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Kio estas Ia universala lingvo? 

Whatsthe 
universal language? 
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No, not sign language. 
And don't give me that 

rubbish about love being the 
world's common parlance. I 
mean a tangible, written and 
spoken language that's used 
to communicate the world 
over. Letters, words, sentence 
structures, grammar and 
syntax. Glorious syntax! 

Just how would you say "let's 
join together to resist the 
oppression of visible light and 
inferior penmanship" in the 
language of love? You can't. 
It's not a language. 

On the other hand, Esperanto 
is a language. It's just 
one of the many "artificial 
languages," languages with 
full vocabularies and grammar 
that were created with specific 
intentions for implementation. 
Esperanto stands out among 
these languages for a number 
of reasons. 

First, it's pretty easy to learn. 
Its vocabulary draws on 
the Romance languages, so 



nouns are similar to those in 
English, Spanish and other 
Latin-descended languages. 
For example, the word for 
bicycle is biciklo. The word 
for apple is porno, and 
grapfrukto means grapefruit. 
It's very easy to locate the 
nouns in Esperanto, as they 
all end in the letter" o." And 
to pluralize a noun, you just 
end the word with a "j," so 
"apples" would be pomoj, 
with the"j"pronounced as the 
vowel "y" is used in English 
- no -s or -es business to deal 
with. Its grammar is very 
forgiving, as well. Mi amas 
vin and vin mi amas both 
mean "I love you." 

Perhaps because it's so easy to 
learn, Esperanto is accepted as 
the most widely spoken "fake 
language" in the world. It has 
been around since 1887 and 
is spoken by people in every 
part of the world. There's 
no way to really know how 
many people speak Esperanto 
because of its nature. It hasn't 
been adopted as the official 
language of any country, and 
there are only between two 
hundred to two thousand 
native speakers. 

But Esperanto was never 
intended to replace current 
languages. Esperanto 
was introduced by a 
Polish philologist (loosely 
translatable as "language 
geek") by the name of L.L. 
Zamenhof. Zamenhof 
constructed Esperanto to 
be used as a secondary 
language by people that 

live where many languages 
are spoken in a relatively 
small area. He also created 
it to be a neutral language, 
without any attachments to 
any particular culture, and 
he hoped that people all over 
the world would adopt it as 
an auxiliary language, and 
therefore they wouldn't have 
to sacrifice identity for the 
sake of unity. 

With all its good intentions, 
Esperanto still hasn't 
managed to catch on in the 
way that Zamenhof hoped 
it would - in fact, it's often 
ridiculed with its speakers 
viewed as elitist, as it's 
nowhere near being truly 
universal or widespread. 

That's not to say that the 
Esperanto movement is 
fading away. According to 
Wikipedia, there are as many 
as two million fluent speakers 
and over 25,000 books are 
published in Esperanto. 
Websites like lernu.net are 
dedicated to helping anyone 
with internet access learn how 
to speak Esperanto. William 
Shatner even starred in the 
all-Esperanto horror film 
Incubus. 

So what are the practical 
reasons for learning 
Esperanto? If you're 
interested in learning many 
languages, Esperanto is a 
good starting point. Studies 
have shown that children 
who have been introduced to 
Esperanto have an easier time 
learning other languages. 

Esperanto can familiarize a 
person with basic language 
semantics without confusing 
them with peculiar grammar 
rules, such as the particulars 
and exceptions seen in the 
English language. Most non
native speakers of English 
will certainly attest the 
difficulties of trying to learn 
the English language, even 
with a foundation of bi- or 
even trilinguality. 

Another interesting facet 
of knowing Esperanto is 
the ability to participate in 
a program called Pasporta 
Servo, or Passport Service. 
This is a hosting service 
through which an Esperanto 
speaker offers to host another 
Esperanto speaker from a 
different part of the world 
in their homes for free. This 
opens up the option for 
som·eone to travel to many 
different parts of the world 
and immerse themselves in 
other cultures without having 
to be proficient in many 
languages. 

If you're inspired to learn 
Esperanto, or just to read 
up on it a little more, there 
are tons of free resources 
online. There are quite a few 
Esperanto videos on You Tube, 
and there's even an Esperanto 
version of Wikipedia. If not 
entirely practical, it's still a lot 
of fun. 

Written /Jy William Groom 
Designed by ]e1111 Klock 
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E ver since it became clear that the 
Democratic primary race wouldn't 

be resolved anytime soon, people 
have speculated over a President/ 
Vice President pairing of the two big 
candidates, Barack Obama and Hillary 
Clinton. 

Both candidates are virtually tied in 
delegates throughout all the caucus and 
primary states so far. If the race continues 
to have no definite front-runner it may last 
all the way into the Democratic National 
Convention in August, which would 
leave the Democrats fighting amongst 
themselves if the Republican primaries 
are settled earlier. That's something the 
Democrats certainly do not want, but 
neither candidate is backing down. 

So what if they teamed up? 

The candidates have similar stances on 
the major issues. The debates between 
Clinton and Obama have been cordial 
for the most part, and each candidate 
promises to bring change, which is fast 
becoming the theme of this election 
year. Clinton's time as First Lady and 
Senator have gained her support within 
the Democratic Party, but it seems like 
Obama's message has resounded well 
with voters of all Parties. If they got 
together in what many have labeled 
"the dream ticket," they could unite the 
Party in time for November. Obama 
voters would bring many Independents 
and even some Republicans over to the 
Democratic side, and this would better 
their chances at winning the general 
election. 

But don't count on seeing a dream 
ticket anytime soon. 

The biggest matter involved is 
determining who gets to headline 
the dream ticket. Currently, Barack 

and Hillary are basically tied in their 
number of delegates, who are the 
representatives directly involved in 
nominating a candidate at the National 
Convention. There will have to be a 
clear delegate majority in order for one 
of the candidates to concede. It may take 
months before we see a leading nominee 
with only a few states holding primaries 
every week. 

After a nominee is chosen, they'll have 
the opportunity to choose a running 
mate . By choosing someone with a 
different base of supporters they improve 
their own chances of winning. This is 
"balancing the ticket." Exit polling has 
shown great diversity between Obama 
and Clinton voters. Being together on 
the ballot might bring both sides together 
to vote Democrat. 

The problem will then be getting them 
to run together. A dream ticket could 
benefit the entire party, but neither 
candidate will discuss the possibility 
of being the other's Vice President. At 
this stage in the race, it would not be a 
smart political move to speak of such 
hypothetical situations. 

Finally, it's important to remember the 
nature of both of the candidates. Obama 
has spent a lot of time distancing himself 
from the politics of the past, of which 
Hillary's platform of experience is based. 
And as for Hillary, if Barack ends up as 
the nominee, she's certainly not one to 
stand in someone else's shadow. 

Written by William Groom 
Designed by ]enn Klock 
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STUDENT 
INVOLVEMENT· IN THE 
PRESIDENTIAL SEARCH 

Many of us here at SUNYIT don't have any 
firsthand memories of Mason Somerville, the 
President of the school through early 2004. 
He was not well-liked, and eventually left the 
school. We have since been operating under 
Interim President Peter A. Spina. 

However, as the title implies, this is not 
meant to be a permanent position; and so, 
the search goes on to find a President that 
would be suitable to SUNYIT and that will 
work with and for both our student and 
faculty populations. 

I spoke with Zack Hoffmann, former Vice 
President of Student Association. I knew 
woefully little about the Presidential 
search, and he was able to fill in a lot of the 
blanks for me. 

The SUNYIT College Council is a body of 
individuals who represent the campus. 
Eleven of the twelve seats are appointed 
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GiusEppE LApiANA 

by SUNY Central, being local business 
people from Utica and Oneida County in 
general. The eleventh seat is a student
appointed position; this past fall, Darius 
Arrendell was elected to this seat. As he is 
also the President of Student Association, 
he is in a very good spot to be able to 
represent the students on the College 
Council. 

The College Council tasked a 
subcommittee with reviewing applicants 
for the new President. The Presidential 
Search Committee is made up of a few of 
the College Council members, a number 
of faculty members, and a single student 



representative. Giuseppe Lapiana holds 
this seat. 

Giuseppe's appointment has been 
controversial. Though the spot is not one 
that is elected, Student Association has 
historically been consulted in choosing the 
student to sit in on the spot. Furthermore, 
the spot often goes to the College Council 
representative. Darius was not offered the 
spot, something that I find very troubling. 
Though I have faith in Giuseppe's ability 
to gauge student concerns - he is an RA, 
and talks to a good number of students on 
a daily basis- I believe that it was foolish 
of the other College Council members not 

to offer the position to Darius; the very 
position that makes him suitable for the 
College Council seat also makes him quite 
suitable for the seat on the presidential 
Search Committee. 

