics	
with	 the	characteristics	she	responds	 to.	 	There	are	five	char-
acteristics,	represented	by	colors	and	symbols	(hilariously,	the	
system	is	a	lot	like	Magic: The Gathering),	and	she	indicates	
the	ones	 she	 responds	 to	by	 the	way	she	flirts	back.	 	There’s	
a	compass	to	help	you	determine	which	direction	to	go,	so	to	
speak.		Physical	and	mental	maneuvers	that	she	will	respond	to	
are	not	necessarily	in	the	same	direction.	Virtual	women	are	so	
complicated!

Finally,	as	my	wife	would	put	 it,	 like	“the	 icky	guy	who	
won’t	take	no	for	an	answer,”	I	managed	to	figure	out	what	but-
tons	to	push	–	er,	flick	-	er,	click	–	and	finally	found	a	way	to	
score.			So	what	did	I	get	for	winning	her	over?			Did	she	strip?		
No.		Did	she	take	me	home?		No.		Did	I	get	virtually	laid?		Not	
that,	either.		Instead,	I	was	taken	back	to	the	screen	to	select	a	
style	and	go	back	and	flirt	with	some	other	girl.		Some	reward.

The	 game	 isn’t	 very	 sophisticated.	 Even	 a	 guy	 like	 me,	
who	usually	has	a	hard	time	picking	up	signals	from	women,	

was	able	to	win	over	a	few	hot	3D	cartoon	girls.		The	screen	is	
relatively	static,	with	the	only	movement	being	some	gestures	
from	the	girl.		There	are	some	sounds	from	her,	as	well…	like	
“ooh,	you’re	a	bad	boy”	and	“is	it	getting	hot	in	here?”			Basi-
cally,	if	it’s	a	cliché,	the	girls	say	it.

During	gameplay	there	is	music	playing	in	the	background,	
popular	stuff	that’s	on	the	rock	stations	right	now.		That	was	the	
best	part	–	the	background	music	is	actually	stuff	I	tend	to	lis-
ten	to.		You	can	click	on	little	musical	notes	on	screen	and	see	
who	the	band	is	and	what	the	name	of	the	song	is.	Amazing.

The good:
In-game	music	doesn’t	suck.
Doesn’t	really	promote	rape	culture.
Will	not	serve	as	primary	catalyst	for	the	rapture.
Better	than	TV	commercials	for	Axe.

The bad:
Graphics	are	so	‘90s.
Laura	is	as	naked	as	they	get-	which	is	to	say,	not	at	all.
Gameplay	is	void	of	entertaining	elements.

Overall:		3/10

‘Mojo’ from 17

Jump

not	to	mention	definitions	that	over-inflate	the	statistics.	In	an	
environment	where	drinking	is	available	at	an	earlier	age,	and	
looked	 at	 as	 neither	 a	 terrible	 poison	 nor	 a	 magical	 potion,	
drinking	 consumption	 increases	 in	 quantity	 (which	 is	 to	 say	
that	Europeans	have	higher,	more	consistent	 tolerance	 levels)	
but	 decreases	 in	 number	 of	 alcohol-related	 problems	 (which	
is	to	say	that	in	Europe—	excepting	the	former	Soviet-sphere	
countries,	 which	 have	 their	 own	 dysfunctions—alcoholism	
does	not	pose	 the	 threat	 that	 it	does	here).	Let	 the	kids	drink	
in	a	bar	where	it’s	not	a	criminal	act	and	where	bartenders	are	
expected	 to	 cut	 off	 individuals	 before	 they	get	 overly	 intoxi-
cated—	it	will	eventuate	in	a	more	functional,	less	traumatized	
society	in	the	course	of	a	generation.

Most	studies	in	the	U.S.	are	implemented	under	the	influ-
ence	of	prohibitionist	activist	groups	like	MADD	or	the	Wom-
en’s	Prohibition	League,	which	is	well-known	for	its	consistent	
twisting	of	science	and	statistics.		In	keeping	with	their	inclina-
tion	to	spread	the	impression	that	kids	are	having	more	fun	than	
they	should	be,	the	definition	of	binge	drinking	in	most	U.S.-
based	studies	is	five	drinks	in	a	night.	For	most	seasoned	male	
drinkers,	this	equates	to	about	a	mild	buzz.		In	other	parts	of	the	
world,	a	drinking	stint	characterized	as	a	binge	would	usually	
take	place	over	several	days,	and	is	defined	as	a	behavior	caus-
ing	the	user	to	neglect	work	or	other	responsibilities.

MADD	is	an	organization	borne	out	of	tragedy;	everyone	
can	sympathize	with	the	emotional	pain	of	its	founder,	who	lost	
a	child	to	an	event	that	never	ought	to	have	taken	place.	MADD	
and	other	organizations	whose	business	is	moral	grandstanding	
have	now	come	to	play	upon	the	confusion	of	ideas	that	arises	

in	 such	 moments	 of	 empathy.	 In	 a	 democracy	 such	 as	 ours,	
over	two	hundred	years	old,	if	there	is	one	lesson	we	ought	to	
have	learned	by	now	it	is	that	organizations	are	just	like	organ-
isms:	they	seek	their	own	life,	their	own	growth,	and	their	own	
advancement,	to	the	detriment	of	everything	else	if	necessary.	
Anyone	who	has	ever	taken	in	an	abused	animal	for	a	pet	can	
perceive	that	creatures	born	to	misery	continue	to	understand	
new	 events	 through	 the	 original	 filters	 of	 pain	 and	 suffering.	
MADD	and	organizations	like	it	are	incapable	of	perceiving	the	
decency	of	 social	 rituals	 involving	 joy—	most	 especially	 joy	
facilitated	with	intoxicants.	Parading	as	moralists,	they	seek	to	
undermine	our	 culture’s	 social	 life—	an	 immoral	 aim	 if	 ever	
there	was	one.	They	do	not	seek	this	goal	in	a	straightforward	
fashion	through	dialogue,	but	rather	by	crippling	our	public	in-
stitutions—	our	 legislatures	and	our	 schools—	and	 rendering	
them	incapable	of	acting	in	rational	self-interest.	If	the	attitudes	
held	by	members	of	MADD	and	other	 fanatical	 neo-prohibi-
tionist	groups	prevail,	then	in	another	20	years	the	only	accept-
able	BAC	for	driving	will	be	 two	zeros	and	 the	drinking	age	
will	be	raised	to	25.

	 	And	 you	 know	 what?	 18-year	 old	 college	 students	
will	still	be	drinking	in	their	dorm	rooms.

