
An Abrupt Call to
Civic Action 

By Adam Tyrrell 

The other day I was hanging out in
my friend’s room, watching a program from a
few years ago on PTV that documented stu-
dent opinion on the building of Outback. The
film showed scenes that I as a current sopho-
more living in the Wellness dormitory had never
seen, images of construction that were only
familiar because of the new dormitory being
built in the forest behind us. It also focused on
the opinion of one particular student, whom
described the Outback dormitory as being
against what Purchase was all about, “separat-

ing people into groups”---in terms of the
Wellness residential agreement pertaining to
drugs and alcohol. Although the student’s wor-
ries weren’t unfounded, I couldn’t help but
chuckle at the poor guy. Getting red in the face,
he went on for minutes about how projects like
Outback were slowly tearing apart the culture
of Purchase and were dividing the student
body. I appreciated his sentiment, but as I sat in
my friend’s room in a hall intermixed between
people who are straight-edge, medically
assigned to the residence area, and those who
go to the Olde to party on the weekends, I
couldn’t see the Purchase that was “like every-
where else” that he had so solemnly predicted. 

The student’s attitude stuck with me
throughout the day as I went through the daily
grind on campus, posting flyers advertising the

new time for the Civic Actions Committee. I
heard different blanket complaints concerning
the new More Card system or how this office or
another screwed someone. With the com-
plaints came diatribes, all of which bore the
same tone and heart-breaking sincerity of the
student earlier in the morning, equally filled with
more premonitions than hard facts. As I was on
line for lunch at the Hub, I heard one such rant
about the new dormitory being built behind
Outback, and so I approached the group of
people, interested in what they had to say
about the proposed retail space that would be
on the first floor.

After hearing what the most promi-
nent orator had to say about Starbucks being
on campus, I asked him first of all, why he

Continued on Page 6...

Intelligent Design:
God in Disguise

By Erica DeMott

In 1859, Charles Darwin published
The Origin of Species, making the revolution-
ary claim---commonly referred to as evolution--
that genetic mutation based on natural selec-
tion, not a higher being, was responsible for
human development. Scientific advances made
since then, including DNA studies, have helped
support this theory.

In recent years, however, a rela-
tively new belief known as Intelligent Design
has attempted to disprove the theory of evolu-
tion with a new, though equally religious alter-
native to creationism.

Upon searching Google.com for
"Intelligent Design," the first website that
appears is "Intelligent Design Network:
Seeking Objectivity in Origins Science"
( w w w.intelligentdesignnetwork.org), a clean
and prestigious-looking website explaining this
ideology. The website tries with all of its might
to remove the word "religion" from Intelligent
Design:

“The theory of intelligent design (ID)
holds that certain features of the universe and
of living things are best explained by an intelli-
gent cause rather than an undirected process
such as natural selection. ID is thus a scientific
disagreement with the core claim of evolution-

ary theory that the apparent design of living
systems is an illusion.”

The way that these supposed sci-
entists get away with not attributing the horrific
R-word to Intelligent Design is by not identifying
a specific God or religion in their studies.

The term "Intelligent Design" was
created in 1989 in the book Of Pandas and
People: The Central Question of Biological
Origins, written by Percival Davis and Dean
Kenyon, who at the time, were thought of as
distinguished professors. 

They wrote that Darwin's theory
was obsolete and worthless because he failed
to explain some of the more complex ideas that
were just being discovered---that we maybe
needed to attribute a higher power to our
beginnings.

According to Brown University pro-
fessor Kenneth R. Miller, there were many mis-
conceptions in this textbook. 

"The most compelling reason to
keep this book out of the biology classroom is
that it is bad science, pure and simple," Miller
said in a published critique.

When interviewed by The Wall
Street Journal in the mid '90s, Davis admitted
that he had religious motives when writing
Pandas, saying, "There's no question about it."

The identity of the creators of this
Kansas-based website was nothing of a sur-
prise. The first one, John Calvert, a white
lawyer over 50, seemed harmless; but as the
mouse scrolled down on the page I noticed a
suspicous trend of white men over 50.

Continued on Page 6...
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The Purchase Independent is a non-profit
newspaper, paid for by the mandatory student
activity fee.

The Purchase Independent welcomes letters
from the readers. We are an open forum for cam-
pus issues and comments about the
Independent’s coverage.

The deadline for letters to be considered for
publication in the following issue is Tuesdays at
midnight. After that, you must bribe us with
candy.

The editors reserve the right to edit the letters
for clarity. Publication of letters is not guar-
enteed, but subject to the discretion of of the edi-
tors. 

Advertising space in The Independent is free.
As space is limited, The Independent cannot
guarentee immediate publication of ads. Editors
will determine which ads go in based upon their
timeliness.  Outside advertisers are also wel-
come. 

Event listings are also free of charge. To list
an event either call or e-mail The Independent. 

