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4 Editorials 
European Land War Forgotten Books: The Fad Replacing the Kindle 
by Western Media 

Cy Burchenal The Charlie Hebdo shoot-
Assistant Ed1tonals Ed1tor ing is a very important story. 

They completely merit the 
amount of attention the media has allotted to them. But 
just because single topic is very popular does not mean 
that we can forget about everything else. There is a distinct 
difference between what people want to hear and what 
people need to hear. Not all news stories are created equal. 

A car bombing in London is more newsworthy than 
a car bombing in Baghdad. That does not mean that the 
story in Baghdad isn't newsworthy, it just means that due 
to the abnormal nature of the event in London, one will 
catalyze greater action. When a fully-developed story is 
routinely ignored over months, however, we must forcibly 
fix our gaze. 

Last year, Ukraine captured international media atten
tion by having a quick one-two of revolution then devolu
tion. Russia made some very troubling moves into another 
sovereign nation that put all of Eastern Europe on edge. 
The Crimean secession garnered unparalleled media atten
tion last march, largely due to the sketchy nature of the 
annexation and Russia's involvement in it. Even before 
the Paris shooting the war in Ukraine was marginalized. 
It has been over a year since the protests began in Kiev. 
Since then the story may have become boring, but it is still 
relevant. 

First and foremost because it is a land war in Europe. 
Secondly because it is rapidly becoming a Cold War style 
proxy war of East vs West. Russia (whose anti-western 
sentiment has been growing rapidly) is providing Russian 
separatists with a variety of weapons: ranging from small 
arms to missile system that can shoot down large aircraft 
(and have). The war in Ukraine is a strange and tragic one. 
It is a civil war that has seen barbaric acts and horrific 
accidents against civilians. A strange feature of the conflict 
is that it has attracted fighters from across Europe to both 
sides. Spaniards, Swedes, Italians, Frenchmen, Serbi: 
ans, Poles, Canadians, and Germans have all migrated to 
Ukraine to participate on both sides of the war. 

A news group needs to sufficiently inform the public of 
a topic. However they must also cover stories that people 
don't know about. It is the obligation of a newsgroup to tell 
people what they must know, and not just what they want 
to hear about. 

Mayzie Shaver 
Editorials Editor 

Any typical post of 
mine on Facebook 
yields a long chain 

of comments from my midwestern aunts and 
uncles, eager to connect with their "rural 
mountain girl." Sometimes while I'm working 
on homework, I'll pick up my beeping phone 
to read about 12 new likes on Instagram, all 
from my mom, sitting in the room down the 
hall. My grandpa often enjoys passionate rants 
about his political dissatisfactions, some
times posted as comments on my completely 
unrelated profile pictures, while my grandma 
occasionally texts me a message of about 100 
emojis. My family loves technology. 

Old people on social media can be adorable. 
Despite my mom annoyingly using snapchat to 
make sure I'm at the exact spot I told her I'd 
be in at a given time, my family's efforts are 
endearing. Initially, I interpreted the upgrades 
my grandparents made from landlines to 
iPhones as a grudging attempt to continue a 
relationship with distracted, media-oriented 
grandchildren. I reassured them that r still 
loved sending letters and photos back and forth 
through the apparently old-fashioned Fed-Ex. 
"Get with it," and "Don't be a technological 
dinosaur" were the responses I got. Obviously 
their upgrades weren't for me (NEWSFLASH: 
not everything is about you, Mayzie). My 
grandparents seem to be genuine fans of the 
"digital age." Weird. 

In the middle of a swirl of my own confu
sion, I posted a photo to Instagram about 
the Kindle vs. book debate. As a longtime 
literature lover, I stood in firm opposition to all 
e-readers the moment they hit the market. Over 
time, however, like any good shopper, I began 
to sell myself over to the undeniable benefits: 
less paper = better for trees, cheap e-book 
prices, and the potential for an entire library 
at my fingertips. Hopeless and lost, I turned 
to the help of my trusty Instagram friends 
(WITHOUT the intention of publishing what 
they said to the school newspaper). Of the 
lengthy comment debate that followed, those 
who told me to stick with books were all high 
school and college students, in love with turn
ing pages and the smell of a used bookstore. 

My followers over the age of 40, however, 1111 
told me that a Kindle was the way to go. My 
grandpa ruled out books entirely, starting a 
Kindle vs. iPad e-reader debate. My Instagram 
followers are in no way representative of the 
population as a whole, but the young people 
in my life apparently love books and the old 
people in my life apparently love technology, 
contrary to common assumption. My orchestra 
teacher would say this is because "as soon as 
an old person touches something it becomes 
uncool," and my mom would explain it as 
"young people love to be hipsters," but I think 
they're both wrong. 

Young people are turning to polaroids and 
novels while their parents (and grandparents) 
opt for DSLR high-resolution cameras and 
Amazon Kindles because m a world of living 
through megapixels, young people are look
ing for something more: something tangible. 
Older people, having lived in an age without 
smartphones, are happily adapting to the ease 
of technological progression around them, 
whereas younger people are trying to experi
ence more living in a way that can't be done 
through the computer screen. While photos are 
stored as photoshopped, megapixel counts on a 
Macbook, there's something comfortable abou 
a messy, untouched polaroid photo. It's real. 
While my relatives are reaching for their e
readers, the argument that kept me loyal to the 
Book Exchange was the musty, wood smell of 
books. Technology doesn't replace the sensory 
details of real life. 
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