
The St. John’s Weekly April 11, 1994 • Issue 13

fore Word
Touchstones (cancelled), p. 2 
Santa Fe and Annapolis, p. 3

Lecture Reviews, p. 4-5

■Monica McTighc, from the Sludenl Art Show



The Touchstones Workshop: Pro and Con
The Touchstones Workshop is not happening 

this semester; Jennifer Chenoweth hopes that Mr. 
Zeiderman will be able to come and give it this 
fall. Meanwhile, here's an article on what the 
workshop is like.

Howard Zeiderman is a damned impressive 
speaker; several of us who’ve heard him talk agree 
that, if he went any further, we’d think he was 
trying to set up a cult. I know one student, in fact, 
who thinks he’s already crossed that line. But it 
seems to me that in fact, Mr. Zeiderman has actu
ally stopped just short of the line, which of course 
makes him all the more impressive. Of course, the 
only way to judge for yourself is to attend the 
workshops he’s advertising.

What Mr. Zeiderman comes here to speak 
about is the Touchstones program, which is a 
Johnnie-like program for grade schools, set up by 
three Annapolis tutors including himself. Naturally, 
it intends to fix everything—develop leadership 
skills, teach the great books, reform public educa
tion, undermine the authority of institutions, in
struct children in the art of courteous listening, and 
improve the academic scores of minority students. 
Fortunately, though, the Touchstones people seem 
to pursue these varied goals with an admirable 
combination of zeal and realism; and in fact, the 
Touchstones classes are pretty much the same as 
seminars, except that they try to get students to 
learn to take the place of the tutor. The classes 
don’t take up much time—one 45-minute class ev
ery week—so an interested teacher won’t have too 
much trouble getting permission to give them in a 
school.

Mr. Zeiderman’s opening sp)eech at the work
shop (I heard it last summer, but from what I’ve 
heard, he seems to give a pretty similar stump 
speech each time) says that standard education 
teaches only how to sit and listen to what someone 
tells you. “The only time students actually work 
with each other is when they’re trying to destroy 
your class. The best students in our schools can’t 
let anyone else speak without interrupting them— 
which means they can’t listen to anyone.” Though
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the name “Touchstones” makes the program sound 
like just one of those cute motivational exercises, 
Mr. Zeiderman emphasizes that a teacher has to 
make it more serious. “Your students have been 
lied to again and again by programs like this, and 
they’re just waiting to be betrayed by you.” Stu
dents will expect the program to just continue old 
school habits under a different name, and won’t 
really believe that either the teacher or they them
selves will have to live up to it So the teacher 
must be careful to act against what is expected of 
him or her, and not encourage students to look to 
the teacher as their only listener. “If you do this 
right,” Mr. Zeiderman says, “in a few weeks you’ll 
find there are four, or five, or six students who are 
quite willing to take over your role for you.” The 
next task is for these students to drop the teacher’s 
role, and for the other students come to be able to 
lead a class as well. A Touchstones teacher should 
not simply sit back and let students talk; instead, 
you should constantly (“every 15 seconds”) be 
thinking about whether to intervene in the discus
sion or not. The goal is for people to pay attention 
to how they act in class, so that everyone can help 
a discussion go well; in the high-school versions of 
Touchstones, students are told what each part of 
the program aims at doing. Touchstones classes 
are not supposed to be voluntary, but instead re
quired for all students; “cause if it’s voluntary, 
you’ll just get the same students who always vol
unteer.”

The initiation into Touchstones (I hope I’m 
not compromising it by describing it here) requires 
novice teachers to start out as students, by reading 
and discussing three Touchstones texts. At the same 
time, you are also required to think as a teacher; 
each of the workshop participants is asked to state 
an opening question. After each “class”, the work
shop discussed how it went. Mr. Zeiderman some
times compared people’s statements during the class 
with their opening questions; at other times he’d 
criticize a discussion as “low-risk”. His commen
tary’, together with the rhetoric of his opening 
speech, had for me the kind of “self-selecting” ef-
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Apr. 11, 1994The Foreword



Dumpsters
We haven’t been able to get a good article yet 

on the differences between Annapolis and Santa Fe; 
so here’s one that was recently printed in the Gadfly 
(Annapolis’s student newspaper) by a student who 
visited here for Spring Break.