Because Student Association was not 
contacted, an emergency meeting was 
convened on December ll'h of last year. 
A resolution was passed unanimously by 
the twelve present senators in support 
of withdrawing Student Association's 
support of the presidential search. While 
again I profess faith in Giuseppe, without 
the backing of the Student Association 
- the eyes, ears, and voice of the student 
population on SUNYIT - I wonder just 
how effective the presidential search will 
be. There has been no response from the 
SUNYIT administration or the rest of the 
College Council on this matter; I will do 
my best to keep you, the student body, 
apprised of these developments as they 
develop. 

~~MosT SUNYIT 
STUdENTS would likE TO 

SEE TltE NEXT PREsidENT 

bE pREpAREd TO 

RESpONd TO STUdENT 

CONCERNS QUickER ANd 

MORE EfFECTiVEly ••• " 

The SUNYIT Presidential Search moves 
forward, nonetheless. The Presidential 
Search Committee has already reviewed a 
number of applications; exactly how many 
people have applied for the position, Zack 

did not know, as the Committee meets 
in executive - and therefore confidential 
- session. Last summet~ a consultant was 
hired by SUNY Central to come to SUNYIT 
and talk about what they wanted to see 
in our new president. His presentation 
helped to define the advertisement for the 
position, and affected what sorts of people 
applied. 

The SUNYIT Presidential Search may 
be one of the biggest things to happen 
at this school while I've been present 
here. Perhaps the biggest, and perhaps 
bigger than the Student Center which is 
supposedly breaking ground once the 
snow thaws this spring. The President 
of the school makes sure that things are 
done, and makes sure that things are done 
right. "Most SUNYIT students would 
like to see the next President be prepared 
to respond to student concerns quicker 
and more effectively," Zack surmised. 
I couldn't agree with him more. When 
there is a notable complaint at the school, 
such as last year's untimely renovation 
of the Adirondack dorms or the untimely 
reconstruction of the Adirondack bridge 
last semester, it is the President that hears it, 
and the President who must do something 
about it. It is an important position. 

"If the students do feel that way," Zack 
continued, "they need to make sure it 
is known." He's talking to all of you. 
To make your voice known, contact 
Giuseppe (lapiang@sunyit.edu [Giuseppe, 
if this isn't where you would prefer to be 
contacted, please let us know]) or Darius 
(arrendd@sunyit.edu [Darius, the same]). 
Your school President is being decided; it's 
time to let the people in charge know what 
you want. 

Written by Andrew Hookway 
Designed by joe Albano 

factory times • 13 



14 • factory times 

I remember the last (and final) I got "played". It was a painful experience when that 
relationship ended, but life was never more beautiful prior that - or so I think. I still 
debate that question from time to time. Either way, I'll never forget it. 

Her name was 'Maria. She was a girl that I know from Freeport, New York, where I lived 
with my mother for five years from age nine. And during those five years, I always had a 
crush on her. Se was poetic in how se spoke and, at that time, her eyes were like two dark 
rubies that shined in the darkness. And she had that face, the baby kind of face. I could 
only watch her from a distance though. When I moved back into Queens to live with my 
father again, the possibility of not seeing her again killed me. After I was back in Queens, 
I started dating numerous girls for short periods of time. Then came college at SUNYIT. 



She looked me up online with the power of Facebook and sent me 
a message along the lines of, "Hey! I haven't seen you for years! 
How are things? You got me added now so drop me a message." 
So I sent her one and we kept sending messages back and forth 
until we exchanged numbers. We talked on the phone a few times 
and decided that over the winter break, we were going to meet up 
and catch up on time. We scheduled when we were going to meet. 
It turned out to be New Year's Eve which kind of shocked me. She 
was a party girl, though she tried to avoid drinking if she could. 
But I didn't complain. Finally, we met up at eight o' clock at night 
on New Year's Eve. 

We met at Jamaica train station in Queens by the movie theatre on 
Jamaica Avenue and 165th Street. She was wearing all white. The 
collar on her jacket had that fancy fur like a movie star's jacket, 
jeans that fit just exactly on her curves on her legs ... and to top it 
off, she had those leather, calf-high high heel boots with fur along 
the brim like her jacket. Maria was Hispanic, but you couldn't tell 
because she was paler than average. We went to one another and 
hugged each other like other friends that haven't seen each other 
for a long time. The both of us caught the train and went into 
Manhattan as close to Central Park while avoiding the turmoil to 
get to Times Square for the ball drop. We walked tlu·ough Times 
Square and around a few blocks, gradually making our way to 
Central Park while holding hands. All along, we were asking 
each other questions and discussing philosophical stuff and on 
how we should live life, etc. We tested each other with riddles 
and tests that involved saying or doing watching subtle, but yet 
deep things. And in both of our heads we were keeping tallies of 
practically brownie points for each other. We'd show our approvals 
or disapprovals in cryptic ways during the conversation. Every 
chance we got, we turned to face one another and just stand there, 
hugging and whispering. Eventually we made it into Central Park 
and wandered around. The tests became stranger after we got into 
Central Park. 

I remember her specifically saying that she wanted me to prove 
exactly how open-minded I was by doing three things: I had to 
skip with her as long as she skipped through Central Park, I had 
to bark like a dog twice and, sing "The Smurfs" opening theme. I 
looked at her like she had two heads but I followed and complied 
while gritting my teeth. Then we got to different splits in the 
walkways and she pulled one of my tests earlier in the night of 
her picking whether to go left, right, or straight and depending 
on which way she picked, she would get an tmknown increase 
or decrease in brownie points. I was amused and I figured that if 
she was using one of my tricks, then she was probably thinking 
the same point system I had. So I picked all the "correct" answers. 

Finally, we left Central Park and went to watch the ball drop from 
afar and walked around some more. Mind you, I hadn't looked 
down at my watch since we got into Manl1attan. It was now 4 a.m. 
We decided that it was time to head back and took the train back 
into Jamaica, Queens. When we got there, I felt something that 
I hadn't felt for a while since I was dating: I really did not want 
to let go of her. We stood in the station for another half hour in 
embrace as I picked up the scent of perfume - she had worn my 
choice of scented perfume, Jasmine. That scent was in intoxicating 
to me. The two of us were nose to nose to nose. 

"''m high right now," I said. She raised an eyebrow at me. 

"How?" 

"Because I'm really close to an angel right now," I replied. 

She grinned at me and said, "You'll be close to her again soon, I 
promise you that." With that she kissed me full on the lips and 
pulled back. 

"I love you," I blurted. 

Maria pulled away and our hands drifted apart as we did. I 
hopped the train back to Flushing, Queens and I just could not 
for the life of me get my mind off her. Every time I closed my 
eyes I could see her face with that softly twitched smile. I got back 
home and I just died out on the living room couch as my legs gave 
out from under me. I slept through the night with that high and 
dreaming sweet dreams. 

I called her the next day at work and told her that I had to see 
her again. After a little it of badgering, Maria finally agreed. This 
time we met at a twenty-four hour breakfast diner across the 
street from her college campus, St. John's, at 10 o'clock at night. 
We ordered our own varieties of pancakes and eggs and ate and 
talked. We talked about the last time we met and how we felt 
about and since it. We were there for a good hour and a half before 
we both paid the check and walked out of the restaurant. As we 
were exiting was whenever I asked her out. For five minutes she 
didn't answer and finally, out of the blue while waiting for a taxi 
(for myself) she gave her answer and enforced it with a kiss. I 
drifted off to another plane of thought after I said my good-byes 
to her. I grinned during that whole ride home. 

When the time came for me to come back up to SUNYIT, Maria 
and I laid out a rough schedule of when we would try to call each 
other since we were both going to be busy for the semester. And 

continued on page 17 
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They walk among us, hiding their supernatural 
tendencies behind fake teeth and SPP 90 

sunscreen. They're vampires, bloodsuckers, 
creatures of the night, progeny of Nosferatu. 
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"Dloob": You flatter me with 
such exaggerations. 

And I was lucky enough to be 
able to interview one. 

Factory Times: I figured it'd 
help ensure my safety. 

D: I already promised you, I 
won't go after your blood. I've 
had my fill. 

FT: So, just how many vampires 
are there out there? 

