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FANNING THE FLAMES
BY: GOLDA FUKESMAN

BY: JOSHUA BERGSTEIN 

The extent of sabotage inherent in the action of mur-
der of an ordinary person terminating the life of an-
other is kind of difficult to wrap one’s mind around. 
And atrocities always make for the best news. In our 
modern-day society, in which most people have not 
experienced war, murder can easily take on an excit-
ing and sensational role.

One of the concerns being expressed in connec-
tion to media coverage of murder is that gruesome 
peppering of details has been suspected of inspiring 
copycat murders, or at the least, the glorification of 
the crime. There is a fine line between obliging the 
public’s need to be informed and creating a roman-
ticized image of the killer. How much is too much? 
What about sensitivity towards the families of both 
the murderer and the victim/s? How much dignity, if 
any, should be warranted to the killer? 

The human mind can never fully be understood; 

the train of human thought is often convoluted and 
long-winded. The mindset and motives behind a 
murder is delicate and complicated, leading to a lot 
of speculation as to how the levee broke and what 
contributed to the tragedy. Many express concern 
that the news coverage can be the cincher to another 
ill individual, who will let the initial murder story be 
an example for his own.

As a result of such concerns, tragedies like suicide 
have become minimally covered, and limited to 
mostly cases involving public figures or the like. For 
some teenagers who grow susceptible to depres-
sion and anxiety, suicide carries with it an almost 
enchanted morbidity, and reading stories of others 
carrying out suicide pacts or killing themselves can 
trigger a more hesitant teen to try and duplicate the 
act.
Mass murder coverage, however, warrants little 
of the cautious attitude towards teenage suicide. 

(continued on page 2)

Sometimes, the ending can make the whole thing worth it.

For much of its running time, the 89th annual Academy 
Awards was a fairly pedestrian affair. Jimmy Kimmel had 
opened the ceremony with a genial but straightforward 
monologue (which included, to no great surprise, a number 
of jokes aimed at President Donald Trump). From there, 
the ceremony began its usual award procession, with few 
surprise winners. Viola Davis, for example, was essentially 
a lock for Best Supporting Actress, accepting the award for 
her exemplary work in Fences, and there was little shock 
regarding Mahershala Ali’s win for Moonlight. The main 
acting awards, which respectively went to Casey Affleck 
(Manchester by the Sea) and Emma Stone (La La Land), 
had also been widely predicted beforehand (though some 
had speculated that Denzel Washington, the Fences star/
director, could pull a win for the former). The same could 
be said for Best Screenplay (Manchester won for Original; 
Moonlight for Adapted) and Director (Damien Chazelle, La 
La Land).

Interestingly, there was more suspense in the technical 

(continued on page 6)

THE FINAL 
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The federal definition of a mass kill-
ing is “three or more killings in a single 
incident,” and is usually executed with 
a firearm. The horror and shock factor 
of mass shootings invoke an outpouring 
of details from the media outlets. The 
murderer’s photos, interests, hobbies, and 
social media posts are often circulated, 
presented as a sort of means to create an 
image of the murderer’s personality and 
emotions, in an attempt to reconstruct 
what made him pull the trigger. 

There is a worry that extensive cover-
age will serve as a sort of advertising for 
mass murder. Moreover, it is lending a 
posthumous fame to the killers, which 
many troubled individuals seem to find an 
attractive notion. According to a recent 
study done by Arizona University, mass 
shootings were deemed significantly 
more likely to occur if another shooting 
had been orchestrated within the previ-
ous 13 days and had received national me-
dia coverage.  These findings suggest that 
mass shootings tend to cluster together in 
a manner similar to suicides.

According to Sherry Towers, a research 
professor at Arizona State University 
and the aforementioned study’s lead 
author, many shooters were influenced by 
previous killing sprees- specifically the 
1999 Columbine High School shooting. 
Recently, authorities found out that the 
26-year-old perpetrator of the October 
shooting at Umpqua Community College 
in Oregon studied both the Columbine 
shooting and the 2011 Norway shooting 
in detail 

While motives and mindsets of mass 
murderers are obviously diverse and 
complicated, there are some commonali-
ties within the majority - most are young 
males, who work alone, and harbor an 
unhealthy obsession with weaponry. 
Mass murders, for the most part, aren’t a 

result of an individual “snapping,” grab-
bing a gun and going out to shoot people. 
Rather, the shootings are usually thought 
out beforehand at length, and most shoot-
ers are angry with society at large. 
Choosing to kill as many as people as 
possible, and then committing suicide, is 
a method to leave one’s mark on society 
and to be remembered for a long time. 
Is the media giving them the attention 
they wanted by covering their lives and 
actions in details?

Clayton Cramer recounts the incident 
of mass murderer Joseph Wesbacker 
in September of 1989, when police then 
found clippings from a February edition’s 
Time magazine all over Wesbacker’s 
apartment. The clippings were about 
Patrick Purdy, who had firebombed his 
car, drove up to a playground in Stockton, 
California, and killed 5 children, in ad-
dition to wounding more than 20 others 
earlier that year. Authorities had stated 
that Wesbacker had been contemplating 
suicide for a long time, but it was Purdy’s 
actions that inspired him to go out and 
buy an AK-47 and resolve to kill before 
taking his own life.

 In the case of mass shootings, the public 
is often thirsty for details, as pinpoint-
ing the monster often alleviates some of 
its fearsomeness. People feel that if they 
know the details of the shooter’s life, they 
can understand what drove him “over 
the edge”, whether it was bullying, an 
unhappy childhood, a parents’ divorce or 
unemployment. Unfortunately, this also 
lends the killer the fame he craves, and 
leaves a traceable path of footprints for 
other impressionable, troubled individu-
als to follow. 

