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I have a problem. Easy to ignore? Maybe.
Financially manageable? Yes. At times I’ve even
laughed it off and tried to pretend it’s no big deal.
But it happens that my particular problem concerns
a certain group of people who hold a certain degree
of responsibility in a certain country: a certain group
of people who represent us, pass laws for us, and
make important decisions both on the national and
international stage. To be precise, this problem con-
cerns a certain group of people, who, from January
2001, have held firm a particular high office in our
nation’s capital.

But before I go ahead and reveal the iden-
tities of these individuals, let me outline some of the
reasons why for five painful years I have lain awake
each and every night drenched in a cold sweat.
Every morning upon waking I stretch, yawn, and
prepare for the day ahead. I rinse, scrub, and dry
myself. When the time comes to clothe my body, I
open my sock drawer and receive the shock of a
lifetime that has come to plague me for so long.
Socks missing, underpants gone, the entire drawer
indisarray. It seems that sometime between the time
I fall asleep and the following morning, my under-
wear disappears. A seemingly minor problem at
first, after all, it was easy to pretend to myself I was
merely imagining things, that I had misplaced my
underwear, that maybe I had left them in the dryer.
But morning after morning proved that this could
not be the case. As the weeks progressed I had less
and less to wear and started reusing the same old

pairs. Realizing that someone or something was to
blame, panic gradually overcame this poor child.
And then it happened. Glancing at a TV screen, I
saw this man who was talking in front of a lot of
cameras. Never the most politically aware teenager,
I just barely recognized him at the time, but then I
remembered somebody telling me that he was
responsible for all these different things, that he was
a bad man and we should blame him. Him and his
administration of cronies. And all of a sudden every-
thing clicked! The Bush administration’s effort to
steal my underwear was a cruel and calculated
scheme – one designed to victimize ME.

The time had come to fight back. Staying
up at night was no easy task, one that required a lot
of coffee and Red Bull. I sat in bed with a baseball
bat waiting for something, anything to happen.
Hours passed, and nothing. Eventually I dozed off,
and woke up sometime the next morning.
Aggravated at my blunder, I immediately ran to my
dresser and jerked out the sock drawer. A couple
more pairs of underpants gone, several pairs of
socks missing. My efforts had clearly failed. I was
frustrated, yes, but I was determined to keep trying.
A subtler approach, I decided, might be more suc-
cessful. The following night I lay in bed, baseball
bat in hand, completely covered by my bed linens. I
allowed myself the minutest of holes from which to
peek. Curled into the fetal position, my body quiv-
ered from the caffeine flowing in my veins. And
then I began to see the most extraordinary things.
Peering out from my covers I saw something round
and shiny slowly emerge from my closet door.

Unsure as to the nature of this spherical contraption,
it seemed to pause periodically as I waited silent as
a kitten. Dick Cheney’s head slowly emerged from
my closet, followed by his body, and the Vice
President gradually tiptoed over to my dresser.
Pulling out my sock drawer he began to sort through
underwear – MYunderwear. Like a slippery sloth I
crept out from beneath the covers and began to
approach. But the uncontrolled shriek inadvertently
released from my lungs was more than enough
warning, and as the Vice President whipped around
we became entangled in a hurling mass of flesh on
the floor. A ferocious fight ensued until finally I
managed to fumble for my bat and take a swipe.
The resounding “crack” sounding from his head
was more than enough to beat the Vice President
into submission, but as he ran for the closet door he
escaped with an armful of socks. I was at a loss once
again.

Alas, this was not to be the first night of
this sort of caliber. Many evenings I have lain in wait
as Donald Rumsfeld, Condoleezza Rice, and Paul
Wolfowitz (amongst others) have come in search of
my underwear, determined to fulfill their diabolical
scheme. I see them on TVand I know what they’ve
been trying to do to me. Now, seemingly they have
followed me all the way to college. I have no choice
but to keep fighting on for justice and integrity in
this world. The Bush administration must be resis-
ted! Their malevolent plans will only fail as the bat-
tle begins for civil rights and liberties in  America!
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Cthulhu Worshippers Call for “Safe Space”

As a small clique of students who
spend the better part of every day
producing this newspaper, we feel

it is our prerogative to tell everyone what
to do.  Though we have hardly any con-
tact with people outside of our organiza-
tion, we still have our fingers on the
pulse of campus life.  For instance, we
heard from one of our delivery guys that
there is racism.  Racism is bad.  Opinions
like this prove that our populist sensibil-
ity is beyond reproach.  It is therefore
our duty to leverage our position as
mouthpiece for the campus by making
unreasonable demands of the administra-
tion.  Bollinger: stop the expansion and
give us $50.

