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1989

This issue of The Poisonous Paprika is dedicated to 1989. 
This year the 20th anniversary was taken over by politi-
cians and celebrities. “We, the people” did not quite cele-
brate (as is also shown in one article on Berlin entitled 
Walls, Revisited). Is  it because we are all too concerned with 
our own petty financial miseries amidst the world eco-
nomic crisis (see for instance the lament of some of our 
poverty-stricken PhD students  who muse over the curious 
case of Belle De Jour)? Are we merely too caught up in 
seeking shelter from the hard rain that has set in now – 
with images of global warming, global terrorism, global 
poverty,  global pandemic threats  affecting us much more 
than those of solemn or populist commemorations? Or is 
it because there was not much for us to celebrate in the 
first place? 

Over the last 20 years “we” saw that 1989 was not “ours” 
at least in two ways. Firstly,  it quickly turned out that there 
was no “we”. The people East of the Iron Curtain had no 
project they agreed on: save for state socialism, they had 
not constructed collectively any alternative to offer the 
world. After the short-lived euphoria at the end of un-
freedom, the Eastern “we” started acting as what it had 
always been before – an abstract majority. The only thing 
the Eastern “we” agreed upon was its  common future with 
“them” – “The West” – in the imagined secure consumer-
ist paradise. Yet, they simply overlooked that the West did 
not act as a “we” either. It actually was too diverse, too 
internally antagonistic in itself: it was a “we” in the misin-
formed vision of “the East” only (move on to an article 
entitled “1989 in and out of Hollywood” if you are 
interested to learn more on this matter). 

And then, secondly, what became clear was that 1989 had 
one collective actor after all, a real “we” – that were the 
elites. Divisible to the interests of  two collective subjects 

across  the Iron Curtain – “we” the socialist apparatchiks, 
and “we” the democracy-makers  – the elites were “they” 
who achieved the “peaceful revolutions”. “We, the people” 
just had to come to the square on time, and then to the 
polls, and simply, one by one confirm their will.  Nothing 
new, really. Just now “we” all do it together – East and 
West, united. (Some of the proponents of the new “we” 
these days have gotten busy re-writing history: read Com-
munism=Nazism? for a glimpse into a CEU student run 
campaign against such simplified gazes back into the past.)       

And yet, there is  a common “us” that 1989 has  in fact cre-
ated. It is  us,  the generation that grew up after the 
changes. This  generation speaks in the current issue of The 
Poisonous Paprika. For us these events came far too early to 
be truly “ours”. It was our parents’ event after all – their life 
changing moment. The pictures of walls crumbling were 
for many of us  just that – some more images that we grew 
up with, added to all that other white noise that emerged 
from our television screens and into our young lives. No 
wonder, then, that some of us  seek to understand 89 
through the prism of pop culture, as in Living through 20 
years of politics with Depeche Mode. The pictures  of 
change had to be explained to us – and were indeed put 
into context by all those others that had come before us, 
our parents, uncles, neighbors, teachers.  So we speak 
about them here – as voices  from our childhood,  from 
which we remember only what we could understand (see 
for instance the various responses to our question asked to 
CEU’s community). 
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1989

But yes, the wall fell down 20 years  ago. And yes, we do 
lack the experience, the lived meaning of what was “be-
fore”. Yet, we sure had an overdose of the “after”: For 
instance, first hand experiences  of the wars in South East-
ern Europe, which quickly hit home the fact that history 
had not come to a standstill. Quite on the contrary, it 
seemed to repeat itself in its  most predictable farcical fash-
ion, with nationalist specters  coming to chase international 
solidarity away. And then, the less dramatic but even more 
disenchanting events:  those day to day struggles with new 
boundaries not made out of brick and stone, but often 
equally as effective. Visa regimes that resulted in constantly 
shifting in- and exclusions along the ever changing border 
lines  of what was considered “Europe” after 1989. And 
even further down the timeline,  in 2001, 12 years after the 
end of one era, another moment of standstill that was now 
to truly define our generation: with towers falling this  time 
rather than walls, another truly global moment was cre-
ated, a moment of hellish proportions that has guided so 
many of us along our paths. But moments like these, of 
course, moments that could have unhinged our Eurocen-
tric perspectives, our socio-geographic narrow-
mindedness, have been numerous in recent history. Even 
the very significance of the year itself, of 1989, may be 
much more regionalized than we are aware of, as  is shown 
in a contribution entitled 1989:  When the Fourth World 
War Began? that brings in an occurrence from 1989 that 
has stayed out of  the European focus.

But to step out of larger frames and gaze into our own 
humble transnational schooling grounds for a moment: 
The Kerepesi soccer incident, as  well as  a number of other 
issues that are raised in this edition of the Paprika (see for 

instance the call to Hang out your dirty laundry, please!) 
problematize our own school’s  “vision and mission” that 
we have all learned to take for granted. The statement of 
our new rector, Prof Shattuk that the soccer fight was a 
precedent – although correct for the case of CEU – be-
comes slightly ironic when we merely take a small step out 
of our university’s gates. It is uttered in a moment, when 
Hungary, the country we live in, and East-Central Europe, 
the region the majority of us still comes from, are in the 
throes of inter-ethnic conflict. Yet, this statement also 
shows, that despite its activist-cum-academic mission, 
CEU members have the habit of understanding our little 
institution as somehow existing outside of those realities at 
our very own doorsteps. 

True, as a wannabe US-style academic ivory tower we like 
to see ourselves as “global”,  with all the normative pack-
age of cosmopolitanism this brings  along. But is this not 
yet another “we”/”they” misconception? 

True, it was only the US academy that the Rector referred 
to in his inauguration speech. But let’s not forget that not 
only its  brightest aspects  were mentioned there. Let us not 
forget that globalization has  two faces: again,  one is  that of 
the masses, the other is that of the elites. The former al-
lows us all to communicate local contexts  and cultures  
beyond isolated localities and significances. The latter al-
lows us to partake in the same elite culture all around the 
planet – to look the same, act the same, smell the same, 
taste the same, and carry with us  all the same abstract val-
ues  and knowledge and ‘develop’ local realities  according 
to our own professed “universal” standards. 

And, once again, certainly the “we”, that of the post-1989 
generations, has also been fractured along many lines. But 
these are dividing lines  that can be negotiated, and spoken 
across. And we do it – we speak,  we discuss, we travel, we 
learn, we see more. But what do we do with it? Are we – 
now that we are adults – prepared to deal with the world 
as  it was handed down to us  after 1989, during the decades 
that followed this decisive moment, when our political 
thinking was first set in motion? 

Which form of globalization does CEU choose? Which 
ways of engaging with each other’s differences do we seek? 
And which norms and standards do “We, the students” opt 
for? These questions remain open. Remembering 1989 
just helps us to insist on their urgency.

Elisabeth Schober
    Mariya Ivancheva 
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FOR LOVE OF THE GAME: Why I love village soccer 

It is amazing what a piece of  hide nicely emblazoned with 
Nike, Puma or Adidas can reveal of  a bunch of  pumped 
up honchos with the usual honies and homies sexing up 
the stands. If  you have never witnessed it, read the English 
FA pages. Or visit some slum in Africa. Or check out 
Kenya where the president and his prime minister almost 
wrestled each over who should touch or hold the world 
cup trophy doing rounds in the continent…. Or simply 
visit the CEU residence centre.

I confess my bone-structure never led me into the soccer 
annals of fame. To be clear I am rather lazy so I prefer my 
skinny self to the muscled soccer dudes and wannabes. In 
my days though I played a mean ball myself - I  kept the 
goal. Goal keeping for me was an easy job really: just stand 
between two posts and wait for any stray ball. If too vi-
cious employ dodge mode; if friendly and lazily rolling 
along, block it,  grab it or enjoy kicking it back. This idyllic 
affair with soccer was sweet, even romantic, while it lasted. 
But some idiots messed it up. 

You see some wannabes had a brainwave to drag along his 
mother, sister, cousin and even the occasional bed-mate to 
our game. All of a sudden it wasn’t fun anymore; the kicks 
were viciously atrocious, the speed of the ball unimagin-
able as all sought to score. I could hardly stop any without 
suffering a concussion, a crump or even a bloodied nose! 
In short the game became a voyage of pain to village fame 
for the heavily torso-led fame maniacs and body machines 
in the village.

So? I quit. Henceforth, except when I am shouting myself 
hoarse in a crowded pub after a few pints  of a lion’s tears 
whenever Chelsea – I mean the not-so-English version of 
Chelsea – is  kicking the Man-jesters  Useless arse, I give 
soccer and many a muscle sports a wide berth. 

However, confessions and all done, scoring is still a biggy. 
Especially for lower-level organisms  like men and their 
cousins  the chimps. On the soccer pitch, or on the dance 
floor, on the stock market… why lie even in bed. You see 
men have this obnoxious tendency towards the simpleton 
side of their make-up. They have this nice simplicity of 
striping things – even great things like soccer – into its bar-
est:  nude or clothed, in or out. It is such a simple percep-
tion or reality and relevant operationalization that can 
explain the idiocy of the mayhem (or is  it rumour of may-
hem?) that accompanied the dorm tournament. This way, 
I can barely conceive and make sense or even imagine of 
the happenings I read of  from the CEU.

Let me not sound so puritan though. In my village we have 
a health share of soccer idiocies. It is common to have a 
soccer tackle turn into a tussle, a brawl and even a fist ex-
change opportunity. But there are simple rules:  NOTH-
ING NOBODY. NOTHING KNIVY ITCHY!  A few 
kicks here and there, an occasional tumble on the grass 
and a rare bruise is all you can hope for if you are the war-
like type. Rumour hints that both rules were broken at 
Kerepesi….my village elders  are reviewing the sagacity of 
letting me back into such jungle.