Ty Davis is a sophomore majoring in Journalism at the
University of Oregon and a staff writer for the OregOn

COmmentatOr.
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Debate Over Westmore-
land Sale Continues

On	 October	 20,	 2005,	 residents	
of	 the	 University	 owned	 West-
moreland	 Apartments	 were	 in-

formed	via	letter	from	Mike	Eyster,	In-
terim	Vice	President	for	Student	Affairs	
and	Director	of	University	Housing,	that	
their	apartment	complex	was	being	sold	
and	 leveled	 to	 raise	 money	 for	 mainte-
nance	or	possibly	construction	of	a	new	
residence	 hall.	 The	 announcement	 has	
sparked	a	huge	local	controversy,	stem-
ming	primarily	from	those	living	in	the	
Westmoreland	area,	as	it	is	the	least	ex-
pensive	 University-owned	 housing	 op-
tion.	 Currently,	 the	 University	 plans	 to	
relocate	 the	 families	with	children	who	
are	currently	residing	in	Westmoreland	to	
Spencer	View	Apartments	 while	 charg-
ing	 them	 the	 same	 rate	previously	paid	
at	Westmoreland.	The	student	senate	has	
officially	opposed	the	sale	and	has	begun	
putting	pressure	on	the	administration	to	
change	its	course.
Our Take:	Wrapping	one’s	head	around	
the	 Westmoreland	 situation	 is,	 at	 this	
point,	 almost	 impossible.	 On	 one	 side	
you	have	the	University	administration,	
which	 has	 been	 equivocal	 about	 their	
reasoning	concerning	the	proposed	sale.	
On	 the	 other	 side,	 you	 have	 the	 West-
moreland	 tenants	 –	 primarily	 graduate	
students	 –	 whose	 hyperbolic	 language	
gives	the	impression	that	once	the	West-
moreland	sale	occurs	they	will	be	desti-
tute,	living	on	the	streets,	huddled	in	one	
over-educated	mass.	

Who	 do	 we	 trust?	 We	 have	 never	
been	a	publication	that	has	trusted	what	
the	University	tells	us,	for	good	reason.		
Bing	Li,	chair	of	the	Westmoreland	Ten-
ants	 Council,	 gives	 us	 more	 reason	 to	
distrust	 the	 University.	 She	 claims	 that	
the	 administration	 changed	 its	 story	
as	 to	 why	 the	 sale	 was	 necessary,	 first	
claiming	 that	 the	sale	was	required	due	
to	 a	 litany	 of	 reasons,	 including	 high	
maintenance	costs	and	anticipated	struc-
tural	 problems.	 Later,	 the	 administra-
tion	 claimed	 that	 selling	Westmoreland	
would	 simply	 be	 a	 wise	 business	 deci-
sion.	 Indeed,	 it	might	 be;	 it’s	 no	 secret	
that	 the	 University	 is	 facing	 a	 budget	
crunch,	 which	 necessitates	 new	 rev-

enue	 streams	 for	 the	 maintenance	 and	
construction	 of	 buildings	 on	 campus.	
However,	 the	 University	 administration	
needs	to	be	open	about	its	intentions.		As	
is	so	often	the	case,	the	administration	is	
back	peddling	in	the	face	of	opposition.	
Moseley,	a	landlord	himself	who	rents	to	
college	students,	has	stated	flatly	that	the	
University	is	not	in	the	business	of	sub-
sidizing	students’	housing.	It	remains	to	
be	seen	how	this	will	pan	out.	Read	the	
next	 issue	of	 the	Commentator	for	an	
in-depth	 story	 about	 the	brewing	West-
moreland	brouhaha.

Oregon Football Team 
Loses Game

Oregon	lost	17-14	to	the	Oklaho-
ma	Sooners	in	the	2005	Holiday	
Bowl.	 The	 unranked	 Sooners	

essentially	 matched	 or	 beat	 the	 fifth-
ranked	Ducks	in	nearly	every	statistical	
category.	Head	coach	Mike	Belloti	rotat-
ed	 quarterbacks,	 pulling	 starting	 Quar-
terback	 Dennis	 Dixon	 out	 after	 a	 first	
quarter	touchdown	drive.	
An Editor’s Take: I	 watched	 the	 Fi-
esta	 Bowl	 at	 the	 Highlands	 Pub	 and	 in	
case	 you	 were	 one	 of	 the	 many	 people	
there	 to	 cheer	 for	 the	Ducks,	 I	was	 the	
loud,	 obnoxious	 jerk	 who	 wailed	 once	
the	 game	 had	 been	 decided.	 The	 only	
tragedy	on	December	29th	greater	 than	
the	egg	the	Ducks	laid	on	the	field	was	
my	own	loss	of	composure	and	dignity.	
What	a	disaster.

If	blame	 is	 to	be	placed	on	anyone	
for	the	loss	to	Oklahoma,	it	must	squarely	
be	placed	on	the	shoulders	of	head	coach	
Mike	Belloti.	For	 the	third	Ducks	drive	
of	 the	 game,	 Belloti	 replaced	 starting	
quarterback	 Dennis	 Dixon	 with	 Brady	
Leaf.	 As	 in	 previous	 weeks,	 this	 was	
part	 of	 the	 Ducks	 gameplan:	 by	 split-
ting	 time	 between	 the	 two	 players,	 the	
Ducks	presented	opposing	defenses	with	
two	unique	looks	and	kept	the	coaching	
staff	from	having	to	make	the	tough	de-
cision	of	picking	one	of	 the	 two	as	 the	
primary	 quarterback.	 This	 had	 worked	
against	the	inferior	Pac-10	defenses	Or-
egon	 had	 played	 since	 Kellen	 Clemens	
was	 injured	against	Arizona	–	only	one	
of	the	four	teams,	Cal,	was	in	the	top-50	
for	team	defense.	But	against	Oklahoma,	

a	team	with	a	top-15	defense,	an	experi-
enced	coach,	and	a	chip	on	its	shoulder,	
this	quarterback-shuffling	gimmick	sim-
ply	wouldn’t	fly.

Quarterback	controversies	are	com-
mon	in	football.	It’s	the	most	important	
(and	 conspicuous)	 position	 on	 a	 team.	
But	 controversies	 usually	 arise	 when	
one	 player	 is	 underperforming	 or	 com-
ing	back	from	injury,	not	when	two	play-
ers	are	nearly	equivalent	 in	ability.	The	
old	adage	of	“when	you	have	two	quar-
terbacks,	you	have	none”	didn’t	apply	to	
this	 Duck	 team.	 Indeed,	 both	 Leaf	 and	
Dixon	are	talented	enough	to	be	starting	
for	nearly	any	team	in	Division	I-A.	Per-
haps	a	new	adage	is	needed:	“when	you	
have	 two	quarterbacks,	pick	one	before	
you	 screw	 up	 both.”	 Eventually	 Belloti	
did	alter	the	rotation,	but	the	damage	to	
Dixon’s	 rhythm	 and	 timing	 was	 done.	
The	Sooner	defense	seemed	to	be	sniff-
ing	out	Oregon’s	plays	before	they	even	
started,	and	there	was	little	Dixon	could	
do	with	either	his	legs	or	his	arms.	Leaf	
had	a	superb	drive	late	in	the	game,	but	
an	ill-advised	throw	deep	in	Sooner	ter-
ritory	led	to	an	interception	and	Sooner	
victory.

