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   Recipe of the Month
Midnight Meatloaf and Potato Pancakes
Sorry to break it to you, wannabe-Wes-Anderson, 
but this dish ain’t designed for your Instagram. This 
food right here is hearty, it’s primal, and it’ll satisfy 
you in unspeakable ways. This, my young padawans, 
is meatloaf. Now nothing goes together quite like 
meat and potatoes (though sexism and the Gram-
my’s might give ‘em a run for their money), so let’s 
throw in some fried potato pancakes to go with it. 

Continued on page 4

   Tell Me About It
Dear Ms. Cabot,
 My 20th birthday is close and I’d like to celebrate it 
here in Rome with some friends I made at JCU. But 
since I’m a study abroad, I don’t really know where 
I could bring my friends. Do you know a cute restau-
rant where I can celebrate it?
-------------------------------------------------------------------------
 Dear Birthday Boy/Girl...

Continued on page 4

Dear JCU Community, 
 
Welcome back to another great semester, 
and happy new year!

This first issue of  Spring 2018 is our very first 
attempt to resemble a real newspaper. After 
several months of  doubts about whether 
buying or not a professional printer for our 
newspaper, I eventually took the big decision 
of  printing in an “editoria” in A2 format.  
The February issue contains many informa-
tive and powerful articles. There’s the touch-
ing report of  the vigil held in Rome, on Jan-
uary 25, in honor of  the Italian researcher 
found dead in Cairo. The story is written 
by Isabella Tyler, JCU student who studied 
abroad in Trieste, where the young man 
studied as a child. I also provided a small 
side article for those who don’t know his 
story. Kurtis Loux explains why, according 
to science, university lectures are not as ef-
fective as many think. Our copywriter Adri-
ana Denoble, with a personal piece, speaks 
out about the OCD disease, and more! 
 
I hope you enjoy this issue and the new for-
mat, and if  you have any questions, do not 
hesitate to email me.

Cristina Di Leva
Editor-in-Chief

From the Editor

A Hidden World Under 
Our Fingerprints
by LUCREZIA CARBONARI

Nowadays, our society is becoming more 
attached to the media and, more specifically, 
to the Internet. People consider themselves 
to be online “experts”, but are we really 
sure we know every shade of  the online 
world? By definition, the “Deep Web” is a 
part of  the World Wide Web that’s buried 
beneath the shadows of  the internet as we 
know it, commonly called “surface web”. 
When you use a search engine, such a 
Google, you gain instant access to millions 
of  links and information: this is how one 
uses the surface web. You’re exploring just 
the surface of  this iceberg that the web

Continued on page 3

Lectures Don’t Work. 
Here’s Why.
by KURTIS LOUX

“I hate history; there’s so much 
information.” “I hate science; how 
can I be expected to understand all 
of  this knowledge in such a short 
amount of  time?” These statements 
are prevalent in universities throughout 
the world, and not without reason. The 
problem with learning these subjects 
in school isn’t necessarily that they’re 
“boring” or “useless,” but rather the 
medium that they’re taught in: lectures.

Continued on page 3

Diseased Thoughts: 
The Truth on OCD
by ADRIANA DENOBLE

I grew up thinking that if  I was honest 
about what went on in my mind, I would 
be locked away. I would pray every night 
asking God to forgive me for having 
the thoughts I had. I have had intrusive 
thoughts since my earliest memory, and 
it wasn’t until I was thirteen years old 
that I was told that I was not evil -- I was 
sick. Being diagnosed with Obsessive 
Compulsive Disorder came as a shock 
and a comfort: the intrusive thoughts I 
was haunted by wasn’t because I was a 
bad person, it was because I had a mental 
illness. Intrusive thoughts are the symptoms 
of  OCD that create the compulsions society 
is familiar with. These thoughts, “in the...

Continued on page 3
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Two years without
GIULIO REGENI 

On the annyversary of the disappereance of the Italian researcher killed in Cairo, 
people gathered in his memory all over Italy: from Bari to Fiumicello, his hometown
by ISABELLA TYLER

I saw Giulio in each set 
of  eyes I looked into. The 
grief  was almost tangible. 
At 19:41, the time at which 
he was last heard from 
two years ago, we lit our 
yellow candles, followed 

by a moment of  silence.  
My active participation in 
the Amnesty Internation-
al Italia campaign, “Truth 
for Giulio Regeni,” often 
leads people to think that 
I knew him personally. 
My active participation in 
the Amnesty Internation-

al Italia campaign, “Truth 
for Giulio Regeni,” often 
leads people to think that I 
knew him personally. This 
is not the case. I do, how-
ever, perfectly remember 
hearing about his disap-
pearance two years ago... 

Continued on page 2

A black girl’s narrative
by JANET KIMANI

In a lifetime, we all     
undergo some form of  
discrimination. This may 
be due to differences in race, 
religion, sex, appearance, 
etc. This is because we 
live in a society and being 
a black girl, I have...

