
From the editor: 

 
Not that there isn’t anything of greater relevance going on in the world right 
now...I’m sure there’s some crap about nuclear weapons or starving children 
happening somewhere, and even closer to home, I’m sure some professor is 
getting busted on child porn charges, but I would really rather tell you about the 
time I met Bill Nye.  You know, Bill Nye the Science Guy….the awesome theme 
song, the random tools that all ended with “_____ of Science” (ex: the 
hammer...OF SCIENCE).  That guy got me through three years of middle school 
science, and I mean we literally watched Bill Nye for three years.  Apparently 
there was a teacher shortage and the English teachers were doing double duty.   
 
Anyway, one summer when I was like 12 my 
family went to the Jersey shore, which is a 
pretty boring place.  You don’t walk around 
New Jersey with a camera in hand waiting 
for celebrity sightings.  But lo and behold, I 
walk outside on my porch one morning and 
there’s Bill Nye, riding a day-glo green 
recumbent bicycle down my street.  Ok, so I 
don’t really remember the color, but that’s 
the color bike Bill Nye would ride.  Great, 
now that I admitted that you probably think 
I’m making up the whole thing.  But it’s true, 
I really did meet Bill Nye.   
 
Actually, “meet” is a strong word.  I guess it’s more like, I lived on the same street 
as Bill Nye for a week, and kind of stalked him, but never actually said anything to 
him because, well, what do you say to Bill Nye?  “Hey, are you Billy Nye, star of a 
moderately successful public television program from the early 1990’s?”  Or even 
worse, I was sure that if I opened my mouth, a lame science joke would come 
out: “Hey Bill, what does a nuclear physicist have for lunch?  FISSION CHIPS!  
Ha ha, get it?  Fission?”  So I just watched him pedal by on that cool bicycle, and 
I think I saw him at the beach once.  He wasn’t wearing a white lab coat and 
safety goggles, so it was hard to recognize him from a distance.   
 
Someday, perhaps, we will meet again, and when that day comes I will be ready. 
 Because now that I’m an adult, Bill Nye just doesn’t impress me that much 
anymore.  I mean, come on, we all know about friction and mitosis and that 
volcanoes are caused 
by baking soda and 
vinegar.  And being on 
TV isn’t that special, 
right?  I’ll just walk 
straight up to him and 
say, “Hey, Bill, how long 
does a radioactive cat 
live?”  And, without 
missing a beat, he’ll 
answer, “For 18 half-
lives.”    
 
Cheers, 
Alicia 
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That time I met Bill Nye 

Not in your grocery aisle  

One thing that really sucks 
about Penn is that in University 
City, our grocery stores (ahem, 
FroGro) think they’re too cool 
to stock the tabloids.  It’s not 
like we would actually buy 
them, but, you know, I kind of 
miss Bat Boy and that farmer 
who sees Jesus’ face in his 
cornfield every other week.   

Cultural Sensitivity 

Alert 
We’ll return to some sort of regu-
lar programming after break, but 

for now, there are some sensitive 

issues that we need to get out in 
the open.  In order to avoid po-

tentially awkward situations in 

which ignorance could make you 
look like insensitive jerks, note 

the following: 

 
Lent: a Catholic observance of 

solemnity and mourning during 

the 40 days before Easter.  It is 
customary for people to give up 

some material indulgence during 

Lent.  Thus, it’s NOT CULTUR-
ALLY SENSITIVE to wave 

Cheetos in your friend’s face 

when she tells you that she’s 
given up junk food for Lent.   

 

Purim: a Jewish festival com-
memorating the survival of the 

Jews despite an extermination 
attempt by the King of Persia’s 

evil advisor, Haman.  This holi-

day is particularly PC because it 
has a female heroine, Esther 

(although she is kind of a concu-

bine, she’s still one of the better 
Biblical role models).  Also, this 

is the big Jewish get-drunk-and-

party holiday.  There aren’t many 
of these in Judaism, so it is NOT 

CULTURALLY SENSITIVE to 

turn down your fourth glass of 
Manischewitz.   