After departing for Santa Fe our eagerness was 
so great that my traveling companions and I decided 
to drive straight there, non-stop for 31 hours. Upon 
arriving at the Santa Fe campus the first thing we 
noticed was that there is no front to it. Seriously! 
When you drive up to the campus you see the back of 
a building and large trash dumpsters. Oh! What a 
truly lovely sight!

Since we did arrive in Santa Fe by Saturday 
evening we were persuaded by our friends to go to 
the Froshing Ball [Fasching?] which is their only dance 
which is equivalent to our monthly waltzes (or at 
least what our monthly waltzes used to be until the 
past few). As we sat at a table at the far end of the 
hallway by the back door I discovered that the saying, 
“If you sit in one place long enough, everyone you 
know will walk by,” holds true. I was just looking for 
the few people I knew who transferred out there for 
this year and instead an inordinate amount of people 
who recognized me stopped by, even some I had not 
seen since my freshman year. Many people did double 
takes and wondered why the hell I was in Santa Fe 
(the concept of visiting during Spring Break seemed 
to be a mystery to some.) Have you ever looked at an 
old S.J.C. year book and wondered about one person 
or another and if they dropped off the face of the 
earth? Well, Santa Fe seems to be where they mostly 
dropped off to.

The two campuses do have some similarities 
mixed in with all the differences. Dave Beltran del 
Rio said, “Fe is the negative of Annapolis, and An
napolis is the negative of Fe.” That has a lot to do 
with the same furniture and things of that type. After 
spending a year or two at one campus you associate 
things with the campus you are on and it seems strange 
to see them at the other one. Of course both campuses 
share that unexplained phenomenon, which after four 
years I still do not understand—XENOPHOBIA.

The biggest difference I noticed in Fe was the 
lack of community. So many people here in Annapo-
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at the Gate
lis complain that they cannot make a single movement 
without everyone knowing it. But in Fe I met people 
who were there all four years and still did not know 
some of the people in their class. People did not seem 
to be very helpful out there. The ones who were help
ful had transferred from here. I can recall a couple of 
times in the past four years helping friends’ visitors 
find a place to sleep. But after our first night there a 
lot more Annapolis students showed up and there was 
a lack of room and no one willing to help us find any. 
Fortunately, as I was looking through the phone book 
for a hotel, a guy started talking to me and was asking 
me questions. When he found out that we needed a 
place to stay, and after doing the St. John’s glance, he 
told me he could get us into the prospectives’ rooms, 
so we would not have to go to a hotel or sleep on the 
floor again. He happened to be probably the nicest 
person I have met from the Santa Fe campus (prob
ably because he’s from the South.)

However, the question still remains—why isn’t 
there a sense of community in Santa Fe? I believe it 
is probably because their campus is too spread out 
and there is no main gathering area such as our quad. 
Which is better? Having complete privacy but not 
knowing most of the people or knowing most of the 
400 people here and learning to grin and bear the 
rumor mill? Guess what! Santa Fe has a rumor mill 
too. It’s just not as big as ours. They even hear rumors 
from Annapolis, especially if it’s a well-known scan
dal!

But not only the students in Fe are distant from 
each other. They are also distant from their tutors. 
Tutors do not spend extra time in the coffee shop and 
approach you just to converse. Some transfer students 
I talked to said that not only do the tutors not want to 
get to know the students but they feel that there exists 
a prejudice against the Annapolis transfers because 
we do things differently here. The tutors in Annapolis 
take more of an interest in our lives, even in non- 
academic areas, which I personally feel is a good 
thing. The question of which campus is academically 
more demanding has not yet been answered. I do not 
think it ever will be because it is always going to be a 
personal opinion based on how people prefer their 
classes being run and the student-teacher relationships.

continued, p. 6
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The Reading of Poetry: A Lecture Report
I agreed reluctantly to re

view Jonathan Tuck’s lecture on 
the poem “Fern Hill,” by Dylan 
Thomas. St. John’s lectures have 
often proved disappointing to me, 
and I was wary even of attending 
the lecture. I feared sitting 
through yet another pretentious, 
unclear, and poorly-organized 
speech. However, all of my wor
ries were unfounded; I was 
pleasantly surprised by Mr. 
Tuck’s lecture. He presented his 
ideas lucidly and without affec
tation, and I left his talk with a 
broadened understanding both of 
“Fern Hill” in particular and of 
the reading of poetry in general.

