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Letter from the Editor

 Hello, and thank you for taking the time to read the very 
first issue of COMPOUND magazine.

What started out as a small project is quickly ballooning into a 
collaboration between students, workers, mothers and artists from 
all backgrounds and walks of life.

 Compound magazine is quickly becoming what we hoped it would 
be; a place where anyone and everyone could express their honest 
opinions about a topic without the kind of politically correct veil 
that sometimes hinders a discussion. 

The staff here at Compound magazine write because they enjoy it 
and as such, some of our articles won’t be as formal as you would 
normally see in a magazine. There will be a few, if not many, F-
bomb’s floating around the page and in issues to come we will be 
addressing some of the more mature topics. We hope you stick with 
us and share your stories and opinions on our blog.

Here at Compound writers chose their own topics and are given the 
creative freedom to create something they are proud of. 

That pride, I hope, will continue improving the quality of magazine 
we hope to achieve.

As this is our first issue, we expect there to be things that could im-
prove and ways of doing and saying that could be more direct and 
visually more appealing. 

So we thank you in advance for understanding and being here to 
watch us as we grow, even if you do skip a few months. We thank 
you for all the support and all the non-support. 

As a mostly opinion based magazine, I must say that not all opin-
ions will fit the majority nor will all staff members agree with the 
stance taken, but it’s important we hear all sides of a story before 
coming to a conclusion. I do believe, however, that the articles we 
present to you hold some piece of a greater truth and I hope they
spark discussions on our blog. 

Thank you again

http://compoundmagazine.blogetery.com/
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Life in the FAT Lane
By Steven Bowersox

     am an a obese American man, 

and I have literally tried every diet 

out there, including "Stop the Insan-

ity" by Susan Powter. I was a huge 

fan of hers, and her encouragement 

to release the thin inside and the 

empowerment that goes along with 

losing weight. Having said that, I 

have to say that I am truly saddened 

and disappointed by her most recent 

vlogs on youtube. I know that they 

are simply a means to an end for 

her to get back into the limelight, 

because frankly her career is dead, 

but what she said was brutal and she 

is siding with HOWARD STERN of 

all people.

       Howard Stern and his sidekick 

Robyn (an African American over-

weight woman in the entertainment 

industry) attacked Gabby Sidibe on 

Stern's morning talk show. Howard 

Stern was relocated to Sirius radio 

after his content became so vile that it 

couldn't be played on national radio.

This is what Howard Stern had to say 

about Gabby:

"There’s the most enormous, 

fat black chick I’ve ever seen. 

She is enormous... She really 

should have gotten the Best 

Actress award... What movie is 

she gonna be in?‘Blind Side 2.’ 

She could be the football 

player, take out the whole front 

line... It’s so sad you want to 

say to her, listen honey, You’re 

gonna die..."

“

”
Frankly I don't know what's worse, 

the fact that Howard Stern (one of 

the ugliest men I've ever seen) said 

these things or his side kick Robyn 

agreed and encouraged him. While I 

was disgusted I wasn’t shocked that 

Howard Stern said these things, it’s 

the kind of person he is. What came 

out next is what was truly shocking 

to me.

Susan Powter and Howard Stern  Vs.  Gabby Sidibe
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Susan Powter long time member of 

the weight loss world made a video 

encouraging and approving of what 

Howard Stern said. These words 

filled with hate were not only agreed 

with but encouraged. 

Susan Powter has this to say in her 

vlogs on youtube:

"The message being sent out 

by the NAAFAAAAA is so 

incompletely incorrect and 

disconnected from the truth 

that every fat person knows... 

there is nothing good about 

being that weight... Gabby 

your weight affects every 

part of your life, your weight 

CHILD is going to affect every 

moment of your day, let alone 

your career... stop denying 

what is, Howard is telling the 

truth. Gabby dear here's the 

thing, you are way to young 

to be this diseases... you can 

be fat and anything you would 

like to be, your chances are 

less in most industries in every 

part of the world..."

“

”

Howard is right? Seriously? Howard 

is right in attacking her and saying that 

she could be the star of "The Blind 

Side 2"? Howard is right saying that 

people need to tell this young woman 

"you are going to die"? 

I have always been a fan of Susan 

Powter’s because of her strength and 

the fact that she encouraged losing 

weight for yourself, and how much

better it will make you feel. The 

fact that she encouraged Howard, 

and agreed with him that it was ok 

to attack this girl based only on her 

looks is horrid. Susan Powter, you 

are fucking insane! Everyone always 

thought you were crazy, but now 

you’ve just convinced even your 

fans that it’s true. 

Gabby is a young, strong, black 

woman who has so much more tal-

ent then you could ever dream of 

having. I don't care what size her 

waist is, the fact is she is a better 

person inside and out then Susan 

Powter and Howard Stern combined 

could ever be.

These words filled with 
hate were not only agreed 

with but 
encouraged. 

“

”

Left: Gabourey Sidibe

Film  &
Television 
Credits:
Precious - 2009

Yelling to the Sky - 2010 

The Big C - 2010 
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Shut up
by Shidifenni

http://shidifenni.deviantart.com/





A critique of film and television by Josh K. Lavender

the WIDE angle

Director James Cameron (above)
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So this is my first review column, and I regret to 
announce that I have been too overwhelmed in 
financial debacles to actually review any new 
releases. However, I believe where there's a will...
well, you know the rest. 

