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There's a new poll out. It says 
you, of your particular gender, 

income, and religion, most likely feel a 
certain way about a specific subject. 

Exit polling is like market research 
in political campaigns. With a target 
demographic of everyone, candidates 
need to study the results to see where 
they are lacking in support, and then 
consider making some moves to sway 
voters of that group to their side. 

The results are easily accessible 
through the major news media 
websites. You can sort by state, 
district, political party, or candidate. 
The statistics display the voters and 
their preferred candidate grouped by 
age, education level, race, gender, and 
family income- the basics. Then there 
are more specific questions asked. 
"How do you feel about the war in 
Iraq?" "Which candidate do you 
think is most qualified to manage the 
economy?" Other questions asked are 
pertinent to the top stories at the time, 
like "Who is best suited to answer the 
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favor this p 
caused this group to 
Speculations run ramp 
never any one, clear answer. 

But is all the speculation helpful, or 
does it just cause further division? 

How is it that we can predict the results 
of a presidential primary before the 
polls have closed? It almost feels as if 
your vote doesn't matter. 

It's true that statistics like these can be 
helpful in understanding the bigger 
picture; this data gives us a better look 
into pressing matters and permits us to 
scrutinize and re-think our opinions. 
But perhaps we rely too much on 

middle ground. 

Are we that divided? Can everything 
be seen either as liberal or conservative, 
Republican or Democrat? Why do we 
make everything partisan? We must 
have a warring nature. I think that we 
enjoy a close race, a fight to the death, 
and absolute conclusions. There are so 
many questions remaining. Perhaps 
we should take a poll. 

Written by Bill Groom 
Designed by ]enn Klock 
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Tlie Sweetest Goodliye 
Part·4 

nd so the two months flew by 
with barely a hitch; Todd had 
the occasional argwnent with 

Felicia about him getting 
treatment, though it never 

erupted into anything significant. Todd 
just joked about what would happen to 
him wholeheartedly every time the subject 
was brought up and just brushed off the 
barrage of suggestions. Felicia, along with 
everyone else, didn't push Todd too far out 
of fear of him returning to how he used to 
be. As a consequence of that and his refusal 
for treatment, Todd had grown weaker and 
weaker to the point where most day-to-day 
activities became too much of a burden 
for him to handle. He was taking more 
sick days off from work until eventually 
he had no choice but to work from home 
to accommodate himself. On the night that 
Todd died, a series of events, both stressing 
and enlightening, preceded that end-time. 

Felicia had taken the day off to stay 
home and care for Todd some more like 
she had been doing every so often. The 
morning and afternoon went by with Todd 
unbearably secluded in his office so that he 

could work. Then dinner time came about 
and things took quite the tum. It was 
twenty minutes after Todd and Felicia sat 
down to eat when the doorbell rang. 

"One second, honey, I'll get that," Felicia 
said as she got up and hurried to the door. 

Todd waited for Felicia to come back- that 
was, until he heard another voice speaking 
in an aggressive tone. He got up from the 
dining table and hobbled over to the door 
and stayed out of sight as he listened to the 
conversation. 

"What the hell are you doing? You never 
call anymore," the angry male voice said. 

"I told you, things have changed. We agreed 
that it was a relief thing and nothing else," 
Felicia responded sharply, "Things have 
changed. Todd's changed for the better 
and he's a lot looser now than he was and 
he's finally who I thought I married. Just 
leave it alone now and go!" 

Todd heard a growl from the angry male 
voice, "Don' t you even think you can just 



walk away, bitch!" At this point, Todd 
picked up an umbrella from the stand he'd 
been standing by and stepped out from the 
wall he was hiding behind and launched 
the umbrella over Felicia's shoulder. She 
jumped out of the way and for the first 
time in two months, Todd's old anger 
made a presence again. 

"Who the fuck do you think you are talking 
to my wife like that! What makes you 
think you can come to my house with your 
bullshit!" Todd shouted. 

The man was massaging the spot where the 
umbrella hit and was too distracted to see 
Todd come up to him and deck him straight 
in the face. The man staggered back in pain 
towards his car, clutching his face, and with 
Todd coming after him though this time, 
with the umbrella he'd thrown in hand. 
But, unfortunately, the man got into his car 
and drove away before Todd could inflict 
even more pain on him. After his potential 
victim drove away, he turned to Felicia who 
had been standing there and watching the 
whole scene in shock. Todd had his old, 
cold demeanor as he glared at Felicia. 

"So, what was that about, hm?" Todd asked 
in a hushed voice. Felicia didn' t answer. 

Todd stepped closer to Felicia who shrunk 
back from him. "Hun, I'm asking you .. . 
what was that about?" 

Felicia hung her head low to avoid looking 
at Todd in the eyes and let out a sigh. "''m 
sorry, Todd. It wasn't what I wanted to 
do, honestly, but. .. it was how you were. 
When you changed, though, I cut off all 
contact with him. I even threw out the 
divorce papers that I was going to file!" 
She grasped onto Todd in a tight, pleading 
embrace, crying against Todd's shoulder. 

The word "divorce" hit home for Todd. 
He realized the full extent of what he had 
done. He was hairs away from pushing 
his wife out the door as his "old self' -it 
was bad enough that he helped thrust her 
into an affair, regardless of how short-lived 
it might have been. This, Todd grasped, 
was the result of his obliviousness and not 
confronting it earlier but rather sweeping it 
into a closet as another one of his skeletons. 
Hewassohappywallowinginhisnewfound 
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bliss that he forgot all the troubles of the 
world, including his own. That experience 
that Raynor so kindly provided was meant 
to clear his mind and Todd just clouded it 
up again with his excessive enjoyment. He 
never felt as rotten in his adult life as he did 
now. He was literally shaking from head 
to toe with a whole mix of emotions and 
thoughts racing through his head. It was all 
too overwhelming. 

Felicia approached him and laid a hand on 
his shoulder. Before she could even speak, 
Todd moved away from her touch-which 
was too painful to bear in that moment
and walked out of the house to roam about 
the block. He heard Felicia calling after 
him with saddened, tear-muffled cries but 
could not make them out. Soon, silence 
took over and hung over him like that 
cliche rain cloud that followed only one 
person. His thoughts began to quiet down 
but they didn't become any clearer with 
the passing time. 

After a while, the silence was broken by 
a distant whistling. It sounded like it was 
coming from behind him and it grew louder 
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Tfie SweefeJt Go{Jfffjye 
Part: 4 

and louder. Todd ignored thewhistlinguntil 
it finally stopped. Following the whistling, 
though, a hand was then on his shoulder. 
The touch was oddly light, almost like 
Felicia's. He turned around immediately 
to find a gentleman. This gentleman was 
dressed in a bowler hat and a tweed suit, 
both of which were a dark, drab gray color 
which mirror-shined, black wingtip shoes. 
He also carried a walking cane that Todd 
couldn't make out what it was made out 
of in the dark. And the man's face .. . one 
could only say it was average. It wasn't 
too angular or rounded at the jaws, it was 
neatly unshaven (it looked like he hadn't 
shaved for a day), and he had some finely 
placed wrinkled that accentuated his dark, 
almost black eyes and small lips. 

"Bit chilly to be walking around dressed 
like that," the stranger said. 

"Wouldn't say that you look warm in all 
that, either," Todd replied. 

The stranger chuckled. ''I'm warm enough. 
Thank you for your concern, though." 

Todd shrugged and kept walking. The 
man followed him silently save for the 
tapping of his walking cane. Todd paused 
for a moment and glared back at the man. 
"Well, what do you want?" 

The man shrugged and said, "I don't know. 
What do you want, though? You look like a 
fellow who has a lot on his mind. You have 
those sunken eyes from crying, judging 
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by the looks of them, your head's htmg 
low and your hands are stuffed into your 
pockets." 

He blinked at the man. "Trying to keep 
warm," Todd said, "Like you said, it's 
chilly, ain't it?" 

The strange man smirked and prodded 
Todd's back with his cane, which caused 
Todd to jump and yelp. "Only a broken 
man keeps himself warm by slouching, 
my friend, because he is too fearful to look 
ahead at what's to come." 

This made Todd halt briefly in his thoughts. 
He looked at the man again and studied 
him. The guy appeared wise enough. 
He spoke and dressed well, too. Maybe, 
Todd thought, he could have a decent 
conversation with him. After making his 
assessment, Todd spoke, "Good point. 
Warma walk?" 

The stranger nodded and they both 
continued side by side. "So, what exactly 
has you down ... I say, I didn't get your 
name." 

"Todd. The name's Todd. And you, bud?" 

"Everyone calls me Morton. So, again, 
what has got you down, Todd?" 

Todd sighed. "Had a nice, short high for a 
while and then the crash carne. Went from 
being a smoking and drinking asshole to a 
carefree, happy guy only to come to find 
out my wife had an affair while I was an 
asshole." 

Morton tilted his head curiously at Todd. 
"A fair justice, though, don't you think?" 

"I... really don't know," Todd stammered 
out, "One voice in me says, 'You had it 
coming, don't complain about it,' and the 
other one yammers, 'Those vows meant 

nothing then. It was bad enough that you 
didn't hold to 'ern, but her too? ' It's just 
really confusing to even sort out. Really 
has me thinking, though, of what the hell 
made me like that in the first place." 

Morton stroked his chin thoughtfully and 
said, 'Til tell you what. We'll walk down 
to the cafe a few blocks from here and we'll 
sit there and talk, hm?" 

Huffing his delight at the idea, Todd 
accepted and the both of them walked 
down to a small cafe that Todd went 
to from time to time to get away from 
everyone both before and after his 
dramatic enlightenment. Morton decided 
to relax Todd before getting to the cafe 
and started talking about other things, 
like questioning Todd about the area. It 
worked smoothly as Todd immediately 
jumped into a slightly more cheerful 
mood as he ranted on about all the 
things he liked and disliked about the 
neighborhood and the part of town he 
lived in. He talked about his neighbors, 
about Raynor and how good of a friend 
he had been for the time they had known 
each other, and other things. It wasn't 
long until they both got to the cafe. 

