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seven questions we’d like to 
ask roger clemens
By Elliott Smith | 5/14/09 | The Bachelor Guy 	 tpburl.com/1m3nzk 
	 The Roger Clemens “Living in Denial 2009 Tour” had its first stop this week on the Mike & 
Mike radio show, where the disgraced pitcher stubbornly maintained his stance that he did not 
use performance-enhancing drugs, despite mountains of evidence to the contrary. 
	 Clemens’ next stop? What should be friendlier confines: Houstonist.com, which somehow 
managed to land the opportunity to have an e-mail chat with the native Texan, who wrote, “I 
welcome the chance to answer the questions of your readers.”
	 Surely, Clemens is prepared for the hard-hitting softball questions picked for him by the 
editors of the site, so I decided to come up with a few of my own... 
	 1 - How does it feel to have your head expand by three sizes? Does it hurt? Did you have to 
buy all new hats? Cut bigger holes in your shirts to get your noggin through?
	 2 - What would you like to be most remembered for? Lying or cheating?
	 3 - Since you threw your wife under the bus, identifying her as a steroid user, would you 
say the Little Rocket has been grounded in the bedroom?
	 4 - A 15-year-old Mindy McCready? Really?
	 5 - Do you think your groundbreaking role as Skidmark in “Kingpin” will help you in 
prison?
	 6 - Does Jose Canseco have a better shot into getting into the Hall of Fame than you?
	 7 - Who’s better at poker? You, Barry Bonds or Alex Rodriguez? 

the commercial jingle penned 
by satan himself
By Bokeen | 5/13/09 | My Blog is Funnier Than Yours 	 tpburl.com/7pr856
	 I never thought that three simple words could haunt my every waking moment, driving me 
to murderous rage. 
	 “Five.”
	 I cringe as I hear the solitary syllable.  I chomp on the filter of my cigarette, bracing for the 
next words.
	 “Five dollar.”
	 My heart rate surges and I am overwhelmed with anger. 
	 “Five dollar footlooooong.”
	 I reach my breaking point, grinding out my cigarette in frustration.  I jump off the couch, 
searching for a knife to jam in my ear, rendering me deaf. 
	 ::
	 Never before in the history of the universe has an advertising jingle been so insipid and so 
incredibly infectious. 
	 When the “Five Dollar Footlong” campaign debuted last year, I welcomed the change of 
pace in Subway’s advertising.  For eight years, Subway had rammed the inspirational story of 
Jared Fogle down America’s collective throat.  The very sight of the awkward pitchman had 
begun to infuriate me, and I felt that positioning Subway’s preservative-laden sandwiches as a 
miracle diet was inherently deceptive. 
	 The first commercial in the campaign was quite kitschy.  A weather woman, police officer 
and Godzilla made the “Five Dollar Footlong” hand gesture as zombie-like, monotone singers 
performed the new jingle as a backdrop. 
	 Initially, I found the tune to be mildly annoying.  I had no idea that Subway would attempt 
to turn the jingle into a cultural phenomenon.
	 The commercials recently evolved to show everyday people signing the song.  “Five Dollar 
Footlong” evolved from a mindless jingle into a reverent hymn to a fast food juggernaut.  Off-
key renditions of the song became commonplace during prime time. 
	 Subway had recently embraced McDonald’s advertising ethos by attempting to show a 
cultural cross-section of imbeciles belting out the tune. 
	 Asian soul singer? Check. 
	 Young black man? Check.
	 White guy with an upright bass guitar? Check.
	 The commercials string together brief clips of each of these individuals singing the song in 
their own unique, off-key style.  The result is a chaotic mashup that defies all logic by making 
the idiotic jingle even more irritating.
	 ::
	 A successful commercial jingle is memorable and upbeat, eliciting a positive emotional 
response from the audience.  The “Five Dollar Footlong” jingle succeeds in the former – the 
song is downright infectious, and I am currently taking a regimen of antibiotics to eliminate the 
scourge from my immune system.  However, the tune is far from upbeat.  It evokes the image of 
a large group of devoted cult members in a trance-like state, slowly marching to the site of their 
mass suicide ritual while droning an unusual prayer about lunchmeat.
	 While jingles are meant to be short and easy to remember, the simplicity of “Five Dollar 
Footlong” is utterly remarkable.  Three words – merely five syllables – are the basis from which 
the three-line jingle is constructed.  The lyrics make a nursery rhyme read like a Stephen 
Hawking book. 
	 I am certain that the ad agency that created the jingle presented several different options 
to the Subway executives.  Were the alternatives equally childish?  Did the agency also pitch 
“Cheap Sandwich Good” and “Meat Lettuce Bread” as options?
	 I believe the tune has an adverse effect on all of us.  “Five Dollar Footlong” does not arouse 
creativity, nor does it inspire the youth of America to learn how to read, let alone write coherent 
sentences.  The presence of the jingle on television lowers our collective intelligence.
	 Clearly, Subway is hell-bent on devolving the human race until we all live in the wild 
like primates, swinging from trees and flinging our feces at one another.  I do not know what 
Subway’s endgame is, but this nefarious plan must be stopped and justice must be served.  The 
author of the song must be tried at The Hague for crimes against humanity.
	 Or perhaps, we need not act.  Perhaps forces outside of our control will bring a halt to 
Subway’s maniacal campaign.  If the economy were to worsen, inflation could cause prices to 
rise, prompting Subway to end the five-dollar offer. 
	 Let us all pray that the economy gets much worse, bringing a swift end to the cruel “Five 
Dollar Footlong” campaign. 