JB Aungo

Following these deep reflections, here PP offers a few tips on organizing a bloodless tournament:

1. Set height, weight and fist-size categories and limits to ensure fairness to all combatants.
2. Redefine a team to mean purity of  belonging to guarantee no brother or sister bloodies kit and kin.
3. No cowards and faint hearted allowed. Soccer is  bloody; it is  a game of the brave and heroic. Sign a cowardice denounc-

ing form before registration.
4. Plan for anti-riot police presence since the university security is inadequate.
5. All players must wear helmets and fencing gear
6. Hire John Cena, Undertaker, Shawn Michaels or Mike Tyson for referee. 
7. Make and display a big screen with the words, ‘this tournament has no rules, every player is a ruler’. 

With these simple rules, the tournament will not disappoint.  ENJOY…
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The Kerepesi Soccer Incident...

Recently, during a soccer game nearby the Kerepesi dorm, a group of  CEU students ended up clashing with each other in a much more 
violent fashion than the limits of  “fair play” would usually allow. Rumor has it that the fighting broke out when some people from country 
A accused a person from country B to actually originate from country C, with that imagined C citizenship offending the folks from country 
A so much that fists started to fly in no time, and eventually a knife was brought out, too – albeit, as was stressed by the anonymous rumor 
sources available to the PP, not actually used. The rector, in two emails to the community and during a meeting held with students at 
Kerepesi, alerted people to the shameful event, stressing the fact that this was indeed a first-timer on CEU's multicultural grounds, and that 
– while there are “no further grounds for concern about violent behavior at present” – a thorough “confidential fact finding process” is 
nevertheless under way. The outcome of  this mission, it was promised, would perhaps later result in an adjustment of  policies and proce-
dures to make sure that no more knife-fighting on school premises will occur, and that CEU's “spirit of  openness and tolerance, as well as 
respect for the dignity of  all community members” could persevere despite the most recent onslaughts.”"



Walls, Revisited

“Tear down the wall,  Bono”, read the headline of a Berlin 
newspaper. Indeed, the stunt seemed perfectly planned: 
bring a major pop band – preferably one that has been 
around for more than two decades – to where the wall 
stood, have them perform for free for the masses, and 
make sure to milk the event in the media for all its worth. 
But something went wrong in the end, cause most papers 
would not praise the event for its  cultural worth, but 
instead focus  on a minor detail that had spoiled the night: 
In a rather ironic move, the organizers of that mass event 
had decided to erect a provisional two meter high steel 
wall in front of the concert 
location that was to make 
sure that only those people 
who had secured their free 
tickets  well in advance were 
to have a view. The innocent 
bystanders, the late-comers 
and the usual up-to-no-goods 
were to see nothing at all of 
t h a t w e l l - o r c h e s t r a t e d 
publicity stunt,  nothing but 
that very wall. 

It seems that the only people 
in Berlin who get excited 
about walls these days are 
tourists.  The entire inner city 
between Brandenburger Tor 
and Potsdamer Platz has 
been given to these wild 
hordes that come from the 
most faraway places to see 
what is  no longer, to lay down 
their flowers at the altars of 
freedom and unity, and to 
remember how we have all 
become “One” after those 
winds of change blew over us 
with their mighty force. 
Between Checkpoint Charlie 
and Mauer Museum, no actual inhabitant of the city can 
any longer be found, unless she is  indeed busy selling 
miniture Trabis and painted rubble to some people from 
Helsinki who will later make their way back to their 
fashionably run-down “Ostel”. 

Indeed, no other city between Moscow and London has 
managed to establish itself on the map quite like Berlin 
did: soon after the wall fell in such a dramatic fashion, the 
German capital started to build up its  reputation as the 
one destination to go for if one wanted to feel the ghost of 
regimes  past and experience first hand the decades-long 
division of  one continent. This deliberate branding of  

Berlin as  the commemoration space for Europe’s  most 
recent history came timely indeed – with the city no longer 
divided it had become even more apparent how awfully 
bad off the city really was  in money terms: no industries, 
no other viable economies, much lower income rates 
compared to other German cities coupled with sky-
rocketing unemployment rates – the only solution to 
Berlin’s eternal poverty, it seemed, was tourism, tourism, 
and then some more of that. Therefore, from “let’s tear 
the wall down” it seems, it was only one tiny step to “let’s 
sell the whole thing fast” after all.

Those who can not quite take 
part in this daily sell-out of  
history – and that is, 
surprisingly, still quite a few of  
Berlin’s citizens – seem to have 
reached a silent agreement with 
the goings-on that take place in 
the inner city. In an instance of  
live and let live, people have 
found ways to simply avoid all 
the spaces that house the frenzy 
of  buy and sell of  Eastern 
regalia. The souvenir stands 
and museums, the grand 
permanent exhibitions and 
gigantic monuments, it has 
been agreed upon, are simply 
for those short-term visitors 
who insist on seeing them, so let 
them have a third of  the city; 
the rest of  Berlin, after all, is 
still big enough. Only very 
occasionally, then, the ordinary 
inhabitant of  the capital makes 
her way to the center – for 
instance, when there’s free stuff 
to get. The promise of  a 
concert, therefore, lured 
thousands there, only to find at 

Brandenburger Tor something 
almost forgotten: a simple wall, not meant to symbolize 
anything, but merely there to keep people away and apart. 
Naturally, within no time, people attempted, in a good old 
Berlin fashion, to tear the thing down until the authorities 
in charge gave in. They had come, after all, to see the 
show, and not a goddamn wall.

Elisabeth Schober
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1989 in and out of Hollywood 

While the movie of the events leading up to the Fall of the 
Berlin Wall is  being re-projected and retold these days, I 
suggest a short return to a series  of other 1989 movies: less 
heroic and produced in the West. They might complicate 
the very familiar plot of  1989.   

It would be impossible to start 
with anything other than 
Batman. Directed by Tim 
B u r t o n , b a s e d o n t h e 
homonymous character of the 
DC Comics, Batman became a 
cult movie and figure within no 
time.  Set against the gothic 
noir background of Gotham 
city, the plot opposes Batman 
(Michael Keaton) to the Joker 
(Jack Nicholson). It is  very 
tempting to read the well 
known Batman plot in a 
straightforward communist 
fashion: the hero, an average 
communist apparatchik in his 
everyday life, is in fact the 
S u p e r - D i s s i d e n t h e r o 
de ter mined to fight the 
Stalinist-like Dictator. The 
Dictator, in his youth, killed the Super-Dissident’s parents 
because they were kulaks and refused to join the 
Cooperative. The Dictator rules through a particular ruse: 
the political jokes made about him are so good that people 
laugh themselves  to their own deaths. Obviously, there is 
also a woman involved: the beautiful Country. The 
Country was raped by the Joker several times, but this  did 
not prevent the Super-Dissident from falling in love with 
her. Following the Critique of the Gotha(m) Program, the 
Super-Dissident defeats the Dictator and marries the 
beautiful Country and they live happily ever after, or 
rather, until the first national elections, when the Super-
Dissident’s party is defeated and he becomes the ex-
dissident. 

Tempting as  it may be, this interpretation does not hold 
water. Batman is in fact still fighting the Nazis.  The Joker is 
disfigured in a factory of the Axis Corporation while later 
he’s trying to kill the Gotham inhabitants  through lethal 
gas.  Moreover, the city itself resembles  more the anti-
fascist dystopian urban space of Fritz Lang’s Metropolis 
than any communist city. Thus, Batman is  in fact the true, 
original communist:  a vigilante that risks his  life for the 
common good and does not let the fascists, with their 
capitalist mass-murdering industries, get off  the hook. 

While people in the East cherished the future that lay 
ahead of them, the overall mood at Hollywood was 
actually quite bleak at that time. A further example is 
another classic: License to Kill of the James  Bond series. 
This was the first movie which was not based on an Ian 

Fleming script. To make things worse,  it was  also the first 
James Bond movie restricted for 12 year old audiences due 
to its violence, and yes, noir undertones. The plot was as 
predictable as  that of any other Bond movie in the series, 
with two notable differences however.  First, throughout the 
movie, Bond (Timothy Dalton) grows  disenchanted with 
his secret service operations and eventually resigns. He 

infiltrates  the drug networks  of his enemy (the drug 
lord Franz Sanchez) and even saves his life. For a 
short moment it appears as  if Bond had switched 
sides,  thus blurring the border between straight-
forward Good and definite Evil. In the end, of 
course, everything goes back to normal and Franz 
(note again the Nazi undertone) is killed while Bond 
has sex with yet another beautiful woman before 
reentering the service. Secondly, and perhaps more 
poignantly, the whole plot is  set in the fictional 
Republic of Isthmus – an undisguised reference to 
the Isthmus of Panama. Was not then James Bond’s 
mission just a dress rehearsal for the more serious 
(and brutal) American invasion of Panama a few 
months  after the movie was released? Was not Bond 
actually acting as a true spy, paving the way for the 
American soldiers into the country? And, finally, was 
not Franz Sanchez’s figure molded entirely on the 
profile of Manuel Noriega,  the ruler of Panama: a 
former CIA aide now turning against his former 
employers' orders and interests? 

