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Those who frequent casinos know 

that the last throw is often the strong-

est: that the plunger who has plopped 

the entire inheritance on the crap table 

evidences the greatest optimism and 

the dice fly furiously from his or her 

hands.  Similarly, the Regents, sitting on a spate of 

unfilled honorary professorial chairs, have upgraded 

the requirements for appointment as an “Eminent 

Scholar” in an endowed chair.  Henceforward, the Re-

gents affirm, every campus must submit assorted doc-

umentation and affidavits confirming that a national 

search preceded the selection of the winning candi-

date.  Although a step in the right direction, the at-

tempt to diminish buddy-driven appointments will on-

ly succeed when the numerous vacant chairs are fund-

ed and when the overwhelming bias toward the STEM 

disciplines revealed in the Endowed Chair documenta-

tion gives way to a truly multidisciplinary approach to 

the support of a comprehensive university. 

Certainly no friend to radical or even lib-

eral points of view, The Wall Street Journal 

has given a new talking point to those pro-

fessors and instructors of humanities topics 

who have thought themselves left behind in 

the rush to use universities to develop a 

workforce.  According to a recent WSJ re-

port, the Council for Aid to Education 

(“CAE”) has conducted a large-scale assessment to measure 

both the critical thinking and written communication skills of 

both incoming freshmen and graduating seniors.  This testing 

project has revealed that a third of new students lack even 

basic skills and that another third can barely scramble up to 

the basic level.  Even at graduation, only sixty percent of stu-

dent score as proficient.  In a corollary study, the CAE ascer-

tained that over ninety percent of business professionals re-

gard graduating seniors as adequately educated in liberal arts 

areas.  Could it be time to review and renew core curricula 

and to put a new emphasis on a truly comprehensive college 

education? 

REGENTS UPGRADE ENDOWED CHAIR 

SEARCH RULES 
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HUMANITIES EDUCATION 

 

 

 

JOIN LSUNITED 
WHO WE ARE:   

An independent advocacy organization formed to serve LSU faculty and gradu-
ate assistants  

OUR GOALS:  

�xSecuring regular, periodic raises for faculty  

�xImproving starting salaries for Instructors  

�xProtecting and improving health and retirement benefits  

CONTACT:   

Mike Russo, 6923louis@gmail.com    
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MUSE OF ARCHITECTURE GOES MISSING FROM LSU 

CAMPUS  

One of the mainstays of 

modern physics is that no com-

pletely idle state can persist in 

our quantum-organized uni-

verse.  Absolute zero is never 

fully attained in our ever-

warming world; vacuum energy 

bristles through apparent void; 

particles seem to pop up out of nowhere.  Because 

nature abhors a vacuum, not even the state retire-

ment systems have succeeded in promulgating on-

ly bad news.  The late good news is that last year’s 

stock market run-up yielded a circa 

$300,000,000.00 cash bonanza for TRSL and LA-

SERS, the two retirement programs governing the 

future fortunes of most university employees.  That 

money had been destined to provide cost-of-living 

increases for retirees.  Unfortunately, even this 

good news does, after all, take a bad turn: a gaggle 

of legislators want that money not to go to the re-

tirees whose investments earned it, but to healing 

the wounds in the upcoming state budget.  Retirees 

on defined-benefit plans should begin preparing to 

contact—and lobby—their representatives. 

Those who inhabit Parnassus howled in horror at the 

discovery that the Muse of Architecture had once 

again disappeared during a last-ditch remediation 

visit to the LSU A&M campus.  Those who have 

seen the latest pair of designs approved by the LSU 

Board of Supervisors can only assume that they were 

scribbled out in a state of confusion while scrambling 

after missing inspiration.  First among the astounding 

gaffes was the design for the new Kappa Sigma Fraternity House, a design which 

not only celebrates the not-so-good old plantation days but that, in its attempt to 

enlarge neoclassicism to a colossal scale, looks like a nightmarish attempt by 

Benjamin Franklin to build a super-hangar for a scaled-up Lightning Kite version 

2.0.  Add to that a wing that looks rather like a boat shed in the Santa Maria sub-

division and, voila, disproportion rules.  Less amazing owing to its embrace of 

the plain vanilla school of architecture is the design for the LSU Tiger Athletic 