As I have been too stretched as of late to 
actually travel to the nearby cinema and watch 
anything of pressing media interest in which to 
critique, I shall simply make my first article one of 
concern. Concern, that is, of an alarming trend in 
Hollyweird which is the latest fad of creating and 
releasing movies in 3-D. Or should I say, re-releas-
ing movies in 3-D. 

Sure Avatar, that box office devouring story of 
Thankgiving in space, could be filmed and cre-
ated for an all immersive 3-D experience, but what 
about the other movies being slated for a "jump off 
the screen" makeover? For example, writer/director 
James Cameron has decided that since Avatar was 
such a commercial success then maybe he could 
reap similar profits by bringing back a former suc-
cess and giving it an eye popping leg up. 

His pitch is to re-release his 1997 epic Titanic in 
2012 in 3-D. Really? 
James, really? 

I find it somewhat appalling to exploit human 
deaths on a true life tragedy by making their 
various demises "leap off the screen" for the sake of 
cheap thrills; though one could argue that the film

 itself was an exploitation of tragedy from the 
beginning.

 Look, I know Kate Winslet & Leonardo Di-
Caprio weren't really victims of the 1914 disaster, 
but I'm talking about the idea of people perishing 
in the event. 

The event was real. The ship did sink and, per-
sonally, I don't think that it's appropriate to recre-
ate the events with a strictly thrill ride approach. 
It'd be like showing Schindler's List or The Pas-
sion of the Christ in 3-D. Suddenly, it wouldn't be 
a joke. 

Look, reconstructing an awful historical event 
with a fictitious storyline to get your audience to 
connect with is one thing, but making a buck 
off it for the sake of making a buck is another 
thing entirely. 
And on a final note, besides the disregard for 
respecting the dead, what are all the non-disaster 
scenes going to be like in 3-D? 

Here's a bit of caviar coming your way--     
OOOOOOOH. 

I can almost bite it!...pleeease.

“I find it somewhat 
appalling to exploit 
human deaths on a 

true life tragedy. “
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Is 3-D the new wave of 
cinema and television, 
or is it another fad that 
will soon die? Let us 
know by sending your 
response to:

compoundmag@gmail.com
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COLLEGEThe

SURVIVAL
GUIDE

by Amber Noelle
Part 1

     . Why, Just the word 
alone implies all sorts of youthful 
debauchery, so much that pornogra-
phy sites have it listed as a category 
and parents give their kids “the talk” 
before sending them out into the 
world that is secondary education.

Wait. Education? Yes, behind the 
red glow of sex, drugs and parties, 
college is about your education 
giving you a fair start at financial 
security; theoretically. 

As a recent college graduate I can 
tell you this has not proven itself 
true to me. Perhaps Art was, in fact, 
not a good decision. 

Perhaps if I chose a field like 
business ,or even nursing, I wouldn’t 
be living with my parents, jobless 
and typing this article right now.

 Huh. Funny how things work out.

In college decision making is key. 
It can and will determine how long 
you will spend at your university of 
choice, what your experience will be 
like and, believe it or not, whether or 
not you will graduate. 

So it’s important, for you fresh 
High School seniors, or even you 
seasoned college veterans to un-
derstand the truth behind getting 
your higher education and not what 
you’ve seen in films, on the internet 
or even stories from your parents. 

So let’s cover a few of the basics, 
shall we?

College THE FRESHMEN 15 

1

The Freshman 15 refers to the poor eating habits of recently unleashed 
teenagers with the sole responsibility of deciding what they eat, when they 
eat and how much of it they eat. There are no parents around to tell you 
to eat your vegetables in College and there is definitely no one to tell you 
“You’ve had enough French fries,” so your caloric intake is solely up to 
you. 

Not many teenagers are well versed in proper nutrition and with the 
advent of greater technologies and entertainment systems, coupled with the 
having grown up with these technologies, not many have a frequent enough 
exercise regime to keep off the pounds.

Most colleges are in towns and cities where fast food is readily available 
and the lunch room at your local university isn’t exactly a “Whole Foods” 
store. 

In my university’s lunch room, there were foods you could ALWAYS 
count on being available. Burgers and fries, pizza’s and cold sub-style sand-
wiches. It’s a hard thing to make food that is delicious, healthy and appeal-
ing to an entire campus full of young adults. 

The truth is the weight gain associated with a new college life is avoid-
able if you keep active and watch what you eat. Those fifteen pounds will 
come on pretty quick if you don’t and while they may be easier to get rid 
of while you are young, habits formed early in college tend to stick with 
us later into adulthood. So your “freshman 15” could become your “senior 
75.”

“The Freshman 15” is some 
thing every traditional college 
student hears. I know I heard 
it and I know when I heard it 
I thought it was a myth. Much 
like dragons and unicorns and 
the constant college sex and 
drug orgies ,which we will get 
into later.

As it turns out “The Fresh-
man 15” is actually damn near 
spot on for most college stu-
dents. For some it’s the fresh-
man 20, maybe even 50!

*
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by Amber Noelle

2
Keep and finish ALL of your classes

University credits differ greatly from High School credits and 
why wouldn’t it? 

Many new students are being told they should never drop or 
withdraw from a class because it could negatively affect your GPA 
and in turn your scholarships. This is completely wrong, within 
certain parameters.

If you find yourself in a class that you don’t like for whatever 
reason, perhaps the teacher is too harsh or you realized the first day 
you signed up for the wrong section or class all together, dropping 
it is the best option for you. 

