If you don’t think the RECORD is funny, try reading the Review!

. The RECTUM

All the News
your Anus can
Retain

Volume 94, No. 69

Law School
Plans Major
Changes

By Weird Roaring

Though they have tenure
and are among the nation’s elite
law faculty, and got lots of press
in The Paper Chase, 1L and
Broken Contract, Laurence
Tribe, Arthur Miller, Alan
Dershowitz, Charles Nesson,
and David Herwitz may be out of
work. In a move that will dra-
matically reshape the Law
School, sources in the Dean’'s
Office announced a major shake-
up.

“Even though we don’t read
those trashy rags, we know what
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Sex Scandal
Shocks HLS

Dean Clark displaying his willingness to negotiate with students.

the Times and U.8. News are
saying about us,” said an HLS
Spokesperson. “Let’s face it,
even if they are rags, image is
everything, and ours isn't even
worth a set of classnotes the day
after the exam.”

The Dean’s Office announced
that HLS would be undergoing
major changes in order to “kick
the hell out of those wimps down
in New Haven.” The curriculum

By Zorno

Both the Administration and student
groups are “THRILLED” by the recent

will be completely revamped as
Civil Procedure, Criminal Law,
Evidence, Con Law, and
Accounting will all be replaced
with Cloud Watching, Theo-
retical Ethical Phenomenological
Pre-Conceptual Practical Mo-
rality, and Star Gazing in an

announcement that HLS has offered a
tenure track position to Michael Jackson.
Bitter hostilities between CCR and the
Dean’s Office may at last have come to
an end.

CCR spokesperson John Bonifaz
declared, “Finally, the Administration
has realized that hiring a women of color

effort to make the curriculum
“more touchy-feely.”
Nesson seemed to take the | me.

is not a problem. If it makes the effort;
it's easy as A..B..C.., 1..2..3.., you and

m

Dean Clark seemed just as elated by
the offer and commented, “M. Jackson's

please see YALE, page 9

Housing Director Goofed
Lottery to be Redrawn

By Lady Z

The Administration announced yesterday afternoon that due to a flaw in
its process for assigning random lottery numbers, the on-campus housing lot-
tery must be redrawn. Students will be required to resubmit housing appli-
cations by Friday, April 10, so that the new lottery and room assignments
may take place the following week.

The Dean’s Office has refused to divulge what went wrong with the lot-
tery. Dean Clark assured that the committee in charge of dormitory assign-
ment is entirely unbiased although it cloaks itself in secrecy. This year, he
said, there had been a “muck up” that needed correction.

An assistant to the Dean, who asked to remain nameless, commented,
“Someone found out that the so-called random lottery was not so random after
all.”

Following the upsetting news that they must repeat the entire room-
selection process, many students have begun to notice the striking correla-
tion between lottery numbers and first semester grades. Ross Morrison "94
observed, “I thought it was fishy that everyone I know who got an A in
Contracts also got a lottery number in the top twenty-five. I knew I should
have studied harder for that class!”

Niloofar Razi "94, who received the fifth highest lottery number on cam-
pus, would not tell us her grades but stated that the President of MENSA had
asked her out for “a tall cool one.” Meanwhile, David Frakt '94, who admit-
ted that he “just passed by the skin of my teeth,” will be living in the Gropius
Complex next year, in a men’s bathroom.

Several students who were wait listed for on-campus housing refused to
give their names, as they feared it might affect their probation status.

A coalition of students has sprung up to investigate this suspicious cor-
relation. The Band of Bad Students against Discriminatory Dormitory
Practices (BBS-DDP, or BBS for short) is already planning a students rally
on the steps of the Dormitory Office. BBS founder and spokesperson, Mark
Landis '94 demands justice: “Should I be discriminated against just because
[ had Liz Schneider for Civil Procedure and had no clue what was going on
all semester? And couldn't understand her ridiculous 50 hour marathon take
home final? Look buddy, it's not my problem. "

Members of BBS further allege that incoming students are likewise sub

please see BEAUTIFUL GROPIUS COMPLEX, page 10

Michael Jackson Gets Tenure
Woman of Color Finally Joins Faculty

credentials are outstanding. The faculty
vote was unanimous.” From behind
closed doors, DBC was overheard
singing, “It don’t matter cause he's Black
and White!” _

The RECTUM called the Jackson
residence for comment, but according to
the National Enquirer, Jackson was hav-
ing intercourse with the remains of the
Elephant Man at the time. “Beat it!” he
velled from the backyard.

If (s)he accepts the offer, Jackson
will join the faculty next spring, after
having recovered from breast implant
surgery.

Allegedly, DBC insisted in his con-
tract that 10% percent of the proceeds
from all future Michael Jackson albums
go to the HLS fundraising drive.
Furthermore, DBC is working on a bril-
liant new fundraising initiative: HLS will
sponsor Jackson's next world tour. In
return, the Dean has assured Jackson
that the Hark will switch over from Coke
to Pepsi as soon as he accepts the offer.

Jackson’s specialties are Tort law
and race issues. He would teach “Race
Relations: If You Can't Beat "Em Join
'Em” and “Plastic Surgery and
Malpractice Law.” (S)he also plans to
lead a new clinical program exploring
cutting liability issues dealing with flam-
mable hair products.

FOUR WHITE MEN.

By Ghoti

After weeks of intense investigation, the REC-
TUM has learned that Dean Robert C. Clark is on
the run for defrauding the Campaign for Harvard
Law School. DBC was last seen, as pictured, run-
ning towards his office to grab his favorite posses-
sions before taking off with Screwdriver Suzy, his
new Black “lady friend.”

While DBC was purportedly seeking donations
for the Campaign, his secret plan was far different.

“It seems that Dean Clark has been haunted
since his student days by nightmares of being
imprisoned in the Langdell Library and wanted his
final gift to HLS students to be the elimination of
the library,” said Attorney General Barry Williams,
who discovered the details of the plot while investi-
gating the Law School’s association with the Bank
of Credit and Commerce International (BCCI).

Instead of looking for the law in Langdell, as
DBC’s taskmasters forced him to do, future stu-
dents will put into action the “If you were Czar of
the Universe, what would the law be?” philosophy.
This will prove much more efficient since HLS
attracts students who are very eager to give their
opinion and are far superior to other law students
who must look in mundane books for the answers.

To carry out his plan, DBC entered into a secret
agreement with Fred, the local realtor, to handle
the sale of Langdell. His secretary reports that the
Library has been sold to the Massachusetts
Department of Corrections.

The State is confident that their new program
“Sedative Langdell” will deal effectively with the
inmates that cause the most trouble in state facili-
ties. The inmates will be assigned legal research
problems for local firms and are expected to suc-
cumb to the numbing effect of Langdell.

But, aside from the sale of the library, the big
question is what has DBC done with all the money
that has been pouring into the Campaign?

Inside sources have leaked that he took 90% of
the money to live a luggshurious lifestyle on a
Pacific island. With the rest of the money he has set
up a foundation to help Black women professorial
candidates.

Although he has in the past led the fight to keep
women of color out of this law school it seems that
the mysterious Black woman, Serewdriver Suzy,
made her way into his bed and changed his heart.

Before he absconded with the funds, DBC was
seen with his woman friend at his favorite local
establishment, the Bow & Arrow, where he was
doing Blow Jobs, the popular new shot, until the
early hours with members of CCR.

Although DBC has loosened up, he isn't taking

please see SEX, SEX AND MORE SEX page 9
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Silence of the Lame: An Interview With Arthur Miller

By Alysse Spalding

Arthur “The Canntbal Killer” Miller taught Civil Procedure to several generations of

first-years before unexplained disappearances of students from his class — and the
Harvard Police — caught up with him. The reports that followed his arrest have become
part of the grisly mythology surrounding the Law School. Tales of luckless 1Ls that fell
victim to his devouring intellect and insatiable appetite for legal argument are still told
and re-told in the halls of HLS. I visited Professor Miller at his solitary-isolation cell to
discuss his incarceration, his crimes, and his future plans.

Spalding: Good evening, Professor.

Miller: Good evening, Alysse. That third
chapter of the outline giving you trou- §
ble?

&5: How did you...yes. Do you know some-
thing about it? Can you help me? _

M: I can. But I'll need something from you.
Quid pro quo, Alysse. I'll tell you what
yvou need for your outline; and you'll tell §
me what's been happening at Harvard
Law School.

=: Oh...okay.

M: I'll need your notebooks, texthooks, and
tan supplement.

Ah, good. Now; what does this man, this
Pennoyer, do? What is his ESSENCE?

S: He...he buys a plot of land.

M: NO, that is INCIDENTAL. He COV-
ETS. Do we covet the property of peo-
ple we do not KNOW?

Resident cannibal Arthur Miller

S: No...we covet what belongs to people we
see every day.

M: ExACTly.

S: Wait! Do you mean...Neff was originally in the same state as Pennoyer?

M: Quid pro quo, Alysse. You were in your room; now you are here. When did you
leave?

S: I was taking a nap. I woke up at 1:30...s0 I just came here.

M: NO, something WOKE you. What was it, Alysse?

S: L..I heard screaming. 1 went to look...

M: What was it, Alysse? What was screaming?

S: It...it was the lameoid third-years. They were...getting rejections...it was horrible.