Many of the killers had a history of 
mental health issues, but many of them 
were simply battling anger, paranoia, and 
feelings of helplessness. They knew that 

pulling the trigger would put them in a 
position of power, and lend them a spot-
light in which the nation studied them 
with fear.

The question of what should be done 
when covering mass murders is being 
addressed, as the issue does not seem to 
be subsiding anytime soon. On October 
1, 2015, in the wake of another devastat-
ing shooting, Oregon Sheriff John Henlin 
refused to disclose the identity of the 
killer, saying, “I will not name the shooter, 
I will not give him the credit he probably 
sought prior to this horrific and cowardly 
act. You will never hear me mention his 
name.” 

This idea of keeping the perpetuator 
a nameless and faceless criminal has 
gained momentum in the face of more 
and more mass shootings in America. The 
No Notoriety Campaign, backed by many 
victims’ families, calls for the increase in 
sensitivity and responsibility on the part 
of the media when reporting on these 
atrocities. It calls for a focus on the facts, 
experiences of survivors and the grieving, 
but not on the killer. 

Another suggestion that is growing more 
widespread is that any social media 
platform used by the killer should be 
terminated by authorities right away, 
especially if, for whatever reason, the 
killer’s identity had been revealed. There 
should not be any opportunity to gain ac-
cess to their pictures, ideas, or rhetoric by 
random members of the public.

Uncomfortable as this assumption may 
sit in our minds, there is validity to the 
suggestion that murder holds a kind of ro-
manticism to some of those who haven’t 
made its acquaintance. And the idea that 
media coverage and some of the cultural 
fascination with it adds fuel to the fire is 
definitely worth mulling over.

During a Congressional debate centering 
on Attorney General Jeff Sessions, Sena-
tor Elizabeth Warren was silenced under 
Rule XIX, Section 2. The rule states, 
“No Senator in debate shall, directly or 
indirectly, by any form of words, impute to 
another Senator or to other Senators any 
conduct or motive unworthy or unbecom-
ing a Senator.” According to the rules, 
Senator Warren was in clear violation and 
her silencing was therefore appropriate. 
However there are two issues with this 
rule, one inherently partisan, the other 
ethical.

Under the current partisan Senate, 
Democrats pointed out that there was a 
double standard applied, as they pointed 
to specific statements by Republican 

Senators Ted Cruz (TX), Tom Cotton 
(AL), and David Perdue (GA), to name a 
few. Furthermore, after Senator Warren 
was prohibited from further debate on the 
Senate Floor, other Democrats contin-
ued to read from the same letter without 
Rule XIX being invoked. The Chair of any 
meeting must be consistent in applying 
the rules to everyone fairly and equally; if 
Senator Warren was not allowed to read 
the letter due to Rule XIX, neither should 
anyone else.

However, it should be noted that the big-
ger issue is partisanship, not the Chair. 
This is due to the fact that under Rule XIX 
Section 4 of the Senate Rules, any Senator 
may make the motion to call a speaker to 
order, and then the chair’s decision may 

be appealed. That is exactly what hap-
pened to Senator Warren where she was 
prohibited to continue on by a partisan 
vote. Since these rules are adopted by 
the Senate, they are also interpreted by 
the Senate, which leads to partisanship 
interpretation and enforcement.

The biggest flaw with this rule is dis-
played in instances like these, where 
the character and motives of various 
nominees are critical to making an in-
formed decision and vote on behalf of the 
Senator’s constituents. The Senate Rules 
should not protect nominees the way the 
Republicans construed it (albeit correct-
ly), but instead should automatically be 
suspended from affording this privilege to 
nominees, even in regards to Senators.

SILENCE RULES
BY: BEN HOLLANDER

Fanning The Flames
(continued on page 1)
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ON CAMPUS

All the students lay down on the shiny wooden 
floor, feeling the weight of their bodies against 
the ground and the beating of their hearts in their 
chests. I lay like a snow angel, ready to let go. In 
the back of my mind, my thoughts threatened 
to imprison me, but in the moment, they didn’t 
seem to matter. My body seemed to float upward 
as I followed the rays of the florescent light to a 
higher plane. Several minutes later, upon reenter-
ing the world, my anxieties were subdued. In the 
next exercise, when we passed around our energy 
from one person to another, the energy was sur-
prisingly lighter.

This lightness was not an easy thing to attain. 
This semester arrived at the end of months of 
LSAT studying and law school stress. Finally, I 
sent out all my applications. If I have to fill out 
my biographical information one more time, I 
just might explode. So to get my mind off any-
thing graduate-school related, I decided to take 

an acting class this semester. I’ve always loved 
to perform for family and friends. I have always 
admired an actor’s ability to tell a story so well 
that it makes you question what’s real. It is that il-
lusion of an escape that actors create which drew 
me to take the class. But so it was as I sat in the 
first class that I was sharply reminded that I am 
an introvert. My anxiety awoke and sailed in and 
out of the semicircle of chairs warning me that I 
had exited my comfort zone. 

Now, don’t get me wrong – as I mentioned previ-
ously, I love being on stage. But that love never 
seemed to translate to the rest of my body. My 
heart still skips a beat at the chance to perform, 
even though my mind yearns for it. I think that 
in some aspects, I have the makings of an actor. 
I like the drama, and when I speak my mind, I 
do it with the passion and flair of Frenchwomen 
at the Paris Opera. However, that flair is always 
calculated. Every word is the product of a debate 

in my brain – never whimsical. Whimsicality is 
essential to the acting process. It is essential that 
an actor shows no calculation in front of their 
audience because the audience knows when a 
performance is real to the actor. Fittingly, the first 
mission of the professor was to free us of these 
calculations. And so we lay on the floor and did 
just that. 