Continued on page 2

World 

People gathering at the vigil held in the memory of  Giulio Regeni in Rome, Italy.                                Photo Credits: Ansa 

GIULIO REGENI: the case
by CRISTINA DI LEVA

On January 25, 2018, 
more than 500 people 
gathered in Rome in a 
muffled silence to com-
memorate the second an-
niversary of  the disappear-
ance of  Giulio Regeni, the 
Italian PhD student who...

Continued on page 2

The Critelli Legacy
by MAGGIE VLAJ

This semester, JCU for-
mally opened its newest 
addition: the Caroline 
Critelli Guarini Campus.  
Located in Piazza Belli and 
only a short walk from the 
Tiber Campus, the Critel-
li Campus is the first...

Continued on page 3
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by ISABELLA TYLER

January 25, 2018,
Piazza Montecitorio, Rome. 
I saw Giulio in each set of  eyes I 
looked into. The grief  was almost 
tangible. At 19:41, the time at 
which he was last heard from two 
years ago, we lit our yellow can-
dles, followed by a moment of  si-
lence. My active participation in 
the Amnesty International Italia 
campaign, “Truth for Giulio Re-
geni,” often leads people to think 
that I knew him personally. This 
is not the case. I do, however, per-
fectly remember hearing about 
his disappearance two years ago.
It spread like wildfire through an 
alumni page for the United World 
Colleges, a group of  internation-
al high schools around the world, 
with a focus on making educa-
tion a force to unite people, na-
tions and cultures for peace and 

a sustainable future; one which I 
attended here in Italy (Trieste). A 
lot of  his friends and classmates 
had explicitly shared their fears 
about what had happened to this 
young Italian, from researching 
independent trade unions in Cai-
ro. Just eight days later, his lifeless 
body was found in a ditch near 
a highway on the outskirts of  the 
Egyptian capital. “I was only able 
to recognise the tip of  his nose,” 
is the chilling imagery given by 
his mother after going to identi-
fy the corpse, emphasising how 
mutilated his body had been. On 
Feb. 12, 2016, the Regeni family 
held the funeral for Giulio in his 
hometown of  Fiumicello. After-
wards, they opened the service to 
the public, and extended an invi-
tation to the nearby sister-school 
where Giulio had attended, 
which happened to be where I 
was studying at the time. So a 

handful of  my classmates and I 
decided to go. We felt as though 
Giulio could have been any one 
of  us. Thousands showed up, 
from different corners of  the 
globe, to pay their respects. His 
mother spoke, his friends spoke, 
his elementary school teacher 
spoke. They spoke of  hope more 
than anything; the hope that en-
couraged people to continue to 
live life as fearlessly and unapolo-
getically as Giulio had. Fingers 
are still being pointed between 
Italy, Cairo, and Cambridge, on 
who is to blame for the death of  
Regeni, but the fact is that there 
is still no truth. Today, two years 
later, Giulio has come to repre-
sent so much more than just one 
individual. Hundreds of  thou-
sands of  Egyptians, repressed 
by their country’s harsh regime, 
are regularly tortured and mur-
dered. In the typical Occidental/

Western countries, our attention 
tends to be focused more on the 
devastations faced by places like 
London, Paris, Brussels, and New 
York. Giulio has become a name 
for the nameless. 

January 25, 2018, 
Piazza Montecitorio, Rome. 
The candlelit vigil has ended. 
The hoards of  reporters are 
chasing down Laura Boldroni, 
the President of  the Chamber 
of  Deputies, who had joined us 
in solidarity. I still see Giulio in 
each set of  eyes I meet. But this 
time, breaking our gaze, I meet 
soft smiles and polite exchanges 
of  words. It reminds me of  how 
much we are all connected in this 
world that often seems so out of  
touch with itself. It reminds me 
of  the power of  unity.

Two years without
GIULIO REGENI

by CRISTINA  DI LEVA

On January 25, 2018, more than 
500 people gathered in Rome in 
a muffled silence to commemo-
rate the second anniversary of  
the disappearance of  Giulio Re-
geni, the Italian PhD student who 
had been murdered in Egypt. 
Regeni, an Italian doctoral stu-
dent at the University of  Cam-
bridge, was kidnapped on Jan. 
25, 2016. Tortured and killed, his 
body was abandoned in the vicin-
ity of  a prison of  Egyptian secret 
services in Cairo on Feb. 3, 2016.
The young researcher, born 
in Trieste in 1988, had devel-
oped a passion for the spirit of  
the Arab Spring, a theme he 
had described in a series of  ar-
ticles signed under the pseudo-
nym Antonio Drius. In particu-
lar, he focused on the difficult 
trade union situation after the 
Egyptian revolution of  2011.