Dropping a class at the beginning of a semester is very easy and 
usually does not have a negative impact on your academic tran-
script. Withdrawing a class is different as it adds an “I” for Incom-
plete onto your record. 

Each school is different in how they operate but for the most 
part this is how it goes. If you have any questions about dropping 
or withdrawing from classes always check with your school’s regis-
trar’s office before making any decisions.

On entering college there is a certain pressure applied to 
students to pick a major. Students who are Undecided in major 
usually get a grin or side eye tossed their way because there is a 
certain stigma to not knowing what you want to do so late in the 
game. 

For my bachelors, I was in a completely different major than 
the major I actually ended up and currently hold a BFA in. If I had 
simply been undecided and waited to chose my major until it was 
absolutely necessary (usually your third year) then It would have 
saved me a lot of trouble, time and MONEY. 

I would have been able to do a lot more with my college career 
had I simply waited to make sure what I wanted to do was actu-
ally what I wanted to do. I met many people who had been in col-
lege for seven plus years simply because they changed majors late 
in the game. Some even already held bachelor’s degrees and were 
going for a second one. 

The fact is it is BETTER to be undecided on entering college 
than to have a set major. Most four year colleges start you out 
with basic, core classes first for this simple reason but also as part 
of their curriculum. 

Core classes will usually take you about two years if your first 
two years are nothing but core classes and electives. During your 
third year (because rarely anyone is a Senior their fourth year) 
is when your major classes start to come into play. So if you are 
worried about not having a major upon entering college, don’t 
worry. You have two years to decide.

3 Know your Major

Cliques still exist.
For our traditional college stu-

dents just entering into the univer-
sity lifestyle, you need to know 
there are still cliques. Everywhere 
you go there will be people who 
associate with others whom they 
have something in common.

The difference between Col-
lege and High School is that for 
the most part there is really no 
pressure to ONLY associate with 
people in your general group of 
interest. 

College is voluntary. Every-
thing about it. You don’t HAVE 
to be there like you do public 
schools. It isn’t government man-
date. 

Classes aren’t the same people, 
day in day out, year after year. 
You may have maybe one or 
two classes with one individual 
for your entire college stay and 
on the other hand you may have 
one class each semester with an 
individual. 

The students you run into each 
semester changes at a rate that 
makes it nearly impossible for 
there to be a group like “The Plas-
tics” from Mean Girls.

For the most part, the cliques 
tend to boil down to two words: 
Sororities and Fraternities. Each 
has their own personality so judge 
them individually, but most of the 
cliques will revolve around fra-
ternities or sororities, any kind of 
ethnic or religious group and then 
the kids who think they are way 
cooler than everyone else because 
they listen to  “underground” mu-
sic and drink coffee. I hate those 
guys. 

Your first year will be close 
to the stereotypical high school 
experience because it will take a 
while for you and your peers to 
get out of that high school mental-
ity and learn to be more indepen-
dent. After that though, you will 
find students to be generally open 
to new experiences and people... 
within reason.

UNDECIDED
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Unless you are a lucky bastard, your Academic 
Advisor will not hold your hand through your 
educational process. It sounds like they are there 
to help you with everything and push you through 
your 4- 7 years of College, but they aren’t. 

At the same time, Advisors should be aware of 
each students individual plan and needs and make 
sure they are making the right decisions. Advisors 
won’t make decisions for you, but they should AD-
VISE as to whether or not the decisions you make 
are good. 

I was unlucky to have an advisor in the begin-
ning of my schooling that didn’t really care. I 
would sign up for classes I didn’t need, that were 
repeats of a particular section, or just generally 
weren’t going to do anything. 

As a result I ran out of scholarship hours for a 
particular state wide scholarship and I ended up 
with more loans than I needed. Both of us are at 
fault, but mostly me. 

College is the beginning of your independence 
as an adult and as such you need to get in the habit 
of researching and making proper decisions about 
your education without depending on any one else.

Luckily for me I found two pretty good advisors 
when I switched majors  who sat down and helped 
me plan out the last two years of my stay to the 
letter. It worked.

Advisors, not mentors

The College Survival Guide Part 1

I cannot stress this enough. In your junior year, if 
you have not either applied for a summer or semes-
ter internship, or study abroad you NEED to get on 
that.

 Internships are a good opportunity for industry 
experience; networking and they look REALLY 
GOOD on your resume. 

They can also give your new direction or clarify 
the direction you are headed in as well as energize 
you to meet your goals I was not smart enough to 
think of that one my own at the time and by the time 
I had I was well into my senior year and it was, for 
me, too late.

Go to your advisor to learn more about possible 
internships. Your school might even have an inter-
national student office where you can go to learn 
about the areas you can go for study abroad, how 
much it will cost and what it will include. Your ad-
visor can also tell you how participating in a study 
abroad program will affect your graduation date and 
the kind of classes you can take during the program.

There are also sites like Monster.com and 
theprincetonreivew.com that can help you search 
for both local internships and internships in other 
towns, states and even countries. You have no 
excuse not to use those oppurtunities to your advan-
tage, especially now that you know about them.

Leave no oppurtunity to waste

*All statements made are to be taken at the advice of your counselor, parents, advisors and other faculty members. 
Use some common sense people, these are not facts,but it is information I could have used. The advice given here is 
directed towards first time traditional college students and as such may not apply to those already in college or non-
traditional students. 

Things you should know
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College is about education, 
whether you like it or not. It’s also a 
time to get out there and find your-
self, figure out what is important to 
you and make all the mistakes that 
turn you into a responsible adult. 