And	so	ended	one	of	the	best	seasons	
in	Ducks	football	history,	leaving	fans	to	
only	wonder	what	if.	What	if	Dixon	had	
stayed	in	all	game?	What	 if	All-Ameri-
can	 DT	 and	 possible	 superhero	 Haloti	
Ngata	had	not	been	 forced	 to	 leave	 the	
game	 thanks	 to	 the	 dirty	 Sooner	 offen-
sive	 line?	What	 if	 Kellen	 Clemens	 had	
never	 been	 injured?	 We’ll	 never	 know,	
but	 at	 least	we	 can	 say	 “there’s	 always	
next	year.”

Oregon Basketball 
Team Loses Many Games

The	Ducks	basketball	team’s	overall	
record	now	stands	at	8-8	while	their	Pac-
10	 total	 at	 2-2.	 The	 Ducks	 started	 the	
season	strong,	winning	four	home	games	
in	a	 row	against	non-conference	 teams.	
But	 after	 a	 heartbreaking	 last-second	
loss	in	Vanderbilt,	the	wheels	came	off.	
A	 14-point	 loss	 to	 Georgetown	 looked	
mild	 compared	 to	 the	 89-59	 beatdown	
Oregon	received	a	week	later	from	then-
#10	 Illinois.	
The	 Ducks	
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7 o’clock in the morning and the rays from the sun wake me | I’m stretching and yawning in a bed that don’t belong to me | Then a voice yells “good morn-
ing darling” from the bathroom | Then she comes out and kisses me and to my surprise she isn’t you | Now I’ve got this dumb look on my face like “what 
have I done”? | How could I be so stupid to have been laid in to the morning sun | Must have lost the track of time, oh what was on my mind? | From the club 
went to her home, didn’t plan to stay that long | Here I am quickly trying to put on my clothes | Searching for my car keys trying to get on up out the door | 
Then she stretched her hands in front of me | Said “you can’t go this way” | Looked at her like she was crazy | Said “woman move out my way” | I Said “I 
got a wife at home” | She said “please don’t go out there” | “Lady I’ve got to get home” | She said her husband was coming from the stairs | “?? quiet, hurry 
up and get in the closet” | She said “don’t you make a sound or some ____ is going down | I Said “why don’t I just go out the window” | “yes, except for one 
thing, we’re on the 5th floor” | Think, think… “quick put me in the closet” | And now I’m in this darkest closet trying to figure out | Just how I’m gonna get 
my crazy ass out this house | And he walks in and yells “I’m home” | She says “honey I’m in the room” | He walks in there with a smile on his face saying 
“honey I’ve been missing you” | She hops all over him and says “I’ve cooked and ran your bathwater” | I’m telling you now this girl is so good she deserves 
an Oscar | The girl’s in the bed he starts snatching her clothes off | I’m in the closet like man, what the f_ck is going on? | You’re not going to believe it but 
things get deeper as the story goes on | Next thing you know a call comes through on my cell phone | I tried my best to quickly put it on vibrate | But from 
the way he acted I could tell it was too late | He hopped up and said “there’s a mystery going on and I’m going to solve it” | And I’m like “God please don’t 
let this man open his closet” | He walks in the bathroom and looks behind the door | She says “baby come back to bed” | He says “say no more” | He pulls 
back the shower curtain while she’s biting her nails | Then he walks back to the room. Right now I’m sweating like hell | Checks under the bed (bed) | then 
under the dresser (dresser) | He looks at the closet (closet) | I pull out my berretta (berretta) | He walks up to the closet (closet) | He’s close up to the closet 
(closet) | Now he’s at the closet (closet) | Now he’s opening the closet (closet, closet, closet) | Well now he’s staring at me like as if he was staring in the mir-
ror | She yells, “Honey let me explain” | He says, “You don’t have to go no further” | “I can clearly see what’s going on behind my back, in my bed, in my 
home” | Then I said, “wait a minute now hold on” | I said, “Mister we can work this out” | She said “honey don’t lose control” | I tried to get him to calm 
down | He said “oh I should have known | That you would go and do some bogus shit up in my house | But the Christian in me gave you the benefit of the 
doubt” | I said “we need to resolve this” | And he stepped to me I’m like “whoa | There’s a reason I’m in this closet” | He says “yeah? What are you talking 
clothes?” | “I met this girl at the bodja club and she told me she didn’t have a man” | Then he said “man please I’d kill you if you didn’t have that gun in your 
hand” | And then I said “but your chick chose me” | He said “don’t give me that mack shit please” | His phone goes off and then things get a little more inter-
esting | He steps a little closer I point my gun and say “I’m not the one you after” | He says “something I bet you didn’t know my man… Did she tell you that 
I was a pastor?” | I said “well good that’s better right? Why can’t we handle this Christian-like?” | And I started to put the gun down until I saw his face still 
had a frown | She started crying “saying “baby I’m sorry” | Then he said “baby not as sorry as you’re gonna be” | I started inching out | He says “no I want 
you to see this” | He said “I gotta get out this house, and not ‘til I reveal this secret” | I’m like “what is going on inside his head?” | Then he takes his phone 
and calls someone up himself | “Hello” (hello?) | “Baby?” (aha) | “Turn the car around” (what’s going on over there?) | “Listen, I just need for you to get right 
back here now” | He looks at me and says “well since we’re all coming out the closet | I’m not about to be the only one that’s broken-hearted” | She said “what 
do you mean?” | He said “just wait and see” | I said “somebody better talk to me” | And then his phone rings | He picks up and somebody says “sweetheart 
I’m downstairs” | And he’s like “I’ll buzz you up | I’m on the 5th floor hurry take the stairs” | And I’m like “who is this mystery lady that you’re talking to?” 
| And he says “in time you both will know the shocking truth | Baby this is something I’ve been wanting to get off my chest for a long, long time” | And I said 
“nigga I’m gonna shoot you both if you don’t say what’s on your mind” | He said “wait I hear somebody coming up the stairs” | And I’m looking at the door 
| He says “I think you better sit down in the chair” | I said “I’m gonna count to 4” | “1…” | he says “mister wait!” | “2…” | he says “please don’t shoot” | “3…” 
| “he says “don’t shoot me” | “4…” | She screams | Then a knock on the door | The gun’s in my hand | He opens the door | I’ll be goddammned it’s a man | 
(man… man… man…) |  Here we are. The four of us... | In total shock... Me and her. | I closed my mouth and swallowed spit, | And I’m thinking to myself, 
“This is some deep shit!” | And I said “So you’re gonna tell me he’s the one he’s been talking to?” | He says, “Yes”, I say, “No”, he says, “Yes”, I say, “No”, 
he says, “It’s the truth!” |  | I said, “All of ya’ll ass is crazy, let me up out this door, | Because this is way more than I bargained for” | She says, “Wait, I’m 
sure we can all fix this” | Then I said, “I’m late, plus I ain’t gotta damn thing to do with this!” | But then she said, “Wouldn’t you just like to know how 
it all began?” | Then I thought to myself, and said, ‘Quick, you got three minutes’ | Then it got real quiet, I said, “Somebody 
start talking” |  | She said, “My God, Rufus! I’ve got just one question, | how could you do something like this? I’m so 
hurt!” | He looked at her and said, “Bitch please, you’ve got your nerves | With all your club hoppin’, lyin’ when you 
said you was shoppin’. | And now here you are in our home, and you’re callin’ me wrong.” |  | “Okay you busted me! And 
that much I agree, you caught me cheatinggg! | But this is a little extreme!” |  | He said, “You are my wife sleeping behind my 
back. | And now I come home and you got him in the closet, how extreme is that?!” | And she said, “But she’s a he!” | And he 
said, “Please, you can’t judge me” | She said, “But this is crazy!” | And I said, “Stop arguing! | I did not stay here to hear you chew 
each other out, | So get to the point, or I swear I’m out!” |  | “Excuse me, please, but I think I can explain what’s going on in here. | 
My name is Chuck and I been knowing Rufus about a year, | At midnight creeping around there not staying around to standing living 
in hell, sleepin in and out of hotels...” | I said, “Brother, spare the details!” | Then Rufus said, “Chuck, please! Don’t say nothing else!” 
| Then she screams, “Rufus you son of a bitch,” | He says, “Cathy, go to hell!” | I said, “I thought you said your name was Mary, that what 
you said at the party. | Man this is gettin scary imma shoot some- body!” | Then Rufus start yelling and screaming saying, “Cathy, this is all 
your fault!” | She throws a pillow at him and says, “You were creep- ing too, the only difference is you didn’t get caught!” | Chuck screamed 
out, “We’re in love!” | Cathy says, “Love my ass!” | Rufus said thei’re getting married then I shoot one in the air! | I said, “Not another one of you 
sons of bitches say a word! | Cuz all this shit I’m goin thru is unheard!” | I grabbed my cellular | I said, “This is so wrong,” | I call up my home, | And 
a man picks up the phone phone phone phone.....  |  | Now I’m dashin home | Doin 85 | Swervin lane to lane | Wit fire in my eyes | I got a million thoughts | 
Runnin through my mind | I’m thinkin about what imma do and who I’m gonna do it to when I get home | How could I have been so blind | And then I look 
in my rear view | I cannot believe this | (Whoo whoo whoo) | Damn, here comes a police man | He drove right up on me and flashed his light | Then I pulled 
over without thinkin twice | He hopped out the car and walked over to me | And said license and registration please | I looked up at him and said | Officer, is 
there somethin’ wrong | He said no, except you were were doin 85 in a 60 mile zone | Then I said officer | Let me explain please | Ya see the truth of the mat-
ter is | Is that I have an emergency | He said no excuses | And no exception | I said this is some bull...as he gave me the ticket | Said have a nice day and walked 
away | I said yeah right and drove away | Then I turned my radio on | And did 70 all the way home | I pulled up in the driveway | Hopped out and slammed 
the car door | Then go in through the back | Bust up in the house and she screamin | Whats all that for | Then I’m like woman I called this house | And a man 
picked up my phone | Then she said calm down | Did you forget | My brother Twan came home | Oh... | And thats all I could say was oh | Wit a stupid look 
on my face | Said I forgot he came home today | And she said thats okay | Because honey I understand | She said you dont have to explain | Then I took her 
by the hand | I kissed her and then we went to the room | Then I turned some music on | Apologized one more time | Then went down and start gettin it on | 
And she started bitin her lip | Grabbing me and makin noise | Now we makin love and she’s my ear whisperin | It’s all yours | I said I love you | And she said 
I love ya, too | Then a tear fell up out my eye | Then I called her my sunshine | And then she looked at me | And said baby go deeper please | And thats when 
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tion	 those	 sweet	 minivans.	
And	hey,	you	just	might	get	