The definitive proof that the 1989 James Bond movie was 
not the typical box-office sensation it used to be comes 
from the fact that the next Bond movie was released only 
six years  after this. Franchise rights and a huge dilemma 
regarding the identity of the character put the whole 
project on hold. Stemming from good old Cold War 
espionage paranoia, the fall of the Wall left the super 
agent without much to do. The character had to be 
reinvented to suit the new realities. And so it did. In 1995, 
James Bond played by Pierce Brosnan had an uneasy and 
unfamiliar task: to save the world from a global financial 
meltdown. 

But 1989 movies  are not all about noir, violence and sexual 
adventures. For example, Woody Allen’s Crimes and 
Misdemeanors is  simply about sexual crimes, sprinkled with a 
bit of black humor. Nothing all too serious: just a 
Hollywood reinterpretation of Dostoyevsky’s Crime and 
Punishment with a new twist. The entire tragic undertone of 
the Russian original is transformed into a neurotic subtext 
that deserves proper psychoanalytic treatment. And 
perhaps,  a good laugh. Steven Soderbergh’s  Sex, Lies and 
Videotapes tells the story of a man who videotapes women’s 
sexual fantasies – only to avail his own sexual problems. A 
complicated plot ensues, with a lot of meaningless sexual 
encounters  and narrations  of past dramas and broken 
hearts. The final reconciliations only point towards further 
mishaps in the future.    

These black humor movies were accompanied by not so 
humorous movies about black people and other
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disenfranchised groups. Spike Lee’s “joint” Do the Right 
Thing, Bruce Berenford’s Driving Miss Daisy and Jim 
Jarmusch’s Mystery Train,  though largely different in tone 
and style share the same preoccupation with everyday 
racism and discriminations experienced by various ethnic, 
religious and sexual groups. But again, in a sense, this is 
also a sort of “dark noir America”: powerful class 
fractures,  violent ethnic confrontations and ghettoization 
are depicted as  the hidden pillar of the American Dream. 
In this context,  Born on the 4th of July simply complicates the 
picture even further: Oliver Stone uses the Vietnam War 
(and its  aftermath) as a symptom of the corrosion of 
American society. The 
verdict is disparaging: 
under the rhetorical 
devices of “the nation”, 
a poor, corrupt, morally 
bankrupt and mentally 
sick society is trying to 
survive. It is hardly 
surprising then that 
Cybor g  (d i rected by 
Albert Pyun with Jean 
Claude Van Damme) 
suggests  that in a post-
apocalyptic world the 
only chance to save 
humankind is to turn 
people into cyborgs. 
The film became an 
immediate cult-movie. 

Out of Hollywood, the mood was not much different 
either. Peter Greenaway’s  impossibly named movie The 
Cook, the Thief, His Wife & Her Lover is a masterpiece of 
scatology, noir atmosphere and surreal nude scenes. To 
spoil the mystery, at the end of the movie the Thief eats 
his Wife's Lover, properly prepared by the Cook – a 
brilliant metaphor for love, consumption and desire. 
Cinema Paradiso, the masterpiece of Giuseppe Tornatore, 
also talks about love in adverse situations: the love for 
movies and art in a world dominated by narrow 
patriarchal relations on the one hand, and by the advent of 
great capital on the other. The two are portrayed as going 
hand in glove when it comes to spoiling any search for a 
true universal identification. 

Against such a pessimistic mood that dominated the 
Western imaginary in the 1989 movies, one is tempted to 
say that the Fall of the Wall injected some optimism not 
only in the East,  but also in the West, locked in a deadly 
fascination with its own corruption and dark sides. 
However, there is a deeper point not to be missed here: if 
the Easterners would have had access to at least a few of 
the 1989 movies  released in the West, they might have lost 
their enthusiasm for putting down that Wall quite quickly. 
Instead of a barrier,  the Wall would have seemed a good 
defense in face of Western moroseness. Perhaps,  then, 
1989 was premised on a misunderstanding: we simply 
watched the wrong movie.   

Florin Poenaru
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1989: When the Fourth World War Began?

On February 27th1989, one of Eastern Europe’s last days as a power 
on the front line of the Cold War, in another part of the world 
World War IV was said to have started. On that day, the last straw 
broke the camel’s back. The “straw” was the price increase of home-
consumed gasoline, and a subsequent 100% fare increase of public 
transport in one of  the top oil-rich countries in the world: Vene-
zuela. The “broken back” was that of the poor majority of citizens 
of  the petrol state: 40% reportedly living in misery and deprivation, 
with 20% under the line of  extreme poverty. 

Riots took over Caracas and most of  Venezuela’s biggest cities dur-
ing the next few days. Remembered as the Caracazo, this series of 
turbulent social unrests was rapidly and brutally suppressed by po-
lice forces. The images of the officially reported hundreds and the 
unofficially ‘imagined’ thousands of victims put an end to the façade 
of ‘the most plural democracy in Latin America’. Mass graves of  
extrajudicial murders of students and workers who started the riots 
were found in the aftermath of  the events. These were often lined up 
next to the graves of students, workers, and left-wing radicals, killed 
in “ordinary” police persecution and assaults in the decades after the 
dictatorship which the democratic rule allegedly ended in 1958.   

A WWIV has of  course been declared many more times. It was as 
well only subsequently and metaphorically declared to have initiated 
on that day in Caracas. Venezuelan poet and playwright Luis Brito 
Garcia pronounced the sentence. The war, in his words, did not end 
with the unfortunate mobilization and random violence that burned 
in the slums of Caracas in February 1989. These just formed its first 
event: the wretched of the earth struck against world-wide anti-
human neo-liberal governance. Ironically, the increase of  gas prices 
was not the last, but the first straw. It was the first reform of the new 
(social democratic) government of President Carlos Andres Perez to 
precede (and not even follow) the signing of an agreement with the 
IMF. The neo-liberal package (caracazo/“paquetazo”) was signed on 
the 28th of February, when the whole country was on fire. The re-
forms started after the blood was cleaned from the streets.  

The Fourth World War Brito Garcia envisaged followed a Third one 
– unsurprisingly, the Cold War. One can – and many have – set dif-
ferent historical events to represent metaphorically a Third, Fourth, 
or Fifth World War. One can as well easily deny the importance of 
this chaotic, premature, and stillborn attempt at an anti-capitalist 
riot as a significant event in world history. After all, some say history 
ended the same year, with the triumph of liberal democracy in the 
Eastern European “peaceful revolutions”... Often causally related to 
the Caracazo, the rise to power of President Hugo Chavez and his 
team has not brought about new ideological breakthrough. They 
merely revived the specter of socialism, (and the materiality of  crude 
oil) to fight the omnipotent eternal enemy. 
 

Why is it necessary to recall the Caracazo and the Fourth World War 
on the celebrative commemoration of  the death of history in East-
ern Europe 20 years ago? In 1989 Eastern European countries deci-
sively – if  unconsciously – joined a side in WWIV. It was a decision 
to side with the winners, and feel losers no more. Since the First 
World War we have forgotten that anything worse in the world 
might have happened outside of our own “national tragedies”. Since 
the Second World War, we have also forgotten that similarly horrible 
persecutions were happening to people under similarly repressive 
regimes tagged as ‘democracies’. After the end of the Cold War we 
constantly tend to forget that we could have chosen another side in 
the next stage of the battle for social justice. And we might want to 
remember it today… Before another camel’s back breaks from a 
straw.
! ! ! ! ! Mariya Ivancheva



Living through 20 years of politics with 

Depeche Mode:  An Historical Narrative

East Berlin. Werner-Seelendbinder-Halle. March 7, 1988. 
The streets around the venue are packed with throngs of ea-
ger fans intent on getting a slice of  the resonant beats that 
shake concrete and tickle the bowls. Depeche Mode had ar-
rived in the East. 

Within twenty months  of this precipitous event the Wall 
would crumble. The concert was a result of a cultural rivalry 
between West and East Berlin that began shortly after the 
city’s  750th anniversary where each side tried to book more 
attractive events than the other. The East German Regime 
allowed western bands  to perform as long as they accepted 
payment in East German Marks, which had to be spent lo-
cally. Most often it was spent on electronic instruments  and 
prostitutes. 

It was  not officially announced that Depeche Mode would be 
playing the Halle that night, but there was a harmonic buzz 
that split the cold air in two and got the blood of the people 
moving. Depeche Mode has always been popular in Ger-
many, having recorded three of their albums  in West Berlin in 
the early 80’s. The concert was  a success and Depeche Mode 
earned the distinction as one of the limited few of bands who 
ever played the GDR. 

On the buzz of the moderate success of Black Celebration and 
Music for the Masses the band embarked on a relentless  world 
tour in 1987-88 that took them past the iron curtain to Buda-
pest, Prague and East Berlin, to name a few. Their increasing 
popularity and spike in airplay in the Eastern Bloc hardened 
fan loyalty and one would like to think, galvanized a hedonis-
tic movement towards  the West, which if anything shouted 
the not too well known mantra, “let us listen to some good 
fucking music!” The tour followed the release of Music for the 
Masses, the bands 1987 release that topped charts in W. Ger-
many and successfully broke into the American scene, which 
is a feat the band’s previous albums  failed to do. With tracks 
like Never Let Me Down Again, Strangelove, Sacred, Behind the Wheel 
and Nothing it was a glimpse at what Depeche Mode could 
pull off in the studio. And more to the point there was an 
emerging electronically driven sound that could perform live 
on a grand scale that wasn’t glam-rock or metal. 

The call was out and heard by the young demographic of the 
GDR. People wanted feel good, they wanted to freak out, 
neon-out, take some speed, get drunk on androgyny and 
sweet gay sounds  and wear their sunglasses at nacht. Every-
thing was in place, positions  had been set, and the Wall wa-
vered in a gyre of shadows and strobe light; a portent of what 
was to come...