It’s important however, while 
you are focusing on living you life 
and finding who you are, to still 
remember to focus on why you are 
in college to begin with. 

Passing up simple things like 
Internships and Study Abroad pro-
grams can really come back to bite 
you in the end, I should know. 

As a college student you have 
many opportunities that only you 
have because you are a college stu-
dent..
College students have the most op-
portunities because they aren’t ex-
pected to do much except figure out 
what they want. College students are 
also the most vulnerable, in my opin-
ion, to bad habits that can form dur-
ing this phase. It’s nice to experiment 
and have experiences, but sometimes 
those experiments and experiences 
carry a high price. All that and more 
discussed in College Survival Guide 
Part 2: Sex, Drugs and Alcohol.

Is there a topic or 
Question we 

haven’t answered not related to 

sex, drugs or 
alcohol that you 

would like addressed? Let us 

know! Email us at:

compoundmag@gmail.com

College Survival Guide Part 2: Sex, drugs and Alcohol, coming in March 
2010.
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      I love music. I remember the 
days where if you had a CD player 
and if you were constantly listen-
ing to music, that made you cool. 
I also remember when if you had a 
CD player while everyone else had 
an ipod that made you not so cool 
anymore. 
     The point is that no matter how 
you listen to it, whether it be on cas-
settes (yes, I remember those too) 
CD’s or an ipod, music is something 
that everyone has in common regard-
less of race, ethnicity or even nation-
ality. 
      If you were to pick up any kind 
of music playing device in my home, 
you have a greater than fifty percent 
chance of picking a song in the rap 
genre. 
      Rap music has garnered a great 
deal if negative criticism because 
of the “messages” it sends not only 
to the general population, but to the 
youth of America. 
Messages that say it’s ok to degrade 
women by putting them in the role of 
an unintelligent sex object or making 
it appear that women are and should 
be dependent on a man; Messages 
promoting violence toward women 
or women being totally dominated 
by men. These messages are constant 
in the realm of popular music, how-
ever, so why is rap music the only 
genre to come under heavy criti-
cism? Is the rap genre the only genre 
that sends these messages? Studies 
say no.

Tits, Ass and ... Music?

 Fifty Seven percen of rock and rap 
music videos presented women as 
unintelligent, sex objects, or vic-
tims; twenty percent presented them 
in the traditional domestic role as 
subserviant  and only eight percent 
depicted women as equal to men in 
some form.

 If the music industry and the 
people who support the music industry 
by buying this music, were so angry 
and critical of this promotion of wom-
en, why do only eight percent of rock 
songs have women equal to men?   
   Could it be that artists are influ-
enced by pressures in the music indus-
try and to maximize sales the record 
industry encourages provocative, edgy 
lyrics? 
 Misogynistic representations 
of all women and the more general 
marketing of “hood rhythms” occur, in 
part, in response to a perceived con-
sumer demand for stereotypical rep-
resentations of the ghetto, and specifi-
cally of young black men and women.

 Listeners of rap, many 
being of the white youth can 
vicariously experience the ghetto, 
a place symbolizing danger and 
deviance. As one white listener of 
rap music claims:

“I’ve never been to the ghetto. I grew up 
in upper-middle class, basically white 
suburbia…And to listen to [rap music] 
is a way to see…a completely differ-

ent culture. It’s something that most of 
us have never had the opportunity to 

experience and the stuff in the music, it 
appeals to our sense of learning about the 
cultures and wanting to know more about 

something that we will probably never 
experience.”

 Well, that is news to me, 
in all the time that I have been 
listening to rap music I have never 
ONCE felt that I knew was it was 
like to live in the ghetto. When 
you get a rap artist, like Tupac 
Shakur, you get an artist who raps 
about how things were for him 
growing up. I don’t understand 
how one can say they know what 
it’s like to go through that just by 
listening to him. 
 Some argue that popular 
music over the past three decades 
is also part of a larger cultural 
resistance to feminism, an attempt 
to block progress toward gender 
equality. One woman argues that 
popular music can “be read as a 
vehicle for heterosexual male con-
cerns over the advancement of
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women, gays and, more important-
ly, for the recuperation of hegemon-
ic masculinity.”  Where hegemonic 
[masculinity] has been defined as 
attitudes and practices that perpetu-
ate heterosexual male dominance 
over women.
  So, now not only is rap 
music against women but its against 
gay people too? It makes me won-
der what drives people to take 
something like music and try to find 
some evil plan that they think is 
trying to embed in the minds of the 
consumers. 
 I wrote a paper for one of 
my classes on this subject and was 
afraid that it would change my 
opinion of rap music, but in all real-
ity it brought back my love for it.
  It didn’t make me think 
about how a specific genre of music 
has the “power” to put women in a 
“degrading” light, but it made me 
think about how people can take a 
simple thing like music and twist 
it to make it look like something 
totally horrible. 

Whether you listen to rap music or 
not, it’s something that people have 
differing views on. I personally 
don’t see anything wrong with it, 
I love rap music and just music in 
general. 
I think life would be really dull if 
there weren’t  music. People need 
to stop being so overly-sensitive. 
Rap doesn’t have some diabolical 
under lying purpose to hold back 
women or gay people from prog-
ress. It’s just music. 

Are you interested in
 responding to an article or

 creating an article for 
Compound Magazine? 

We are accepting freelance work
 including (but not limited to):

Art
Photography

Writing
Poetry

We are also open to bringing in new columnists  and 

promoting 

independent artist and musicians.