When they got there, it wasn't all that 
crowded. It was populated enough that 
people were having conversations in 
somewhat hushed tones just to avoid 
eavesdropping and to keep the peace of 
the place. Everything inside was some 
shades of chocolate-brown and tan, giving 
the place a very earthy and homely feel. 
The smell of coffee and tea and cakes and 
other wondrous edibles swirled about 
the place all the way to the second floor, 
which wasn't spacious at all compared to 
the first floor but it was roomy enough for 
scattered tables with two, maybe three, 
chairs apiece. Morton and Todd went up 
the stairs to the second floor and took their 
table over by the railing for the floor. 



"You mind rurming down and getting some 
drinks for us? It seems as ifi forgot my wallet 
at home. I'll just have whatever you're 
having," Morton said apologetically. 

Todd gestured that it was no problem and 
went downstairs and bought two cups of 
lemon tea for hlmself and Morton. Taking 
his seat at the table across from Morton, he 
sipped his tea and breathed a sigh of relief. 
"I really needed that after tonight," Todd 
said, "It really hit the spot." 

Morton chuckled. "''m glad you're settled 
now. So, Todd, tell me what you 've been 
thinking - about how you turned out to 
be, what everything meant to you, this 
night ... everything." 

The troubled man took another sip of his 
lemon tea and then took a deep breath. "I 
don't know where to start, honestly." 

"Start from the beginning. What made you 
as bitter as you are now? Just answer that 
and .. . go from there, Todd." 

"Well, when you put it that way ... I wasn't 
the happiest of kids on the block. Both 
'rents drank - a lot. I don't think there 
was a single, significant moment where 
I saw either or both of them sober. They 
constantly fought about the usual stuff like 
money, which of them drank whose stash, 
and so on. After a while, they divorced and 
I ended up with the old drunkard-man and 
he remarried just as I was starting high 
school. Now the lady he married, my step
mother, wasn't any better than my mother 
if not worse." 

Todd stopped a moment as he prepared 
himself to go on. "She didn't drink-or at 
least as much as my mother-but she was 
a devious son of a bitch. She married my 
pops for whatever money he had along 
with his life insurance policy and kept him 
drunk as much as she could-even though 

he really didn't need the help-while ... 
while ... she had her way with me. The 
whore said that she thought my dad was 
repulsive but me, on the other hand, I was 
like a worn little Michelangelo statue to her 
that she constantly ran her hands over and 
fondled. The kids at school had a slight clue 
what was going on because they saw how 
she acted and looked towards me when 
she was around me at school, picking me 
up or dropping me off or parent teacher 
night - you know the deal. There wasn't 
anything I felt I could do. I felt too damned 
disturbed and scared to do anything. My 
only solution was getting away, which I did 
as soon as I graduated high school. Found 
myself a decent college that accepted me 
with full scholarships and got my ass out 
of that house for good. I haven't spoken to 
her or my pops since. 

"Then I met Felicia. God, she was 
something else. I met her in one of my 
classes. We studied together, then hanging 
out and partying together, and then 
eventually we started making love- that's 
the only thing that keeps her from being 
a complete straight-edge in her eyes. We 
were obsessed with each other practically. 
She was so innocent and, despite her being 
a girl, she lived the life I always wanted. 
One that wasn't full of extreme drama or 
pain ... just that average life." 

"So you married her figuring that she'd be 
able to give you that life," Morton pointed 
out. 

"More or less," Todd said, "I hoped that she 
would drown the past I had. I got impatient, 
though, waiting for that life, waiting for her 
to be everything I ever dreamed of in the 
deepest reaches of me and so I looked for 
another way. I got angry - angry that my 
precious gem in life couldn't give me utter 
joy, angry that the voices didn't stop in my 
head. So I took it all out on her and that's 
where I messed up. She was going to be 

everything, sweet Felicia. She was going to 
be my provider for what I wanted to feel. 
But ... I pushed it away, the epitome of all I 
ever wanted. It's like a little boy fascinated 
by one of those snow globes and he tries 
to reach for it, only to end up breaking it. 
The kid's parents punish him and they get 
another snow globe and put it out of his 
reach. And though he smiles every time he 
sees it, he's sad that he can't grasp it and 
when he grows up, he loses interest but 
holds that shred of regret that he never got 
to play with it." 

Todd caught his breath while Morton sat 
there with his cup of tea untouched. 

"And now," Todd continued, "I don't feel 
too good - shitty, as a matter of fact. I was 
happy for a bit, yeah, but I never bothered 
to at last come to terms with anything past. 
It feels like it's too late to try and fix it. I 
feel weak." 

Morton's lips curled into a sympathetic 
smile and he patted Todd's hand, which 
was a little cold even with the tea he'd 
been drinking. "Just let go of it, my friend. 
Ever thought that it might be time to move 
on and find another way to deal with the 
past instead of using others? Time to move 
on like you did before?" 

"Ya think?" 

"I do. Just rest for a while and then we'll go 
sort things out, hm? Just you and I going 
so you'll have some help along the way." 

Todd acknowledged Morton's idea and 
gulped most of his tea down and slouched 
in his chair a bit. He began to nod off and 
closed his eyes. Morton still sat across from 
him until he disappeared on the other side 
of Todd's eyelids. 

Writfel! l1y Clwris!t Patel 
Designed by Shelley Howard 
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society, money is power and being in 
possession of both things, one can do 
almost whatever the hell they want to do 
as long as they can afford it. This includes 
everything from cars, homes, technology, 
and, infamously enough, country clubs. 
Country clubs have exclusive memberships 
and are a true sign of being amongst the 
elite of society. However, no country club 
can hold a candle to probably the world's 
most selective club of all time, otherwise 
known as the Bohemian Grove. 

CoospirAe!l 7heoru: 
The Bohemian Grove, located in Sonoma 
County, California, is a club that was 
founded in 1872 by a crowd of San 
Francisco residents, all of whom were 
in the upper crust of society. Since the 
founding of the Bohemian Grove, the 
club has been able to boast a membership 
that includes every Republican president 
since Coolidge, business owners (such as 
the president of CNN), and other political 
powerhouses arotmd the world that bring 
the total number of members (dead and 
alive) since its inception to about 2,700. 
In this all-male gala, meetings are held 
in ritualistic form with reports of human 
sacrifices, child abuse, streaking, and other 
delightful activities that one would be 
able to get away with if they hold enough 
weight in society. What makes this place 
draw so much attention is the fact that so 
much of the true power in the country is 
concentrated in this one location annually 
and the close influence that they may or 
may not have on one another's activities. 
Some have speculated that the idea of 
the Manhattan Project (a.k.a. the atomic 
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bomb) was conceived here and some 
have gone as far as saying that 9/11 was 
planned at this location. Other matters such 
as the direction to take the economy and 
businesses and the country are discussed 
at the Bohemian Grove between the 
"Bohos" or "Gravers" as the members call 
themselves. 

Despite the membership of Caucasian, 
wealthy males claiming to be religious 
folk (or at least the majority of them), 
human sacrifices and child abuse and 
other activities that could be considered 
sacrilegious or outlawed, as mentioned 
before, have been reported to take place 
here in a druidic fashion. The sacrifices 
and other forms of worship are directed 
towards a giant owl statue that is 
otherwise known as the deity of the club. 
Spokespeople for the club, of course, 
have denied these consistent reports and 
maintain their explanation that the human 
sacrifices are simulated with stuffed 
dummies and that absolutely no child 
abuse takes place here. 

Hardly anyone has infiltrated the club to 
see the inner-workings of it and report 
it to the outside world. The only known 
account of someone penetrating the secret 
club is one of Alex Jones who actually 
documented the entire account on film of 
being inside Bohemian Grove while posing 
as a member. Many others have tried and 
failed since security is equivalent to any 
major government facility (such as the 
White House or the Pentagon). If anyone 
seeks to join the club, the waiting list for 
membership is on average anywhere 
between ten to fifteen years, making only 

those with a lot of time on their hands 
and with the deepest of pockets worthy of 
entering the exclusive all-male society. 

£vAluAtion: 
What makes this a conspiracy theory-and 
I think many people would agree-is the 
fact that the world's most powerful figures 
are gathered in a central location and have 
the power to sway and change the fate of 
the world in just casual, social discussions 
lakeside. And the stwming reports of what 
goes on in the Bohemian Grove can and 
would make the average person wonder 
exactly how sane are our society's most 
elite population actually are. It also seems 
strange that the general public doesn't 
have any knowledge of what goes on. 
Granted, it is a location of social gathering 
and everyone needs to relax once in a 
while (even the dumbest and/ or cruelest 
of leaders), but with that much power in 
one place, it makes Washington, D.C. or 
the United Nations look feeble and dim 
compared to here. I mean, hell, who the 
heck wants to see the fate of a country 
decided while a president, prime minister, 
or CEO is drunk and comes up with an 
astonishing method of screwing everyone 
over so that they have more for themselves? 
I don't know about the rest of you, but this 
is a fact that makes me uneasy considering 
that there is so much that I know isn't on 
paper concerning the biggest issues that 
affect today's world. 

W rit-tm l>y Clwrish Pnl:e/ 
Desig11crl by Joe A llnmo 



SUNYIT Wonaen's c .. oss Count .. y: 

WE liRE A TEAM! 

Previous to the Scholar-Athlete Banquet, 
held February 24, two of my professors did 
not even know there was a Cross Country 
(XC for short) program at SUNYIT. I was 
exceedingly surprised to come to know 
that both of these full-time professors had 
no idea that SUNYIT does, indeed, have 
an intercollegiate cross-country program 
for both en and women. 