Two years after his disappear-
ance, there is still no truth; 
who’s responsible for Giulio’s 
murder has not yet been iden-
tified and the Regeni case re-
mains blurred and confused.
At 19:41, more than 300 silent 
candles illuminated the heart 
of  the capital, in Montecito-
rio. The same vigil has been 
held in 100 cities all over Italy, 
from North to South. Present 
at the event in Rome was Ric-
cardo Noury, spokesperson for 
Amnesty International Italia, 
and Laura Boldrini, President 
of  the Chamber of  Deputies.
On the same day, around 19:30, 
150 students, academics, and 
other residents of  the city of  
Cambridge gathered outside 
the Church of  St. Mary the 
Great  to commemorate the 
two-year anniversary of  the 
disappearance of  Regeni. The 
silence began at 19:41, the 
same time as the last contact 
with Regeni on Jan. 25, 2016.

There is Still 
NO Truth for GIULIO

Photo Credits: Ansa Italia 

A  B l a c k  G i r l ’ s  N a r r a t i v e
by JANET KIMANI

In a lifetime, we all undergo some form of  
discrimination. This may be due to differences 
in race, religion, sex, appearance, etc. This 
is because we live in a society poisoned 
with bias and prejudice. Racism is one of  
the main illnesses plaguing our society, and 
being a black girl, I have experienced it first 
hand. Surprisingly, my first encounter with 
racism was in my own country, Kenya. My 
friend and I went to a restaurant in Nairobi 
for lunch, which had predominantly white 
clientele. We chose a table on the terrace 
and waited to be served. After about seven 
minutes of  the waiters blatantly ignoring 
our presence, we beckoned one of  them 
who happened to be staring directly at our 
table. Just as he arrived, with no apologies to 
offer, a white couple sat near our table. What 
followed was shocking. The waiter excused 
himself  from our table and rushed to serve 
the white couple; all smiles and apologies for 
the delay. Their orders were taken, while our 
orders seemed to be an afterthought. This 

was clearly an instance where, because of  
my race, I was given second-rate service. 
This incident was an eye-opener, particularly 
on the level of  regard Kenyans held for 
their fellow Kenyans and the ridiculous 
amount of  privilege that is bestowed on 
white people because they are viewed as 
superior. I have noticed this kind of  racism 
in many restaurants in Kenya frequented 
by white people. The waiters, who are often 
Kenyan, treat Kenyan or African clients 
with a contemptuous familiarity and delay 
in service, while blatantly treating their 
white clients with utmost reverence. The 
worst of  such an experience happened at 
an Italian restaurant in Nairobi, where the 
waiter constantly addressed me in distasteful 
familiarity and went as far as asking, in 
unsavory jest, how long I had saved up to 
be able to afford such a restaurant’s dining. 
The height of  my irritation was when I gave 
him my order and he insisted that I change 
it because I certainly didn’t understand the 
kind of  meal I had requested. I almost pitied 
the man for his own unfortunate inferiority-

complex. Although I have only been in 
Europe for three weeks, I indeed have 
experienced small acts of  racism, mainly 
microaggression. For instance, while using 
public transportation, many of  the locals 
will stare at me like an animal at the zoo. 
At first, this kind of  staring would make me 
severely uncomfortable and self-conscious. 
Now, although I still get uncomfortable, I 
have gotten used to the stares and profiling 
in high-end stores, where I will be followed 
around in case I “steal something.” I am 
yet to experience any major form of  racial 
discrimination in Europe; I say yet because, 
from my research, more likely than not, it 
will happen; but I remain hopeful.
Racism is an ugly thing. It is judging a 
person solely by the color of  their skin 
and concluding that they fit into a certain 
stereotype. It is an unfortunate reality. I can 
only but share Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.’s 
sentiments, that I hope one day I will be 
judged not by the color of  my skin, but by 
the content of  my character.

by KURTIS LOUX

“I hate history; there’s so much 
information.” “I hate science; 
how can I be expected to 
understand all of  this knowledge 
in such a short amount of  time?”
These statements are prevalent 
in universities throughout the 
world, and not without reason. 
The problem with learning these 
subjects in school isn’t necessarily 
that they’re “boring” or “useless,” 
but rather the medium that 
they’re taught in: lectures.
After watching “The Science 
of  Thinking” from Veritasium, 
a Youtuber based mostly on 
science and logical thinking, 
I became more aware about 
why the history and science 

classes I’ve taken through my 
schooling had been a bore to 
me. The reason lies in how our 
brains process information. In 
psychological terms, our brains 
process information in two 
systems: “System One,” let’s call 
it Bob and “System Two,” let’s 
call it Dan. Dan is your conscious 
thought, the system you rely 
on when asked to compute a 
mathematical function in your 
head. Bob, on the other hand, 
is responsible for most of  the 
information that your brain is 
bombarded with throughout the 
day, sorting between important 
and not important, as well as 
feeding off of  your library of  past 
experiences to make most of  your 
decision making easier. Most of  
what you experience throughout 