D: "Vampirism", to use the 
crude term, is a biological muta
tion, so it's very rare. There are 
a number of people in society 
who prefer to live lives away 
from the light - Goths, geeks, 
and mad scientists, to name 
a few. Most, though not all, of 
these people carry a recessive 
gene that allows for a further 
mutation into full-blown vam
pirism. The medical term is 
"Nosferatism", and it's become 
fairly well documented in the 
past few decades. Before then, 
people who mutated had to 
deal with things on their own. 

FT: What support exists for 
vampires today? 

D: Peer groups, mostly. 

FT: Support groups? 

D: In a sense, yes. Those of us 
with Nosferatism take comfort 
in each other, being able to 
share our daily trials. 

FT: What sorts of trials do you 
face? Persecution? 

D: No, actually. Here, look at 
this. What do you see? 

[At this point, he opened his 
mouth, and I took a cautious 
look inside.] 

FT: Nothing, really. Maybe 
slightly oversized canines ... 
not really fangs, are they? 

D: No, they aren't. The human 
jaw is strong enough to break 
skin, fangs aren't needed. 

FT: So, you do ... ? 

D: We don't suck blood; at 
least, those of us that are found 
by support groups and the 
medical community in time 
don't. Full "vampires" without 
that support do end up having 
to suck blood, yes. 

FT: Why? Do you get nutrients 
from it? 

D:Inasense. We have extremely 
acute senses of hearing and 
smell; if I wasn't on anything, 
I'd be able to hear the blood 
rushing through your veins, 
the rhythmic pumping of your 
heart, smell where it's closest 
to the skin, and-

FT: I get the point. Why, then, 
do you not all .. . go nuts? 

D: A nutrient in blood dulls 
those heightened senses; if not 
for that, we would, in fact, "go 
nuts". Early experiments of 
locking someone with Nosfera
tism up without blood resulted 
in insanity - which helps ex
plain the mad scientist link. 



FT: How do you make up for 
it, then? 

D: Many minerals and nutrients 
can dull the senses aside from 
those which are in blood. 
Goths ... well, I don't get them. 
If they are into self-mutilation, 
they can actually get it out of 
their own blood, but that's just 
way too much for me. Geeks 
can get it from caffeine; though 
that one's a double-edged 
sword, as caffeine is likely to 
spur the transformation from 
latent Nosferatism to full 
blown vampirism more than 
anything else. Many just don't 

realize it because the caffeine 
keeps the urges at bay. 

FT: What about everyone else? 

D: Vitamin supplements. 

FT: Are there any specific ones 
that work better? 

D: It's a matter of preference. 
I prefer Flintstones 
Chewables™. 

FT: You're kidding. 

D: What?We'renotalldarkand 
brooding. When Nosferatism 

continued from page 15 

so it went that way every day since I got back up to college, calling 
each other during those minor gaps and waiting for that hour we 
would be able to talk for hours. Valentine's Day was drawing 
near and we wanted to see each other for that weekend. She was 
worried that I wouldn't be able to go back down to New York City. 
I was able to, though, following a delivery of two-dozen roses that 
I had sent to her dorm with a card and a small bottle of jasmine 
perfume. The same night I got there I went to see her on her 
campus. She introduced me for the first time in person and we sat 
in their living room drinking tea. Everyone went and turned in for 
the night while Maria and I stayed on the couch snuggling. One 
thing led to another and, needless to say, we had fun that night. 

After that weekend, I carne back up to SUNYIT and two weeks later 
came that time. I called her up and noticed that she was feeling 
a little down compared to her usual self and I asked her what 
was wrong. She started speaking riddles and it took me a while 
to figure out what she meant. She was talking about breaking up. 
I had my fair share of situations like this, so I kept my composure 
and finally asked, "Why?" 

"Hon, you know how I am. I just can't keep hoping that I won't 
have one of those days when I'm totally emotionless," she 
answered. She was feeling guilty because that was how her past 

exploded in me, it sucked. I 
didn't know what to do until an 
acquaintance of mine noticed 
the symptoms and helped me 
out. Oh, and for the record, we 
can go outside in the sun, we 
just prefer not to. 

FT: Good to know. We're just 
about out of time, so is there 
anything else you'd like to add? 

D: Vampires are real, but we 
aren't all the monsters that 
we're made out to be. There are 
a few bad eggs out there, but 
the medieval folklore took hold 
of it and gave us all bad names. 

Back then, many vampires 
killed themselves when they 
realized what they'd become. 
Today, we work together, and 
we are most certainly not 
planning to overthrow the rest 
of humanity. We just want to 
live in peace, and we'd like it if 
people could respect that. 

Factory Times: Thank you for 
sharing your story with us. 

"Dloob": Thank you for letting 
me share it. 

Written by Andrew Hookway 
Designed by ]enn Klock 

relationships ended- with her just losing interest gradually. I told 
her that she was like me; we had that same problem but promised 
to keep ourselves from that situation. 

After some discussion, I finally came to terms that I wasn't going 
to win in this battle of persuasion. I told her a soft good-bye and 
asked that she'd keep in touch. 

Two weeks later, I hear through the grapevine of my friends back 
home that she started talking to this one guy who went to school 
with us back in Freeport - a guy she said she never wanted to see 
or hear from again. It took me a while to stop feeling like that I had 
been, essentially, cut straight from a womb. I felt played, needless to 
say. I did what I usually did and what she did: cut off that emotional 
tie like an executioner's axe. I got over it completely and did what 
any sensible person would do and moved on. I thought about the 
time her and I spent together and manifested them through the 
songs I sang until I had gone through each day we spent together 
by the day only once. Ever since then, I haven't looked back on 
it since with any sort of emotion attached. And that, ladies and 
gentlemen, is one of millions of ways to get played. 

Written by Charish Patel 
Designed by ]enn Klock and Shellelj Howard 
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7his is A theoru thAt will sAtisfu the 
likes of Stargate fans (for those that don't 
know of Stargate, it is a science fiction TV 
series on the Sci-Fi channel). To make the 
relation, in the original show (Stargate SG-
1), all the gods of ancient mythology from 
all cultures-Egyptian, Hindu, Chinese, 
Japanese, Greek, etc.-all knew and 
interacted with one another, though they 
were bodies taken by parasites. Now, there 
are no parasites in this theory, but the fact 
of different cultures sharing the same and/ 
or parallel beliefs is a reality in modern 
society today and is under investigation by 
many archaeologists and other branches of 
science. But today, we're not going to take 
a look at any of the major cultures for our 
subject. Rather, we are going to focus on a 
tribe out of Africa called the Dogon, who 
are located south of the Sahara Desert in 
Mali. 

C:onspirRr6 ~heoru: 
There are two major stars in astronomy 
charts that fascinate scientists, but also 
play a major part in Dogon tales called 
Sirius A and Sirius B. The Dogon are the 
last of any culture on Earth to worship 
extraterrestrial life as givers of life and 
teachers. To get to the point, the tribe has 
an extensive knowledge of the two Sirius 
stars, including what categories they 

their orbits and the time 
t~~:est.tQ!:'JJ[\Oile stars to make their orbits 

Sirius stars, the Sun, Moon, 
keep in mind that all this 

is not from 

modern society or any other technological 
society. It wasn't until the earlier part of 
the twentieth century (around the 1930s) 
when they had outside contact - at the 
time, their first contact was with some 
Western scientists. All this knowledge, the 
tribe says, came from beings from outer 
space, to use that cliche phrase. 

/I ..)t' s strtu•se to 
find thAt ... we Are 
uneoverin9 links 
between cultures 

thAt hAve never met.'' 
The Dogon people call their extraterrestrial 
teachers the Nommos who, according to 
the tribe, were amphibious human-like 
beings that they believe will someday 
return to Earth. The Nommos supposedly 
came at the dawn of civilization when the 
societies of Mesopotamia emerged. Eerily 
enough, all these societies share tales and 
deities that are close to or share the same 
exact description of the Nommos that 
the Dogon tribe provides. Coincidence? 
Possibly. Even present-day religions, such 
as Hinduism, have references, no matter 
how lose, to similar beings. And, the 
Dogon tribe says, the spaceships that the 
Nommos used had three legs, or landing 
gears to put it in modern terms (*leers over 
at the pyramids in Egypt*). 

reAtioo? 