My limi ed experience (2 semesters) 
has pointed out that many students and 
faculty alike are ignorant of or indifferent 
to the existence of competitive, SUNYIT 
athletic teams. Likewise, I would venture 
to say that there is little support of athletics 
at SUNYIT as a whole. 

However, I'm writing a bit more selfishly. 
I feel great need to validate my existence 
as a cross-country athlete and, perhaps, to 
gain the interest of new rwmers. 

Common cross-country myths 
that I will prove false: 

"I have never ran before, so I don't want 
to bring the team down." 

Truth: It's never too late to start 
cross-country and we don't 
cut. Any contribution will be 
appreciated. Besides, you primarily 
compete with yourself. 

"I don't want to do sports in college." 
OR "I don't want to do a sport my 
freshman year." 

Truth: Doing cross-country will 
only improve your academic 
success and foster other areas of 
your life apart from academics. 

"I can't make it to practice MWF because 
I have class, so it's not worth it." 

Truth: We are a close-knit team and 
we even schedule to run together 
when we can't make the practice 
time. 

"I can't run THAT far." OR "''m out of 
shape." 

For the women's team, the most 
we ever race is less than four miles. 
Coach is very knowledgeable and 
will slowly and cautiously work 
you up to competition level. No 
matter your fitness level at the 
beginning. 

Still not convinced? Read more about how 
your life could be vastly improved when 
you join the cross-country team. 

Who are we?: 
The few and The chosen. No, not exactly. 
Let me explain. In our fall season, a grand 
total of 3 women competed in the meets 
and rarely at the same time. As a result, 

we could only place individually and not 
score as a team. [It only takes 5 competing 
members to score as a team, so we need a 
few brave souls to come out] The men's' 
team had a total of 8 runners and therefore 
experienced great success as a team this 
past year. I am certain they would not 
be opposed to increasing their minimal 
number as well. You don't have to be 
chosen. Not at all . You chose. And it's 
a darn good choice. You won't have any 
regrets. 

What do we do? : 
We run for fun. Well, no, not all the time. 
Let me explain. We run, yes. But even if 
you are a fellow runner, you know there 
are those days you need a little motivation 
to get out there and move those resistant 
limbs continuously. Runner or not. Cross
country is one of the best sports to do to 
maintain the recommended cardiovascular 
fitness and then some more. And for those 
not so great days, we have each other to 
push us along. The women's team races 
either Sk or 6k. (Either3.1 or 3.8 miles.) The 
men's team races 6k or 8k or lOk. (I don't 
know their equivalents) 

Why do we do it? : 
Endorphins. The runner's high. To 
compete with ourselves. To stay in shape. 
To be healthy. To be on a team. To set 
goals. To be part of something. To make 
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some really awesome friends. To travel. 
To get meal money. To help balance our 
lives. To succeed in school. To have more 
energy. To be focused. The sheer beauty 
of nature. To challenge our bodies. To 
gain mental power. And the list goes on ... 
try it and make your own. 

When do we do it? : 
The cross-country season runs through the 
fall semester. It begins about mid-August 
and lasts until early-November. (Although 
it's beneficial if you do a running program 
throughout the summer) Practices are M
F from 12:00pm-2:00pm. Cross-country 
is a very flexible sport to join, because 
you can always get the workout and run 
on your own if you have time conflicts. 
The meets are almost always Saturday 
mornings/ afternoons. There will probably 
be a couple of overnight meets (Fri-Sat). 
And don't let the time commitment scare 
you. Overnights are soooo much fun and I 
missed 2 meets last season due to weddings. 
Such time conflicts are easily forgiven. 

Where do we do it? : 
We practice on our course and run on the 
roads surrounding SUNYIT (go hills!) . 
And, yes, for those unaware of us, we have 
a home course up on the trails behind the 
soccer field. We hold an invitational early 
in the season at SUNYIT (which is a lot of 
fun) and even if you don't choose to run 
you should come cheer us on. We travel 
to meets in the area and a few hours away. 
However, I don't know the schedule for 
next year yet. 

If you have any interest whatsoever in 
coming out for the team, talk to coach 
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or myself (spadara@sunyit.edll). Coach 
Tylutki's office is in the Campus Center 
down the long hall that the racquetball 
courts are in. He's in MWF at 12:00pm the 
rest of this spring semester for Track club, 
another program we are trying to gain 
interest for here at SUNYIT. He would 
love to talk to you and so would I. 

Written ln; Alainn Spadaro 

This is our sports 
editors recap for XC. Yea 
we have a sports writer! 

Cross Country Season Recap 

UTICA, NY - Wildcat cross country 
had its most successful season in the 
program's young history in 2007 under 
the tutelage of head coach Bill Tylutki. 
The men's team finished 9th of 11 teams 
against a very competitive field at the State 
University Athletic Conference (SUNY A C) 
Championships for the third year in a 
row on Oct. 20 and placed 14th out of 37 
competing teams for their best finish ever at 
the Eastern Collegiate Athletic Conference 
(ECAC) Championships on Nov. 3. The 
women's team, with only three members, 
did not figure into the team standings 
at any competitions but turned in some 
impressive individual performances. 

The men's team started their season on 
Sept. 1 at the SUNYIT Invitational with 

a first-place team finish. Four Wildcats 
finished the 6k race in the top eight to lead 
the team to the title over second-place 
Hobart. 

After competing at the Oswego and 
Oneonta Invitationals, the Cats took 4th 
place at the Bard Invitational on Sept. 
22. The Cats finished ahead of nine other 
institutions and had four runners in the 
top-25 at the meet. 

On Oct. 27, the Wildcats competed at 
the Cross Country Only Conference 
Championships at Hobart/William 
Smith. The conference was created to 
give institutions without track and field 
programs a chance to measure themselves 
against similar programs, instead of 
competing against student-athletes that 
are coached all year long from cross 
country to indoor track to outdoor track. 
The Cats finished second as a team at the 
event placing three in the top-10. 

Newcomer Austin Townsley (Horseheads, 
N.Y./Horseheads) led the Wildcats 
individually in six out of ten races this 
season. He placed second overall at his first 
career race at the SUNYIT Invitational and 
finished in 8th at the CCOC Championships 
to earn second team all-conference honors. 
He also finished in the top-25 in three other 
races this season. On Oct. 29, Townsley 
was named the SUNYAC Male Runner of 
the Week for his efforts at the CCOC meet 
earning a personal-best time of 27:52.00 in 
the 8k race. 

A trio of juniors recorded solid finishes in 
several meets this season for the Wildcats. 



Daniel FitzGibbons (Fayetteville, N.Y./ 
Fayetteville-Manlius), local product 
Michael Stockman (Barneveld, N.Y./ 
Holland Patent) and Jeremy West (Central 
Square, N.Y./Paul V. Moore) will all be 
looked at by Coach Tylutki for even better 
performances next year in their senior 
seasons. 

FitzGibbons was the Cats' top finisher in 
two of the last four meets of the season 
including a personal-best 27:46:00 time at 
theNationalCollegiateAthleticAssociation 
(NCAA) Atlantic Regional in New York 
City to close the fall season. He also led the 
team at the Utica Invitational on Sept. 29 
and at the SUNYAC Championships, and 
was an All-CCOC Second Team honoree 
this season. 

Stockman finished either first, second or 
third for the Cats in the last eight meets 
of the season. He earned the top Wildcat 
time of 28:17.00 on Sept. 22 at the Bard 
Invitational to claim 17th place overall 
out of over 120 competitors. Stockman 
registered a personal-best time of 28:08.00 
at the 8k CCOC Championship meet to 
finish in the top-10 and gamer eeoc 
Second Team accolades. 

West took fifth place overall at the SUNYIT 
Invitational to start the season. He earned 
his best time of the season on Sept. 22 at 
the Bard Invitational. West crossed the 
finish line with a time of 28:31.00 in 21st 
place (out of 121). 

The women's team was led by a pair of 
sophomores in Angela Gallo (West Leyden, 
N.Y./Adirondack) and Alaina Spadaro 

(Holland Patent, N.Y./Holland Patent). 
Gallo and Spadaro each finished as the 
Cats' team leader five times this season. 

Gallo steadily improved throughout the 
season. She recorded her top Sk time at 
the CCOCs (21:28) finishing 19th and 
progressively cut time in the 6k as the 
season came to a close. Gallo saved her 
best for last earning a time of 26:14.7 at 
the NCAA Atlantic Regional which was 
over 1:18 better than her time at SUNYACs 
three weeks prior. 

Spadaro also continually improved her 
times from week to week. She earned a 
time of 22:04.1 at the Hamilton Invitational 
(Sk) on Oct. 6 which was a full 52 seconds 
better than her time at the Utica Invite two 
weeks earlier. Spadaro also cut 32 seconds 
off her previous best in the 6k at the NCAA 
Regionals in the final meet of the season. 

Optimism is at an all-time high for the 
cross country program at SUNYIT. The 
Cats had several great performances 
this season and even more success can 
be expected next season. Of 11 male and 
female athletes from this season, only two 
will be lost to graduation. Although seniors 
Charles Hendricks (Westmoreland, N.Y./ 
Notre Dame) and Andrew Seaman (West 
Monroe, N.Y./Central Square) will be 
missed, the men's and women's teams still 
have a solid core of returners for 2008 and 
both teams should be at the top of the list 
in the NEAC Conference. 