The goal of Mr. Tuck’s lec
ture was to assist those students 
who claim to be incapable of in
terpreting poetry by investigating 
what it means to read a poem, 
using the reading of “Fern Hill” 
as an example. Key to his con
ception of reading poetry is the 
double sense of the word “read
ing.” It may imply either an oral 
rendering of a poem or an inter
pretation and analysis of that 
poem. Both, he insisted, are es
sential to a full understanding of 
a poem. His guidelines to the 
insecure student on the reading 
of poetry are as follows;

1) Read the poem aloud 
several times. If there is a re
cording of the poet himself recit
ing the poem, listen first to the 
recording. Afterwards, recite it 
yourself. Best yet, memorize it. 
Memorization will prepare you 
more fully to bring parts of the 
poem from your unconscious to
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conscious mind, which is what 
the interpretation of a poem in
volves.

2) Interpret and analyze. 
You may follow certain precepts 
in your efforts to decipher a 
poem:

Precept 1: Seek out ambi
guities. Because emotions are 
unclear, it is legitimate that lan
guage be so also. If a word or 
phrase has several meanings, 
consider them all. As long as an 
interpretation does not tarnish the 
poem for you, view it as valid.

Precept 2: Be aware of rep
etitions of words, sounds, phrases, 
and syntactic structures, and 
compare and contrast the various 
appearances of each repeated 
item.

Precept 3: Listen hard to 
sound effects.

Precept 4: Pay attention to 
line breaks and to those words 
and phrases that are stressed as a 
result of the line breaks.

3) Read the poem again, at
tempting to contain and embody 
in your rendering of the poem all 
that you have discovered in your 
analysis.

Mr. Tuck went about his 
reading of “Fern Hill” in exactly 
the method described above. 
First, he played to us a recording 
of Dylan Thomas reciting his own 
poem. He then proceeded to 
point out ambiguities in meanings 
of words. For example, the 
“morning” songs mentioned in 
the poem may be viewed either 
as songs of youth and renewal or 
as “mourning” songs, presaging
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the coming of death. Mr. Tuck 
also focused on repeated words 
and the differences in meaning 
each time they occur. The word 
“green” appears again and again, 
with vaiydng meanings: the color 
green, fresh, young, innocent, 
naive.

The lecturer made more 
observations than I can possibly 
recount in a mere review of his 
speech, continuing to follow the 
outline presented above on How 
to Read a Poem. He ended his 
analysis by refuting those who 
claim that noticing small and 
hidden details is unimportant, 
posing the question: “Are we sure 
that we aren’t affected by what 
we don’t consciously notice?” 
Every detail of the poem, he 
claimed, mirrors its surface 
meaning and can affect us with
out our awareness that we are be
ing so affected. Through inter
pretation, these intricacies be
come conscious to us, making the 
poem new to us. Complexity is 
a poetic virtue; a poem must al
low of repeated readings, con
tinuously bearing new fruit, 
growing ever better with time. 
Mr. Tuck ended his speech with 
his own recital of the poem. To 
me, this reading proved the suc
cess of his lecture. For I felt as 
he hoped I would feel upon hear
ing his rendition of the poem; that 
although I was hearing the same 
words Dylan Thomas had spoken 
an hour before, I was hearing 
them somehow anew, and with 
deeper understanding.

-Amy Huberman
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Further Rambles on Fern Hill
“You can tear a poem apart to see what makes it technically 

tick . . . You’re back with the mystery of having been moved by 
words. The best craftmanship always leaves holes and gaps in the 
works of the poem so that something that is not in the poem can 
creep, crawl, flash, or thunder in.”

—Dylan Thomas, Dylan Thomas’s Poetic Manifesto

Mr. Jonathan Tuck, a tutor 
in Annapolis, came to this cam
pus Friday April 8 to offer a 
reading of DylanThomas’s poem, 
“Fern Hill.” He intended his 
reading, which was both a per
formance and an analysis, to 
serve as model for the interpreta
tion of other poems by readers 
who have a “deaf spot” for lyric 
poetry.