 

International Women’s Day:  
March 8, an international ac-

knowledgement of the fact that 

the female sex exists and has 
rights lust like everyone else.  

Granted, things are better for 

women than they’ve been in the 
past, but it is still NOT CUL-

TURALLY SENSITIVE to ask 

the girl across the hall to pick up 
your laundry from downstairs, 

and oh, well she’s down there, 

put the rest of your stuff in the 
dryer, and maybe iron your dress 

shirt and slacks... 



Spring: a time for renewal, a time for meditation...oh let’s be  

honest, you’re going to Aruba. 
 
As the frigid grasp of winter loosens (man, that was a tough two weeks), the college student’s 
fancy turns to thoughts of spring break.  There are many tropical paradises to choose from, so 
here is a primer to help you make your decision: 

 

SCHEDULE OF 

EVENTS 

• Friday, 2.23—PIH brings you a 

movie musical extravaganza 

about an 80’s glam rock band 

fronted by a transsexual refugee 

from Communist East Germany.  

Of course, it also addresses 

important issues about sexual 

identity, etc. so you can learn 

stuff too.  If you haven’t seen it, 

there’s really no other option—

it’s that good.  And of course, 

there’s the free food.  8pm, 

1938 Lounge. 

• Sunday, 2.25— House brunch, 

1938 Lounge, 11 am.  Crawl out 

of bed and nurse your study-

induced hangover with a nutri-

tious meal.   

• Monday, 2.26—Purim carnival, 

starts at 11, Houston Hall, Hall 

of Flags.  Real Purim falls dur-

ing break, so get your haman-

taschen in advance.   

• Wednesday, 2.28—International 

Delights Study Break.  Travel 

around the world...in 1938 

lounge!  Just use your imagina-

tion and pretend you did that 

study abroad program, or per-

haps cram for foreign language 

midterms with the help of appro-

priate dishes from exotic lands.   
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“I don't think my parents 
liked me. They put a live 
teddy bear in my crib.”  

-Woody Allen  
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17 18 
 
 

19 20 
 
 

21 
 
 

23 
 
Hedwig 
and the 
Angry 
Itch 
8pm 

24 
 
 

25 
 
KCECH 
Brunch 
11am  

26 
 
Purim 
carnival  
11am-4pm 

27 
 
 

28 
 
Interna-
tional 
study 
break 
10pm 

29 
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The Cross-country Road Trip: Philly to Cali-
fornia in 183 hours 
 
Enjoy the landlocked cornfields of the scenic Mid-
west as you and your friends try and figure out 

why you thought it would be a good 
idea to cross America in a Chevy Nova.   
Hour 59: friend has period; there are 
no tampons.  Hour 94: hunger drives 
you to strip the corn from the roadside 
and eat it raw.  Hour 127: you shred 
your copy of Kerouac’s “On the Road” 
and drive over it repeatedly.   

Alternative Spring Break: Indian Casino 
 
Native Americans have suffered so many wrongs 
at the hands of the white establishment, it’s the 
least you can do to give up your spring break for 
them.  Help lift a disadvantaged community out 
of poverty and despair.  Activities will include 
mixing drinks, dealing blackjack, and operating 
the roulette wheel.   

The Drunken Frat Boy: Cancun 
 
Attempt to reenact your favorite “Girls Gone 
Wild” movie with the help of your daddy’s credit 
card, tequila, and the pickup lines you’ve been 
waiting to use all 
year.  Just make 
sure you don’t set 
foot outside the 
resort and acciden-
tally enter real Mex-
ico—they don’t speak 
English and will 
probably kidnap you 
and hold you for 
ransom. 

The (sub)Urban Sophisticate: Euro-trip 
 
“Well, you know how I’ve been wanting to go 
back to Venice, there’s so much that I don’t know 
about the architecture and the paintings and 
stuff...and when I was there last time I bought 
this great Prada bag, but I didn’t get the shoes 
and I really regretted it.” 
Note: this is an actual phone conversation over-

heard while on line at 
Houston Market. 


