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WITH 6 MONTHS LEFT, WHAT HAS THE FREEING 

MINDS CAMPAIGN ACHIEVED? 
Shaheer Naveed ('23) 

You may have heard of Freeing Minds, ~n ambitious 
fundraising campaign started b~ the College m 2~,18. ~he 
campaign was started, according to the 2017 Capital 
Campaign Case Statement," to make St. J,ohn'~ _College 
more affordable for students. The Colleges tmtion was 
$s2,ooo, too expensive for m~ny pro~~ective stud_e~ts. 
Freeing Minds would remedy this by raismg $300 m1lhon 
in donations from the community. $200 million would be 
allocated to the college's endowment. The remaining 
$100 million would be divided between the Annual Fund 
and "essential improvements" on both campuses. 

At the time, the financial struggle of the College was a 
looming problem. The 2017 Annual Re~011: exposes tl;e 
College's dire straits: from 2008 to 2017, it saw a _$~o II?il
lion drop in revenue from students and a $6 million m
crease in expenses. In the same period, the endo':"1Ilent 
increased by only $5-5 million. With the decr~ase m st:n
dent revenue the college had a structural deficit, a predic
ament needi~g desperate attention.,,"~e have_ to facer:
ality and right our ship, and we are, said President Mark 
Roosevelt in 2017. 

Donations poured in. As a result, the College balanced 
its budget in 2021, and increased the school's endowment 
to $280 million, from $170 million in 2017. Today, the 
campaign has raised $298.3 million. It will end on June 
30th, 2023. 

Though the school has seen a large influx of money, 
some current students still lack sufficient mental health 
and financial support. 

The College employs one therapist and contrac~ four, 
but not all students seeking therapy are able to get it. An
drea Verswijver, a full-time therapist employed by the 
College, shared that on-campus demand for t?erapy has 
increased to three to four times that of prev10us years. 
Two of the current therapists were contracted because of 
the increased demand. Though there are curren~y 70 stu
dents in therapy, Verswijver said, "the therapists _filled 
those slots within the first two weeks of classes tJ;1~ se
mester.'' One of the therapists will take on an a_dd1t10~al 
10 students soon. Still, some who request sess10ns \\<"1th 
those therapists employed and contracted by the College 
are unable to get a spot. Verswijver a~d~d that stude_nts 
can instead use the online AcadenucL1veCare serVIce, 
which the College pays for. 

With the increasing costs of room and board and low-
paying work-study positions, students feel a greater fi
nancial burden. According to the "College Work-Study 
Handbook" for 2021-2022, the Santa Fe campus employs 
approximately 200 students in Work-Study positions. 
These jobs start at $n an hour, or $n.50 with a promo
tion. While this meets federal requirements, it's below the 
$12.95 minimum wage in Santa Fe. Further, students in 
these positions are typically limited to only 10 hours of 
work per week, the College's own rule. This can leave 
some students in a precarious position, forced to priori
tize paying tuition and rent above studying. 

Kelly Brown, the campaign's director, explained the 
goals of the campaign in an interview. ''The idea of setting 
a goal is that you want to have your needs met but you 
should have them met with a reasonable number that can 
be reached,'' said Brown. She also said that the campaign's 
focus shifted towards supporting infrastructure because 
student support expectations like financial aid had al
ready been met. "We have created many new scholarships 

ll\.t1lliil!lii'-"'i~~ for students as well as funding unrestricted endowment 
which will go towards the budget that offsets some of th~ 
financial aid that is not backed by philanthropy. Obvi
ously, the need is always great, but we have made great 
strides ii:i this area," said Brown. 

With only nine months remaining and just $i.7 mil
lion from its goal, the Freeing Minds campaign is almost 
complete, and has created a substantial financial cushion 
for the College. Looking forward, Brown expects the fu
ture to bring more varied fundraising. "I believe that the 
next few years of fundraising will lean into much more 
student support. And it is not just financial aid, it could be 
more funding for activities outside the classroom, staffing 
and training to help students become leaders, and creat
ing a residential life that is vibrant and exciting for stu
dents." 

"If I see a little piece on top, I'll start taking that out," 
says Ms. Joann Patrick, General Manager at SAGE Dining 
Services, "and ifthere are more items underneath, I'll take 
them out as well." 

