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The Oregon Commentator is an independent journal of 
opinion published at the University of Oregon for the cam-
pus community. Founded by a group of concerned student 
journalists on September 27, 1983, the Commentator has had 
a major impact in the “war of ideas” on campus, providing 
students with an alternative to the left-wing orthodoxy pro-
moted by other student publications, professors and student 
groups. During its twenty-six year existence, it has enabled 
University students to hear both sides of issues. Our paper 
combines reporting with opinion, humor and feature articles. 
We have won national recognition for our commitment to 
journalistic excellence.

The Oregon Commentator is operated as a program of the 
Associated Students of the University of Oregon (ASUO) and 
is staffed solely by volunteer editors and writers. The paper is 
funded through student incidental fees, advertising revenue 
and private donations. We print a wide variety of material, 
but our main purpose is to show students that a political phi-
losophy of conservatism, free thought and individual liberty 
is an intelligent way of looking at the world–contrary to what 
they might hear in classrooms and on campus. In general, edi-
tors of the Commentator share beliefs in the following:

 
•We believe that the University should be a forum for ra-

tional and informed debate–instead of the current climate in 
which ideological dogma, political correctness, fashion and 
mob mentality interfere with academic pursuit. 

•We emphatically oppose totalitarianism and its apolo-
gists. 

•We believe that it is important for the University com-
munity to view the world realistically, intelligently, and above 
all, rationally. 

•We believe that any attempt to establish utopia is bound 
to meet with failure and, more often than not, disaster. 

•We believe that while it would be foolish to praise or 
agree mindlessly with everything our nation does, it is both 
ungrateful and dishonest not to acknowledge the tremendous 
blessings and benefits we receive as Americans. 

•We believe that free enterprise and economic growth, 
especially at the local level, provide the basis for a sound so-
ciety. 

•We believe that the University is an important battle-
ground in the “war of ideas” and that the outcome of political 
battles of the future are, to a large degree, being determined 
on campuses today. 

•We believe that a code of honor, integrity, pride and ra-
tionality are the fundamental characteristics for individual 
success. 

Socialism guarantees the right to work. However, we be-
lieve that the right not to work is fundamental to individual 
liberty. Apathy is a human right. 
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Uncle Sam and the American Hangover

EDITORIAL

“This is why you have to ease 
off of the Jagermeister; after four 
shots you handout money like 

candy on Halloween.”

America you survived another decade: 
congratulations. The path you took was 

a little out of the ordinary. Hey, you still have 
your health, even if it might not be insured. 
You look like you might have a headache 
and an injured infrastructure, that’s just a 
hangover from the party that was the 2000’s. 
Here’s a refresher on how the party went, 
since the details seem a little hazy to you.  
 First of all, it got a little weird. Please be  
understanding. It’s a sign of a weird decade if 
one of the best ideas to stimulate the economy is 
to legalize weed.  
 Remember Al 
Gore? That boring Vice 
President that Clinton 
used to hang around with 
when he chased tail? He 
started off the decade 
on a bad note, losing the 
presidential election to George W. Bush. Gore 
rallied like a champ and won an Oscar then a 
Noble Prize. Fucking crazy, right? Who would 
have known? George is a whole different story.   
 Speaking of Bill, he seemed to set the 
standard for politicians. Just like him they all 
started sleeping around; even wholesome John 
Edwards cheated on his wife. Rudy Giuliani 
got caught sleeping around and had to drop 
his presidential campaign. One guy from 
South Carolina told his wife he was going 
for a hike and ended up in Argentina with 
another woman. Things got a little sloppy at 
the end of the decade: just ask Tiger Woods.  
 Here’s the straight truth. You bailed 
out a bunch of major banks that have failed 
the people. Freddie Mac and Fannie Mae hit 

you up for $400 billion. This is why you have 
to ease off of the Jagermeister; after four shots 
you handout money like candy on Halloween.  
After you bailed the banks out of trouble you 
decided to give $25 billion to the auto industry 
like they were an impulse buy at Wal-Mart.  
 You also pissed some people off during 
the party. Then Bush seemed to piss everyone 
off at the party. He pissed off everyone so badly 
that they gave the Noble Prize to Obama when 
he took over just because he wasn’t Bush.  
 You made some major enemies this 

decade, America. People 
tried to blow up planes 
with shoe detonators, 
liquid mixtures and even 
a dude with a bomb 
under his testes tried to 
bomb you. Al Qaeda is 
still planning to disrupt 

the national safety and Kim Jong Il would like to 
remind you he still has nuclear capabilities.   
 Drink some coffee and get some food into 
your stomach, maybe a little aspirin will help the 
headache. You’ve got a lot of work ahead of you 
in order to recover from that rager. Oh yeah, and  
you owe China like a trillion dollars.
Good Luck in the Twenty Tens.

Uncle Sam and the American Hangover
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We’re not that kind of 
magazine...

MAIL CALL

From Phone Number: 503-620-
2018
	 I	was	 reading	an	article	on	
your	 site,	 it	 was	 titled	 “Suicide	
Girls:	 the	 only	 porn	 I	 pay	 for”.	
It briefly mentioned something 
about	 the	F.B.I.	cracking	down	on	
bestiality	porn.
	 And,	 uh,	 it’s	 actually	
something I’m kinda interested 
in because I just moved from 
Washington	 and	 apparently	 it’s	
illegal to have sex with animals in 
Washington, but you can have the 
porn? I know it’s a misdemeanor 
here	 in	 Oregon	 but	 what	 are	 the	
laws	concerning	the	porn?	Can	you	
download	the	porn	off		the	Internet	
or	will	you	get	arrested?	 	
	 So	 that’s	 what	 I	 was	
wondering. If someone could 
send me an email at snifheinkel@
hotmail.com that’d be great.  
Thanks.

To whom it may concern:

In	 response	 to	 your	 article	 “Ball	
Coddlers	 and	 Ball	 Players”,	 Dane	
mentioned the formidable student 
outcry to come as a result of the 
inequality	 therein.	 Two	 days	 ago	
a	 friend	 and	 I	 started	 a	 Facebook	
group	 entitled	 “UO	 Students	 for	
Equal	Access:	NO	to	the	John	Jaqua	
Center”	which	has	rapidly	grown	to	
over 340 members. It has already 
received press from several student 
blogs	 and	 the	 blog	 of	 the	 Eugene	
Weekly. With this in mind, we were 
wondering	 if	 you	 would	 be	 inter-
ested	in	printing	an	editorial	on	the	
subject. At the very least, here is 
the	predicted	student	outcry.

Respectfully,

Cameron Thurber  

Jaqua Center doesn’t 
sit right with students

I wrote something that’s kinda 
fucked-up. What’s the approximate 
tolerance level for fucked-upness? 
Do you ever reject articles for that 
reason?

Craig	Nicholas

The OC Responds: Provocation 
without purpose is pointless. Prov-
ocation with purpose is your job. 

The new staffer steps 
lightly

Maybe it’s time for 
you to get out of the 

house, hmm?

OREGON 
COMMENTATOR

JOIN THE

E-MAIL: OCOMMENT@UOREGON.EDU

Destroy all humans!
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Sudsy     
Says:

“There are 
some things 
that you 
just can’t un-see 
on the Internet.” 

Holiday Issue Corrections
* The cover of the Holiday Issue may have, to some readers, 
suggested	that	Frog	enjoys	abusing	candy	canes.	In	fact,	Frog	
prefers gum drops. The Commentator	regrets	the	error.

asks ... UO President richard “dick” Lariviere’s

HatwatcH 2009
this Week:

This Week:
Thor Helmet

“Crushing skulls 
and breaking 

hearts.”

How do you sleep at night?

Glenn Beck:
On piles of money.

Nobody Asked Us But...

OJ:
Knowing I’m paying my 
debt to society for murd... 
I mean, for armed rob-
bery..

Oregon Athletes:
On King-sized beds 
at the John E. Jaqua 
Center.

Robocop:
By shutting down my 
computer systems. 
And Xanax.

Ethos:
By reading Ethos.
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Nobody Asked Us But...