Written by Chris Gondek (gondekc) on 
Wednesday, December 12, 2007 3:54pm 
Designed by Joe Albano 

2007 Team Roster 

Men's Team 
Derek Denkenberger 
Daniel FitzGibbons 
Andrew Gorczyca 
Andrew Seaman 
Michael Stockman 
Austin Townsley 
Jeremy West 
Charles Hendricks 

Women's Team 
Angela Gallo 
Alaina Spadaro 
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Destination SUNYIT 
College is a vital part of everyone's life as 
people begin to prepare for the real world 
and collect knowledge that will be retained 
for the rest of their lifetimes. Preparation 
and scouting for colleges is essential in 
picking the right college and just recently, 
two high schools from the Syracuse 
City District-Fowler High School 
and Henninger High School-had the 
opportunity to check out SUNY Institute of 
Technology in Utica, NY, the midway point 
for Albany and Syracuse. SUNYIT, though 
it is a small school, sports a population of 
2,700 students, both on- and off-campus, 
which works to the student's advantage 
as it means small classroom sizes and 
more attention and assistance from the 
professors. It is a college that pulses with 
numerous clubs and organizations that are 

constantly holding events, fundraisers and 
community service to benefit and occupy 
students whether it's to relax and have a 
good time or to put learning in different 
forms outside of the classroom. 

The Fowler and Henninger students 
arrived in the morning at the college's 
Campus Center, where many of the 
student offices are located along with the 
gym, an Olympic-size swimming pool, a 
fitness center, a game room, a late-night 
food place, and the campus dining hall. 
The students were introduced to several 
of the faculty from the Communication 
and Information Design program here 
at SUNYIT, including Walter Johnston, 
department chair, Pat Dorazio, an 
instructor, and Thomas Knauer, the dean 

of the program. Students were taken 
through a description of the course, the 
requirements, the content of the courses, 
and the tools and resources that would 
be at their disposal such as the Adobe 
programs (Photoshop, Flash, Illustrator, 
etc.) and many more. "Students," Dorazio 
said, "Are exposed to technology in one 
form or another regardless of what major 
they choose because in today's world, it's 
all around us." We asked Damon Villnave, 
one of the teachers who accompanied 
the students for this trip from Syracuse, 
what he thought about the program after 
seeing the presentation by our faculty 
and his response: "Even though this is 
the first time hearing about SUNYIT, I'm 
impressed with the variety of knowledge 
the program and the school has to offer 



as my students don't have access to these 
resources in school. It's also good exposure 
for the college hunt we've all had to do 
in our lifetimes since these kids haven't 
gotten a lot of exposure to colleges." 

After the presentation, students were 
taken on a tour of the local dormitories 
where many of the current freshmen and 
some upper-classmen stay during their 
time here at SUNYIT. One of the many 
students, Dylan O'Leary, spoke of the 
dorms as small and comfortable. The 
dorm tour lasted for about twenty minutes 
before they had lunch in the campus 
dining hall. After lunch, the students from 
Fowler and Henninger were split into two 
groups and taken to Donovan Hall, one 
of the buildings hosting classrooms and a 
majority of the faculty offices, to have their 
creativity put to the test. 

The group that I went with was 
accompanied by Walter Johnston and Pat 
Dorazio, two professors that put emphasis 
on writing skills, both formal and creative. 
They were asked to write memoirs of 
themselves that summed up their lives 
- the only condition was that it had to 

be six words or less. Some 
ones included "I do what I do 
and "Stressed, no tips, spit on de.~sE~rtl:;" 
I also took the opportunity to 
with another teacher from one of 
schools, Ben Cohan, who said that 
glad that the school had a lot to 
the way of degrees and the 
came with it all and other "stuff 
didn't have back when the world 
so much bigger." After the ""'·•v,, .. ., ... 
tour came to an end. 

Talking to some of the students, •1.,v ..... ~, .. 
that they shared some similar 
about the school with the 

Written by Charish Patel 
Designed by Eric Constable 
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L c eo : erv·ew w· 
the Utica marsh monster 

Written by Andrew Hookway 
Design by Eric Constable 

In my search for mythological creatures to 
interview for the Factory Times, it carne 
as my great surprise that there is one 
that lives right on our doorstep. Brewtus, 
the Utica Marsh Monster, was last found 
behind the Saranac brewery. I was able to 
track him down; he was passed out in a 
drunken stupor on the train tracks. 

After a liberal application of cold water 
to wake him up, he seemed more than 
agreeable for a quick conversation. It 
seemed that, in his drunken stupor, he'd 
forgotten about the whole, "I need to stay 
hidden," thing. 

Factory Times: Hello there, Brewtus! 

Brewtus: 'Lo! What c'n I do for ye? 

FT: Uh .. . what? 

B: Ach, sorry, that bern' heritage showin'. 
I be from near Inverness. 

FT: Ah, that'd explain it, then. Are you at 
all related to the Loch Ness Monster? 

B: Aye, I be th' second cousin t' Nessie. 
First cousin? Third? Ach, I don't know, jes' 
that we're related. 

FT: Fair enough. What brought you to 

immigrant! [laughs] I latched on t' the 
bottom o' an immigrant ship. I didn't like 
the big city they were in- too dirty. 

FT: So you carne to ... Utica? Because you 
wanted something .. . cleaner? 

B: Believe it or not, I used t' be a different 
Plesiosaur in those days. I was cleaner! So I 
carne up the Hudson, carne across the bran' 
new Erie Canal, and settled 'ere. Utica was 
different in those days, too. Great place, 
real boom town. So I decided t' stay 'ere ... 
and as the city crumbled ... so did I. 

FT: Well that's ... depressing. 

B: You den' know the half of it! But I 
manage t' keep myself occupied. Truly, I 
wouldn't wan' t' leave 'ere anymore. 's my 
horne. 

FT: How do you manage to keep yourself 
occupied? 

B: Eh, you know. Harassin' hobos, playin' 
chicken against trains ... 

FT: But ... trains won't move off the tracks. 

B: Yeah, that's sornethin' of a difficulty in 
rn' approach. So I've just been hangin' out 
a' the Utica Marsh. 

FT: Why there? Did it remind you of Loch 
Ness? 

'ad fallen in. 

FT:Uh ... 

B: 's quite the diet! And look a' me. Truly a 
monster of epic physique! 

[Brewtus attempts to rear up to his full 
height, but he sorta stumbles and flops 
back down again.] 

B: See? 

FT: I see. Very, uh ... intimidating. 

B: Tha's why nobody attacks the brewery. 
I protect it! 

FT: Anything else you do with that. .. 
physique? 

B: Uh ... I make all those snow piles in 
Wal-Mart! You jes' try drivin' aroun' that 
lot with my 'andiwork in there! 

[A train horn is heard in the distance. We're 
still on the tracks.] 

FT: Uh, I should get going ... 

B: Ach, tha's nothin'! I'll scare 'irn off! 

Factory Times: Right... good luck with 
that. 

Brewtus: I need it not! [The train draws 
Utica? nearer.] Have at ye! 

B: Nah. I was jes' attracted t' the smell o' 
B: Don't tell anyone but ... I'm an illegal stale beer an' the lit'le lads and lassies that [thump] 
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You meet a girl olilline. She's 
intelligent, quiak--wi.tted, and 
she can wreck you im a game 
of chess. You're soon spending 
all your time on the computet~ 
neglecting your ofifline 
obligations. You. plan to meet 
in person for fue first time. But 
first, there's some!Nng she has 
to tell you about herself; she's 
not really who she says she is 
- she's a robot. 

Don't think it can happen? 
David Levy, author of Love 
+ Sex with Robots, makes a 
convincing argument that 

it will ma;ppen sooner than 
we thlnk. In fact, he claims 
it's already happening. In 
terms of sex, most anything 
mechanical or electronic could 
be considered a robot, and there 
are certainly a few items on the 
market that fit the description. 
But those items can't carry on a 
meaningful conversation with 
you. Not yet, at least. 

Levy believes that, in time, 
robots will advance to the 
point where they could pass 
as fair substitutes for human 
partners. Not just for sex, 

either. Robots with significant 
artificial intelligence would 
stimulate mind as well as body. 
Some might even goes as far as 
to give up people altogether, 
though probably only a select 
few would choose to take it to 
that level. 

But how could anyone be 
attracted to a robot? For most 
people, the thought of gears and 
wires undemeath cold sheet 
metal just doesn't provide the 
same lure as a warm, human 
parh1er. But technology 
is advancing significantly. 



'Eventually, it may he 'hard to 
tell the dilference. 

Robot pets are growing in 
popularity. These pets seem 
to think and respond to our 
actions just as rea[ pets would. 
f{emember Tamagotdhis? To 
devote that much attention to 
little pixilated creatures on tiny 
screens, there must be some 
type of ath·action. The same 
will no doubt happen, but 
with robots that l0ok and act 
like people. And if the robot 
appears human, why not treat 
it as a human? 

Weallhavea:busedSmCl!l'terOhiild 
at one time or 31il0,ther. 
Talking to chat-'bots orilline is 
a:o.:lusing, if only to exploit tib.eiJ: 
programming. But if you're 
incredibly bored, tcrlking ito a 
robot isn't entirely like talking 
to yourself. And robots will 
only become more persuasive 
humans with time, ev.el!ltually 
gaining the ability to provide 
some interesting conversation. 

Robot parh1ers would need 
to start looking like us, too. 
Ditching the cold metal 
appearance would go farm our 

changing our perceptions of 
,mbots from unfeeling servants 
to friends or lovers. 

If you're lonely, anti-social, or 
just going through a troubled 
time, maybe a robot could 
provide the stability you need. 
It probably can't replace having 
the love of a real human, 
but they'll never forget your 
birthday. And if you're tired 
of them, there's always the off 
switch. 

Written by William Groom 
Designed by Eric Constable 



The 
Europian way 
In the beginning Lilith was 
somewhere in time she lost her 
dominance to men. She is back 
regain control of her domain 
give woman their natural born 
be more powerful than men. 