Before the fall of the Berlin wall 1989 had already seen its 
worth of worry. The news of the Wall was not as significant 
outside Europe. There were some major international events 
making headlines across the globe and it was  a frenetic year 
for domestic news media as  well. In the US, my family was 

eating boiled fisher king hearts wrapped in war bonds, hud-
dling around a GE generator waiting for nuclear winter and 
the world to actualize itself  and die. I was a young boy at the 
time and the news of the world was no match for the pink 
surprise of a sleeping dog’s  hard on...but the bubble always 
bursts. 

The crumbling of the wall, although a major media event did 
not resonate with its  American audience. It was an entertain-
ing show and we all watched and felt good about it because 
we assumed that we were probably responsible for what was 
going on. Americans  were enrapt with the Exxon Valdez oil 
spill, the trial of Oliver North, the execution of the handsome 
serial killer Ted Bundy, the US invasion of  Panama, and the 
$150 billion government bailout for hundreds  of savings and 
loans. 

In the slimy handshake of George H.W. Bush’s  grip one will 
find the warming hand of Mikhail Gorbachev mixing with 
the leftover residue from the ruddy affluent sweat of one 
Ronald Reagan.

Three days  after the year began, US planes  shot down two 
Libyan fighters  over the Mediterranean sparking an interna-
tional dispute. Nearly a month later Iran’s  Ayatollah 
Khomeini declares the book Satanic Verses offensive and issues 
a fatwa on its  author Salman Rushdie. In April tens  of  thou-
sands  of Chinese students  take over Tiananmen Square in 
Beijing in protest for democracy. The demonstration echoes 
throughout the city and chaos spreads through the nation 
resulting in thousands  killed as Chinese leaders squash the 
dissent. South Africa is  in shambles as  P.W. Botha quits the 
presidency and the new Prime Minister F.W. De Klerk begins 
to dismantle apartheid. The first free elections  in Poland 
bring Solidarity to power and in China Den Xiaoping resigns 
his leadership two days before the Berlin Wall is opened to the 
west on 11 November.  19 days  later the effects of the Velvet 
Revolution came to pass  as the world watched the Czech Par-
liament put an end to the Communists’ dominant role. 

Were our friends Depeche Mode trying to tell us something in 
their absence? I don’t know, maybe not, the Game Boy was 
released in ’89 so they could have been eating pills and play-
ing Tetris the whole time. We’ll never know. 

After the tumult of  ’89, Depeche mode was  back and released 
their most successful album to date in 1990. Violator was  an 
enormous hit across  the globe, reaching the top 10 in the US 
and the UK, as well as being certified triple platinum in the 
America, selling over 3.9 million units. It was the dawn of the 
90’s, of globalization; everything was  about to “Pop.” Despite 
the variance of  Exciter and the giant turd that was  Playing the 
Angel and its  subsequent tour, Sounds Of The Universe brings  us 
back to a realization that we once had of the world at large. If 
these leathery fifty year olds  can do it, then so can we...the 
very idea of  the marketability of “the universe” in genius in 
itself in these times  of designer, self-help mental diets  and 
liposuction recovery yoga classes. 

Am I saying that Depeche Mode are prophets? Of  course 
not, that’s ridiculous. For what it’s worth, I once bought a 
copy of  Euripides’ Bacchae that had Elvis’ mug shot on the 
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cover.  Let that image bake your brain. Jesus. Personal Jesus  to 
be exact. Let’s  think about perfection, how its made and 
quantified, and the crystal sound that takes us in.

After pumping out six albums in their first seven years to-
gether, and following the two year wait for Violator, and an-
other three for Songs of Faith and Devotion in ’93, the band de-
veloped a pattern of releasing new albums every four years 
until 2009. Were they conscious of  this, playing the market, 
anticipating and creating price signals, playing on the coun-
terpoint influence of music on voting behavior between elec-
tions? Probably not, most likely not, perhaps they were just 
getting old; they’re not superhuman, they have the same 
problems most of us have: sex addiction and moderate narcis-
sism.  

Here we are 20 years down the line. How much has really 
changed? We’re still dealing with the same issues: bailouts, 
invasions, international confusion, xenophobia, and the ca-
dence of  the inevitable march of globalization. Depeche 
Mode albums  came and went into time as we all got older 
through the years. Many of us became boring; we joined 
clubs, got grocery discount cards at Safeway, got married, or 
went to graduate school. I went to see DM in concert last 
summer outside Washington DC before I shipped off for Bu-
dapest. In the course of the evening I got loaded, soaked in 
the autochthonic spirit that only music can communicate, and 
was  offered a job in the intelligence community. In the calm-
ing fashion of making absurdist claims that are impossible to 
refute or to prove, I attribute all of this to the ‘silent’ concert 
in E. Berlin in 1988. For these reasons and mere incitement to 
excess, I encourage all of you to go out and buy tickets  to the 
“Tour of the Universe,” in what is most likely their last tour 
where they will bring it all back on January 9, 2010 in Berlin 
at the O2 Arena, January 11, in Budapest at Laszlo Pesti 
Arena, or if you can’t make that, Prague on the 14th, because 
if we’ve learned anything from the previous  1,300 words 
you’ve just read is that numbers  matter, people matter, taste 
and preference precede, and we are all echoes of the same 
orgasm.  Indeed, everything counts...in large amounts. 

Stay Gold My Friends, ! ! ! ! Pony Boy
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Take the case of domestic violence, which is more often than not 
violence against women. In Romania, for instance, if  the police 
are called to a private residence because there is violence, they 
cannot enter the house without permission from the owner. Well, if 
the owner happens to be the husband who is beating his wife, then 
it's unlikely he'll give permission. And she's not in a position for 
justice to be served, physically or legally. Doesn't sound fair to me.

But would this be the case if  violence was between two strangers in 
a café or supermarket? 

Should I answer that question? 

Yes! It wouldn't be treated the same way. If women were beaten up 
on the street, then someone would stop it. But no one interferes at 
home.

Laws might aim at 'protecting' the private sphere from the invasive 
'public,' the consequence is someone gets hurt. Because of the 
sanctity of the 'private,' there are time when violence goes un-
checked. 

It happens over and over again. I hope you have followed the 
presentation and discussion honoring the United Nation's Interna-
tional Day for the Elimination of Violence Against Women 
Wednesday, Nov. 25. Even a glimpse at the program is enough to 
get the message, though: case after case of how the legal division 
between public and private results in the condoning of violence 
against women and children. 

This is but one example of why the conceptual division between 
private and public is troubling. 

My other example is more general. What about an open society? 
Can there be an open society when half of it is considered accept-
able to be shut behind closed doors? Half, meaning the private 
sphere of  the home.  

For instance, do you know how decisions at CEU are made? 
Granted, now I'm talking about a 'public' space, but to what extent 
do people internalize notions of  private and not share what hap-
pens behind closed doors? 

My questions about transparency are not as radical as the ones 
about the general political spheres, private and public.

But it's worth asking: do you know where your enrollment fee is 
going? Do you know how the Student Union Assembly functions? 
Do you know where the #15,000 budget is going? Do you dislike 
something but keep it to yourself ? Is your department representa-
tive sharing what's happening at the faculty meetings? 

Just as it's worth encouraging state mechanisms to reconsider laws 
that result in or condone violence in the private sphere, it's worth 
participating in the dismantling of the false divide between public 
and private in the university, too. 

The idiom I refer to in the title reflects the common attitude to 
what happens when the personal becomes public knowledge. 
Don't hang your dirty laundry; don't share what happens in pri-
vate, the consequence is gossip, or worse, scandal. 

But, really, when things are kept quiet, there's way more room for 
scandals, violence and inequality than if  more of life was consid-
ered 'public' in the first place.

What do you think? Comments and feedback on public/private, 
structurally condoned domestic violence, what makes a society 
open and student life at CEU are welcome.

Monika Jones

Hang out your dirty laundry, please!

@The 'Public'/'private' divide has long been theoretically disputed, but in practice 
it's still strong, and this is bad for women and open society

There couldn't be a more appropriately symbolic moment to open 
discussion for breaking down metaphorical walls than on the 20th an-
niversary of  the fall of  the Berlin wall.

And I want to topple the symbolic wall pinning apart public from pri-
vate. In other words, put a stop to the idea that 'airing your dirty laun-
dry' will keep scandal away because it won't and all such a dichotomy 
does is use secrecy to hide inequality.

Let me explain. So, in political theory, public and private are generally 
considered to be independent of each other. With the ahistorical 'fam-
ily' at the core of  'private,' and ‘rational’ civic life rooting 'public.'
I won't go into a longwinded critique of why this polarity is flawed, but 
I will show some contemporary examples of how these categories be-
ing destabilized. And if we don't rethink the categories, more people 
will get hurt. 