Nutrition Center (AKA “Gladiator Pre-Concussion Feeding Station”), which not 

only draws on but draws out the Mussolini-inspired, historically nostalgic archi-

tecture of the LSU quadrangle, stretching the main 

campus look into an eating mall with the same pro-

portions as a strand of uncooked bucatini.  Further 

complicating this exercise in unimaginative simplici-

ty is a series of mirrors that, rather than encouraging 

the dining athletes to reflect, deflects light back on to 

excluded passers-by. 

Perhaps the legal story of the last two years has 

been the quest by the Baton Rouge, the New Orleans, 

and the LSU newspapers to extract from the LSU 

Board of Supervisors the names of those who compet-

ed for the position of LSU System President back in 

2013.  Although, at the end of December, a panel of judges for the 

First Circuit limited the disclosure to the three finalists—down from 

the initial 35 applicants—the LSU governing board continues to 

maintain its vice grip on public documents, further delaying release 

of information until it completes an analysis of appeal options.  Rep-

resented by Jimmy Faircloth, a former member of the rival Univer-

sity of Louisiana System Board and the husband of a current Uni-

versity of Louisiana Board Member, declared that he regarded as 

reasonable a decision that, sad to say, stifles public scrutiny. 

LEGISLATORS PLAN TO PICK           

RETIREE POCKETS  

UNREPENTANT LSU SUPERVISORS CLUTCH      

PUBLIC DOCUMENTS  

NOT SO UNIDENTIFIED FLYING MEAT CASE 

(“UFMC”) RETURNS TO BASE  

Newsletter readers have followed the 

case of the disappearing simulation meat 

display case: the behemoth eight-foot exhibi-

tion mockup that could not make its way into 

the new LSU A&M Agriculture Laboratories 

building and that was whisked away to an 

undisclosed location once the embarrassment 

began making administrator cheeks as pink a 

prosciuto.  In an event worthy of Area 51, the on-again off-again 

meat case returned from the air as a crane pulled up out of no-

where and lowered the airborne bogey into the upper reaches of 

the Agriculture compound, where burly men-in-black-sausage-

style-apparel quickly whisked it into a laboratory.  Will Stanton 

Friedman be called to investigate? 

TIP OF THE MONTH: TALENTI TAHITIAN VANILLA BEAN GELATO POPS 

One of the curious aspects of ice-cream connoisseurship in Louisiana is that it is largely a winter sport.  During 

the summer, the creaminess and occasional heaviness of ice cream gives pause even to those committed to indul-

gence and redirects the vision to lighter, fruit-based desserts.  Despite our southern aversion to cold, the ideal win-

ter treat is an old-fashioned ice-cream bar: an oval or rectangular slab of ice cream enrobed in a coating of crisp 

chocolate couverture.  Far and away the best boutique ice-cream bar to come along in years is the Talenti Tahitian 

Vanilla Bean Gelato Pop.  From stem to stern and from gown to creamy undergarments, the Talenti “pop” is in-

deed a nonstop pop of flavor, color, texture, and, in sum, joy.  The interior, a rounded symphony in cream and va-

nilla, carries all the overtones and underlayments that we expect of the finest plantation vanillas.  The coating, likewise, excels through 

understatement and contrast: by adding a crunch and a whiff of dark chocolate and even a teeny-tiny note of salinity, the Talenti pop, 

which combines Italian know-how with Pacific vanilla and equatorial chocolate, is the quintessential last-course expression of modern 

American internationalism.  Savor a box today! 