This week the Daily Emerald staff did something 
that seems to come rather naturally to them 

lately - take a day off. That is, of course, with the 
exception of news reporter and former Commenta-
tor Editor-in-Cheif CJ Ciaramella, who was tagged 
to create the entire news content for the edition of 
the paper.
 “I was pretty much doing all of the work 
anyways, so the other news reporters asked me if I 
wanted to just take their stories, “ said Ciaramella. 
“It turned out that the whole newsroom ended up 
leaving to go smoke weed and play laser tag.”
 The copy of the Emerald has been particu-
larly lazy lately, with more and more pieces com-
ing from other campus newspapers. The Emerald 
launched an initiative to reduce AP feed stories 
and instead participate in an exchange program 
with other campus dailies.
 “We took it a step further by just dumping 
everything on CJ,” said Emerald Editor-in-Chief 
Allie Grasgreen. “Why use second-hand mate-
rial from other papers when you can just chain 
your news reporters to their desk? That’s working 
smarter, not harder.”
 Although Grasgreen insisted that Ciaramel-
la’s front-page domination “won’t be an everyday 
occurance” there would be a substantial workload 
increase for the ruggedly-handsome reporter.  
 “He produces such high-quality material, 
why not let him handle things if there’s a new epi-
sode of ‘The Office’ on that night?”

Former Commentator  
Editor writes entire 
issue of Daily Emerald 
by himself
Rest of Emerald staff to continue to collect 
stipends

Want to fight 
against the forces of  

evil?

JOIN THE

OREGON 
COMMENTATOR

WE ARE HIRING:

BroadSwordsmen

STAFF WRITERS

Web designers

GRAPHIC DESIGNERS

E-MAIL: OCOMMENT@UOREGON.EDU
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DECADE
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As the beloved 1990’s came to an end, so did the 
sitcom. The 90’s were dominated by popular 

shows like Seinfeld, a scripted twenty-two 
minutes of laugh tracks and lovable characters. 
However, the sitcom was laid to rest at the hands 
of the reality television show in the early 2000’s. 
Sure, there may have been a reality show or two 
during the 1990s (The Real World started in 1992, 
for example), but for the most part the explosion 
of reality TV came in the early 2000’s and still 
dominates the small screen today.
 While there is a lot to like about the 
squeaky clean sitcom, there is also plenty to 
appreciate about the train wreck that is reality TV. 
Clearly, “reality” is a term used very loosely.  The 
producers deliberately pick people to live together 
that they know will not get along. To make any 
situation more volatile, the cast members are 
usually competing for something, 
commonly love or money 
(sometimes both, Vh1’s Megan 
Wants A Millionaire, for example, 
which was sadly cancelled after 
a few episodes). The competitive 
atmosphere combined with the 
general lack of any sort of moral 
boundaries sets the stage for 
disaster, which is really the same 
as success in the reality TV world.
 The start of the reality 
television craze can be greatly 
attributed to Survivor, which began 
in the spring of 2000. America 

quickly became hooked on the backstabbing and 
manipulation which thrives when there’s a ton of 
cash at stake. This led to an explosion of shows 
on ABC, NBC, and CBS, which are popularly 
watched throughout the whole of America. This 
includes shows like American Idol, The Amazing 
Race, and Big Brother. These shows have been 
so popular that they all have different versions 
in various countries around the world. Now, 
these shows have the glorious side-taking and 
gerrymandering that can be found on nearly 
any reality show. However, since they’re shown 
earlier in the evening and are intended for a wider 
audience, they do not live up to their full reality 
television show potential.
 The real reality gold mine is Vh1. Once 
Vh1 realized they were over showing music 
videos (and we were sick of watching them), 

they turned to reality shows. In a 
stroke of genius, Vh1 created their 
own genre of reality TV called 
“CelebReality”. The genre features 
shows which involve lower-tier 
celebrities. It was popularized 
by  Vh1’s Flavor of Love starring 
rapper Flavor Flav and a handful 
of whores. America watched as 
these bottom of the barrel porn star 
wannabes battled it out for Flavor 
Flav’s heart, one cat-fight at a time. 
Once all three seasons turned out 
to be a great success, Vh1 realized 
that they could just take a popular 

Carly Erickson

Ten Years of
Reality TV
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Carly Erickson is a contributor to the Oregon Commentator 
and isn’t afraid to air out her guilty pleasures.

BUY NOW

AVAILABLE IN HARDBACK
WITH MORE TONER THAN EVER BEFORE

LIMITED EDITION PRINT

$10

“IT’S SO FRESH, THE INK WILL GET YOU WET.”

Now Available at the UO Bookstore!

cast member from one season and give him or her 
a show. This is how the world was blessed with 
I Love New York, and consequently Real Chance 
of Love, and (premiering in January) Frank The 
Entertainer In A Basement Affair, a show in 
which desperate girls are actually competing with 
each other to live in a jobless thirty-something’s 
parents’ basement. Seriously. America was also 
given the gift of Rock of Love starring Poison’s 
Bret Michaels (never without his bandana or 
creepy phrases). The booze and silicone-filled 
train wrecks of ROL kept America watching, and 
one of them even got her own show, Daisy of 
Love, while the others were sent to Charm School 
or I Love Money with the rest of the Vh1 reality 
show rejects.  These shows changed TV because 
there’s a lesser need for real, paid actors. Why 
grossly overpay some high maintenance actor 
when you can find a stripper from Kansas City 
whose willing to do anything for free?
 Now, nearly every network has reality 
television shows. ABC, NBC, CBS, Vh1, MTV, 
Bravo, The Food Network, and E! have all jumped 

on the band wagon. America loves nothing more 
than watching a good fight. Pick a side and hate 
on the competition. That’s what it’s all about, 
really.  
 With this decade coming to an end, reality 
TV is still reigning supreme. However, the sitcom 
has re-invented itself while taking cues from the 
reality show. Popular shows like The Office or 
Modern Family are filmed in a reality TV style. 
The actors acknowledge the camera, and give 
their thoughts in an interview-like setting as they 
do on reality shows. Like it or not, the reality 
show is a glorious phenomenon that Americans 
can expect to be watching for at least another 
decade. One show is never just “one show”. 
Every reality show has spin-offs and sequels, 
keeping audiences hooked season after season. 
In short, reality TV is the gift that 
keeps right on giving, and I can’t 
wait to continue receiving.
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I   lived in Bluffington until I was about thirteen years 
old, and during this time became acquainted with 

the people whose stories were serialized in the popular 
children’s television show Doug. Considering that 
my father’s relocating our family had much (if not 
everything) to do with his public defecation during a 
particularly notorious Bluffington Pride Day, it is to 
be understood that any notion of the aforementioned 
town has seldom been revisited by my family in the 
years since.  When the opportunity presented itself 
to rekindle ties with my early childhood community 
in the name of journalism, I quite literally jumped at 
it and wound up breaking my roommate’s prized 
Belgian Vaporizer. Anyways, I hope that the tepid 
pangs of nostalgia were worth $90  and quite a 
mellow high.
 Because my mother is a lecherous patent 
attorney, she has remained in contact with 
Bluffington’s Mr. Dink who occasionally phones her 
when my dad is away to discuss his latest inventions 
and the possibility of their meeting discreetly at a 
reasonably-priced hotel. Dink, whose real name is Bud, 
permitted me to stay in his garage, provided I keep 
my mouth shut about the counterfeiting operation 
he’s running inside of it and flee the country with 
him should he ever be found out. En route to Bud’s 
after having arrived in town, I found Bluffington 
to be much as I remembered it: modest homes set 
amongst pastoral and rolling hills, the clichéd facade 
of the remodeled Honker Burger (though, come to 
think of it, I do recall seeing more Crips loitering 
around in front than I was accustomed to.)  
 Once I was settled in Bud’s house, I politely 
refused a Quaalude and we began discussing the 
Funnies, the family of Doug’s titular hero (as well 
as mine and Bud’s mutual neighbor). Theda Funnie 
had since split with Phil, Doug’s father, because 
of her philandering, the collaborator in her affair 

incidentally being my host. Bud regaled me with 
some story about how a ten-year-old Doug had 
caught them open-mouth kissing at a block party 
and started wrapping a belt around his head and 
wearing his underwear outside his shorts to block 
out the memory; I bade him cease the digression, and 
we continued discussing the Funnies sans Theda.  
 Phil’s newfound bachelordom wasn’t a 
welcome change: he’d bring home a new barfly 
every weekend and instruct Doug to clean the vomit 
from his Mazda’s upholstery before disappearing 
into the master bedroom. His father’s degenerate 
lifestyle, coupled with the unavailability of his elder 
sister (who, as I’m to understand it, changed her 
name to Fleur and started robbing banks), prompted 
Doug to begin spending more time with then-clean 
Mosquito “Skeeter” Valentine; in fact, the two soon 
leased a low-rent tenement with the money they 
made from selling the latter’s epilepsy medication to 
neighborhood kids.
 The responsibility of paying rent prompted 
both teens to drop out of high school and take up 
menial work as means of supporting themselves. 
Doug became involved with Patti Mayonnaise, while 
Skeeter courted Beebe Bluff; the four often gathered 
at the squalid apartment, where they nursed a 

