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I fore Word
Life in Russia

The plane came in lower, and beneath us I 
could see many long, low buildings sprawling 
over the landscape. Roads and cars fled under
neath, and grew as we approached the ground. 
Melancholy nervousness overtook me-we were 
about to land in St. Petersburg, Russia.

Through an exchange program set up a few 
years ago by Mr. Beall of Annapolis, 1 and two 
other students would be studying at the Pulkhova 
Observatory. The observatory lies some eight 
kilometers outside of St. Pete, atop a hill over
looking the city and set out on acres of lush for
estland. As such it is a stark contrast to the 
grungy streets of St. Petersburg, which like any 
city is not the cleanest place in the world. The 
observatory is actually a small, self-sufficient 
community, with apartment houses for the scien
tists and their families, food gardening space for 
all the residents, a hotel for visiting scientists and 
other guests of the observatory (like myselO, a 
small food shop, and over 100 observational 
domes housing all manner of telescopes. Because 
of its self-sufficiency and isolation, the observa
tory was not subject to all of the problems plagu
ing the rest of St. Petersburg-a reliance on a cor
rupt police and governmental system included 
therein. The vice-director of the observatory. Dr. 
Y uri Gneden, commented upon our arrival that, 
because of Pulkhova’s isolation and self-suffi
ciency, we didn’t have to worry about govern
ment officials who were “hungry for dollars.”

The most notable of the economic differ
ences between Russia and the United States was 
the average meal and where it came from. For 
the first five days or so I had to fend for myself 
in terms of fixing food, as the observatory had 
not yet made accommodations for us. Both the 
quality of the food and the conditions in which it 
was sold were markedly lower than in the United 
States, and if the supermarkets here tried to sell 
food under the conditions I saw there, they would 
be run out of business. Items which would not 
even make the damaged section in a normal su

permarket were sold alongside others of even 
more questionable quality. The supermarket it
self aspired to be similar to a Giant or Furr’s, yet 
fell far short in cleanliness. In the time I was 
fending for my own meals, I ate makeshift stew, 
spaghetti with canned meat, bread bought in the 
black market-and I ate well compared to many. 
One night I ate dinner at a Russian friend’s place, 
and the meal consisted of plain spaghetti and verv' 
low-grade hot dogs. Another time I ate in a Rus
sian fast food place, and was serv'ed the raunchi
est excuse for a hamburger I’ve ever tasted-and 
people waited in tong lines to get them. A large 
chunk of the populace had what they called 
“kitchen-gardens” outside the city, which part of 
the year yielded fresh vegetables. Those who 
didn’t had to rely solely on what they could find 
and afford in the local supermarkets. Food was 
taken very seriously there, as a more uncertain 
staple. At the observatory, neighbors would take 
turns staking out one another’s gardens at night, 
with a loaded gun handy to keep away would-be 
vegetable thieves.

When I first arrived, the grounds seemed to 
me overgrown and run-down, and very, very tired. 
I would later realize that-although funds were 
lacking towards keeping the buildings supplied 
with a fresh coat of paint, and the inhabitants had 
too many, more immediate concerns to keep the 
grouds groomed-the observatory was being run 
enthusiastically. In this it was unusual, as the 
rest of St. Petersburg was indeed very, very tired. 
Isolated as it was, the observatory was not sub
ject to the same, almost morbid atmosphere that 
plagued the city itself. Not to say that the scien
tists there were unaware of their country’s plight; 
they certainly were, and had quite well formulated 
opinions. But science, like any other activity of 
the mind, provides a perfect distraction. If any
thing, this distractive qualtiy made the scientists 
at the observatory were even more enthusiastic 
about their work.
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Marriott R.T.R —Public Letters
Dear Committee (for evaluating the food ser

vice):
I respect the concerns that have come up dealing 

with Marriott food services on campus. There truly is 
something to be said about dysfunctional equipment 
that is supposed to aid in the food service to t’^e 
college community. However, having gone to an un
dergraduate institution in Washington D.C. that was 
also a Marriott Corporation contractor, there is much 
to praise about the food service here in Santa Fe.

For one, the students should try to appreciate 
the fact that “Marriott Bill” provides for the vegetar
ians by offering two entrees at each meal that respect 
those eating habits. Although the Joint Food Commit
tee at The George Washington University kept advo
cating this necessity, the Marriott people resisted for 
three years laiming that it would drive their food 
costs too high.