the day feeds through Bob before 
being channeled to Dan, as 
Dan takes more time to process 
information. Dan however, 
is also better able to discern 
what is correct and incorrect 
and give you a better answer. 
What does this have to do with 
the “boring” class lectures we 
sit through? Well, generally, 
lectures are easy for Bob to 
tune out as useless background 
noise, leaving us students bored 
and unamused. This is because 
lectures, generally, don’t ask us 
questions that require Dan to do 
any work -- that would result in 
us thinking deeper about what 
we’re learning and help us absorb 
more information. Instead, 
lectures shoot information at us 
at a rate that, unless provoked by 

questions, Dan is unable to pick 
up on because it can only focus 
a small amount of  information. 
So, how do we break down the 
information into chunks that Dan 
is able to reliably comprehend? 
Some universities have decided 
to switch to workshops and peer 
instruction, as well as other 
formats that force the students 
to utilize Dan by asking more 
detailed questions, rather than 
simply listening and taking 
notes. However, many students 
don’t want solutions. The 
majority of  the students would 
be against such methods because 
it requires more work on their 
part to answer questions and be 
engaged in learning, than it is to 
sit back and listen to a professor 
speak for 75 minutes and take a 

few notes. This is not a knock on 
university students by any means; 
the human brain tries to find 
the easiest connection between 
two ideas, as it saves energy for 
us to focus on more important 
“threats” that come up. This 
propensity to find the easiest 
way is not conducive to learning, 
though. In order to learn, your 
mind must be challenged; ideas 
and thoughts have to go through 
“Dan” in order to be accessible 
later in life. Just mindlessly 
listening during lectures will not 
help you in your career, but if  
you take the time to think about 
and answer the questions your 
professor asks, no matter how 
deafening the silence, the better 
off you’ll be. 

Lectures Don’t Work: Here’s Why.



Joel Reviews: Three Billboards Outside Ebbing, Missouri
by JOEL HASHOP

After her daughter’s unsolved brutal 
murder seven months prior, blue collar 
Mildred Hayes rents three billboards 
outside the small everybody-knows-
everybody town of  Ebbing, Missouri 
to question the lack of  results by local 
law enforcement. I love movies. I 
love going to the cinema to be in the 
environment where they’re supposed 
to be shown. The whole mini-universe. 
I love it. But only two films in the last 
ten years have brought me back to 
the theater to see them again: Grand 
Budapest Hotel and The Lobster. 
But with Martin McDonagh’s Three 
Billboards Outside Ebbing, Missouri, 
the count has now risen to three.  
Heads up, I am coming into this review 
with an insane amount of  bias. Martin 
McDonagh is the writer/director of  
one of  my top-ten films, In Bruges, 
as well as my second favorite film of  
all, Seven Psychopaths. Plus, he is an 
amazing, award-winning playwright. 
For a cinephile and thespian such as 
myself, this man is a god. Sadly, he has 
not answered my letters urging him 
to be my step-dad. Mom, you didn’t 
read that. McDonagh’s films tend 
to have the following: language so 
offensive you didn’t know it existed, a 
unique style of  over-the-top violence, 
characters so deep you think they 
would’ve been crafted over decades, 
a black comedy that is so subtle and 
yet punches you right in the face, and 
always that one moment that will 
break your heart with a sledgehammer 
of  pathos.  I don’t want to delve too 
deeply into the plot to avoid giving 
anything away. With the murder that 
sparked this chain of  events happening 
much before the film begins, the film 
focuses more on the reactions and 
relationships of  those most closely 
affected by the death, as well as the 
town as a whole. There are twists, 
fires, assaults, and giggles. The tone 
of  the film is set by the folky, soulful 
score potent with Americana that 
matches perfectly with the grievance, 
anger, and hope of  Ebbing, Missouri. 
You don’t notice it at first, but it builds 
up brilliantly. McDonagh tends to 
use the same troupe of  actors in his 
film and his plays, most commonly 
featuring Colin Farrell, Sam Rockwell, 
Woody Harrelson, Željko Ivanek, 
and Christopher Walken. Here he 
welcomes Frances McDormand to 
the group as the film’s heartbroken, 
firebrand lead. Not enough can be 
said about the talent of  this woman. 
Completely deserving of  her Golden 
Globe win for Best Actress and Oscar 
nomination. Everyone will compare 
her performance to that of  her in 
Fargo, but I hope that the work she 
put in as fire-spitting, deadpan mother 
Mildred Hayes can be seen by itself  
for the pure, raw talent it is. The way 