£vAlUAtion: 
It's strange to find that in today's world, 
we are slowly uncovering missing links 
between different cultures that have never 
met. For example, archaeologists have 
reported finding pyramids underwater ... 
around Japan. Another example is of all 
the similar tales that every culture, modern 
or ancient, shares about an advanced 
civilization that mysteriously vanished 
into thin air- a "mythological" civilization 
that we all know in the Western world as 
Atlantis. Despite how minute these details 
of any culture can be, if one can dig in far 
enough, you'll eventually come across 
them and begin to look all arow1d you and 
wonder if every civilization has had a link 
that burrows deeper than the economical 
link today's countries share - a link of 
origin and creation that we will dispute 
for years and years to come. 

If you want more detailed information 
and a much better explanation of the 
theory, look up Tlze Sirius Mystery by 
Robert Temple. A controversial book for 
its time, it provides and overwhelmingly 
convincing argument of the Dogon theory 
that will have you thinking twice about 
what you believe. 

Rating: {i&, "(;iffli~ ~ 

Written by Charish Patel 
Designed by Joe Albano 
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"BeCCy Dancer" 
Not Synonymous to 

ustripper" 
I have been belly dancing for almost 

two years now and I love it more with 
every day that passes. The on ly thing I 
hate about it are peop le's "preconceived 
notices" of this type of dance. I noticed it 
in my last school and also here, at SUNY 
IT, when we have introductions on the 
first day and I mention I' m a belly dancer. 
Some guys will make a weird smile and 
some girls will look at me like I'm crazy, 
or people will ignore the issue altogether. 
One time this girl I know even said that 
if I d idn't make it as a designer, I could 
at least make a good stripper! For some 
reason, people have decided that belly 
dancers are the same as strippers; I want 
to let you know that this is not the case. 

First I think a little bit of history might 
help explain my situation. Belly dancing 
is thought to have been started either in 
northern Africa or the Middle East. People 
also argue that the dance descended 
from the Banjara tribes in north-western 
India. Some even say that it dates back 
to ancient Egypt. Wherever it started it 
slowly spread throughout the world, 
possibly by the Roma people, otherwise 
known as gypsies. 

People think that belly dancing was a birth 
ritual dance or a dance that priestesses 
did for special religious ceremonies. 
Many also believe that it was a dance 
created by women to rejoice in the fact 
that they were women. So women would 
only dance for an all female audience, and 
eventually men that belly danced, (yes 
they do belly dance, too) danced only for 

r 
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male audiences (Think of Shakespeare's 
actors- all men!). 

The problem of associating strippers with 
belly dancers probably dates back to when 
belly dancing first started to take off in 
the U.S.A., many dancers were only able 
to get jobs at night clubs or as vaudeville 
acts. After the craze of the dancers named 
"Little Egypt", many imitators decided 
to create their misinterpretation of the 
dance. With imitators dancing in carnival 
sideshows and burlesque halls, people 
started to wonder about the true nature 
of belly dance. 

un's quite a Cot fia.nfer 

to sliimm.y, tfia.n it is to 

take your top off." 

Hollywood also did its share in making 
it hard on us dancers. Many dancers that 
were portrayed in movies had one of 
three roles. These included either a slave 
that needed saving, a background dancer 
while main characters (usually men) 
talked, or as a deceitful woman that tries 
to trick the main character. 

For more information on Belly Dancing: 

http:/ /www.rachelbrice.com 
http:/ /www.shira.net 

http:/ /www.bellydancesuperstars.com 

With these "famous" dancers in 
America's history, how's a young belly 
dancer supposed to learn, practice, and 
perform without people being skeptical 
of their art? It seems the old tradition of 
a few ruining it for everyone still holds 
true. 

Although belly dancing is slowly 
gaining more popularity in the U.S.A. 
and a better name for itself. The Belly 
Dance Super Stars perform a full belly 
dance show incorporating the different 
dance styles such as Egyptian, Cabaret, 
and Tribal Fusion. Miles Copeland, 
the director, auditioned many dancers 
around the country to find the best of the 
best, resulting in the BDSS (Belly Dance 
Super Stars). The BDSS has toured the 
U.S.A, along with many other countries 
in hopes of making belly dancing the 
new trend. 

Many people have found belly dancing 
through their TV. Fit TV has created a 
belly dance related show called Shimmy 
that introduces the viewer to some basic 
moves and a small choreography. There 
has also been many belly dance DVD's 
making i tto common stores such as Barnes 
and Noble and Best Buy. Generally these 
are more of a belly dance workout and it 
may not break down dance movements 
or create a choreography, but it's based 
on the dance itself. 

Belly dancing is spreading faster and 
faster these days, but some people still 
mistake it for a strip tease. Despite the 
past I can only hope to create a better 
picture of what a belly dancer is today. 
And just for the record it's quite a lot 
harder to shimmy than it is to take your 
top off. 

Written and dcsig ued by jcmr Klock 

Furtfiennore ... 

We don't take our clothing 
off! In fact it takes some belly 
dancers way too long to put 
their costume on, especially 
tribal or tribal fusion dancers (as 
pictured to the left). Generally, 
dancers will make you pay for 
the time that it takes them to 
put these outfits on, so it's the 
opposite of stripper! 

There's no pole. We may not 
dancewithapole,butwedouse 
finger cymbals, a cane, a veil, 
and even a sword. I wouldn't 
want to call a belly dancer 
that's wielding a scimitar a 
stripper, would you? 

As for tips, most belly dancers 
will not allow the audience 
to place money into their 
costumes. Some dancers will 
take tips and tuck them into 
their belts for lack of a be tter 
place to put it, but most will 
have a tip jar set aside. 
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The saga continues ... 

Chapter Six: 

Moving 
foPWa.d 

Battered and bruised, I'm visited by many 
family members and a handful of friends 
and acquaintances. Some hug me lightly, 
others (like my mom) cry and smile 
because I'm alive and well (alive more 
than well, anyway). The last of the people 
leave, placing a bunch of balloons and 
little cards of caring on the small table next 
to my hospital bed until no one is in my 
room any longer. I sigh, overwhelmed by 
the large crowd that came to see me and 
frustrated by the fact that I'd have to figure 
out a plan to make money and catch up 
on my school work (and get another car). 
There is nothing but silence in the pale 
green room until the last person I expect to 
show up walks in ... Lisa. 

Beforesheevensaysanythingiimmediately 
remember how we ended our love story 
and how I was just another asshole who 



probably got what he deserved, so I begin 
this encounter with some words to make 
her feel bad. 

"Looks like you needed more than just 
hope to get me to die and rot in hell. 
Or ... maybe I did die and am in hell right 
now, and I have to spend eternity sitting in 
this hospital bed with you standing in the 
doorway. I hope you're happy." 

"I deserved that." 

Damn straight. 

"So what brings you here?" 

And here comes the acclaimed apology 
and attempted making up scene. 

"Look, Michael, I'm really sorry for what 
I said earlier." Lisa looks at me in a way 
I can't even begin to describe since she 
never looked at me that way before. 

She seems more beautiful than ever, 
her eyes showing me that she cares, her 
black hair put up in some kind of bun 
that complements her striped shirt she's 
wearing, making her look sexier than eve1~ 
but that isn't enough to make me push 
aside what she said and did to me. 

''And I thought you didn't care anymore. 
I can't even begin to tell you how I feel 
about you being in this room right now. I 
understand if you feel bad because the last 
thing you said to me almost happened, but 
I don't understand why you acted the way 
you did ." 

"Michael, I was hurt! I felt like I was being 
punished for something when I didn't do 
anything wrong!" 

"Welcome to my world, Lisa. My family 
members are being picked off by the hand 
of God one by one, I was stuck at Edwyn's 
for what seemed like forever, I've lost a 
bunch of friends, my car just died, I can't 
work for three months, I'm behind in my 
school work, and I'm stuck in this hospital 
bed for the next week! I don't feel like 
I deserve any of this, but do you see me 
taking it out on the people I care about? It 
is called life!" 

"But I loved you! How could you just 
throw it away?" 

"You picked out each and every section 
of my personality that you didn't like 
and tried to suck them right out of my 
body. You should have learned to accept 
the things you didn't like about me just 
like I learned to accept the things you did 
that drove me crazy. But no! Instead, you 
cracked your whip and tried to keep me 
in line." 

Lisa becomes upset and like the way I left 
her last time she cries in hopes of drowning 
out my anger. 

"Now I know there are some things I've 
probably done that made you upset or 
angry, but I never cheated on you or did 
anything worse than maybe getting into 
a typical argument with you. As much as 
you don't want to hear it, you are a very 
insecure woman. I almost feel like the 
reason why you wanted me to be your 
little pet was because I didn't exactly turn 
out to be your perfect man, and you felt 
like you needed to have control of what's 
supposed to be a mutual thing." 