It’s true what they say – comfort is overrated. 
When you stay in your comfort zone for too long, 
you lose sight of what could be. My professor said 
that at the end of the semester, we would all feel 
at least a little more aware of ourselves and our 
energy. She said that we would be different people 
in some way or another. For me, the first class 
alone showed me who I could become if I stay and 
continue to dig through my comfort zone to the 
uncertain but glorious world on the other side.

INTROVERT ACTING

CUNY Edge,  formerly known as 
C.O.P.E. is a new program at Brook-
lyn College. The program was 
designed to help students, who are 
on public assistance, reach their full 
potential as college graduates and 
to find employment. It’s an excel-
lent service that keeps students in 
school. The following services are 
offered:

• Ongoing academic, personal and 
career planning advisement 
• A comprehensive personal and 
professional development seminar 
series
• Career readiness services
• Connections to internship, HRA 
work study, and job opportunities
• A culture of academic excellence 
through tutoring services and lim-
ited tuition 
   support for intersession and sum-
mer classes
• Collaboration with campus offices 
and programs including CUNY 

Start, ASAP,  advising offices, career 
services, HRA Work Study sites, and 
Single Stop to get students the help 
they need.

After suffering a knee injury, Tabi-
tha Lopez, had to apply for Public 
Assistance and unemployment. 

“I wound up with a spontaneous 
fracture and was home bound for 
four months. The next semester 
I went back to LaGuardia Com-
munity College -- and graduated. I 
had already been awarded a Federal 
Work Study program; Public As-
sistance requires you to be in some 
type of work program [in order to 
keep your benefits]. They will send 
you to clean parks, or send you to 
sanitation department. I kept myself 
in paid internships and when I got to 
Brooklyn College, public assistance 
was taken away from me. I took up a 
janitorial position, but my knee inju-
ry worsened and that was when my 
friend told me about C.O.P.E. They 
put me in contact with people who 
were hiring work study students 
around the campus. The Director of 
CUNY EDGE, Chantell Ellison and 
Assistant Director, Corrine Cashin’s, 
goal was to get me into a position 
that would support my academics 
that would be in line with what I was 
studying. Chantell told me about 
a position in English as a Second 
Language (ESL); and I already was 
acquainted with someone in that 
department. Her job was to provide 
me with income and keep receiving 
public assistance, but through the 
work study program. They refer you 
to everything, the health clinic, the 

Learning Center, to redefine your 
goals and where you want to be and 
also creates other workshops.

I think CUNY EDGE is the progress 
that has been made within the WEP. 
When I was a child there was a pe-
riod in which my grandmother, who 
helped raise me, had to apply for 
public asistance. At that time there 
was no such thing as a program that 
would send or even provide you to 
go to school. The WEP program sent 
my grandmother to work as a janitor 
for the neighborhood’s Department 
of Sanitation. My grandmother 
had been working since she was 12 
years old, beginning in a NYC belt 
factory. But after nearly 30 years of 
industry work, going from industrial 
factories to sales in neighborhood 
stores, the exploitation had come to 
an all-time high and she had to walk 
out of a store where her boss had 
treated everyone unfairly for a long 
time. My grandmother dropped out 
of middle school to help support her 
family. So she didn’t have a degree 
or a high school diploma. She got her 
GED after I was born by entering 
herself in community courses and 
programs and never stopped push-
ing my mother and myself to fever-
ishly pursue education.”
Public Assistance is supposed to 

help people to get back on their feet; 
in contrast, the Work Experience 
Program has been highly criticized. 
In its inception, the WEP program 
was pulling people out of school 
and sending them to clean subways, 
parks, or to do clerical work. The 
name alone is misleading. It’s sup-
posed to give people who have never 
worked experience and hopefully 
the opportunity for permanent paid 
work will open up. However, WEP, 
has taken advantage of people who 
are already skilled and have work 
experience; but because of misfor-
tune are now at the mercy of the 
system. Instead of helping them get 
paid work; they’re sent to do the job 
of paid workers under threat of hav-
ing the only benefits they have taken 
from them. And we have to remem-
ber, these people have paid plenty of 
taxes while they were working. If the 
WEP worker complains of mistreat-
ment, they have no protection. They 
can easily be labeled “non-compli-
ant” and lose their benefits. There 
is also the possibility that WEP 
workers stay in this position for 
years without the ability to better 
their circumstances because WEP 
can shift you from job to job at will. 
It therefore becomes a humiliating 
experience of forced labor.  
Jordan’s experience was different 

WHEN HELP IS NEEDED 
BY: LYDIA CHAIS

(continued on page 4)

BY: KEREN GOLDBERGER
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FASHION

I love spring. I love the smell of impending free-
dom from dusty classrooms and required reading. 
I love how the sun stays out longer, encouraging 
hope to stay out longer as well: Hope of gradua-
tion, hope of continued success. I love how spring 
doesn’t allow you to hide behind your insecurities. 
I love how when spring arrives, you are forced out 
of hibernation and into the light. No longer can 
you hide under big sweaters and sweatpants or 
thick beanies and scarves. The spring heat beck-
ons you to let go. 

And so does this year’s spring fashion. No longer 
must we be submitted to constricting tunics 
and skirts and dresses with no durability. We 
can choose between strong and sweet, bold and 
subdued. Moreover, we can choose to combine 
both and embrace the promising style of Ath-

leisure, aptly named for the combination of an 
athlete’s ferocity and the comfort of leisurewear. 
It’s form fitting; it’s comfortable. The excuse to 
wear colorful sneakers every day is extremely 
tempting. Now, I don’t claim to be one of the many 
that comes into school in sweats and a T-shirt, 
but there are days that I want to because, let’s face 
it, it’s just easier. Athleisure introduces workout/
leisurewear that is socially acceptable to wear 
out in public. And, if you want to step it up, there 
is Athluxury. Athluxury switches out the printed 
legging and crop-top hoodie for sophisticated 
tennis skirts and jersey dresses appropriate 
for more professional settings from brands like 
Troy Burch. It’s everyday clothing that is fun and 
empowering. And it makes you look like you work 
out.