We prefer that submissions come to us elec-
t r o n i c a l l y. Our e-mail address is:
PurchaseIndy@Gmail.com You can also leave
material in the Student Government office, Room
1012 in CCN. Backpage quotes can be left in the
Back Page box, a makeshift container nailed to
the wall outside our office, CCN 1011.

Our office is located on the first floor of
Campus Center North, room 1011. Whenever
we’re working, we leave the doors open and
encourage people to come in and say hello. Our
o ffice hours are Tuesdays at 7:00 pm and
Wednesdays at 4:00 pm.

The opinions expressed in The Purchase
Independent are not necessarily those of the
staff of The Purchase Independent  or the PSGA.
The content printed in the Independent and
subsequent pull-put sections is the responsi-
bility of the authors, not the editors.  The
Backpage is satirical, and should not be
taken literally.

Finally, no anonymous submissions will be
considered. Instead, they will be recycled into
“Intelligent Design” textbooks.  So please don’t
send them.

UnderAwareness Parties
By M. James Panton

Don’t steal my shit. Food, alcohol, my stereo,
her television, his bottle of vodka—do not take what is not
yours. I live in the Olde, and I assume like others who live
there, we don’t want our stuff stolen. 

Example: my roommate decides to have a shot
of vodka—a cheap brand, but hey—and then goes for a
stroll through Alumni. I’m in my bedroom, so is my other
roommate, and we don’t hear anything until our room-
mate yells “fuck” in the living room. He takes me to the
freezer and behind the slab of chicken,
his bottle was missing. After inspecting
our television, stereo system, table and
chairs (yeah, someone might want
them), we only found that his bottle was
stolen. Making the connection was easy.

It was a Saturday night, fresh-
men and sophomores drunkenly walking
around the Olde en masse—and, well,
our door was fucking unlocked. The con-
clusion: someone actually walked into
our apartment, rummaged through our
freezer, took a nearly full bottle of alco-
hol with a smile, and later got drunk with
his or her friends. Great. Unfortunately,
this has happened a lot: in another
apartment across the way, some random
girl walked into the living room, puked on
the floor and left. She came back later
looking for her purse. On the end of G-
street, near the path to Alumni I talked to
a freshman who stole a boom box from
one of the apartments—on a dare. He was deciding, with
the boom box at his feet, when he was going to return it.
This is was of course before 2 A.M., before the police
patrol the Olde for kids like him. He told me later that he
returned it the next morning, hungover, but left before
somebody spotted him (mentioning these kids as wolves
or hyenas would be copyright infringement. But both
terms are lame anyways).

So now, I propose something: underAwareness
Parties.

Dance. Dance in your underwear—thong, box-
ers, bra, no shirt, no fucking pants—dance around with

people you know. Or get to know your fellow naked
dancer in a room of other sweaty naked kids, even if you
can see each other’s ass cracks. Yeah, jumping around in
your underwear is the best way to meet new people—or
as Christine Aguilera would put it— “to get dirrrty!” Any
creeps and unwanted people will surely be faded out from
these parties; who wants a random dude rubbing up
against my ass? Her ass? Sorry, if we’re all sitting on the
couch and you’re doing the robot in a thong, something is
wrong. And you’ll be promptly asked to get the fuck out.

According to another Olde resident, Kevin
Rankin, “I like to call these underAwareness parties
instead of underwear parties because we all are getting

to be comfortable with each other and
with ourselves. Confidence is important
inside and outside the body, and this is a
way to have fun and strip away to our
near natural born states that are so often
disregarded in today’s society.”

That doesn’t mean
u n d e r Awarness parties need to be
exclusive, VIP bullshit. 

Follow the commandants to
the left and you will be welcomed any-
where:

All underAwarness parties
need sexy music: “Fuck the Pain Away”
by Peaches, “Cock in the Pussy” by
Cocklorge, and “Human Nature” by
Madonna are just some songs to dance
to. 

So the residents of the Olde
have simply been allowing a random,
free-for-all scene. Parties are open to
everybody, and people leave in five min-

utes. Because of this, most of them suck, especially if you
don’t know anybody. Freshmen, sophomores, and every-
body alike think of this place as a playground to get drunk
but not necessarily to meet new people. If I don’t know
you, stay away. If you greet me, dance away. Don’t piss
on my toilet seat, drink my beer, and puke on my floor
unless you have permission. I live in one of these apart-
ments for the other five days of the week, but if you’re
dancing in your undies on a Saturday night with the
strobe light on and the backlight beaming, and everything
literally hanging out, then it’s alright. Dance away. Yeah,
we can all look good naked.

Mural Proposals:
Framed and On-Brick

By Jeff Stein, PSGA President

Alright, it’s that time of the year. The mural

packets will be ready on Monday, October 10th. The
packets will be available at the PSGA office and the Art
and Design office.  The three framed murals (CCN,
Library, and Big Haus) are once again open for propos-
als.  All the pertinent information will be in the packets.
The deadline this year is a rolling deadline that ENDS on

November 18th. That means that if you submit a propos-
al that is chosen by the Mural Selection committee, you

may have the go ahead BEFORE the 18th of November.
So I suggest that you submit early. And again this year
the cost of the project is being split between the PSGA
and the College.  Each mural artist will receive a stipend.
The amount vary between $500 and $1000.  The cost of
materials is covered to a certain dollar amount depending

on the location.  And the MDO, which serves as the “can-
vas” will be provided.