It is the year 2212 in the outer banks of Europa. Europian 
civilization began when Earth was no longer inhabitable due to 
global warming. The warming of the universe melted the oceans 
and surface of Jupiter's sixth nearest moon and made it possible 
for humans to inhabit. A chosen few were transported to Europa 
to start a new society. These new Europians were the fittest and 
smartest people from Earth. This society was supposed to be a 
new beginning for mankind. Its political system was supposed to 
be based on a natural, clean, and brotherly society. 

Things have changed on Europa since the first arrival of man 72 years 
ago. The basis of the society has changed to a corrupt world where 
the government and the justice system control every aspect of civilian 
life. The new regimes philosophy is that all women are controlled 
completely by their male counterparts. At birth all females receive a 
microchip implant in their brain that allows men to dominate them. 
Women are allowed to hold traditional jobs from Earth. However, 
they have no say in government and are submissive to men. 

Lilith is a 27 year old cop on the Europian force. Lilith is a new 
comer to the force. Her credentials of previous law enforcement 
officers in her family allowed her to join the division in Ellicott City, 
Europa. She is a shapely blonde with eyes like ice. She can shoot 
a laser gun, dead on, like Annie Oakley. She says her grandfather 
taught her how to shoot. Documents indicate he was a member of 
the first force on Europa. 

Her dominant partner on the force is Ivan. His ancestry is from 
Russia. He is a large framed man with enormous biceps. He is 
the stereotypical Russian. He loves vodka and is shifty enough 
to pass as a government spy. He is all about the force and will do 
anything underhanded to move up a notch. 
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The two of them are based in the 42nd precinct in Ellicott City. This 
is the home to Europa's large computer system called Eve. She is 
housed in a 3300 Sq.m. temperature controlled room located in the 
bowels of the 42nd precinct. Eve is the system that keeps women in 
check on Europa. Without Eve the women of Europa would be the 
more dominant factor. The Europian women are smarter, stronger, 
and faster than any Europian man. However, Eve suppresses the 
women and the men appear to be more dominant. This is good for 
the male egos however; it has become a threat to the intentions of 
the Europian ancestors. The ancestor's of Europia intended that 
the Europian government was to be run by woman. Men had their 
chance on Earth and destroyed it. Lilith is the only hope to restore 
order in Europa. 

Ellicott City's futuristic building and transportation system is 
impressive. The Bauhaus had nothing on these architectural 



structures of art. The buildings had clean eloquent lines with a 
purpose in mind. However, one structure had been forgotten 
about. It was the most important structure in Lilith's opinion. The 
42nd precincts structure was one of the 1st built on Europa back in 
2140. At that time building materials were not plentiful on Jupiter's 
moon and they had to rely on materials that were shipped from 
Earth. Buildings then were put together with the bare minimums 
since it was essential to utilize materials to the fullest. 

Eve is overseen by the computer tech named Steve. This tall slender 
unattractive man takes pride in being Eve's protector. His existence is 
completely absorbed with Eve. He is the one man show that performs 
maintenance on her and provides daily reports to Europian officials 
about her performance. He has a small modest room based in Eve's 
facility. He seldom comes topside and many have never seen Steve 
that work in the 42nd precinct. He is somewhat of a mystery man. 

Lilith realizes that Steve is an easy mark. Howevet~ she must ditch Ivan 
and get into the basement of the precinct to get her plan in motion. 
The clad iron door to the basement is guarded by Adam, a typical 
Eumpian male on the force. His partner is Honey Tree Evil Eye. She 
is a bull terrier that is the 'gladiator of the canine race'. Her stature is 
60lbs of solid white muscle. Her h·iangular eyes watch every move 
that happens within her sight. On Earth this breed was known as the 
sly-ladies dog, favoring women over men. However, this breed is no 
longer able to sense the difference between woman and man due to 
the placement of microchips in the female population. 

Whenever Lilith and Ivan pass the door Honey Tree Evil Eye 
gets a twinkle in her eyes with a wag of the tail. Adam chalks it 
up to Ivan and says that she likes him. The truth is that Honey 
Tree senses that Lilith is a woman, a woman without a microchip. 
Lilith is aware of Honey Tree's likeness of her and will use that to 
her advantage at the proper time. 

Lilith is astute and notices that ever day like clock work Adam leaves 
his post at high moon to go and get a refill of espresso. He is usually 
gone for about 15 Europian minutes between getting the refill and 
flirting with the women in the office. This should allow for sufficient 
time to sneak into the basement to give Steve and Eve a visit. 

Ivan and Lilith are on shift duty and Lilith realizes that high moon is 
approaching. She tells Ivan that she has forgotten to hand in paper 
work to their supervisor on the lower level. He excuses her and lets 
her deliver the papers on her own. Ivan is to busy to be bothered to 
go with Lilith he is sh·oking his male ego with other female officers. 

Lilith's timing is impeccable. Adam has just left his station and 
Honey Tree is there alone. Lilith looks around and there is no one 

insight. She approaches Honey Tree and is greeted with a twinkle 
and a wag. She reaches down a gives Honey Tree a pat on the head 
and turns the knob to the door to the basement. She slides through 
the basement door and gently closes it behind her to avoid a loud 
echo in the corridor. 

She slinks down the basement stairs into the bowels of the facility. 
She doesn't see Steve insight. She heads towards Eve's main panel. 
She hears a voice say "Hey who are you?" "Oh" she replies "I am 
here to introduce myself. I am the new guard that will be outside 
your door in the main corridor. Adam is taking a leave of absence 
and I am his replacement." Steve is overcome by her beauty. He 
cannot believe this gorgeous female will be guarding his door. 

Mesmerized by her looks Steve wants her company. He asks her 
if she would like to have a tour of Eve's facility. Lilith welcomes 
Steve's invitation and thinks "Wow this is going to be easier than 
what I thought." Steve starts the tour out at the main panel and 
explains this is the board the keeps Eve up and running. There are 
all kinds of switches and lights on the board labeled clearly for their 
functions. It looks pretty archaic to today's sophistication. 

The two of them proceed down one of the aisles with towers 
that are about 6 ft high housing processors and other computer 
components. At the end of the aisle in the corner is a small room 
with a door and a glass window. This is Steve's room. Lilith 
asks Steve if they can enter his room. Steve felt this was a little 
aggressive for a Europian woman to be asking. However, not 
giving it a second thought he said "sure." 

They both sat on the edge of Steve's cot. Steve was nervous like a high 
school boy. Lilith looked into his big brown eyes and Steve reached 
over and grasped her head and kissed her on the lips. That was the 
signal Lilith had been waiting for. She aggressively kissed him back. 
He laid down on the cot with Lilith on top an uncommon position for 
Europians. Lilith undressed Steve and had her way with him. 

Steve had never experienced anything like this before. Laying there 
in awe Steve was lifeless. Lilith moved with ease to the main control 
panel. She gently switched Eve in the off position. 

The Europian way of life was changed as man had known it to be. 
The women of Europian society took control over this once male 
dominated terrain and made it a better world for all mankind. 
Throughout the history of Europa men would never dominate 
women again. Men were there to please and serve the women of 
Europa. 

Written by Lisa McClcHtlum 
Designed by Shelley Howard 
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Death of a Comnun~ment, 
Birth of a Broken man 

August of 2005 was the beginning 
of it all. The commencement of my self
destruction. The start of the manifestation 
of malice in my heart, and the anger 
towards God for throwing me into yet 
another situation in which there would 
be no positive outcome. As if Grandpa's 
death wasn't bad enough (He had died a 
couple of months earlier). 

''I'm leaving your father." 

The four words that I'd never thought I'd 
have to hear again (there was a time when 
I was in eighth grade when my parents 
had almost separated, and although those 
exact words weren't used at that time, it 
was still the same idea). 

"You can't tell him, though, because I'm 
afraid of what he'll do." 

"So you want me to lie then?" 

"No. I just don't want him to know, because 
you know how your dad gets." 

B1tllshit. 
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My dad was quite the hothead, and at 
that time none of us knew what exactly 
was wrong with him. He was taking 
medication to help control his anger, but 
even that couldn't stop a man with so 
much fury. Maybe mom was right. Maybe 
dad would have gone crazy and screamed 
a lot, but never ... not ever did my dad 
hit my mother. Sure, the screaming was 
bad enough to take (it usually involved 
degrading statements and inappropriate 
language), but I didn't want to believe that 
dad was a major threat to my mom. 

"How is he not going to find out?" I asked 
skeptically. 

"''m going to find a place to stay. It'll be 
somewhere that Rebecca, the girls and I 
can stay at. You can come too if you want. 
When I find a place, I'm going to lease it 
one month before I leave your father, and 
I'm slowly going to start packing up and 
moving stuff out. He won't notice since he 
works so late. I'm going to tell him after 
I'm fully moved out so I don't have to 
come back." 

This was like some sort of sick and twisted 
fairy tale, only it came to life. It was all 
real. She plarmed the entire thing behind 
my father's back, and even worse, she 
expected my siblings and I to keep quiet 
about it. One of the Ten Commandments 
that I'd learned so much about at church 
rang in my ears like a bell, "thou shalt 
honor thy father and mother." If I didn't 
tell my father what I knew, then that would 
have constituted my dishonor towards 
him, and yet if I went ahead and told him, 
then I'd have dishonored my mother; a 
brutal conflict in my religion. 

"He's not like that, mom." 

"James, at this point, I can't tell what your 
dad's going to do. I think he could very 
well do something to me if he found out." 

"So you want me to lie to him?" 

Why did she have to tell me? What was 
her reasoning? I was never one to live in 
blissful ignorance, but for once, I wished 
if I'd never been aware of this. I'd have 
rather found out at the same time my 



father did than have to bottle this up and 
pretend that everything was fine. 

"When are you leaving him?" 

"I think a little before Thanksgiving." 

"What about the girls?" 