For more information, visit our 
website or contact us at :

compoundmag@gmail.com



I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest demonstration for freedom in the history of our nation. Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand today, signed the Emancipa-

tion Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had been seared in the flames of withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of their captivity. But one 

hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, the life of the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains of discrimination. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely island of 

poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years later, the Negro is still languishing in the corners of American society and finds himself an exile in his own land. So we have come here today to dramatize a 

shameful condition. In a sense we have come to our nation's capital to cash a check. When the architects of our republic wrote the magnificent words of the Constitution and the Declaration of Independence, they were signing a promissory 

note to which every American was to fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, yes, black men as well as white men, would be guaranteed the unalienable rights of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. It is obvious today that America 

has defaulted on this promissory note insofar as her citizens of color are concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has given the Negro people a bad check, a check which has come back marked "insufficient funds." But 

we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that there are insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this nation. So we have come to cash this check — a check that will give us upon demand the 

riches of freedom and the security of justice. We have also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce urgency of now. This is no time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take the tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now 

is the time to make real the promises of democracy. Now is the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice. Now is the time to lift our nation from the quick sands of racial injustice to the solid 

rock of brotherhood. Now is the time to make justice a reality for all of God's children. It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment. This sweltering summer of the Negro's legitimate discontent will not pass until 

there is an invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. Nineteen sixty-three is not an end, but a beginning. Those who hope that the Negro needed to blow off steam and will now be content will have a rude awakening if the nation returns to 

business as usual. There will be neither rest nor tranquility in America until the Negro is granted his citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake the foundations of our nation until the bright day of justice emerges. But 

there is something that I must say to my people who stand on the warm threshold which leads into the palace of justice. In the process of gaining our rightful place we must not be guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst 

for freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred. We must forever conduct our struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline. We must not allow our creative protest to degenerate into physical violence. Again and again we 

must rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force. The marvelous new militancy which has engulfed the Negro community must not lead us to a distrust of all white people, for many of our white brothers, as evidenced 

by their presence here today, have come to realize that their destiny is tied up with our destiny. They have come to realize that their freedom is inextricably bound to our freedom. We cannot walk alone. As we walk, we must make the pledge 

that we shall always march ahead. We cannot turn back. There are those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, "When will you be satisfied?" We can never be satisfied as long as the Negro is the victim of the unspeakable horrors of police 

brutality. We can never be satisfied, as long as our bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot gain lodging in the motels of the highways and the hotels of the cities. We cannot be satisfied as long as the Negro's basic mobility is from a 

smaller ghetto to a larger one. We can never be satisfied as long as our children are stripped of their selfhood and robbed of their dignity by signs stating "For Whites Only". We cannot be satisfied as long as a Negro in Mississippi cannot vote 

and a Negro in New York believes he has nothing for which to vote. No, no, we are not satisfied, and we will not be satisfied until justice rolls down like waters and righteousness like a mighty stream. I am not unmindful that some of you have 

come here out of great trials and tribulations. Some of you have come fresh from narrow jail cells. Some of you have come from areas where your quest for freedom left you battered by the storms of persecution and staggered by the winds of 

police brutality. You have been the veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with the faith that unearned suffering is redemptive. Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to South Carolina, go back to Georgia, go back to 

Louisiana, go back to the slums and ghettos of our northern cities, knowing that somehow this situation can and will be changed. Let us not wallow in the valley of despair. I say to you today, my friends, so even though we face the difficulties 

of today and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream. I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: "We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men 

are created equal." I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood. I have a dream that one day even the state of 

Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom and justice. I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will 

not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character. I have a dream today. I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor having his lips dripping with the words of interposition 

and nullification; one day right there in Alabama, little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers. I have a dream today. I have a dream that one day every valley shall be 

exalted, every hill and mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight, and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. This is our hope. This is the 

faith that I go back to the South with. With this faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brother-

hood. With this faith we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day. This will be the day when all of God's children will be 

able to sing with a new meaning, "My country, 'tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where my fathers died, land of the pilgrim's pride, from every mountainside, let freedom ring." And if America is to be a great nation this 
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I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest demonstration for freedom in the history of our nation. Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand today, signed the Emancipa-

tion Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had been seared in the flames of withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of their captivity. But one 

hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, the life of the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains of discrimination. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely island of 

poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years later, the Negro is still languishing in the corners of American society and finds himself an exile in his own land. So we have come here today to dramatize a 

shameful condition. In a sense we have come to our nation's capital to cash a check. When the architects of our republic wrote the magnificent words of the Constitution and the Declaration of Independence, they were signing a promissory 

note to which every American was to fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, yes, black men as well as white men, would be guaranteed the unalienable rights of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. It is obvious today that America 

has defaulted on this promissory note insofar as her citizens of color are concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has given the Negro people a bad check, a check which has come back marked "insufficient funds." But 

we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that there are insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this nation. So we have come to cash this check — a check that will give us upon demand the 

riches of freedom and the security of justice. We have also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce urgency of now. This is no time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take the tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now 

is the time to make real the promises of democracy. Now is the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice. Now is the time to lift our nation from the quick sands of racial injustice to the solid 

rock of brotherhood. Now is the time to make justice a reality for all of God's children. It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment. This sweltering summer of the Negro's legitimate discontent will not pass until 

there is an invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. Nineteen sixty-three is not an end, but a beginning. Those who hope that the Negro needed to blow off steam and will now be content will have a rude awakening if the nation returns to 