M: So you ran away from HLS?

5: I tried to take one of the lame-os with me...show him there was a world of jobs unre-

“  lated to law out there.

Preparation DBC

HEMORRHOID MEDICINE

M: DID you save him?

S: No. No, he dropped off somewhere near Harvard Square...

M: You still have flashbacks about it, don't you, Alysse? Still hear, in your innermost
ear, the screaming of the lames?

S: ..yes...

M: (Apparently losing interest.) I see Dave Souter will be speaking at the Law School
forum this week. Since you've inadvertently left vour ballpoint pen with the mate-
rials you gave me, [ believe I'll be able to get out of here in time to attend.

S: Oh, my god, you weren't supposed to —

M: That's all right, Alysse, I won't be revealing your real name to the world at large.
The RECTUM is much more interesting with your column in it. Souter and I go
back a long ways, you know. That Supreme Court position would have been mine
if I hadn’t been fool enough to trust him with knowledge of my little indiscretion
with Dean Clark.

S: Uh...indiscretion?

M: Yes. I ate his heart several years ago, with lima beans,

=: Excuse me, I think I'll throw up now.

M: Yes, you will. Give Fenno my best.

S: How did you know Fenno and | were...never mind. Goodbye, Professor.

M: See you soon, Alysse,

Author’s note: This story is set to go to press tonight, during the Souter speech. Of
course, we've all heard by now of Miller's incredible escape, and the manhunt is on. I
Jjust received a phone call from Miller himself. He refused to divulge his whereabouts,
but I discerned in the background a forum speaker introducing Justice Souter. Professor
Miller concluded, “T really have to run now, Alysse. You see, 'm having an old friend for
dinner.” And then the phone was dead. I'd warn Souter beforehand, but frankly, I think
we'd be better off without him. Professor Miller, if you're reading this, I'll see you at the
Academy Awards!
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“Try it! I had the worst time this semes-
ter worrying about diversity, fairness, and
one-year waiting periods... until I tried
this new ointment, Preparation DBC!
After only fifteen minutes the [tension]
passed, and I could go ahead and hire four
White men without worrying!”

—Dean Baboon Clarlk
Harvard Law School

Dershowitz Defends
Pee-Wee Herman,
Takes Home Oscar

By Terri Bathrap

Professor Alan Dershowitz confirmed
he was going to appeal entertainer Paul
Reuben’s conviction for masturbating in a
Florida porn theatre. “I assured Pee-Wee
that I could get him off,” said Dershowitz
in a rare RECTUM interview. “I'm not a
guy who's afraid to get his hands dirty.”

Reubens, who starred in several
movies and his own Saturday morning
children’s show, was ecstatic at getting
such a big name attorney to appeal such
a seemingly minor conviction. “Dersh will

Dershowitz thanked those that had come
before him. “I share this award with F.
Lee Bailey, Joel Hyatt, Matlock, Steven
Bocheo and all those Paper Chase guys
who had the courage to take the law out
of the classroom and into the spotlight.
This award shows the efforts of all those
little people I let work for me are much
appreciated.”

The occasional Professor was careful
not to undersell his own achievements. “I
can describe the difference between
‘Reversal [of Fortune]’ and this year's
show in one word: me. I mean, Ron

help me save
my good
name!”™ he
ejaculated.
When
asked why
he had bro-
ken a 20
year policy of
not granting
any 1nter-

“l can describe the
difference between
‘Reversal [of Fortune]’ ..
and this year’s show in
one word: me.”

Silvers is a
good actor but
he just doesn’t
have the. . . the.
.. Chutzpah, if
you will, to put
struggle
between mean-
ingful indigent
criminal

defense and

views to the
RECTUM, or
even having the courtesy to return
reporters’ calls, Dershowitz responded, “I
thought it was important for the students
of HLS to understand my reasons for tak-
ing the case, even though it did mean
talking to the RECTUM.”

Dershowitz stressed he was not tak-
ing Reuben’s appeal for the publicity
value, but rather for “the important legal
issues which it represents.” When
pressed as to exactly what these issues
were, Dershowitz rolled his eyes into the
back of his head and mumbled something
about professional ethics.

Reubens is the latest in a series of
luminaries Dershowitz has defended. In
a brief but self absorbed presentation,
Alan Dershowitz received the Raymond
Burr Memorial Oscar for his touching
portrayal of a Harvard Law Professor
fighting for the legal rights of underprivi-
leged celebrities in his touring one man
show, “I'm from Harvard and I Care.”

After being snubbed by the Academy
in 1989, an ecstatic Dershowitz kissed the
Oscar, declaring, “I've wined him, dined
him and offered him my services on a con-
tingency basis. But now he’s coming
home with me to sit on my bedstand right
next to my chutzpahs.”

In the press room, a tearful

T FLR |

vapid celebrity
ass-saving
before a mass media audience. No one
does me like me.”

The point was well taken as
Dershowitz quickly fell back into charac-
ter, jumping to Barbara Streisand’s
defense, only to be disappointed upon
learning that the characterization of her
failure to be nominated for Best Director
as “criminal” was merely figurative. “It's
a shame,” opined Dershowitz, “With those
legs, she’s a lot more photogenie than
Leona.”

The evening was not all champagne

and kosher hors d'oeuvres as Dershowitz -

was soon crowded with gquestions con-
cerning his current representation of
Mike Tyson. However, in a night full of
surprises, Dershowitz broke his silence
and spoke out with optimism.

“Everything is going fine,” Dershowitz
assured. “Just vesterday I sealed the deal
for the book rights and Denzel
Washington is already interested in the
film deal.”

-
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Drunken students spell out what they believe in.

Clark Decries Promiscuity,

Drunkenness at HLS

By Cryin’' Barson

In a recent address before the Harvard Law School Alumm Association, Dean
Robert Clark denounced the “precccupation” of HLS students with sex and alcohol, at
the expense of any meaningful attention to their work or career aspirations. Pointing
to the fall of the average student's GPA from 3.3 in the spring of 1991 to 2.4 after the
fall semester, Clark called for a “new Puritanism” to take hold among the “Dionysian

hordes” of revelers at the law school.

Denouncing the “rampant promiscuity” prevalent throughout the school, Clark
remarked that “I doubt there's anyone who hasn't slept with half the people in their
class by now.” He was particularly critical of the mass, often spontaneous orgies that

Administration Files Antitrust
Suit Against Mike Twomey

tend to take place on campus at all hours of the day, including
Thursday’s strike when students left their morning classes and
headed up to Ames Courtroom for several hours of debauchery.
A number of HLS professors, declaring their support of the
strike, rescheduled the classes, a move that Clark described as
“unconscionable.”

Clark also blasted the tendency of couples to straggle into
class late wearing each other's nightwear. “Such displays of
libidinal energy,” he claimed, “are hardly conducive to a serious
academic atmosphere.” Additionally, Clark noted, the final
round of this year'’s Ames moot court competition had to be can-
celed because nearly all of the members of the two teams
skipped it to attend the monthly all-campus “Dress To Get
Laid” party. Even HLS students’ chances of getting jobs with
major firms are being hurt, in Clark’s view, by the negative
reactions of many on-campus interviewers to discovering unclad
couples engaged in noontime “quickies” in Pound and Griswold
Hall interviewing rooms.

In the second half of his speech, Clark drew attention to the
“excessive alcoholic indulgence” of the HLS student body. He
had received numerous complaints, he confided, from Arnold
Roberts, manager of The Bow and Arrow, that law school "hell-
raisers” were overrunning the bar on Monday and Tuesday
nights, scaring away the remaining bikers. In addition, local
liquor distributors, according to Clark, are often unable to keep
up with an on-campus demand that Wayne Herndon '93, man-
ager of the Backbench Pub, stated often exceeded 15 kegs per
nights.

Clark expressed particular concern over recent imbibing
trends within the Lincoln’s Inn Society. With a membership
now exceeding 900, the Inn has been forced to move out of its
house on Follen Street and take up residence on the Cambridge
Common, where the members have pledged that at least 50 of
them will be out partying at all times, day and night, according
to Lincoln's Inn Neighborhood Relations Chairman Brian
Carlson "94.

Clark also vented his outrage at the person or persons who
had gone so far as to spike the pipes supplying the Harkness
and Pound water fountains with Everclear. He stated that the
Law School Administrative Board would be investigating the
matter “as soon as they've sobered up.”

Finally, Clark drew attention to a recent rally at which
intoxicated Coalition for Civil Rights members carried signs
reading “Divesity Now!” Following the rally, the students
involved staggered off to Clark’s office and passed out in his
doorway, preventing him from exiting. CCR members still
standing refused to drag their colleagues away until Clark had
acceded to their demands that he hire a tenured faculty mem-
ber “who can chug a beer in less than two seconds.”

Angry Neighbor
Torches Lincoln’s Inn

Complains about Noise and Smoke

By Rﬂdger_Murris

Frustrated by the Cambridge License
Commission’s recent decision to censure
him at future hearings, neighbor Marc
Rodwin razed the Lincoln’s Inn Social
Club’s house at 44 Follen Street last
Saturday Night. Then, when fire trucks
and ambulances rushed to the four-alarm
blaze, Rodwin telephoned police and com-
plained about the late-night noise and
smoke damage.