In addition to the three murals that already
exist, the College is paying to have two more frames built.
These frames will be attached to the east and west ends
of the north arcade.  The shape for those murals is a right
triangle.  The exact size is still being determined.  These
two frames, however, will be considered part of ONE
mural.  This is an opportunity for an artist to think outside
the box in terms of shape and location.  We are working
to finalize this mural, and we plan on having it included in
the mural packet.

Also, we have the opportunity once again to
have an on-brick mural painted in the east hand ball court
in the Olde (see Ben Furgal’s mural in the west handball
court for an example).  In order to be considered for this
mural, you must contact Koreen Kerfoot
(Koreen.Kerfoot@purchase.edu).  In order to paint this
mural you MUST be a resident currently living in the Olde.

If you have any questions, please e-mail me at
Jeffrey.Stein@purchase.edu

H A P P Y B I R T H D AY TO OUR OFFICE MANAGER MARK SCHROEDER ON OCTOBER 6TH AND WILL BALMER ON OCTOBER 7TH  ✪ VIDEO HIPPOS, WZT A R T S ,



Losing My Patients
By David Jacobi

Once in a while, a random student will
come up to me and tell me that my previous
articles tend to debase gays, blacks, hispanics,
women, feminists, human rights protestors,
Red Cross protestors, the GLBTU, the
Organization, AIDS-infected gorillas, the Karate
Kid, Richard Pryor, and brick buildings. Some
of the criticism is very welcome and spawns
interesting debate... until someone recently told
me that I was going to “burn in hell.” So, intoxi-
cated douchebag sitting on my friend’s couch
at a party last Thursday…this article is for you. 

Being a student raised in a middle
class, single-parent, choosing-to-eat-ramen-
a n d - t u n a - f i s h - s o - I - c a n - p a y - f o r - m y - C S W- t e x t-
book home, I did what many like me have done
this past summer: I worked like an underage
Cambodian refugee in order to pay for my next
year at Purchase. I chose to stray from the
usual man-whoring, crack dealing, and radio
stealing that successfully pays my bills, and
worked full time at my old job. This job (and this
article) is not for the weak of heart, or the easi-
ly disgusted. My profession requires a stomach
of steel, the patience of Buddha, and the dura-
bility of a dance conservatory student’s foot cal-
lus.  Welcome to the bizarre world of the men-
tal health industry.

I’ve been a mental health counselor
for a little over three years, and every shift has
been anything but boring. I work in a communi-
ty residence, which is basically a “halfway
house” for mental patients who are sane
enough to leave the asylum but too unstable to
rent out your basement apartment. Our job is to
work with these people and get them back into
the routine of showering daily, paying bills,
shopping for groceries, taking their medication
on time. I’m pretty good at what I do. Send a
42-year-old homeless person who divides his
day into equal parts screaming at passing cars
and wrapping his feces in tin foil over in my
general direction. In eleven months, I could turn
him into the ideal Stop-and-Shop shopping cart
collector.

I t ’s not smooth sailing, though.
Unfortunately, 70% of mental health patients
end up back into hospitalization, and even
some of the graduates end up back to their

screaming/feces hoarding ways. This summer,
I had a lot of issues with these patients of mine.
Submitted for your approval, here is a timeline
of my summer at the Community Residence.
(The names have been changed to prevent
legal disclosure issues.)
May 8th First day back. Nothing happens. May
9th I work until 10pm. At nine, Bill is the only
one still awake. I catch him jacking off to scram-
bled porn. May 11th I cook them steak. Dee
makes a sandwich out of a piece of steak.
When she’s out of steak, she makes a sand-
wich with just mayonnaise. May 12th Laticia
tells me about her yeast infection and her vagi-
nal cyst. For an hour and a half. May 16th
Janice confronts Ann over a stolen candybar.
She ends the argument with “If I left a big fuck-
ing turd on the table, would you steal that too?”
May 27th Laticia slips on a freshly mopped
floor, falls face first. When I tell her protocol
requires me to call an ambulance just so they
can see if she’s okay, she runs away from me
and gets into her friend’s car. She manages to
get away from me, despite being 350 lbs and
suffering from a vaginal cyst and a yeast infec-
tion. June 4th I come to work before the resi-
dents wake up. Bill is sleeping in the rec room.
I turn on the television. It’s the Disney Channel.
Scrambled. Wad of tissue next to Bill. June
27th I’m trying to tell Janice that she needs to
wait for me to cut up all the chicken before she
can have any. While I’m talking, she coughs,
and sprays saliva. Half of it gets into my mouth. 