ATHLEISURE
BY: KEREN GOLDBERGER

Source: vogue.com

When Help Is Needed
(continued from page 3)

and she says, “I came from Bronx 
Community College. I made the 
Dean’s list. BCC didn’t have a big 
budget for film production. The 
connections that Brooklyn College 
has that Bronx Community doesn’t 
have like internships. I felt they 
were lacking opportunities; and 
when you graduate, there is no real 
work experience. I’m not work-
ing, I’m a single mom and needed 
their help; and being on welfare, I 
went to C.O.P.E. to get assistance 
to guide me with H.R.A. They keep 
you in line and help to get your 
paperwork done. You go through 
the hoops because that’s what you 
go through. C.O.P.E. offered me 
clothing for interviews; if you need 
food, they offer you their pantry, 
advisement, and I got scholarships 
through the C.O.P.E. office as well 
as supplied me with reference 
letters for the scholarships. They 
sent me to job workshops and had 
me network with people in dif-
ferent departments that can lead 
to employment after you gradu-
ate. When I graduate, after going 
through all of this, will lead me to 
a job that I love. I hope to end up 

in a film production studio and 
maintaining connections with the 
camera because that’s what I want 
to do. If you have to go that route, 
just comply, do what you have to do 
because they’re there to assist you 
and let them put you to work on 
campus. Not like before, when they 
just put you to work -- NOW I GET 
PAID!” 

Stephanie Ignotovia, who is look-
ing forward to a medical career, 
says of CUNY EDGE, “I’m the first 
generation college student … In 
my family, the support was there, 
but the financial guidance was not; 
Corrine and Shantell gave me the 
support and information about 
scholarships and pushed me for 
many opportunities. It (C.O.P.E.) 
also provided resources in New 
York City so I can benefit. Current-
ly, tomorrow I’m going to Bottom-
less Closet; it’s an organization that 
helps individuals get clothes for 
interviews and gets you clothes for 
the workplace. I applied for schol-
arships from Brooklyn College. I 
transferred from York College; My 
major is sociology and pre-meds. 

Yes, I get TAP and Pell as well as 
other resources. I was recently part 
of America Needs You. I was a fel-
low. It’s a non-profit organization 
that helps first generation college 
students and they have scholar-
ships and mentoring advisement. 
C.O.P.E. is very supportive. It’s a 
great program that enables stu-
dents in developing speaking skills 
when going out for interviews.”
 
Many students simply give up 
when finances, housing problems, 
and pressure from outside agen-
cies begin to interfere with their 
studies. It’s sad to have to give up 
your carfare money that will take 
you to your next class and instead 
have to use it to buy pampers. It’s 
difficult to prepare for an exam 
and at the same time be fighting 
an eviction. It’s unfair that City 
agencies force you to answer the 
same questions over and over 
again or to appear in the agencies 
with the same paperwork because 
the agency lost them. This causes 
students much anxiety, fear and 
depression; and while students 
could have stayed in school, they 

will often give up because they do 
not have the knowledge on how or 
where to get help. This is especially 
hard for single parents wanting 
a better life for themselves and 
their children. However, programs 
like CUNY EDGE are designed to 
keep students in school with the 
intention of helping them become 
self-sufficient and not a tax burden. 
They know the requirements of the 
system and use the law to step in 
between the student and possible 
disaster. Their goal is to guide stu-
dents to where they can get help. 
The best weapon that a person can 
possess is knowledge and knowing 
that programs like CUNY EDGE 
exists is the first step.   
 
CUNY EDGE Mission Statement: 
CUNY EDGE envisions a world 
in which all people have access 
to the educational  opportunities 
and support they need to achieve 
academic success, a sustainable  
career, and a brighter future. The 
program works tirelessly to make 
this vision a reality.
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FILM

Once praised as the master of the 
twist, M. Night Shyamalan has 
since lost his title with his cin-
ematic flops in recent years. And 
while we’re all collectively try-
ing to forget The Last Airbender 
(among others), Shyamalan has 
given us a movie showing that he 
hasn’t lost his touch: Split.

Split is a fascinating thriller based 
around a man with 23 unique per-
sonalities who abducts three high 
school girls. I’d love to say that 
this movie was a masterpiece, but 
unfortunately, while it was pretty 
good, it was also pretty forgetta-
ble. Before I get into what wasn’t 
so good, let’s talk about what was 
done really well in this movie. 

The first thing you’ll notice about 
this movie is that it’s beautifully 
shot. The transitions are logical 
and each of the environments are 
framed in such a way that they 
accentuate the emotional atmos-
phere of every scene. Secondly, the 
acting in this movie is astounding. 
James McAvoy goes above and 
beyond with his portrayal of Kevin 
and his 23 personalities. Each of 
them is truly distinctive and has 
their own life. Watching the film, 
you really feel that every personal-
ity is a completely different per-
son; sometimes to the extent of no 
longer being able to recognize that 
it’s just McAvoy acting, changing 
everything from the way he speaks 

to the way he stands.