Henry Jinings

The Cast of Doug: 
A Decade Later
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worsening drug habit that thrived off of Beebe’s 
burgeoning trust fund. It was around this time, 
Bud informed me, that neighborhood ne’er-do-well 
Roger Klotz became a fixture at their gatherings, 
given that he had good drug connections and knew 
how to speedball without overdosing.  There had 
never been much hope for him: at sixteen he had a 
lengthy criminal record that began and ended with 
him being booked for soliciting sexual favors outside 
of a barbershop. He’d additionally had a number of 
low-profile flings with some of Bluffington’s seedier 
youths, later culminating in a paternity suit that was 
ultimately dropped. 
 Some time after falling into the cycle of drug 
abuse and lasciviousness, things came to a head 
when Skeeter wound up robbing Patti’s quadriplegic 
father at gunpoint after having downed a half-
bottle of cough syrup. Once Beebe posted bail, he 
quickly took to the lam where he was intercepted at 
the state line and subsequently arraigned. If Bud’s 
testimony holds any water, Skeeter was, as of the 
inception of our new decade, a recent parolee having 
served a rather uneventful prison sentence that was 
commuted from nine to eight years on account of 
good behavior. The last that Bud, who had taken my 
Quaalude in addition to his usual four and was thus 
entering a state of hypertonic delirium, had heard 
was that Skeeter had gotten into music with some 
friends from the joint and had embarked on what 
we can assume is to be an unsuccessful career in hip-
hop. Any details as to his approximate whereabouts 
and doings are largely unknown.
 As Bud slipped quietly into a coma, I took 
what little money was in his wallet and thought it 

best to see if Doug still was to be found anywhere in 
town. I’d noticed some flyers on my way in promoting 
a miserable-looking Beets cover band that was slated 
to play at a nearby dive bar, and seeing as Doug had 
continuously proclaimed himself the most pious of 
The Beets’ seven fans, I thought it a wise place to start 
looking.  To my luck, I saw the aged and somewhat 
weary individual of my pursuit sitting idly amongst 
some two or three assorted examples of riff-raff that 
had turned up with little intention of seeing the band, 
which was now fumbling haphazardly through a 
sound-check. 
 A few months my senior, Doug seemed far 
more shaped by his reality than was I by mine; and 
he recognized me, thankfully, though he wasn’t too 
intent on carrying on where Bud left off until I agreed 
to treat him to a Cuba Libre. He informed me that 
he and Roger had lived together for some time after 
Skeeter’s imprisonment until Pork Chop, high on 
crank fumes, took off and never returned, which led 
to tensions and Roger’s ultimately being jettisoned 
from the premises. Doug was disappointed to say 
that Roger’s whereabouts, similar to those of Skeeter, 
were as of now unknown, save the speculation 
that he’d most likely gotten into the “snot game,” 
(whatever that is). 
 As for Doug himself, he underwent 
methadone treatment and carried on with Patti 
until she’d ran off with Chalky Studebaker, who 
purportedly gave her a black eye as an engagement 
present. I didn’t press him as to the specifics of 
Patti’s current life, because by then he’d begun to 
flail drunkenly to the chorus of “Killer Tofu.”  
 While driving home extra fast and still feeding 
from the adrenaline from having ran a Smart Car off 
of a rural road,  I thought that time had exponentially 
changed so many things in addition to my old friends 
and neighbors. I only hope that this next decade will 
degrade Bluffington even further; that ratty town 
deserved the shit my dad took on it.    
   

Henri Jinings is a staff writer for the Oregon Commentator 
and needs more allowance. Yoodle-Lay-Hee-Hoo.
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AND NOW

If there were two things I learned in Pasadena, 
they were: Don’t kick on fourth and one, and 

don’t cross a crosswalk against the hand. The 
Rose Bowl was an amazing experience but I 
almost didn’t make it… at least I got something 
worth reporting.

New Years Eve 2009! Poppin’ off, 8PM Metro 
Gold Line. I saw the white guy disappear from 
the southern road sign. The orange hand of ‘the 
man’ begun to count down but it didn’t stifle my 
conviction to cross. 10, 9, 8… I admit my subsequent 
arrest was prompted by a hasty misinterpretation 
of traffic laws. I thought crosswalks were 
designated portions of streets where pedestrians 
traverse safely when cars are stopped (in 
reality they are a source of revenue).  
 My false assumption led to a traffic-nanny 
grabbing my arm and thoroughly knuckling his 
thumb in to my inner bicep. I yelled, “Ow!? Fuck 

you!” as I quickly drew back in slight surprise 
and pain. I heard him yell, “No, Fuck YOU! I said 
‘go back!’”, thus I retreated to the northern side of 
the street.

Although cooperative and clear eyed 
when I crossed the street again (as the white man 
re-illuminated), Officer H. Morales deemed I had 
already demonstrated enough complicity to be 
quarantined. Obviously, he assumed, anyone who 
resists must be a criminal, or at least belligerently 
wasted; but I think he just wanted to test out his 
new dual-charge Taser gun and hippie-strength 
mace.

I was forced against the car, bent over the 
hood, and hand-cuffed as hundreds of onlookers 
gawked at my pockets being emptied. (That 
fucker kept my Chapstick). The substantial 
remaining part of my conversation consisted of 
replies pleading for rationality. “NO, you DON’T 

Sudsy Goes 
to the Rose 

Bowl
Gil T. B’Ososiation



1�

SPORTS!

Gil is a member of the Oregon Commentator and his name is 
not a very clever attempt at a pseudonym. 

need to taze me!”, and, “I am NOT resisting,” or, 
my favorite, “They won’t spread any wider than 
that!” 

Finally he told me I was being arrested 
for public intoxication. With no other options 
in mind, I spat out the alphabet backwards in 
twenty seconds to no avail; in desperation, I 
attempted the Eugene “get-out-of-jail-free-card” 
and shouted “Go Ducks!”, but again, nothing. 
I think this only solidified his confidence in my 
miscreancy as I was loaded in to the riot van 
(with blood-spotted interior décor) and hauled to 
the station a mile away.

With no evidence of drugs and .00 BAC 
they cut me loose five minutes later with an 

“illegally crossing a crosswalk” fine but all I have 
to pay is a final “Fuck you!” to my buddy Hector 
at Long Beach P.D. Oregon may be back next year 
but you will never catch me.

In closing, we definitely did not bring the 
A-game which got our marching band all the 
way to the Rose Bowl. Ohio had a much more 
coordinated cheer section and when it came 
to putting down polish sausage, we were no 
competition for “daa Bucks” super-fans. There 
was a football match as well but hopefully you 
already know how that turned out. Next season 
we need to have our chants pre-coordinated with 
Chip so we can let him know when, “We want 
Blount!” (or whoever we demand). 

If you didn’t show because of some lame 
excuse, I would recommend not passing up an 
opportunity to go to see the Rose Bowl (when 
the Ducks win the 2010 PAC-10). Tickets sold out 
fast but there is always a way when you have 
the Wil (thanks Gleasman for sharing the drive) 
and thanks to Drew (www.THEbig10tour.com) 
for helping make this happen and bringing your 
camera to the game (credit his pics).

Gil’s ticket for illegally crossing a sidewalk.
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WEED

What are the stoners talking about? What 
are they not talking about? What are they 

forgetting? Who cares? The answers to these 
questions and more are provided in the following 
paragraphs.