PP Questionnaire: How did YOU experience the events in 1989?
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Frederick Schulze (MA Sociology & Social
Anthropology)

I was six years old living in Florida with my family and I was 
asleep. $My dad came into my room and jostled me awake and 
said something along the lines of "Freddie, you need to see 
something. $You're not going to understand it now but when 
you’re older you will remember this and know why I'm doing 
this." $He told me to pay really close attention to the television 
and I did. $ I saw images of people cheering and shouting on 
rubble and long cuts of German people, whom I knew about 
from my dad's frequent business trips, engaged in all sorts of 
colorful ruckus and looking very cold. I was happy to be up late 
with my parents so I watched for as long as I could before being 
sent back to bed. $Since my dad told me I would be returning to 
this moment in the distant future I really focused on it and on 
my dad's oversimplified explanations about what was happening. 
$I remember thinking that it was nice that a wall wasn't keeping 
people from being friends and seeing their families anymore. $I 
thought about how breaking down walls between people was 
clearly a very good thing. $Could this be why I chose anthropol-

Lukas Pataky (MA Political Science)

As I was 5 and come from a small city, I remember two things: 
there was finally something to watch on the telly. Thousands of 
people in the streets singing and screaming some slogans which 
were because of some poor technical issues difficult to understand. 
But then as a 5 year old boy I was not so much into politics. That 
was the Czechoslovakia event.

As it was a bit boring, due to the peaceful process back home, the 
happening in Romania was a really good TV show in comparison. 
I remember tanks in the TV and Ceausescu’s body hanging on 
some building…even my parents allowed me to see that, which 
was surprising, and I enjoyed that. Scary ...

Sergiu Novac (MA Sociology & Social Anthropology)

The first day (in Romania 21 Dec), me, a four year old boy and my 
grandmother crawled under her huge green sofa from the living 
room and waited patiently for my mother to come back from work. 
People were shooting out on the street and I was not allowed to 
look out the window because of the bullets that were flying 
around, which was really annoying. The second day I was sitting 
under the kitchen window in our soviet type block of  flats and 
admiring the tip of the Kalashnikov that I could see on our roof, 
shooting at the Kalashnikov from the top of the opposite block of 
flats. The same day, a Russian tank showed up on the street, mak-
ing the guys with the Kalashnikovs run for it. The tank lifted it's tip 
as if it was about to shoot, it stopped for one minute, and exactly 
when I was sure to see the explosion that I had so long been wait-
ing for, it turned and left. That's how the revolution ended in com-
plete disappointment for me. The next day, my father managed to 
buy a Christmas tree (actually, quite amazing, given those condi-
tions), and I completely forgot about revolutions, Kalashnikovs and 

Kathleen Theresa Klaniecki (MSc Environmental Sci-
ences Policy and Management)

Considering I was only three years old at the time, I imagine I 
spent days singing Mary Had a Little Lamb, playing with My 
Little Ponies, and watching Care Bears on TV. Oh, to be three 
years old and blissfully unaware of  world politics!

Adam Joseph Ruark (MA Political Science)

I was 4. I responded by watching Sesame Street and coloring.

Plamen Peev (PhD Environmental Studies)

1989 was a long year. I was in the army near Varna to serve for 
two years.
Three scenes dominate my memory from this year:
In January and February I was in hospital for a long time. I had to 
undergo surgery and then to recover in the spirit of  Catch 22: i.e. 
to shirk from my duties. My teeth were splinted for 40 or more 
days. But it was my first long stay in the capital of my country, 
Sofia. 
The second memory I have is about spending the summer as a 
guard, far away from my unit. This was a solitary duty, but I was 
stationed at a camp near a canning factory where 100 high-school 
students were sent for a youth brigade. I remember they invited me 
to a party where I was talking about poetry with a girl.
My third recollection is from a football game in autumn. It must 
have been a lovely sunny day. Somebody run over the pitch and 
said that Todor Jivkov, the Bulgarian socialist dictator, had fallen. 
We were soldiers then, we did not know almost anything about life 
outside the barracks and did not care too much. So, we continued 
to play... waiting to be discharged next year.

Monika Jones (PhD Gender)

I relate 1989 to one of  the visits of  Uncle David at home when I 
was a child. He came with a gift. (I should disclose, Uncle David 
likes to drink too much. He's a wanderer. And for a while he 
lived in many faraway cities in a place called Russia). 

From this faraway place, he brought me back a thick yellow and 
red knitted bracelet with a semicircle and a hammer on the 
front. There was a small star. And letters, spelling the name of  a 
city.

!"#$%&'()'*, I couldn't say it. Vlad-a-vos-tok, we tried. Vladi-
vostok. Also on the Pacific Ocean, he told me, like my town, 
Edmonds, Washington. 

"This bracelet is history," Uncle David said, probably in an ex-
cited, raspy voice; he smoked and he liked to talk. "I'm giving 
you a piece of  history. A flag from the Soviet Union, a country 
that soon won’t exist anymore, so don't forget this year, 1989."
I'm sure my jaw dropped. Countries end? This was a first.

"Don't scare her," my dad said, because apparently countries 
that end are scary. 
"I'm not scared," and I wasn't. 
"Why will it end?" I wanted to know. 

But I don't remember his answer. In fact, in the haze of  remem-
bering, I cannot even be sure that the year I got the bracelet was 
1989. Now I think it was 1991. What's interesting is just this: 
that for years I have conflated the year 1989 with a person, and 
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nationalist Communist leadership was supposed to rally in the Slove-

nian capital in order to enlighten the Slovenes, deceived by their  

leadership, about the real situation in Yugoslavia. The 

event was to bear the Orwellian name “The Meeting of Truth”. I still 

remember the anxious feeling of the weeks preceding the announced 

demonstration. The very term “Meeting” (miting), a word I had never 

heard before, assumed apocalyptic presentiment. It seems to me that 

children are susceptible more than anyone else to the feelings of 

paranoia that permeate a society in times of real or perceived danger. 

For the first time in my life, I breathed the air of  collective panic. 

Nothing happened. Later I learned that the Croatian police had 

stopped Milo%evi+’s fanatics already at  the Serbian border. But the 

non-event released a wave of ethnically-based mistrust which echoed 

among my nationally quite mixed schoolmates. Apparently, I picked 

up some of the sinister nationalist discourse that some of the kids 

brought from their homes to  the playground, and I came home with 

an ethnically-charged statement about one of our Serb neighbors. I 

don’t remember what exactly I said, but I will never forget the unex-

pected slap from my father. He only hit me two times in my life: this 

was the second and the last one. I got the lesson. Years later, I told 

myself  that I would thank him for that slap. I never have. 

I remember the parliamentary elections in spring 1990: all of the 

major steps in the process that led to it, as well as the highlights of the 

campaign. I immediately sensed the qualitative advance brought by a 

multi-party system. Finally politicians started to look differently, talk 

differently, and behave differently. I learned distinctions are fun. I 

became a fervent supporter of an independent populist candidate 

with long black hair and a large hat who traveled around in a glossy 

red old car, spoke like an unleashed machine gun, and always carried 

around a little monkey called An,ka (Annette). My grandmother even 

took me to one of his rallies, although I had to promise not to tell my 

parents. His name was Ivan Kramberger and he was the political 

hero of my childhood. Two years later, he was shot dead in unclear 

circumstances. I was sad, but by that time I had learned another les-

son: politics is dangerous. 

That was also  the first time I heard the term Communists. “Who are 

your folks going to vote for” the kids would ask each other. “Anyone 

but those damned Communists,” one of the kids answered. The oth-

ers nodded. When I asked my grandmother, who was least reluctant 

in my family to explain political things to me, who are the Commu-

nists, she answered they are the brave poor people who used to fight 

against the cruel rich Capitalists. My dad and my uncle, who were 

present, both burs into laughter. I was confused. I was nine and a half 

at the time, and I decided to solve the riddle. By the age of eleven, I 

was able to grasp the irony of the situation; I understood the basic 

coordinates of ideological confrontation. The ancients were wrong: 

confusion, not curiosity, is the source of  all knowledge. 

Understanding lifts the magic veil that covers the cognitive world of a 

child, keeping him in the blissfulness of benevolent ignorance. By late 

1990, I became fully aware of the historical process I was witnessing: 

the violent dissolution of one political order, and the emergence of 

new ones on its ashes. The experience of the ambivalence of this 

process was probably one of the most important legacies of my child-

hood for my further personal and intellectual development. From a 

distance of twenty years, I can only thank the providence of being 

able to see it from the safe distance of an external observer: a destiny 

unfortunately not reserved to many of  my former fellow citizens. 

Luka Lisjak (PhD History)

In Slovenia, 1989 did not happen in 1989. The so-called Slovenian 

Spring took place a year before, and marked the beginning of a rela-

tively long process that ended with Slovenia’s secession from Yugosla-

via in 1991. The transition from one apparent normality to  another 

was longer in Slovenia than in most East Central European countries, 

but much shorter than in most other former Yugoslav republics. I only 

became aware of  what was going on in the middle of  the process. 

The whole thing started with an increased political activity of the mul-

tiple grassroots associations present in Slovenia. The arrest, in May 

1988, of three journalists and a warrant officer by the Yugoslav mili-

tary authorities, brought an unexpected radicalization of the demo-

cratic movement which was able to set up a well-articulated mass 

movement that dominated the streets and squares of the Slovenian 

capital for months. Relative calm was restored only in the early 

autumn when the so-called “Ljubljana Four” were released. 

I remember nothing of that. I was too young to understand anything 

that was going on. It’s surprising how well I recall events from the 

beautiful summer of 1988, without having any memory whatsoever of 

the public sphere. I was eight at the time, and I had no idea that the 

whole political environment in which I lived was undergoing a radical 

change, and that many of my family members were taking an active 

part in these changes. 

When I was nine, my parents unilaterally decided they would stop 

being comrades. Whenever addressed, they insisted on being called Sir 

or Madam. This act of home-made passive resistance created numer-

ous embarrassing situations, which apparently caused great delight for 

both of them, especially my mother. Later on, I noticed frequent ab-

sences of my father, and weird telephone calls. Also, whenever adults 

met, it all ended in ferociously loud debates around some people none 

of  them seemed to know. They were called Politicians. 