Erik Swain  | tpburl.com/d9z6gw 

facebook embraces openid; 
login with gmail
By Adam Ostrow | 5/18/09 | Mashable 	 tpburl.com/kxptfm
	 Most major Web companies – Google, Yahoo, Microsoft, etc. – have announced support for 
OpenID, meaning that you can use your credentials from any one of those services to register 
and login to third-party websites that support OpenID. But Facebook is taking a big leap beyond 
all of these companies today by enabling you to login to its own site using either Gmail or 
OpenID.
	 That means that if you’re not one of the 200 million people on Facebook yet (ok, you 
probably are, but for everyone else …), you can now signup using the same username and 
password you use to login to Gmail, or, in a bit more cumbersome fashion using an OpenID 
URL from another identity provider.
	 A bit more on how it works, from Facebook:

“Existing and new users can now link their Facebook accounts with their Gmail accounts or with ac-
counts from those OpenID providers that support automatic login. Once a user links his or her account 
with a Gmail address or an OpenID URL, logs in to that account, then goes to Facebook, that user will 
already be logged in to Facebook.”

	 The implementation doesn’t seem to be live yet for everyone, but the focus on Gmail 
is especially interesting, given Google, through Friend Connect, is a bit of a competitor to 
Facebook, and Facebook, MySpace, and Google are all offering identity platforms of their own 
that would seemingly compete with OpenID.
	 But, the integration seems to serve Facebook’s goal of establishing your social graph on the 
site, by helping you friend your existing Gmail contacts that use the social network. Facebook 
adds that Gmail users “get up and running after registering even faster than before, find their 
friends easily, and quickly engage on the site.”
	 This is big news in the world of OpenID, and it will be interesting to see if it paves the way 
for other major Web companies that have become identity providers to also do what Facebook 
is doing – becoming what’s known as a “relying party” and, for example, letting you login to 
Gmail with your Yahoo credentials.
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Hot To Eat A Burrito Bigger Than 
Your Arm
By: ElGuapo
tpburl.com/5bg1m4

Steps 1-5 Steps 6-12

Have you ever had an urge to do battle with ginormous burrito? Obviously, you have. Well, 
stop thinking about it and go do it. Here's how...