Police arrested Rodwin for arson and
reckless endangerment after they noticed
him hampering the rescue efforts by open-
ing local fire hydrants and shouting, “We
don’t need no water, let the mother fucker
burn!”

“] can’t believe we all made it out
alive,” said outgoing president Kut Sever
‘02. “Especially since it took so long to get
the pool table and the stairmasters out
first.”

The Inn was filled with approximate-
Iy 230 people for an intimate get-together
at 11:30 p.m. when Rodwin ignited the
wooden building with a Molotov Cocktail.
Newly elected president Bull Steiner
reported he saw Rodwin, the Inn's long-
time-adversary, peeking through a
groundfloor window shortly before he fire-
bombed the Inn. *I thought it was like
any other evening. He likes to peek in the
window. So I mooned him. Little did I
know that my ass was grass, and he was
the lawnmower.”

Alan Wise ‘92 called the conflagration,
which consumed the Inn, a mere “piffle,”
and noted optimistically that three metal
kegs recovered from the blaze were still
operational. “Just as did the Phoenix, the
Inn will rise from the ashes, even though
it may take another 500 years.” Weiss
has vowed not to shave any part of his

body until the Inn is rebuilt.

As the building burned, many nubile
Wellsely co-eds wept softly in the street,
while others resignedly sat in the fuck
truck which had shipped them in. But
several WLA members were seen dancing
in Follen Street during the blaze, throw-
ing their bras into the fire and chanting,
“Burn, baby, burn.” One WLA member
said as she bared her breasts defiantly,
“This is one small step for the fire depart-
ment, but one giant step for womankind.”

The seven residents of the Inn plan to
file a civil suit against Rodwin for tres-
pass, destruction of property, intentional
infliction of emotional distress, and being
a dick. Henry Finclur ‘94 said, “Well ya
know, down in Tennessee where [ come
from, we got a name for boys like Rodwin.
And you can't print it, even though you've
already used the word fuck two times in
this article.”

Prospects for Inn members to recover
funds from their Insurance company are
slim, however. Reporters overheard
newly elected board members Enu Mangy
‘94 and Sarah Harvey “94 discussing the
problem: “Like, dude! I thought you paid
the premium!” “I was too busy not brush-
ing my long blonde hair! Like, why didn't
vou pay it, dude?”

Josh Shinefelt *93, in charge of coordi-
nating interviews at the Inn, was seen
pacing back and forth across the charred
ruins, talking on a cordless phone to
future employers. “I hope the minimalist
setting will place greater emphasis on the
candidates themselves,” he bullshitted.

At his arraignment at Cambridge
Superior Court, Rodwin pled not guilty by
reason of p.m.s. Police reported that
Rodwin used his one phone call at Police
headquarters to complain to the
Cambridge License Commission.

By Laura Fields

Dean of Students Sarah Wald confirmed on
Friday that the Administration has filed an antitrust
suit against Mike Twomey "93 after discovering that
he is the head of 73% of the student organizations on
campus,

“Strictly by market share, this guy is a menace,”
said antitrust professor and resident hard-ass Phil
Areeda. “We've got to break him up. And [ can't say
I won't enjoy it.”

The situation developed into a crisis after
Twomey assumed all
of the positions from
which Francis Philip
93 had resigned over
the last two years.
Francis asserted,
“One or two positions,
maybe, I could under-
stand. But all 197
Who does this guy
think he is?”

Twomey currently
serves as president of
L.SC, and reportedly
controls the ABA,
DSAC, BSA, Lincoln’s

Mike Twuey

terly, “He has his finger in almost everything on this
campus except me! Why doesn’t he just step aside
and let somebody else get their hands on something
for a change?”

Wayne Herndon "93, manager of the perpetually
closed Backbench Pub, agreed, “That guy is a mega-
lomaniac and should be stopped. And moreover,
Twomey's weak mustache will never measure up to
mine!” |

Artur Davis '93 said emphatically, “1 don't know |
what to say, but I feel compelled to say something, no
matter how irrelevant.”

HLS in-house attorney Alan Ryan said he was
prepared to take the
matter to court.
“Yeah, I figure I'll jot
a few notes down on
some 3X5 cards the
night before, just like
I did for the CCR
thing. I'm not wor-
ried. I've got White
male hegemony on
my side.”

The administra-
tion had planned to
certify a class action
against Twomey, but
Ryan explained that
a little known legal-

Rebecca Eisenberg

Inn, and a host of
other lesser-known
student organizations, such as the Society for Power-
mongering Students Who Pretend to Be Laid Back
(SPSWPBLB) and Elitist Group that Decides How
Your Money Is Spent Without Telling Anyone
(EGDHYMISPWTA).

The lawsuit would prevent him from controlling
these organizations next vear, and give teeth to stu-
dent complaints that he has monopolized control of

the campus. Hebeeca Eisenberg "93 complained bit-

principle prevented a
23(b) certification, stating, “The real problem is that
nobody else smokes enough to have legal standing to
sue him.”

The RECTUM attempted to contact Twomey to
give him an opportunity to defend his leadership of
all the organizations. Twomey was drinking bourbon
and coke at the Bow and Arrow while perfecting his
Biology Ph.D. dissertation, however, and was there-
fore unavailable for comment.,
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Hemenway Cu'lprit Caught

Harvard University Police caught the first-year stﬁdent responsible fﬂr
breaking and entering several Hemenway lockers and switching students’
athletic gear, “His modus operandi was rﬁﬁh&r strange,” Police Chief
Johnson reported. “He wmigd erouch behind a row of ].ockem to see his ﬂf.t’»
tims put on someone else’s underwear. Then he'd flea” w*‘ﬂ

Doug Talon '93 fell vietim to the perpetrator’s pr .1 knew i:h&:f
weren't my underwear when there was too much room in the a:ratehu Then
I noticed there were no skid marks. That chinched it,” Talon lamse
Police revealed that the culprit was the same {i;:ﬁtm}'ear Emd&nﬁ*ﬂﬁ&t‘ged
with ﬂtealmg Hﬂﬂiﬁﬂﬂﬂ nmal E&‘Iﬂs .

e

Bell to Aucht:ﬁn for Bmadway Pl ks @
”‘I’m demde& to Hp&ﬂ{i my m in New Yﬂﬂ; m _%uctweljr,
me&ssur of Lgﬁg Ik—:mc:k Bell, a&h& mnngnged plans for h

E?‘ﬁ"e New York | "1

ﬁﬁd we re g’(ﬁlﬂa M_ﬂm fml"r ﬂ}
Caroline wltcuff re pre tigate
newmglﬂ-

mfﬁ . -
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f‘_‘ﬂnnﬂan ﬁﬁme&l}’ I-Ias s
Another AIIER;GWES B rth 1

Wurlﬂ rekmwn legal Enhﬂlﬂfu unky’ can edy gave hirth ﬁ; a
_beautiful set of twin girls, Duncan, Jr. and Funkette, on Thursd
The girls are the product of a taﬁfstﬁetwmmedy and another
tified being roughly three ﬁrb&ks ago. Scientist an and police mlmshgatﬂrs m.

pruhmg into this strm:@ v which began on March 13, a Friday. ;
~ On that Friday, Kennedy was seen walking amu;ul,ﬁ@man Square in a
turtleneck and nothing more. He smelled of butane lighter fluid, stale mgu
arettes and general B.0. as usual. When police arrested him for vagrancy,
mistaking the unshaven delusional pmf'ers:aur for homeless, he utw some-
thing about a wonderful experience.
“It was beautiful, and I was there,” is wha{* Kennedy kept saying over
and over again aﬂcﬂrdmg to police transeripts. “T reached another world.”

It was soon learned that Kennedy was in fact pregnant and that hig

morning sickness wasn't caused by ha‘ﬁ'mg to inhale his own mf;mmg

; :r-." ; '-a.ﬁ*"
- MMcKag&n, ﬁﬁg‘mst for the mnmmal rock band G
apphed and was admitted to HLS' class of 1995. In fact, on thaes ﬂMh of
his application alone, the entire band was admitted to next vear's 1L class.
Axel Rose, lead vocalist, declined the offer, stating, “We are the people that
¢an find whatever you may need: if you've got the money honey, we got your
disease.”
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The Class of '92:
Some Do Yet Serve

gﬂﬁﬂn Bendig '92

In the spring of one's 3L year, a young
person’s fancy turns to several horrible
realizations. An example: payment will
soon be required for all of those 1L year
Hark meal plan lunches placed on long-
ago term bills. Thus, insult will finally be
added to injury. However, as Richard
hahlenberg (Harvard's answer to
Tartuffe) is so earnestly and profitably
concerned to remind us, most of the mem-
bers of the Class of ‘92 are headed for the
halls of filthy lucre, so no matter. And
Richard is — as he should be — concerned
for our jeopardized souls and failed lives,
not our digestive tracts or loan repayment
coupon books.