Patrick describes her approach to trash-excavation 
from the compost bin as a practical response to an unfor
tunate problem. "Yes, I pick stuff out of the compost be
cause I don't want it to go, after all of that effort, into the 
garbage," she explains, "It's what needs to be done." The 
most common polluters are plastic utensils, ice cream 
wrappers, plastic coffee lids, stir sticks, and plastic con
tainers of all varieties-such as those containing peanut 
butter, jelly, and butter. 

She says that she has, "No reaction to the amount of 
trash in the compost, other than a little bit of frustration 
that people are in such a hurry that they don't read the 
signs." When asked if she thought the level of compost 
contamination could be a result of indifference in addition 
to ignorance, Patrick concedes, "It may be a little of 
both." 

But Patrick is willing to give Johnnies the benefit of 
the doubt. While SAGE has been composting their back
of-house straps since May 2021, they began their front-of
house compost bin this fall. Appealing to hope, Patrick 
says, "[The level of contamination] has been progressing 
to be better than it was in the be inning.'' . 



Every week, SAGE sends approximately 1000 pounds 
of compost to Reunity Resources, a local nonprofi~ fan'.1 
that recycles everything from food waste to cooking 011 
and aims to educate the community about restorative 
farming practices. The success of the compost program at 
St. John's is owed primarily to the heroism of Joann Pat
rick. She does what many Johnnies are apparently unwill
in to do. 

M. Alex Finch ('24) and Mr. Zane Kelly-Carmichael 
('24), co-presidents of the Greenhouse Club, are acutely 
aware of the fact that there's no Joann Patrick operating 
on a global scale. They feel that Johnnies, and people gen
erally, need to be made aware of the environmental im
pact of their decisions. Kelley-Carmichael explains that 
the mission of Greenhouse Club is to "make people more 
aware of their local foodshed and take a greater part in 

They're launching their own composting initiative to 
get Johnnies involved in a compost cycle that they'll get ~o 
see to completion. They've built a set of boxes to contam 
different stages of their club's compost, and they're going 
to install scrap-collection bins in dorms across campus to 
give Johnnies a stake in the ca~pus garden. Th~ compost 
can be continuously fed and will be complete m about a 

Finch insists that "it will take more than j~st post~~s 
to educate people." By making Johnnie.s a~tive part1c1-
pants in campus compost, they ho~e to i~st1ll a sense of 
responsibility in their peers. "Especially.with the prograi:n 
we're doing, people get trapped m an apathetic 
worldview," Finch says, "Given that we're supposed to ex
plore all sides of an argument, people try not to take a se
rious stance on an hin ." 

Finch and Kelly-Carmichael both said that the com
post problem with SAGE is similar to the participation 
problem facing Polity. Kelly-Carmichael says that St. 
John's is missing an aspect of its former collaborative 
mentality. "We used to come together as a group to ad
dress problems," he says. Recent trends in theft and dis
engagement reveal that this community mentality is no 
longer assumed. 

Finch advocates for a cultural explanation of the 
problem. They lament a "vibe dismantled" by the pan
demic. "Quarantine destroyed the continual culture 
passed down from generation to generation at St. John's," 
they say. In order to undo the effects of apathy, Finch and 
Kelly-Carmichael believe that visibility is key. Once sus
tainability initiatives at St. John's become more promi
nent and students watch their peers take up sustainable 
causes, it may be possible to rebuild our sense of collective 
responsibility. 

For now, Finch and Kelly-Carmichael are asking stu
dents to harness their inner Joann Patrick. If they see a 
problem, they should also see themselves as a vital parl of 
the solution. 

As resident sports guy (professionally: Community 
Facilitator for Intramurals) you might wonder what busi
ness I have writing this sports column about something 
seemingly so far from athletic competition: sports as a 
means for spiritual transcendence. However, I recently 
had an experience that I thought I would share. 

This last weekend, a tutor and I played squash. The 
two of us took turns hitting a small, rubber, not-very
bouncy ball into a wall of a small, tall, mostly enclosed 
room in the SAC. I imagine if dogs got thumbs, this is the 
kind of thing they would love to do. Golden retrievers es
pecially. The catching and throwing of the ball become es
sentially one motion (the swing) to hit the ball to the other 
dog/player. 

