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EDITORIAL

VIEWPOINT
October 21, 2005A7

! Viewpoint is a forum for the Carleton community; submissions that are not from Carleton faculty, staff, students or 
alumni will be printed at the discretion of the editor. Authors submitting Letters to the Editor and Viewpoint Articles must identify
themselves. Letters and Articles may be printed anonymously in special cases; such permission will be granted only at the discretion
of the Editor in Chief. 

! Letters to the Editor may be no longer than 300 words, while Viewpoint Articles may be no longer than 800 words.All sub-
missions should be edited by authors before submission. Letters to the Editor will be proof-read only, and may be edited for gram-
mar; if more substantial changes are necessary, the author will be contacted. Viewpoint Articles may be edited for grammar, factu-
al correctness and clarity; the author will be contacted only if a piece requires major revision before it can be printed. Please note
that our format does not support the use of bold print, underlining or italics.

! Letters to the Editor and unsolicited Viewpoint Articles should be submitted by 5 p.m. Wednesday for publication Friday.
Letters and articles received after this deadline may be published at the discretion of the Viewpoint Editor, but may be delayed a
week due to time or space constraints. A later deadline may sometimes be arranged for solicited Viewpoint Articles.Letters to the
Editor and Viewpoint Articles may be sent to reisp@carleton.edu or via U.S. mail to The Carletonian, One North College St.,
Northfield, MN 55057.

! Ultimately, whether any letter or article — solicited or not — is printed is the sole decision of The Carletonian. The opin-
ions expressed on the Viewpoint Page represent the views of the contributors and not the opinions of the Viewpoint Editor or other
Carletonian staff member. Questions or concerns regarding this policy may be directed to the Viewpoint Editor at reisp@car-
leton.edu.

Submissions Policy

BY GINGER PRICE

Everyone should have an arch-
nemesis. It doesn’t matter what
kind – a person, a thing, a place, or
even a principle will work just fine.
No matter what you choose to cru-
sade against, life is more interesting
if you’re locked in an eternal strug-
gle against the forces of evil (or
good, you know – whatever floats
your boat).

But don’t jump the gun – it won’t
do to hate just anyone or anything.
In today’s complicated world, the
choice of an arch-nemesis has
become a deeply personal thing.But
once you’ve found your perfect
nemesis, I promise you, it will be
more than worth the time and effort
you put into finding them. 

As proof, I would like to tell you
a little story about my arch-neme-
sis, who appeared to me one fateful
summer day in Washington D.C.
Summer in D.C. is the season of
interns. Every year, America’s best

and brightest young people from all
over the country converge on our
nation’s capital.

They come seeking resume-
builders, political connections, and
the fabled holy grail of internships:
first-name recognition. Certainly,
they are annoying en masse, but it
was one particular encounter that
caused me to elevate The
Superintern from nuisance to neme-
sis. So, without further ado, I pre-
sent to you my little tale of victory –
and wish you the best of luck against
your own nemesis! 

I was in a restaurant-bar with
some friends for lunch one day,
seated facing the door. My margari-
ta had just arrived, and I was feel-
ing pretty good about life when I
heard a loud bang in front of me. I
glance up towards the door - and
there he was. THAT INTERN. 

His hair was blonde, highlighted,
and perfectly gelled into that front-
combed, pretty-boy haircut that the
entire male world has these days.

He wore a vertically-striped blue
and white shirt with a white collar
and white French cuffs, immacu-
lately tucked into his perfectly-
pressed pleated khakis. His eyes
were determined, his shoulders
squared, and his tie bright yellow to
match the garish government badge
blatantly displayed on his shirt-
pocket. He stood there in profile at
the door for a moment.

Then, satisfied that we’d had
sufficient time to behold him in all
his glory, he sauntered the rest of
the way into the room (chest puffed
out, just in case we had failed to
notice the badge) and proceeded to
loudly and conspicuously order a
Bond-style martini.

Upon receiving it, he went
through an elaborate inspection rit-
ual - sniffing it, holding the glass up
to the light, even scrutinizing the
poor olive to within an inch of its life
for imperfections. Apparently satis-
fied, he took a sip – and nearly
gagged on it. He tried to cover for

it, but by that time it was too late.
Myself, my friends, and several
other tables had already broken into
hysterics. He, obviously flustered
but unwilling even now to break
character, turned quickly around to
locate the source of the distur-
bance...and (I can't imagine why)
picked me out as the primary antag-
onist.