Taking high food costs into consideration, stu
dents should look around the SJC cafeteria and see 
that Bill Schuster does not skimp. The organic veg
etables that have been so high in demand are also 
high in cost. If you look at the salad bar, you would 
notice that your vitamin intake is not compromised 
for the low cost of iceberg lettuce and limp green 
peppers. Mr. Schu'ter also provides frozen yogurt, 
bagels and juices at every meal which are not cheaper 
if one buys in bulk.

I feel that it would be a shame to lose this team 
on the SJC campus because some students are sick of 
the cafeteria food. I imagine that while growing up 
there were many things that we were sick of when 
mom cooked them too. I believe that the function of 
the committee is not to abdicate the present system, 
but help with the logistics and planning of improve
ments that need to be made. 1 propose that the com
mittee look at the complaints coming from the stu
dents and their legitimacy, the budget at hand, and 
the possibility of making those changes. Free enter
prise is part of the system, but one needs to look 
behind the pictures and proposals that the other cor
porations will present SJC for the sake of gaining our 
business. Arrange for a tasting at one of the areas the 
other companies service, whether it’s a hospital, uni
versity, or business office. I think most students will 
urge you to look at all these factors before making a 
decision which may further displease their palates.

—Ronit Koren

Dear Randall,
1 am writing in response to your .,iticle “What’s 

Cooking with Marriott” in the latest issue of the Fore
word. I feel that there are quite a few inaccuracies 
concerning the Food Service Committee which should 
be corrected soon for the student body, in order that 
they may have an accurate and complete picture of 
the nature of the committee and the process for re
placing Marriott.

First, you said that we would choose three bid
ders and recommend one to the President In fact, we 
will choose three bidders to recommend to the Presi
dent, and he will have the final choice.

I think it is also important to realize that the 
committee was chosen by the President to include 
only one student, which was me; other students w’ere 
allowed to join the committee after they asked to be 
on it.

You also down-played, probably not intention
ally, the fact that we are replacing Marriott solely be
cause the President is not happy with the catering 
they provide for him. It was my recommendation to 
the committee that we keep Marriott for the students 
and get a private caterer for the President’s functions. 
I recommended this because the vast majority of the 
students 1 talked to wished to keep Marriott for fear 
of getting a much worse food service contractor. It 
was also 7, not the President, who told the committee 
on the first day that we met last month that the stu
dents’ three meals a day are more important than 
whatever catering might be done. Once again, the 
committee was formed to choose a replacement for 
Marriott because of their catering, not because of 
complainrs about service to the students. Yet, the stu
dents were not given the opportunity to voice their 
concerns to Marriott or to the President before the 
deadline for bids, probably because the committee’s 
activities weren’t advertised at all.

Unfortunately, however, Marriott did not submit 
a proposal even though students asked them to. They 
would have invested in a lost cause if they had. Now 
the students will lose the best food service we’ve had 
in the four years 1’ ve been here, and we will have to 
accept the President’s choice for its replacement.

Your article failed to make clear the true pur
pose of the committee: our directive was to find a 
satisfactory caterer who would also provide satisfac
tory service to the students. We the students were
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only a secondary concern until I demanded that we 
not be forgotten. This, I believe, is an issue which 
your article should have at least mentioned. Even af
ter informing the committee of the positive feeling of 
the students towards Marriott, their chances for being 
selected were nil.

I do not know who your sources for the article 
were, but the information about the committee was 
both incomplete and inaccurate. It is unfortunate that 
the students were not well-informed at a time when 
they still might have had a chance to change the out
come of this process. It may be too late for them to 
have a say in the selection, but hopefully those who 
disagree with the process will not remain silent.

—Lisa Mabli

Report: Lisa is right that the committee origi
nally included no students but her; I am sorry for not 
making this clear in the article. There is only one 
point of hers that I disagree with: several people, 
including Mr. Valentine, say that the committee does 
get to recommend its favorite bidder to the president, 
although the president is then free to choose another 
company instead. Of course, this makes only a slight 
difference in practice. On the rest of Lisa's points I

have no clear information.
According to several people close to Marriott, 

Marriott was told explicitly that a bid by them (which 
would have cost them some money to prepare) would 
not be worth the cost. Since Mr. Agresto has been in 
California for the last several days, this story cannot 
be confirmed, so it should be taken with a grain of 
salt. —Randall Rose

The following letter, from Marriott, was received 
and given to us by the Treasurer's office:

After careful review of your Request for Pro
posal and consideration of the specific food service 
needs of St. John’s College, we have decided not to 
submit a proposal at this time. This was a difficult 
decision given our tenure at St. John’s College. We 
hope that your needs will be served in the best inter
est of the institution in the future.