The Positive Effects
 The positive effects of marijuana have 
been clinically proven. Dispensaries have been 
prominent in California for some time now and 
Oregon is just beginning to catch on. Those 
having to endure chemotherapy and even severe 
pain may legally spark up if the need arises. Also: 
“Man... marijuana reveals your true self to like... 
yourself, man...”

What To Do With the Roach?
“Dude, it’s done. What do you want with it?”
“I don’t care, man.”
“Well, should we put it in a piece?”
15 minutes later...
“Dude! I just found a roach!”
“Seriously? Alright, free weed!”
“Should we put it in a piece?”
“Here man, spark that shit.”

 Always a point of debate in the circle... 
To make a bowl of it and indulge immediately? 
Or should it be rationed and joined later that 
week with several other roaches in a “second 
generation” joint? Sometimes, when the situation 
calls for it, one must make an offering to mother 
nature and dispose of the evidence. In any event, 

wash your hands because they smell like resin.

My Hands
 Speaking of hands... Have you ever looked 
at your hands? No, I mean REALLY looked at 
your hands?

William Randolph Hearst
 In the 1930s, Harry Anslinger’s butt-
buddy, William Randolph Hearst, owned a vast 
acreage of timber forest. While lobbying against 
marijuana and hemp, Anslinger fabricated absurd 
stories denouncing the useful herb, which were, 
in turn, published in Hearst’s newspapers. Hemp 
is the strongest natural fiber on earth and regrows 
after being harvested. But ol’ Bill and Harry had 
to make sure that the American people could not 

Stoner Talking 
Points

Nicholas Ekblad
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benefit from its use today by spreading slander 
over the good name of mother nature. Meanwhile, 
Bill manufactures paper from the wood pulp of 
all those fallen trees. “Bro, if it weren’t for that 
dick, William Hearst, we could be reading and 
smoking the newspaper every morning!”
The Way Colors Taste

“What does this bud taste like to you?”
“Tastes like... Yellow.”
“Yellow? Shut the fuck up.”
“No, dude! I just think of yellow when I taste 
this!”
“You’re a  douche. Colors don’t have taste.”
“Seriously! There’s purple drink... blue bubble-

gum... Bebida Roja from Garcia’s Mercado... 
yellow cake, that green flavored ooze from inside 
those Fruit Gushers...”

The Ham Sandwich Paradox
 Which is better? Eternal happiness 
or a ham sandwich? Well, one would argue 
that absolutely nothing is better than eternal 
happiness. However, the most idiotic of all 
people would agree that a ham sandwich is 
better than nothing. Therefore, through the 
magical logic of the Transitive Property, a ham 
sandwich is better than eternal happiness.  
In other words, “Dude, ham sandwich!”

Munchies!
 Get some sour cream and onion chips 
with some dip, man, some beef jerky, some 
peanut butter. Get some Häagen-Dazs ice 
cream bars, a whole lot, make sure chocolate, 
gotta have chocolate, man. Some popcorn, red 
popcorn, graham crackers, graham crackers with 
marshmallows, the little marshmallows and little 
chocolate bars and we can make s’mores, man. 
Also, celery, grape jelly, Cap’n Crunch with the 
little Crunch berries, pizzas. We need two big 
pizzas, man, everything on ‘em, 
with water, whole lotta water, and 
Funyuns. (Pound fist in the air)

“You furnish the bong and I’ll furnish the weed.”

“The snozzberries taste like snozzberries!”

Nicholas Ekblad is a staff writer for the Oregon Commentator 
and loved researching this article.
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In light of the new decade, some time is needed 
to acknowledge the greatest athlete over these 

past years. Recently, and unfortunately, the 
mentioning of Tiger Woods will only bring up talk 
of his alleged dozen or so mistresses, but Tiger 
Woods still kicks ass. For all the haters out there, 
there really isn’t any other competition for this 
title. This cheating jerk off is a quite the athlete. The 
Associated Press has dubbed Tiger “Best Athlete 
of the Year” three times and PGA Player of the 
Year eight. For 119 consecutive months, Tiger has 
been not only the best athlete, but also a good role 
model. Yes, maybe he has ruined his reputation 
with the children and marriage worshippers of 
the population, but at least he let everyone down 
BIG TIME...and who actively practices fidelity 
these days anyway? Tiger continues his reign of 
complete domination of anything he dabbles in. 
 

 Through knee injuries and swing 
adjustments, Woods has dominated the world 
of golf. More than any other sport, Woods 
is an undeniably an untouchable force to be 
reckoned with. No one has dominated their 
sport the way that Tiger Woods has dominated 
golf. After setting some of the biggest winning 
margins of any athlete in their sport, golf 
courses were actually altered in hopes of giving 
other golfers a chance. Ask any professional 
golfer on the course and bets are they won’t 
argue that Tiger’s the one running the show.  
 In any other issue I would not be surprised 
seeing myself write hopefully humorous insult 
after humorous insult about the very average 
looking women Tiger has been shagging just 
beyond the crowd tape of the PGA tours, but aren’t 
we all over it? Yes, there are two sides to every 
story, blah, blah, but regardless of it all, Tiger has 
accomplished some extraordinary things. In his 
career, Tiger has fourteen majors, sixty-four PGA 
tour wins, and has been named PGA player of the 
year ten times. He is the highest paid athlete in 
human history and at one point had over ten major 
corporate endorsements (although admittedly, 
they are fast shrinking). Tiger can sink a real hole 
and I know I’m excited to see this 
bad boy back on the golf course. 
Bang on Tiger, bang on.

Athlete of the Decade
Tiger Woods

Evelyn Cooper

Evelyn Cooper is a staff writer for the Oregon Commentator 
and may or may not be the 20th mistress.
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STATS

Percent of sodas tested from beverage fountains by 
Hollins University that contained coliform bacteria. 

Detainees released from 
Guantanamo Bay that have joined, 
or are suspected of  joining militant 
groups like al Queda since their 
release according to the Pentagon.

Height, in feet, of the world’s new tallest building; the 
Burj Khalifa in Dubai.

Paid staffers working for First Lady 
Michelle Obama.

 Stimulus dollars that 
were recorded as being 
used for projects in 
440 zip codes that do 
not actually exist on 
the federal stimulus 
website, recovery.org. 

“Maritime companies” 
listed on the new “pirate 
stock exchange cooperative” 
in Haradheere, Somalia. 

Millions of Facebook users that use the 
Farmville application (over 20 percent of 
Facebookers). 

Comments on the Daily Emerald 
Blog from November 9th, 2009 

73

1	
in	
�

22

48
6,383,184,549

72

2,716

STATS

Employment participation rate; the 
proportion of the population that is 
in the labor force.

64.6

Kiefer VerSteegh

30.2
Average temperature in 
degrees Fahrenheit for the 
month of December 2009 in 
the United States, the 14th 
coolest  in 115 years.  

Percent of children’s jewelry tested by the Associated 
Press during the holiday season that contained at least 10 
percent cadmium, the 7th most hazardous substance in the 
environment according to the CDC.

12
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Cigars come in all shapes, sizes and prices. Many are found in expensive specialty stores that cater 
to the wealthy. But what about us normal jack offs? Where can a simple-minded individual like 

myself get a nice, inexpensive stogie? Well, the answer is as near as your local Texaco. “But Gordon”, 
you may ask, “what kind of cigar is right for me?” True, there are many options to choose from 
behind the counter of your friendly neighborhood petrol pumper. To help with your inability to make 
decisions on your own, here is a comprehensive review of some of the more popular brands.

Swisher Sweet: Approximately $5 for a pack of 5
The Swisher Sweet brand is held close to the hearts of many Eugenians 
because... let’s just leave it that they are a popular brand. When picking 
up a black and Swisher, make sure that the plastic wrapping is securely 
fastened. One would not want to waste their money on something that 
is already completely dry. The first drag of a SS is one that urges the 
palette to recall the taste of honey fresh from the pot. One tends to think 
of a midsummer day. The complex flavors that arise from the cigar are 
quite refreshing. A good wine to couple with this cigar is Night Train, as 
the fruit flavors will mix well with the cigar’s more pungent finish. The 
tequila flavor is also a wonderful addition to a visit to a Taquiera.