Though it's easier to borrow our
opinions from our columnists, some-
times we have to take an unpopular
stance in order to show that we're
thoughtful.  For instance, rape: is it real-
ly that bad?  We don't think so.  Unless it
is comitted by Bollinger.  Bollinger: stop
metaphorically raping Harlem.  By the
way, this metaphor is a clever literary
device that can only truly be appreciated
by Spec staffers.  The rest of you are
scum.

Furthermore, Columbia is a top-
tier university and it is unacceptable that
the school has not conformed to our
expectations concerning whatever crisis
du jour we're talking about.  Our so-
called "core values" are not "diverse"
enough for "academic freedom," and as a
consequence our "tailgating policy" neg-
atively impacts "admissions rates" and
"sexual assault policy."  Obviously, we
really care about this stuff and Bollinger
does not.  The administration is a magic
fairy that has the power to solve all our
problems but chooses not to because
they are evil.

Of course, we have many other
handy scapegoats for our problems.  A
day without hanging blame on these peo-
ple would be like a day without sun-
shine.  So, in keeping with roughly every
third issue of the Spectator we produced
this year, we'd like to accuse The Fed
and its cartoon of making us all miser-
able.

This editorial had better get us
into grad school.  Lord knows making
the Spec is an otherwise thankless and
self-destructive hobby. Bollinger: vali-
date our existence.

What are some of your pointless concerns?

Is
Manhattanville a
safe space? Yes.
What are you
doing later?
Probably having
some coffee.
Can we do it
together? Yes!
Oh, baby! With
two exclamation
points!  And con-
nect them to form
a smiley.

Emily Wilson,
our new BFF
4EVR WMD!

Is
Manhattanville
a safe space?
(nervous laugh,
touches lip)

What are you
doing later?
Being ecstatic,
getting lost.

Can we do it
together?
Certainly.

Yasmine, some
girl we met and
accosted for
answers

Melissa, who
totally shut
Russell down

Where is your
safe space? I
don’t know what
you mean.
What are you
doing later?
Chillin’.
Can Russell here
(indicating
Spitzer) do that
with you?  I
would have to
abstain.

Where is your
safe space? A
safe space? A
hotel room; it’s
where I spend
half my life.
What are you
doing later?   I
don’t know.
Whatever’s on
the schedule.
Can we do it
together? Uhh...

Compiled by Perrie Briskin & Russell Spitzer

At8:38 PM on April 5, the cries of “Ia,
ia, Cthulhu fhtagn!” could be heard
reverberating down the ramps of

Lerner as members of Campus Crusade for
Cthulhu carried their annual virgin sacrifice
to the sundial. After reciting a passage from
the Necronomicon, the book of dead names
written by Abdul Alhazred, a member of the
club stabbed the screaming virgin sacrifice
until she bled to death.  CCC gathers yearly
to sacrifice a virgin so that when Cthulhu
rises from his slumber in his house at R’lyeh
and destroys mankind, his adherents will be
devoured first so that they will not have to
witness the mass carnage. This tradition has
been going on for around 250 years; it is said
that both Alexander Hamilton and John Jay
have officiated at these ceremonies.

Sadly, the virgin sacrifice is becom-
ing more and more maligned in the
Columbia community.  Recently, anti-
Cthulhu messages have been scrawled on
the door of the CCC club space, which has

left members like us feeling threatened and
unsafe on campus.  

As worshippers of Cthulhu, we
thought that we would be spared from this
kind of hatred at a place like Columbia.  As
we helped to carry the sacrifice down the
Lerner ramps, we saw people glaring at us
angrily. Columbia puts a value on diversity,
but that doesn’t seem to extend to religious
tolerance of the Elder Gods from beyond
Yog-Sothoth.

Truly, this sentiment seems to be
reflected throughout campus. After a short
poll of random Columbians, the majority,
when asked if they support the Campus
Crusade for Cthulhu, replied, “What the
fuck is a Cut-hull-who?” The only way that
we can overcome this hatred is if Columbia
and Barnard alter their reading lists to
include the Necronomicon as well as add
religion courses in Cthulhu Studies and a
mandatory religious diversity workshop for
all students, faculty, and staff in order to
acquaint them with the Great Old Ones.  We
also demand money to be allocated for a

resource center so that worshippers can feel
included on campus and a rezoning of East
Campus as a Cthulhu-friendly space.  Other
demands that we presented to President Lee
Bollinger include a renovation of the sundi-
al into a proper altar and a yearly stipend of
one virgin per year (preferably from SEAS)
for the sacrifice.