Lisa gets ready to walk out of the room. 

"''m not finished, Lisa! Don't you dare 
leave yet! Now, maybe at first I was your 
perfect man, but then you came to realize 
who Michael Wolfe really is, and you didn't 
like it anymore. But then you thought I 
could be tamed. And I was for a while, but 
you see what happened? I tried talking 
to you, and I even tried warning you on 
multiple occasions, and even though you 
claimed to understand, you just whoosh ... 
let it go right past your head because you 
either didn't want to hear what I had to 
say or you were just so infatuated with me 
that everything I said was just unicorns 
and cherries to you." 

A quick pause ensues, the only thing 
audible being the heart monitor on the left 
side of my bed. 

"Do you think we could pretend that this 
never happened? That maybe we can still 
be together?" Lisa asks with puppy eyes. 

Good old puppy eyes. She used them 
on me all of the time, and I was quite 
the sucker since I didn't like seeing her 
urlhappy. She would use them to get me to 
take her places, or to buy her something, 
or some other little thing like that. But 
this? This is something much more potent. 
The last four words she said to me before I 
left can't be erased or forgotten. "I fucking 
hate you." The world's left uppercut to my 
brain. I quickly imagine what the outcome 
of my life will be if I choose to stay with 
Lisa. Nobody has ever truthfully expressed 
the fact that they hate me, and more so, 
nobody has ever been so cruel to me. 

Most guys would probably take Lisa back 
in a heartbeat. Most guys would probably 
be forgiving enough to give her a second 
chance. But I don't fit the profile for "most 

continued on page 25 





I would like to send a special thanks 
to Stacey Genther, Health Educator, 
and Officer Christine Griffin with the 
University Police, for information 
regarding these important topics. 

Written by David Bilicki (Studc11t) 

References: 
(1) http:/ /www.nyscasa.org/ 
(2) http:/ /www.4woman.gov /faq/ 
sexualassault.htm 
(3) Interview-Officer Christine Griffin, 
SUNYIT University Police Department 

Congratulations Mary C ir illo, 
the winner of the Health $ 
Wellness Center Survey! 

The Health $ Wellness 
Center thanks all students 
for their responses/feedback 
and we will be using the 
suggestions from the survey 
for this semesters Bathroom 
Buzz Flyers. 

There are a lot of free 
bottles of hand sanitizer 
left at the Health ~ 
Wellness Center ovoiloble 
to any student. Use of 
hand sanitizer will help to 
prevent the spread of germs. 
A reminder to "Cough and 
Sneeze into Your Elbow 
Sleeve" os well as to wash 
hands frequently! 

continued from page 23 

guys." I can't forget what happened to my 
life when I stuck with Lisa for too long, 
and it's impossible to just put the fact that 
Lisa had actually wished death upon me. 

"Will you forgive me?" she pleads. 

Forgiveness is something I seem to always 
have towards other people .. .forgetfulness, 
on the other hand, is not. 

"I can forgive you, Lisa, but I can't see us 
being together anymore." 

"Oh, I see. No second chances for the great 
Michael Wolfe?" I can hear the anger in her . . 
"In this case, no. Call me heartless, call 
me ruthless, but understand that I can't 
go back to the way things were, especially 
after the way you reacted." I love being 
blunt sometimes. 

"Can we still be friends at least?" 

Oh yeah, Lisa. Best friends forever. We can 
run through fields of sunflowers and be 
friends until we die of old age. 

This is one of those instances where I 
don't have a doubt in my mind that we 
will never speak to each other again, and 
while I'm usually one to tell it as it is, I feel 
I could spare Lisa another moment of my 
realism. If we were to be friends again, 
it would be way too awkward. I mean, I 
did everything with this girl, and now we 
would just give each other handshakes 
and make useless conversation about the 
weather. I don't even know what I'd ask 
her anymore. "So, Lisa, is sex with your 

new boyfriend as good as what we had?" 
Once again: realist, not pessimist. 

'Tm sure someday we can." 

Lisa hides her true feelings beneath a smile 
and nods her head as if she was satisfied 
with the outcome of our little chat. 

"You know, you're never going to find 
someone else like me." Once again she 
tries to get me to change my mind. 

"Believe me when I say that I don't plan 
on looking for anyone for quite some time. 
You've officially made me not want to be 
in another relationship." I retaliate. 

Lisa mumbles something under her breath, 
and then she just waves to me as she 
lowers her head in defeat and finally exits 
the room, leaving me with the realization 
(and leaving me to bask in the glory of 
the fact) that I'm single once again. I'm 
a free man. I don't have to worry about 
making someone else happy when I feel 
like punching someone in the head. I don't 
have to hear anyone telling me that my 
jokes aren't funny because they involve 
inappropriate language and picking on 
other people. Nobody would be there to 
stand in my way or try to plan my life 
for me before I even have the chance to 
accomplish my own dreams. 

Single, battered, car-less, and behind in 
my work, I take a deep breath and slowly 
inhale the dull hospital air. It's time to 
move forward . 

Written by James Schneider 
Designed by Eric Constable 
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Don't hate your Resident Advisor (RAs). 
They are not out to get you, they are just 
trying to help make your college experience 
a safe one. Without RAs, just think about 
your creepy roorrunate who you always 
thought had a motive to harm you but didn't 
act on it because they knew they could get 
caught. Yom RA stops those situations and 
various others from happening. So stop 
hating your RA, because it could come back 
to bite you in the end. 

The biggest concern I have heard about 
RAs is that they don' t let anyone on campus 
have fun. This statement is a blatant lie. If 
your idea of fun is drinking, doing illicit 
drugs, and so forth, I really feel your idea 
of ftm may be skewed. Drinking is okay 
and fine since it is a social thing people do 
at parties. There is no problem with this. 
Oh wait, unless you are under twenty
one. Smarten up people! If you are under 
age and drinking on campus, when you 
get caught don't make a big deal about it, 
because what you are doing is ILLEGAL. 
As for illicit drugs, I feel that no sympathy 
should be given; once again, dealing with 
rules not made by your RA to ruin happy 
time, but by this little thing called the 
government. 

RAs do not allow you to have fun. Actually, 
when they become RAs they are sworn 

into the secret society of fun haters! On 
their quest to rid campus of fun, they plan 
programs, like twisted twiste1~ wiffle ball, 
and trips to the brewery. Wow, those RAs 
do sound like they don't want us to have 
a good time. You know what else they do? 
It is really appalling: they hold events and 
contests occasionally. I know, a real group 
of selfish (insert word of choice here) right? 
Sometimes I think these pseudo human 
beings want to suck the life right out of 
this campus. 

Have you ever needed the assistance of 
an RA? Maybe you locked yourself out 
of your room at three in the morning 
(we know, you were just coming back 
from the library and someone poured a 
bottle of vodka on you, which is why you 
reek of alcohol) Who lets you in when 
your roommates don't answer? Oh yeah, 
the RA! Have you ever thought about 
what your RA may have been doing, for 
example sleeping? You have your own 
schedule and when you need something 
who is there 24/7? Yup! You got it, your 
RA. 

Stop taking these people for granted 
and when they help you out say thanks, 
or maybe acknowledge them in public. 
They are not your parents, they are just 
concerned peers. The RAs know your 

parents are probably a pain in the rear 
so they would like to try to make things 
easier for you. What could be better than 
a group of people willing to help you out, 
not be on your case every ten seconds, 
but when you want help they help? 
Sometimes they are even cool to hang out 
with. Use your RA to your advantage. 
Ask questions. Yhey know the ins and 
outs of the college pretty well, and they 
might have some useful information 
somewhere. 

Still feel as though you are be alienated by 
the RA staff? Why don't you do something 
about it? I know what you are thinking, 
"Oh how can I do this? Pretty please 
leave me the answers to life in the Factory 
Times. How can I do something about 
the RA situation?" Simple, CHANGE IT 
YOURSELF! Why not become an RA, host 
programs, put in your two cents about 
residential life and what it can offer. There 
will never be a solution to your problems 
unless you put in a little effort. Even if you 
don' t want to go as far to become an RA, 
why don' t you start with a Hall Cotmcil 
meeting, or just by talking to your own 
RA? Surprisingly, I think they are here to 
help. 