a	free	suit	out	of	it.
Step 4: Make midnight booty calls to your Professor’s cell 
phone. Pray.
This	may	get	you	arrested,	but	hey,	you	are	Robo-tripping	like	
an	eagle	and	amped	up	with	Sparks,	in	the	full	saving	grace	of	
the	blood	of	Jesus	Christ--	those	cops	aren’t	even	real,	man--	
you’re	of	a	completely	different	realm.

Step 5: Sparks, again.
Also,	consider	 investing	 in	a	pacemaker.	Or	some	emergency	
Adrenaline	syringes.
Step 6: Acquire a severe learning disability, or learn to fake 
one convincingly.
Professors	are	 required	 to	give	 special	 attention	and/or	privi-
leges	to	those	with	ADD,	“test	anxiety	disorder”,	or	other	po-
tential	academic	success	hindering	conditions.	Try	OCD.	HPV	
has	 been	 rumored	 to	 work	 as	 well,	 particularly	 if	 contracted	

Speckler	 buried	 his	
head	in	his	hands.

“Okay,	number	two:	No	matter	how	much	they	hurt	your	
cause,	you	gotta	hurt	them	even	worse.	Don’t	simply	take	of-
fense,	make	offense.	Don’t	be	a	fag	about	it.”

“Whaaaaaa!?”	screamed	the	director	of	GLAAD.	
“Whatever,”	said	Donahue.	”Why	don’t	you	prance	through	

a	field	of	blooming	penises	and	wilting	fetuses?	The	big	man	
upstairs	takes	numbers,	Chacharino.	Don’t	think	that	he	doesn’t	
have	yours	pegged.	You’re	numero	uno.”

Silence.
Donohue	stared	at	the	Hispanic	Anti-defamation	represen-

tative.	 “Did	 I	 say	 that	 correctly?	 Num-ero-un-oh?	 Whatever.	
Okay,	number	three:	Repeat	after	me,	we	are	all	victims.	They	
are	 all	 victimizers.	 If	 they	 say	 something,	 no	matter	 how	 in-
nocous,	 act	 as	 if	 it	 is	 a	personal	 affront.	Say	 someone	greets	
you	 with	 a	 hearty	 good	 day.	Your	 best	 response	 would	 be	 a	
chagrined	look	and	a	terse,	‘What’s	so	good	about	it,	Polack?’	
This	is	assuming	he’s	a	stupid	Polack,	which	he	assuredly	will	
be.	Now,	you	see,	we	don’t	have	jobs	unless	we	find	a	way	to	
justify	our	existence.	We	need	 to	keep	 the	bad	ol’	days	alive	
and	thriving.”

“So,	 for	 example,	 I	 should	 protest	 all	 satellite	 radio	 sta-
tions	that	play	White	Christmas?”	said	the	reanimated	zombie	
corpse	of	Jesse	Jackson,	founder	of	 the	Rainbow/Push	Coali-
tion.	“That	racist	song	wishes	that	I	have	a	white	Christmas.	I	
don’t	want	to	have	a	white	Christmas.	But	I	don’t	want	to	have	
a	 Black	 Christmas	 either,	 ‘cause	 I	 saw	 that	 movie	 once	 and	
everyone	in	it	died.	Once	again,	blatent	racism.	You	just	can’t	
win.”

“Try	being	a	Catholic,	buddy,”	responded	Donahue.
Speckler	began	feeling	a	tad	uneasy.	But	it	wasn’t	gas,	as	

he	hadn’t	eaten	the	shrimp.	No,	this	was	shame	and	embarrass-
ment.	