But Twyla Giddings (HLS ‘92) feels
no Kahlenberg-induced pangs of guilt.
While not quite on the moral plane of,
say, your typical VISTA volunteer, Ms,
Giddings is emphatically not marching
into any blue-suited ranks. Having resist-
ed the evil-inducing vortices that swirl
about the callow as they navigate the tun-
nels, Twyla is forsaking the July bar
exam, the resume-gilding wonders of a
Federal clerkship, and even the happy-
sad splendor of a big paycheck from a law
firm. At least temporarily, she is forsak-
ing all of these rites and statuses to work
for — yes, reaffirm yourselves vicariously,
members of the outgoing class
Governor Clinton. She wants to help him
and Hilary eject the mossy World War I1
“generation of victors and aluminum-sid-
ing salesmen” from the highest seat of
power,

Alas, there is an inevitable downside.
One bleak afternoon during spring break
found Twyla moving door-to-door in a
hard-bitten neighborhood hard by the
Cross Bronx Expressway. She was dis-
pensing Clinton videotapes. The sounds
of gunfire and abused truck transmissions
formed the orchestra of her tragic solo: to
bring Bill's message to those who need it
most. This is a student who belonged, like
so many of her colleagues, gamboling on
some tacky outcrop of tourist-trap sand in
the Caribbean. But for Twyla, there is no
tan, just soot. Tragic, really.

Twyla is solidly behind Bill. She finds
it “groovy” that the Governor admits hav-
ing taken a few tokes. She adds that it
defies logic to believe that Jerry Brown
never indulged in any cannabis. She is
sure that ex-Governor Moonbeam must
have smoked some pot with Tim Leary or
RHam Dass, or certainly with Linda
Ronstadt.

[t has actually been a rocky road to
Twyla's unfailing support for Arkansas
Bill. Throughout her heavy political work
in the primaries, she has had to put other
things to the side. In her own words, “ah,
it...you know, it feels like I've already
graduated or something...but, it goes
without saying...] mean, that I haven’t
yet...like, I have 12 classroom credits this
term, plus a third-year paper that, like,
1sn't even a topic as of the present time.”

Like so many others, Twyla came to
Clinton only after several other donkeys
were shot out from under her, She start-
ed with Doug Wilder, but was heartily
sickened by his silly feud with Chuck

Robb (as well as by the Senator’s most
famous staffer, HLS' own conscience and
corrective agent: Richard Kahlenberg).
Wilder made her support moot by bowing
out. Then it was on to Bob Kerrey. But
Kerry's mindless mantras on health care
made her wince, and then Mr, ‘Nam aban-
doned the regatta. With an unerring
sense of error, Twyla embraced unrecon-
structed Tom Harkin. She wore out a new
pair of Avias for Tom, and then he proved
to be of flimsy stuff. Jumping to the eamp
of favorite son Paul Tsongas in hopes of a
Tsuper Tsuesday...ch, well, Certain that
ex-Governor Moonbeam would soon
decide to follow the others over a steam-
ing, meditative cup of sassafras tea,
Twyla settled on Bill. And she has stayed
with Bill.

If this sounds excessive and unfortu-
nate, 1t could have been worse, Twyla
told this reporter that she passed up a
chance to work on Eugene “Clean Gene”
McCarthy's quixotic presidential cam-
paign of last year. She wasn't put off by
the pathos of Clean Gene's elder lates-
man-like laments, spoken in Ames
Courtroom during one of those Forum
events last year. Rather, she didn’t want
to follow in the exact footsteps of her dad,
Norbert Giddings 3d (HLS ‘68), who
ruined his GPA and missed cum by work-
ing full-time for Senator McCarthy during
those giddy but futile months after Clean
Gene blew away LBJ in the New
Hampshire primary. Twyla likes a win-
ner. So, she wasn't about to hitch her star
to the rusty and immobile wagon of ol’
George McGovern, more hallast from the
past who also announced a brief, comic-
opera 1992 candidacy. Twyla, not sur-
prisingly, has her pride (if not her price).

Lest one also get the gquite mistaken
impression that the Giddings of Harwich
and Coral Gables are all a gaggle of effete
and pointy-headed Democratic Party reg-
ulars, Twyla is quick to disdainfully point
out that her younger brother, Norbert 4th
(HLS *93), is working long and hard for
Pat Buchanan. Contacted for this article,
Norbert 4th echoed his sister Twyla's con-
cerns about GPA and the “rudderless ship
of state.” Despite this happy if trite
metaphor, Norbert 4th’s syntax is, if any-
thing, worse than his older sister's
Rearranging his words into something
remotely different from Mall English
proved to be too much for this reporter.

On the other hand, one can only hope
that these young people of ideas, ideals,
and conviction will sueceed in their efforts
to rise above the worried little selfish spir-
it of our recessionary times and make
their voices and canvassing smiles count
in the months ahead. They may thereby
redeem the rest of us, stunted of heart
and sour of visage — we, the legions of
debt-burdened, middle-brow, tuned-out,
prematurely old, pop nihilists. We derive
faith only from the prospect of avoiding
downward mobility. Far better would it
be for us, and our communities and coun-
try, if we could blow off our courses and go
after George Herbert Walker Bush as
well. If only we, like Twyla and Norbert
4th, could overcome our suspicion that the
stellar incumbent will end up defeating
None of the Above this November,

Harvard Law Review

6:00AM on Monday. April.5

Due to a clerical error, the Harvard Law Review is short 10
staff members. Rather than wait for the Law Review writing
competition at the end of the year, we will be filling these
spots on a first-come, first-served basis.

Anyone interested should come to Gannett House at

S
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RECTUM Quiz:
How big was it?

3 vl
Ralph Nader: "It was this big Some Dorky Prof: "That is to say, it was this big.”

L

s 3 .h- wia

Archibald Cox: “Dammit! | tell you it was this big!"

...............

Leonard Jefiries’ bodyguard: “Then | started squeezing..."

Rudy: “By God! [t was fucking hugel!l”
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An April Fools conversation between two students:

Raymond: Hey Carla, I didn’t see you in class today.

Carla: I was...uh...studying, yea, studying.

Raymond: You mean skipping don’t you?

Carla: No, I was really studying. I've got a Fed Lit brief due today.
Did I miss anything in class? Were there any April Fools jokes?

Raymond: No, just the professor.

“Innocent, I have endured a whole year in prison,
Using my tears for ink, I turn my thoughts into verses.”
Ho Chi Minh

Letter from Exile

Dear Members of the Harvard Law School Community:

I take no responsibility for anything in this issue. My authority has been
usurped. I have been the victim of a coup and I am asking for your help in restoring
me as the proper Editor-in-Chief of the RECTUM.,

I write to you in exile from a receptive and friendly place somewhere in New
Haven, Connecticut. My betrayers have sent death squads after me so obviously I
cannot reveal my exact location. Let's just say I am in a place where the school col-
ors are blue and white and the name of the school rhymes with stale. Do not fear for
my safety, however, Dean Vito has promised me protection, support and comfort until
I am rightfully returned.

The coup was led by a group of violent femmes who have been surreptitiously,
and purportedly innocuously, working their way onto the masthead. Jennifer “The
Militant, Strident and Dictatorial One” Douglas has assumed full power but she her-
self is already threatened by Vanessa “Go On Girl” Mackey. There are also faction-
al rumblings within the movement from Gloria “The Peace Lover, NOT!" Gilmore and
Lesley “Let's Torch This Joint” Zelmer. The coup leaders were supplied with arms
and ammunition from Barry “Of Ostensible Gentlemanly Nature and High Breeding”
Dunn. The instability they bring to our prestigious and well-regarded paper will
undermine the steady progress we have made from the left to the fringe.

In claiming constitutional authority, the coup leaders invoked an old, nearly for-
gotten, outdated paragraph in our charter which says “The Editor-in-Chief can be
removed for incompetence.” Although this paragraph is admittedly officially on the
books, it has never been used in RECTUM history.

The changes they bring forth are already evident. Gone are the days of pious,
self-righteous sanctimony. Gone are the days of ineipient-liberalinfivenees—and “not
exactly objective” reporting. Gone are the good ole days. The new leaders fancy
themselves humorists. Well, we are not amused.

The coup is illegal. And I promise the readers of this paper, with your support,
the good ole days will return soon. Those loyal to me, Kyle “The Indefatigable Saint”
Carlyle, Bob “Down Wit’ The Cause” Chambers and Curt “Let's Do It” Simons are
planning our immediate return.

Don't believe the hype! Fight the Power!

Baaaaaa
Ly B 11T ] Lo P S o Banana Shavings
T T B R I Pt o L L Guppy Gumbo
8o B L] R e R B R e Cryin’ Barson, Valliant Missile
STAFF WRITERS...........occoivmviinnes Try N. Bendit, Fenno, Odd Fartman, Lovejoy

Alysse MaclIntyre, Bob Kneejerk
Hairy Littleman, Weird Roaring, Grandmaster Z

Sl b R R SR e T e M T'y Chandelier, Phil Phrancis
CARTOOMNISTS........cccniticenremesen: Sean Pagan, Chris Spaghetti, Paul Seamstress
ADVERTISING MANAGER.........cooooeeciceiresmesnssmersnssssssssssssssassasssssnsans Bob Duart
BUSINESS MANAGIR. .......ccooxasiumninmissssisssios sasamssssinsssrssibrssssssessanss Wang Chung
L X S N RN RSN . . o nss nssinnnis in s sk bunsai bsedanbinntos o) Daddy Warbucks
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What do you think is happ nfng behind this podium?

o Letters ¢

Fried Explains Ad Board Action Against Students

To the Editor:

In case I am about to
become a “White man” in
an article about the sit-in
that occured in my office
on March 18, I want the
RECTUM and the entire
student body to know that
I am more than a White
man, | am the one and only
Charles Fried.