As far as I could understand, politics was something like sports, just 

more boring: you are supposed to choose somebody then cheer for 

him. Many of the children conformed to these rules. For example, my 

younger cousin became a staunch supporter of the Slovenian president 

Janez Stanovnik, intrigued by his 19th century-like whiskers and an 

obvious resemblance to our grandfather. I liked the mischievous smile 

of the Yugoslav Prime Minister Ante Markovi+. However, I aban-

doned the game quickly, without any hope of learning its puzzling 

rules. I remember my disbelief when I was told that these people, the 

Politicians, were the ones running the country. Suddenly many things 

became clearer. I hoped for the impossible return of the good com-

rade Tito, who would chase away these charlatans, and restore order, 

peace and conciliation. I was probably not the only one.

At the age of nine, I was aware that the country I was taught to love in 

school, Yugoslavia, was in crisis. I also understood that this crisis was 

the consequence of the quarrel between its constituent republics. I 

loved my self-managing Yugoslav homeland. I loved it so much that I 

secretly hoped for a sudden attack by foreign forces so that we reunite 

against a common enemy. I even had a favorite candidate for the role: 

Albania. Pretty small on the map, surrounded by our territory: it 

looked like an easy task. More importantly, it was far away. 

My first vivid and coherent memory of the political sphere is a recol-

lection of a non-event. In late 1989, a mob instigated by the Serbian 



This is the substance of a declaration which equates commu-
nism to Nazism and condemns communist  ideology as "directly 
responsible for crimes against humanity", a declaration debated 
in the European Parliament on the initiative of the Czech 
Presidency of the European Union last April, and which promises 
to return under the Polish and Lithuanian presidencies.

The declaration reflects a feeling among sectors in Central and 
Eastern Europe that the West should recognize East  Europe's suf-
fering in the same way that it recognizes suffering caused by Na-
zism. High-ranking signatories include former Czech President 
and dissident Václav Havel and former Lithuanian Presi-
dent and dissident Vytautas Landsbergis.

The "Prague Declaration" was approved by the Czech Senate in 
June 2008. It calls for communism and Nazism to  be recognized as 
the common totalitarian legacy of Europe, and also calls for vic-
tims of communism to be properly compensated and perpetrators 
of crimes to be punished, while urging "acceptance of pan-
European responsibility for crimes committed by 
Communism."

Calling for an "adjustment and overhaul of European history text-
books" and the creation of an "Institute of European Memory and 
Conscience" at the EU level, the declaration has been supported 
by similar and highly controversial institutes in Poland, Slovakia, 
the Czech Republic and Romania. Memory institutes in the region 
have sought a monopoly on access to communist-era secret  service 
files but have often been accused of  selective political targeting.

Prague Declaration (www.praguedeclaration.org)

‘CEU’ Contestation of Prague Declaration finds Echo in Roma-
nian Media 

The same days the declaration was being discussed in the 
European Parliament, its website was attacked by CEU stu-

dents who claimed it was a case of manipulative exploitation of 
genuine suffering by political opportunists. The students filled the 
website with fictitious signatures of known historical figures, and 
the issue was taken by Romanian media and was the sub-
ject of fierce criticism from some leading Romanian 
intellectuals.

After only three days of a campaign organized by CEU students 
and alumni on Facebook, 15 to 20 percent of the 1700 signa-
tures  under the declaration were fictitious. Using names of 
South American dictators, paramilitary leaders, or right-
libertarian thinkers, among the hundreds of signatures posted one 
could find "Niculae Ceaucescu, opportunist who if alive 
would have turned neo-liberal and anti-communist like 
all of you" and "Adolf Hitler, anti-communist number 
1".

One week later, with the fake signatures already removed from the 
site, leading Romanian daily Cotidianul announced in its 
first page an interview with the Hungarian and Roma-
nian CEU students who had initiated the campaign and 
the responses of Romanian intellectuals. In the interview 
the two students claimed the goal was to  start a debate on the po-
litical exploitation of the communist past. One of the interviewees 
stressed head had relatives beaten and imprisoned under Roma-
nia's communist regime, but they refused disclosing their names 
fearing an extreme reaction from sympathizers of  the declaration.

“The use of imaginary names was  to point out the pos-
sibility of opportunists  hijacking such a declaration for 
their own purposes,” said the Romanian student. “The goal 
was to stir up debate and whatever you think of our 

methods, which were obviously ironic, we managed,” he 
later added. 
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Dimitra Kofti (PhD Anthropology UCL, Marie Curie Visiting Fellow)

As a child in Greece in the 80’s my images of the neighboring countries where very specific: Kids there had lots of bananas! During the 80’s 
there was a banana shortage in the Greek market. Tourists from my home town who were travelling to Bulgaria and Yugoslavia would often 
come back with gifts, among which was usually bananas, a desirable gift  for kids. Besides the banana abundance arriving with border crossers, 
the smell of Bulgarian rose water in beautiful bottles would arrive as a gift when some family friends from Shumen would visit us in Thessaloniki 
every other year. 
I recall the fall of the wall through the image of my parents and other adults concentrated in front of the TV, watching the protests. They dis-
cussed and argued about the potential outcome and the changes in the socialist  countries and the future of the ‘left’. A few weeks later my par-
ents told me that they decided to issue my first  passport because they would take me and my older sister to Bulgaria to meet  their friends. We 
would meet in between Shumen and Thessaloniki, in the capital Sofia! I was so excited to travel abroad for the first time!
Sofia seemed impressive and somehow melancholic; big streets, emblematic buildings in the centre, apartment blocks, grey colors. I saw trams for 
the first time in my life! Our friends were guests to some of their relatives in an apartment. Adults had serious talks about the political situation 
and the changes, as I would come to understand when they spoke in Greek. There was no space for more guests in the apartment so we went to a 
hotel – Novotel Evropa. It seemed huge to me. We had breakfast in a hall with long buffets where foreigners had a plethora of food. My parents 
were sarcastically commenting on the shortage: this abundance was possibly meant to create specific images to the foreigners. I could not clearly 
understand. 

During a walk downtown we entered a big department store, Central Universal Store (-./). Shelves were semi-empty. I found some chocolate 
in a beautiful box. I was told that the price was very high compared to the local income. But we were on a holiday. We could afford it.
While opening the box in the street a boy approached me. He stared at the chocolate and then at me. I offered him the box. I was shocked, sad, 
and embarrassed. Where did this huge breakfast come from? Why were the shelves so empty? Why couldn’t  this boy also have chocolate? Why 
were my parents’ friends facing financial problems? 
Explanations about ‘socialism’, ‘capitalism’, ‘east’, ’west’ and ‘historical political changes’ and things that “you will understand better when you 
grow up” were of a help but still, the banana land of my imagination had been deconstructed... Maybe I grew up but these and related questions 
remain unsolved. 

!"##$%&'#()(*+,&'#-(./0(12+3$0(4056+2+7"%('+8'(980':

http://www.praguedeclaration.org
http://www.praguedeclaration.org


“There is no ideological agreement or coherence among 
sympathizers of this action, which is  mostly eastern 
European but in which people from Western Europe, North 
America and South America and even Asia participated,” the 
Hungarian student said on the initiative. “We actually have no 
control or idea of  how many people were eventually involved.” 

The students point  out that, while crimes of communist regimes 
should be condemned and investigated, the declaration’s claim to 
deal with the entire totalitarian heritage of Europe is false as it fails 
to  mention Fascism, in what could be an attempt to please the 
European right.

They also criticized some of the measures proposed in it, noting 
they could lead to the prohibition of leftist parties and syndicates 
in Western Europe that had nothing to do with Eastern Europe’s 
communist regimes, and are recognized as democratic, legitimate 
players in those countries.

The fiercest  critic of the initiative by CEU students was the 
Romanian-American Political Scientist  Vladimir Tismaneanu, 
who called them “buffoons hidden behinds cowardly 
anonymity, posting under fraudulent names are the champions 
of lost causes linked to the deadly inheritances of Lenin, Stalin, 
Mao, Che Guevara, Ulbricht, Ceausescu, Dej, Gottwald, Pol Pot, 
Beria, Andropov, Rakosi and the entire antidemocratic 
tradition of Marxism, anarchism and other leftist 
movements.”

Tismaneanu moreover claimed the CEU students were “denying 
the nature of  89 revolutions: anti-utopic, anit-ideological, 

anti-totalitarian therefore liberal anticommunist”. He did not 
address the specific criticisms leveled against the declaration by the 
students.

Below follows a summary of the views of supporters of the decla-
ration in Romania:

Vladimir Tismaneanu, Romanian and American Political 
Scientist:

“The murderous character of communism, just like that of Nazism, is embed-
ded right into the initial project”

“The Prague declaration is a document which unambiguously proclaims the 
fact that “the communist ideology is directly responsible for crimes against 
humanity”. The recognition of a truth that enrages yesterday’s, today’s and 
tomorrow’s leftists. The crimes of communism have been no less monstrous 
than those of Nazism. There is no ‘primary communism” with “humanistic 
inclinations/propensities”

Andrei Oisteanu, Romanian Historian:

“the political left must take advantage of the Prague Declaration in order to 
distance itself  from its toxic proximity to communism”

 “Communism has benefited from a milder treatment than Nazism, and it is 
still regarded with sympathy, it is seen as a possible “bright future of human-
ity”, while its horrors are ignored or forgotten.”
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Danut Manastireanu, a professor of theology and publisher 
in Romania. He has agreed to answer the questions of the PP on 

the Praguedeclaration.