When a dog plays squash, or fetch, I suspect they 
aren't thinking about homework, hard relationships, or 
any of the pressures of the rest of their life. I imagine that 
sweet campus pup Luigi, when he's on his back in some
one's lap eagerly awaiting a belly rub. I doubt he is think
ing of anything-his squirming indicates to me a sense of 
eager anticipation and nothing else. No fear. In the same 
way, imagine him watching a ball you hold. He focuses so 
intently on it that his entire life seems to be in your hand. 
Everything for him depends upon that ball. 

If you were to throw that ball, he would stream 
through the world: be it field, hallway, dining room or 
closet, to get to it without delay. Doing so, he is in a state 
of single-minded focus. I think dogs and maybe most an
imals live in a state like this most of the time. But we hu
mans, or at least I, do not-we are the rational animal and 
sometimes that rationality (or irrationality) can take us 
out of the present moment. I am certainly one who has 
stayed in bed too long, pressured to stay there by the fear 
of the world and its challenges-despite none of them be
ing at hand. Those fears are only thoughts in my head. 
Nothing awaits me bedside but slippers. 

However, if I can focus so intently on the present, I 
might end up in a flow-state, or a state of transcendence. 
A state where there is no longer an "I"; my inner mono
logue ceases but "my" awareness of "my" body and the 
things around it are unimpeded by thought. I have trans
cended or gone beyond "Campbell." Some might feel this 
in meditation, or the moment before sleep, or knitting, or 
reading, or playing or listening to music, watching mov
ies, you name it. 



O X 
-As I collapsed, I was grounded physically and meta-

phorically. I had taken flight as a body, but as a person, 
"there was no one home"; I had been lost to the mom~nt. 
The idea that I usually feel with every fiber of my bemg, 
that I am distinct from the world around me'. was g?ne: I • 
imagine this is the state some saints and ammals live m 
regularly. 

I TI:" t~tor h~d sent the ball off the wall far from me. 
Without consideration before acting and without thought 
during action, my body moved to it. I expect, like many 

- crises or moments of elation, I could only really appreci
~ ate such an event in retrospect. At that moment, there was 
1 no me to judge or consider. There was a ball and move
ment and my racquet spinning under my 250 pounds now 
aerial, rotating through space as I hit the ball, then my 
body smashing, ribs first, into the hardwood floor. 

• •, • ,. I 

I lay~ on the ground, stunned to be back. "How did I , 
get here?" With that question, the "I" thought c~me back 
to me, and tears welled in my ,eyes. I had been m one of 
those moments, a minor ego-death (ego-nap?) that~ have 
experienced a number of times before.ir~ a number of ways 
throughout my life: through sport, givmg blood, earnest 

! prayer, beautiful commercials, chemicals. The 'T'-ness of 
. me, the voice in my head that tells me what to do, that 
' judges me and everyone, had disappeared. I was in the 

~ kingdom of heaven-briefly. 
. ... ~: J ~·-

, I quietly wept on the court, on my knees. I was not sad 
nor in pain to have returned but grateful that I had had 
such an experience and at such cheap cost. My ribs didn't 
even hurl much. I had let go of myself and chased a ball 
as purely as a dog does. There was no desire, no question
ing, no doubt, no self, just one point outside of myself on 

'

hich I was so focused I lost sight of Campbell. I had 
ranscended. I and the otl1er had been one. 
" ..,..... , ~ . , , ) r" .-;; , • • ;,,.. . 

For a moment: life was beyond questioning andjudg- 'f'· 
ment. Perhaps, it was perfect. 

f).._J • r - ,a 

Dark Room Reopens 
C. Bright ('25) 

L--

In my three years here, I've seen sever~ atte~pts to 
- reopen the on-campus dark room. I can only 1magme how 
many more efforts there have been in ~ecades pa.st. When 
I heard that it had finally been done m ESL this year, I 
knew I had to see it. But how had the darkroom begun? 
Who is bringing it back to life? And what place does total 
darkness have here at St. John's? 

We walked across the hall and opened the door to the 
darkroom. Inside was a small space, the size of a closet, 
enclosing another door within. This was a vestibule which 
prevented light from entering the darkroom. Finally, we 
entered the room itself. Immediately noticeable were two 
black accordion-like devices (photo enlargers, I would 
learn), beakers and graduated cylinders of all sizes, and 
large containers full of different liquids (later referred to 
as "chemistry"). There was a clothesline with pins hanging 
from the ceiling, spare film cameras behind a glass cabi
net, and a stamped image of a green moth. Then it was 
lights out. 