July 17th Despite not being invalid, incontinent
or even elderly, Susan makes a conscious
decision to crap her pants, and then walk
around the house, leaving shit scattered on the
floor. Ann doesn’t steal the turds. July 28th I
get a phone call from Laticia’s family, who has
taken her on a two week vacation to Alabama.
I get yelled at for failing to tell the family that
because Laticia is a diabetic, She shouldn’t be
allowed to drink Kool-Aid with her waffles. I
spend the rest of the day speaking with a doc-
tor at the hospital they sent her to after she put
herself into diabetic shock.

I pull in a lot of hours at the place I
work. I see them so much, and my real family
so little; these patients have become my surro-
gate family. My twisted, irritating, sometimes
s c a r y, but mostly hilarious fucking family.
Imagine if you assembled all the roommates
you’ve ever hated living with, and all the room-
mates you’re glad you never got to have. Stuff
them in all in a nine-bedroom house, and make
sure you only have one stove, one half-broken
television, and two bathrooms. Imagine that,
and imagine me in the middle of it, directing
traffic. I smell a sitcom. In conclusion, Mr. Piss-
Drunk Asshole who took up two fucking cush-
ions on the couch with his outstretched legs,
I’m not GOING to burn in hell. I’m already
there.

Hammock Etiquette
By Miss Manners

1. Swinging: It is lovely and relaxing
to recline in a hammock while the breeze gen-
tly sways you back and forth. You may even
rest one foot upon the ground rocking yourself
pleasantly. This sends a good message to oth-
ers that you know the value of a few minutes of
rest & relaxation. However, aggressive swing-
ing can cause damage to the hammock and
should be avoided.

2. Couples: There is nothing more
romantic than snuggling with your honey on a

comfortable hammock. But, more than two
people enjoying the hammock can stretch it
out, making it age prematurely and possibly
loosen the knot that joins the hammock to the

tree. Besides, hammocking with more than one
partner invariably leads to someone's feelings
getting hurt.

3. What if?: If you see a hammock
being mistreated, it is perfectly within the
bounds of good etiquette to warmly correct the
unintentional offender. Keep it positive. In the
end they will respect your forthrightness and
charm. If you see a hammock damaged or
untied from its tree, contact campus police and
they in turn will notify a member of the
Hammock Society who will bring the hammock
back into working condition.

Proper etiquette spreads quickly, if a
handful of us practice it, others will soon follow.

DREW SWINBURNE, AND O’DEATH AT WHITSON’S OCT 15TH 8PM ✪ GOLF STANDS FOR “GENTLEMEN ONLY LADIES FORBIDDEN” ✪ WHEN LEWIS A N D



B ro o k lyn's Own
Japanther Play

Whitson's This Fr i d ay
By Ponp Monpenstein

Employing looped beats, rewired
telephone headsets, and lots of unchecked
aggression, Brooklyn's Japanther is a fine
example of a band bridging the ever-widening,
ever-not-widening gap in DIY music between
abstract academia and mindless rocking. Their
performance style is conceptually and intellec-
tually interesting, yet their music also satisfies
the need to get raw and freak out.

This Friday, Japanther will bring their brand
of spazzed out art-rock to Whitson's Memorial
Greeting Hall in the Student Center. The band
that is most at home away from home will be
right at home in Purchase's cozy alternative
venue. If you've never been, there is a large
geometric octopus, a weird naked thing called
"the plumber", and a stage with a unique (if
totally impractical and useless) shape.

Joining them will be two of Purchase's own:
Robert Inevitable & the Static and Black
Centipede. The Static has been a fixture on the
Purchase music scene for three years running,
recording their debut full-length, Mouth Full of

Blackbirds, in Boston last May (at the same
place Godsmack recorded their first album).
They feature two members of Nuclear Power
Pants as well as one member of Drew
Swinburne.

Black Centipede is an exciting new project
by two Purchase veterans, Jordan Lovelace
(formerly of the Paragraph, Art Class Model),
and Bill Abdale (formerly of Elad Love Affair).
Black Centipede is more sinister and cathartic
than any of the two members' previous ven-
tures, churning out dark, methodical riffs, with
muscular and spaced out grooves.

Rounding out the bill are two Hairy Chested
Records recording artists, Boogdish and 50
Ways to Kill Myself, both weird solo performers,
both not to be missed.

ALBUM REVIEW:
Rhythm & Brass’

Inside the Blue Suitcase
By Allison Waller

It is perhaps once in a lifetime that a
person is able to find an album he can truly
connect with. Inside the Blue Suitcase is the
latest release from Rhythm and Brass - a more
than decade-old genre-bending super-group
comprising tuba, trombone, french horn, two
trumpets, and various percussion.  

Rhythm and Brass is unique in that
none of the musicians live less than 200 miles
from the others, and each is a professor of
music at a different state university around the
United States, including SUNY P u r c h a s e
Chair of Studio Composition, David Gluck.
(Second from right)  Despite their distance,
each of the six players contributes to the com-
position and arrangement of the groups' reper-
toire.