We will commit our support with transition to a 
new contractor, and offer assistance with proposal 
evaluation if requested. Our hope is that in the future 
you will consider Marriott as a food service contrac
tor for St. John’s College.

Cordially,
Kilt Ingram, District Manager

Great Books for the Complete Klutz
The opening question for my recent Epictetus 

seminar was something to the effect of, “Fine, I 
understand what he’s saying, but how the hell do 
I get to the point where I’m that stoic?” As usual, 
the question was evaded and remained unan
swered. And since it was a lame seminar I spent 
my time staring at the wall and thinking how 
ironic it was that this seminar was one of our 
most passionate. I also came up with a brilliant 
answer to the opening question. Naturally it didn’t 
answer the question per se, but it was enough to 
make me crack a wry smile as my classmates 
babbled nonsensically.

I propose that Klutz, the makers of how-to 
books for things like juggling and kazoo playing, 
come up with a Klutz Great Books series. Phi
losophy for the klutz, if you will. My first inspi
ration was Klutz Stoic. An easy-to-read step-by- 
step guide to not caring about anything. Next 
would be Klutz Martyr, which would come with 
a plastic cross in a net bag. There could also be a 
Klutz Antony complete with an inflatable

Cleopatra doll. Naturally this would be the direct 
opposite of Klutz Stoic. Klutz Antony would be 
a step-by-step guide for leading a more passion
ate life.

By now it must be apparent that I am of the 
sophomore pjersuasion. But the Klutz Great Books 
series is for everyone! For freshmen there could 
be Klutz Tragic Hero, complete with a cryptic 
personalized oracle of a wretched fate that you 
must try to avoid. For upperclassmen, a Klutz 
revolution series, a guide to starting a political/ 
economic revolution based on the philosophies 
of Marx, Locke, et al. Let’s not forget the other 
disciplines: Klutz Euclid complete with string and 
chalk. Klutz Freshman Lab with animals in a little 
net pouch along with dissecting tools. And ev
eryone could use a Klutz Guide to Contemplat
ing the Good, a two-part series, the first a guide 
to virtue, the second (tentative title: Making Virtue 
Work For You) a guide to contemplating it.

—Renate Lunn
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Russia...
continued from page 1
For most of the rest of the 

populace, however, a diversion 
of such quality was not avail
able. Old women selling bottles 
of beer at the equivalent of about 
300 apiece were everywhere, 
and a bottle of vodka cost as 
little as the equivalent of $2. 
Considering that the premier as
tronomer of the observatory 
earned what translated to about 
45 dollars a month, and the di
rector made about the same, al
coholism was an expensive way 
to forget about the country’s 
woes. This did not stop it from 
being extremely popular. I never 
once rode the bus or subway 
without running into at least one 
person who was so stinking 
drunk they couldn’t hold onto 
the seat.

Those who did not drink 
themselves into submission were 
faced with the cold realities of a 
country struggling to rebuild in 
the face of a highly competitive 
global economy. Countless and 
varied groups espousing one 
political philosophy or another 
were an ever-present reminder 
that the country was far from 
stable. In one conversation with 
the director, a mover and shaker 
named Victor Abalakien, I was 
told of a letter he had received 
from one such group. Its mes
sage was essentially this: Are 
you for us or against us? The 
letter also made it quite clear 
that the declaration “against” 
would mean that he and his 
family would be most certainly 
targeted once this group 
achieved the supremacy it most 
surely deserved and would ob
tain. Abalakien showed no 
concern, however, and was of 
the mind that to pay any heed 
to such dire threats was to give 
them a significance they did not 
deserve.

