








Thursday, November 9, 2006

JULIE MOORE’S
COOKING CORNER

+ My NJ Grandmas Apple Crisp (note
theplugfor NJthere— couldn’tresist)

10large apples, peeled and sliced (those apple corer-peeler-
slicers are worth theirweight in gold!)

11/3 tsp. ground cinnamon

1 1/2 cups flour

3/4 cup sugar

3/4 cup brown sugar

11/2 tsp. baking powder

legg
1/2 cup butter or margarine, melted

Place applesinagreased 13x 9” pan. Sift (or for you short-
cut takers like me, whisk) together dry ingredients in a large
bowl. Mix in egg well. Mixture will be crumbly. Sprinkle
mixture over top apples. Drizzle melted butter over top all.
Bake at 375 F for 35-40 minutes (45 minutes ifyou want those
apples soft) until brown. Serve warm with vanillaice cream or
cool whip. Eat the leftovers for breakfast!:)

*My Grandma Stackhouse actually grew up in Altoona,
PA, so it’s quite likely this recipe originated in that region of
Pennsylvania. But by the time 1'd met up with her, she had
been quite the New Jerseyite for some time. Thus, I must credit
NJ in this recipe somewhere! (Do | hear three cheers for the
shore, real hoagies, and SODA?!)

en Vogue

+Joe Dugan
A&E Editor

Thumbs up to Gwen Stefani for rocking the
Alps with her hot new single, Wind It Up.

Thumbs down to the recent increase in Hol-
lywood splits, from Reese/Ryan to Britney/
”America’s Most Hated.”

Thumbs up to Smiley, the new tropical
fragrance which is chemically engineered to
block stress and promote happiness.

Thumbs down to the GOP for running one
ofthe most ineffective political campaigns in
recent history.

Thumbs up to Secretary Rumsfeld for re-
signing. Finally.

Thumbs down to Faith Hill for being a sore
loser. We can see right through the sham,
Faith.

THE CURRENT

Cedarsilbs

Pray for a Stronger Back

*Melanie Frageorgia *

Staff W riter

I have a new backpack this se-
mester.

It’s better than the old one
because it has more pockets. |
got suckered into buying it by
the slick salesman who sold me
my laptop at Circuit City. In a
store like that you can never
just buy what you came for. For
example, you can’t just buy an
iPod. You have to buy a case,
speakers, and a car adapter,
not to mention eight gigabytes
of music to store on it. Laptops
aren’t much better.

Slick Salesman would have
had my cart filled with the lap-
top, the most expensive back-
pack equipped with a special
pocket for the laptop, a lock so
the laptop doesn’t get stolen, a
flash drive, and $300 worth of
software. | informed him that
| already have a flash drive,
and | chose the least expensive
backpack.

And it’s a very good backpack.
There’s only one problem: It’s
enormous. My shoulders feel like
they’re going to rip right off, and
since I’'m not used to having some-
thing on my back that sticks out
three feet, | tend to misjudge how
far I am from people. Maybe you’ve

experienced this, too — you know,
when you turn around abruptly and
accidentally thump someone with
your backpack. If I’'ve done this

to you, please accept my sincere
apologies.

One of the advantages — or dis-
advantages — of having so much
space in a backpack is that you can
fit a lot of stuff in it. It’s amazing
the things you will miss if you do
not have them at all times. Usu-
ally the list goes something like

this: chapstick, Nalgene bottle,
cell phone, mini stapler, mini nail
clippers, mini packet of tissues,
hand cream, eye drops, pen, pencil,
bottle of ibuprofen, gum/
mints, laptop, and books.

And the kitchen sink.

It is entirely possible to
keep your entire ecosystem
on your back. Sometimes
I think 1 should join the
Army. Those hours-long
marches with 80 pounds
of gear would be a piece
of cake after carrying a
Norton Anthology and the
Complete Works of Shake-
speare across campus for
an entire semester.

Out of curiosity, |
checked online to see just
how bad backpacks are for
us. | shouldn’t have. Ac-
cording to Spine-Health,
com, backpacks can “cause
a person to lean forward,
reducing balance and mak-
ing it easier to fall; distort

the natural curves in the middle
and lower backs, causing muscle
strain and irritation to the spine
joints and the rib cage; and cause
rounding of the shoulders.”

| suppose we should add the chi-
ropractic bill to the cost of a col-
lege education. It’s like Dr. Brown
says: “Pray for a stronger back.”

The Secret to Life

mJack Legg m

Staff W riter

One of the most popular col-
lections of children’s books is the
series known as Where’s Waldo?
Each book contains dozens of in-
tricate, full-page illustrations, each
containing hundreds
of people. The reader
is asked to study each
picture and uncover the
location of a single in-

dividual: the man who
identifies himself as
“Waldo.”

The Where’s Waldo
book series raises many
questions. Who is Wal-
do, and why must we
find him? What does
Waldo have to hide?

What is it that he’s run-
ning from? Does Waldo
even want to be found?

These are the ques-
tions that | set out to
answer in my book,

Red, White, and Who?

The Secret Life of

Waldo. After 15 years

of extensive research,

tireless investigation

and circling the globe

in search of answers, |

have uncovered the tale

of one man who rose

from the ashes of tragedy and de-
spair to make his mark on a very
big world.

Waldo Waldorf was born of
humble stock in England in 1941,
His father was a restroom atten-
dant in a fancy restaurant and his
mother made a living testing light
bulbs. On his sixth birthday, Waldo
visited a New Jersey zoo with his

family. Unfortunately, the day’s
festivities were cut short when
his parents were eaten by komodo
dragons. The birthday cake was
also lost.

Waldo’s uncle, an optometrist
who lived three blocks from the
zoo, heard of the tragedy and ad-

opted the boy, raising him and
teaching him the value of fash-
ionable eyewear. During his stay
in New Jersey, Waldo formed his
philosophy and wrote extensively,
including several books on the
flaws inherent in capitalism, which
gained him wide recognition in the
academic community. It was also
during this time that he purchased

his first wool cap.

At the age of 23, Waldo again
experienced tragedy when his un-
cle was eaten by komodo dragons
(the uncle had returned to the zoo
to honor Mr. and Mrs. Waldorf).
Waldo then sank into a deep de-
pression, renounced society, and

vowed to become a
traveling  mendicant
and scholar. He disap-
peared for roughly 18
years, leaving no trace
of his existence. The
world went on without
him.

Then, in 1982, when
all hope seemed lost,
Waldo re-emerged
at the World Science
Fair in Glasgow, Scot-
land. Walking boldly
into the crowd, he pro-
claimed that during
his years in seclusion
he had obtained the
secret of life.

“Why do we suffer,
you ask? What does
life mean? | have fig-
ured it out. The secret
of life is — oh, never
mind,” he said, and
then wandered silently
into the forest.

Since then, man-
kind has been on a

quest to find Waldo, for if we find
him, we find all the answers. We
continue to search for him, desper-
ately seeking direction and mean-
ing. Waldo can show us the way. It
is impossible to put a price on the
value of such a man’s influence.

But Red, White, and Who? The
Secret Life of Waldo, is available
for $19.95 at your local bookstore.