While the method Mr. 
Tuck advised would not inspire 
love of px)etry in the heart of ev
ery' student, it would enable any
one who is literate to discuss a 
poem. He counselled readers to 
read aloud, to seek and spell am
biguities of meaning, and to study

repetitions and analogies. Not 
everyone, of course, would agree 
with Mr. Tuck that analysis 
meikes a poem better. For ex
ample, the modem poet Charles 
Bukowski has written, “The more 
said about a poem, the less it 
becomes.” Mr. Tuck, to the con
trary, assumes that more is gained 
than lost from the articulation of 
understandings that are not origi
nally in the reader’s conscious
ness. He passed on the advice, 
“Never read any poem for the 
first time.” For Mr. Tuck, every 
reading is interpretation that 
deepens the understanding of the 
poem.

Despite his preference for

interpretations that have been 
made explicit, Mr. Tuck showed 
great respect for ambiguities and 
nuances that are not easy to make 
explicit. He emphasized that 
ambiguities of language express 
ambiguities of feelings. Because 
of this attitude, the following 
question and answer period was 
lively and conversational.

Mr. Tuck’s style of speak
ing was entertaining and easy to 
listen to. His love for this par
ticular poem was contagious, 
such that several people I talked 
to after the lecture thought they 
understood how Mr. Tuck could 
call “Fern Hill” the greatest lyric 
poem.

—Taffeta Elliott

I am a literary illiterate; 
that is, I have no idea how to read 
narrative. Beyond plot, I have 
no feel for what makes a piece of 
literature a good work of art. 
Style, rhythm, meter, and sound 
are beyond my comprehension. 
Even when my language class is 
simply discussing the meaning of 
a poem, I often find myself won
dering if I read the same sonnet 
as everyone else. As such, I am 
an ideal, and very appreciative, 
audience for the lecture on po
etry given by Annapolis Assistant 
Dean Tuck.

Dean Tuck’s goal was to 
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explain to those of us who are 
‘poetically deaf’ what it means 
to read a poem. His thesis is 
simple, that all poetry is con
cerned with time and with poetry 
itself. I am not completely sure I 
understand the reason for this 
thesis, except that poetry uses el
ements of time, e.g. rhythm and 
meter, to express its meaning, and 
that different performances of a 
poem make us question how a 
poem can stay the same with dif
ferent readings.

With this in mind. Dean 
Tuck explained how to read a 
poem. The overall structure of 
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our reading should be to read it 
aloud, tear it apart, and then put 
it back together by reading it 
aloud again — analysis and syn
thesis. As we interpret the poem, 
we must be charitable and assume 
that nothing is accidental. If, in 
so doing, the complexities of the 
poem add to the meaning of the 
poem and explain the mixed feel
ings we have upon reading it, then 
the poem is good; it will continue 
to grow, but will never peak or 
decline. Finally, in keeping with 
his method. Dean Tuck himself 
read the poem. Our analysis is

continued, p. 7
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Touchstones, from p. 2
feet that the St. John’s admission essay is sup
posed to have—I found myself wondering whether 
I would be able to pay such close attention to 30 
or 40 students in class, and whether I would be 
able to see what was going wrong in a discussion.

The Touchstones readings come mostly from 
the St. John’s program, or else from Asian clas
sics or good contemporary books. However, they 
are only a couple of pages long, and are usually 
paraphrased from the original. They seem to be 
carefully chosen; for instance, the first reading is 
about how Hector’s wife asks him not to leave 
her and her child, because “abandonment is some
thing that these kids can all relate to,” and be
cause the gist of the story is easy to get even if 
people aren’t paying much attention. By the end 
of the year, though, the students are picking their 
own readings. The readings are read aloud at the 
beginning of each class. ”We prefer the teacher to 
do the reading aloud,” Mr. Zeiderman says, ’’be
cause if students do it then you have to pick a 
student to read, and then your back to the old 
ways. We’ve been in classes where no one can 
read, classes with LD [I think he meant “learning- 
disabled”] kids. We’ve also been in classes where 
it’s not strategic to admit you can read, because, 
to put it bluntly, that means you’re ‘white’.” Mr. 
Zeiderman also insists that several minutes of each 
Touchstones class be set aside for arranging chairs 
in a circle at the beginning and putting them back 
at the end. Rectangular tables like those at St. 
John’s, he says, make the discussion “ping-pong” 
back and forth between the two ends.

Touchstones seems to me to be one of the 
best ideas I’ve heard for adapting the St. John’s 
ideal outside St. John’s. I like it because it aims 
at sensitivity rather than expertise, and because, 
as a result, it requires hard work from its partici
pants. It is well-conceived, well-intentioned, and 
completely non-Straussian. It might get worse if 
it grows further; but I can’t think of much else in 
education that deserves to grow more than Touch
stones does.