The" girls" were my mom's foster kids. She 
planned on adopting them, but there was 
no way that the judge would have allowed 
her to adopt three kids if she left dad. 

"I'm still going to adopt them." 

That response made me tick even more. 
She wanted to stay with my father until 
the adoptions went through. They were 
more important. More important than 
her own flesh and blood, than the 
welfare of her own family. She 
would have never talked to me 
again if I told her how I felt, so 
I kept quiet. 

"You know your dad and 
I have had problems for 
a long time now. He kept 
promising to get help, and 
he never got enough. He's 
been malicious towards me 
and Becca, and I just can't 
handle it anymore. It's not 
permanent. I'm just going to 
get separation papers. If I tell 
him now, he's going to treat me 
worse than he normally does 
until I move out." 

And the judge won't let you adopt the 
kids if he sees you two are separated ... 

"So I have to lie to dad?" 

"It's not lying." 

Was this my mom talking? It couldn't 

have been. Every sentence she produced 
stung more than the last, until I got so used 
to the pain that her words felt numb. I had 
to find a way out. For the second time in 
my life, I wished to run from my problems, 
only this time I had about three months to 
come up with a solution. 

A little over a month later, the effects of the 
psychological poison had taken their toll. 
My grades dropped, my anger had attached 
itself to my daily schedule, and I felt like I 
wanted to die. Still, having a girlfriend came 
in handy, because I sought refuge there after 
classes were finished . My house was not a 
place where I ate dinner with my family, 
or went to when I needed a break from 

reality. It was 

merely a place where I slept and showered. 
Then, a miracle. 

My brother offered me a place to live, a 
place to escape to. I'd thought about how 
either of my parents would have felt if I 
moved in with the other. Moving in with 
mom would've meant that my dad would 
have accused me of agreeing with her, yet 
if I moved in with dad, then I would have 
had to hear him talk about how much he 
hated my mom for what she did. But now 
I had the chance to be 
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neutral. I took my brother's offer with open 
arms, and by November, I was no longer 
living with my parents. Somehow my father 
didn't find it to be a little odd of my sudden 
decision to leave home (or of the items that 
were missing from the house, thanks to my 
mom). 

I figured the news would have been broken 
to my father in a couple of more weeks 
since Thanksgiving was coming up, but. .. 

"I think I'm going to wait until after 
Thanksgiving to tell your dad." 

The imaginary lead vest that I wore just 
got twenty pounds heavier. 

It's a dream, James . Just wake up. 

"You must be joking!" 

"Well, I don't want Thanksgiving to be 
ruined." 

"Tell him now! Who cares if Thanksgiving 
won't be the same! You have to give him 
time before Christmas comes!" 

"''ll tell him before Christmas, but I just 
don't feel ready right now." 

In other words, ''I'm going to torture you 
further, James, but I'm not going to let you 
know for how much longer." 

And then Thanksgiving came; it was the 
fakest holiday of that year. We gathered 
around the large family table in my older 
sister's home, the air heavy and warm, but 
it wasn't just from the oven being turned 
on all day. My biological siblings and I 
knew what was going on, and still we 
kept our word of not telling my father. I 
guess we just really believed that dad was 
capable of harming my mom. 

The turkey tasted horrible, and so did the 
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stuffing, com, and mashed potatoes. Just 
the thought of my father being completely 
unaware of what was going on around him 
made me sick. I wasn't mad at him, though. 
Rather, I was mad at myself. I always 
thought that it was a man's duty to tell 
someone they care about when something 
big is about to happen. I couldn't find it in 
me to tell him, so what did that make me? 
It made me less ... much less of a man. 

A few weeks later I called my mom to see 
if she had told my father yet. 

"Well ... " 

"Don'teventellme!Whatisyourproblem?! 
Thanksgiving was fake enough!" 

"It's just not time, and I don't know how 
the girls would take it." 

Jesus .. . how about how I would take it, or how 
my biological siblings would take it? Damn it 
all to hell! 

"You're just prolonging the inevitable! Stop 
lying to his face and tell him already!" 

This day was no different from the previous 
ones. My words still fell on deaf ears, but 
I didn't understand why. Weren't family 
members supposed to take advice from 
one another? Mom sounded just like my 
friends. I'd listen to their dilemmas and 
give them useful advice, but they wouldn't 
listen. They'd do something foolish and 
tum around later and say, "Wow, James. 
You were right. I should've listened to you." 
Mom would never admit that, however. Not 
because she was prideful, but because she 
didn't feel that what she did was wrong. 

I talked to my brother Tom all about it. I 
loved (and still love to this day) talking 
to him, mostly because he let me say 
anything without judging me. If I told him 
how much I wanted to smack my boss at 

work for being mean to me or how much 
I hated my mom for doing what she was 
doing, Tom would just say, "Damn dude. 
Well that sucks, but at least you don't have 
to live with them anymore," or, "You want 
me to go down and smack your boss?" He 
never scolded me for being angry, which is 
why he was (and still is) such a Godsend. 

Christmas arrived about a week later. If Jesus 
had been born on that day during that year, I 
probably would have been too upset to care. 
I paid a visit to my parents' house since I 
had nowhere else to go. I sat in the comer 
of what was now a family room (it used to 
be my old room when I still lived there). Not 
such a fitting room for us to be in ... 

The girls were too wrapped up in the 
thought of getting gifts and reading the 
fake letter from Santa to feel any tension. I 
on the other hand wanted to die. I wanted 
dad to know so badly, but I couldn't bring 
it upon myself to tell him, especially on 
Christmas. Mom smiled while she handed 
gifts around to everybody including my 
father. He smiled as he opened his gift. She 
bought him a gift. . .I shook my head and 
looked at the floor. 

It's fake. It's a nightmare. Wake up ... wake! Up! 

My first gift was a CD, but I didn't care. 
I wanted my gift to be my father finding 
out what was going on and my parents 
going to counseling to get more help, but 
Santa didn't grant people with malice in 
their hearts their wishes. The second gift 
was a gold pocket watch that I'd wanted. 
My father had bought it for me, but I think 
God deliberately gave it to me, because 
now as I look back on that gold pocket 
watch, I think that it was a sign. A symbol 
that it was time for this once religion
driven family to crumble, and there wasn' t 
a damn thing I could do about it. 

Written by James Sclmeider 
Desig11ed by Shelley Howard 



Factory Times Exit Interview 
with Andrew Hookway 
by Dr. Patricia Murphy 

Andrew Hookway, staff writer for the 
Factory Times, is graduating in May, 
so I sat down with him to get a few 
final thoughts about his time with the 
publication and at SUNYIT. 

DR MURPHY: Andrew, you've been with 
the Factory Times for four years. What 
are some of your best memories about 
working with the publication? 

ANDREW: During the first year, I was the 
most prolific writer in the publication. It 
was neat having that sort of presence 
in the magazine. Since then, I've 
enjoyed things like my Halo 2 review, 
interviewing Professor Schwermer a 
year before I was in that international 
classroom between Pat Dorazio's COM 
495 class and his class, and the last few 
columns that I did (Let's Make a Movie 
and the fictional interviews) . I've enjoyed 
the publication itself as well as the team 
dynamic, with some really fun meetings 
and some memorable Open Houses. 

DM: Did being involved with such a team 
have an impact on how you perceive 
your college experience? 

A: Yes, definitely. Because of Factory 
Times' connection to Student Association, 
I became aware of just how much students 
can shape the college experience. 
Students have a huge role in what gets 
done at this school. Also, by having such 
a role at this publication, especially more 
popular the last couple of years than at 
the beginning, I've become a bit more 
well-known on campus and I feel like I, 
personally, have more of a presence. 

DM: What are your plans for the future? 

A: Hard to say. I'm part of a group of 
friends that makes independent movies, 
and with every film that we do we get 
better and better; so my long-term goal 
is to get that group into something that 
is self-sustaining. Short-term is fuzzier; 
I might work at a local video game store, 

or I might apply for something at Time 
Warner Cable. We'll see. I like those 
long-term prospects; short-term really 
depends on where I can get hired. 

DM: What's the most important thing 
you'll take with you after four years at 
SUNY IT? 

A: At SUNYIT? My experiences 
in student groups, with Factory 
Times being just one of a few. I was 
Publication Director for the Factory 
Times in Spring 2007 - an experience 
that didn't work out that well, but 
now I know my limitations better. I've 
been an incredibly active member in 
the SUNY Tech Gamer's Club too, and 
those experiences have really helped 
me shape my identity. Classes gave me 
knowledge, while extracurriculars gave 
me a better sense of who I am, what my 
limitations are, and what I can do. 

Designed by Shelley Howard 
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The saga continues .. . 

Chapter Eight: 

The End? 
{Not By a 

lonq Shot) 



So far, the comments I've heard people 
make about my eye patch have been 
positive with a few minor exceptions 
(there was a girl at the college who made 
a remark about Halloween not being 
celebrated for another year or so, to which 
I replied, "Y'arghh! It be for me blind eye, 
wench!" She didn't' find it the least bit 
fmmy) 

The world doesn't look much different 
when it's only seen out of one eye, though 
the fact that I have to turn my head to see 
what's going on to my right is a drag at 
times. Most of the time Bianca or Josh are 
with me, so they'll usually tell me if it's 
something worth looking at. 

I'm not really crushed about the whole 
half blind thing. In fact, it's kind of cool! I 
never would have guessed just how many 
people respect you for overcoming and 
living with such an unfortunate problem. 
Scaring people when working is fm1, too! 
They never see the front of my face when 
I'm restocking the shelves, so when I turn 
to greet them my eye patch throws them 
for a loop. But, once again, c'est la vie. 