Inscrutable Airborne 

Phenomenon Over AG 

Design for the Kappa Sigma 

House 

Design for the Tiger Athletic 

Nutrition  Center 



 14 

Surely the first highlight in 

the unscrolling history of 2015 

was the gigantic rally, protest, 

march, and demonstration that 

arose in response to the prayer 

rally, interrogatively called 

“The Response,” that Gover-

nor Jindal and assorted compatriots on the LSU Board of Su-

pervisors patronized, presumably in an attempt to get God to 

fix the problems that they have created, and that many regard-

ed as the work of a hate group, the American Family Associa-

tion.  To the surprise of everyone acquainted with the easy-

going ways of folks in our parts, at least 500 people—

students, faculty, community members—of every age, size, 

and description turned out for a vividly colorful and philo-

sophically raucous procession from the clock tower to the 

PMAC, site of the aforementioned exercise in false prophecy.  

At the culmination of the march, no less than twelve speakers 

addressed the lively audience on topics ranging from the na-

ture of Christian inclusiveness to the follies of current higher 

education policy.  Although credit for organizing the event 

goes to a coalition of student groups, faculty governance also 

scored a huge gain owing to the massive national publicity 

focused on the event and on the leaders of the resistance 

movement.  Faculty governance officials appeared on a host 

of national and local radio and 

television programs while ac-

quainting the public with the 

sad neglect of faculty expertise 

and opinion.  Congratulations 

are due to dozens of groups that 

set a new standard in social 

commentary in Louisiana.  

Fans of popular science are 

familiar with the now aging 

observation that, in the 

world of quantum mechan-

ics, particles may fluctuate 

in and out of existence.  In 

its perpetual quest for quali-

ty, LSU has upped the ante 

on Nils Bohr and his followers by creating an entire pedes-

trian zone that flips in and out of our space.  Last fall, LSU 

A&M experts sealed off a section of Tower Drive that 

passes by an assortment of science-purposed buildings.  

For a time, this newly created pedestrian zone, buttressed 

as it was by formidable bollards and even a few planter 

boxes, became a shrunken version of Austin’s South Con-

gress Street, what with a pair of food trucks serving the 

needs of the nearby STEM community.  Then, in January, 

while everyone was busy perusing the cool sable night sky, 

an assortment of mechanical juggernauts arrived, ripped 

out the barriers, re-paved the street, added brilliant orange 

lane striping, and lined the result with broad planter boxes 

filled with mulch and nothing else.  Yes, despite looking 

like a new superhighway, no car has dared ply this boule-

vard.  To top it all off, a radio tower has suddenly appeared 

atop the nearby science buildings.  Could this strange vacil-

lating street, with its long 

strips of agricultural me-

dia, its uncanny sterility, 

and its convenient loca-

tion alongside laborato-

ries be the intended site 

of some collaborative 

experiment with ETs?  

PEDESTRIAN ZONE GOES QUANTUM 
PRAYER RALLY PROTEST DRAWS 

DROVES 

 

Tower Drive During the 

Metamorphosis 

Tower Drive After the Metamorphosis 

Spanish Town Mardi Gras Parade 
Saturday, February 14, 2015 

10:00 am-3 pm 
660 N 4th St  

Baton Rouge, LA 70802 
Friends of the Capital Museum 

 

 

Crowds Assemble to Protest the AFA 

LSUnited Leaders Mike Russo and 

Stephanie Braunstein Call for an 

End to Superstition 
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(Channel 4, 2011-present)  

Reviewed by Carl Freedman (2015) 

Time for another television review—because TV, as I have al-

ready maintained in this space more than once, is at least as interest-

ing and creative these days as traditional cinema—and there is per-

haps no recent series about which I am more enthusiastic than Charlie 

Brooker’s Black Mirror.  It has been on Britain’s Channel 4 since 

2011, but the first two seasons (with three episodes each) have just 

recently become widely available in America via Netflix (a third sea-

son has already begun in the UK).  I will go out on a pretty long limb, 

and say that this is probably the best science fiction ever to appear on 

television.  It is certainly, in my view, the best since Rod Serling’s 

original Twilight Zone (CBS, 1959-1964):  which Brooker has, in-

deed, acknowledged as his own model.  Like Serling’s great show—

which brought irony, edginess, and the humanely serious considera-

tion of political and social issues into the bland wasteland of US tele-

vision during the Eisenhower/Kennedy era—Black Mirror is an an-

thology series; each episode has its own, self-contained plot, and 

there are no continuing characters or situations.  Brooker’s series is 

more consistently science-fictional than Serling’s (which featured at 

least as much fantasy as science fiction), and it is also blessed with a 

much more leisurely production schedule and evidently bigger budg-

ets:  and every single episode of Black Mirror is the equal (at least) of 

The Twilight Zone at its very best. 