—Randall Rose

Public Letter
To the editors:
In response to your article on lack of apart

ment spaces, I would like to say I agree whole
heartedly. I think that the availability of apartments 
for married freshmen is appropriate. The article 
stated that the space was available to them until 
they found another place in town. I agree that this 
is the best for the students.

On the other hand, I do not understand reserv
ing the other two apartments for faculty and GI’s, 
at least not to rent out for the entire year. (Per
haps an arrangement such as the married freshmen 
have is a good suggestion.) The fact is, tutors and 
GI’s tend to make more money than most students. 
They are more apt to be able to pay the slightly 
higher rent of our illustrious Santa Fe prices. I am 
sure there are parents of undergraduates who do 
not mind their kids having an apartment, but would 
rather it be on campus, if possible. I know the 
housing administration means well by its decision, 
but I feel it was not well thought out, nor very fair 
in its priorities.

Sincerely,
Mara Dolores Giles

Note: It is not true that entering freshmen are 
allowed to live in an apartment only until they find 
a place in town. My article was unclear on this 
point, but I meant to say that it was the students 
who chose to live in the apartment during the aca
demic year because they wanted to have time to 
look for a more permanent place in town.—Randall 
Rose

Dumpsters, from p. 3
I am glad that I took the chance to visit the 

Santa Fe campus and see it for myself It is difficult 
to decide if you are going to like it or not based upon 
others’ opinions because they all seem to be contra
dictory. I think everyone should visit there for a few 
days before making any decisions regarding transfer
ring. As for me, I am very glad that I stayed in An
napolis for all four years throughout the good and the 
bad.
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Lecture Review, from p. 5
only to help us reread the poem as if for the first 
time, to make the poem new to us every time we 
read it.

Dean Tuck elucidated each of these points 
with examples from Fern Hill] unfortunately he 
went a little too fast for me to catch all of them, 
in part because he often did not give line numbers. 
Still, the examples I did catch were helpful. Other 
than that, the lecture was clear, interesting, and 
well-delivered. Dean Tuck speaks very well, and 
reads wonderfully — his reading of the poem.

with his rich voice, light vibrato, and thirty years 
worth of analysis, gave me a glimpse of the beauty 
of poetry.

1 am afraid that I cannot yet agree with his 
claim that Fern Hill is the greatest English lyric, 
not because 1 disagree but because I do not know 
enough about poetry to agree. I will, however, 
trust his experience with poetry and follow his 
guidelines. I think that if I find poetry even a little' 
more accessible, Dean Tuck will feel that his lecture 
was successful.

—Steve Pearson

Notes
The STUDENT ART SHOW begins on Friday, 

with an opening reception from 5-7 in the Fireside 
lounge. The artists are Becky Amaral, Jennifer 
Chenoweth, Nathan Dorn, Sarah Hewitt, Melanie 
Kirby, Kere Lamphear, Suzanne Lampka, Heather 
Lewis, Monica McTighe, Gwen Pogrowski,Marchelle 
Porter, Bob Schroeder, Katherine Spencer, Andrew 
Van Luchene, Enrique Villavicencio, Don Whitfield, 
Scarlett Williams, and Jacob Yanes.

The much-delayed Reality T-Shirt vote will 
take place Wednesday at lunch. Fortunately, some of 
the grosser entries have been taken down already.

For juniors transferring to Annapolis; Despite 
the rumors, Annapolis’s policy of having only one 
tutor for senior seminar will not continue next year— 
this information comes from the Annapolis registrar.

The renovation of the sunny area outside 
Peterson (a fountain is to be added, some trees are to 
be removed, etc.) is still tentative. The proposal de
picted in the bookstore’s display case may still be 
changed; for instance, the area available for walking

and sitting may not be reduced as much as the 
drawing shows. Also, we don’t yet have the money 
to do it, so it may not happen till a year after this 
summer. The plan is now being studied by the 
Campus Planning Committee, which Hans von 
Briesen chairs.

The last line of “Freud on Seuss” was acci
dentally left out of last week’s issue; it should 
have credited Bill Blais for passing the article on 
from the Internet.