McDormand can say as much with 
physicality in scenes of  silence as she 
can with dialogue truly makes her 
an icon of  this generation. Woody 
Harrelson’s charisma makes him 
likable for nearly every character he 
plays, especially as Chief  Willoughby, 
the one specifically attacked by 
Mildred Hayes and her billboards. 
It’s an odd feeling to like a character 
and feel for a character when the 
protagonist does not, but it just can’t be 
helped. Sam Rockwell, who actually 
happens to be my favorite actor, plays 
Officer Jason Dixon: a dumb, racist, 
homophobic, overly violent cop that 
exists as a symbol of  the reputation 
that white police officers have come 
to know. Rockwell doesn’t hold back 
when it comes to Dixon’s awfulness, 
nor does McDonagh pull any 
punches with his critique of  modern 
American police. He’s childish, rude, 
and consistently makes bad choices, 
but you get excited every time he’s 
on screen. The only competition he 
should be facing for Best Supporting 
Actor is coming from his chief, Woody 
Harrelson. Željko Ivanek often flies 
under the radar, but his timing and 
subtlety as Rockwell’s foil is another 
superb performance. And hey, Peter 
Dinklage is pretty swell as the town’s 
car salesman enamored with Hayes.
There’s a saying that too many cooks 
spoil the broth, and I believe the same 
can be said about actors and eccentric 
characters -- they can distract from 
each other or lessen another’s impact. 
But when each actor brings their 
A-game for characters that show off 
when they can, yet restrain themselves 
when needed like in Three Billboards, 
well, it makes a damn good broth.  
Three Billboards Outside Ebbing, 
Missouri is downright one of  the best 
films I’ve ever seen. Seriously. Martin 
McDonagh has crafted yet another 
masterpiece. Comedy with fury, 
despair with hope, Rice Krispies with 
Froot Loops. The film is like a pair of  
binoculars into the raw core of  these 
characters. And it’s freaking hilarious. 
How? I wish I knew. If  you want to 
find me, I’ll be at the theater seeing 
it a third, seventh, and forty-second 
time. Final notes: 
It has seven Oscar noms and has been 
doing a solid sweep of  most other 
awards. Will duke it out with Lady 
Bird for Best Picture.  McDorman’s 
guttural cry of  “Robbie!” (you’ll know 
it) is pure maternity in a way that I 
have never seen. Check out In Bruges 
and Seven Psychopaths. Martin 
McDonagh: do you wanna be my 
step-dad? I love you already, Pop Pop. I 
saw it here in Rome at Cinema Nuova 
Olimpia. The cinemas sometimes 
only show original-language films 
on select days, so check ahed online. 
It should be here for another couple 
weeks, but not much longer.  

by ADRIANA DE NOBLE

I grew up thinking that if  I was honest 
about what went on in my mind, I would 
be locked away. I would pray every night 
asking God to forgive me for having 
the thoughts I had. I have had intrusive 
thoughts since my earliest memory, and 
it wasn’t until I was thirteen years old 
that I was told that I was not evil -- I was 
sick. Being diagnosed with Obsessive 
Compulsive Disorder came as a shock 
and a comfort: the intrusive thoughts I 
was haunted by wasn’t because I was a 
bad person, it was because I had a mental 
illness. 
Intrusive thoughts are the symptoms of  
OCD that create the compulsions society 
is familiar with. These thoughts, “in the 
spectrum of  OCD, are where a person 
generally suffers with obsessional thoughts 
that are repetitive, disturbing and often 
horrific and repugnant in nature,” as 
stated by OCD-UK (ocduk.org). Intrusive 
thoughts are designed specifically for the 
sufferer. According to the project Intrusive 
Thoughts: “while there are similarities 
across cases, individual manifestations 
tend to mirror specific anxieties based 
on a person’s unique life experience” 
(intrusivethoughts.org). That is why 
intrusive thoughts aren’t spoken about: 
because they are what scare the sufferer 
the most.
I was lucky. I had someone close to me 
that struggled with the same illness, and if  
it wasn’t for that person being open with 
me about their intrusive thoughts, I would 
have continued to live my life thinking 
that I was crazy. It was her honesty and 
understanding that freed me. However, it 
is a person’s misunderstanding that can 
fuel the isolation OCD-sufferers feel. 
Contrary to our modern vernacular, 
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder is not a 
personality trait, and while many people 
use this diagnosis to describe their own 
idiosyncrasies (“I hate when my books 
aren’t color-coded. I’m so OCD”), OCD 
is an all-consuming disease. This is the 
kind of  misunderstanding that creates a 
stigma; this is a misunderstanding that 
makes people who are ill feel like people 
that are guilty. OCD is not washing your 
hands twenty-three times in a row, it is an 
illness constructed by anxiety and fear. 
The first step towards freeing people from 
this mental illness is to understand it. 
The next step is to know that there is 
help. There are multiple ways to go 
about treatment: medication, therapy, 
etc. However, I was recently informed 
about a free app that provides specialized 
treatment. The app “nOCD” provides 
free treatment to those who cannot 
afford clinical help. Michael Gross, the 
app’s Director of  Member Experience, 
describes how “the app’s purpose is to 
guide users through clinically based 
therapy for OCD, using a combination of  
ERP, ACT, and Mindfulness therapies.” 
This app was designed specifically for 
those suffering in silence and to lessen the 
stigma in society. 
I write this for freedom; to break the 
chains that I have been bound by, and 
that others are unaware of. I write this 
for healing; to show that it is possible, and 
worth it. 