People I met there had no 
delusions about the wonders de-
page 4

mocracy and a free market 
economy would produce for 
them in the near future. The 
most optimistic allowed that, 
although there had been great 
steps forward, it would take de
cades before a truly healthy 
economy would be able to pros
per. Jobs were almost impos
sible to find, and the inflation 
rate similar to that in Germany 
after World War I. To demon
strate, I rode on a bus that cost 
me 10 rubles to ride, or about a 
penny. I asked the man I was 
with how much the bus cost 
three years before, and he told 
me three kopeks. There are 100 
kopeks to the ruble. Kopeks 
have fallen out of circulation.

Although the above-ground 
economy was extremely un
stable, a great many people were 
able to make a living selling all 
manner of knick-knackery' to the 
rich tourists who traveled there. 
The center for this was the his
toric main street, Nevsky Pros
pect, where one man I met joked 
that “more English and German 
was spoken than Russian.” Here 
was a mighty- mix between third- 
world bazaar and shopping mall. 
Along the streets people sold 
books, lacquer boxes, nested 
wooden dolls, maps, and all 
manner of other things-includ- 
ing Mars ice cream bars. (Ice 
cream parlors were actually very 
popular there, and I visited at 
least three on that street alone.)
I was amazed at the kind of 
pople I felt comfortable buy
ing things from. If som.eone on 
the street in New York walked 
up to me trying to sell me a 
Beatles guitar bwk. I’d tell him 
to f-k off, or at least think it. 
Such a thing was common in 
St. Petersburg, however, and I 
quickly adjusted. The most in
teresting phenomenon were 
structures called “laryuks”, kind 
of like a Foto-Hut. They were 
scattered all over the landscape, 
often grouped into little malls. 
In them were sold all different
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kinds of things, ranging from 
booze to toothpaste to condoms. 
I normally wouldn’t have looked 
twice at such a stall, but here 
both natives and visitors clus
tered around to purchase their 
wares. I soon felt comfortable 
buying about anything from 
anyone: flowers, bananas,
books, you name it. You 
couldn’t be certain that you 
could get it elsewhere, and that 
grungy, seedy-looking guy on 
the street comer could be your 
last chance.

Tourists bumbled down 
Nevsky, spending casually here 
and there, and among them ran 
pickpockets-the lowest order of 
criminal infesting that street 
more than any other. I myself 
had a run-in with this species of 
survivalist. On one occasion I 
was walking with my jacket 
over my arm, and my wallet in 
my inside jacket pocket (a tiling 
I had been warned repeatedly to 
be careful of). A perhaps tor- 
teen-year-old kid came up to me, 
trying to get me to buy a T- 
shirt-which he kept shoving re
peatedly in my face as he 
bumped into me. After I told 
him about six times to go away 
he finally did, taking my wallet 
with him as I discovered two 
minutes later when I went to buy 
something. I was lucky my 
passport hadn’t been there, and 
that most of my money had been 
secreted away much more safely 
on my person.

Crime was everywhere, 
and from what I was told by the 
native inhabitants, scarcely a 
dollar w-as made of which a 
portion did not go to the local 
mob. Sometimes the person 
running a business was merely 
paid a wage by the mob, which 
owned it; this was no more like 
free enterprise than the previ
ous system, where people were 
paid to run a store and saw none 
of the actual profits themselves. 
The other businesses had to pay 
off the local thugs or else suffer 
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Pets and books for sale—St. Petersburg, August, 1993.

the consequences. No one got 
rich unless they were a part of 
organized crime in one way or 
another. Anything like a true 
free-enterprise system was im
possible, and no one I spoke to 
had much hope for one anytime 
soon.

I met one boy, Aloshi, who 
was maybe eleven years old at 
the outside. He and his friends 
sold cabbages in the black mar
ket. The black market was es
sentially composed of those who 
sold anything they could to stay 
alive. On the lowest level of 
activity were scads of old 
women and people like Aloshi 
who were selling food: cucum
bers, bread, sausages, and any
thing else they didn’t absolutely 
need to survive. Unlike the old 
women, though, Aloshi must 
have had contacts with some of 
the bigger guns, because he kept 
trying to buy eveiything of in
terest he saw us carrying around. 
Books, cameras, wdkmans- 
anything that he thought he 
could get us to sell to him that 
he knew he could get a good 
price for. He wasn’t alone, ei
ther. People on the street, 
mostly kids, would walk up to 
us and try to buy things from 
us. One guy who was drunk as 
a skunk tried to buy my hat from 
me. Finally 1 had to just walk 
away from the bastard and 
completely ignore him.