Black and Mild: Approximately $5 for a pack of 5
Black and Mild cigars are made with a special blend of pipe tobacco, making 
the smoke itself sweet and fragrant.  If possible, try to get the wood-tipped 
versions, as they have an excellent drag, and will give you a Hugh Hefner-
esque aura of class. One will immediately notice the subtle complexities of 
taste when lit. There is an earthiness that can only be described as “heavy”. As 
on nears the middle of the cigar, it begins to get stronger, and a more robust 
taste drifts across the tongue. One is reminded of a cool, autumn night in the 
woods. One may consider pairing a dark lager with this cigar, as the weight 
of the beer will accentuate the complexities of the pipe tobacco smoke.
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Backwoods Wild Rum: Approximately $6-7 for a pack of 10
The Backwood brand is famous for its interestingly rolled cigars. 
At first glance, one would be lead to believe that the messiness of 
the wrap is due to laziness, or an overarching need to appeal to the 
“lower class”. However, one will soon realize that this is to show the 
raw power and majesty that these cigarillos contain. As one lights the 
cigar, one finds that the individual strands of tobacco that protrude 
from the wrapper quickly retreat into the confines of the barrel. The 
leafiness of the wrapper lends itself well to the weight of the smoke. 
As the smoke enters the palette, images of a hunting trip are brought 
to mind. The light rum flavor furthers this notion, reminding us all of 
our first kill – whether it was a deer, an elk, or a wildebeest. A good 
drink to have with this cigar is a refreshingly cold Coors Light.

Aruturo Fuente Opus X Forbidden X Lancero: $199.75 for a pack of 5
I suppose if you want to get all “haute couture” you can go for these. 
They probably pair well with some grape drink or something.

And with that, I hope I have opened you up to the distinct and wonderful 
possibilities of economy-priced cigars. So go out, young students, and 
revel in your newfound passion. Stay curious, and don’t ever let a low 
price get in your way. When you smoke these fine cigars, you send a 
message to the world that says, “I am a person of distinction. Gaze 
at me and my fine tobacco product!” Good hunting, good sir. Good 
hunting.
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I have been involved with the Oregon Commentator 
since about the beginning of 2006. I had started 

working in the ASUO as a student receptionist in 
January of that year, and began going to Senate 
meetings to get my political fix. It was there that I 
met then editor-in-chief Ian Spencer. Ian would blog 
about the student senate meetings, and I would sit 
next to him and ask him questions. I have to thank 
Mr. Spencer for humoring me, because while I am 
sure explaining the significance of the discussion 
to me was not his favorite thing to do, he did so 
very graciously. I was still a double Art History and 
Theater major at this time, but would soon find my 
calling in campaigns and politics.
 Part of my draw to the Oregon Commentator 
was that, while I had grown up in the liberal capital 
of the nation, San Francisco, I was a self-described 
conservative and registered Republican. Ironically 
I really had no idea what it meant to be either 
of those things, but I knew that my ideas about 
government and society did not coincide with 
those of my friends. In 2003 when the war in Iraq 
began, I hated that as a youth I might be associated 
with the protesting, “peaceful” and others that 
were disturbing the day-to-day lives of many other 
liberals in the Bay Area. It was then that I registered 
to vote in SF as a Republican. It was then, too, that I 
drifted away from many friends in high school. Not 
just because I “supported the war” but also because 
my friends were interested in shopping and sports. 
I was interested in politics and theory.
 I would have to argue that I did not begin to 
fully understand (and I probably still fully don’t) 
my political beliefs until I spent time with the free 
thinking minds of the Oregon Commentator. They 
questioned the liberal dogma being spewed to us 
in our classrooms, as well as each other’s thoughts 
and ideas. Occasionally discussions at Rennie’s 
would get a bit heated, but at the end of the night 
we would all leave still respecting one another. 
This might have been due to partly because we 
would all get pretty shitfaced, but I like to think it 

was because we all valued the idea that it is ok to 
engage in a “war of ideas”. It was the first place that 
I felt comfortable sharing my ideas, knowing that I 
would not be criticized because they were “right” 
or “left”, but because they were well thought out, 
well argued and rational. Extra points could be 
received if they also were supporting free minds, 
free markets, and of course, free booze. I feel 
privileged to have had the opportunity to discuss 
both esoteric and frivolous things with people like 
Ian Spencer, Sho Ikeda, Olly Ruff and Tyler Graf. 
They are staff members who are connected to what 
seems like the old regime and would challenge me 
to question my preconceived notions regularly. I 
also feel so privileged to have charged ahead into 
the present with a definitely new type of OC’ers 
Ted Neidermyer, Andy Dolberg, CJ Ciramiella, 
Jake Spicher, Guy Simmons, Drew Cattermole, and 
my partner in crime, Ossie Bladine. These people 
were more than just co-workers; they truly were my 
friends.
 I know, I know. This is probably the most 
sentimental thing ever written in the Commentator. 
But I honestly cannot help it. As my college career 
comes to end and I look back on the past six years, 
it truly is the times spent with the Commentator, and 
off-shoots of those relationships, that I look most 
fondly on and hold most dear. And it’s not like I 
didn’t have a lot of friends. There was just always 
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My First and Last Article for 
the Oregon Commentator

Nicole De Lancie
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something about the people who were drawn to the 
Commentator that was laid back, smart, fun and, of 
course, always down for a good time.
 Throughout my tenure at the Oregon 
Commentator I have never written a piece. Well, I 
guess that is not entirely true. In the 2007 elections 
issue I transcribed President-elect Emily McClain’s 
interview with then editor-in-chief Ted Neidermyer. 
I take a lot of pride in this transcription because I 
tried to include every “um”, “uhh”, and “like” to 
show that even the star debater, and winner of a 
race I wish she had lost, had flaws. And then for the 
infamous Man Issue in the 2007-2008 year, I wrote a 
very short piece describing how a man should talk 
to a woman; with two erect fingers pointed straight 
at her until she shuts up, of course. My focus at the 
Commentator was more organizational and behind 
the scenes work, and why I believe that I have 
ended up becoming so emotionally invested in the 
people and the institution.
 I made it my business to know what was 
going on with everyone and everything. This was 
very handy for the 2007-2008 year when we brought 
Ossie Bladine over from the Emerald to take over for 
Neidermyer. He and I became a team, much like that 
of Ted and Andrea Blaser the year before. Staying up 
late together, laying out the magazine, organizing 

parties, and trying to recruit by creating more fun 
and light-hearted content. I would have never 
thought in early 2006, as I would sit (surprisingly 
quietly) in the corner in suite 319, that I would one 
day be running the meetings, sending out deadline 
and meeting reminder e-mails and filling out PO’s 
for the Oregon Commentator. But I guess what the 
point of all this is that the Oregon Commentator 
has become more to me that just a publication on 
campus, more than just another ASUO program, 
more than just a group of conservatives. It has 
become my family.
 A few months ago we had our first official 
party of the year. Needless to say it was what current 
publisher, Dane Carbaugh, described to me in a 
text the next morning as “insanity”. And it was... 
much like the insanity of a family getting together 
for the holidays. Everyone running around telling 
each other how to prepare the food that they made. 
Drinking way before any food is being served. And 
in the end, much love shared. 
 I was reminded the next morning that I made 
a toast that went on for about half an hour. At one 
point I guess I told the crew that, “When I started 
with the Commentator I was the coolest member. 
Now, I am definitely not the coolest person.” While 
this probably is not the truest statement and was 
definitely said in a “Blackout Drew” kind of state, 
my sentiment was that I am proud and excited to 
see the growth in both numbers and backgrounds of 
the members of the Oregon Commentator. And while 
I am sad to be officially leaving the U of O and the 
Oregon Commentator, I know that it is in fantabulous 
hands and has great candidates for carrying on the 
legacy. And with that, enough writing. I gots to get 
back to my drink. Cheers.