The very first minute of the
opening/title track sets the stage for the
remainder of the energetic yet and intricate
collection of twelve tunes. Drawing inspiration
from each other ('The Tao of Heavy D'), fre-
quent travels ('Go East'), and even Dali's sur-
realist objects ('Lobster Telephone'),

Rhythm and Brass displays its tal-
ents portraying delicate counterpoints against
the percussive syncopation it calls home.  This
release will satisfy even a pop-oriented audi-
ence thanks to its focus on great music and
entertainment instead of indiosyncratic brass
writing.

Those of us Purchase students who
were lucky enough to witness the Rhythm
and Brass show on our very own soil last
Monday, September 26, can attest to their
mastery of live performance as well.  Mad
props.

Interested in Rhythm and Brass?
Find out more at the official website:
www.rhythm-brass.com.

Kiss Kiss Is Better
Than Fire Flies

By Kevin Rankin

Kiss Kiss is better than Fire Flies.  It
is already a Facebook Group that has 91 mem-
bers.  The freshmen of the campus might rec-
ognize Fire Flies from their energetic perform-
ance at this year's Fall Out III show, but who is
this Kiss Kiss?  Furthermore (for those who do
recognize the name), what the fuck happened
to them?

As eloquently stated on their website,
"Kiss Kiss is an Orchestral Esque Avant Pop
Band From New York State" (for now,
www.myspace.com/ kisskiss).  The band start-
ed with singer/guitarist/synth player Josh
Benash and drummer Jared Karns around
September of 2003 at sunny and beautiful
SUNY Purchase.  The rest of the band's lineup
has continually changed but has included addi-
tional guitar, synth, cello, flute and violin, all
helping them create a unique rock pop sounds
never or rarely heard in the genre.

So that's all good and great, but
where are they now?  Normally, wouldn't they
have played Purchase about eight times
already this semester?  Yes, Kiss Kiss did fre-
quent the stage of the beloved Student Center
many times, but for now they have moved on to
greener pastures (and deservedly so).  Kiss
Kiss, as reported by last year's short lived The
Record, are now signed by the for-now-
unknown new record label Astro Magnetics (co-
owned by that guy Geoff from Thursday). Along
with their sister-label Eyeball Records, Kiss

Kiss are re-releasing their self-titled EP on
October 11.  Many of you may have bought this
when it has a paper cover and a CD-R made
from the band by hand at one of their shows,
but it is now re-packaged, re-mixed, and re-
mastered and will be well-worth buying again.
Hopefully this will hold you over until the band
finishes their full-length album and begins
relentlessly touring.  Order it now at www.eye-
ballstore.com.

In other news, you will want to kill
yourself if you miss the Japanther show on
Friday…hopefully they will be playing after the
Striptease is over, of course, because Lord
knows if you miss watching hot Purchase strip
down to their tighty whiteies and bra and
panties, you will just feel sorry for yourself for
all eternity.

As always, send in your band's news
to vonesper@optonline.com. Keep me
informed so that I can keep you informed.

CLARK WENT EXPLORING DOG WAS OFTEN ON THE MENU ✪ CROSSING YOUR FINGERS WAS ORIGINALLY A SHORTHAND VERSION FOR THE CHRISTIAN

G ET THE INDY IN YOUR
MAILBOX FOR FREE!

Email your box No. to 
Purchaseindy@gmail.com



By Robert Stewart-Rogers
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“Civic Action” from Front Page...
thought Starbucks would be selected, and sec-
ondly, why it was such a bad thing. 

He ignored the first question, but
delved into the second, championing the spirit
of independent business and asking me why I
would want a corporation invading our school
when we have the Co-op, and furthermore,
wondered why the Co-op couldn’t be expand-
ed and brought into the new dorm. I told him
that was a good idea, and that he should bring
that up to his senator to mention at the next
senate meeting. He looked at me blankly, as
he didn’t know who his senator was, much less
that there was an organization like that on
campus to begin with. That’s when I realized
the bigger problem on this campus: a lack of
information, which in turns feeds into cynicism.
The lack of information, simply put, comes

from information pertinent to the student body
not being made accessible in popular medi-
ums.  Very few people ever check the PSGA
message board (psgov.net), the Dispatch
rarely gives information that isn’t already pub-
lic knowledge, and most emails sent by the
administration are ignored.  

It is easy to make cynical, ignorant
accusations when one doesn’t know better.
This situation will be rectified, however, with it
is needed the ambition to take the information
and apply it, rather than be pessimistic.
Whenever there is something new on campus,
say the hammocks for example, most people
would rather dwell on how soon until they are
destroyed, or how crappy the mall is other-
wise, rather than suggest further ways beauti-
fy the campus. Likewise, with the new More

Card system, I haven’t heard of any sugges-
tions on how to fix it outside of the senate.