business as usual. There will be neither rest nor tranquility in America until the Negro is granted his citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake the foundations of our nation until the bright day of justice emerges. But 

there is something that I must say to my people who stand on the warm threshold which leads into the palace of justice. In the process of gaining our rightful place we must not be guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst 

for freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred. We must forever conduct our struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline. We must not allow our creative protest to degenerate into physical violence. Again and again we 

must rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force. The marvelous new militancy which has engulfed the Negro community must not lead us to a distrust of all white people, for many of our white brothers, as evidenced 

by their presence here today, have come to realize that their destiny is tied up with our destiny. They have come to realize that their freedom is inextricably bound to our freedom. We cannot walk alone. As we walk, we must make the pledge 

that we shall always march ahead. We cannot turn back. There are those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, "When will you be satisfied?" We can never be satisfied as long as the Negro is the victim of the unspeakable horrors of police 

brutality. We can never be satisfied, as long as our bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot gain lodging in the motels of the highways and the hotels of the cities. We cannot be satisfied as long as the Negro's basic mobility is from a 

smaller ghetto to a larger one. We can never be satisfied as long as our children are stripped of their selfhood and robbed of their dignity by signs stating "For Whites Only". We cannot be satisfied as long as a Negro in Mississippi cannot vote 

and a Negro in New York believes he has nothing for which to vote. No, no, we are not satisfied, and we will not be satisfied until justice rolls down like waters and righteousness like a mighty stream. I am not unmindful that some of you have 

come here out of great trials and tribulations. Some of you have come fresh from narrow jail cells. Some of you have come from areas where your quest for freedom left you battered by the storms of persecution and staggered by the winds of 

police brutality. You have been the veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with the faith that unearned suffering is redemptive. Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to South Carolina, go back to Georgia, go back to 

Louisiana, go back to the slums and ghettos of our northern cities, knowing that somehow this situation can and will be changed. Let us not wallow in the valley of despair. I say to you today, my friends, so even though we face the difficulties 

of today and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream. I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: "We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men 

are created equal." I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood. I have a dream that one day even the state of 

Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom and justice. I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will 

not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character. I have a dream today. I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor having his lips dripping with the words of interposition 

and nullification; one day right there in Alabama, little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers. I have a dream today. I have a dream that one day every valley shall be 

exalted, every hill and mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight, and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. This is our hope. This is the 

faith that I go back to the South with. With this faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brother-

hood. With this faith we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day. This will be the day when all of God's children will be 

able to sing with a new meaning, "My country, 'tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where my fathers died, land of the pilgrim's pride, from every mountainside, let freedom ring." And if America is to be a great nation this 
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FAGGING it UPMy name is Steve and I live in po-dunk southern Illinois, 
not the gay center of the universe exactly, but alas I am 
a gay man. This article will be a place to find reviews of 
gay movies, music, and life. By Steve Bowersox

Movies:
           The first piece of gay entertainment I 
want to review is a movie called “Latter Days” 
a film about a Mormon “evangelist” who 
comes to find out that he’s a gay man when he 
goes on a mission trip to California.
 This film stars Steve Sandvoss as Elder 
Aaron and Wes Ramsey as Christian. These 
two are a very unlikely pair, they meet in the 
laundry room of the building they both live in. 
There seems to be an instant connection. 
Christian an openly gay man seems to know 
that Aaron has a secret that he has been hiding 
for most of his life.
 Aaron is successful at hiding this secret 
until one night there is an  accident and one 
of the “elders” was injured and Aaron becomes 
emotionally upset, and Christian is there to 
console him. The other elders who are on the 
missionary trip walk in on them and Aaron’s 
secret is revealed. 
 This brings much disgrace to a very 
formal Mormon, and Aaron is forced to return 
home and face the church, after he is excom-
municated his life goes into a downward spiral, 
and he is forced to move back home with his 
family and deal with the disgrace that his in-
discretions caused. This leads to him taking his 
life, or we think that he takes his life, and the 
movie takes a serious twist from there…

  This is one of my very favorite “gay” 
movies, with a  good story line and decent act-
ing, it is definitely worth your time to watch. 
It’s available on DVD and Netflix instant 
watch. This movie caused me to reflect on my 
own life. I am a grown man who still lives in 
the closet, and am concerned at times with 
someone finding out about my “secret.” 
  When I think about how accepting the world 
is today of the gay culture, I still can’t find the 
strength to dig out of the closet. This movie 
gave me hope of finding love and someone 
who can accept you for who you are or who 
you aren’t yet.

FAGGING it UP
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Music:
 One of the most acclaimed 
videos going around the internet right 
now is Lady Gaga and Beyonce’s music 
video “Telephone.”
 The video is structured like a 
movie and shows us some of the genius 
that is Lady Gaga. It opens with Lady 
Gaga being imprisoned, her clothes 
being stripped off of her and we see her 
fully exposed and black electrical tape 
over her nipples. The guards who strip 
her are very butch and make reference 
to the rumors that are going around 
about Gaga being a hemaphrodite and 
having a penis.