Unfortunately, that’s where the 
great ends. You’ll notice that I only 
talked about James McAvoy’s 
character and more specifically 
his acting skills. This is because 
as far as character development 
goes, Kevin is the most developed, 
which is quite bad considering 
that he isn’t our main character. 
A major downfall of this film is 
the fact that the audience doesn’t 
get to know any of the characters 
enough to truly care about them. 
Besides basic human compas-
sion, none of the abducted girls 
feels fleshed out enough for the 
audience to invest emotionally in 
them. These girls unfortunately 
fall into horror movie stereotypes. 
One is smart and popular; the next 
is her best friend; and lastly, our 
main heroine, is the mysterious 
troubled outcast. And even though 
I praised McAvoy’s Kevin, even his 
character suffers from a lack of on 
screen development. You see, an-
other fantastic part of this movie 
is the idea of Kevin, this character 
that is simultaneously 23 other 
characters. However, we don’t get 
to know Kevin and we don’t get 
to spend a lot of time with him in 
his life. Despite being the most 
interesting part of the film, he is 
relegated to nothing more than 
“the bad guy.”

This leads to the next issue of this 

movie: it isn’t what it’s advertised 
to be nor is it the genre it’s trying 
to be. Split was advertised as two 
different things: a psychological 
thriller about a man dealing with 
his dissociative identity disorder 
(D.I.D) of 23 personalities and a 
horror about three girls being kid-
napped by a man with 23 person-
alities. These could be two differ-
ent movies; however, Split fails to 
be either. Let’s start with horror. 

Kevin’s condition and charac-
terization flat-out prevent him 
from being truly horrific. He is 
suffering, we see him suffering, 
many if not all of his personali-
ties are suffering, and we feel bad 
for him. The movie flat out tells 
us that D.I.D is caused by trauma. 
Thus, we can’t fully dislike Kevin 
because Kevin and his personali-
ties are also victims. In addition 
to this, since we get emotionally 
closest to Kevin, our sympathy 
is torn between Kevin’s struggle 
and the kidnapped girls. Plain and 
simple, this movie isn’t scary. Con-
cerning, yes, but not scary, even 
at its most violent moments. And 
that’s coming from some who used 
to be afraid of The Mummy. 

Now let’s look at the psychologi-
cal thriller. This would have been 
a great genre for this film. But to 
do that it would have to focus on 
Kevin and his disorder, delving 
into how the identities interact, 

how they affect his life, and if they 
possibly threaten his life. How-
ever, we only get glimpses of these 
aspects and the rest is paint by 
numbers kidnapping story where 
you can actually and accurately 
guess what’s going to happen next. 
The only wild card is Kevin. We 
leave the theater craving to know 
more about him without ever be-
ing satisfied. 

I really wanted to love, not just 
like, this movie, to celebrate its 
fascinating premise, its potential, 
and Mr. Shyamalan’s glorious 
return. But rather than giving us 
a brilliant thrilling drama getting 
into the head of a man struggling 
with numerous personalities, 
some of which may even be dan-
gerous, we get a phenomenal char-
acter stuck as a black and white 
villain and yet another kidnapping 
story. Split isn’t so much thrilling 
as it is fascinating. It teases a story 
we unfortunately don’t get to see 
but really want to. But this is a tri-
umph; it is enjoyable, and we can 
still hold onto hope for even better 
Shyamalan films in the future. 

Oh and if you’re wondering about 
the twist, sorry, no spoilers. But 
trust me, you definitely won’t see 
it coming. I’ll let you decide if it’s 
in a good way or not.

SPLIT: SHYAMALAN’S RETURN TO FORM ?
BY: MEGAN RAVENEAU

Source: static.srcdn.com
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Final Surpise
categories (though perhaps only because 
of less speculation surrounding them). La 
La Land, the perennial frontrunner, had 
been nominated for most of the technical 
awards (it received 14 nominations total, 
only the third film in history to accom-
plish that feat), but in the technical field, 
it won only for Cinematography and 
Production Design. Other awards went 
to Hacksaw Ridge (Sound Mixing, Film 
Editing), Arrival (Sound Editing), The 
Jungle Book (Visual Effects), Suicide 
Squad (Makeup and Hairstyling), and – 
perhaps most unexpectedly – Fantastic 
Beasts and Where to Find Them, which 
beat several more prestigious films to 
claim Outstanding Costume Design.

Through it all, Kimmel tried to keep the 
mood up in his own patented style. He 
did an Oscar version of Mean Tweets, 
dropped bags of candy and donuts from 
the ceiling, and took several riffs at his 
“nemesis,” Matt Damon. At one point, he 
invited a group of unsuspecting tour-
ists into the ceremonial hall, and spent 
several minutes ushering them around 
to meet the actors. It was a bit that, while 
amusing, may have gone on too long, and 

reflected the drag of the ceremony at 
large.

But in fairness, there were also highlights 
during the secondary film awards. Zooto-
pia won a well-deserved Oscar for Best 
Animated Feature, and Pixar scooped 
up its first Animated Short Film award 
since 2002 with Piper. (The Live Action 
Short Film award went to a Hungarian 
film called Sing.) The spectacular eight-
hour OJ: Made In America (the longest 
film ever to receive an Oscar nomina-
tion) won for Best Documentary Feature, 
while the celebrated Short Subject of the 
genre was White Helmets. These awards 
combined with Kimmel’s spirited atti-
tude to compensate for a few (though not 
all) of the slower spots.

But like I said, it’s all about that ending.

As the ceremony began building towards 
its big finish, La La Land seemed unstop-
pable. The film, essentially a love-letter 
to old-time Hollywood, had been an 
awards magnet for months, and the pat-
tern seemed to hold with the Academy. In 
addition to the aforementioned awards, 

Land had also grabbed awards for Origi-
nal Song (“City of Stars”) and Original 
Score (it is a musical, after all), and 
following the climactic wins of Chazelle 
and Stone, everyone was poised for a Best 
Picture win.