 Black Mirror is science fiction at the furthest remove from far-

future space opera, the most prominent variety of the genre in televi-

sion and cinema.  Each episode is set in the future, but it is always a 

fairly near future.  Sometimes the social or technological changes that 

have taken place since our own time are quite conspicuous, and some-

times they are less so; but never do we encounter anything that should 

seem surprising or radically new to anyone aware of how Britain, 

America, and the industrialized world in general work in the early 21st 

century.  I do not know, but I am willing to bet that Brooker is thor-

oughly familiar with the work of the late, great British science-fiction 

novelist J. G. Ballard.  In any case, Brooker’s series is faithful to the 

spirit of Ballard’s motto that the future in his fiction is never really 

more than five minutes away. 

One of the best and most deeply typical episodes of Black Mirror 

is the first one, “The National Anthem.”  The Prime Minister is awak-

ened early one morning to be informed that one of the most popular 

members of the Royal Family—a young and beautiful princess, some-

one apparently rather like the real-life Duchess of Cambridge—has 

been kidnapped.  He is then shown a video in which the kidnapper, 

speaking through the sobbing and clearly terrified princess herself, 

makes known his only ransom demand:  that, at 4:00 p.m. that after-

noon, the PM must have genuine, unsimulated sexual intercourse with 

a pig, the coupling to be broadcast live on every British television 

channel.  Understandably shaken, the technologically naïve PM com-

mands that the video be kept absolutely secret:  only to be told that 

the kidnapper posted it to YouTube, where it has already been viewed 

by more than 50,000 people around the world.  Word of the demand 

spreads faster than wildfire, first on Facebook, Twitter, and other so-

cial media, then on the American cable news channels, and finally on 

Britain’s most august television network (evidently the BBC, though 

it’s called something else). 

With the police and other security forces unable to rescue or even 

locate the princess, the Prime Minster has little option but to comply 

with the demand—or at least to appear to do so.  His staff concocts a 

plan that might save their boss’s person, 

though not his public image, from indigni-

ty.  A professional porn actor is hired to 

do the deed with the pig, and the idea is to 

digitally substitute the PM’s head for that 

of the actor.  But the kidnapper learns of 

the scheme, announces that he will not 

stand for trickery, and punctuates his 

point by delivering what appears to be one 

of the princess’s fingers.  Now the Prime 

Minister really has no choice.  His political operatives have been furi-

ously polling the electorate all day, and it is clear that refusing the 

kidnapper’s demand will mean the PM’s political death as well as, 

presumably, the princess’s actual death.  The overwhelming feeling in 

the country is that a brief period of unpleasantness and humiliation for 

the elected leader should count as nothing compared to the princess’s 

life.  The Prime Minister’s press secretary even suggests to him that, 

should he allow the princess to be murdered (with the near-certainty 

that the killing would be recorded and uploaded to the internet), he 

would become so widely and bitterly despised that his bodyguards 

could not guarantee his or his family’s safety.  So the PM goes ahead 

with his porcine rendezvous, and the strangest episode in the history 

of reality television airs on schedule, to the fascination, disgust, and 

hilarity of Britain and the world.   

I will not spell out all of what follows.  The princess is released, 

sedated but otherwise unharmed (the finger was not actually hers).  

The kidnapper turns out to be one of the UK’s most famous artists, a 

Turner Prize winner; and an art critic creates some controversy by 

describing the entire event as the first great artwork of the 21st centu-

ry.  Entirely plausible consequences ensue for the Prime Minister, his 

political career, and his marriage.  We never do learn, though, exactly 

how the pig felt about the whole thing. 