I tell you, it's been one hell of a ride these 
past few years: going ballistic on a small 
crowd of morons, quitting Edwyn's, 
going out and breaking up with Lisa and 
almost dying because of it, almost going 
completely blind, and meeting one of the 
prettiest girls I've ever laid eyes on. It 
really makes me wonder if I'm just going 
to wake up one day and wind up back in 
my high school days when I was nothing 
but a pitiful excuse for a Gandhi. Still, even 

if that did happen, I'd know what I know 
now and be able to hold my own (though 
I'd rather lose sight in my other eye than 
have to relive the last few years of my life 
all over again) 

Bianca continues to tell me that I should 
be a motivational speaker, but I think I'd 
probably do better off as a comedian. That 
and a filmmaker, of course! She and I have 
come up with this crazy theory as to why I 
haven't been left alone by the world all this 
time. We think that either I'm just down on 
my luck or that God feels like spicing my 
life up by sprinkling some of His divine 
pepper all over everything I do, except the 
pepper is made of suck. 

I've come to believe that I'm some kind 
of modern day superhero, minus the 
superpowers. It's as ifl'm able to overcome 
just about whatever gets in my way! I'd 
hate to be in death's shoes when I'm an old 
man. I think I'll probably be smacking him 
with my walker and mumbling something 
about how I've still got stuff to do before 
I kick the bucket. I just can't wait to see 
what's in store for me in the next few years 
of my life, but I know that I'll be ready 
for anything that the world gives to me. 
Anything! 

"Michael. . .I think I'm pregnant!" 

Well, almost anything © 

THE END 

Writtenln; Jom cs Schneider 
Designer! by Eric Constn/ilc 

Best Ways To ~pen~ 
a Nice Day 
-Have a Picnic 

-Play a Fun ~IJDI't ~utsi1le 

-Plant a Tree 

-Watch the ~IIUii'rels Play 

-Have a 880 ~ 

-Go on a romltri11 

-lay in the ~un ami Enjoy the 
Day 

-Take Your' Factory Times 
outsi~e an~ rea~ it! 
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JOIN OUR TEAM 
Your college experience is just that, an experience. Sadly, many unfortunate souls slide limply 
through their four years at college gaining nothing but an education; they never take advantage of 
the unique experiences ava ilable to them as students. Don't leave SUNYIT with on ly a diploma and 15 
extra pounds. Get involved and transform your co llege education into a college experience. Student 
groups, clu bs, and organizations are a great way to get started and SUNYIT's student magazine, the 
Factory Times, is a fantastic student organ izat ion to join. 

Our magazine has been recogn ized locally and nationally for its exceptiona l content and innovative 
design. The Columbia Scholastic Press Association has awarded the Factory Times two consecutive Si lver 
Medals for Excellence and we've received numerous awards from our peers in the Student Associat ion. 

The Factory Times is always seeking ambitious and energetic writers, designers, photographers, cooks, and 
anyone passionate about something who's wi lling to share their passion in a tota lly clothed way. Take a 
minute during your next class and look over the opportunities we have available on our team. Let us know 
if you want to make the Factory Times part of your college experience. 

OUR MISSION The Factory Times is founded on and dedicated to the concept of a sustainable student magazine at 
SUNYIT. Our mission consists of two interrelated and equally important components: 

To foster an environment of development for the Factory Times team. 
It is our mission for each student on the Factory Times team to profit individually from their 
involvement with the publication. We aim to provide opportunities for growth in both written and 
visua l commun ication as well as teamwork, organizationa l, and leadership skil ls. 

To produce a publication for the SUNYIT community. 
The printed Factory Times magazine is the tangible product of our collective efforts and the focus of 
our organization. The Factory Times, in contrast to traditional college newspapers, encourages both 
objective and subjective content and aims to publish a collection of diverse topics and views written 
by a cross-section of students. 

Through its publication the Factory Times endeavours to: 
>Operate an open forum for expression at SUNYIT 
> Inform and educate its readership concerning relevant topics 
> Entertain its readership through creative and satirical content 



WRITERS 

DESIGNERS 

We believe people put more effort into tasks they enjoy; accordingly, our team of writers, columnists, 
crit ics, and text-based evange lists are given free-reign on the topics of the ir contributions. We 
publish articles from the Left and Right. Exposes on the sex industry are printed next to the 
reflective thoughts of our very own advice columnist, Sharon R. Payne. Read a review of the hottest 
new video game or movie then flip the page to discover a great place to hang out from our Hot 
Spots series. Relax w ith some student-submitted poetry or learn what your future holds from our 
monthly horoscopes. Our readers enjoy the diversity and unpredictability of the Factory Times and 
depend on its ability to keep them awake during their history and math classes. Our team of writers 
is entire ly responsible for the home-grown content of each Factory Times issue. No experience is 
necessary and there is no minimum involvement. 

The Factory Times takes design seriou sly; professional design plays a pivotal role in the popularity 
of our magazine. Our designers use Adobe's Creative Suite (Photoshop, Illustrator, & In Design) and 
work with the exceptiona l SUNYIT Print Shop staff to design and print each issue of the Factory 
Times. Working with our design team is a great experience for anyone interested in graphic 
arts, print design, illustration, or publishing. The Factory Times also offers designers an unique 
opportun ity for real -world application of their cou rsework - an integral part of any competitive 
designer's resume and portfolio. Design experience is helpful. 

For addit iona l information concern ing opportunit ies with the Factory Times, contact the Publication 
Director, Eric, via email at eric@factorytimes.com. 
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is a game that I 
come back to every couple of years, play 
the living hell out of, then shelve again. 
This being almost ten years since its 1999 
release, this must have been about the fifth 
time at the start of this semester, and it was 
just as fun as ever - once I got it to work. 

Machines is a number of things. First and 
foremost, it is a real time strategy game for 
the PC along the same lines as Command 
and Conquer. The "premise" is that 
humanity sent out seeding pods with AI to 
terraform worlds to wait for humans. Well, 
after not waiting too long at all, different 
seeding pod factions decide to give up on 
the meatbag and instead go for whatever 
amounts to the jugular on machine factions 
with a different color. One would think that 
vastly intelligent machines could move 
past color issues, but let's not pick the 
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Machines 3D Real Time 
Strategy a 

1~------Vt~:-

game apart too much. Another thing that 
Machines works well as is a mech game. 
Think of commanding a sizeable army of 
Mech Warriors and you get a general idea of 
the aesthetic of the game. For added bonus, 
you can pilot any one of your unit, hopping 
in and having a grand old time. 

Machines is the first three-dimensional 
RTS, which means that it was the first to 
allow you to change your camera angle 
at will. It works really well for the game, 
though I would have also liked some 
better tilt control for the camera. Keep the 
"3D Real Time Strategy" tag in mind if you 
ever try to search for the game on Coogle 
- a search for "Machines" is laughable. 

The last important thing that Machines is 
classified as is a Windows 98 game whose 
developers were too damn lazy to release 
a Windows XP patch. But never fear! 
Open up your internet browser of choice 
and go to http:/ /www.wiredforwar.org 
and download your choice of user-made 

patches there, and you're good. (I also had 
to disable ATI Crossfire in my system, but 
seriously, the game's from '99- one video 
card is more than enough.) 

So Machines has the concept of a real 
time strategy with a dash of first person 
shooter, set in a science fiction mechanical 
environment. And for the most part, it 
works. I find myself commanding my 
troops and rarely entering the vehicles 
- only to help them with their atrocious 
pathfinding. Let me highlight this 
- Machines computes all of the units on 
the map as a whole, so when you and 
your four opponents all have fifty units 
of different kinds on the map, all moving 
and doing their thing, you get gridlock. 
The transporter doesn't know which way 
to go to get out of the military unit's way, 
and they just end up blocking each other 
like an awkward meeting in the middle of 
a cramped hallway. Left, right, left, right, 
forward, backward, do the stinkin' hokey
pokey. (They do turn themselves about 



quite well.) Enter the military machine, 
move him out of the way by hand, and 
you're better off, but a better alternative is 
just to go in and blow up a lot of units. The 
AI subroutines will thank you. 

Okay, so I've gotten the abysmal 
pathfinding out of the way. What else? I 
personally don't have much else negative 
to say about the game. Plot is laughable 
-you're given a mission to set up a colony 
on a planet then more missions to wipe 
out the enemy. Missions themselves range 
from amazingly easy to impossible. I didn't 
even try the campaign this time around, 
instead opting for the skirmishes, or what 
most RTSs call "deathmatch". There's 
the typical style of building up resources 
to fight the enemies (which, if you play 
semi-competently, allows you to research 
superweapons and eliminate everyone 
uncontested), and then there are battle 
maps. Your thirty guys versus everybody 
else's thirty guys. It's actually pretty fun, 
and the variety of skirmish modes keeps 
things fresh for a while. 

As mentioned before, I like the game's 
design aesthetic. The units are very cool 
looking, starting with the iconic Reaper 
and moving along different technology 
tree branches. The only resource - BMUs, 
or Building Material Units- is collected by 
building mines on a deposit then sending 
a unit to pick up what is pulled out of 
the earth and sending it to a smelter, a 
completely separate building. Honestly, 
the middleman is illogical - why not 
build the functions into one building? The 
function is something of a holdover from 
games like Age of Empires, where human 
villagers did all the footwork. Still, aside 
from the aforementioned gridlock, it's not 
a huge pain in the ass, just a bit of a limit on 
resources early on. 

Another thing that the game's got going 
for it is the sound. Sound effects all sound 

like they're in the right place, and some of 
the sound design is even cool. But what 
really glimmers here is the music. The 
soundtrack (available for free to download 
at Wired for War) is one that I listen to 
on a regular basis, and even use for my 
demo reel. It's not an incredibly fast, bass
heavy techno beat, but still something 
with a good beat to it that works well as 
environmental music. 