My sometimes guide 
through this was Artyom, a 
nineteen-year-old drummer and 
computer programmer who 
worked for the government. He 
was one of the people who met 
me at the airport, and accompa
nied me on my first travels 
through the city. This included 
using the St. Petersburg subway 
system. To get down and up 
from the tube one must ride on 
escalators moving about three 
times as fast as the tame, safe 
ones we are all familiar with. 
At any rate, when I first stepped 
onto the escalator I almost fell 
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flat on my back. I think this set 
the stage for how he was to think 
of me throughout my stay, be
cause on several occasions 
thereafter I got the sense that he 
was having a good laugh at the 
American’s expense.

His was the plight that hit 
me closest to home; since he and 
I w'ere so close together in age, 
I could relate most easily with 
him of all the people I met there. 
Talking with him made me think 
more about what it meant to 
grow up in Russia. Here was 
someone my own age, who in 
his future did not have much to 
look fonvard to in the way of 
opportunity. If he were lucky, 
his children might be able to en
joy some semblance of the 
choice that we have. His only 
real hope was his music, that 
somehow he might be able to 
make some kind of break 
through it. This made me con
sider more than ever how much 
of a chance anyone who grows 
up in the United States has, and 
made me realize how lucky I am 
because I did.

Despite the problems they 
were (and still are) faced with, 
not everyone I talked to had the 
same grim, underlyingly fearful 
and depressed outlook I found 
in so many. In particular I think 
of a man named Valera 
Luyanov. Valera also met us at 
the airport when we arrived, and 
throughout our visit was our 

The Foreword

contact and source of aid had 
we any emergency or problem. 
He works at the university, 
which is separate from the ob
servatory. He is middle-aged, 
maybe forty-. He has a wife 
and two children, a son and a 
daughter. His son had just re
cently joined the army, and his 
daughter was still attending 
school. Converted to U.S. dol
lars, his income at that time was 
about ten dollars a month. He 
and his family live in an apart
ment complex in a cluster of 
perhaps a dozen such, each 
having maybe 500 apartments 
each. This was the norm, and 
I did not meet a single person 
there who did not live in an 
apartment of some kind or 
other; many of them had lived 
all their lives there. In some 
cases three generations of one 
family will be living in one 
five-room apartment.

Valera is a very thoughtful 
man, and this thoughtfulness is 
expressed with every word he 
says. He invited the three of 
us over for diimer one night, 
and we talked with him at 
length about the problems fac
ing Russia. He spoke with 
open recognition of the difficult 
times Russia had been through, 
now starting to be a part of the 
past. He acknowledged the 
problems, but also spoke of 
them as a necessary part of 

continued on page 6
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change. In discussing many ol 
those'’ who complained loudly 
and vehemently about current 
problems, he pointed out that a 
few' years ago they would not 
have "been a'ble to complain at 
all. ‘They don’t remember what
it was like then,” he said. I do 
not believe this was an intellec- 
tualization nor a belief necessi
tated by his philosophical posi
tion. I believe he was truly ex
pressing gratitude that the coun- 
tr\' has a future much brighter 
than the past it is leaving behind.

Throughout my stay I was 
acutely aware of how limited 
most every person in Russia’s 
life was. They have none of the 
chances we so lightly fail to take 
advantage of here: a good ca
reer, travel, or even the possi
bility of saving money towards 
something instead of living 
hand-to-mouth. I felt guilty for 
not having taken advantage of 
them as I might have in the past, 
when I know that any one of 
the people I talked to would 
have jumped at the chance to be 
able to do what I could. From 
spending time with these people 
and talking with them, I recog
nized that they could not help 
but feel trapped by their situa
tion, and I began to feel that in 
a way myself the longer I stayed 
there. The people I talked to 
did not have these possibilities 
open to them, and most of them 
likelv never would. To make 
up for what they lacked and I 
hadn’t done, I wanted to take 
advantage of everything I could 
get my hands on. When I fi
nally got on the plane to come 
home, it was a tremendous re
lief to feel that connection with 
the sort of opportunity we have 
here.