I have filed a com-
plaint with the
Administrative Board
because these students
need to learn that their
silly causes do not belong

in the revered halls of
Harvard Law School. And
if they really want to sit
somewhere, they should be
sitting in the library,
where they belong,

That's the problem
with students today —
they have their priorities
all screwed up. In my
days, I and the other
White men in my class
realized our time was best
spent sitting in the halls of
Langdell reading the won-
derful words of the great
judges.

All this talk about role-
models is nonsense — 1
was never at a loss for role-
models and I can’t under-
stand why these students
are having such problems.
I have discussed this with
the Admissions Committee
and they are considering
my proposal to require a
declaration for admission:
“I fully understand and
support the meritoeracy

standards espoused by
Charles Fried.”

Charles Fried

B-School Dean Offers Solution for Pool Problem

To the Editor:

All T keep hearing
about these days is this
alleged “pool problem”
afflicting the Law School.
Well, frankly, I have no
sympathy. We have a
jacuzzi and our own
olympic-gize swimming

pool, and law students still
can’t use them no matter
how hard up they are. If
the HLS alumni associa-
tion would wise up and
encourage graduates to
give more money to
improving your athletic
facilities, the “pool prob-

lem” would be solved
quicker than your gradu-
ates sell out their ideals to
hig business,

John MacArthur
Dean, Harvard
Business School

Distinguish Between Homo Sapiens and Homos

To the Editor:

While I would agree
that gays and lesbians are
people too, I think it's
important to distinguish
between Homo Sapiens
and Homosexuals. The
former is man: natural,

strong, lusting to procreate
with the weaker vessel,
just like G-d and Christ
would have wanted it. The
latter is a pansy buttstab-
bing some other girly-man.
It's just not natural. As
Christians, we need to help

our misguided bretheren to
join the fold. I don't care
what Dean Clark says. I'm
right, and I can cite
obscure historical and bib-
lical references to prove it!
Shawn B. Bunch '92

Out on a Peninsula

The Peninsula? Gay Bashing? Inconceivable!

To the Editor:

Yeah! What he said goes double for me.

My Turn '92

Joy Concocts Homophobe of the Year Contest

To the Editor:

This kind of prejudice
against gays and lesbians
makes me want to spew,

You self-righteous bible-
thumpers deserve to win
an award for insensitivity
to homosexuals...if only
there were such an award.

I know! T'll make one up!
And you win it! That'll
show you.

Lovejoy '93

Peninsula Editors Cry to RECTUM for Support

To the Editor:

We're really upset at being nominated homophobes of the year. We're not bigots.
Don't believe anything that little faggot says.

Shawn B. Bunch '92
My Turn 92
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By Joe N. Tertainment

Like hundreds of millions of star-struck boneheads
all over the Western world, and, I suspect, more than a
few HLS students, I watched the CBS Academy Awards
telecast Monday night. This year’s Oscars were every-
thing we have come to expect from the Academy: over
four mind-numbing hours of self-congratulatory butt-
. smooching involving hundreds of poorly-dressed
Hollywood half-wits waxing political while handing out
cheesy golden statuettes. As usual, Billy Crystal was as
funny as it is possible to be in the circumstances, and the
big production numbers...well, sucked.

Jonathan Demme's Silence of The Lambs, which
CNN in a rare moment of semantic stupidity referred to
as an "...ntense psychodrama...”, was the big winner,
garnering Oscars for Best Picture, Best
Adapted Screenplay, Best Director, v
Best Actor (Anthony Hopkins) '
and Best Actress (Jodie Foster). /488
Mercedes Ruehl won the Best /il
Supporting Actress Award /a8
for The Fisher King, and /. "
Jack Palance won the ;
Best Supporting Actor ;
Oscar for out-living &)
his contemporaries, S EN
and for making Shane ®F
all those years ago. Finally, Callie Khouri won the Best
Original Screenplay award for Thelma and Louise, the
landmark feminist diatribe that broke new ground by
suggesting that women can be violent, idiotic sexual
predators too.

Most of the awards, however, were won by huge
packs of nerds with names like Irving and Simon for
stunning artistic endeavors like costuming, make-up and
sound mixing. The proliferation of technical Oscars in
the past ten or twelve years (Terminator 2: Judgment
Day won four Oscars, all for technical achievement)
reflects a fundamental trend in the movie industry.
Cameras and computers and animation are becoming the
real stars of the movies we watch, and the vapid celebni-
ty morons who mouth the words of a cinematic Tolstoy
while being filmed against a blue-screen by seven or

!

eight expensive 35mm cameras are becoming increas-
ingly fungible.

And those vapid celebrity morons were in fine form
Monday night. As star after star blew schmoozy little
verbal kisses at the ever-tearful Barbra Streisand (who
was not nominated for best director for the kitschy,
excreble Prince of Tides), and star after star urged the
federal government to increase funding for AIDS
research (while CBS steadfastly refused to acknowledge
that several hundred Queer Nation protesters were
shouting their lungs out in front of the Dorothy Chandler

Pavilion) it became increasingly
clear that Hollywood stars think
/ we care what they think.

/i It also became
o, faat N increasingly clear that
/ o i celebrities appearing on televi-
: sion should not be
allowed to offend the
sensibilities of all
persons of taste and
culture by dressing
themselves.
% After cameras showed
Richard Gere, Robin Williams, and Kevin
Costner all in competition for the “Star Who Looks
Most Like A Guy Who Hangs Out in the Greyhound
Bus Station Award”, and Geena Davis tottered on stage
in a dress that looked like something someone would
wear to the prom in Revere, Mass., | was thankful that
someone else chooses what movie stars actually wear in
the movies.

So, silly stars hand out meaningless awards to other
gilly stars and to techno-dweehs, who then drone on and
on about various injustices, from the slighting of the
Funny Girl to defense over-spending and the plight of the
benighted Baluechis who yearn to breathe free. And six
hundred million people watch the whole foolish festival
on television. Funny world.

As the Oscar telecast came to an end, still without
the dramatic disruption promised by Queer Nation and
ACT-UP to protest Hollywood stereotyping of gays and
lesbians (who may have concluded that the sexual poli-
tics quotient of the Oscar was met by Jodie Foster's coy
“Thank you all for not outing me” acceptance speech, I

Y

the group counseling session offered by

emember the dork who always wore

Oscar Night: A Reflection of Law School

found myself thinking of, and wishing America was more
like, France.

It goes without saying, of course, that France is a
silly country, full of rude, arrogant anachronists who
have forgotten that no one really cares about their nation
any more. But while it is true that the French inexplic-
ably worship LaToya Jackson, Jerry Lewis and Mickey
Rourke, they don’t worship the Irvings and the Simons,
and they don’t care what Depardieu thinks about the
ozone layer (in fact, they don't care what Mitterand
thinks about the ozone layer). If America was like
France, we wouldn't care what Kim Basinger thought
about anything, and the Oscar ceremony would last an
hour.,

S0, [ watched the Oscar ceremony. [ wish I hadn't. 1
wish I could have torn myself away. But I couldn’t. Four
excruciatingly boring hours of posturing by
self-aggrandizing egomaniacs. Isn't it
funny how, sooner or later,
everything starts to
seem like law

4]

Fenno couldn’t believe it. There
wasn't one course he wanted to take.
Where was “The Dram-Shop Act: The
Law of Taverns,” or “C'mon, Was it
Really Sexual Harassment?: I Was Just
Being Friendly” or “The Megafim: A
Seminar in How to Kiss Butt for
$85,000 a Year” or any of his other old
favorites? Even “Law and Sleeping
Late: A Sociological Perspective” wasn’t
being taught next year. The clinicals
were even worse. Where was “Brattle
Street Legal Services” or “Lobbying for
Lincoln’s Inn - Legal Aid for the
Oppressed?”

He checked the course guide, from
cover to cover, but none of his standbys
were there. He, like all other responsi-
ble students, read the Advisor from
front to back, but to no avail. Alas, all

- his favorite professors were on leave,

denied tenure, or had been signed by
Yale as free agents in the wake of the
U.S. News rankings.

“Just my luck,” he thought, “I'll
probably get stuck taking ‘Feminism:
Why Pondscum is Better than the
Average Man’ or ‘Derrick Bell: Man,
Myth, or Legend?.” Pouring through
the selections, he realized the situation
was critical. “Good God,” he shrieked, “I
may finally have to take Professional
Responsibility!”

He was desperate. He tried the
postings for new courses outside the reg-
istrar's office - “The Law of Medieval
Albania,” “Law and Post-Modern Art,”
and “Fun and Games with the U.C.C.” -
but to no avail. He even read the cross-
reg. catalogues from every grad school

. at Harvard; “B-School?” he thought,

“Nah, too cutthroat.” *“Med school? “Too

hard.” “K-School?” “Too liberal.” : :
“G.S.A.S.?” “Too Flaky.” “Div School?” Appointments Cﬂmmlt‘tee
" “God no!” meeting

In complete despair he turned to

the registrar’s office. Three hours of

why secured transactions are a really
neat field almost killed him, but when
he noticed the cute 1L deciding on
whether she should take Areeda, Miller,
Fried, and Herwitz all at once, it made
his day worthwhile. Despite the fact she
wouldn't go out with him, give him her
phone number, or even acknowledge his
existence, Fenno knew he had made a
pretty good start. “She digs me” he con-
cluded, “I can feel it.”