PP: What is your main expectation from the 

Prague declaration, why is it important?

DM: The Prague Declaration is important 
because it aims at making Europe aware of 
the crimes of communism and the danger of 
communist ideology, since many European 
intellectuals still entertain illusions concern-
ing the so-called high ideals of this criminal 

ideology.

PP: If the goal is to address Europe’s totalitarian legacy, why is 
there no mention of fascism, so that the Southern European and 
the Interwar Central-Eastern European regimes are condemned? 

Where they lesser evils?

DM: Nazism and Fascism were condemned repeatedly in Europe 
in the last decades, but no firm efforts were made to expose the 
equal evil of communism. It is already very late for the condem-

nation of  the Marxist evil, but better late than never.

PP: Crimes committed under communism should be investi-
gated. But isn’t it valid to say that the focus should be on indi-
viduals and not the ideology, because many former communist 
collaborators are also sympathizers of rightist and centrist parties 

(we have seen this in Romania for instance)?

DM: Communist individuals did not act individually, but as part 
of  a criminal system based on the criminal Marxist ideology. 
Consequently, the deeds of both individuals and communist 

systems need to be investigated and condemned. One hundred 

million victims cannot be the fruit of  a good idea.

PP: The declaration supports the creation of a European level 
memory institute. Do you see a danger here considering the way 
such institutes have worked in countries such as Poland, Roma-
nia or the Czech Rep., where they are accused of selective politi-

cal targeting? 

DM: I do not see any danger in this. Criminals have to be ex-
posed and have to pay for their crimes, as those responsible for 
the Holocaust had to. Please do not cry for those responsible for 
the crimes of communism. They still control our societies and 
live well, with high pensions, while their victims have received 
neither compensation nor justice. Our societies are deeply di-
vided and in need of reconciliation, which is impossible without 

knowing the truth about the crimes of  communism.

PP: Communist ideology as “directly responsible for crimes 
against humanity” could be considered as Marxism being di-
rectly responsible. This ideology is also behind the Scandinavian 
political systems and Western Social democratic parties. Do you 

think they share this responsibility?

DM: Absolutely. Without the interested blindness of West Euro-
peans, Eastern Europe would have not been left for so many 

decades in the hands of  Russian-inspired totalitarianism.

PP: Communist parties and syndicates participate actively in 
Western European political systems, and were considered in 
some countries as key actors in bringing democracy. Do you 

think this declaration endangers their existence?
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DM: Absolutely. Without the interested blindness of  West Europeans, Eastern Europe would have not been left for so many decades in 
the hands of  Russian-inspired totalitarianism.

PP: Communist parties and syndicates participate actively in Western European political systems, and were considered in some coun-
tries as key actors in bringing democracy. Do you think this declaration endangers their existence?

DM: I will not cry for the endangered existence of  communist parties and syndicates in the West, as I do not cry for the endangered 
existence of  fascist parties and movements. Both are equally criminal and should be totally banned in a normal democratic society.

PP: Marxism and its ‘neo’ variants are used widely as a theoretical approach in academia, do you oppose this?

DM: No. I do not oppose the study of  any discipline or ideology. That would be totally stupid. Only by studying these thoroughly will 
we be able to avoid the horrors of  our communist past.

It’s November already and things are settling down in CEU. People are 

slowly but surely accommodating themselves with the system, the classes and 

the dormitory, and everybody is silently working on their papers, assignments 

and readings. Or are they? In this peaceful and quiet environment, an invisi-

ble yet ominous threat lurks from beneath the shadows of academic life. 

More dangerous than the flu and definitely more subtle than cheese stealing, 

it is the ultimate evil that corrupts the students and undermines their ability 

to study: the Spam. Yes, spamming is the silent and mysterious epidemic that 

is spreading its claws on the CEU community every academic year. Devious, 

unstoppable and cruel, it takes over our mailboxes, our computers, and in the 

end, our very lives.

A recent survey conducted on more than 54 CEU students clearly shows the 

abominable effects of this malign thing on our community. More than 71% 

of the respondents argue that spam messages constitute over 83% of their 

mailboxes, and as much as 68% of them claim that it’s becoming a problem. 

‘It’s growing out of control’, says one CEU student, who is fed up by the 

increasing quantity of unsolicited e-mail that he gets. ‘I’m so fed up with all 

this spam!’ complains yet another student, who sees her inbox being con-

stantly flooded with highly annoying and unwanted messages. Out of the 

79% of the respondents who want somebody to put an end to this nuisance, 

no less than 91.6% of  them demand immediate action. 

But what really is spamming? A study conducted all across Europe in 2006 

defines spamming as ‘the pathological psychological tendency to display a 

behaviour characterized by the emotional incapacity to keep things for one-

self ’. ‘It’s like when people assume that their individual problems concern or 

affect other individuals, and they express this by sending out mass e-mails’, 

explains Tom Bobson, European expert on spamming psychology. This com-

pulsive behavior is especially present among individuals with a pathological 

desire to interact with their fellows, and to communicate their impressions 

with great intensity. The same study shows that in 88% of the cases, spam-

mers are highly emotive individuals with 74 % of them having pronounced 

social propensities. Now, if you run a regression analysis through all this, 

spamming is seen as being highly correlated (R=0.97) with a whole patho-

logical specter, ranging from empathy (57%), compassion (66%) and sympa-

thy (81%).

Returning to our CEU survey, we are able to deduct several consequences 

and effects of spamming upon our student community. First of all, spam-

ming decreases the capacity to focus on one’s academic work (96.3%), there-

fore clearly impeding on the students’ proficiency. A large quantity of unso-

licited e-mails distracts the attention of the working student in two stages. In 

the first stage, it shifts the focus from the article/paper to the computer 

screen, by requesting a mouse click to open the e-mail. In the second stage, it 

engages the individual into reading, understanding, and at the last resort, 

sympathizing with the spammer. Thus, each time a spam message is opened, 

it makes new victims, propagating itself with unthinkable velocity. The sec-

ond effect is, of course, the increase in the students’ level of preference for 

non-academic issues (76%). Because of the specific ideological discourse 

behind this phenomenon, the spam messages are very often written in a 

manipulative language, which makes use of words like ‘community’, ‘friends’, 

‘care’, ‘help’, ‘responsibility’ and so on (for a comprehensive study on this 

issue, see John Adamson– The Subversivity of Spam, 2007). The third effect 

of all this is the increase in the level of communication and interaction be-

tween students (80.8%), which of course has the secondary effect of taking 

the students out of their cubicles and making them care about their neigh-

bors. Studies have shown that such phenomena have a tremendous negative 

impact on intolerance and self-centrism, by no less than 86.9% (R= -0.92).

So what is CEU doing about this plague? This special reporter had a talk 

with Mr.T, who is the head of the CEU Anti-Spam Taskforce, and also a 

world renowned specialist on spam combat:

S.J.: ‘Hey, Mr.T, what’s up?’  

Mr.T.:‘What’s up, Spamuel, how’s it going?’

S.J.: ‘To be honest with you, Mr.T, I’m a little concerned about all this 

spamming that’s been going on recently.  There’s been a lot of talk lately 

about this around the CEU. How do you evaluate the situation so far?’

Mr.T.: ‘Well, I can only say that me and my team, we have conducted a vast 

amount of research on this, and it turns out that over 92% of the CEU 

community is affected by spamming, at a growing rate of  17% per week.’

S.J.: ‘That’s a lot, Mr.T., and it’s pretty terrifying! Tell me, what do you plan 

to do about it?’

Mr.T.: ‘So far, we’ve tried to publicly shame spammers by telling them that 

what they’re doing is just wrong, and that they are bad people. But this didn’t 

work, and we’ve faced a lot of resistance. People continue to assume that the 

CEU mailing service is a place where they can just send whatever messages 

they want, and they continue to think that other people care about these 

messages. So currently we’re developing a new extensive strategy of stopping 

spam, which we call the ‘CEU Stop Spam (SS) Strategy’.

S.J.: ‘That sounds great, Mr. T.. Can you give our readers more details on 

this?’

Mr.T.: ‘Sure thing! The SS Strategy aims at achieving full control over the 

spam phenomenon. We will set up specific techniques of monitoring the 

spammers, and we’ll create a database with their names and typical behav-

iour. Next, we’ll bring these people to special treatment facilities located in 

the basements of the faculty tower, where we plan to help them get cured of 

this disease. Finally, we’ll set up a permanent council to regulate and oversee 

the mailing activity, so that spamming would never occur again; also, we’ll set 

up and a system of, let’s say, “negative incentives”, or in other words, punitive 

measures, which should discourage anyone from further spamming.’

S.J.: ‘It sounds like a great deal, Mr.T.. Thank you for your insight.’

Whether or not our experts will be able to fully eradicate spamming in the 

future, it presently remains an overt danger and a threatening source of in-

stability for our community. For this reason, we advise everyone to stay alert 

and not be instilled by this evil. It is only through great vigilance and circum-

spection that we can achieve victory in this battle. After all, the enemy never 

sleeps – so mustn’t we!
! ! ! ! ! ! Spamuel Johnson

The Spam Scourge at CEU: A cool-headed report 
and analysis of a new threat



Revealed: Belle de Jour is a science researcher with a PhD
 

Few weeks ago the most intriguing secret of the literary world came to an abrupt end. The identity of the famous blogger 
Belle de Jour,  depicting her experiences as a London call girl,  was revealed as that of Dr Brook Magnanti, a Bristol-based 
scientist specialized in developmental neurotoxicology and cancer research. Apparently, she became a prostitute during her 
final stages of her PhD program, when she ran out of money. Working as a call girl in London provided enough income to 
finish studying and further research until she got a job as a scientist in a hospital. 