I lived with these people 
for three-and-a-half weeks, eat
ing as they did and seeing how
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Russia...
continued from page 6

they lived, not like some tour
ists who go for a few days, 
tromping along with thirty of 
their friends from home, invad
ing people’s lives with their 
cameras. I feel I got a real taste 
of what life is like in Russia 
during this difficult time for 
them.'" On the plane back I had 
the misfortune to get stuck with 
a group of mostly senior citi-

zens, who I found out had been 
on a two-week boating tour up 
the Dnieper, stopping for a few 
days in various villages and cit
ies" along the way. As the stew
ardesses w'ere passing out the 
Eagle snacks, I heard one lady 
yell to her friend across the 
plane “Hey, the food’s getting 
better already!”

—Matt Miller

—Ryan Underwood
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EPHEMERA
TUESDAY 7 DECEMBER
7:00 pm - Great Hall
COLLEGIUM MUSICUM: This is a rare opportunity for the college community to hear 
what student musicians have been working on during the year. Paul Brault. Amy Norman. 
Steve Pearson, Raoul Slavin. Taffeta and Heather Elliott, Elizabeth Stanton, Kira Zielinski, 
and the "Schola Cantorum" will be performing a wide selection of music from works by Bach 
to a piece by Bda Bartok.

8:00 pm - Junior Common Room
Symbolic History Through Sight and Sound: Charles Bell. Tutor Emeritus 
"Dante: Threshold of 1300: Gothic synthesis; revolt of the new man"

* * «

WEDNESDAY 8 DECEMBER
4:30-6:30 pm - Ault Evers Room, Meem Library'
Teaching Meeting: this is the second meeting for students interested in careers in teaching. 
All interested students are welcome.

* * *

FRIDAY 10 DECEMBER 
Holiday Dinner and Waltz Party!
5:00-7:00 pm - Buffet Dinner in the Dining Hall (S5/person at the door)
7:00-Midnight - Waltz Party in the Great Hall
All students, faculty and staff members and their families are invited.

* * *

SATURDAY 11 DECEMBER
Movies in the Great Hail 
7:00 pm - Siiigin' In The Ram 
9:15 pm - White Christmas

* * *

The Community Theater on DeVargas presents the play Terra Nova on December 10-12. 
8:00 pm on Friday and Saturday evenings, 2:00 pm on Sunday. Sophomore Ted Schaeffer 
plays the lead!

- OVER -
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student Instruction Committee:
Thursdays at noon. PDR

Senior Lab Study Group:
Sundays at 4:00 pm - ESL-126

Student Tutoring Center Hours:
8:00-10:00 pm Tuesdays 
8:00-10:00 pm Wednesdays 
1:00-4:00 pm and 7:00-9:00 pm Sundays 
The tutoring center is located at the card catalog desk in Meem Libran'.

Resident on Duty: December 6-9. Mr. Proietti; December 10-12. Ms. Reahard

Ephemera is posted each Monday; copies are available at the switchboard. 
Notices to be included in Ephemera should be turned in at the Dean's Office 

by noon on the preceding Friday.



French Haiku

Crack Bebe 

Fils d’une pute
tu suffoques dans ton lit plastique 
tu n’as pas de langue.

he Maudit Cirque

Petit et nu
mon mignon nain
je te tue dans le bain.

L’interieur de ton Nez

Chaud et humide
commelejour ma caniche s’est plonge 
dans la piscine vide.

—Michael Williams

Random Notes~
There’ll be a Violent Femmes concert on 

Wednesday at 8 pm, in the Kiva Auditorium of 
the Albuquerque Convention Center. Tickets are 
$16, from Ticketmaster or the Rare Bear. We’d 
like someone to review it, too.

This one came in too late for a review, but 
Ted Schaeffer is playing the lead role of Rob
ert Scott, in Terra Nova, a play about the Antarc
tic explorer. Performances are at 8:(X) Friday 
and Saturday, and 2:00 Sunday, at the Santa Fe 
Community Theater, which is on East De Vargas 
down the alley from Upper Crust. Tickets are $8 
for students, or $10 for others, but Ted says he 
may be able to arrange discounts for Johnnies.