“Number	three,”	Donahue	continued.	“Misunderstand	sat-
ire.	When	a	Hollywood	movie	is	poking	fun	at	stereotypes,	al-
ways	claim	 that	 it	 is	perpetuating	 these	stereotypes.	Staunch,	
unswerving	humorlessness	is	what	sets	us	anti-defamation	ac-
tivists	 apart	 from	society.	 It’s	 like	when	 I	 accused	 the	movie	
Dogma	of	being	anti-Catholic.”

Speckler	 began	 to	 realize	 why	 he	 was	 here	 among	 this	
shadowy	cabal	of	anti-defamation	miscreants.

“Hold	 on	 a	 second,”	 Donahue	 said,	 looking	 at	 Speckler.	
“You	look	uncomfortable.”

“Um,”	said	Speckler,	his	vocabulary	being	stretched	to	the	
breaking	point.	“I	guess	maybe	I	am.”

“Well,	young	man,	may	I	ask	who	you	are?”
“My	name	is	Jermaine	Speckler.	I’m	a	College	Republican	

at	the	University	of	Oregon.”
“Ah	yes,	the	College	Republicans	at	the	University	of	Or-

egon,”	said	Donahue,	his	eyes	tearing.	“Our	founder	came	from	
that	proud	 institution.	Anthony	Warren.	He	was	an	American	
hero.	Have	you	heard	our	song?”

“Yes.”
“The	unedited	version?”
“You	mean	it’s	longer?”	Asked	Speckler	increduously.
“Twenty-five	extra	versus	of	eargasmic	joy.”
“I’ll	pass.”
“So,	why	are	you	feeling	so	uncomfortable?	You	didn’t	eat	

too	many	shrimp	cocktails	did	you?”
“It’s	not	that,”	started	Speckler.	“It’s	just	that	there	is	only	

so	much	woe-is-me,	excessive	wallowing	in	victimhood	I	can	
take.	 I	 mean,	 I	 understand	 that	 there	 are	 times	 when	 people	
are	victimized,	but	maybe	we’ve	reached	the	point	where,	you	
know,	we’re	looking	for		victimization	where	it	doesn’t	exist.	
Perhaps	there’s	a	fine	line	between	doing	good	work	that	ben-
efits	humanity	and	simply	whining	about	bullshit.	Of	course	we	
should	 try	 to	prevent	hate;	but	you’re	not	doing	 that.	All	you	
do	 is	 complain	 about	 movies,	 or	 little	 comments	 people	 you	
already	hate	have	made.	Don’t	pretend	that	you	aren’t	all	filled	
with	prejudices	and	bigotries;	you	clearly	are.	You	simply	think	
of	 yourselves	 as	 righteous	 and	 others	 as	 bigots	 because	 they	
don’t	see	things	your	way.	There’s	nothing	empowering	about	
being	a	victim,	idiots.	Personally,	I’d	rather	not	be	one.”

Donahue	 squinted	 his	 eyes.	 “Excuse	 me?	 Wallowing	 in	
victimhood?	Victimhood	 is	 our	protection.	Victimhood	keeps	
us	warm	and	safe,	 Jermaine!	You	need	 to	start	understanding	
this.	Victimhood	is	why	you	and	I	are	prancing	around	in	here	
instead	of	fighting	over	scraps	of	meat	out	in	the	streets!	Vic-
timization	is	why	we	win!”

“Win	what?”	
Donahue	looked	as	if	someone	had	crapped	on	his	dinner.	
The	entire	room	was	just	as	silent,	as	somber	as	an	Adam	

Sandler	film	marathon.	Speckler	pushed	his	seat	out	from	un-
der	him,	got	up	and	left	the	room.	The	assembled	members	of	
the	Anti-Defamation	League	of	Super	Friends	United	Against	
Defamation	 were	 shocked.	 But	 then	 Bill	 Donahue,	 being	 the	
magnificent	leader	he	was,	came	up	with	a	brilliant	idea.

“So	who	wants	to	drink	some	beer?”	he	asked.	
Jermaine	Speckler	III	remained	with	the	College	Republi-

cans,	but	he	never	spoke	of	his	dalliance	with	the	anti-defama-
tion	activists.	He	lived	a	healthy,	non-defamation	life.	That	is,	
until	the	cannibalistic	mutants	got	him.

Tyler Graf’s GI Joe fan fiction can be found at www.geocities.
com/~tgizzygijoe/realamericanzero/sex.html
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while	implementing	step	four.
Step 7: Bundle Up.
It’s	cold	and	wet	out	there.	The	more	covered	you	are,	the	easi-
er	it	will	be	to	disguise	your	roommate	enough	so	that	he	or	she	
can	take	the	final	for	you.	As	long	as	you	and	your	substitute	
are	of	the	same	gender,	any	resemblance	is	helpful	but	unneces-
sary.	Most	professors	are	either	too	stoned	or	too	busy	wallow-
ing	in	the	mire	of	their	own	self-regard	to	remember	what	you	
look	like	anyway.

Step 8: Call in an anonymous bomb threat.
From	a	pay	phone,	natch--	to	the	building	in	which	your	tests	
will	be	held.	Guaranteed,	sure-fired	way	to	avoid	your	finals.
Step 9: Drop out and sell homemade joke books on the cor-
ner of 13th and Kincaid.
The	only	option	remaining	once	you’ve	dropped	out	of	college	
to	pay	for	rehab.

–	 nuclear	
fuel	is	very,	

very	cheap	Indeed,	the	per-kWh	production	
costs	are	less	than	even	coal.	The	real	prob-
lems	 lie	 with	 high	 construction,	 certifica-
tion,	and	decommissioning	costs.	In	France	
and	 Japan,	 these	 costs	 tend	 to	 be	 offset	 by	
government	subsidies.	With	rising	fossil	fuel	
costs	and	emerging	modular	reactor	designs,	
however,	 subsidies	 will	 soon	 be	 unneces-
sary	 to	equalize	nuclear	and	coal/gas	costs.	
Even	 without	 these	 assumptions,	 a	 2004	
University	of	Chicago	study	concluded	that	
if	 multiple	 new	 US	 nuclear	 plants	 were	 to	
be	built,	only	the	first	three	facilities	would	
require	tax	credits	in	order	to	equalize	costs	
with	 equivalent	 coal	 plants.	 Note	 that	 this	
estimate	 pre-dates	 last	 year’s	 spike	 in	 non-
nuclear	fuel	prices.

In My Backyard
As	more	 and	more	 currently	operating	nuclear	plants	hit	

their	end	of	life	and	require	decommissioning,	the	need	for	new	
plants	will	only	grow	and	grow.	If	new	plants	are	not	construct-
ed,	 the	shortfall	will	have	 to	be	accounted	for	by	coal,	hydro	
and	 oil	 facilities--	 an	 energy	 market	 dominated	 by	 solar	 and	
wind	power	is	a	pipedream.	