Lady Gaga (Left) and Beyonce 
(Right)

 The video then moves on to 
Gaga wearing a pair of glasses covered 
in cigarettes that are actually burning, 
and her walking into the courtyard. We 
see lots of butch women working out 
and then Lady Gaga making out with a 
dark haired girl… which even for a gay 
man was extremely hot. Then we move 
into the jail cell and watch a jail brawl 
and Gaga answering the telephone and 
the music begins. 
 We then move into what will 
surely be the next great dance reproduc-
tion on youtube, only to compete with 
“Put a Ring On It.” Gaga in the dance 
scene is dressed in a black bikini and 
extremely hot.
 Then Gaga is bailed out by 
Beyonce, wearing this epic hat, that as 
a gay man I would totally wear. It’s an 
amazing hat, and this style is epic. The 
discussion that Beyonce and Gaga have 
in the car is one of epic proportions. The 
line of the video that is my favorite is… 

“
Trust is like 
a mirror, you 

can fix it if it’s 
broke, 

but you can 
still see the 
cracks in 
that mother 

fuckers 
reflection.

                      

”

 After driving briefly, we find 
ourselves in a restaurant with Be-
yonce and Gaga. Lady Gaga is the 
cook, and gives us a recipe for poi-
son.
 We see Beyonce getting 
revenge on a man eating breakfast 
for dinner with her by poisoning him, 
then we watch one by one every per-
son at the restaurant being poisoned. 
Then they break into dance again. 
 Then they drive off in a 
Thelma and Louise finale in a truck 
that is so
 appropriately called “Pussy Wagon.” 
 This video is epic and the 
song is one that has a amazing beat to 
dance to. I know that it’s stereotypical 
for one of the gays to like Lady Gaga, 
but I think that she only gets better 
with time.
 She has been called “the next 
Madonna” but to be completely hon-
est I think she is better than that.
 If you haven’t seen this video 
yet, check it out and then put on your 
high heels and dance it out girl.

FAGGING it UP
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       I remember it was so long ago                                                  that we were nothing but two leaves 
                          flying past each other in a strong gust                                         of wind. Hoping soon we would settle into
                   a place where we would rot and mold into the                              cycle of life that we were destined to be apart of.
                 It felt like such a long time ago that we caught                            eyes; brushing an arm slightly on one another as if 
             to graze each other’s soul with an acidic like charm.                    Who are you? words bounced through my head, as I’m 
           sure they did yours, when we turned around to see who               dare defy the daily process of non-communication. It was    
        then I remember that I became enveloped with everything              you were. A natural curiosity overflowed our minds, showing        
       signs of wonderment as smiles grew largely on our faces.            Silent phrases peeling back our lips as if to mutter soft cries         
      for help; as if to say how lonely we both were. Soon we            would wake up each day knowing its highlight would be a  quick      
      glimpse at one another as we each scurried our  sep                arate ways to fulfill what the world wanted us to be. Did we ever   
     stop and wonder why we were here? What our                        destiny was? and most importantly, what it would be like had we     
     stopped and decided to turn around, going back                     to our eager beds that  were calling for the body heat it once had?         
     because I know I did. Every morning I stared at                           my clock wondering if time would stop and wait for me to be                
        ready before forcing me out that door and down                              that busy sidewalk full of expressionless faces and sideways 
          glances. Knowing your soft  smile would be the only color                                 in a sea of gray. Then as if our paths were 
             meant to collide, we did; bodies tumbling into each other and                       souls fermenting in the very heat of our passion.  
                I’m   not the type for one night stands and neither were you.                Slowly days began to gain hues.  Though it 
                  felt like the world was in our hands there was something               slowly slipping between my fingers. You 
                      never told me no one knew and it never occurred to me           that this was the reason I couldn’t hold 
                          your hand in public. How funny it is that we were              tricked into colliding only to know we
                               couldn’t be close. Beneath the surface you were       mine, yet to everyone else you were just 
                                         another face in a crowd and  so was I. A       balance was thrown off, tipping the                 
                                            scale to grey; faces mending into one      another as one big colorless blur. I 
                                                  saw your shine come from around    the corner, still as vibrant as it 
                                                        once was. We exchanged smiles   shortly as though to want to 
                                                           say hi, but time wouldn’t let  us. As if a secret had been 
                                                                      transferred, we silently walk away to our 
                                                                                respected places; angry  at the 
                                                                                      world, but afraid of it at
                                                                                         the same time. We 
                                                                                         smile  at our hidden 
                                                                                                            anarchy. 
                                Each knowing who we 
                                                                    are to them will never
                                                                                              change  who we
                                                                                                         are to one
                                                                                                                                                                                                         another.

WRITER’S CORNER

STRANGE ENOUGH
BY Amber Noelle
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EDITOR’S CHOICE

TOP 5
Games for the original Xbox

 The original Xbox has been, for many, the 
beginning of modern gaming history. With the 
implementation of Xbox LIVE, console gaming 
had begun to rival the better points of computer 
gaming.  Although new Xbox consoles ceased 
production in 2005, Xbox LIVE support for the 
original Xbox has continued to survive... until 
now. 
 As of today, April 15 2010, Microsoft is no 
longer offering the Xbox LIVE service for Origi-
nal Xbox owners.
 Started back in November of 2002, Xbox 
live gained over a million subscribers by 2004. 
Custom themes, downloadable content and of  
course, the joy of hearing twelve year old boys 
call your mother a whore over and over again 
are just some of the perks Xbox LIVE members 
enjoy.
 Still, it is a sad day. The final chapter of 
the original Xbox is now closed and we move on 
to greater, greener, red-ringed ridden pastures.It is 
because of this I have decided to take a trip down 
memory lane and list my top ten picks of games 
for the original xbox.