What Fenno overlooked was that
while he was coming on to that 1L, he
missed the registration deadline. When
he got his schedule back, his jaw hit the
floor. “Don’t Fuck with Chuck: The Life
and Times of Charles Fried,” team
taught by the directors of C.C.R., “You
Haven't Done the Reading? We Have
Ways of Dealing With People Like You”
with Areeda, “You could do that, if you
were a damn fool” with Herwitz, and
“Never Mind the Casebook, Let's Talk
About Me” with Dersh.

After drinking himself into a stu-
por, Fenno looked at his schedule and
thought with all the naivete of a 1L,
“I'm sure something good will turn up in
add drop.”

Qum‘aof the Week

“Opinions are
everybody has
one.”

—QOverheard at a recent

suits to class and who wet his pants
the first time he got called on?

Ever wonder what happened to him?
Well, he got a book contract, and
now he has a best-seller whining
about how corrupting this place is.

He asked me to write this review
since he used to work for me, and
[ can assure you that it I had read
the book, it might have changed
my life.”
—Marty Peretz

The New Re pit blic

“Broken Record should be

read by every stuck-up

teacher’s pet even minutely

contemplating sinking $60,000

into a lawyer factory like Harvard.
Maybe it enough people read it, the cur-
rent surplus of lawyers will be replaced
|'P_". 1T C hl.'h'i.'l”_'l. % .IE.U-.]:hlL' I'f'['l."t-l.,'i'-.'ﬁit'l]l‘,-i,
like tax evaders, wite killers, junk bond

(a mere 0.2% manipulators and rapists.’
L) —Alan Dershowitz

author ot Meshugas

BROKEN RECORD

Wimpy T. Smith
WITH A FORWARD BY ROBERT C. CLARK
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Liabilities By Paul Tay

1S THERE A POCTOR
IN THE HwsE?

or

SINCE WE TRYIMG To0 16NORE THE

Hsﬁuf; :rt IF.E:L'THA .«“"‘""t, PIFFERENCHs BETVEEN MEW
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MaW HAS ALWAYS BEEN THE HUNTER,
WHILE wWoMEN RAISED THE cHILDREN]
THUS, MEN AHE BETTER EQUFFED TO
ENGINEER STOCK REORGANIZATIONS!

HERE &1TS A LIVING
WHMBoL oF MANHeoD --
FPRAOOF THAT THE IMAGE
cF MAN As WARRIOR

15 NO MERE FANTAsY!

WE ARE MADE TO FIGHT
FOR, WHAT WE DESIRE !
ISN'T THAT RIGHT, MY
BROTHER GRoAM?
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PERSONALS

Do vou enjoy bamboo shoots
under vour fingernails? Do you
think a monthly enema is pru-
dent? Does your idea of a good
time involve a hyperactive ger-
bil and Wesson 0il? Then
you're ready for the Law School
social scene. Call 1-900-HLS-
LOVE. Then you can be
matched up with a HLS stu-
dents as desperate as you.

SWM seeks woman of color
with the legal qualifications of a
white man born in the 19th cen-
tury. Presidential appoint-
ments and experience on the
Supreme Court a must. Come
into my robes and you’ll know
why it’s hard to get in. -Bob C.
#1776

SWF, IL into res judicata seeks
SWM into promissory estoppel.
I want you to share my outline.
Call now. -Pam C. #3443

SWF, 2L, seeking a man more
entertaining and a better con-

versationalist than my vibrator.
-Alysse #2803

SM who has the courage to seek
a meaningful and growing rela-
tionship in the turbulent times
of yvoung adulthood in a reces-
sion seeks an intelligent, career
minded woman with glowing
self-esteem and professional
confidence. -Not!!!!

I'm on law review. Sleep with
me. -Dave #3335

Very WM seeks submissive
partner for some real justice.
Feel the strong arm of the law.
Let me whip you, beat you, and
then report you to the adminis-
trative board. -Chuck F. #circa
1900

Four White Men seek Four
White Women for bland, mono-
chromatic relationship. -Larry,

Curly, Mo & Shemp #6969

Professor Charles Nesson prepares to teach his Evidence class.
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Law School Association, Harvard Law School,
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Dersh Issues $100,000
Challenge to Michael Jordan

money he can borrow it from
Leona, Claus, or Mike
[Tyson].”

As for Dersh’'s grand-
mother Jordan suggested,

E}r Sum Young Guy

apecial to the RECTUM

Harvard Law School’s demure and quiet professor

Alan Dershowitz — Eighth Wonder of the World and  “I'll meet his grandmother
author of the definitive manifesto Chufzpah — anytime, anywhere, any
announced in an interview yesterday that he has chal- forum.”

lenged basketball superstar Michael Jordan — purveyor A photographer recently
of Wheaties, Gatorade, etc. and alleged gambler — toa  managed to capture Dersh-a-
winner-take-all, one-on-one game of “twenty-one.” Ding-a-Ding-Dong honing his

“1 defy Michael to come inside on me, skills in the backyard of his
Dershmaximus explained. “He thinks Charles Barkley Cambridge home. He was
is tough, I'll show him that a kid raised on the streets of wearing a pair of his soon to be
Brooklyn is his worst nightmare,” he continued. released, personally auto-

“The key to stopping Michael ig to force him to goto  graphed “Ego Boosters,” tout-
his left,” said Dershorama explaining his strategy. “I'm  ed for the ability to inflate and
not particularly concerned about Michael stopping me”  lift.
he said of the NBA Defensive Playver of the Year. The
Dershmeister then sank a three-pointer from just beyond
the half court line at Hemenway gym, site of the pro-
posed challenge, and winked at the gathered crowd of
onlookers. “Unstoppable,” the Dershman winked and
grinned.

“Of course, I don't gamble so my winnings will go to
my burgeoning pro bono fund. But it's really not a gam-
ble anyway. Any member of my family could beat
Michael Jordan. My grandmother could beat Michael
Jordan.”

L)

The challenge arose after a
brainstorming session with
himself and his merry band of
sycophantic students, well-
wishers, and co-workers, while
the Dersh was contemplating
how to distinguish himself out-
side of the law and portray
his talents as a true “renais-
sance person” (The Dershbag
politically correct as always).

Dersh takes it to the hoop, hoosted by his “Ego Boosters. -

boarded a yacht in Boston Harbor, owned by potential

For his part the basketball star said that he had
heard nothing of the challenge but added, “I won't allow
him to use my image on any marketing posters unless I
get a million dollars up front. If he doesn’t have the

Along the true renaissance person lines, he called
upon Norman Schwartzkopf, the purported liberator of
Kuwait, to brush up on his military tactics.

“I don’t need an army, just me,” Dersh said as he

client George Steinbrenner, and prepared an amphibious

assault on Cuba. “I'll show him how to defeat a tyrant

and exploit a small, resource-rich nation.”
Schwartzkopf could not be reached for comment.

Yale Sucks!

continued from YALE, page 1

elimination of his evidence course in
stride. “Well, if you want to make things
more touchy-feely, then you should do
those things which make it more touchy-
feely. You wouldn't want to make it more
practical, that wouldn't

their expected future earnings until the
class sizes reach 150,

The Gropius Complex, which will no
longer be needed with the reduction in
students, will be sold to the Department
of Corrections to ease prison crowding in
Massachusetts. “A real humanitarian
gesture,” pointed out Vice-Dean Smith,
currently acting campus strongman, “plus
the receipts will help the capital drive.”
Smith also pointed

work. ©

ed with disdain. “Sissies”
he remarked, “They can
do that. They can go
straight to hell too for all
I care.”

Arthur Miller added
“That’s 0.K., I'll have
more time to prepare for
Good Morning America,
but then again, who will
I terrorize?”

David Herwitz, react- LS DEEINS an all- on i Eet.

would ease over-

out campaign to crowding at the
overtake top-
ranked Yale in  weve cut the
next year’s US
News rankings

Hark Boxes.
“Rather than
expand facilities,

Gordian Knot by
eliminating useless
bodies” he added.
Dean Clark,
phoning in from the

When asked for com-
ment, Tribe sneered “I've made my
money, I don't need any of you, except to
do research. Besides, if Clinton gets elect-
ed I'll be one of the Supremes when one of
those geezers croak.”

Dersh, reached in Indianapolis,
seemed shocked. “What? no more Crim?
Who'll listen to my silly stories? And hey,
I'm not doing this case for the money,
really.”

Also in the works is a dramatic reduc-
tion in the student body. First, the Dean’s
Office announced that anyone who has
protested anything will be asked to leave,
as will members of “subversive” organiza-
tions. “That should get most of the riffraff
out,” said sources in Griswold. If those
cuts should prove insufficient, students
will then be expelled in reverse order of

Bahamas where he
is currently on a fund-raising trip, pointed
out that the changes were not designed to
make the school more like Yale, which
captured the number one ranking in a
recent poll. “It's not my decision, it's the
Faculty Committee, it's all their fault.
Oh, what? Wrong interview. It's the Yale
thing? Oh, O.K.. Just because we're mak-
ing the school more like Yale, doesn’t
mean we re making it more like Yale.
We've been planning these changes for
vears. It was all our idea, even before
that damn ranking, which I never looked
at, came out.”