Diseased Thoughts:
 The Truth About
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by LUCREZIA CARBONARI

Nowadays, our society is becoming 
more attached to the media and, more 
specifically, to the Internet. People 
consider themselves to be online 
“experts”, but are we really sure we know 
every shade of  the online world?
By definition, the “Deep Web” is a part 
of  the World Wide Web that’s buried 
beneath the shadows of  the internet as 
we know it, commonly called “surface 
web”. When you use a search engine, 
such as Google, you gain instant access 
to millions of  links and information: this 
is how one uses the surface web. You’re 
exploring just the surface of  this iceberg 
that the web is. But there’s another, darker 
part. The hidden one, the seemingly 
invisible one. 
Since the deep web was discovered, 
researchers haven’t been able to estimate 
how large this part of  the web is, but it has 
been affirmed that the Deep Web is likely 
to be the majority of  all online content. 
In fact, only 10% of  the Internet is the 
surface web. The deep web is estimated 
to be at least 500 times the size of  the 
surface web.
Now, we’re all wondering what this secret 
part of  the web is used for. This, for sure, 
is an interesting question. The deep web 
is used by people that want to keep their 
identity a secret. Anonymity is the Deep 
Web’s chief  importance. Even journalists, 
sometimes, can rely on the Deep Web 
in order to find dangerous or top secret 
information.
But there’s more. Due to its hidden 
nature, one can assume that the dark web 
is being used for other aims. For example, 
trafficking is a huge market on the dark 
web: from illegal drugs to stolen credit 
cards to fake passports. One can even 
hire a hitman to kill someone. How? 
By simply accessing the web with the 
browser,“TOR” (known as “The Onion 
Router”). In fact, the Deep Web can’t 
be accessed directly, because its data is 
encrypted in a particular way that makes 
it difficult for your location and the kind 
of  information you access to be tracked 
or monitored.
Is this legal? Well, in fact, it is. You use 
it as you would any ordinary internet 
browser. Many people are now starting 
to use TOR as a way to maintain their 
privacy online. For example, military 
forces have started to use it. Despite this 
fact, government forces are trying to shut 
down many of  these dark sites to limit the 
amount of  illegal activity.  So what’s the 
conclusion? Hiring a hitman can be as 
easy as googling a place to have a coffee.

by MAGGIE VLAJ

This semester, JCU formally opened its 
newest addition: the Caroline Critelli 
Guarini Campus. 
Located in Piazza Belli and only a 
short walk from the Tiber Campus, the 
Critelli Campus is the first university-
owned property that holds classrooms, 
administrative offices, a computer lab, and 
a physics laboratory. It also houses JCU’s 
Master of  Arts in Art History program 
(John Cabot University).  
Last semester, Hon. Frank J. Guarini, the 

Chairman of  the JCU Board of  Trustees, 
donated over three million dollars to JCU, 
which made the renovation of  the new 
campus possible. The new campus was 
named after his mother, Caroline Critelli 
Guarini (John Cabot University). “This is 
a very moving moment for me, since this 
building is a symbol of  my mother’s strong 
ties to Italy. I am very grateful to John 
Cabot University, especially President 
Franco Pavoncello, for this wonderful 
opportunity to recognize my mother and 
all that she achieved throughout her long 
and fruitful life,” said Mr. Guarini (John 

Cabot University). As for student reviews 
of  the Critelli Campus, it has quickly 
become a fan favorite. The already 
famous winding staircase has invaded 
Instagram and Snapchat stories, and the 
new computer lab will certainly prove 
beneficial during this semester’s exams. 
Although the JCU community will always 
hold the Guarini and Tiber campuses 
near and dear to their hearts, there is 
more than enough room for the Caroline 
Critelli Guarini Campus, too. 
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February 2018

Dear Ms. Cabot,
 
My 20th birthday is close and I’d like 
to celebrate it here in Rome with some 
friends I made at JCU. But since I’m 
a study abroad, I don’t really know 
where I could bring my friends. Do 
you know a cute restaurant where I 
can celebrate it?
 -----------------------------------------------------
 
Dear Birthday Boy/Girl,
A birthday dinner with friends is the pe-
fect way to celebrate the big 2-0! Luckily 
there is no shortage of  dining options in 
la città eterna—especially in Trastevere. 
There’s no party like a pizza party, and the 
best pizza in Trastevere can arguably be 
found at Dar Poeta. The pizze menu there 
is rather long, so if  you and your friends 
want to try a few different pizzas, you can 
order some tapas-style and share. I recom-
mend the bufala!