I When I entered the brightly lit lab room, stu ents 
1 were sitting down, rolling practice film onto a spool. This 

I 
would be placed into a tank, protected from the light, to 
begin the pre-soaking process. At the head of the table is 
the club's mentor, a darkroom and analog photo expert, 
Chris Nail. The only odd thing: everyone's eyes are closed. 

I ·' •, They are preparing for the dark. While they practiced, I 
~ • 1:1 asked Chris what he thought of the dark room. :ro his Sl_lr

prise, he told me, the room was very well supplied and m
cluded all the basic tools one needs to process film. At this 
point, a few of the students had already succeeded in roll
ing, unrolling, and rerolling the film onto the spool. They 
were ready. 

The darkroom was included in the original plans for 
the college and was opened along with the Santa Fe c3:m
pus in 1964. The official College Ca.talog fro~ .1?64,, hsts 
Photography Club under "Extracurricular ActIVIties. 



But that's not all. The catalog also mentions the new 
Film Society and Riding Club among its ranks. Each of 
these clubs has been, by remarkable coincidence, revived 
in 2022, nearly sixty years later. Clubs at St. John's are 
ephemeral, a fact that wasn't missed by the College's 
founders. The opening line of the Catalog suggests 
much: 

Everyone moans with the ng tness o t e overhead 
l"ghts Chris calls this "darkroom face". Our eye~ finally 
;djust and we look around a 10' x 16' room which o~ly 
mome~ts ago could have been as large a~ the ~ntir; 
breadth of space. Chris walks us through the chem~s~z . 

re-soak developer, stop bath, fixer, and water~~ . is 
p d r'e makes the film no longer photo-sensitive and proce u " . ,, 
produces what is referred to as a negative. 

Two students are appy to answer my final question. 
What place does the practice offilm ~hotography ~av~ for 
you, in light of your work at St. Johns? -'."fax Buttrill ( 2~) 
said that the "slow, deliberate, mechanical movement 1s 
in a way meditative " providing a reprieve from the labor 
of the Program. Ire~e Tulloch ('25) said t?at working wi0 
analog film provided "a balance of being m body versus m 
your head." 

These sentiments were shared with the entire group. 
Chris even mentioned the "zen" one finds when working 
in the dark. This reminded me of the famed Zen archers , 
able to hit the bullseye of a target while blindfolded. By 
repeatedly training with closed eyes, the students them
selves have begun to acquire that special kind of habit that 
has been the liberation of artists, monks, and dancers 
across time. Finally, their descriptions reminded me of 
something else, a quote from that very same Catalog: 

It f$ no paradox, in vaew of the abo e, to y that the main purpo&c 
of cxtracumcular activities u rel xation and recreation. Studenu can 
"'·ort m order to play, or lhey can ttgard play as a natural componen 
of :i graceful, reasonable, and well-rounded bunun lif . Since the things 
a person enjoys arc accunuely correlated with that pason'a character and 
sta c of development, the recreational act1vitia that atude:nts enjoy are 
rhe pontaneous fruit of their increuing biowlcdge and maturity Work 
and play arc not $Cl over a in t each other so that the "Work o the 
curriculum i1 Joolted upon as drudgery to be endured until it is possible to 
get away to the movies. lf this ould be the case, hl'e would andccd be· 
come meaningless and dull, and the hard worl:. of the curriculum would be 
w~tcd. thcr, the dUcovcry and choice of cenam activities as enjoyable, 
and ti e rejection of er forrna of recreation as ailly or dµll, follow 
free and natural co cquen~ of the studem't expandi g abi!iutl$, anc 
m t be proportionate to them. Rccreat1onaJ acuvatics hav to derive 
their vitaliry :from these newly developed powcn which 1upport them, 
or eac they cease to be mjoyable. Thus recreation and play become an 
integral part of the student'• hfe m the coll e commumties. ._ 

3 "'' 



Everyone wants you to bring home a little piece of 
Santa Fe for the holidays! Here are my favorite local busi
nesses to support ranked from cheapest to most expensive 
(according to my memory). 

Heidi's Raspberry Farm 
I607 Paseo De Peralta 

. Everybo~y loves jam. You can find Heidi's slinging a 
~anety of reg10nal flavors including red chile and lavender 
Jams at the Santa Fe Farmer's market on Tuesdays and 
Saturdays. 