Seen in Urania: a poster “What’s Your Nu
trition l.Q.?’’ with 10 multiple-guess questions 
and answers on back. The poster claims to be put 
out by the National Center for Nutrition and Di
etetics, which is ’The public education initiative 
of the American Dietetic Association and its 
Foundation’’. These organizations are bogus. 
The poster, as it says on the back, is actually 
copyrighted by McDonald’s and is “made pos
sible by an educational grant from McDonald’s

Corporation.” It also says that “Acceptance of 
grants by the American Dietetic Association does 
not constitute an endorsement of any company or 
its products.” But if they really weren’t meant to 
endorse McDonald’s products, they shouldn’t let 
McDonald’s write stuff like this on their posters: 

“Question 4. It seems like everyone’s 
talking about fat lately (are they trying to 
tell you something?). The best way to con
trol fat in your diet is to:

A) drop all meat and dairy products
B) use ‘balance, variety, and modera

tion’ as a guide
C) go on a strict diet
Answer [on back]: B. ‘Balance, vari

ety, and moderation’ should still be your 
watch-words in guiding your food choices.
It isn’t necessary, or even wise, to drop all 
meat and dairy products from your diet or 
to severely limit foods in a strict diet. Lean 
meats and lowfat dairy products can easily 
fit into a lower fat diet. Just remember that 
there are no ‘good’ or ’bad’ foods. It’s 
your whole diet that counts.”
" Take it from these guys: vegetarianism is 

unwise. They don’t give much of a reason, but 
they sure sound like experts on diet, especially 
by calling themselves ’The American Dietetic 
Association”. I suppose “Billions and Billions 
Served” didn’t cut it anymore.

—Randall Rose

People to bitch at if you don’t like 
what’s going on here:

Randall Rose 
(editor)
Allison Eddy-Brown, Alexa Van Dalsem 
(layout & delivery)
Aaron Fredrickson 
(filler-inner)
Chris Allison, Tom Jacobson 
(clarity & grammar)
Cass Carrigan, Hope Del Carlo, Kathiyn 

Hoar
(taste & judgment)

Yet another meeting will be held on 2:30 
Wednesday in ESL-115, for people inter
ested in turning pieces in.
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The Revenge of the Son of 
Grubbus Stole Christmas

Rcture for a moment this 
country half a century ago. 
Coke was a nickel, Bing Crosby 
was pop. Strip malls and subur
ban life were only a glimmer in 
some developer’s eye, a hershey 
bar in his back pocket. Around 
the oak trees out front were tied 
wide yellow ribbons. This time 
was a time before television, a 
time before Camaros, before 
Super Big Gulps, before credit 
cards.

It was a snowy winter, and 
even then huge, feathery snow 
flakes were drifting around the 
house, piling high about the 
wood pile. Emily’s great
grandfather, still young then, 
and rosy-cheeked from the cold, 
grasped two of the biggest logs 
from the pile, and, puffing little 
clouds of steam as he walked, 
brought them towards the house. 
Emily’s great-grandmother 
opened the door for him, and 
hurried him inside, wanting not 
to let too much of the cozy 
warmth of the kitchen escape 
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into the frigid northern Michi
gan air.

Emily’s grandmother, she 
must have been 17 then, shiv
ered from the burst of cold, and 
then settled back into her bak
ing. It was the first time she had 
made Plucket bread, but for as 
long as she, or anyone else in 
the family could remember, ev
ery Christmas Eve it had been 
on the table, faintly steaming, 
filling the dining room with the 
smell of butter and cinnamon 
and Christmas time.

PLUCKET BREAD
recipe by Wilma Mackil

1 cup scalded milk, cooled 
to lukewarm

1 pkg. (or 1 tbsp.) dry yeast 
dissolved in 1/4 cup warm wa
ter

sugar 
1/2 tsp. salt 
butter 
4 cups flour

3 well-beaten eggs 
1/2 cup chopped walnuts 
3 tsp. cinnamon

Combine milk and yeast 
mixture. Add 1/3 cup sugar, 1/3 
cup butter, salt, beaten eggs, and 
enough flour to make a fairly 
stiff dough. After mixing well, 
cover and let rise for 11/2 hours 
in a warm place.

Punch down. Let rise again 
for 30 minutes.

Punch down. Form into 
balls the size of a walnut. Dip 
into melted butter then roll into 
a mixture of cinnamon, some 
sugar (to taste) and walnuts.

Pile loosely into an 
ungreased angelfood cake pan, 
or a bimdt pan; let rise in a warm 
place for another 30 minutes.

Bake at 350° for 30 min
utes. Cool completely before 
removing from the pan.

Pluck off sections, eat and 
enjoy.

—Eli Castro
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