The look he gave me was price-
less. It was obviously intended to be
stern and superior, but in reality,
the effect was nothing short of hilar-
ious. I affected wide-eyed inno-
cence, shot him a great big smile,
and used every ounce of self-control
I possess to turn calmly back to my
friends and resume our “conversa-
tion.” After taking about two more
sips of his martini (each one accom-
panied by a grimace) he gave up,
paid for his unfinished drink, and
strode purposefully out the door.

Ginger Price is a member of the class
of 2006.

Meeting your own arch-nemesis

The Green Piece...a weekly column by ENTS students

BY BRITTANY LARSON

Carleton is known as a liberal,
progressive institution.  “Liberal”
and “progressive” imply open
minds, correct?  Yes.  Then why
is there a certain group on campus
that has been discriminated
against and harassed for actions
that they choose to partake in?

I am not talking about race. I
am not talking about gender, or
even sexual orientation.  No, I
am talking about my pack-a-day
habit.  I am over eighteen, so
legally, it is my choice to smoke
cigarettes.  I don’t smoke in
buildings, I am not going to blow
smoke in your face, I follow every
rule and guideline laid down by the
Carleton administration, yet I am
still hated for my actions.  

It’s not just the dirty looks I
receive walking around campus.
It’s the constant admonitions from
friends and peers that really make
me angry.  Everyone knows that
smoking is bad for me, so why
remind me twenty times a day?

I wasn’t born in a cave. I am
perfectly aware of the conse-
quences of smoking.
Consequentially, it is the destruc-
tion of my personal property that
inspires this prose.  

One day, I was at a party.  I
briefly went outside to join what is
known to some as “the smokers’
party,” which usually takes place
on the front steps or porch of any
given party.  As I was taking a
cigarette out of my pack, a young
man approached and asked if he
could have one. 

I had never before seen said
young lad, but, feeling unusually
generous at the time, I obliged
him.  To my horror and disbelief,
my generosity was trampled upon
when this man broke in two the
cigarette I had just handed to him
and walked away.

That man did not make a
point. He was just a jerk.  If you
don’t want to smoke, or be
around those who are, that’s fine
by me.  In fact, I don’t want you
around when I’m smoking,
because believe it or not, I do not
enjoy dirty looks; they are not the
reason I smoke.

Why is it politically okay in this
country to “educate” smokers
about their health risks, while it is
considered impolite to reproach
someone about their promiscuity

or obesity?  These habits are just as
self-destructive as smoking.

I understand that you don’t
want my second-hand smoke;
that’s why I smoke in designated
smoking areas; such as in front of
Sayles, the LDC, or lower crack.
If you don’t want to be around it,
then don’t.  

Actively attacking me about my
smoking habit is sure to earn you a
kick in the balls.  I’ll respect your
race, religion, sexual orientation,
as long as you respect my right to
kill myself slowly.

Brittany Larson is a member of the
class of 2008.  Gracie Young, class of
2008, assisted in the writing of this
viewpoint.

My habit, my decision, my business

BY JADE HOYER

What if the whole balcony sec-
tion of Sevy had one big green
roof?  It’d be like the Bald Spot,
but better.  You could do home-
work up there, have parties, and
undoubtably someone would crack
his skull open within a week chas-
ing a frisbee.  Yup, it would be
sweet to have a green roof.  But
did you know we already have
one? 

Our very own green roof is on
top of the storage closet in Olin,
over by the loading dock. Other
schools have green roofs:
Michigan State University,
University of New Hampshire,
Penn State University, Carnegie
Mellon University, and
Swarthmore College.  Their roofs

tend to be larger than a storage
closet, too. The University of
North Carolina at Chapel Hill is
building a $70 million parking
garage with a green roof.   We are,
though, one of the first schools to
have a green roof built by stu-
dents. 

A green roof is a pretty simple,
if expensive, concept: take one
preferably waterproofed roof, add
a plastic semi-permeable plastic
drainage system, 4-6” of a high
mineral content/ low organic mat-
ter content soil (so it’s airy and a
better insulator), and finish by
planting about 180 different types
of plants. If all goes well, your
plants will take root, and you’ll
have your own little microhabitat
up there.  And then the environ-
mental benefits are numerous.  

