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So Now What Do We Do? 
- The Hatchery 
See website for address.
tpburl.com/bhp01x

Bobby Long
The Lakeside Lounge
tpburl.com/p1y7vn

Colin Hay
Mexicali Live
tpburl.com/gts4bq

Dave Matthews Band
Madison Square Garden
tpburl.com/mcn350

Jennifer Hudson w/ Robin 
Thicke
WaMu Theater at Madison 
Square Garden
tpburl.com/b57w8j

Cruisin’ Canines Club
Wantagh Train Station
tpburl.com/w1fg03
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your yankee superfandom 
is not welcome
By A.J. Daulerio | 3/28/09 | Deadspin 	 tpburl.com/8rfd9w 
	 Interesting story about the paranoid corporate buffoonery of the Yankees who decided 
that novelist Jane Heller’s “Confessions of a She-Fan” was “too controversial” to be a part of the 
Yankees’ Opening Day commemorative program.
	 Heller wrote an extensive blog post about the spat, wondering why a full-page ad for her 
book, which from my understanding is sort of a love letter to the team, was not approved:
	 While my book does have enough salty language to make a sailor blush, it’s hardly 
“controversial,” unless you count the night I begged my husband to follow A-Rod into a 
restaurant men’s room so I’d have a funny anecdote to write about.
	 When I told a friend what had happened, she said sarcastically, “So the Yankees blackballed 
their #1 fan. Good PR on their part.”
	 This incident has become popular thanks to today’s Page Six mention and Heller has 
received plenty of support, even an offer from another publishing house to run her ad in a 
Yankee Stadium commemorative edition. The person at this company shared their own tales 
of the difficulty of dealing with the Yankees, including this incident that happened with a 
furniture company that wanted to advertise in the Yankees program:

This company designed an ad for the Yankees program showing a row of seats at the Stadium, one of 
which had a type of office chair super-imposed on it. George Steinbrenner wouldn’t approve the ad 
because he thought the office chair was too wide and would insinuate that Yankee fans were fat.

	 It’s stories like these that almost make the Seinfeld caricature of Steinbrenner seem 
remarkably accurate.

no pizza march (dedicated to mara)
By Brooke Van Poppelen | 3/26/09 | New York Is Retarded 	 tpburl.com/1zwcyq 
	 My boyfriend and I declared the month of March as “No Pizza March”. Today is the 26th. I 
have gone 26 days without pizza in NYC and have 5 more to go. 
	 Since moving to NYC which is a haven for Yes-aholics, I have never had to put myself into 
so many little self-imposed “just say no” programs. Last year was “No Alcohol March” which 
did nothing other than make me a more impassioned booze hound. I went on about a 6 month 
stretch of “No Internet Dates for Brooke” which succeeded in keeping me single and lonely but 
at least I did not sleep with total strangers off the internet for half a year and instead met them 
in bars. 
	 This past summer was “Ease up on your margarita consumption June” followed by 
“Seriously, when you are in Chicago visiting, it’s not a license to eat Mexican food all 8 days for 
every meal just because NYC Mexican food sucks so much ass July”. 
	 I used to have even smaller goals when I moved here that were more focused on making it 
through a single day as opposed to a month. Today is “No crying Monday” hopefully followed 
by “No crying Tuesday” and so on and so forth.
	 Well before hatching so many of these little hare-brained schemes of denial like not eating 
pizza for 30 days, I have embarked on other journeys of restriction. I did the Master Cleanse 
2 summers ago and lasted 6 days to prove nothing other than the fact that I have hardcore 
emotional attachments to everything I eat. I fiercely clutched a copy of “Power of Now” for 
those 6 days and journaled like a mad person every time I felt myself going to a crazy place over 
food.
	 I honestly did not feel hungry, (yeah I needed to lose some weight but this is about the 
most unrealistic way ever to do it) and I even had some crazy bursts of energy and clarity, but 
this was about me trying to finally gain some control over the emotional crutch that food had 
become since moving to NYC. It was all out psychological warfare as I had never stopped to 
observe how many stressors pop up every day in NYC which then immediately cause knee jerk 
reactions not limited to: stress eating, drinking yourself blind, punching a stranger, injecting 
street drugs into your vein, screaming, screaming, screaming, and more screaming. 
	 I never have done street drugs but I see plenty of other people do them. I HAVE however 
succumbed to all of the other mentioned reactions due to stress overload and no access to Yoga 
anywhere near my apartment. 
	 Doing the Master Cleanse stripped me of all my go-to numbing devices and forced me to 
really deal with my stress like a human. I found myself able to ease myself off of the cleanse as I 
was enroute to upstate Maine where I could unwind and stay out of trouble for the next several 
days. Instead of drinking myself into a state of imagined euphoria and tranquility, I sat next to 
a lake, ran my fingers through cool, verdant grass, inhaled deep, piney breaths of air and just let 
myself be. It was wonderful and I knew it wouldn’t last, but I felt certain that I understood my 
triggers a little bit more and could better deal with them upon returning to NYC.
	 So fast forward almost 2 years later and while I still have not gone to one fucking yoga class 
in 3 years, I have calmed down and removed alot of the stress from my life. Doing hard cardio 
has been the trick for NYC. It’s like fighting fire with fire for me. I have to engage in an activity 
that satisfies my stress instead of trying to dismiss it through meditation and deep bending. 
Nope. Not gonna work. I find that exhausting myself through 40 minutes of kicking and 
punching at the air satisfies my need for violence while also stimulating seratonin and burning 
calories. It’s a win-win situation for everyone.
	 But man, oh man. This particular winter has turned into a real doozy, especially this month 
and especially in times of national crisis.
	 So this brings me back to “No Pizza March” which has also inadvertently turned into “No 
leaving the apartment March” as well as “Little to no income March” and I have realized that 
I am not a stronger person mentally. I am just poor and depressed. Not eating 4 dollar slices of 
pizza for 26 days is not really that much of a challenge when it is not really an option. I cannot 
afford my favorite means of self-destruction, nor do I have the energy or interest to leave the 
apartment in search of numbing devices because that would require getting dressed. Am I 
winning at this round of self-composure or losing an even bigger battle? Is it my steely resolve 
to abstain or just the economy once again stealing my thunder?
	 Eh. Whatever works. I am trying to ready myself for “Don’t think too hard about it unless 
you want to go bat-shit crazy April.”
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Yeti of Hieizan

Categories: Japanese, Asian Fusion
Location: 43-16 Queens Blvd, Sunnyside, NY 11104
tpburl.com/ygpv0n

Natasha B. says, “A  Japanese-Nepalese Bigfoot restaurant that serves tequila and Korean food?   
I want to see this joint's business plan.

(So went my initial jokes about this place's menu.  I mean, c'mon --it's called THE YETI.  You can 
hardly blame me.)

Once the food arrived, though, the private wooden booths (lined with Himalayan cushions)  
proved both a pleasant place for acquainting myself with my date...and Nepalese condiments.  
In fact, considering everything it's attempting, the Yeti's food is A-OK.  While we played it safe 
with momos, fried noodles and sashimi, I'm hoping some of their more traditional Nepalese 
soups might wow come winter.  If only I wasn't moving back to Williamsburg!”
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Michael Roberts  | tpburl.com/fw5k89
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