The fact of the matter is that the “tra-
dition,” or “spirit,” of Purchase College is not
being trodden down by the influx of the yearly,
“non-Purchase” freshmen or the building of a
n e w, administrative building, but rather by
those who believe that complaining is activism
and that the only mean of reaction towards
something unfavorable is to shrug one’s shoul-
ders and declare, “sucks, but that’s Purchase.”
And while it is true that the good majority of
students on campus are too busy to sit on
committees or run for senate, the representa-
tives in the student government are there to do
so. Senators, the people who were elected to
represent you either in your residence hall or
school division, aren’t there only to eat pizza
every Wednesday afternoon. They are there to
hear your concerns, and to find answers, and
they are available simply by taking a left on
your way to the Hub. The Civic A c t i o n s
Committee, chaired by myself, is another,
more direct manner to make change, and has
on its agenda for the year to make information
well known to the student body and to enact
changes that need to be made.

Simply, if you don’t know what is
going on, now is the time to find out. If you’re
frustrated with the way things are, now is the
time to change them. If you have a concern
about something on campus, contact the
PSGA.  Or, become a member of the Civic
Actions Committee, which meets on Fridays at
12:15PM, to help end the bitching and usher in
a new era of student involvement.

“Intelligent Design” from Front Page
So who writes the bull crap-litera-

ture that gives this website a leg to stand on?
Well, John Calvert himself does. He

co-authored the first recommended reading,
"Intelligent Design: The Scientific Alternative to
Evolution."

Apparently, this reading is more the-
ological than anything. Just look at who pub-
lished it: National Catholic Bioethics Quarterly.

Very recently, the prestigious
Columbia School of Journalism wrote a review
based on 17 months of extensive media cover-
age of Intelligent Design. In it, they found
skewed generalizations from people who con-
sider themselves scientists and trained profes-
sionals.

According to Columbia's review, the

proponents of Intelligent Design have man-
aged to transform evolution from scientific fact
to political opinion.

As an immediate response to critics
of Intelligent Design, new theories have been
developed that have tried to slide Design in
with Darwinism as an explanation for how evo-
lution could have happened in the first place.

Something must be done before stu-
dents are taking IOWAs about the supernatu-
ral being that created us. We as United States
citizens are entitled to religious freedom, isn't
that what all of us came over here for in the
first place? No lawyer, or engineer, or politician
should be able to place such a fuzzy, obvious-
ly religious belief in the middle of a science
class---neither should my president.

ROCK HARD FOR NEW iPODS COMING OUT NEXT WEEK ✪ LET’S GO YANKEES! ✪ C O U N T RY, BLUEGRASS, BLUES AND OTHER MUSIC FOR UPLIFTING



N A M E : S h i r l e y
A G E : 2 0
GENDER: f e m a l e
MAJOR: u n d e c i d e d
LOOKING FOR: B u r l y,
Beastly mountain
woman, 6’2, curly brown
h a i r, facial hair prefer-
a b l e
I N T E R E S T S : L e a t h e r
daddies, handcuffs, and
m u s k e t s .
BIGGEST TURN-ON:
r a b b i t s
BIGGEST TURN-OFF:
m e n
WILD FA C T: I used t
fuck Usher.
C O N TACT INFO: 5 5 5 -
C L O T S U C K E R

N A M E :Denise and
G e n a
A G E : 1 8
GENDER: w h a t e v e r
you want us to be
MAJOR: sexual educa-
t i o n
LOOKING FOR: a n y-
thing you ask.
INTERESTS: c o n d o m s ,
ky gel, dildos, masturba-
t i o n .
BIGGEST TURN-ON:
tall, hairy men and
women ( the bearded
o n e s )
BIGGEST TURN-OFF:

we don’t get turned off
WILD FA C T: o n e ? ? ! !
just one ??!! we have far
too many. . . .
C O N TACT INFO: l i s t e n
for the screaming from
F a r s i d e .

NAME: A l e x a n d r a
A G E : 2 0
G E N D E R : F
M A J O R : VA
LOOKING FOR:
Everything under the
sun. The kinkier, tthe
d i r t i e r, the more chance
you have.
INTERESTS: P o t ,
drugs, more pot and
talking about it. Oh yea,
and the injustices of the
social system.
BIGGEST TURN-ON:
free pot, good music,
and good vibes.
BIGGEST TURN-OFF:
J O C K S !
WILD FA C T: I’ll keep
that to be discovered in
the bed.
C O N TACT INFO: f i n d
me on Myspace!! (under
alex)/ AIM: blondebaby

NAME: Big Bertha
A G E : 2 1
G E N D E R : u n d e c i d e d
MAJOR: cinema stud-

i e s
LOOKING FOR: s e x y
single to check under
my hood and rev my
e n g i n e
INTERESTS:  a r r a n g i n g
flowers and playing
b a c k g a m m o n
BIGGEST TURN-ON:
u n i b r o w s
BIGGEST TURN-OFF:
webbed feet
WILD FA C T: I run on
d i e s e l
C O N TACT INFO:
b i g . b e r t h a @ p u r c h a s e . e
d u