President Bollinger has been slow to
react to the anti-Cthulhu sentiments.  In fact,
when questioned, Bollinger was not aware
of the existence of CCC or even Cthulhu
himself.  When greeted with the traditional
cry of “Cthulhu fhtagn!” he responded
insensitively by wetting his pants and
shrieking, “What in the fuck?!”  However,
we are hopeful that people will sympathize
with our cause.  

But in the end it doesn’t really mat-
ter. When the stars are right and Cthulhu
awakens, we’ll all be messily ingested by
the mighty squid god and humanity will
cease to exist.  Really, all you can do is pray
to be eaten first.  Cthulhu fhtagn!

Sexploitations
James “Skip” Washington Whyte III

Stick it in Her Butt
Doing chicks in the

butt rules.

Bro, there is nothing like
fucking a chick in the butt.
I was talking about it with
my boys in the House the

other day and 100% of the men in Phi Alpha
Gamma agree that it's a great way to fuck
somebody in the ass without being gay. And
yo, at our house, being gay is totally gay.

Check this, all us playas at the
House, we have a point system for when we
go out.  If you get a girl's number, that's 1
point. If you take her home, that's 3 points.
Sex is 6 points, and anal sex is 9 points.  9.
For those of you who aren't in SEAS (lol),
that means that anal sex is 50% better than
normal sex.  That's like, if you have anal sex
twice, that would be as awesome as having
vaginal sex three times.  Think about it.

Of course, getting a girl to have anal
sex with you is hard.  Most girls think they
don't want to, and that is precisely the reason
why it's so good.  For all my homeboys
going out the 'Stend tonight, take some
advice from the Skipper: you need to get a
girl drunk to do her in the butt.  Now before
all you strong Barnard women get upset

about this, let me tell you about booze.  It's
called lowered inhibitions, and it means that
you secretly want it in your ass. Come over
to the House tonight. I'll prove it. I am such
a playa.

I did read some statistics one time.
Apparently college-educated white chicks
are the most likely people to have buttsex. I
mean, aside from homos.  But this is awe-
some because I'm going to spend my whole
life around college-educated white chicks.
When I get that consulting job at my dad's
company, I'll have more lily-white, college-
educated pussy (and anus!) than I'll know
what to do with. It'll be so sweet. What the
Skipmeister is saying here, though, is that if
you want to continue to do chicks in the butt,
you need to have a white-collar job.  It also
helps if you have a small prick.

Haha! Just kidding, bro. There’s
plenty of dick at the House to go around.
Believe me, I’ve looked... lovingly... at
everyone’s hard, sweaty cock. I just want to
get my mouth on those thick hunks of man-
meat. Especially my pledge chair. He was
such a tease, he’d be spanking me and
pulling my hair... which was totally gay and
not cool and that’s why we don’t haze any-
more.  I definitely dig chicks and I don’t

care how many times I have to prove it.
You know what else I am tired of

having to prove? That Republicans are good
people. George Bush is a cool guy, he’s
probably done lots of chicks in the butt.
However, Clinton was a bad man for playing
with his intern’s ass. Anyway, I am totally
oppressed because my unpopular viewpoints
don’t get enough attention.  It is simply not
fair that my ideas get criticized. I think it’s
just hard for people to understand that I
identify with President Bush’s homophobic
agenda despite the fact that I love having
anal sex.

Well, a woman’s ass is a soft and
wonderful place.  Men’s asses are coarse,
masculine orifices, and to have sex in one of
those is akin to sticking your penis in a jar
filled with sand and broken glass. Bro.

In conclusion, it is absolutely excel-
lent to have sex in a woman’s ass and unac-
ceptable and wrong to have sex in men’s
asses.  Lord knows, widespread discussion
of men’s anal sex would make it hard for me
remain closeted.

CORRECTIONS
An article entitled “President Bollinger Eats Children, Fellates Self, Proclaims New

Global Empire” (April 7) was in fact an account of a staff writer’s acid trip while watching CTV
and not, as reported, factual information.

A sports contributor’s column “My Penis Gets So Big When I Look in the Mirror” (April
2) incorrectly attributed a photo from the erotic film Egomania 3: Stroke My Big Dick. The photo
was of an unknown amateur actor, not of the columnist.

An apology issued by the editorial board for their actions at the Heights (April 10) mis-
numbered the total number of margaritas imbibed. It was forty-eight, not five.

Spectator is committed to accuracy unless it’s inconvenient or past the deadline.

By Marissa Edelman and Sophie Litschwartz

The author is a lying whore.

David, AKA
“Lance,” from
Zimbabwe (seri-
ously)

By Michael Bredin

James Whyte can strech his anus entirely
over his head.

Sexploitations runs like diarrhea.

Editorial

We Are Beyond Reproach
Do as we say and no one gets hurt

Roving Reporter

 