& DE LANCIE

Nicole De Lancie was a staffer for the Oregon Commentator 
for who knows how long and her position is now retired.
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As this decade (the Twenty-oughts) comes 
to a close, the Commentator will inevitably 

examine the impact of several movements, from 
politics to pop culture, from the last ten years. 
In kind, much has happened over the last ten 
years to the Commentator itself, and I believe it 
to be important, dear readers, for you to learn 
about who we were at the turn of the century, 
if only to better understand who we are today. 

 Just one month before the turn of the 
century, the Oregon Commentator was in some 
relative hot water over a front cover they had 
ran purporting then University of Oregon 
President Dave Frohnmayer to have died. 
Frohnmayer famously had a heart attack at a 
medical conference in Bethesda, Maryland but 

had escaped the ordeal relatively unharmed. 
 At the time, “Das Frohn” was rather 
upset about the cover, “Quite frankly, he was 
pissed off,” said then-OC editor Bill Beutler. 
 The comedic timing of the magazine had 
been a question, but the Commentator’s place ten 
years ago was clearly one of interest, to say the 
least.

The Birth of a Brew
 In the Summer of 2001, the Commentator’s 
beloved mascot, Sudsy O’Sullivan, was 
introduced. Although he graciously turns away 

DECADE

An OC staffer drinking from the top of a rented U-Haul at the 
1999 Civil War.

10 Years of the Oregon 
Commentator

T. Dane Carbaugh
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the notion that he is the “father” of Sudsy, former 
staffer Sho Ikeda is largely credited with creating 
the icon. As the story goes, Sho, Bret Jacobsen and 
Pete Hunt (the magazine’s publisher and editor 
respectively) were drinking at Rennie’s Landing 
when the idea for the anthropomorphic mug of 
pilsner was scribbled down on a cocktail napkin. 
 Using all the craft of the rudimentary 
search engines of the day (alongside Photoshop) 
Ikeda combined clip art of a mug of beer, the face 
from the Kool-Aid Man and the cigar-holding 
arm of “Baby Huey” from Who Framed Roger 
Rabbit? Ikeda unleashed a golden, frothy blessing 
upon the campus of the University of Oregon.

A Campus Mourns

 Sudsy’s story briefly turned dark in 2004 
as an article (“The Death of… Sudsy!” 5/24/04) 
reported that the mascot had died in an attempt to 
make himself into a gigantic boilermaker for the 
alcoholic staffers. The true “King of Beers” was 
gone, and without an immediate replacement, 

the Commentator began a search for a new mascot. 
Fortunately for students Sudsy was re-brewed the 
following school year, as he rose from the grave 
and returned to his former position.

Go Fuck Hirself
 In the Fall of 2004, transperson and  
ASUO Sentator Toby Hill-Meyer was being 
interviewed for a Daily Emerald piece about 
a performance he’d done at the EMU. Hill-
Meyer wished to be referred to by the gender 
neutral pronouns “ze” and “hir” as he did not 
associate himself with one sex or the other.  
 The Commentator playfully jabbed at the 
ridiculousness of the situation, one where Hill-
Meyer had made his own sexual confusion a 
campus-wide topic by his own doing (it should 
be noted that Hill-Meyer’s request was followed 
by the Emerald for the entire year, as much was 
to be written involving him as he was an ASUO 
Senator). In any case, the Commentator ran several 
“OC Asks” with Hill-Meyer as a participant 
where he talked about “hate crimes” “lawsuits” 
and the like.
 The situation escalated when the 
Commentator’s PFC tag, Mason Quiroz, actively 
took part in an effort to defund the magazine. 
Media coverage about the Commentator being 
an “active perpetrator of hate crime” turned 
the ASUO against the Commentator, and led to a 
show trial (really, a funding meeting) at which 
opponents of the Oregon Commentator showed 
up with purple arm bands in goosestepping 
similarity.
 The Commentator was, however, funded 
for the upcoming year. It probably didn’t help 
that the main plaintiff against the OC, Hill-
Meyer, waffled when asked a direct question by 
the ASUO members regarding the Commentator’s 
purveyance of hate crime. Once again, the 
Commentator proved to the campus that free speech 
was not to be infringed upon, and that content 
was not a basis for funding (or defunding).

DECADE

Continued on the next page
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Defending Those Who Will Not Defend 
Themselves
 As the Jyllands-Posten Mohammad 
cartoon controversy ran wild in 2006, the Oregon 
Commentator, in an effort to open the discussion 
about printing the cartoons, printed all twelve 
of the “offensive” cartoons themselves. One 
of the only western media outlets to do so, the 
Commentator saw little reaction to their reprinting 
of the cartoons. That is, until the Student Insurgent 

got hold of it.  
 For some inexplicable 
reason, the Student 
Insurgent printed 
several cartoons in 
their May 2006 issue of 
Jesus Christ in several 
“radical” poses – with a 
massive, pink boner, as 
a helicopter, as a woman 
(and pregnant), etc. The 

editorial in the Insurgent suggested that this was 
to “teach the Commentator a lesson” and to “see 
what it felt like to have their deity impugned”.  
 Of course, the Commentator is not a Christian 
organization, and individually the members of 
the Commentator have typically been ones with 
little or no religious designation. Quite simply, the 
Commentator staffers were not, as the Insurgent 
had hoped, offended by their “artwork”. In fact, 
upon reading the editorial in the Insurgent, then 
editor-in-chief Ian Spencer asked his staffers, “Do 
these people have no reading comprehension 
skills at all?”
 What followed was a national clusterfuck 
of epic proportions. A former Commentator editor, 
Owen Brennan, was working as a producer for 
Bill O’Reilly’s O’Reilly Factor at the time, and 
wanted the editor of the Insurgent, Don Goldman, 
to appear on the show. When Brennan asked 
Commentator editor emeritus Tyler Graf to contact 
Goldman, the leader of the “anarchist collective” 
was dismissive of the invitation, “Why the fuck 
would I want to go on there [the O’Reilly Factor] 
and get yelled at?” he told Graf.
 Mustering all the courage he could, Graf 
was invited to appear in place of Goldman – and 

in defense of the Insurgent’s right to free speech 
(however idiotic and misplaced) – on the show 
with Mr. O’Reilly. And indeed, he did get yelled 
at.
 In his essay in By the Barrel: 25 Years of 
the Oregon Commentator, Graf remarked of the 
situation, “The Insurgent had its opportunity, and 
in a fit of infighting, decided to slink away into 
the shadows, like cowards. Looking back on it, it’s 
obvious the Insurgent collective didn’t actually 
believe in what they printed, and they had no 
rationale for it, unlike the OC with its editorial 
and pictures of the Mohammad cartoons. They 
were only interested in provoking a response.”

Drew Supports Rape Culture
 In one of his fan-favorite editions of 
“Graphs by Drew” then-staffer and current OC 
editor-in-chief concocted a particularly hilarious 
“Odds by Drew” for Valentines Day 2008. The 
“Odds” gave examples of what you could give to 
ladies and the odds you would get laid depending 
on what you gave them. The graph looked like 
this:

DECADE
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     Odds By Drew
    * A box of chocolates  1:4
    * Roses  1:2
    * A bottle of KY Intrigue  1:50
    * 40’s of 2-11  1:1

 Katie Hulse, a member of the Siren (the 
women’s center’s magazine) found this highly 
offensive and expressed her concern in a letter 
to the Emerald that was not printed (for obvious 
reasons found below). Fortunately for her, she was 
able to turn her letter into an article for the Siren, 
“ ‘Odds by Drew’ perpetuates a rape culture and 
climate, and actively furthers the stereotype that 
the smart and powerful women at the University 
of Oregon and everywhere else are at the disposal 
of men… I urge the ASUO senate to re-examine 
their funding of this periodical…”
 Cattermole’s response was perfectly 
measured in the next issue of the Commentator, and 
he responded to Hulse directly, “I see you’re a big 
fan of my work. Only someone who has too much 
time on her hands (or loves my odds) could write 
an 800 word letter about one sentence. Clearly I 
was way off in thinking that 40’s returning the 
best odds was a cheap joke. No, it’s definitely a 
sign that rape is cool.”
 The ridiculousness of the situation didn’t 
escalate from there, but clearly the Commentator 
is still the victim of overreaction just as much as it 
was in 2000 as in 2008.