Fable: The Lost Chapters5 I remember playing this game on a friend of mine’s bed 
while she did something or the other, I can’t remember. I do how-
ever remember this game. 
 I purchased it later for the PC and have to say this is one 
of my favorite games.
 If you are into questing and leveling and gear then you’ll 
like this game. That’s pretty much all it is. Sure it has a compel-
ling story, and funny  and interesting quirks like the being able to 
wed a member of the same sex and kick chickens, but the game-
play does get a little repetitive every after a while.
 Still, the Fable name has given me many entertaining 
hours and is one of my favorite game series. I have Fable II for 
my Xbox 360 and intend on getting Fable III when it comes out. 
If not only so that I can impregnant my Xbox LIVE friends and 
kick some more chickens.
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Games for the original Xbox

Shrek4 I know, I know. Shrek is a game meant for children and blah and blah, 
but it’s actually a fun game for everyone.
I played this game at a friend’s house with her two sisters, who I believe were in 
middle school at a the time, and I remember having so much fun with this game. 
Even more fun than I had with the FPS games I normally play. It’s like an adven-
ture stocked full of puzzles and small games you have to play to get further.
 It’s perfect for fun with family members, or fun by yourself. Either way, 
it makes my top 5 because it’s generally a good game. Even if there are no 
bloody parts or sexual innuendos. Hmm, dont take my word for that though, it’s 
been a while.

Halo3 I’ll have to admit, I didn’t like Halo that much. That being said, I’ve 
played this game so many fucking times it would almost be blasphemy not to 
include it on this list. 
 I’ve gotten mowed down, shot dead, blown up so many times that this 
game definitly deserves to be on my list or any other list I make in regards to 
the original Xbox simply because it is THAT important.
 There is no doubt that Halo almost single handledly made Xbox LIVE 
what it is. It is the first game that I can think of when I think of Xbox LIVE 
because it really did turn console gaming on its ass. 

Grand Theft Auto: San Andreas2 Grand Theft Auto, despite its sandboxy, predictable nature, is one of the 
only games that I MUST have, when getting a new gaming machine. When pur-
chasing games for a new console, or even for a PC, I always have at least one 
GTA on the list. One is all you need, but at least one.
 Could it be the small obsession with getting hookers, having sex with 
them then beating them for my money back?
 Could it be the slight obession with turning on cheats and blowing ev-
erything up to see how high and how long I last with a full 5 stars? Perhaps. Not 
that I advocate any of these things in real life, but if you can’t let go your rage 
on an unsuspecting individual who may or may not respawn in another part of 
the world, who can you? That’s all I’m saying. 
 Plus I keep hoping I run into these rumoured sex games hidden in them. 
No luck so far.

Half Life 21 Ok, so this might be just because I constantly play almost every Valve 
game ever made on my PC and that I secretly touch myself to “Still Alive”, but 
the gameplay, the graphics, the characters, and the weapons seriously make this 
game one of the better games i’ve played.
 Certainly there are issues I have with the creators of said game, mostly 
their apparent misplacement of timelines and priorities, but the game itself I 
greatly enjoy. I have both this game and its episodes on my PC in addition to 
Portal and Half Life Deathmatch. Suffice to say, I’m apparently a Valve whore 
and you know what? I’m Okay with that. 
As long as they keep the games coming and L4D3 doesn’t come out sometime 
in the next 3 months. 28
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 écoute!
Music you might love

Heyhihello
Sounds Like:

Mood:

Comments: 

Find them at:

                    Owl City

   Sunshine and Lollipops, if you’re 
into that kind of thing.

               This band is a little too fluffy 
for me, but if you’re into light and airy 
music similar to that of Owl City then 
this is the perfect band for you.
 

Http://www.myspace.com/heyhihello

A love like pi

Sounds Like:

Mood:

Comments: 

Find them at:

                 If Beck and Bjork fucked and had 
an emo baby. So basically, pretty awesome.

 Teenage angst meets an adult surrealism.

            

There is a certain familiartity to their music 
but slo something  you can’t quite put your 
finger on.

                
Http://www.myspace.com/alovelikepi

Sounds Like:

Mood:

Comments: 

Find them at:
The big Man Himself

                   If Blink 182 went down to teh Caribbean, 
smoked a shit ton of weed and produced an album 
filled with songs they wrote while high... but in a good 
way.

  Good times on the beach

  I’m not usually a fan of ska, and this time’s no 
different but I can recognize that these guys (and girls) 
have a good ear for catchy island beats.
                   
Http://www.myspace.com/thebigmanhimself
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minnutesSounds Like:

Mood:

Comments: 

Find them at:

                   Sara Bareilles 

   Light Listening

                Very nice. That is all. 
Though I wish they had band pictureso 
f themselves.
 
http://www.minnutes.com/

stereotalk

Sounds Like:

Mood:

Comments: 

Find them at:

                 If Gym class heroes failed gym 
class and decided to not become hereoes and 
instead start a band.
Funny and moodlifting

            

                
Http://www.myspace.com/stereotalkband

Sounds Like:

Mood:

Comments: 

Find him at:

Ronald

                   Madness.  If Pac man had a gold chain and 
a really HUGE cock.

  Night on the town, while tripping on acid.

  This dude is insane! I can’t tell you how awe-
some his songs are. Electronica meets hip hop. You 
just need to check it out.

http://www.myspace.com/ronaldjenkeesmusic
and
http://www.ronaldjenkees.com/

Sounds Like
L to R: Gym 
Class Heroes, 
Bjork, Beck, 
Sara Bareilles, 
Owl City
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