N A M E : Kevin Gilmartin
AGE: 1 8
GENDER: ?
MAJOR: w o m e n ’s
s t u d i e s
LOOKING FOR: ?
INTERESTS: B o o b s ,
boobs, men, orange
juice w/ pulp, FemRock
BIGGEST TURN-ON:
m e n
BIGGEST TURN-OFF:
w o m e n
WILD FA C T: Wo u l d n ’ t
you like to know
C O N TACT INFO: I ’ l l
find you/ AIM: Die Kevin
D i e

N A M E : Steven Ta r t i c k
AGE: 1 9
G E N D E R : Fuck the
Binary
M A J O R : M a g i c
LOOKING FOR: I still
haven’t found it
I N T E R E S T S : The new
iPod being announced
next week
BIGGEST TURN-ON:
Bill Reese
BIGGEST TURN-OFF: 
Mitosis
WILD FA C T: I’m A r t h u r
L a r s e n ’s Roommate!
C O N TACT INFO:
Smoke Signals

N A M E : Bill Reese
AGE: 2 1
G E N D E R : M a l e
MAJOR: New Media
LOOKING FOR:
Wo m e n
INTERESTS: Wo r k i n g ,
Drinking, Repeating
BIGGEST TURN-ON:
The smell of cheap beer
and ink toner
BIGGEST TURN-OFF:
The Dispatch
WILD FA C T: I have
James Browns mugshot
blown up on my door
C O N TACT INFO:
I live in the Indy office, CCN
1 0 11

How to Trick Your
Friends

By Benjamin O’Brien

Say to your friends:
“Will some brave lady please come
here. I will make her disappear.”
A brave girl comes up.  Have her
step into the box.  Put down the
cover.  Wave your hands and say
some magic words.  Then I tip the box
forward and lift the cover. The box is
empty.

Say to your friends:
“Willie, bring the dime
to me.”
I scratch on the tablecloth with my fingernail.
Scratch and scratch.  The dime comes out from
under the glass!  That is all you do.  The scratch-
ing moves the dime.

Say to your friends:
“Look real closely.”
What do you see floating before you?  A finger
with a nail at each end.  This is your spook finger.

Have your friends ask:
“Are you a real spook?  Are you full of holes?” 
Stick a pin into your thumb.  Stick more pins into
your thumb.  Take out the pins. I am a real spook.
With each spooky beat, the blood goes into your
hand.  With each spooky beat, the match shakes.

Say to your friends:
“Hocus pocus, pulse, stop.”
and the match is still.

Say:
“Now I am dead.  Start again, pulse.”
The match starts shaking again.  Now I am alive.

ARIES (MAR21-APR19)
Be prepared for what is to
come. If this is too vague
for you, then it’s probably
better that you learn
through experience.

TAURUS (APR20-MAY20)
I predict that you will make
a mistake. A grave, grave
mistake. But don’t worry
because someone will ben-
efit from it—could be your
roommate, your parents,
your arch-nemesis, any-
one… but not you, no sir;
serendipity is nowhere in
your stars.

GEMINI (MAY 21-JUN21)
Soon a window of opportu-
nity will be wide open just
for you, Gemini. Now, I
don’t know many people
who stare out the window
all the time, what with the
montage of brick and trees
(and maybe a squirrel or
two), but maybe it’s a good
time to start.

CANCER (JUN22–JUL22)
As a crab, you are a side-
ways-walking, six-legged
claw-snapping hard-shelled
crustacean. Or perhaps
you are an emotional, intro-
spective, sensitive soul.

Now is the time to decide—
you can only be one.
Choose wisely.

LEO (JUL23–AUG 22) It is
a well-known saying that
the young are foolhardy.
This saying originated from
old people who are known
to be cranky and stuck in
their ways. Who’s correct
here? It is your astrological
duty to find out. But take
heart; at least you’ve got
time on your side.

VIRGO (AUG 23-SEP 22)
With so much chaos in your
social life, it’s no wonder
your Livejournal and
MySpace friends lists are fit
for a Degrassi meets
Dynasty showdown. Ta k e
some time to clarify your
mind and break away from
all the nagging voices; that
means no more fraternizing
with kleptomaniac
heiresses, pill-poppers,
brandy-swirlers, holy rollers
and bipolar hotties.

LIBRA (SEP 23-OCT 22)
Start appreciating yourself,
goddamnit! And force
others to follow suit. You
now possess the cosmic
license for embellishing

and bragging and carrying
a big fancy stick, why not?
Now don’t go crazy and
try seducing yourself—
heavens no! Clearly, you’re
too good for you.

SCORPIO (OCT 23-NOV
21) Although you may feel
lost at this time, take some
time to enjoy it. Who
knows—you might find a
really good place for pizza
on the way.

S A G I T TARIUS (NOV 22-
DEC 21) No one knows you
more than yourself. T h a t
said, it’s about time for a
good ol’ self-google fest.
Find out what other
thieves of your name are
doing… and then take
credit for it.