Written and designed by Kelly ]o Jendrzejewski 
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• 1n a 
OUR NAME SAYS WE ARE THE STATE UNIVERSITY OF 

NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY. IF WE 

ARE A TECHNOLOGY SCHOOL, THEN WHY AREN'T OUR 

GRADUATIONS WEBCAST? 

Many of us have friends or family who 
might like to watch our graduation but 
for whatever reason they cannot attend. 
A webcast of the graduation would allow 
people who could not attend a chance to 
still see their loved one graduate. 

Recently I decided to ask if our graduation 
would be put on the web. It took two 
tries before I reached the correct office. 
Everyone I spoke with was polite and 
tried to be helpful; that being said, it was 
informative for me, that is for sure. I will 
not say what offices I was sent to the first 
two times, nor the names of the people I 
spoke with. 

The first office didn't really know much 
about the graduation but said that it 
wouldn't be webcast because it was 
being held at the Utica Auditorium and 
they believed it could not be remotely 
broadcasted live from there for some 
technical reason. I then asked that if it 

live, perhaps it could 
later that day, or even 

I spoke with did 
be possible either. 

inform me that copies 

of the ceremony would be available and 
I could purchase one for around $20, so 
I wasn't sure why webcasting a delayed 
version would not be possible. I was 
assured however, that once the new field 
house was built graduations would be able 
to be webcast from there with no problem. 
That is wonderful, but since the new field 
house will not be up and in operation 
before the majority of us graduate, that 
will be of no benefit to us. 

The person in the second office I called 
did not know what a webcast was. After 
several attempts at explaining what I 
was talking about and failing to break 
through this digital divide, I gave up. I 
realized that I needed to speak to someone 
better informed, but this person had no 
suggestions as to which office might be 
able to help me. I said my thanks and 
reached for the phone directory, thinking I 
would call every number listed if need be 
to find someone to help me. Fortunately 
the next number I called was the office 
of the Vice President of Student Affairs. 
Finally I had reached the right office, and 
the woman I spoke with was both pleasant 
and well informed. Even better, she knew 

Name? 
what a webcast was. I explained what I 
wanted to know, she took the information 
and said she would pass it on to the Vice 
President, who would pass it on to the 
committee which decides such things, 
and would get back to me as soon as she 
had any information. And that is where 
the matter currently sits; I have not heard 
anything back from her yet. 

I admit that I do not have any idea what is 
involved in putting the graduation on the 
web. I do know that some schools currently 
webcast their ceremonies, and the ones 
I know of are not "technology" schools. 
Currently at least some of the SUNYIT 
college council meetings are webcast, and 
some of those webcasts are even archived, 
so it is evidently feasible. Webcasting the 
graduation would not only be something 
that a number of graduates and their 
families might appreciate, it would also be 
a way to showcase our technology skills. 

Is this something you would like to see 
provided? Even if you aren't graduating in 
May, the new field house will not be open 
for next year's graduations either, and 
possibly not for several ones after that, so 
potentially this could be something that 
could affect you too. Graduation is not 
all that far off, and this may take time to 
arrange, so if you feel this is something 
you would like to see done, then you 
should make you opinion known. 

Written by Allana Howe 
Designed by joe Albano 



Dear Factory Times: 

I appreciate the FT having interviewed me in order to spread the word about SUNYIT's 2008 productions 
of Eve Ensler's The Vagina Monologues and A Memory, A Monologue, A Rant, and a Prayer (Spring 2008 
issue, pp. 8-9). However, the interviewer/author paraphrased one of my statements, and in that process the 
meaning of the statement was changed, so that the resulting sentence does not convey my intended message. 
In no way did I state that SUNYIT was "dominated" by one gender or another. I recognize that both the 
SUNY system in general and SUNYIT in particular are committed to being equal-opportunity employers 
and to providing a safe and open environment where learning can be pursued freely for students, staff, 
faculty, and visitors. I am privileged and glad to have been a part of this campus for over five years. 
In our interview (28 Jan. 2008) I stated that many of SUNYIT's programs are traditionally male-dominated 
(e.g. computer science, engineering, etc.), as is the concept of a "tech school" as a whole. Historically, this 
has presented especial challenges for the women who choose to enter such fields. In particular, as the article 
accurately conveys, the women of SUNYIT's First Freshmen class were confronted with both hostility and 
prurience; their proactive and energetic response was to initiate the performance of TVM, and to inspire 
faculty and staff to get involved. 
Thankfully, this new tradition has thrived at SUNYIT, so we invite all community members, whether in 
fields traditionally designated "male," "female," or in fields that are actively pursuing equality (which we 
hope will soon be a universal attribute) to attend the performances and support our beneficiary causes. 
Finally, writing is an important part of my own career as well as my classes (as some readers know all too 
well). This incident should serve as a reminder to all of us that when we paraphrase, we must be diligent 
that our rephrasing accurately captures the intended meaning of the source we are using; otherwise, 
misinterpretations may arise which are unfair, or even potentially injurious, to the source cited. 

Sincerely, 
Dr. Kristina A. Boylan 



Allana Howe's Pick 
Apologetix 
New and Used Hits 

Great parodies such as "Pray Now, Lost 
Art" (All Star-Smash Mouth), Choirboy ( 
Cowboy-Kid Rock) and "Enter Samson" 
( Enter Sandman-Metallica). This isn't 
"churchy" music but tunes for people 
who like the original music but with 
better lyrics. You didn't know listening to 
Christian contemporary could be so cool. 
Suitable for all ages. 

**** 

J emUfer Klock's Pick 
The Dresden Dolls 
Yes, Virginia 

Pianos, vocals, percussion, and the 
occasional guitar or bass. Amanda Palmer 
and Brian Viglione have painted faces 
and call themselves "ptmk cabaret." 
Although Amanda's vocal cords are the 
most amazing sound you'll ever hear their 
unique sound definitely lives up to their 
title. P.S. - don't play the album around 
your younger siblings or grandparents as 
there is some questionable content. 
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Dr. Murphy's Pick 
Damien Jurado and Gathered in Song 
I Break Chairs 

2002 on Secretly Canadian 
Seattle singer I songwriter Damien Jurado's 
career started in Seattle's ptmk scene in the 
1990's. Later Jurado moved to a more folky 
acoustic sound with cds like Rehearsals 
for Departure and Ghost of David. With 
Gathered in Song, Jurado created songs 
that still bore his hallmarks of great stories 
about real lives in small towns and cities, 
but the addition of a band resulted in a 
more raucous jangly sound influenced by 
his rock roots. This cd is for when you're 
in that mood, the one that includes both 
dancing around the house and listening 
for good lines that tell great stories. 

**** 

Joe Albano's Pick 
Rush 
Snakes and Arrows 

If you've ever heard Rush then you know 
that this album needs no introduction. This 
album isn't a disappointment by any means 
and has that classic Rush sound along with 
a great new sound. Geddy Lee still has that 
one of a kind voice with still meaningful (if 
not more on this album) lyrics. Neal Peart 
and Alex Life son haven't lost a thing either 
and are still able to produce great Rush 
music. Songs like "Workin' Them Angels" 
and "Far Cry" will put you back into the 
mood for classic Rush. 

**** 

Two guys (both from AFI), a synthesizet~ 
and a recording studio. That pretty much 
sums up what "Cexcells" is all about! 
Don't let the album name fool you, though! 
Every song has a unique sound. It's got 
techno, a piano piece, and other odd music 
all packed into one album! And if that 
doesn't get to you, then the interesting 
(and sometimes questionable) lyrics will! 

***~ 



Discovery 

Discovery is Daft Punk's second studio 
album, their most polished work to date. 
"One More Time" and "Harder, Better, 
Faster, Stronger" are the two recognizable 
singles, but they're all great. For an added 
bonus, check out the anime created with 
Discovery as the soundtrack: Interstella 
SSSS: The Ston; of the Secret Star System. 

***** 

Kelly Jo Jendrzejewski's Pick 
Miranda Lambert 
Crazy Ex-Girlfriend 

Crazy Ex -Girlfriend is a pure country 
album with songs of heartbreak, redneck 
women, and revenge. With tracks like 
"Gunpowder and Lead" and "Crazy Ex
Girlfriend", you are sure to find a track to 
fit your cynicism towards relationships. 
Lambert's voice has the typical country 
twang with a southern drawl, which is 
perfect for any country lover. If you are a 
woman recently scorned by love or need 
some ideas for revenge on a past love, 
give this album a listen. You won't be 
disappointed! 