The Decade Ahead
 The Commentator has gone through much 
in the last decade. Several important events, 
although meaningful, have not been mentioned 
here. To list them in full would take up too much 
space, and would be almost impossible to report. 
Upon examination of the Commentator at the turn 
of the century, it is clear that the OC is, as 2009 
turns to 2010, still an instigator of discussion and 
a magnet for ideological bombshells from those 
in the PC movement.
 We are still the targets of death threats. We 
still get called “racists”. We are still the leading 
contrarian viewpoint on campus. I can only 
imagine, after reflecting on the last 25 years and 
the last 10 years individually, that the Commentator 
will continue on for the next 10 years in the same 
role it has played – introducing meaningful 
conversation about campus topics while the 
Emerald prints Sudoku and the Voice writes about 
hipster bands.
It’s a labor of love, but someone’s got to drink it. 
Here’s to the next 10 years.

T. Dane Carbaugh is the publisher of the Oregon Commenta-
tor, and loves toast. 

Former OC staffer Sho Ikeda (left) and former OC Editor Tyler 
Graf (right) circa 2004.

Drew Cattermole’s ASUO Executive flyer, 2008
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On Christmas Day, 23-year old Nigerian 
engineering student Umar Farouk Abdul 

Mutallab allegedly attempted to ignite a bomb 
onboard Northwest Flight 253 during its 
approach to Detroit. American authorities say 
he concealed a powerful explosive in a six-inch 
container, likely a condom, sewn into the crotch 
of his now undergarments. The 80 grams of PETN 
could easily have blown a hole in the side of the 
plane, but the bomb failed to detonate and other 
passengers intervened when they noticed the 
bomber’s pants engulfed in flames. Mr. Abdul 
Mutallab has reportedly told investigators he was 
ordered by the al Qaeda terrorist organization to 
detonate the bomb on a plane over American soil. 
Internet postings on an Islamic bulletin board 
apparently written by Abdul Mutallab express 
a combination of jihadist fantasies, insatiable 
loneliness, and deep shame over his sexual urges 
to the point of feeling guilty about looking upon 
unveiled women.

As any amateur psychoanalyst can attest, 
a mere passing familiarity with the standard 
case studies establishes that sudden outbursts 
of repressed sexual longing are not exactly an 
uncommon phenomenon. And as any regular 
practitioner can verify, anything more than such 
a passing familiarity in this area necessarily 
desensitizes one to the often disturbingly crude and 
perverse behavior exhibited by the subjects under 
study. The sordid record need not be repeated 
here, but suffice to say, it takes an extraordinary 
case to jolt the jaded sensibility of the practicing 
analyst. So of certain morbid curiosity are those 
cases that still manage to viscerally shock the 

conscious of the seasoned professionals. Based on 
the available information in the media, the case 
of the Nutsack Bomber appears to have achieved 
these dubious ranks in spectacular fashion.  
 The most telling feature of the attempted 
bombing of Flight 253 is the surrogate penis, 
crudely fashioned from explosives, indicating a 
radical overcompensation for internally perceived 
deficiencies and an id that raged to express 
itself against an astounding self-restraint. Until 
he is properly 
examined we can 
only speculate 
on the internal 
deliberations of 
Abdul Mutallab’s 
c o n s t r a i n e d 
desires and 
s u p p r e s s e d 
longings, but we 
can now see how 
the extraordinary 
p r e s s u r e 
e x p l o d e d , 
figuratively and 
almost literally, 
into acting out 
an elaborate and highly deviant psychosexual 
fantasy.       
 It would appear that no man, woman, or 
beast could sufficiently satiate the bottled-up 
urges. Instead, Abdul Mutallab sought to directly 
violate an Airbus 330 with his newly potent 
sexual weapon. Whether his fellow passengers 
served in equal capacity in this fantasy or were 
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only incidentally involved by circumstances 
remains a significant outstanding question for his 
interrogations.
 Equally important is the extent of 
Abdul Mutallab’s allegiance to al Qaeda. The 
sufficiently inhibited id will articulate itself 
however it can. It is up to more conscious-driven 
ego to find the justification, however outlandish 
and contorted. It is not inconceivable that Mr. 
Abdul Mutallab simply found a more socially 
acceptable guise to mask his true motives, 
using the bombing of an aircraft as a medium 
for enacting preconceived sexual aspirations. 
It speaks to both the immense social pressures 
of Islamic societies, the stringent tenets of the 
Muslim faith, and to the extraordinary particular 
psychopathology of Mr. Abdul Mutallab that 
terrorism was possibly a cloak more comfortably 
worn than his open acknowledgement as a sexual 
being, even as aberrant a form such expression 
has taken. It is difficult to rationalize syringe-
injecting chemical initiator into one’s phallic 
crotch bomb for the distant goal of a worldwide 
pan-Islamic Caliphate—not without additionally 
servicing more immediate desires.   
 We have perhaps indulged in more 
speculation than is warranted with the available 
information, but let us conclude with a remark 
on the outcome. Though a relief to the rest of 
us, the failure of the bombing could only be a 
personal tragedy for Mr. Abdul Mutallab, and a 
curiously poignant one at that. Having gone to 
such great lengths to organize the execution of 
this spectacularly deviant fetish, the boy who 

chastised himself for feelings aroused by the faces 
of women still could not manage to light himself 
off when the moment came. We do not know 
whether Abdul Mutallab truly believed that his 
martyrdom farce would reward him with 72 
virgins in the afterlife, but if so, one cannot help 
but wonder what he thinks he could confidently 
do with them. 

Craig Nicholas is a contributor to the Orgeon Commentator 
and knows the first 47 digits of Pi.
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Chris McKee

As the reader can tell, the Oregon Commentator decided 
to celebrate the coming decade by reminiscing about 

the great events and novelties of the past 10 years. For 
this column, yours truly shall discuss one factor that very 
much dominated the political landscape of the 2000s, 
but with roots that reach deep into the formation of our 
country: the two-party system.
 What is the two-party system? For those not in 
the know (it’s hard to imagine anyone who reads the OC 
not being familiar with the concept), a two-party system 
consists of two opposite parties – usually one left or center-
left, and one right or center-right – that either are the sole 
existing parties, or dominate the political landscape to the 
extent that no powerful opposition exists.

Strictly speaking, the United States is not a two-
party system. Aside from the Democratic and Republican 
parties, there exists a flood of third parties such as the 
Green, Libertarian, and Constitution parties, which may 
win elections at the local or even the state level.
 Not only that, but American history contains 
plenty of minor political parties that have influenced the 
outcome of an election. For example, the 1860 election 
was an intense and interesting example of a true multi-
party election in America when John Bell ran for President 
under the Constitutional Union party against Republican 
Abraham Lincoln, Stephen Douglas of the Northern 
Democrats, and John C. Breckinridge of the Southern 
Democrats. In more recent years, Ross Perot famously 
made a bid for the White House as an Independent in 
1992, and many speculate over the influence Ralph Nader 
had as the Green Party candidate in the very close and 
controversial 2000 presidential election.
 However, elections such as these are more of the 
exception than the norm. Usually, either the Democrat or 
the Republican will win election for a political office, with 
Congress and state legislatures being filled almost entirely 
with either Democrats or Republicans (and the occasional 
Independent/third party candidate). Although this partly 
is the result of the nature of elections, part of the blame 

also rests on the government, with the difficulties third 
parties must suffer and the winner-takes-all manner of 
American elections that is absent in all other developed 
countries.
 Before we get into that, though, one must 
understand the history of the American two-party 
system, whose roots go far back to the days of the 
Founding Fathers. In his famous farewell address, 
George Washington warned of the effects of political 
parties. While he reluctantly accepts them, he states that 
the “alternate domination of one faction over another… 
is itself a frightful despotism. But this leads at length to 
a more formal and permanent despotism.” Ultimately, 
he concludes that the political party is “a spirit not to be 
encouraged.”
 Contrary to Washington’s wishes, the spirit of the 
party proved to be a spirit that was difficult to suppress. 
After and even during Washington’s administration, the 
political feuds between Alexander Hamilton and Thomas 
Jefferson dominated the political landscape, and led to the 
formation of the Federalist and Democratic-Republican 
Parties in 1792. In 1820 the Federalist Party would dissolve 
and be replaced by the Whigs from 1833 to 1856, with the 
modern Republican Party picking up where they left off. 
Meanwhile, the Democratic-Republican Party would 
gradually evolve into the modern Democratic Party, 
whose official founding was in 1828.
 There has never been a period in American history 
where more than two parties shared equality in power. 
In fact, there were only two periods of time in American 
history where two parties did not play a role: George 
Washington’s presidency, when political parties did not 
exist; and the presidency of James Monroe – known as the 
Era of Good Feelings, which the Encyclopedia Britannica 
argued began at the end of the War of 1812 – when the 
Federalist Party collapsed and only the Democratic-
Republican Party existed. George Washington was the 
only Independent president, and every other president 
belonged to one of the two dominant parties of their 
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time.
 This extensive history would suggest that the 
two-party system is deeply embedded in the minds of the 
American public, who naturally gravitate towards two 
dominant parties. Marice Duverger, a French sociologist 
who came up with the principle known as Duverger’s 
law, envisioned this when he declared in the book Party 
Politics and Pressure Groups that “a majority vote on one 
ballot is conducive to a two-party system.”