 
If  pizza isn’t your style, Pimm’s Good is 
one of  my favorite restaurants in Rome 
and has the perfect ambience for a party 
with live music every night. Pimm’s has an 
eclectic menu—it is one of  the few places 
in Rome you can get both a hamburger 
and chicken curry—as well as a nice des-
sert and drink selection. Bring some can-
dles to put in the tortino caldo al cioccola-
to and make a wish!
 Ristorante Carlo Menta is a great option 
if  you are looking to have a birthday on a 
budget. They specialize in Italian cuisine 
and have a lot of  dishes that cost €5 and 
under. For dessert you should walk around 
the corner to Gelateria del Viale for some 
of  my favorite gelato in all of  Rome. Try 
the stracciatella!

 Happy birthday! Tanti auguri!
 Ms. Cabot
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Tell Me About it 

by SIJEK A. DeCOYT

Sorry to break it to you, wannabe-Wes-An-
derson, but this dish ain’t designed for 
your Instagram. This food right here is 
hearty, it’s primal, and it’ll satisfy you in 
unspeakable ways. This, my young pad-
awans, is meatloaf. Now nothing goes 
together quite like meat and potatoes 
(though sexism and the Grammy’s might 
give ‘em a run for their money), so let’s 
throw in some fried potato pancakes to go 
with it. 
While the first serving is great itself, the 
leftovers are where this bad boy shines. 
Why is it called Midnight Meatloaf ? Pull 
up a seat and listen. It’s damn late in the 
night and you are h.u.n.g.r.y. Chips sound 
good but you know you need something 
more substantial. You check the freezer: 
non c’e niente. You open the fridge, and 
there it is, a blessing from the food gods, 
sitting on that shelf  sexier than Scar-
lett-Johansson-meets-Joe-Manganiello. 
You cut off a slice, sear it on the sides, top 
it with some mozz, and pop it in the oven. 
It satisfies things you didn’t know existed. 
So yeah, Midnight Meatloaf. It’s good. 

Ingredients:
Ground beef  (700g), Yellow onions (3), 
Red bell peppers (2), Carrots (2 large),  
Garlic (6 cloves), Sugo (350g), Eggs (4), 
Parmesan, Olive oil, Worcestershire 
sauce, Balsamic vinegar (optional), Fresh 
basil, Fresh chives, Potatoes, Flour, Salt, 
Pepper, Various spices (read the recipe), 
Paper towels.
Preheat the oven to 180° C (350° F). 
Get three bowls. “Bowl A” will be for the 
sauce, “Bowl B” will be for the veggies in 
the meatloaf, and “Bowl C” (which should 
probably be the biggest bowl you have) 
will be for mixing together all the ingredi-
ents of  the meatloaf.  
Peel and dice one carrot, put it into B. Do 
another one, making sure it’s a very fine 
dice, and put that in A. Dice half  an on-
ion, put it in A. Dice the rest of  that on-
ion as well as a whole other one and put it 

all in B. Same thing for the red bell pep-
per, after removing the seeds and ribs of  
course, and put half  of  it in A, and one-
and-a-half  in B. Confused? Too bad. 
Mince two cloves of  garlic, and then four 
more -- keeping them separate, and don’t 
put them in the bowls. Yes, they pretty 
much cook for the same amount of  time, 
but by adding   them  a  minute  after  
everything  else, there’s very little risk of  
burning the garlic.   
In a medium saucepan, drizzle in enough 
olive oil to thinly coat the bottom over 
60% heat. Add all of  Bowl A when it’s 
hot enough for there to be a nice sizzle. 
You can test this by adding tiny bits of  
the carrot and listening. After a minute 
of  cooking, add in the two minced garlic 
cloves and mix around. Let it cook until 
everything has softened but not caramel-
ized. Add in the sugo. You can use any 
type you want; I prefer one of  ciliegino e 
peperoncino for a little heat. Bring to a boil, 
then add whatever amount of  whichever 
of  the spices toots your little horn (I do a 
fair amount of  each): basil, oregano, pars-
ley, thyme, rosemary, crushed red pepper, 
plus generous amounts of  salt and black 
pepper. Reduce heat to super low and let 
simmer on the backburner. Cover it 97% 
with a lid, and stir every now and again.  
Coat a large saute pan with olive oil over 
60% heat. Same thing as above. Add in 
Bowl B to the pan, and then 4 cloves of  
garlic a minute later. When the veggies are 
soft and just turning golden, turn off the 
heat. These need to cool so that they don’t 
cook the eggs when mixing the meatloaf. 
Turn the heat off the sauce as well. As 
those cool, chop up a hearty handful of  
fresh basil, lightly beat two eggs, and grate 
a cup of  parmesan.   
Take big ol’ Bowl C and add the meat to 
it. Add the eggs, basil, parm. Add 1 tsp 
salt and 1 tsp black pepper. Add gracious 
amounts of  the previously mentioned 
spices (used in the sauce), and maybe a 
couple fennel seeds if  you’ve got them. 
Add 1.5 tbsp of  Worcestershire sauce (yes, 
they do sell it at Conad, and yes, it does 
taste like God’s tears of  joy) and a touch of  