Where’s Bob?

continued from SEX MACHINE, page 1

any risks.

DBC has hired the one and only Roceo
as his body-guard, who has called the
RECTUM from hiding and said that he
only leaves DBC’s side when he's in bed.
Roceo also warns that DBC’s lady friend
is the star of Gorgeous Ladies of
Wrestling (GLOW).

The authorities have Interpol and
local police all over the world looking for
DBC. The Attorney General has told the
authorities to place Whites only clubs
under special surveillance in the hope
that Screwdriver Suzy will stop screwing
DBC and the dejected Dean will revert to
his past preferences,

Bar/Bni
'PMBR

SureThmg

B AR REVI

Forget those time-consuming
training programs! Sure Thing gives
you everything you need to pass the

bar: THE ANSWERS.

Just look at our success rate:

Sure Thmg _ 100%
85%
/8%
74%

BarPassers

Best of all, it’s all perfectly legal!”

Sure Thing Bar Review
c/o R.C. Clark
100 Griswold Hall
Cambridge, MA 02138

* Applies only to State Bar Associations which do not adhere to the Canon of
Legal Ethics or similar meaningless regulations. Contact your local Bar
Association for more um"rrmamm Sure Thing makes no warranties, express of
]]'I}[‘I!]L!l, H'*.- to the |{_’f‘.'l|.lt:'| of 1ts sery ices tor your |Ll"[‘-.{[]|_|'_ on. An yway, w ho
cares if it’s legal?
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Straight Talk Comes
to HLS Campus

By Eddie Outrage

RECTUM Colurmnist

S

new organization has formed on

campus for an often ignored, and

much maligned, group.
Surprisingly, the formation of the group,
Horny Heterosexual Men (Ho Hum), has
caused almost no reaction. One 2L
remarked matter of factly, “I'm not sur-
prised the Lincoln's Inn has reorganized
under a new name. They have had so
many public image problems up until
now.”
Apparently the alleged Lincoln’s Inn
tie is unfounded. Ho Hum President,
Mark Quayle, commented, “There is
absolutely no connection between the
Lincoln’s Inn and Ho Hum. Nor will
there be any more parties that might dis-
turb the neighbors.”

This columnist was allowed to attend
a meeting of the new group with the con-
dition that the names of all the members,
other than their outspoken President, be
kept confidential. Ho Hum dedicated
their inaugural meeting to the discussion
of the problems they face as members of
the Law School’s increasingly diverse stu-
dent body.

One member confessed, in a hushed
and stuttering voice, “I ean understand
two women having sex together, but two
men...” “Dave” broke down and was
unable to finish his comment. He turned
to his neighbor for support. The sensitive
giant next to Dave gave him a caring
punch on the shoulder that sent him reel-
ing to the floor. Somehow, this blow
seemed to correct the momentary disequi-
librium in Dave’s world and vou could tell,
from the calm in his eyes, all made sense
again.

[ later related Dave’s comment to a
well known law school member of Queer
Nation who had a different perspective.
He offered this scathing rebuttal to the
men involved: “They love their own d*#%s
so much, why can’t they love some other
guy’s.” Hardly poetic, nonetheless, an
interesting comment.

Ho Hum'’s formation has not passed
without some controversy. A second year
female law student was thwarted in her
attempt to join the group. President
Quayle (No relation, but still a terrifying
combination of words) contended, “If we
admit women, then will have to add on to
the name and, before you know it, we’ll
have a name as ridiculous as COGBLLIL"
I must admit, his point left me without a
counter.

Explaining further, Quayle remarked,
“Don’t get me wrong. We are not against
associating with women. [ mean we're
not gay or anything...Uhm, no offense.”

“Of course,” 1 said. Accepting his
earnest apology.

“It’s just that we prefer they go back
to Wellesley during the week so we can
study and they can get ready to come
back the next weekend. This is really in
the best interests of both men and
Wwomern.”

Upon further consideration, the
woman withdrew her application for
admission. She reasoned, “As I got to
know the members, I realized that they
were simply a bunch of ugly "Bubbas’
[homo redneck] clinging to the glory years
of their frat boy days. You know, the type
of guy who thinks that every gay man
finds him irresistible and that lésbians
would see the light after a night with the
magic man.” My reporter’s sixth sense
told me this woman had not quite forgiv-
en Ho Hum for her exclusion.

In order to gain access to the secretive
group, I had to promise to allow President
Quayle (This phrase is starting to cause
my stomach to cramp up) an opportunity
to articalate the group's creed. Thus, the

rest of this column has been turned over
to Mr. Quayle (I just couldn't bear print-
ing that ominous title another time) for

this purpose.

Quayle began, “Initially, I would just
like to say that we are pro-diversity
group. (The group is currently all white,
but it expects to draw in Men of Color
with its all encompassing creed.)

“At our core, we are a group commit-
ted to achieving equality and fostering
respect for all God's children. We believe
that God created men and women as
inherently equal beings. Women, just like
men, are capable of realizing their great-
est dreams provided women restrict their
activities to those preordained for them by
their creator.

“We believe that the poor Black child
from the crime ridden streets of Watts
and the rich white male from Greenwich,
Connecticut, should be given the same
opportunity to walk the hallowed halls of
Harvard Law. Further, the best way to
ensure equality of opportunity is to main-
tain a system of race blind admissions so
that all the competitors can compete on
an on level playing field.

“We believe in the inherent dignity of
gays, lesbians and bisexuals and invite
them to join us as equals in the brother-
hood of the human family. We do, howev-
er, find homosexuality to be a concept
which is morally repugnant and we are
committed, as good Christians, to eradi-
cating homosexuality from the face of the
earth.

“Well, I could go on. We have a simi-
lar plan for all the little groups out there,
but the same message of equality runs
throughout.”

In closing, I asked Mr. Quayle for his
views on faculty diversity. The room fell
silent as the President of Ho Hum paused
for several minutes of serious reflection.
Finally he exclaimed, “Over the last three
years at the Law School, I have found
many of my professors to be unprepared,
unconcerned and generally unskilled in
the art of teaching. As such, I find
Harvard’s elaim that it cannot promptly
diversify the faculty without compromis-
ing the overall quality of the institution,
completely disingenuous.

“Oh, wait a minute.
that...."

Don’t print

Housing Screw-up

continued from LOVE THOSE
DORMS, page 1

ject to discriminatory lottery practices.
They assert that preliminary investiga-
tion has revealed that residents of

Hastings and Wyeth Halls boast the high-
est combined GPA/LSAT scores. Henry
Finclur '94, a resident of Hastings, com-
mented, “Fuck, yeah.”

Dean Clark has agreed to meet with
representatives of BBS next week to dis-

cuss this matter, and is currently drafting
a nine page memo which no one will read
but which should be in students’ Hark
boxes by Monday. In the meantime, the
Administration advises students to go
ahead and file new housing forms to
assure themselves slots in the next draw-
ing. Attaching large bills is encouraged.
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‘MacGyver, Toothpaste and a Tampon

By Alysse Maclntyre

RECTUM Columnist

ago when my boyfriend and I made an agreement

about partaking in each others enjoyments. I
agreed to start watching Monday night Football with
him. I think he agreed to start laughing at my jokes or
something,

My boyfriend quickly discovered the downside of
getting me to watch football: MacGyver. Richard Dean
Anderson is the kind of man that at age 13 I would have
described as a “total fox to the max.” Now [ just say,
“Geez, I'd bed him in a minute.” Do you know that man
is well into his 40°s? I should be aging so well.

The second best thing about MacGyver, besides
Richard Dean Anderson, is actually the show itself. I
love tuning in each week to see how MacGyver is going
to build a bomb out of toothpaste and a tampon.
Amazing stuff you learn watching this show. And it's
always so politically correct, too: MacGyver fighting
poachers in Africa, MacGyver on the trail of Nazi stolen
art fencers, MacGyver saving old growth forests in the
Oregon, MacGyver befriending alcoholic teenagers. You
get the picture. No cause is too PC for MacGyver. What
I've always wondered is how [ can get a job as legal
council to the Phoenix Foundation.

So now MacGyver is ending and I will not be able
to sell ABC the script to my fantasy MacGyver episode.
What is my fantasy MacGyver episode? Hold on to your
hornbooks, classmates, and keep your arms and legs
inside the law school at all times.

Scene 1: Duncan Kennedy is seen proudly
telling the he has reviewed the scholarship of
hundreds of diverse legal scholars and that

I love the TV show MacGyver. It started a few years

strangely unconcerned. The Dean expresses false sym-
pathy. We are suspicious. The Dean leaves, and Peter
Cicchino comes in. Peter tells Dunc that he's got an old
friend who can help. Peter calls the Phoenix
Foundation. MacGyver is on the way!