Then there is “The Entire History of You,” in which most peo-

ple—at least among the class that can afford the latest in consumer 

electronics—have a “grain” implanted in their necks:  that is, a com-

puterized device that records everything one sees, hears, and does.  

You can play back—or, in the jargon of the time, “re-do”—your ex-

periences whenever you wish, either in your own head or by display-

ing the material on a computer monitor, a television set, or just about 

any other kind of electronic screen.  Casually, as if en passant, the 

episode suggests various uses to which such technology could be put.  

If you’re concerned that a meeting at work where you were being 

evaluated by your superiors didn’t go as well as you hoped, why not 

re-do the experience with a whole party of friends to see where there 

might be room for improvement?  If you left your baby with a sitter 

for the evening, then afterwards you can check the baby’s grain to 

make sure that everything was done properly.  If sex with your wife is 

becoming a bit routine and boring, you can get in the mood by replay-

ing in your mind every detail of earlier, more exciting sexual experi-

ences.  Not quite everyone has a grain.  At a dinner party we meet a 

woman who insists that she is happier going without one, relying on 

her natural memory; and, though the other guests are polite and inter-

ested, they clearly consider her an oddball.  One points out that many 

of our natural memories are actually false.  This is of course quite 

true:  which is why, for instance, eyewitnesses can (as lawyers and 

judges know) give wildly different accounts of the same event even if 

everyone is sincerely trying to tell the truth.  So why wouldn’t you 

want an infallible record of your perceptions and experiences? 

 

  —Continued on page 16 
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  —Continued from page 15 

 

Well, one reason that you might not is suggested by the episode’s 

central narrative, an essentially old-fashioned tale of adultery and 

sexual jealousy.  Liam and Ffion are an attractive young couple.  

Though Liam’s jealous tendencies have already caused some trouble 

in their marriage, they seem, when we meet them, to be nonetheless 

basically happy with each other—until Liam begins to suspect that 

there is more than he knows to his wife’s friendship with her old pal 

Jonas.  As Liam peels back layer after layer of truth, Ffion confesses 

to a long-ago fling with Jonas; but she is inconsistent about exactly 

how long it lasted, finally admitting to a six-month relationship.  It 

ultimately transpires that the affair actually continued (at least on one 

occasion) into Liam and Ffion’s marriage, and that the adulterous 

pair went to bed around the time that Liam and Ffion’s daughter was 

conceived.  This is, of course, not so different from the sort of thing 

that happens all the time in our own world.  But Liam does not need 

to rely on secondary evidence like hotel bills, credit-card receipts, 

and mobile-phone records.  He can go into Ffion’s grain to see exact-

ly what she did, when, and with whom.  Re-doing her or his own ex-

periences, he can freeze frames for close inspection, rewind and re-

peat certain scenes, watch in slow motion or in fast forward, zoom in 

on particular details, and even (when reviewing his own grain) use a 

computerized lip-reading application to find out what his wife was 

saying on occasions when he was too far away to hear.  He can also 

go over to Jonas’s house in a drunken rage and demand that Jonas 

delete from his own grain all records of his lovemaking with Ffion.  

The predictable result is the destruction of Liam and Ffion’s mar-

riage.  Yet the couple really did love each other, despite Liam’s jeal-

ousy and Ffion’s lies and infidelity.  The marriage might have sur-

vived had Liam remained a bit more ignorant, if he had not been able 

to lay bare so clearly and ruthlessly every aspect of his wife’s com-

plete sexual history.  As things are, Liam winds up alone, lonely, 

thoroughly miserable, apparently unemployed, and tormented be-

yond endurance by perfect, crystal-clear memories of happier times. 