Press Release Digest: This one advertises 
a catalog (“for the traveller needing affordable lodg
ing”) of summer rooms for rent, at college dormito
ries in America and other countries. Naturally, it 
doesn’t mention that these rooms are usually rented 
to groups and that most colleges would be wary of 
letting unknown individuals on campus. Still, they 
sent the ad out to school newspapers as a press release, 
so if you want to order a copy, the price is $14.00 
and the telephone number is 1-800-525-6633. We 
can also get a free “review copy” for the school.

People to bitch at if you don’t like what’s going on here:
Randall Rose Kathryn Hoar,

(editor) Tom Jacobson
Alexa Van Dalsem (taste & judgment)
(layout & delivery^
Aaron Fredrickson There will be a meeting in ESL-115

(filler-inner) on Wednesday at 2:45 PM; any new
Cass Carrigan, people who want to contribute

Hope Del Carlo, should come.

Apr. 11, 1994 The Foreword page?



31 eussi • 4991,11 lirpA ylkeeW s‘nhoJ .tS ehT

Drow kcab %
Grubbus’ Uncle From out of Town 

Takes Manhattan
The room is small. A couch 

and chair, both covered with 
white sheets are arranged near the 
doorway. There is a window, but 
the blinds are drawn and its gray
ish blue light is confined to pale 
halo around its perimeter. The 
only other light comes from a 
brass table lamp, which casts 
heavy, dusty shadows over the 
desk and on to the floor. The floor 
is tiled, black and white, hexa
gons and squares, a pattern from 
the 30’s. It is quiet, but in the 
silence his ears make out a sound. 
And then another, and another, 
the sounds advancing like a very 
slow dawn. The sounds are 
soothing, familiar, but there is 
something else, he thinks, some 
echo that wasn’t there before. 
There is the hum of distant traf
fic, that is as it should be. And 
there, he is certain, is the creaking 
of the screen door, pulled open 
and let close by the force of its 
own rusty springs; perhaps it is 
just Maria returning home. But 
there it is, that voice, way in the 
distance, but somehow just 
downstairs. It is familiar; one of 
the neighbor children? No, it is 
more familiar than that. A small 
boy. He listens even more closely, 
the boy is speaking. Is he speak
ing to mother? Yes, that is 
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mother’s voice, certainly, but 
stripped of the years. And the 
boy, he recognizes it now, it is 
his own voice, his own voice, but 
from very long ago. He listens to 
himself, to the boy, humming, as 
he sets the table. There is the 
clank of silverware, and of dishes, 
and of the pots and pans in the 
kitchen. There is his mother call
ing to his father (dead for how 
many years now), and to his big 
brother that dinner is ready. There 
is father’s voice, saying grace 
over the meal. And there, he can 
almost see it set before him, is 
the... Maria opens the door, and 
the sudden flood of light from the 
hallway startles him. She wonders 
w'hy he loves this room — it is 
so dank, so dark. But she does 
not remember, so many years ago 
the smell and the sound of 
gnocchi on Sunday.

Gnocchi (no-key) is 
potato pasta. It is cheap and solid 
and Italian. And tasty. I’ve also 
included yet another sauce, a 
pesto, w'hich works w onders 
w'ith any pasta, but especially 
with

Gnocchi
2 lbs. pxDtatoes (red potatoes work 
really w'ell), peeled 
1 1/2 c. flour

The Foreword

1 egg, beaten 
salt

Boil the potatoes until soft 
(around 45 minutes, but it var
ies). Mash the potatoes well, and 
add the egg, flour and salt. Mix 
every thing together (this works 
best if you do it w'ith your hands) 
until doughy. Set the dough out 
on a floured surface. Roll into 2 
or three cylinders, about an inch 
in diameter. Cut the cylinders into 
1 inch sections and cook in boil
ing w’ater for about 6 minutes, 
drain and serve with any pasta 
sauce, for instance,

Pesto
1 c. tightly packed fresh basil 
leaves
1/2 c. olive oil
1/2 c. grated parmesan cheese 
1/4 c. pine nuts 
4 or 5 cloves garlic

Put everything in a blender 
and let ’er rip. This is a seriously 
strong sauce, so a couple of 
tablespoons is usually enough for 
a good size serving. Also, if 
there’s any left over, you can put 
it in an ice cube tray and freeze 
it. It sounds weird, I know', but it 
works well. When you want a 
sen'ing, just pop out a cube and 
let it thaw at room temperature.

—Eli Castro
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