And for a minute, history seemed to fol-
low its predictable course. In honor of 
Bonnie and Clyde’s fiftieth anniversary, 
Warren Beatty and Faye Dunaway ap-
peared onstage to announce the winner 
of the Academy’s most prestigious award. 
There seemed to be momentary confu-
sion between the two as Beatty opened 
the envelope, before Dunaway gave the 
announcement: La La Land had won.

Or… had it?

As the producers to the night’s frontrun-
ning musical took the stage and began 
giving their thank-you speeches, a few 
stagehands appeared behind them and 
began conferring with Beatty and Duna-
way. Suddenly, a new announcement 
broke through: the actual Best Picture 
winner was Moonlight. An envelope 
mix-up had led to confusion, and to an 

alternative outcome so predictable that 
no one had even thought to question it.

It was an unprecedented event on mul-
tiple levels. Few films in recent memory 
had been assured a Best Picture win 
as easily as La La Land, and even on its 
own, Moonlight’s victory may well be the 
biggest upset in Academy Award history. 
But the added mix-up – itself virtually 
unprecedented at the Oscars – adds an 
entirely new twist to the biggest shock of 
the night. Even in a year of unexpected 
outcomes (which has included every-
thing from the Cubs and the Patriots to 
the Presidential election), this was an 
especially bizarre outcome.

Does the confounding finale entirely 
make up for the show’s first three and 
a half hours, as routine and uninspired 
as any recent Oscar ceremony? Well… 
no. But it’s comforting to know that the 
Academy Awards can still surprise us – 
while at the same time, even surprising 
themselves.

(continued from page 1)

THE GOOD FIGHT: AN OFF-NETWORK BATTLE
BY: JOSHUA BERGSTEIN 

Spinoffs can be a lot of fun. The idea 
of branching a TV universe beyond its 
original series is a great way for writ-
ers to expand their scope and develop 
peripheral characters in their own 
rights. Moreover, they tend to be good 
financial endeavors – as franchises like 
Law & Order, NCIS, and Chicago prove, 
audiences will almost certainly flock 
to a brand they have prior familiarity 
with.

With The Good Fight, a spinoff of the 
long-running, critically-acclaimed The 
Good Wife, CBS is taking an especially 
big risk. Though the original series 

aired its entire seven-season run on 
a broadcast network, never costing 
viewers a penny, this new series will 
premiere new episodes on the net-
work’s online streaming service, CBS 
All-Access. Though the pilot episode 
has aired on CBS proper, viewers in-
terested in seeking out future episodes 
will have to pay a flat monthly fee to 
watch them (in addition to gaining a 
slew of other shows, both old and new, 
in the All-Access online library).
In order for this risk to pay off, The 
Good Fight has to be… well, good. Good 
enough so that fans of the original 
series (as well as a few newcomers) 

will be willing to pay to see more. So, 
we posit the question: Is it worth the 
expense?
Obviously, your mileage may vary, 
particularly depending on your feelings 
toward the parent series. For many 
viewers, myself included, The Good 
Wife was one of the greatest shows on 
television for much of its run, blend-
ing excellent characters with engaging 
story arcs and well-written cases of 
the week. Unfortunately, the story ran 
out of steam a season or two before the 
show did, and ultimately limped to a 
less-than-spectacular finish.

The ending of the original series 
may have soured some viewers, but 
The Good Fight begins its run quite 
confidently. Picking up a year after the 
original series ended, the show follows 
Diane Lockhart (Christine Baranski) 
as she finds herself forced to start her 
life over after a Ponzi scheme destroys 
her retirement plans. With the help of a 
young associate (Rose Leslie, Game of 
Thrones), she starts over as a partner 
at a new legal firm, intending to make 
her name in the business once again.

Diane was one of the more compel-
ling and complicated stars of The 

Source: pmcvariety.files.wordpress.com

TELEVISION

(continued on facing page)
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The barest bones of the experience 
are often too hefty a skeleton for 
paper and pen. Traveling solo puts 
the full weight of it all onto your 
shoulders, and there is nothing you 
can do about all the little details that 
lay hidden inside you now, unrelat-
able and fully your own.

I came to New York in summer, car-
rying the roots of a trip to Odessa 
in my suitcase. Kyiv had been four 
weeks that were months in the sum 
of the intensity of relationships, 
revelations and experiences. Volun-
teering at a summer camp for Jewish 
girls from Ukraine held something 
expansive and powerful in its parts, 
a weaning of the strengths and flaws 
inside us. Camp was difficult, in 
that it defied and defined nature in 
small increments of sweaty seconds, 
where Americans and Ukrainians 
and Israelis relearned the language 
of love and of connection, without 
the words we have held necessary all 
our lives.

Half the girls were from Odessa, and 
most of those girls lived in what is 
known as an Internaht during the 
year- a delicate mix of boarding 
school, orphanage and dormitory, 
depending on how you chose to look 
at it. The dawning of August found 
me stubbornly refusing to face the 
farewell, an uncharacteristic anxiety 
plaguing the nights of the last week, 
as the hours ruthlessly dwindled. I 
made a pact then, to return, to return 
soon, with American chocolates and 
all the good parts of me that I could 
muster.

So I came, and against almost every-
one’s advice I came alone, because 
it was hard to sync schedules and 
budgets and preferences with my 
friends. It was one of the rightest 

decisions I ever made, and one of the 
coolest and most unique experiences 
I ever had, but I also hate glossing 
over the bones of reality, and so I’d 
also like to clarify that it was really, 
really hard, and ate up half my heart. 
I had to be everything – funny and 
warm and patient and wise and witty 
and generous- and I had to be all that 
all of the time, and all on my own, 
and it never came to feel like I was 
fully enough.