foundphotoslj

Step 1: 3-6 Mo. of Hard Training
You can’t just wake up one day and decide 
to eat a burrito bigger than your arm. It 
takes months of hard training to get in 
shape for said battle with burrito. Getting 
drunk and eating other large foods is best 
way to prepare.
Step 2: Pre-Fight Preparation
Hand to hand combat with giant burritos 
poses serious threat of injury, death or 
intestinal failure. And no amount of beef 
punching can fully prepare your mind for 
the actual fight.
Calm your nerves on night of battle by 
getting black-out drunk.
Step 3: Select a Burrito Place
To find a worthy burrito adversary, you have 
to know where to look.
All respectable late night burrito places 
should have the following:
(1) Owned by actual Mexican people — Not 
Taco Bell or Chipotle
(2) Some type of crude, culturally insensitive 
sign. This typically involves a caricature of a 
Mexican dude with a sombrero and 
mustache. Often times, he’ll also be wearing 
a poncho, shooting off a pistol, or riding a 
donkey.
(3) Authentic decor = gold framed paintings 
of Virgin Mary on the walls.
(4) One of those things on the counter 
where you can get mini york peppermint 
patties if you stick a quarter in a slot to help 
find a missing child.
(5) Open at 4 AM.
Step 4: Trash Talk to the Burrito
Step 5: After Purchasing Burrito, Make 
Sure Burrito is Regulation Size
Burrito must extend from your elbow to 
your wrist. If for some reason you don’t 
have arms, you can use a dollar bill to 
approximate regulation burrito size.

Step 6: Roll Up Your Sleeves to Begin 
Battle
Step 7: Begin Attack Mode
Give your burrito a villainous name to make 
battle even more epic. I named my burrito 
villain, El Feo.
Step 8: Pacing
The key to eating a burrito bigger than your 
arm is to pace yourself. Just kidding. Pacing 
is for wimps. Scarf it as fast as you possibly 
can.
Step 9: Don't be El Puke-o
Step 10: Savor the Last Bite
Step 11: Declare Victory!!
Step 12: Do a Victory Dance

Harrigan’s
2816 N Halsted St
Chicago, IL 60657

Good drinks. Good crowd. Where El 
Guapo did his pre-fight preparation on 
night of the battle.

Angela’s Burrito Style
2556 N Clark St
Chicago, IL 60614
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Machu Picchu Restaurant

Categories: Latin American, Steakhouses
Location: 3856 N. Ashland Ave, Chicago, IL 60613
tpburl.com/pb03dh

Elaine C. says, “Oh man, I don't know how much filet mignon they eat in Peru, but they sure 
know how to grill one. I had the Filet "Machu Picchu" style and it was spectacular, served with 
Machu Picchu potatoes and veggies. It's only $19, too, which ain't bad at all for filet.

They also bring out this green sauce with the bread that is amazing. We also tried the Ceviche 
Mixto, which was also delish and also a value. Huge mound of fresh seafood and delicious 
sauce for $14. Fried yucca--yumma!

With a http://restaurant.com certificate, this place is a total steal.”