The blog, Belle de Jour –the Diary of a London Call girl (http://belledejour-uk.blogspot.com/) was 
an instant success when it first came out some 5 years ago. In fact, it was so good that people thought 
that some famous writer must stand behind the anonymous blogger. People speculated who that 
might be and several attempts  to reveal the secret came to no avail. Meanwhile,  Belle de Jour became 
a world-wide brand. First, it was  turned into a book, collecting most of the spicy stories on the blog 
and selling millions of copies around the world. Then a popular TV series in Britain followed. Also, 
versions  of Belle de Jour appeared in many countries  (under such names as Belle de Nuit), various 
anonymous diaries of prostitutes came to light in different corners of the world and a whole trend of 
anonymous bloggers swept through the internet. This  tremendous  success  only exacerbated the need 
to find out who Belle de Jour was. When the skeptic voices  finally took over, claiming that there is no 
real character behind the blog, but just a publishing house with a good sense for money, Dr Magnanti 
finally revealed her identity. Her reasons, she claims, were “fears  of a former boyfriend with a big 
mouth” who had threatened to bring everything out into the open. 

The whole hysteria surrounding the Belle de Jour phenomenon deserves some proper... well, yes…, 
research. It’s a juicy topic, to put it this way, through which one can assess levels of contemporary taste in literature: for ex-
ample, how come that so many people could believe that behind some high-school erotic fantasies  there must be a real, well-
known writer? Or one could inquire how the internet works today by asking why a popular blog was  turned into a book 
when popular wisdom says that the trend is  usually the opposite: books make room for blogs.  Finally, on a more sober note, 
one could investigate the glamourization of prostitution in contemporary society, or the nature of sexual fantasies that man-
age to heat up the imagination of  so many. 

Since this is the Paprika, let’s just state the obvious. First it comes with no surprise, but with a bit of disappointment that the 
person behind the blog is a professional middle-class woman – and not a full time prostitute. A true prostitute would not 
have time for a blog,  one would think.  Thus, a real Hollywoodian story was missed out on: the poor girl in need for money 
has to sell herself to survive, but in a twist of fate, her writing is so good that she becomes so famous that she needs not pros-
titute herself any longer, etc.  You know the story: the type of impossible scenario that is produced just to alleviate our bour-
geois  guilty consciousness.  What we have now is simply a typical middle class fantasy: the lonely woman comes home after 
yet another dull day at work. She’s single and bored and imagines herself living the glamorous life of a 300-pounds-a-night 
call girl.

However, it would be a mistake to enter the game of wanting to establish the factual truth: was  Belle de Jour real, is  Dr 
Magnanti telling the truth or is this just another trick to boost the business, etc. I guess  it’s utterly irrelevant in the end. What 
is  interesting to note, however, is  the reason Dr Magnanti gives for becoming an escort girl for 14 months of her life: funding 
her PhD. Admittedly, this is  not the customary reason given for prostitution, which usually tells more tragic stories of pov-
erty, coercion, violence and real sufferings. Also,  selling your body for sex in order to secure academic funding is not among 
the financial strategies  usually included in the list of research grants given to you at the start of your studies. So, perhaps, 
any such future list should necessarily include the contacts of some respected escort agencies. Enough talk and advices 
about accessing EU funds and other scholarships –we should learn to look elsewhere too. 

But is not Belle de Jour actually telling a different,  more radical story? Are we not all, when struggling to finish our PhDs 
actually in Belle de Jour’s  position – selling ourselves, in various ways, for funding? Thus, we should perhaps ask the real, 
horrific question: what’s the difference between selling your body for sex and selling your mind (and body) for getting a 
PhD? In her posts  Belle de Jour recalls being frequently asked by her clients if she can reach the “A level” – meaning if she 
is  willing to have anal sex.  In academia, reaching an “A level” is  also the measure of success. Only that it does not bring you 
300 pounds a night. 

sP.S. Contrary to what many people might think,  I  am fully aware that “prostitute” is  not a decent and correct word to use –

and for the right reasons.  I do believe that “sex-worker” is a better term: it emphasizes  the coercion and exploitation in-
volved in work more generally. However, I used “prostitute” in this text as part of  the argument, not as a descriptive marker. 

Florin Poenaru
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… Before you run off  to the next Escort Service Agency near you right now…

… note that CEU funds  virtually all of its PhD students  generously for the first three years of their studies. That’s the good news. Bad 
news is that most of those very students tend to take somewhere between four and six years to actually finish researching and writing 
up. There’s some extra CEU funding available that will allow you to patch together an extra year of livelihood: Look into CEU’s Doc-
toral Research Support Grant for instance which will allow you a 3 to 6 month stay at another university of your choice. Also, check 
into the newly established Writing-up Grant meant for people who have progressed towards the end of their PhD student life. This  will 
give you another 3 to 6 months  that you can then spend bent over your laptop, but do keep in mind that your supervisor needs  to 
nominate you for this one, so do remind them of  this possibility early enough. 

After these resources are exhausted, though, we are afraid you are on your own. Go for the tedious  work of 
looking into other research and writing up grants  available outside of CEU, check with all kinds  of exchange 
programs that might cover a good amount of your living costs. Then go talk to your parents  and do remember 
to call your favorite rich uncle. If all of this  fails, then, well… good luck with the job hunt. Finding part time 
employment without Hungarian speaking skills  in Budapest is a challenge to say the very least, and jobs at 
CEU are few and far between. So in a common effort to keep the good girls  and boys of CEU off the streets 
and away from the seedy back-alley clubs, let’s  all work together on this: Send us your suggestions, ideas and 
experiences on how to scrap together a living while at CEU, and we will publish the best ones in the next issue. 
el.schober@gmx.at

Farewell, Mr President

He was the President of the Company so of  course I was  honoured when he took an interest in me. I'll never  forget the first time I saw 
him, I was sitting in the cafeteria having lunch when he walked by and brushed his  hand against my body. I shivered and he looked 
back and I knew this was the beginning of  a beautiful friendship.

A few days  later I received an e-mail from his office in which one of his secretaries, the one that was responsible for his personal ap-
pointments and his laundry, told me that I was invited to go to the opera with him. Our friendship had begun.

The opera was  nothing special although sitting in the first row was nice. After the performance I walked him home and he invited me 
in and I accepted. His secretaries came, made dinner for us and left.

After dinner he told me how he deserved more than anybody else because he was  special. I told him people said bad things about him 
and used words  like 'embezzle', 'abuse' and 'narcissistic' and he got very angry and he told me that they were just jealous  and that he 
would fire all of them the next day and I believed him. Then he sat next to me and told me about the ancient Greeks and held my 
hand.

For my birthday he gave me a research centre. I think it was called the Centre For Meritocratic (or was it Autocratic) Studies but that 
wasn't the point. It didn't have a mandate but it had a nice budget that included my salary, money for two secretaries  and of course a 
lot of  travel and entertainment. It was a very thoughtful and romantic present and it made me happy.

As  time went by I realised there were others but I didn't care. He had a big budget to dispose over as  he pleased and this  was  the way 
he chose to spend it and that was that.

When he had to step down as  President I was sad. He was a  generous  friend and a  dear leader. I'm sure I speak for the whole Company 
when I say that we are all very sad to see him go and we will really, really miss him.

We found the following story in our mailbox one unsuspecting morning. We don’t know what president at what institution it refers to 
but judging by its post-communist overtone we’re sure it’s from somewhere deep in the East-Central Europe/former Soviet Union area.
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The Stars Predict

Aries
Though you have always been willing to die for the 
things you believe in, you never thought it would hap-
pen so soon, so violently, and over something as  trivial 
as the correct pronunciation of  “Gulyas”.

Taurus
Satan will take the form of an 
“American Students Club” at 
CEU and refuse to let you 
join.

Gemini
Because of its  dual-
istic nature, Gem-
ini believes  there 
are two kinds of 
people on this 
planet: you and 
those who won't 
believe that it 
was a good idea 
to trust bankers 
with the world’s 
future.

Cancer
The stars foresee a 
glorious  future for the 
continent you are living 
on now that it has  a presi-
dent from a place called 
“Stream of  pus”. 

Leo
You'll turn to the memory of 1989 this week, dislocat-
ing your neck, both shoulders, and most of your ten-
dons in the process.

Virgo
This week, a crazy person will try to make you believe 
there’s a difference between Stalinism and market 
regulation. Ignore her.

Libra
You’ve made it your life’s mission to build an argu-
ment for derivatives trading as  the route to social jus-
tice. Truly, you’re one of CEU’s  unsung intellectual 
heroes.

Scorpio
Though it's noble that you’re studying to become 

an accounts adjuster to make the world a 
better place, it remains  unclear exactly 

how that's going to happen.

Sagittarius
The stars indicate academic suc-
cess  in the days to come, though 
it's  quite difficult for them to 
keep a straight face during it.

Capricorn
You will find yourself be-
trayed by science this  week 
when you discover that it al-
lows  reality to refute the 
teachings of your Lord and 

Savior, Milton Friedman.

Aquarius
Smile! Someone out there loves 

you even more than her i-phone. On 
second thought, don't smile. 

Pisces
While the Soros on Soros  you’re holding against 

your chest will prove itself  useful in stopping  the first 
bullet, the Poisonous Paprika in front of your face will 
let the next dozen or so straight through.

! ! ! Luisa Steur
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