The bare bones of it all, of course, 
was that I came, was that I said I 
would and then I was there, bags 
under my eyes and untamed flight-
hair and suitcase full of Hershey’s 
chocolates. There were the initial 
sliver-seconds of a press of some-
one’s lips to my face or the wild stur-
diness of someone’s arms round my 
shoulders in which everything felt 
sufficiently right for that moment, 
and I knew with such deep certainty 
that I should have come, that I felt 
almost whole.

Then there were the other bones – 
the times when girls sprawled on 
couches watching TV and I wan-
dered the hallways, slightly aimless, 
and feeling like intruder and out-
sider both, passing roomfuls of girls 
bent over homework or their phones. 
There were conversations that were 
painful, thrumming with the under-
lying lack and bleakness of children 
cast away from homes broken in half 
and slowly drowning in alcohol and 
spurts of violence, and there was 
the helplessness we feel when we 
come up against the boulder that life 
can be. There was anger sometimes 
too, directed at me, anger at what 
I didn’t say or who I didn’t sit next 
to, or whose sister’s name I didn’t 
remember.

Odessa itself kidnapped my heart 
unexpectedly. Something about 
the cheeky sprawl of the port city 
claimed the soul of the sixth grader 
within, who had been besotted by 
Jack London’s stories and dreamed 
of growing up to be a sailor. The bare 
bones of its story is sad – a poverty 
to its streets and a stifling stagnation 
to its economy that is hard to fully 
grasp as a child of New York, and 
wild dogs roaming the streets, stroll-
ing hungry and at home among the 
humans hurrying along against the 
winter chill. The homes are color-
ful, personality and history stained 
lackadaisically on their walls, but 
they are also obviously tired, and 
slightly sunken under the weight of 
the 70-year-old winds.

Beyond the poorness, or perhaps 
even alongside it, there exists a 
dignity to the people that I’ve never 
witnessed yet before. There is a 
warmth in the air that touches your 
eyelashes even in the dead of winter, 
and a defiance nestled in the old 
cobblestones. It’s a city in which 
almost all the women smoke ciga-
rettes and dye their hair, and politely 
offer each other seats on the street 
trolley. Odessa is known as the city 
of humorists and satirists, and even 
within the walls of the Internaht 
there was a sharpness and wit that 
managed to strip life of its pompous 
seriousness.

I spent ten days there, and I met so 
many new and marvelous people, 
and learned stories that ached with 
their loss and triumphs, and I took 
cabs by myself, with a phone that had 
long lost its service somewhere over 
the Atlantic, and I got lost and relied 
on the kindness of strangers, and I 
spent almost every morning holding 
Sarah, three weeks old and span-

ning the length of my arm, left by her 
young and drunken mother, and con-
stantly screaming inconsolably for 
someone to hold her. I brushed my 
teeth every night standing alongside 
the wide bathroom window, looking 
out at the grey burned-out facade of 
an old factory, and some nights there 
were homeless young men, one with 
blue eyes blazing almost silver under 
the streetlight, digging through the 
dumpsters.

Perhaps there is an unspeakable 
hubris, I wrote late one night, sitting 
desolate on the deserted couch in 
one of the common areas, to come a 
chipped vessel in an attempt to fill 
voids no one can even dare to speak 
of. The gist of it all was that my trip 
was an exercise in trying to patch 
up the biggest tears with nothing 
but the desire to fix them and the 
poorest of needle and thread. There 
were certain girls I wanted to take 
back home with me to the point of 
desperation, and then I had to let 
them go. And that is one the tough-
est aspects of heaving around these 
bones – it’s that I learned to break all 
the barriers, love brazen and without 
filter, and then have to let go anyway, 
walk out there into the shivering, 
violet dawn, leaving those girls all 
behind, warm and soft in slumber in 
the shared rooms that are both their 
prison and their home.

*The organization that runs three 
of these children’s homes, one for 
toddlers till the third grade, and then 
a separate boys and girls home, is 
called Tikvah of Odessa, and it is an 
incredible augmentation of people 
and projects and ideals that can take 
anyone’s breath away. Feel free to get 
in touch.

THE BAREST BONES OF EXPERIENCE
BY: GOLDA FUKESMAN

INSPIRATION

Good Wife – a strong and outspoken 
woman with passionate viewpoints 
and little patience for those who 
disagreed with her. She retains these 
brash, assertive qualities in the 
spinoff, even as she’s made to be the 
victim for a good chunk of the show’s 
premiere.

Like The Good Wife for much of its 

run, The Good Fight was influenced 
by real-world politics – and in an 
especially game-changing way. The 
pilot, originally written in anticipa-
tion of a Hillary Clinton presidency, 
touted Diane’s planned retirement as 
a triumph. (“There are no more glass 
ceilings to break,” she explained – a 
line that was ultimately cut from the 
final script.) With Trump’s upset 

victory, Diane’s arc takes on a whole 
new twist. The pilot opens with the 
fervent Hillary supporter watch-
ing Trump’s inauguration on TV, 
in stunned silence. It’s not a subtle 
scene, but ironically, Trump’s win 
gives Diane’s character a decidedly 
harder edge going forward.

Whether this edge will be enough to 

bring viewers over to the online epi-
sodes remains to be seen. But if the 
premiere is any indication, The Good 
Fight looks to be just as well-made 
and entertaining as the show which 
spawned it. As far as spinoffs go, this 
is a strong and promising start.

(continued from page 6)

Good Fight
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TWO SIDES OF A PENNY

When I leave my house in the morning, 
like most people, I check the weather. Easy 
enough. If it’s cold out, bring a coat. If it’s rain-
ing, an umbrella. Conversely, when it’s sunny 
out, I don’t bring an umbrella. Or, I shouldn’t. 
Because why would I need an umbrella if it’s 
not raining? 