mysteries of the red line
By Karl Klockars | 5/14/09 | Karl Klockars 	 tpburl.com/hq7zwy 
	 The Perils of Not Minding Your Own Business
	 I was in the process of getting squeezed into the Red Line this morning, somewhere 
between Belmont and Fullerton, when I looked down at a notepad that an unfortunately hyper-
blonde woman was writing on.  I’m a nosy bastard - I’m also judgemental as well, making snap 
decisions about people based on what songs their iPods are playing - and couldn’t help but try 
to get a read on what she was printing into her book.
	 I couldn’t make out all of it but what I could read like this:
	 “If admitted:
	 Cancel Charge Card”
	 Admitted?  What does that mean?  Like, as in going into a hospital?  You look healthy 
enough.  You appear to be mostly sane.  Aside from the gargantuan sunglasses, of course, but 
that’s an affliction you seem to share with a number of other people.  Some on this very car.  So 
what kind of secret insanity are you harboring?
	 No matter where you’re admitted to, you have the forethought to know you won’t need 
your Discover?  Can you charge cigarettes inside an institution?  Can you put a 5150 on Amex?  
If you’re being admitted to something like Columbia, aren’t you going to need that card when 
you need a late night run to Panera or something?
	 I’m standing at your shoulder with some very sensitive body parts right at your stabbing 
level.  And you’re noting to yourself about getting “admitted?”  Maybe it’s swine flu.  Maybe it’s 
some affliction where you randomly just start biting people.  I don’t know.
	 I do know I kept my eyes on her the whole rest of the trip…just in case.  She got off at 
Chicago.  Probably just worried about getting into business school or Loyola or something.
	 Profiling And Its Relation To What Train Just Arrived
	 Hopefully this is more of a function of sociology than it is of what could be called “racial 
profiling” but I really want to know if I’m the only person that does this.
	 It’s fairly well established that Chicago is one of the most, if not the most, segregated 
major city in America, yes?  Now, raise your hand if you’ve ever decided what El train either just 
arrived or just left by basis of the racial makeup of who’s left on the platform.
	 Anyone?  I see a few hands out there.
	 I’m the traditionally boring Brown Line & Red Line northside denizen cliche.  And when I 
run down the stairs at State & Lake and see a flood of white people walking up the stairs, I think 
to myself, “Good.  That means a train from Lakeview just unloaded.  Maybe I can still catch the 
train north to Howard.”
	 When I run up the stairs to the Brown Line platform at State & Lake and I hear a train 
pulling away, and I look at the remaining CTA patrons on the platform and see mostly African-
Americans remaining awaiting a Green Line (and the occasional Oak Parker salted in there as 
well), I can invariably look down towards Clark & Lake and see the train that I just missed.
	 There’s a thesis in this theory somewhere, but I’m no sociology grad student.  But if anyone 
does decide to do some research, let me know if my observations are justified.
	 Graffiti Hurts My Feelings
	 A new tag on a building seen while headed southbound, right before going underground:  ” 
Something something something You Guys Suck!” I found myself strangely deflated by that.  I 
don’t mind if someone puts up some quality guerilla art here and there, but you don’t have to 
tell me via spraypaint that I’m a stupid commuting wage-slave jerk, do you?  I’m hurt.
	 Were I a more motivated person, a better artist and a stronger climber, I’d go up there 
and add my own tag:  “He doesn’t mean it.  He’s just expressing his own feelings of disillusion 
because he’s not employed in the Loop.  Try to understand.  X-MEN 4EVA”
	 Maybe it’s because it was written in blue paint.  A perfect storm of a letdown on a nice 
sunny morning.  Like my friend Bones used to ask me, “Who pissed in your Wheaties this 
morning?”  Graffiti peed in it today, Bones.  It was graffiti pee.
	 I would have called this “Mysteries of the Brown Line” but nobody cares about what the 
heck that artwork is at Addison.  I tend to assume they’re just waiting to put something that’s 
actually art in there.  The numbers are just place holders.
	 Plus, it sounds like a poop joke.  I try to avoid those - unless they’re really funny.  Then, 
everything one references about “taking the brown line” kinda sounds like a digestion reference.  
My friend Bones also used to tell me, “Can’t win, why try.”  How true, Bones.  How true.
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Marina Fillpovic Marinshe  | tpburl.com/x976wq 

Amadou & Mariam 
Park West
tpburl.com/kg7y2h

WordCamp Chicago
UBS Tower
tpburl.com/mvxhkb

Patty Griffin
Ravinia Festival
tpburl.com/gyvk94

Crystal Method
House of Blues
tpburl.com/18sf6h

Rock the 4th f/Ringside
Rockit Bar and Grill
tpburl.com/c4wh1z

The New Standards/Sarah 
Siskind
Hideout
tpburl.com/nkwf2x

New Mastersounds
Double Door
tpburl.com/bm0j3x

Jenny Lewis
Park West
tpburl.com/9xcd7r
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Max Brallier  | tpburl.com/zs7542 

http://guidespot.com
http://www.yelp.com/chicago
http://tpburl.com/hq7zwy
http://tpburl.com/x976wq
http://tpburl.com/zs7542
http://eventful.com/Chicago