Though The Twilight Zone featured certain recurring themes that 

reflected Serling’s liberal political views—the horror of war, the 

insanity of mob hysteria, the vileness of racial bigotry—it was a 

largely miscellaneous series.  The much smaller number of episodes 

of Black Mirror are, by contrast, unified by a fairly specific thematic 

concern:  spectatorship.  Indeed, it seems to me that Brooker may 

well have created the most remarkable cinematic or televisual medi-

tation on spectatorship since the films of Alfred Hitchcock.  Project-

ing a Ballardian five minutes into the future, Brooker shows how our 

society is, as Guy Debord famously theorized in 1967, the society of 

the spectacle.  More and more, we spend our lives viewing things—

whether it be our Prime Minister engaging in an act of bestiality, or 

our own wife doing things she has tried to hide from us.  In “Fifteen 

Million Merits,” the only escape from a life of physical drudgery and 

the endless viewing of boring, annoying TV commercials is to be 

viewed oneself by millions of others as a star of reality television.  In 

“The Waldo Moment,” a blue television cartoon bear on a late-night 

comedy show becomes a serious (and sinister) political force of glob-

al importance.  In “White Bear”—the darkest and most shattering 

episode in the series so far—spectatorship is thematized in a way far 

too complex and disturbing to be summarized here.  Suffice it to say 

that the episode is the most remarkable artistic comment I have ever 

encountered on the Moors Murders:   a series of horrific crimes com-

mitted between 1963 and 1965 that haunt the British imagination to 

this day, in which a young sociopathic couple not only kidnapped, 

tortured, and killed a series of children chosen essentially at random, 

but also made photographs and audio tape recordings of their hideous 

doings.  If one were to choose a motto to encapsulate Brooker’s bril-

liant series succinctly, I don’t think one could do better than to pick 

the signature line of the gardener Chance, the hero of Jerzy 

Kosiński’s prescient 1970 novel Being There and of the 1979 film 

version by Hal Ashby, in which Chance is played by Peter Sellers:  

“I like to watch.”  So do you, and so, increasingly, do we all. 
 

—Continued from p. 11 (Lifestyle Feature) 

Over the last ten years, the aforementioned resurgence, in 

Shreveport, of classic American comfort food has been aided and 

abetted by an improvement in the ethnic offerings.  Stirred by an 

influx of new Americans, the pots and dishes served up by Amer-

ica’s latest arrivals have thrown into contrast the indigenous 

American offerings and have encouraged experimentation.  Sur-

prisingly, Shreveport presents a set of top-notch international 

bistros in the oriental tradition.  An extraordinary find along 

Youree Drive, not too far from the LSUS campus, is the Imperial 

Cathay Chinese Cuisine.  For visitors from Baton Rouge or Lafa-

yette or even Lake Charles, where top-quality Chinese cooking 

remains in short supply, the Imperial Cathay is an eye-opener and 

a mouth-tingler.  A genuine restaurant and not a glorified takeout, 

the Imperial Cathy delivers visually beautiful as well as nearly 

authentic selections from the full range of Chinese classics.  

Wondrously fresh and reasonably apportioned, both the small 

bites—the hot and sour soup; the eggrolls—and the main courses 

merit applause.  Especially 

laudable is the Kung Pau 

Chicken, which, bursting 

with flavor and crunchy 

with nutty as well as vege-

tal goodness, is probably the best rendering in 

our humble state. 

The south Asian community has also 

chimed in with the unveiling of Indigo Indian 

Bistro, conveniently located along the Bert 

Kouns Industrial Loop, between LSUS and 

Shreveport’s mega-auto-mall development.  

Suggestively ornamented in high-contrast 

black, white, and bright secondary colors, 

Indigo Bistro gives the visitor the impression 

of sudden immersion in an upper-end London 

Indian restaurant while it also highlights the ethnic traditions of 

the friendly proprietors.  During the day, Indigo emphasizes the 

full buffet, which, amazingly, maintains the separation of flavors 

and textures through carefully compartmentalized offerings.  At 

night, Indigo attains its full azure brilliance through an à la carte 

menu rich in both vegetarian and traditional favorites, whether 

peppy bhajis or tandoori-ized chickens.  Indigo is the perfect way 

to top off a trip to Shreveport with a rounded meals full of scintil-

lating flavors that will stay with you all the way down Interstate 

49! 

So, head up to Shreveport and enjoy a bite or two! 

   

Imperial Cathay Celebrates Exotic Freshness 

Indigo Bistro Makes 

your Mouth a 

Memory Device 