Enter: lawn sprinklers. These little devils 
make sure that whatever the weather, I’ll be 
bringing an umbrella.
But let me explain. If you want a beautiful 
lawn (yes, the whole two inches in front of 
your expansive Brooklyn property), you’d bet-
ter make sure to put in an automated irriga-
tion system. Of course, you could get one of 
those oscillating sprinklers from Target that 
you just drop into the center of the yard.  But 
those require you to manually turn the knob 
on your hose to turn it on, a colossal amount of 
work in today’s automated age. No, if you want 
a truly beautiful lawn, you’ll want to invest in 
a fully automated, retracting irrigation sys-
tem.  You’ll never again have to worry about 
forgetting to water your lawn, never again 
be standing outside for hours with the hose, 
your thumb firmly jammed over the opening 
because the nozzle broke again.

Now that I’ve convinced you, and you’re ready 
to shell out thousands for this revolutionary 
system, allow me to make a request. When you 
have your system installed, please remember: 
the sidewalk does not need to be watered for it 
to maintain its beauty. In fact, it doesn’t need 
to be watered at all! Sidewalk maintenance is 
minimal; the occasional chalk drawing is all it 
needs.

Consider those that walk in front of your beau-
tiful lawn during their commutes. I could be a 
young man, going on a first date. I’m dressed 
in my finest, flowers in hand. As I walk by your 
house, I check your lawn for any active sprin-
klers. The coast is clear, but what I fail to see 
is the concealed system. I’m almost past your 
house when I hear the ominous sound of water 
filling a pipe. I quicken my pace, but it’s too 
late. Though I have to admit my flowers look 
really fresh with droplets of water on them, my 

specially rented tuxedo is ruined.  It looks like 
I’ll have to delay this date, which is a shame, 
because I had reservations at an exclusive res-
taurant that I likely won’t be able to get again.
Do you see now, from my completely true 
story, how your sprinklers can affect others?

And it wouldn’t bother me so much it weren’t 
for the ease of fixing it. As part of my research 
for this article, I took the liberty of install-
ing an irrigation system in my own home. I 
wanted to make sure I had a full understand-
ing of the intricacies of this complex art. In 
this process, I learned about the different 
kinds of sprinkler heads, the different kinds of 
tubing, the different controllers. I wanted to 
make sure that my request wasn’t an impos-
sible task. 

It isn’t. 

After having installed a working irrigation 
system, I can say for certain that it is 100% 
possible to water your lawns without watering 
the passersby (no guarantees can be made for 
the one installing the system; after ruining two 
sets of clothing, I just wore a bathing suit).

The problem is, many of you have already 
installed your sprinklers, and you can’t just 
change them all willy-nilly. So what are you 
to do? I’m glad you asked! I have an easy fix, 
even for you! (This would be a great place to 
plug my cousin’s landscaping business, but I 
won’t stoop to that.) Your marvelous irrigation 
system has a central controller to dictate the 
flow of the water, yes? Change the time of your 
watering. That’s all. Do it early in the morning, 
nobody is crazy enough to be up before the sun 
rises, and those that are will probably appreci-
ate a splash to the face.
An earlier sprinkling time is not only good for 
those on the sidewalk, it’s good for your grass 
too. Less water will evaporate due to the sun, 
and when the sun does rise, it will kill many 
harmful bacteria that can grow when you 
water at night.

So do your grass, your water bill, and your 
community a favor. Fix your sprinklers.

LAWN SPRINKLERS

BY: MARK KOEGEL

Comments? Questions? Suggestions? Email us at nightcallnews@gmail.com
...

For more news and information, visit us at: nightcallnews.wordpress.com

It’s been about two years now since I’ve started 
fully appreciating lawn sprinklers. I was made 
aware of their natural beauty while walking 
home from school one day. The sun was grey, 
yet the air hung dry. I was hot, and feeling light-
headed. I continued walking and eventually came 
across a house nesting a lawn sprinkler. The way 
this particular sprinkler was situated was like so; 
it was placed on the East side of the garden with 
its spout facing towards the street.
I stood there and basked in the light specks of 
water galloping my way. Suffice it to say, that 
lawn sprinkler helped rehydrate me on that day. 
It did not only physically help me out, it mentally 
restored my happiness as well. The beauty of that 
moment still remains fresh in my mind. Me, the 
heat, the sprinkler, and the fresh and dainty way 
in which the water seemed to spurt forth.

Every time I see a Lawn Sprinkler, it is a com-
pletely different experience for me. Firstly, there 
are so many different types of Lawn Sprinklers. 
This means that the water unleashes itself in 
what seems to be a different sort of dance every 
single time! It’s just so exciting.

Some close-minded people (please excuse my 
language) seem to think their existence is a 
bother and a nuisance to society. They believe 
that if these beings were faced away from the 
street than those who are walking on the side-
walk would not be unnecessarily plastered with 
water.

Should other people not benefit from the won-
derful feeling of having these sprinklers around 
because some lazy people do not want to simply 
step into the gutter to avoid the water? No, I don’t 
think so. I think Lawn Sprinklers are a privilege 
us open-minded pedestrians deserve.

I will end with this final point. Would you al-
low someone to bring peanut butter cookies to a 
party in which the birthday girl is deathly allergic 
to peanuts? No. And so there. Just because some 
people may benefit from not having Sprinklers 
does NOT make it okay to protest against them.

To you I say, “CROSS THE STREET.”

BY: REBECCA LEV

Source: weedexlawn.com Source:weedtrimmerline.com Source: lawnrage.com