Considering	 the	 safety,	 efficiency,	 and	 environmental	
friendliness	of	nuclear	power	it’s	unfortunate	that	there	are	so	
many	Not	In	My	Backyarders	who	have	effectively	stopped	the	
construction	of	nuclear	plants	in	the	US.	Most	Eugenians	con-

sider	 themselves	 environmentally-aware:	 recycling	 programs	
are	popular	and	it’s	nearly	impossible	to	go	half	a	mile	in	town	
without	seeing	a	Toyota	Prius.	But	nuclear	energy	seems	to	be	
absolutely	reviled.	And	it’s	unfortunate,	because	the	best	thing	
that	 could	 happen	 to	 Eugene	 would	 be	 the	 construction	 of	 a	
PBR	 nuclear	 reactor.	At	 the	 moment,	 the	 Eugene	 Water	 and	
Electric	Board	generates	 roughly	71%	of	 its	 electricity	using	
hydroelectric	dams.	And	people	wonder	why	the	salmon	popu-
lation	continues	to	dwindle.

Ian Spencer is Editor-in-Chief of the OregOn COmmentatOr.

Selected Nuclear Links
DOE ‘Why Yucca Mountain’ FAQ
http://www.ocrwm.doe.gov/ymp/sr/faq.pdf
Hydrogen Now! Facts
http://www.hydrogennow.org/facts.html
EWEB Facts
http://eweb.org/about/facts/EWEB_Facts.pdf
NRC TMI Fact Sheet
http://www.nrc.gov/reading-rm/doc-collections/fact-sheets/3mile-isle.html
Nuclear Energy Institute: Yucca Mountain FAQ
http://www.nei.org/index.asp?catnum=3&catid=1216
James Lovelock’s Homepage
http://www.ecolo.org/lovelock/
IAEA: Sustainable Development & Nuclear Power
http://www.iaea.org/Publications/Booklets/Development/index.html

played	incon-
sistently	 for	

the	 next	 nine	 games,	 not	 once	 winning	
back-to-back.
Our Take:	 In	 an	Aug.	 15	 Not	 Worthy	
piece,	we	made	note	of	head	coach	Ernie	
Kent’s	 contract	 extension	 and	 pointed	
out	 that	 widespread	 rumors	 concerning	
his	 personal	 life	 were	 giving	 the	 team	
the	 appearance	of	being	“in	 shambles.”	
It	seems	that	we	weren’t	so	far	off.	The	
team	consistently	makes	poor	shot	selec-
tions,	 plays	 undisciplined	 defense,	 and	

appears	 to	 lack	 any	 sort	 of	 consistency	
game-to-game.	Oregon	leads	the	Pac-10	
in	3-pointers	made	but	is	seventh	in	the	
league	in	3-point	percentage	with	an	An-
toine	Walker-esque	32.8%.	Perhaps	most	
tellingly,	Jordan	Kent	has	played	poorly	
since	returning	to	the	team	from	his	stint	
as	a	receiver	for	the	football	team.	While	
the	ridiculously-talented	three	sport	star	
still	hustles	more	than	anyone	else	on	the	
team,	he’s	shot	an	abysmal	12.5%	from	
the	floor	 and	 it’s	 become	evident	 to	 all	
impartial	 observers	 that	 his	 future	 lays	

in	football,	not	basketball.
At	 the	end	of	 the	Aug.	15	column,	

we	 pointed	 out	 that	 an	 NCAA	 tourna-
ment	birth	would,	 in	 fan’s	minds,	wash	
away	 the	 troubles	 of	 the	 offseason.	 At	
this	point,	LCC	has	about	as	much	of	a	
chance	to	make	it	to	Bracketland	as	Or-
egon.	 One	 has	 to	 wonder	 how	 Oregon	
Athletic	 Director	 Bill	 Moos	 now	 feels	
about	extending	Kent’s	contract	through	
2010.

Jump Redux

‘Backyard’ from 15

‘Bball’ from 32
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Hey	you!	Yeah	I’m	talking	to	you,	you	bourgeois,	good	
for	nothing	socialite,	you	teeny-bopper	fashion	victim,	
you	 second	 rate,	mediocre	excuse	 for	 a	 fraternity	 re-

ject.	I’m	your	new	worst	enemy.	
You see, the staff here at the OC were stupid enough to give 

me a column in their paper. What’s more, I have complete edi-
torial freedom to write whatever the hell I want to. What that 
means to you is that you’re going down. 

That	was	the	introduction	to	the	first	draft	of	this	column.	
I	wrote	it	on	a	bad	day.

On	my	good	days,	I	believe	that	people	are	good	at	heart.	
I	believe	 that	we	don’t	 live	up	 to	our	potential	often	enough,	
but	that	most	of	us	are	trying	pretty	hard	to	get	there.	That’s	on	
good	days.

On	my	bad	days,	I	find	myself	convinced	that	most	people	
aren’t	worth	the	minerals	they’re	made	of.	I	get	snotty	with	my	
friends,	 with	 the	 checkout	 girl	 at	 the	 grocery	 store,	 with	 my	
dear	wife.	I	think	I’m	better	than	most	people.	That’s	my	bad	
days.	

When	 I	 wrote	 the	 first	 version	 of	 this	 column	 on	 a	 bad	
day,	I	wanted	to	tell	everyone	how	college	students	are	so	often	
visual	and	intellectual	clones	of	one	another,	why	we	all	look	
the	same,	dress	the	same,	and	act	the	same.	I	was	furious	that	
the	American	K-12	education	system	has	 turned	out	so	many	
mediocre,	servile	minds.	

Of	course,	that’s	what	the	system	was	designed	for.	When	
we	 built	 our	 school	 system	 in	 its	 current	 form	 at	 the	 turn	 of	
the	20th	century,	we	needed	drones	for	factory	work.	Now	the	
factories	are	overseas,	and	the	students	turned	out	by	our	idiot	

machine	have	no	place	to	go.	Universities,	this	one	is	no	excep-
tion,	spend	an	inordinate	amount	of	effort	undoing	the	damage	
that	 twelve	 years	 of	 public	 school	 inflicts	 on	 young,	 impres-
sionable	minds.

Let	me	tell	you	how	this	all	started.
I’m	 a	 Junior	 here,	 although	 I’m	 older	 than	 most	 of	 my	

classmates.	I	spent	several	years	immediately	after	high	school	
in	a	purple	haze	of	pot	smoke	and	wretched	beer.	So	did	most	
of	 my	 peers.	The	 difference;	 they	 were	 in	 College.	 I	 wasn’t.	
So,	a	few	years	back	I	decided	to	get	my	act	together.	I	became	
a	part	time	student	at	Lane,	later	transferred	to	Portland	State	
University	after	a	year	hiatus,	and	am	now	here,	almost	twenty	
five	years	old,	at	the	University	of	Oregon.	

I	tell	you	all	of	this	to	provide	some	background	as	to	why	
my	 Writing	 121	 course	 is	 such	 a	 pain	 in	 the	 ass.	At	 twenty	
five,	 I’m	visibly	older	 than	my	19	year	old	classmates,	many	
of	whom	moved	out	of	their	parents’	houses	for	the	first	time	
less	 than	 three	months	ago.	They’re	fresh	out	of	high	school,	
and	it	shows.