A green roof controls storm
water runoff, and the soil filters
the water.

It creates a pseudo-natural
habitat on top of the building.  A
green roof isn’t supposed to func-
tion as any sort of replacement for
a natural area, but it’s certianly a
more environmentally friendly
alternative to an ordinary roof.   

Green roofs can reduce urban
heat island effect by not absorbing
and redirecting heat as your aver-
age roof does.  Kind of like walk-
ing barefoot on a field as oppossed
to, oh, a parking lot on a summer
day.

A green roof acts as an insula-
tor, especially in keeping a build-
ing cool in the summer.  Our
green roof, for example, reduces
energy needs for air conditioning

by 30% during summer months.
Besides, it’s cool just to see

something like grass and flowers up
there, as opposed to a black rubber
roof.  Check out this site if you’re
interested: www.greenroofs.com

Students Jason Lord, Jake
Gold, and Dave Holman have
been researching greenroofs as an
independent study since last fall.
Now five students are taking
“Greenroof Research” as a 1-3
credit indepedent study, with
classwork ranging from designing a
web page to calculating the insula-
tion value of the roof under differ-
ent conditions.  You can do this
next term, too!  Contact Jason,
lordj, for more information.   

Jade Hoyer is a member of the class
of 2007.

The grass is always greener...on a green roof

Editor-in-Chief

Executive Editor, Carl

Business Manager

As we hit the end of sixth week, there is one thing on our
collective mind: screw dates.  This very night, hundreds of
couples will spend the evenings looking at the stars or watch-
ing movies in a mad attempt to avoid awkward conversa-
tions.  However, whether for better or worse, the time will
come when we all have to pretend that we are comfortable
and actually speak to our dates. Which brings me to the
point of this article: what will be said in said conversations.
Example number 1:

“Hi.  Yeah, hi.  So, how are you?  Man, I have a lot of
work.  No way dude! I have a lot of work.  No dude, you
don’t understand, I mean, it’s like, yeah, like a whole lot
of work.  Like I have 18 freaking credit hours.  No man, like
there is no way you understand, not only do I have 18 freak-
ing credit hours, I like…I mean, yeah, let’s just say that you
don’t get it alright?” 

Bored yet?
My dear friends, we have beaten the subject of our work-

load into the ground.  Asking your roommate how much
they have for the evening is one thing, but having entire
conversations with virtual strangers about how much work
you’ve got is just dull.  The Princeton Review ranks us as a
school where the students "never stop studying" and we all
knew to expect a heavy workload when we sent in our first
down payment.  Fact of the matter is that yeah, we do a
whole lot of homework, but we ALL do it.   You, yes, you
there, do not have any more right to go on and on than any-
one else does and when you do, you prove all those nasty lit-
tle stereotypes that Carleton students don’t know how to
communicate.  

Come on Carleton have some social sense.  There are a
million interesting things going on in the world, and most of
them, nearly all even, have nothing to do with the number
of pages that Professor so and so assigned for tomorrow.
Talk about what you are learning in a class is considered
socially alright, maybe interesting, but no one wants to sit
around and talk about the dreaded work.  We all do our
homework, at least some of it, and we get tired of it; that
does not make it enjoyable though for us to sit around and
whine all day long.  I hate to break it to you, but when you
do that, the people around you get bored.  Personally, if I
knew that the people around me found me boring, I would
be incredibly sad.  Don’t be that kid.  Next point: don’t talk
about how we are ugly.  We aren’t. There are pretty people
everywhere, as there are at Carleton, and there are less
pretty people everywhere, as is also the case at Carleton.
When you sit around and talk about the lack of attractive
people, as many individuals both sexes seem to enjoy doing,
YOU ARE BORING.  You show a tremendous lack of social
tact, which may not matter to you, but for those of us who
listen, you are dull and boring and cannot hold your fellow
students attention.   That’s rough. 

While yes, this may sound bitter, it is mostly in fun.  We
aren’t as socially inept as some people make us out to be, and
we do have some interesting conversations on a daily basis.
But these two are examples of boring conversations, so don’t
have them.  People won’t like you and you won’t have any
friends.

Monica Swinney ‘06 contributed to this editorial.

If we’re anything, seriously
now, we shouldn’t be boring