Lost Padre 

I3IB JiVJiVaterSt.._~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~-
. Do you have a. mu~ic lover in your life? Do they have 

a vmyl !'10ard you feel like contributing to? Lost Padre is a 
fantastically curated shop with an even better price point. 

Books of Interest 
1333 Cerrillos Rd 

If you are looking for regular books, support the cam
pus Bookstore. If you are looking for big beautiful first 
edition art books, this is the spot for you. 

The Cat 
3546 Zafarano Dr - . 

My favorite part about going to The Cat is t,he stran~e 
man who occasionally works the counter. I don t know his 
name. However, he is always singing and ifyo.u ?et luc~-y, 
he will say something really weird to you. Th1S is a great 
thrift shop for any price point. 

Curiosa 
328 S Guadalupe St . 

1 
· 

An eclectic and whimsical gift store with everyt 111:g 
from tinctures and sticker books. Great for the witch m 
your life! 

SITE 
1606 Paseo De Peralta 

The gift shop at SITE is filled with great art books and 
creative pieces from local artisans. Check out the exhibi
tion while you're at it! 

Patricia Arscott La Farge Formdation for Folk Art 
1512 Pacheco St Unit A-203 

This is the most coveted spot on my list. A hidden gem 
in every way! The La Farge Foundation offers a large se
lection of Latin American folk art at almost any price
point. They also have a fantastic folk-art library that is 
open to the public. Call ahead because it is open by ap
pointment only! 

El Museo Cultural De Santa Fe Mercado 
555 Camino de la Familia 

Operating at the same time as the Farmers Market, 
this massive indoor flea market is home to vendors of all 
sorts. Do you need rugs? They got it. Vintage hats? They 
got it. Prison art? They got it. 

Ohori's 
505 Cerrillos Rd 

For the coffee lover in your life! Ohori's offers a vari
ety of house-roasted coffees and about every kind of coffee 
accessory you can imagine. 

Folk Art Museum 
On Museum Hill, 706 Camino Lejo 

The shop at the Folk Art Museum is a smaller curated 
version of the Folk Art Market that happens in the sum
mertime. They have art imported from all over the world 
and a fantastic bookstore. 

Folk Art of Poland 
11 3 Don Gaspar Ave . d , On I 

Does your mom love Polish pottery? ~me ~es· 
the pricier end, but filled with treasures, this shop is great 
for pottery and folksy nativity sets. 

L'Ecole des Beaux Arts 
717 Canyon Rd Unit C . . . . 

This is off of Canyon, so it is the most expensive busi
ness on my list. But if you feel like splurging on hand
crafted watercolors and vintage French w.or~-wear f~r th'.3-t 
artist in your life, this is the place to do it. Everythmg m 
this store is absolutely gorgeous, and they even offer clas-



A REPLY TO MR. SHANNON'S ALL-COLLEGE 
SEMINAR OPINION 
Tamblyn Mitchel ('24), Molly McGrath ('23), 
and Astrid Heinz ('23) 

Dear Mr. Shannon, 
After two years in a row of being assigned a poetry se

lection for the All-College Seminar, we feel confident that 
it has not been a mistake. In an event that is designed spe
cifically to build community by allowing Students to hear 
unfamiliar voices and perspectives, poetry has shown it
self to be best suited. While we agree that poetry is diffi
cult, we can not agree that it is any more "subjective" than 
literature or philosophy. Anyone who has been in a semi
nar with a heavy contingent of Straussians can tell you 
that people are ready and willing to say that the text 
means something other than what it is saying. Every sem
inar is a buffet of individual opinions, and the reluctance 
to give contemporary poetry the same validity given to 
epic-poetry points to a larger problem in the program: We 
do not know what to do with beautiful things. In so many 
of our texts, we look for "the meaning," a system, or some 
kind of morality. When faced with things that do not ad
mit themselves to logic, we become frustrated and scared 
because we feel ourselves lacking in sure footing. But ex
isting in limbo is something we need to practice and be
come comfortable with. Beauty is a faculty without struc
ture, yet we would argue it is more intrinsic to the human 
experience than any philosophical structure (which we 
seem to feel more comfortable analyzing.) 