However, government policy is also to blame for 
the lack of strong third parties. While both the Democratic 
and Republican Parties are guaranteed ballot access in 
every election, even the largest third parties must struggle 
to appear on the ballot every election year. According to 
Ballot Access News, the Constitution Party currently 
appears in only 16 states in 2008, the Green Party in 32 
states, and the Libertarian Party in 46 states. As of Nov. 20, 
2009, the Oregon Elections Division recognizes all three 
third parties, along with the Independent Party, Working 
Families Party, and the Progressive Party. Needless to say, 
a political party cannot make much of a difference in a 
state that does not recognize it.
 Why should voters care about the lack of strong 
third parties? What’s so significant about them if they 
fail to achieve the majority vote in an election and make 
little impact in politics? The answer is that with strong 
third parties and a true multiparty democracy comes 
diversity in political thought and accountability for the 
two dominant parties.
 With the current two-party system, Democrats 
and Republicans alike must appeal to their party base 
during the primaries, but must also move towards the 
center during the actual election campaign. Topics that are 
of interest to hard-line Democrats and Republicans – such 
as labor unions and illegal immigration – are dropped in 
favor of topics of broader appeal such as taxation and health 
care. When a candidate wins an election, they then must 
answer to their party’s leadership, even if they disagree – 
Arlen Specter of Pennsylvania, for example, switch from 
the Republican to the Democratic Party shortly after his 
controversial vote in favor of the stimulus package that 
helped it pass the Senate. Since third parties represent 
more than just progressives and neoconservatives, they 
would be able to introduce a diversities of ideologies from 
the left, right, and center, and allow politicians greater 
freedom to vote on their conscience rather than on the 
narrow ideologies of two overly large political parties.
 Also, strong third parties would be able to hold 
powerful candidates accountable to their campaign 
promises. Almost everyone can think of countless 
examples of the treachery of politicians and their campaign 

promises, but the I will cite a recent example. In a Dec. 
23 interview on health care reform with Scott Wilson of 
the Washington Post, President Obama stated that he 
didn’t campaign on the public [health insurance] option. 
He went on to state that the public option “has become 
a source of ideological contention between the left and 
right.” Too bad it was part of one of his major campaign 
promises, and that he told Politico.com on Sept. 9 that a 
public option “will help improve quality and bring down 
costs.” Would Obama be so eager to back down from a 
public option if he knew that a viable Green candidate 
could hold it against him in 2012?
 Finally, even with their severely restricted role in 
American political life, third parties still make a difference 
in elections – albeit often unintended - as the example 
mentioned earlier demonstrate. In addition, in 2008, 
Democrat Jeff Merkley unseated Republican Gordon 
Smith by a mere three percent margin. Significantly, the 
Constitution Party candidate, David Brownlow, won 
five percent of the popular vote. If those who voted for 
Brownlow voted for Smith instead – the Constitution 
Party adheres to a paleoconservative philosophy – then 
Smith’s incumbency would have been upheld by a measly 
two percent margin.
 So what can be done to give third parties a chance 
in elections? While they could be guaranteed ballot access 
in all 50 states, our winner-takes-all system would still 
make it exceedingly difficult for them to win elected office. 
Instead, a proportional representation system resembling 
the parliamentary systems of most developed countries 
would need to be developed, so that each party’s share 
of government reflects the percentage of people who vote 
for them. This would guarantee some level of control for 
every party that qualifies to appear on the ballot.
 Obviously such a reform would require a massive 
upheaval of the way the federal and state governments 
operate, and would most likely require constitutional 
amendments. Perhaps this is too radical or far-reaching 
for the American public. But a government that gives 
voters more than two parties that broadly encompass 
the left and right is a government that enhances the 
democratic process, providing voters more choices and 
leading to accountability and responsible governing from 
politicians. 
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Spew...
and the new year...

On Humanity
 

“Less than five percent of the total population of the coun-
try is human, which means that New Zealand boasts one of 
the highest ratios of animals to humans in the world.” 
 
-Kaitlin Flanigan writes in Ethos Magazine. The highest ratio 
of animals to humans in the world huh? I wonder if that figure 
includes hobbits? 

 
“A peaceful Sunday pre-Christmas hike on the Ridgeline Trail 
led to a rude awakening for three hikers. Upon returning to 
their car, parked and locked at the trailhead at 50th and Fox 
Hollow, they discovered a shattered side window and a theft of 
at least one purse. “ 
 
-Peter Holden writes to the Eugene Weekly. Looks like Yogi and Boo-
Boo are starting to turn to a life of crime. 

 
“The wretched Republican Party has exposed the American public to the vilest, most treacherous 
and treasonous pattern of public discourse in the history of the republic. They have questioned 
President Obama’s birth legitimacy, his U.S. citizenship and now from the lips of that most vile of 
criminal minds, Dick Cheney, an accusation that he is a traitor.” 
 
-Gerry Merritt writes to the Eugene Weekly. Wait, politicians are only self-interested? Stop the presses.

Once the campaign for 2010 actually gets under way, any worthy Democrat will take his or her 
Republican opponent to task for all of the despicable words uttered and dirty deeds done by the 
likes of Dick Cheney, Michael Steele and all the other mental midgets who have opposed heath care 
reform, the extension of unemployment compensation, housing for the homeless and feeding hun-
gry children. I say, to hell with the GOP; down with the treasonous miscreants. “ 
 
-Ibid. Sounds like someone wants to settle this with a little dance competition. I bet Harry Reid’s got some 
sweet moves. It’s on like Donkey Kong. 
 

On POlitics
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“In a 2003 Whiteaker Community Council survey, the 
Whiteaker neighborhood has a high ratio of “transporta-
tion disadvantaged persons” residing there.” 
 
-Pauline Hutson & Jozef Siekiel-Zdzienicki write to the EW 
in a letter titled “A Better Route”. Is “transportation disad-
vantaged persons” slang for “lazy, jobless hippies”?

 
“Two things are irritating about the recent neo-Nazi 
talk  and “Sieg Heils” at the Pacifica Forum: 1) The 
forum is held in a taxpayer-funded meeting room and 
rebroadcast on taxpayer-supported Community Televi-
sion, and 2) People in Lane County actually showed 
up and joined in the hate speech. But banning Pacifica 
Forum from campus or restricting its content would be 
counterproductive. It’s best to keep radical and even 
outrageous ideas out in the public where they can be 
challenged and debated openly. Teachable moments 
abound, and we need to be reminded that we don’t 
have to scratch very deeply through Eugene’s liberal 
veneer to find bigotry, hatred and violence. 
 
Hate speech can incite violence, or at least make the 
targets of the attacks feel unsafe. The most effective 
response is for the community at large to stand up and 
loudly challenge hatred and injustice at every oppor-
tunity. Such action not only shows the bigots that they 
have no support; it also serves as an example for young 
people who are still forming their ideas and attitudes 
about people who are, on the surface, different from 
them. Young and old, we all learn by example.” 
 
-From the “Slant” section of the EW, 12/24/09. Wait... so 
the EW now supports free speech? Maybe it’s a new year’s 
resolution.

On Free sPeecH
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