balsamic vinegar. Add one cup of  bread-
crumbs. Regular is fine, but panko is dope. 
These help hold it all together. Add in the 
cooked veggies. You can also add in bits 
of  diced mozzarella if  you feel obliged. At 
this point, you need to get over yourself  
and just dive right in there with your bare 
hands. It’s the best way to mix it. Make 
sure everything is evenly spread out, and 
that there are no random clumps of  meat 
with no veggies or breadcrumbs or nada. 

If  you have a loaf  pan, props to you, but 
I’m betting most of  you don’t. In that case, 
lightly coat a sheet pan with a very, very 
small amount of  olive oil to prevent stick-
ing. Grab the wonderful meatloaf  mixture 
and dump it onto the pan. Shape it into 
a good loaf  form, tight and even through-
out. You know what a meatloaf  looks like, 
I hope. Top it with the sauce. Pop that dev-
il into the oven for 40 minutes or so. The 
cooking time depends on the thickness, so 
just check every now and again after 35 
minutes. Crisping edges are a good sign. 
If  you’re not sure if  it’s cooked all the way 
through, just cut into the deepest part and 
have a look. While the meatloaf  cooks, it’s 
side-dish time. When it’s done, take it out 
and let it rest before digging in. 
Okay fine, in the potato pancake world, 
these are technically latkes. Just because 
it’s not Hannukah doesn’t mean you 
shouldn’t enjoy their golden brown good-
ness. Yes, I know they’re usually served 
with applesauce, but these are going in a 
more savory direction to complement the 
meatloaf. 
Peel two potatoes. They don’t need to be 
gargantuan, but they shouldn’t be small. 
Peel ‘em. Grate them with a box grater. 
Don’t be a weakling. Toss the potatoes in a 
colander and rinse them off with cool wa-
ter. This gets a good amount of  the starch 
off them. While some starch is good for 
the frying, too much will brown the pota-
toes before they’re done cooking. Starch 
is a sugar. I am a chemistry god. What’s 
even worse for frying than starch is water, 
so those sopping wet potatoes need to get 
drier than 2017 California. Lay out dish 

towels and enough paper towels to kill a 
small forest. Squeeze as much liquid as 
you can out of  the potatoes and place 
them on the towels. Not even kidding, 
these suckers need to dry out. Put more 
paper towels on top to be like Hannibal at 
Cannae and attack from all sides. 
As those dry, mince one large clove of  gar-
lic or two medium ones. Then chop a tbsp 
and a bit extra of  chives. If  you used two 
giant potatoes, beat two eggs. If  they wer-
en’t the largest, just do one. 
Dice half  an onion, or use your handy box 
grater to do the work for you. Dry the on-
ions off with paper towels as well to get the 
moisture out of  them. 
Get another big bowl. Add the should-be-
dry potatoes, the garlic, chives, onion, a 
few tbsps of  flour, some dashes of  salt, and 
some cracked black pepper. Ugh fine, reg-
ular pepper can also work. Mix it all with 
your hands. Do it. Set up a stack of  paper 
towels near the stove to drain the oil off 
the pancakes. A wire rack with something 
underneath is even better. 
Fill a medium frying pan with about a 
centimeter of  oil. You can use olive oil 
or frying oil. Olive oil tastes better, but I 
think frying oil may be cheaper. Medium 
heat -- don’t want the potatoes to crisp up 
before they’re cooked through. Oh hey, 
make sure your meatloaf  ain’t burned. 
To shape the pancake, grab about a ping-
pong-ball-sized amount of  the mixture 
and press it thin. There will still be some 
liquid, so you still want to get that out. 
Without burning yourself  (I repeat, with-
out burning yourself) gently slide the latke 
into the pan. Good sizzles are good. I am 
a wordsmith. Repeat until there are three 
(for a medium pan) or four (for a large 
pan) frying. These take a couple of  min-
utes a side. Gently flip them over when 
the bottom is golden-brown. If  you’re like 
me and like them crispy and crunchy, cook 
them until they are. Set them on the rack 
or on the paper towels when they’re done, 
and repeat. I used one large potato and 
one medium, and that yielded about ten 
latkes. Well, that’s it. Enjoy. Check out The 
Matthew’s website for more recipes.

Midnight Meatloaf and Potato Pancakes 
Recipe of the Month

Comic by Alessandra Longo