**** 

Etic Constable's Pick 
Velvet Revolver 
Contraband 

You might recognize Scott Weiland from 
Stone Temple Pilots and Slash, Duff 
McKagan, and Matt Sorum from Guns and 
Roses. All together with Dave Kushner they 
make up the super group Velvet Revolver. 
Contraband was the premiere CD from 
Velvet Revolver and it created a buzz 
upon its arrival with its hard guitar riffs 
and killer vocals from Weiland. "Sucker 
Train Blues," "Do it for the Kids," "Fall to 
Pieces," and "Slither" are the hit songs to 
blast off Contraband. Make sure to check 
out Velvet Revolver before they are gone 
because they are the last great rock band of. 
the post-grunge era. 

****~ 

Charish Patel's 
Kyuss 
Welcome to Ski; 

Awesome album by an underground band 
no longer together, sadly. It is a very mellow 
album and soothing for anyone who takes 
a good listen to the guys from Southern 
California with that bit of Hispanic 
influence in their songs. One particular 
song off the album entitled "Space Cadet" 
will send you on an entire trip if you close 
your eyes, relax, and listen to those vocals 
that would put Nirvana to shame. 

***~ 

William Groom's Pick 
MCHawking 
A BriifHistory of Rhyme 

This is the theoretical physicist as you've 
never heard him before, laying down beat 
after thoroughly-calculated beat in his 
distinctive electronic monotone. Notable 
songs include "All My Shootings Be 
Drivebys," in which Stephen raps about 
a quarrel with six MIT students that ends 
violently, and "Big Bizang," a heavier 
number featuring the metal band Dark 
Matter. If you want an earful of science, 
look no further. 
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Tlie Sweetest Goodbye 
Part:2 

ay to day, Todd continued 
his regiment of drinking and 

smoking after getting out of the 
hospital. However, he stepped 

up on how much of each he did 
from before. He had a death wish, it 

seemed, as he perpetuated himself to the 
end that his doctors informed him of at the 
end of his hospital stay. To make matters 
worse, he was confined to his home office 
by Felicia, who did not want the house 
smelling of cigarettes and whiskey. The 
habitual doses of fresh air and silence
save for the occasional yelling from the 
wife-of the backyard were taken from 
him. This made Todd even bitterer than he 
originally was before the involtmtary visit 
to the hospital. Three weeks passed in this 
new routine consisting of confinement. 

One the third week of what he thought 
of as his imprisonment, Todd was finally 
allowed a sigh of relief. Felicia was going 

to be doing a bit of overtime at her job, she 
said (she had to do some presentation at 
the office) . Thus, Todd had the house to 
himself for the day. For one whole day, he 
wouldn't be limited, scolded, or leeched 
off of. These past three weeks seemed to 
last forever as they dragged on for Todd 
like cavemen pulling something before the 
invention of the wheel. And now he was in 
a position to have what he considered an 
upbeat day and so he decided to invite over 
the only person that he remotely trusted 
out of everyone he knew: his neighbor and 
supervisor at work, Raynor. 

Raynor was an older man compared to 
Todd. He was also the local hippie on the 
block, though he kept his activities behind 
closed doors. At first glance, he looked like 
the average, kept-togethet~ suburban male. 
He was married, but it was known around 
the block that apart from his wife, he had 
two other non-related females that lived 



with him and his wife, who didn't mind at 
all because she was as much of a hippie as 
he was (Todd knew this to be fact because 
he heard the four of them having glorious 
orgies on more than one occasion). Raynor, 
because of this, was looked upon with 
contempt by the neighborhood at large 
just as Todd, similarly enough, was looked 
at as the block's crazy person. 

Raynor took the day off from work after 
Todd invited him over. He arrived at 
Todd's doorstep in a tie-dye t-shirt, shorts 
and flip-flops in the snow. Todd rushed to 
the door once he heard the doorbell while 
trying not to spill any of his whiskey. He 
looked Raynor up and down and then 
over the man's shoulder at the calmly 
falling snow. 

"Ain't you cold, Ray?" Todd asked. 
Raynor simply laughed and stepped into 
the house, sliding past Todd gracefully. 

'"Course not," he replied, 'Tm always 
warm, man, you know that. It's why I 
never wear that damn-forsaken suit jacket 
to the office. It's too much to bother with." 

Todd shrugged and went into the living 
room and set his glass down on the coffee 
table. Him and Raynor sat opposite from 
one another and began to share and 
catch up on their personal lives. Though 
they saw each other at work daily, there 
wasn't a lot of room or time for social chat, 
particularly for Todd who avoided people 
if he honestly could. Todd had to admit, 
though, he regretted not taking his lunch 
breaks with Raynor. As a friend, Raynor 
provided a more optimistic perspective on 
life for Todd which was the main reason 
Todd remotely trusted Raynor. 

The two co-workers and "friends" (if one 
could call them that) talked for about two 
hours before Raynor finally asked about 

Todd's visit to the hospital. It was pretty 
damn obvious that he had - the whole 
neighborhood had been crowded around 
Todd's house like a bunch of children 
watching a schoolyard fight. This was a 
subject Todd desperately wanted to dodge 
but Raynor, being who he was, pressed on 
the matter. 

"Well," Raynor continued, "C'mon and 
tell me, man. What'd the folks with rectal 
thermometers and lab coats say?" 

Todd huffed and took another sip of 
whiskey. "They said it was a one-time thing 
caused by stress. Nothin' to worry about," 
he answered with a bothered tone. 

"Don't give me that. If it was nothing to 
worry about, you wouldn't be lighting up 
and pouring as many cigs and glasses of 
whiskey as you are now. The last and only 
three times that I've been here you always 

continued on page 34 
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lit up the same number of cigarettes per 
hour and drank the same number of 
glasses of poison per hour. This time, 
though, you've bumped on both, almost 
like you're in a rush. So I'll ask again, 
Todd, what's up?" 

Todd blinked at Raynor. "You pay 
attention to shit too much," Todd answered 
dumbfounded. 

"It's why I'm supervisor," Raynor 
chuckled. 

"Ugh, thanks for rubbing it in," Todd 
retorted. He then sighed and explained 
reluctantly, "The doctors basically 
diagnosed me with lung cancer and a 
fucking failing liver. Six months left on the 
time card, give or take." 

Raynor merely blinkedatTodd, then looked 
at the whiskey glass and the cigarette Todd 
had currently. He shook his head and stood 
up from the La-Z-Boy chair. "The hell are 
you going?" Todd asked. 

"Going to get something to change your 
mind, my friend. Something I should've 
done a while ago. Just wait here, need to 
get it off the wife." 

With that, Raynor jogged out of Todd's 
house and back to his, leaving Todd 
puzzled for about ten minutes. Finally, 
Raynor came back with a Ziploc bag full 
of what looked like mushrooms. Todd's 
confusion manifested on his face as he 
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Tfie Sweetest Goodbye 
Part: 2 

looked at the bag. "If you wanted to make a 
mushroom pizza," he remarked, "I already 
have mushrooms in the kitchen." 

Raynor chuckled again as he took his 
previous seat and began taking out specific 
quantities of the mushrooms. "No, you 
don't have this kind, take it from me. By 
the way, when does Felicia get home from 
work today?" 

Todd looked up at the clock on the wall. 
There was still plenty of time w1til Felicia 
came home since she was doing overtime 
-about five hours from now she would be 
done. It was now tlu·ee in the afternoon. 
He reported the number to Raynor who 
nodded and pushed a small pile of his 
mushrooms to Todd. Todd looked down 
at the bw1ch and blinked. "What am I 
supposed to do with this?" 

"Just eat 'em right now. They taste a little 
funny, but you'll like 'em. Before you do 
though, relax and loosen up a bit," Raynor 
responded as he chewed on some of them," 
And then after that, sit back and chill." 

He looked at Raynor and put out his 
cigarette in the ash tray he brought out 
from his home office. He thought this 
was strange, but Raynor so far hadn't 
led Todd astray in the advice he gave the 
bitter youngster, so Todd scooped them up 
and began chewing. Todd ingested them 
with fair ease despite the weird feeling he 
got in his mouth. Sometime later after he 
did, he began to understand what exactly 

Raynor meant by Todd not having these 
mushrooms. 