Machines is nearing a decade old, and may 
not be the best-aged game out there. But 
I've gotten some really good mileage out of 
it and enjoy it every time I come back to it. 
You can try to find a copy of it somewhere, 
but the better option is to go to Wired 
for War and see about getting it from the 
moderator there (after participating in the 
forums). Wired for War is populated by 
many of the developers of the game and 
is a great support site for a game that still 
manages to be pretty good. 

Machines 3D Real Time Strategy 
Developer: Charybdis 
Publisher: Acclaim Studios 

Gameplay: Machines has aged pretty 
well. It's not the most immersive game, 
and it can get downright frustrating with 
early resource blocks and the horrible 
pathfinding. They aren't dealbreakers, 
though, and the game works well (once 
you install an XP patch). 

32/40 

Sights: The design aesthetic is great, the 
graphics not so much at this point. You've 
got to give them kudos just how good it 
was at the time, but today it shows its age. 
Considering its graphics, its automatic 
simplification of unit models at greater 
distance is nothing more than annoying, 
and not the resource-saver it was meant to 
be at the time. 

19/25 

Sounds: Sound design is pretty good, 
from weapon sounds to voices for the 
units. Heck, the Reaper unit reporting, 
"Online," is downright creepy the first 
time, and stays with me. Music is very 
good; if nothing else, get the sotmdtrack. 

23/25 

Originality: At the time of its publishing, 
real-time strategy was mostly the territory 
of Age of Empires. Moving to a science
fiction setting and creating a fully three
dimensional environment for the camera 
to move around in were great leaps that 
stuck around. The attempt to integrate 
the first-person aspect worked to some 
extent, but not as much. Heck, the game 
even defies the common standard and has 
the player in the campaign be red and the 
enemy blue instead of vice versa. 

10/10 

Addictiveness: I keep coming back to 
it, but when I do I only end up playing 
it (incredibly obsessively) for about 
three weeks, then shelve it again. It gets 
points for me coming back to it and for it 
consuming my time for that short period 
of time. 

Overall Score 82°/o 

W ritte11 11_11 Andrew Hookwa11 
Design In; Eric Constable 

8/10 
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It was beyond the point of tears. Silence 
had 1overcome her as she struggled to 
breatJ;le. He really was gone. Clutching 
onto the last pi~fes of him, the tears welled 
but did not continue the fateful fall to the 
cold wood floor. 

Reading over the last letter she wanted to 
send but never made it to the post office, 
the words resounded in her head. 

"I can't wait for you to come home and 
we can finally gEjt married! Finally I get 
my wish! You know I support you in 
everything yoU'1 do,' but by not reenlisting 
you are making me the happiest girl in the 
world! Always in my thoughts, prayers, 
and dreams, I Love You!" 
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She threw the letter down, letting out a 
scream of anger, sadness, and fear. The 
love of her life had been taken away from 
her, and over what? A war. A war she 
despised and wanted nothing to do with. 
He said he would be back in two years, but 
she could wait. Three years and she was 
still waiting. Four years, and finally five, 
and she continued to wait. 

"There was an accident." the last words she 
heard in the past two weeks. Family and 
friends tried to console he1~ but she didn't 
need to be consoled. She needed him back 
in her life. She went from twenty-five to 
seventy-two in two weeks. Passion for life 
and living life to the fullest soon became a 
fool's dream. 

How dare those children run and laugh 
in the park where they used to walk 
when he no longer breathes the same air? 
How could her mother still call and say 
everything would be okay, when he clearly 
couldn't come back? Why does their song 
still play on the radio? Doesn't it know 
he can't listen to it with her again? All 
the little things once making them smile, 
laugh, and be full of life drain her mind 
and soul, leaving nothing but an empty 
body walking aimlessly. 

She remembered the old saying "Hell 
hath no fury like a woman scorned," but 
what about a woman crushed? A woman 
completely torn down from the inside 
out, unable to breathe, live, or feel. Her 
emotions had been torn out of her and were 
replaced with a dark a dreary sadness that 
consumed her every action. Living in peril 
of losing herself, the days just get longer 
and she becomes more lost. 

Could this have been prevented? The 
question rose. Did her selfishness kill him? 
If he was not in a rush to get out, he may 
have been more careful. She did this. She 
forced him into a decision he did not want. 
How could she live with herself? Making 
this about her, instead of him, does the 
selfishness have no end? What really 
happened she will never know. 

Even if the questions were answered and 
the sorrow began to fall, it would never be 
the same. Her thoughts would eat away 
at her, day in and day out, if only one , 
more touch, one last conversation, one last 1 

kiss ... 

1Nrillen n!ld Oesis ned [!If Kelly fo]c!lr!Jzciews lci 
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A man was recently arrested for assassinating someone 

in a rice field with a small ceramic figure. 

In the official statement, police admitted that it was 

How many SUNYIT students does it take to change a light bulb? 

Seven. A Communication & Information Design student to convince the rest that it 
needs changing, an Electrical Engineering student to design a longer-lasting light 
bulb, a Computer Science student to see if there's something wrong with the systems 
overseeing the power grid, a Nursing student to research the safest way to replace it 
(and to be there in case something goes horribly wrong), a Business student to orga
nize the entire venture, a Civil Engineering Technology student to install the new bulb, 
and a General Studies student to realize it was the circuit breaker this whole time. 



TWO words, "Stiller's mom," opened 
--------------~~-------------------
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up the minds of young boys everywhere. 

Fantasies of having an older woman were 

accepted publicly and the naughty term 

"mil£" started dripping off the lips of 

pubescent teens across the nation. American 

Pie reminded the world that hot moms, 

being left or neglected by their husbands, 

were being noticed by and reacting to young 

wide-eyed admirers. 



This scenario rings a bell as I recollect 
the 1967 film "the Graduate," in which 
a college graduate (still "wet behind 
the ears") ends up being seduced by a 
married woman, Mrs . Robison. This 
film however, does not paint the picture 
of a boy being fixated with a mature 
knockout. Ben, the graduate, leaves his 
adult lover for a serious relationship 
with a younger woman. 

Two very different scenarios show how 
society has changed its view of the 
younger man-older woman relationship. 
Whether it is "Stifler's mom" or "Stacy's 
mom," older women are seen as 
desirable and common myths are being 
rejected. Not only can a guy be attracted 
to a grown woman, but he can initiate 
the relationship, bypass younger mates, 
and make a commitment. Mind blowing, 
I know. 

There are so many films, books, and 
even songs that explore this topic. I take 
pride in the fact that people are freeing 
their minds. However, as I observe some 
reactions to my own relationship with a 
younger man, I begin to wonder if I am 
wrong to come to this conclusion. Are 
only the few unbiased individuals out 

that people out there are suffering from 
a "double standard." 

Men are allowed to date younger women 
and the age gap can range from one to 
forty-plus years. No one really flinches, 
except for the disheartened older 
women being rejected for the younger 
ladies. However, if a woman dates a 
younger man a whole lot of criticism 
ends up at her door. It isn't fair. To add 
on to the unfairness, some of the sources 
of criticism are individuals on the flip
side. 

A number of females dating older men 
and men dating younger women just can't 
seem to grasp the idea of a woman being 
with someone who is her junior. Why 
is it that those who should understand, 
don't? Perhaps it is because, although 
they have crossed a dividing line, that 
gap fits into societal norms. If someone 
shakes things up and does what he/she 
"shouldn't" do, it seems tha t everyone 
has something to say. All critics aim to 
hurt the liberal lovers and dismantle 
that which they see as abnormal. 

Will most of the world continue to enjoy 
the "Stifler's mom" concept on the big 

Does he hotel blina love or (antasy-fillea love? 

there pushing their way into the public's 
mind-set, "setting up shop," and making 
the world seem like more enlightened 
place? 

Terms such as "cradle-robber" and "Mrs. 
Robinson" come flying my way, along 
with the notion that my relationship isn't 
fit to last. I could break down and cry as 
I take all this in, but I know that there 
is nothing wrong with the way I feel or 
with the love I choose to engage in. I see 

screen, but in reality mark an older 
female lover as "Mrs. Robinson?" The 
label alone holds the three basic myths 
that society holds: 1) 'the woman was 
the seducer' 2) 'it will never last' and 
3) the guy will leave her for a younger 
woman1. As my observers conclude, my 
fate is sealed- I am a desperate woman 
in a dead-end relationship. It is so sad: 
society's conflicting opinion about love 
and the age gap. 

I continue to keep my head up, however. 
My boyfriend helps me do that when, 
during my weak, self-conscious 
moments, he tells me "I don't care 
about your age. I love you ." I find that 
I can make it through the battle of the 
double standard. I can ignore people's 
basic conclusions that when there is a 
"bump in the road," the cause is our age 
difference. To prove that I am unwilling 
to yield to their attitudes, I hold true 
to my feelings and block all adverse 
comments. 

However, as I get through this initial 
stumbling block, I come to meet a new 
issue. As other young men make known 
their attraction to me, I wonder why 
they try to make a cormection. In my 
search for true love, I can say that age is 
nothing but a number, but I know that 
only a few young guys are searching for 
a serious relationship. So if any of these 
pursuers are treading along the shallow 
end of the pool of love, they must be 
trying to live out a fantasy or are hoping 
to be seduced by an older woman? 

Love is tough, but I have come to see 
that it is even tougher when a person 
decides to break society's unspoken 
rules. An older woman who chooses to 
have a relationship with a younger man 
must be prepared for harsh reactions 
and hurtful labels. Furthermore, a 
woman pursued by a younger guy, has 
the responsibility of getting down to the 
root of his affections. Does he hold blind 
love or fantasy-filled love? If his love is 
blind, and she takes a chance, something 
great can happen - the two can fall in 
love. And, as proven by the Sarandon
Robbins relationship, that love can stand 
the test of time and weather all storms 
of criticism. 

Written by Alexandria 
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