On	my	bad	days,	I	get	really	derisive	of	these	kids.	I	wonder	
how	it	is	that	they	can	be	so	incapable	of	presenting	individual	
thought.	They	must	be	stupid,	I	tell	myself.	What	other	reason	
could	there	be	for	their	bland	paraphrases	of	the	assigned	read-
ing.	No	one	disagrees	with	anyone.	In	a	class	as	laden	as	this	
one	is	with	discussion,	fear	of	controversy	breeds	boredom.	But	
that’s	my	bad	days.	When	I	wrote	 the	first	version	of	 this	ar-
ticle,	I	took	this	stance	(although	I	didn’t	mention	the	class	by	
name.)	I	wrote;

Sitting through mind numbing classes aimed at the lowest 

The Closing of 
the Oregon Mind
Our new AP columnist Samuel J. Rutledge 

introduces himself, charmingly, with a 
tirade of insult and prevarication.

Expect nothing less.

Tradition is an important thing at the OregOn COmmentatOr, and traditionally we run a column called Another Perspective in 
the back of our magazine-- two pages of invective or soliloquizing or whatever tightrope act the author feels like performing, 
absent of any editorial intrusion whatsoever, always written by an OC outsider and always accompanied by a disclaimer such as 
this one. Thus far, Vol. XXIII has lacked for a suitable columnist-- so we were gratified to find Mr. Rutledge in a Political Sci-
ence course, waxing liberal idealist and hungry for the opportunity to expand his audience. What you find here are his opinions 
and his alone-- which is to say that his column is neither representative of nor subject to our editorial position. Enjoy.
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common denominator (you) has taught me an important les-
son; not one in ten of you is willing to let go of your obsessive 
need to be cool for long enough to make a convicted statement 
that might stir controversy. When asked to provide analysis, the 
average student spouts summary. When asked to think criti-
cally, you parrot. What is it that you hope to get out of college, 
anyway?

What	can	I	say,	I	was	in	a	bad	mood.	
On	my	good	days,	 though,	 I	 realize	 that	 these	kids	came	

to	college	to	unlearn	the	habits	that	their	secondary	education	
taught	them.	High	school	is	full	of	incentives	not	to	excel,	it	en-
courages	students	to	do	just	enough	to	get	by.	It’s	not	anyone’s	
fault	that,	thrust	into	a	new	environment	and	presented	for	the	
first	time	with	an	opportunity	to	really	express	themselves,	they	
don’t	know	what	to	do.	

I’m	funnier	on	my	bad	days.	My	editor	wants	 funny.	He	
shouldn’t	have	given	me	editorial	freedom	–	he’s	going	to	get	
my	utopian	dreams.	He’ll	have	to	deal	with	it.

Image	 is	 important	 in	 college.	Too	 important,	 I	 think.	A	
week	ago,	in	my	bad	mood,	I	wrote;

This campus is polluted by people like you, decked out in 
your standard issue college garb. The Abercrombie shirt, the 
Jan-Sport backpack, the North Face down jacket, the glib UO 
ball cap (as if we were in any danger of forgetting where we 
are), and the telltale white headphones protruding from your 
ears. I know you don’t use that i-pod for a damn thing, except to 
listen to the latest pop drivel. Be honest with yourself – it isn’t 
music you’re interested in; it’s image.

You have absolutely no idea who you are. Your appear-
ance betrays your lack of any coherent ideology, beyond the 
simpleton’s belief in ‘it’s new, and it costs a lot, so it must be 
cool.’ Are you really so stupid as not to realize how you’ve been 
spoon-fed your attitudes by billion dollar marketing budgets? 
You’re so inept that you seem not to realize that you look ex-
actly like everyone else at this school, and in fact at every other 
University in the country. 

And don’t you indie-rock kids think that you’re getting off 
scot-free here, either. You all look identical as well, in your 
black hoodies and ratty jeans. I suppose that no one has both-
ered to mention to you that listening to off-label music and 
wearing off-label clothes amounts to the same thing as being 
mainstream; everyone you know looks just like you.

It	was	wittier,	more	incisive	than	what	I	feel	compelled	to	
write	now.	But	it	isn’t	as	true.	The	fact	is,	nothing	can	compete	
with	billion	dollar	marketing	budgets.	When	everyone	has	an	
i-pod,	 it’s	hard	not	 to	want	one	 too.	 In	 fact,	 I	myself	own	an	
iPod,	 which	 is	 loaded	 to	 the	 gills	 with	 obscure	 music.	Arvo	
Pärt,	Godspeed	You	Black	Emperor,	Afro-Celt	Sound	System,	
Tchkung!,	and	Kid	Quiz.	My	obsessive	need	to	be	listening	to	
something	that	no	one	else	has	ever	heard	of	is,	perhaps,	more	
sinister	 than	 listening	 to	 the	 top	40	hits.	My	musical	choices	
are	as	much	about	image	as	anyone	else’s,	and	worse,	they	hide	
their	image	obsession	in	a	shroud	of	outsider	ambiguity.	

The	problem	with	college	isn’t	college.	The	problem	is	that	
it’s	trying	to	fill	an	impossible	role.	People	should	go	to	Col-

lege	 because	 they	 want	 to	 improve	 their	 minds	 and	 learn	 to	
think	critically	about	difficult	topics.	Instead,	we	enroll	because	
we’re	 afraid	 of	 what	 our	 lives	 might	 look	 like	 without	 a	 de-
gree.	College	has	become	a	rite	of	passage	for	the	middle	class,	
which	is	growing.	It	doesn’t	have	to	be	this	way.	If	we	restruc-
tured	our	education	system	in	the	pre-college	years	to	prepare	
students	for	critical	thinking	and	self	awareness,	Colleges	and	
Universities	would	free	up	almost	a	whole	year	of	coursework	
now	dedicated	to	reversing	prior	damage.

The	position	I	took	in	the	first	column	was	that	Universi-
ties	 should	 deny	 admittance	 to	 students	 that	 refused	 to	 think	
critically.	Here’s	what	my	bad	day	self	had	to	say;

When we kick all the drones out of College, there’s going 
to have to be someplace where they can work and earn enough 
money to raise a family. Without strong labor protections and 
a high minimum wage, they’ll all be greeters at Wal-Mart and 
collect food stamps (which the libertarians who run this paper 
won’t like). 

The politics of economics are never really a hot issue. Gov-
ernment intervention in the economy is not nearly as sexy as 
corruption and scandal. But look at the possibilities. We could 
build a society in which everyone who works is guaranteed a 
living wage, which would improve lives. Today, people go to 
college because they are afraid of starving if they don’t. Our 
education system would be drastically improved by removing 
this fear and allowing people to make an honest decision about 
whether or not to attend College. As an added bonus, a univer-
sal living wage would stop our society from forcing people to 
work for less money than they need to survive.

What	 can	 I	 say,	 I	 was	 angry.	 Of	 course,	 denying	 people	
admittance	 to	 College	 simply	 because	 their	 sense	 of	 self	 has	
been	destroyed	by	12	years	in	spirit	crushing	public	schools	is	
a	terrible	idea.	A	living	wage,	however,	is	not.

College	 should	 be	 a	 choice	 people	 make	 freely.	 We	
shouldn’t	have	to	go	to	College	in	order	to	prevent	a	miserable	
life	of	poverty	and	uttering	the	phrase,	“Welcome	to	Wal-Mart”	
two	hundred	times	a	day.	High	School	should	prepare	people	to	
be	free	thinkers,	not	servile	drones,	and	menial	jobs	should	all	
pay	a	living	wage.