The room around him slowly started 
changing colors in a series of slow, 
fading transitions. The changes never 
stopped, not at one, two, or three 
transitions. Everything was in a constant 
state of dissonant, yet harmonic, change 
simultaneously. His whiskey glass and 
cigarette-or at least he thought they 
were-began to scare him. The whiskey 
turned to a vibrant orange color that 
bubbled in a shape-shifting chalice, 
steaming with an unpleasantly colored, 
sickening wisp of whatever it had become. 
A rippling worm of light took form from 
the put-out cigarette. Slowly, but surely, 
nothingwasrecognizableanymore. Todd's 
world, his mind, were transported and 
transformed to a place no human being 
could ever know in his or her lifetime. 
His mind was being torn open from 
this experience like a dusty chest being 
pried open with a crowbar, unleashing 
a stale feeling that sat dormant within 
him ... bliss, that's what it was. Soon, his 
thoughts were incomprehensible to him 
and this "reality" that he was taken to 
was all that dominated his senses (or the 
ones that still functioned at the time). 

And so Todd's experience, this trip, passed 
without a hitch. Sadly, he came back to the 
real world but he had a newfound love 
for it. This reality actually held meaning 
to him this time. He had none of the old 
hatred or distrust that he always clutched 
tight to himself. Todd was slouched low on 
a chair on the far side of the living room, 
dazed and coming to. He saw Raynor get 
up slowly and hold onto the couch as he 
was regaining his orientation. Looking 
at Raynor, Todd burst out silently into 
laughter like a teenage boy. 

"My god ... I love everything," Todd 
stammered out through his laughing. 



Raynor saw Todd laughing and asked, "So 
I take it that it was pretty good, the trip?" 
Todd nodded and slowly got to his feet, 
and, for the first time in a long time, started 

. to sing: 

There is no pain, you are receding 
A distant ship's mark on the horizon 
You are only coming through in waves 
Your lips move, 
But I can't hear what you're saying 
I. .. have become, comfortably numb 

The hippie couldn't help but grin and 
sway to the chorus. "Never figured you for 
a Pink Floyd fan, Todd," Raynor said. 

"Honestly, I never really got pleasure 
from music - at least since I was a kid. 
I can't remember how or why I lost it. 
But life sucked without it," Todd calmly 
mumbled. 

Todd walked back to the couch and the 
coffee table. The glass of whiskey was 
still there, half-empty, along with that 
cigarette he put out earlier. How much 
had passed, he thought to himself. Todd 
took a quick glance at the clock and was 
taken by surprise; three hours had passed. 
In those three hours, his perception and 
mindset changed radically. He knew this 
because the sight of the whiskey and the 
cigarettes made him ill to no end. And for 
the first time ever, he did something that 
his "old self" couldn't fathom: he grabbed 
up the unfinished glass and the ash tray 
while holding his breath and walked into 
the kitchen. He dumped out the whiskey 
in the sink and discarded the tray full 
of ash and cigarette butts into the trash. 
His personal cabinet of liquor followed 
suit into the sink and then his packs 
of cigarettes from the office went into 
the trash as well. All the while, Raynor 
watched with amusement, displaying his 
satisfaction in the form of silent applause. 
Once Todd was done, he turned to 

Raynor and threw his arms up into the air 
happily. 

'Tm done," he exclaimed, "No more 
of this ... this bullshit that kept me inn 
the dark. No more barriers or walls or 
defenses, no more desire to be alone. I've 
had enough of this!" 

Raynor broke into a fit of laughter. "You 
sound like a damn converted person, kid, 
who feels like he can go preaching to the 
whole world. I'm proud of you, man, I 
really am." 

Todd smiled and glimpsed up at the clock 
again- about two hours until Felicia came 
home. He almost forgot about Felicia. 0, the 
damage he had done to her. It was almost 
worthy of self-ptmishment in his mind for 
corrupting such a girl and making her as 
bitter as he used to be. A ripple of regret 
soared through Todd. "I gotta get stuff 
ready for Felicia. I have to show her that I 
want things to change! I have to apologize 
somehow," he began frantically, "I need 
roses! And candles!" 

Raynor went up to Todd and slapped both 
his hands down on the man's shoulders, 
"Relax, man, you got all that stuff, 
remember? Well, except the roses, but I'm 
sure my wife wouldn't mind you borrow a 
few. Just start cooking and I'll get the roses 
and get the table set up for you, eh?" 

The reformed man nodded his head and 
went straight to work cooking while Raynor 
made another trip out of the house to grab 
the roses. The two men spent the better part 
of an hour getting things set up. Afterwards, 
the two sat and talked for another half hour 
more before Raynor took his leave. Todd sat 
by himself in the house waiting anxiously 
for Felicia to come home. 

When Felicia did come home, Todd had 
practically jumped her. She gave him a 

baffled look, but returned the bear-hug 
that Todd gave her. "What's this about?" 
Felicia asked. 

"Just wait, you'll see. Get comfortable first, 
we have to talk," he replied excitedly. 

Felicia had set down her purse and hung up 
her coat and walked into the dining room 
and was astonished to find that everything 
was set up already for dinner, including 
the food. This was the first time that Todd 
had done anything like this since the two 
first got married two years ago. Husband 
and wife took their seats at the table and 
the two began talking. Todd announced 
his relinquishment of his old drinking and 
smoking habits after hours and hours of' 
convincing from Raynor. Even though this 
was only partially true as the psychedelic 
mushrooms had done the talking so to 
speak, he knew that Felicia wasn't open to 
the idea of a more taboo drug helping to 
quit (at this point, Todd was questioning 
in the back of his head as to why it was 
illegal). Felicia listened intently the whole 
time and for once beamed a sincere smile at 
Todd. Dinner went by smoothly and ended 
on a very nice note. "I love you," Todd had 
said, "''m sorry: I'm sorry for it all . I just. .. 
I really didn't know what happened to me. 
Raynor helped me realize the person I was 
and wanted to be when I was a kid. You 
tried doing the same thing, but I couldn't 
see that. And for that I'm also sorry for not 
listening to you when I should have." 

"It's perfectly alright, babe," Felicia told 
him. With that, the two stood up and 
began to clear everything. 

The rest of the night passed without a 
hitch and ended on a sensual note as the 
two did something that they hadn't done 
since their honeymoon. 

WrittCII l>lf C/urrish Patel 

Designed by Shelley Howard 
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SUiiliii CULTURAL Er PERFORMING ARTS COMM11TEE 
IIIIIIIUIO of TOCIIIIO/ogy 

Come celebrate St. Patrick's 
Day on Monday, March 
17th with a noon showing 
of "The Boys & A Girl 
from County Clare." This 
entertaining movie is about 
the shenanigans that go 
on prior to an annual Cei li 
Band competition held in 
Ireland. 

Movie: 
Wednesday, March 17, 
2008, 12:30 p.m., KH A 112 

THE 
CLOTHESLINE 

PROJECT 
&mq rJJw»-.. 

tNI .. uApi•IIIW••• 

On Thursday March 20th, 
the SUNYIT Gannett Gallery 
will open its doors to 
"The Clothesline Project• 
organized by the Utica 
YWCA. This event will run 
through March 30th as part 
of the ten day celebration 
of the Tenth Anniversary of 
V-day Or V to the Tenth. 

Gannett Gallery Reception: 
Thursday, March 27, 2008, 
4p.m. 

The SUNY IT THR 300 class 
will join forces with other 
members of the SUNYIT 
campus community to 
participate in the 1Oth 
Anniversary ofV-Day by 
providing a performance of 
"A Memory, A Monologue, 
A Rant, and A Prayer." The 
1Oth Anniversary ofV-Day 
signifies a global movement 
to stop violence against 
women and girls. 

Performance: 
Tuesday, March 25, 2008, 8 
p.m., KH A 112 

presents 

Come join us 
for a poetry 
reading by 
Jackie Warren
Moore, a 
nationally 
recognized 

poet, playwright, newspaper 
columnist, and theatrical 
director living in Syracuse, NY. 
She published in 1975 her first 
book of poems, Change Chilly 
to Cold. Since then, her work 
has appeared nationally and 
internationally in small presses 
and anthologies, including 
Born into a Felony, Charlotte 
Watson Sherman's anthology 
Sisterfire: Black Womanist 
Fiction and Poetry (Harper 
Collins, 1994), Writing Our Way 
Out of the Dark: An Anthology 
by Childhood Abuse Survivors 
ed. by Elizabeth Claman 
(Queen of Swords Press, 
1995), Passionate Lives ed. by 
Elizabeth Claman (Queen of 
Swords Press, 1997), and Spirit 
and Flame: An Anthology 
of Contemporary African
American Poetry ed. by Keith 
Gilyard (Syracuse University 
Press, 1997). 

Poetry Reading: Wednesday, 
March 26, 2008, 5 p.m., Cl 
Mele Room 
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