CAPRICORN (DEC 22-
JAN 19) Fall, being known
as the American sports
season is
also known as the season
of big dudes with even big-
ger mouths brawling it
out all for the sake of base-
ball. Feeling some tension
around your collegues
and cohorts? This is some-
thing that can only be
remedied by a Sock’em

Boppers duel or with just a
passage of time. But
Sock’em Boppers are so
much more irrefutable.

AQUARIUS (JAN 20-FEB
18) Lots of rock stars and
musicians go barefoot on
stage-- Michael Franti, Joss
Stone… maybe they’re try-
ing to stay grounded to
the Earth while being musi-
cal gods for the public,
maybe they have oddly
shaped feet that don’t fit in
regular shoes, or maybe
they just lack a sense
of balance. The point is, if
you go barefoot everyone
will love and respect
you for your artistic free-
dom and creativity, and
there’s a good chance that
you’ll step on something
pointy. But you will be well
grounded.

PISCES (FEB 19-MAR 20)
To rid yourself of your per-
sonal demons, I recom-
mend a really big pointy
stick. Any other non-violent
way is just half-assing it.

GORMANDIZERS ✪ S T I L L TIME LEFT TO SUBSCRIBE TO THE INDEPENDENT. SEND YOUR MAILBOX # TO PURCHASEINDY@GMAIL.COM ✪ WWGLD? DDT



HEY!
SMELL MY FINGERS!

T h e  P u r c h a s eI n d e p e n d e n t

i can't stand those days, those terrible days of coming
and going, going and coming, only to get a phone call

from a friend to hear about a fucking suicide, just makes
me want to keep the coming and going, going and coming

lasting as long as it can, even if it is past these fucking
piles of bricks, day in and day out

Oh... you got Bawls
in your mouth...

d o n ’ t  q u i t  y o u r  d a y j o b
j u s t  c u z  y o u  d a y d r e a m  

Do it! 
Bacardi & Cola 

Do it! do it!

STOP farting in stairwells. 
We know it’s you.

P sy ch o R oom m ate 
p a r t  D E U X :

Th i s  t i m e i t  i s  F R E NCH ! ! !  

"The toilet is vibrating..."

Find Serenity Sept. 30th

F reaky looking egg-girl
I want your hen-cum omlette!

That boy blue!!! 
Is fine.

I’m sorry I called your major lame. It’s 
actually just really dull and your selection of

it reflects that you have no inner soul. 
-To an accounting major

“I’ve got a yacht bigger than yo
mutha fuckin’ House.”

This Hammock won’t rock 
itself bitch!

lost silver Toshiba phone please call
(585) 410-8365 

CHHUURRCH 

No, your mother!

CAN'T BELIEVE I PUT UP WITH YOU FOR
THIS LONG.

.... beat you. ha.
happy 2 years. i want many more. now! <3 S.

Y o u   s e e ,   t h e y   g o t   i t   a l l   w r o n g .
S i r   P h i l i p   w a s   s u p p o s e   t o   s a v e
P r i n c e   C h a r m i n g   a n d   S l e e p i n g
B e a u t y   s a v e d   b y   c i n d e r e l l a .

I Heart Amanda’s boobies.
Rock  us dukakis ! !

Someone pissed on their girlfriend.. 
and i t wasnt me.

Crazy Bitch
Throws bottles at beloved  icon

My balls are on the table, I’m
never eating here again.

Th e G od f a th e r s a y s h i s
d aug h t e r wi l l n o t  ma rry  a
man wi t h a l imp c an n o l i .

“Oh, what’s the word.  What was I trying
to say...African Americans.” - Hecht

“I swallowed my tounge ring... but I’ll
shit it out and put it back in.” 

...because maybe you're
gonna be the one that saves
me. and after all you're my

w o n d e r w a l l .

Ha il Satan!

"Random Hook-Ups are like false
advertisement!" 

An al  i s  i mpo ss ib l e  o ve r  the
p hon e .   I  l e a rne d t hat  the  

ha rd  way .

I am like a one woman 
freshman greeting party!

PURCHASE RIDES
X7486

BECAUSE IT�S  FUCKIN�  FREE

M. James Panton is 
my heartthrob. 

THE JOHNNY 
GIOVANNI SHOW

“The Best Show on PTV Since Gabby!”
-The Purchase Independent

MONDAYS @ 11:30 only on PTV Ch. 69 

f a r t w e l l s
NO PURCHASE NECESSARY

WRITERS MEETING
All  Past , Present and Future

Independent feature writers are
asked to come to a special meeting

this Thursday at 7:30 in the
Independent Offi ce, CCN 1011 

people get ready, there’s a t rain a-comin’

Simba - I want your pride

F O U R   U S E S   F O R   Y O U R  
“ C O L L E G E   W R I T I N G ”   B O O K :

1 . P a p e r w e i g h t
2 .   D o o r s t o p

3 .   T a r g e t   p r a c t i c e  
4 .   C h a i r   l e v e l e r

-How’s it going today?
-Same shit, different bowl.

Motaro  Wins !