Utopian?	Maybe.	I’ve	been	called	worse.	But	if	American	
High	Schools	were	to	challenge	their	students	to	think	freely,	
College	 would	 become	 a	 much	 more	 interesting	 place	 to	 be.	
You	might	say	that	High	School	students	are	incapable	of	ris-
ing	to	the	challenge	of	a	liberal	(contrast	with	servile,	not	con-
servative)	curriculum.	I	think	those	people	are	wrong.	It	is	my	
profound	belief	that	only	when	faced	with	a	real	challenge	will	
people	rise	to	their	full	potential.	In	most	cases,	it	is	my	strong	
hunch	 that	 people	 are	 capable	of	much	more	 than	we	expect	
them	to	be.

Samuel J. Rutledge, who perhaps has confused the COmmenta-
tOr with LiveJournal, is a Junior at the University of Oregon.

Another Perspective
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SPEW
On The Boys of AnArchy
I	have	really	seen	the	underbelly	of	activism,	mob	rule	mentality,	sexism	in	an-
archy,	etc	and	I	am	tired	of	that	shit.	I	have	got	to	move	forward	and	that	shit	is	
as	bad	as	hippie	shit.	So,	I	would	prefer	to	be	a	loner,	with	a	handful	of	close,	
deep,	loving	friends	for	life,	than	to	be	a	popular	girl	who	does	what	the	boys	of	
anarchy	want	so	they	reward	me	with	book	publishing	and	paid	articles...I	am	so	
much	happier	just	doing	my	own	thing	and	it	is	okay	with	me	if	people	do	not	
get	me.	I	would	say	I	probably	have	5-10	friends	that	are	there,	deeply,	for	life,	
for	me.	I	think	that	is	more	than	enough	and	I	am	thankful	as	all	hell	for	them.	I	
would	rather	have	5	real	friends	than	1,000	fakers.	

- Kirsten Anderberg, advocate for suspected arsonist Daniel McGowan 
and owner of www.kirstenanderberg.com, in a posting on her blog. Rage on, 
dainty flower of anarchy, rage on.

LEGAL	NOTICE:	ALL	WORK	ON	THIS	PAGE	IS	COPYWRITTEN.	By	continuing	to	read	this	blog,	you	agree	that	you	will	not	
steal	copywritten	work	from	this	page	and	post	it	elsewhere.	I	will	consider	such	a	move	to	be	theft.	This	is	copywritten	work.	I	
expressly	DO	NOT	give	my	permission	to	ANYONE	to	copy	ANYTHING	from	my	blog	here.	If	you	lift	my	copywritten	journal	
here	and	repost	it	elsewhere,	I	will	track	down	your	IP	and	sue	your	sorry	ass	as	this	is	my	work,	it	will	be	published	by	me,	in	my	
books	and	webpages,	not	yours.	You	have	been	put	on	legal	notice.	If	anything	from	this	page	shows	up	elsewhere,	I	will	start	legal	
proceedings.	There	is	good	reason	I	am	taking	such	a	strong	stand	here	and	I	make	absolutely	no	apologies.	If	you	do	not	agree	to	
these	terms,	QUIT	READING	NOW	AND	LEAVE	THIS	BLOG/WEBPAGE.

- Ibid. Oops! Pay no attention, this is simply the trustfund talking.

On corrupTion
This	has	been	the	saddest	day	of	my	life.

- Ted Stevens, on the floor of the Senate after his attempts to 
add an ANWR drilling provision to a military spending bill were de-
feated. One has to wonder how the 82 year-old senator felt when his 
first wife died while sitting next to him when their plane crashed.

While	 we	 firmly	 believe	 the	 contributions	 [from	 Jack	Abramoff]	 were	
legal	at	the	time	of	receipt,	the	plea	indicates	that	such	contributions	may	
not	have	been	given	in	the	spirit	in	which	they	were	received.

- Burson Taylor, spokeswoman for acting House Majority Lead-
er Roy Blunt.

The	civil	payment	assessed	to	New	York	Senate	2000	resolves	the	question	of	underreported	in-kind	contributions,	and	there	will	
be	no	further	action	on	this	matter.

- Marc Elias, an attorney for Hillary Clinton’s 2000 Senate fundraising committee, shortly after agreeing to pay a 
$35,000 fine for “understating”the FEC $721,895 in donations made at a 2000 gala. Good luck finding more than a blurb 
about this in most major news sources.

...and	Perfect	Lyndies
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You	tink	yer	so	cool,	standin	there,	leanin	up
against	that	wall
Wit	dat	CIGARETTE	stuck	in	yer	puss
You	tink	you	look	like	Bogart	-	you	really	look
like	Bozo

- Thus begin’s Don Goldman’s epic poem ‘Smokin dat Cigarette,’ 
which can be found in Issue 7 of last year’s Oregon Voice.

You	say	it	tastes	good---how	can	toxic	fumes
taste	good?	You’re	delusional.
You	tink	you	look	so	cool	wit	dat	FAG	in	yer
mouth.
Tell	it	to	Bogart---he	died	of	throat	cancer.

-And thus it ends. Damn kids and their mimmicking ways.

On shiTTy WriTing
People	 in	 the	Middle	Ages	knew	how	 to	 throw	a	party	 that	 everyone	
was	invited	to.	Scholars,	clergymen,	beggars	on	the	street,	everyone	was	
there,	and	everyone	was	feeling	festive.

- ODE Columnist Ailee Slater, in an Oct. 31 article describing 
the “carnivalesque” nature of halloween and parties in the Middle 
Ages. To us, the Middle Ages conjure up images of slavery, vassal-
age, and barbaric wars. To Slater, it’s a rockin’ good time.

The	carnivalesque	is	that	which	breaks	from	seriousness	and	finds	joy	rather	than	concern	in	images	of	the	grotesque.	Defecation,	
sexuality,	profanity	—	all	of	these	elements	are	integrated	into	the	carnivalesque	environment	to	be	appreciated	and	laughed	with.

- Ibid. Laughed with, laughed at - potayto, potahto.

Saturday	night,	we	were	all	Medieval	clowns	laughing	in	camaraderie	and	jubilation	with	passing	strangers	at	the	grotesqueness	
of	our	dress,	our	bodies,	our	outrageous	voices	and	action.	Our	hair	was	mangled,	our	legs	stumbling	out	from	under	us,	yet	the	
laughter	roared	on;	degradation	and	debasement	were	means	enough	for	celebration.

- Ibid. Okay, now we’re just grossed out.

The	number	35	billion	is	so	large	it	takes	a	minute	to	comprehend	what	it	really	means.	There	are	1,000	millions	in	a	billion.	That	
is	akin	to	1,000	$1	million	stacks	of	money.	And	$1	million	is	a	sizable	stack	of	money.

Needless	to	say,	3,500	stacks	of	$1	million	is	an	even	more	sizable	amount.	

- Slater in a Jan 9 article. And people say that the American educational system is failing!

On euphemisms
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