Retrospective
If a judge, two therapists, my mom and the homeless man in Kennedy Plaza are to be believed, I need to open up more.  As such, my emotionally-blossoming ducklings, I leave you with my final article—a retrospective of college living…through film.  “Cop out!” you may shriek.  “Baby steps!” I shriek back.  These are not necessarily my favorites; I can only hope that the following collection of movies can accurately convey the pearls of wisdom and stabs of regret I have accumulated while here at Providence College.  Behold, fledglings, my final list.  It has been a pleasure.

Boondock Saints:  Perhaps an odd choice for starters, but to that I say, your mom is an odd choice (Snap). One of my earliest memories of collegiate existence was crowding into a tiny airless dorm room with sixteen people who had recently become my bestest friends in the universe and watching what might simply be the most bad-(expletive) movie in recent years, only to rush back to my room and see how many people put that “shepherds we will be” prayer into their profiles.  You may have heard of the Freshman Flock.  I lived it.  
Love Actually:  It angers me when I see underclassmen and high school kids list this in the “Movies” section of Facebook, right next to Mean Girls and “anything with Ryan Gosling lolololol.” If you had not yet matriculated when this brilliant movie came out, you have no right to it.  Love Actually and its soundtrack got me through many a tear-stained night and gin-soaked family Christmas for the simple reason that there is something in it for every tragically awkward situation.  It also marked the first time I had seen an 18-year-old boy cry at the movies (besides my brother, Matthew Cioppa, during Fried Green Tomatoes. Owned.)
Donnie Darko: I didn’t see this movie until I got to college, and you know, I could have waited another twenty years and been OK, not because the movie isn’t quality; it has that dark-comedy, surreal-indie vibe that emo kids love to cry about, and that cool edge I craved as a sophomore.  No, my major complaint was that rabbit.  I am not ashamed to say that it haunted my dreams for an embarrassingly significant period of time.  Almost as long as Jake Gyllenhaal did.
Dr. Strangelove:  One of those rare instances in which an in-class movie proved to be more than just a massive sedative.  Who knows how long I would have gone before I rented this creepy little gem.  Something about intentional black-and-white film just makes me ooze culture.  Anything that brashly tries to call itself a dark comedy (whether accurately, like Cable Guy or bizarrely, like American Dreamz) owes Peter Sellers a sizable royalties check.  

Anchorman/Wedding Crashers/Old School/40-Year-Old Virgin:  I would not be the obnoxious movie-quoter I am today without films like these.  Such rehashed dialogue has spilled from my lips during awkward silences, moments of late-night less-than-sterling eloquence, and important speeches.  In total, I would guesstimate that about 80 percent of my loquaciousness has no basis in my own creative thought.  Had it not been for wordsmiths like Will Ferrell, Vince Vaughn and Steve Carell, my own quotidian ramblings would resemble something more along the lines of Billy Bob in Sling Blade.  Mmmmhmmm.  
Sin City:  I still deplore this movie.  I’m including it for that very reason.  This movie marked my first experience of having to defend myself against the masses for a review I wrote.   Here’s to character-building experiences.
Waiting for Guffman, Best in Show, A Mighty Wind, For Your Consideration:  There’s nothing about these movies that I can associate with my collegiate career.  However, all of the Christopher Guest mockumentaries have become standards against which I measure most other comedies.  So for those of you who have disagreed with my taste in such cinematic fare, don’t blame me, blame the genius of Mr. Guest for ruining “comedy” for me forever.
Once again, little starlings, it has been a pleasure to write for you, the Providence College community and my relatives in New York who enjoy subscriptions. Thank you to the other writers and staff members who have made this an amazing four years.  Cowl love.