Scene 2: We see Paul Weiler, Charles Fried and Bob
Clark looking shifty in the Hark. They have been sum-
moned to a meeting with Tina, president of the Harvard
Feudalists. They sit at a table in the Pub. DBC reports
that Duncan was as apathetic as they counted on him to
be. “Good,” says Paul Weiler, “but we shouldn’t be meet-

ing in public.” “We’ll meet when and
where I want,” says Tina. “I
want more money or |
am going to the
RECORD with the
whole story.”
“Ha!” they laugh,
“Go ahead, no one
reads that rag.”
“Not true,” says
Tina. “Alumni
read it. I've seen
d Alysse
Maclntyre's fan
mail. 1 know.”
She's bluffing, of
course. She's never
read my fan mail.
Enter MacGyver
who asks if he could
talk to members of the

faculty appointments
committee about the
break-in.

Alysse discovers MacGyver is being cancelled. DBC abruptly

his report is finally ready for presentation to

the faculty at the next day’s meeting. Of course, Dunc
actually did none of the research, but like most profs he
has no problem with taking credit for the work of his
students. When Dunc reaches for the report, he sees a
strange purple spill on the desk and that the lock has
been busted on the top drawer. Oh no, the report has
been stolen! It will take years for over extended stu-

| dents to. do the research again, yet Duncan seems

says he's got to
go raise some money and leaves. Fried says he's got to
go report student protesters to the Bar. Weiler says he's
late for his appointment at the Hair Club for Men. Tina
says he's got to go complain about being silenced.
MacGyver definitely smells something foul, and it isn't
just the daily special upstairs.

Scene 3: MacGyver heads over to Randy Kennedy's
office to ask some questions. He is unable to tell if

Randy is in on the scam or just an incredible dupe.
Then he heads to Mary Ann Glendon's office, where
Mary Ann’s secretary informs him the Professor
Glendon is out avoiding the women students who would
like her to be a role model to them.

Discouraged, MacGyver is heading back to the Hark
when Peter rushes up with the incriminating evidence: |
a bottle of plum pearl nail polish. “I was walking behind
Tina in the tunnels and it fell out of her bag!” They rush
to Dunc's office. The color matches the stain on the
desk. “Alert the forces!” says MacGyver. “I want the
CCR to trap all the members of the faculty in their
offices until we can find Tina. I'm going to the Hark to
look for her now.”

Scene 4: MacGyver enters the Hark to find it desert-
ed because students are all out blockading faculty
offices. It's eerily guiet then, -BONK- he gets hit on the
head from behind. The next thing he knows, he's locked
inside the Coop, tied to a chair. Tina is there, also tied
to a chair. He asks what happened. She explains that
tomorrow morning begins the annual Gilbert's sale and
the Dean’s plan is that they will be crushed to death in
the stampede. Then she tells him how she got involved
in the scheme when the Dean approached her about ful-
filling her third vear paper requirement. “Before I knew
it, I was in over my head.”

She tells MacGyver that she wants to help the
movement., She still has Duncan Kennedy's report in
her locker, the very last one under Austin Hall. Then
she says that DBC was going to conduct a locker search
right after tieing them up, beginning at the first locker
under Pound. “That was 2 hours ago!” she cries, “He
must be almost there!® “No time to waste!” says
MacGyver, slipping out of the ropes. Then he unties
Tina and begins looking for the materials for this week's
bomb. “Let's see, an Emmanuel’s, a Josten’s class ring,
Corporations in a Nutshell...” “How about one of these
prepackaged chicken salad sandwiches?" suggests Tina.
“Perfect. And hand me one of those copies of Chutzpah.
Now stand back...”

Needless to say, they save the report, reveal the
Dean, get a few nonwhite nonheterosexual nonmen
appointed to the Faculty, and...

We All Lived Happily Ever After.

Gee, It’'s Great To Be PC.

| By Rich Wareing ’93

M RECTUM Columnist

.
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| HAT’S right, I've gone P.C. Last
night, after a hearty meal of veal

raised in captivity, pesticide treat-
ed vegetables, and peach slices picked and

# canned by non-union labor, I realized that

I was nothing but a SWASM — Straight
White Anglo-Saxon Male — doomed to

then back to the People’s Committee, I
promise!

Third, major dietary changes. No
more meat, poultry, or fish. In fact, noth-
ing canned, refined, processed, or in any-
way connected with the oppressive capi-
talist system. I've checked it out with my
landlords, and they're going to let me use
our backyard as my own pesticide and fer-
tilizer- free farm. Whatever I can't grow
there, I'll have imported from Cuba,

live outside the paradigm of
liberation unless I confessed
my numerous sins, felt very
guilty, and started to lead an
ideologically pure life. With
this in mind, I'm going to
change my ways. Now, I think
I've got all the basics down
right here, but any suggestions
would be greatly appreciated.
First, quit my summer job.

§ All that money is corrupting,

| interests of crypto-fascist
- gtraight white male business-
‘men-oppressor types simply won't do. I

and helping to advance the

A prejudiced White male
sees the light and finds
true happiness (as well
as some great sex) by

becoming politically

correct.

saw an ad the other day which I'm going
to pursue: the People’'s Committee on

{ Smashing Capitalism and Preserving

§ Small Fuzzy Woodland Creatures needs
- lawyers who will work for free. IfI don’t

get that job, I'll spend the summer throw-
ing myself in front of military convoys or
running errands for the Village Voice,
whichever pays less.

Second, get rid of most of my clothes.
Suits, silk ties, fitted shirts, wing-tip

{4 shoes out. You don't need any of this to

work pro bono. They only show that

4 you've sold out to the system. Anyway,

... .I ‘;II‘{\ 2
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only in flannel shirts and workboots (L. L.
Bean of course) can | be one with the pro-

" letariat. Oh, veah, my Red Sox eap has to
% go, too. It supports the sexist, capitalist,

violent, and competitive world of profes-

‘sional sports. Well, on second thought, I'll

need to keep at least one suit, for when [

& do interview with the corporate greed-

heads. It'll only be for one summer and

China, or some other workers' paradise.

Fourth, I need to revamp my course
selections for next year. Creative
Financing With S&L's, The Politics of
Hegemony, and Ins and Outs of Fleecing
the Consumer are out; Law and
Revolution, Oppression: Then and Now,
and “Fuck the Draft”: The First
Amendment as a Means of Social and
Linguistic Criticism are in. So what if
there are no study aids for any of these,
that only profits the running dogs at West
and Legal Lines. With the savings, I can
donate to the “Bring Ortega Back” fund,
or as it’s popularly known, “Danny’s
Kids.”

Fifth, linguistic changes are needed.
Aside from the obwvious, I'll have to use
deconstructionist, social eritique, domi-
nant paradigm, tools of oppression, and
structural change, a whole lot more. In
fact, I've been thinking that language
itself may be out, since it disempowers
pre-linguistic peoples, if there are any

who haven't been slaughtered yet by the
Imperialistic western hegemonic, patriar-
chal, and phallocentrie military-industrial
complex. In any event, I'll get back to you
all on that if I figure something out.

Sixth, apologize for everything. I am
a SWASM from the Imperialistic United
States. Anything wrong with the world is
probably my fault.

Seventh, move to Brattle Street. Only
there will I be safe from the corrupting
influences of the dominant paradigm (not
to mention the Commonwealth Day
School). I realize not many of the prole-
tariat live down that way so it will be
hard to be in constant sympathy with
them concerning their plight, but some
sacrifices have to be made in the name of
ideological purity.

Eighth, buy a Yugo. I know that they
burn non-renewable resources, which is
most un-P.C., but supporting the workers
of Croatia struggling for self-identity is
worth the pollution, even if they have
taken up arms and resorted to macho mil-
itaristic tactics.

Ninth, get lots of bumper stickers for
my Yugo. If I'm going to drive that awful
machine, I might as well raise a few con-
sciences while I'm at it.

Tenth, get a trust fund. I realize that
this supports the bourgeois-capitalist
bankers and their running-dog lackey
lawyers, but without a good-sized trust
fund, filled, of course, only with stocks
and bonds of corporations who have
divested, and Ben and Jerry's (1% for
peace, man), there is no way I'm ever
going to afford the house on Brattle Street
and the Yugo working for the People’s
Committee.

Eleventh, needless to say, “April
Fool.”

Liberal
Strategies
Admirable,
but Misguided

By Robert K. Niewyk "92

Token Consenvative RECTUM Columnist

We conservatives share your goals
one-hundred percent. Honest, we do.
Remember, I was a feminist until they
kicked me out of the club for being a
White male. Look, babe, I'm very sensi-
tive. | agree with your goals. It's just
that I don’t agree with the way you want
to achieve those goals. Marching through
the library while chanting just isn't con-
structive.

OK, I'm lying. Your protests aren’t
just ineffective; they're totally lame.
What kind of a sit-in includes ordering
out for pizza or eating Chinese food
brought in by a 1960s-college-student-
and-SDA-member-wannabe professor
anyway’! Get a life.

Oh, hi Steve! What brings you back to
the RECORD? Here to do a little shadow
editing? Hey, get away from that termi-
nal! What are you doing to my piece??!
Help, I'm being repressed!!
Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh . . . .

ADVERTISEMENT

Opening soon:
'HLS SPERM BANK

Give the gift that keeps
on giving!

for more information, call
495-3119




12

The RECTUM Friday, April 1, 1992 -*5

bartoi

Worried about the
stupid Bar Exam?
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