Even in the tradition of philosophy, there is a look to
wards poetry as a more accurate account of reality. In his 
lecture series on Aristotle's Metaphysics, Heidegger says 

"To be empowered with language-; language, however, 
not merely as a means of asserting and communicating, 
which indeed it also is, but language as that wherein the 
openness and conversance of world first of all bursts forth 
and is. Language, therefore, originally and authentically 
occurs in poetry... But nowadays we see language primar- ld~~iil&, 
ily from tl1e point of view of what we call conversation and 
chit chat; conventional philology is in accord with this." 

The benefit of poetry is that it is equally accessible to 
every member of the college community. As it is analyzed 
personally, it requires no formal frame of reference, and 
no one has a distinct advantage; the upperclassmen are 
prevented from mentioning Hegel and the freshmen are 
held safely in the warm embrace of Homer. Even many of 
the tutors find themselves in a new, more student-like 
role. The ability to analyze individually removes the fear 
?f "being .wrong" from those who feel less willing to speak 
m an ordinary seminar environment. 

In your article, you mention that you want "the free
dom to guide your own choices." That's what preceptori
als are for. We would never choose to read Thucydides, 
yet we found the seminars important and enlightening. 
All-College seminars with poetic tex1:s force people who 
would otherwise never choose to read these poems a won
derful opportunity to explore a new medium. To quote 
Whitman: -"! am large, I contain multitudes." Maybe all of 
us, Mr. Shannon, contain multitudes that we resist exam
ining, and if given the choice, will refuse to examine. 

BASSAN SCHOLARS: 
NEITHER RADICAL NOR REFORMATIVE 
Javiera Romero ('24) 

Facio Liberos Ex Liberis Libris Libraque, "I make 
free adults out of children by means of books and a bal
ance: such is the motto of our college. An unfortunate 
misinterpretation of the motto pervades amongst the pu
tative feminists coordinating and defending the Bassan 
Scholars Weekend: that we ought to trust the books-es
poused by the Program as "great" -to set us free. 

Ms. McGuiness's introductory email for the Weekend 
says it will "help establish a core ofleaders who are expe
rienced and confident in developing and presenting 
thinking that is rooted in and responsive to women's ex
periences and their intersections with other marginalized 
perspectives." 

This year's text is Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Select
ing Chaucer or Nietzsche (last year's pick) as the authors 
best suited for conversation about marginalized perspec
tives is an unreflective choice by the Weekend's organiz
ers. These two authors are thought to have made great 

-----
works, the thinking goes, though we certainly do not be-
lieve this because of their misogyny, antisemitism, rac
ism, etc. Surely, it must be despite it. 

The same email goes on to say the discussion "will 
also explicitly welcome and encourage (and revise and ex
tend) questions that consider closely the text's thinking 
about women and women's thinking about the text." 

As a woman, how many more of the problematic and 
utterly irredeemable parts of literature-which I am al
ready subjected to as a student at this school-do I need? 
As a queer woman, what further reminder do I need of my 
inadequacy-my unnaturalness-than t11at which is al
ready so apparent? When we don't advocate for radical af
firmation and compassion, we risk welcoming the worst 
parts of the canon, whose defenders decry reformation 
and progress for all. 

The path to progressivism is narrow and hostile. It is 
very probable that reading these texts while we walk it will 
turn us reactionary. One might be tempted to abandon the 
path, <;Ieclaring for all posterity that the task is impossible. 
Yet without progress we are forever slaves to antiquity 
'.1-nd its dangers. Let's not be subjected to another year of 
ineffectual nonsense when real change is within our 



Ok so my Dad makes the best pancakes and none of 
you will be able to replicate it because he is the one who 
makes them best. You're going to start with a big bowl and 
you're also going to need a whisk, a pan, and a stove. 

You start with your dry ingredients which are flour, 
sugar, baking powder, and baking soda. BUT WAIT. You 
forgot to make the buttermilk because that's what makes 
them extra fluffy. Now this is a smidgeon tricky because I 
actually DID figure out how to adjust this recipe for the 
altitude but I did it by eye so I can't give you an exact 
measurement. So, my advice is to take a bowl and add 
maybe ... two cups? of milk. And then add 2 tbsp of VINE
GAR into the milk. I usually go for white vine ar or ~ 
cider vinegar so that it doesn't taste too savoury. But hey, 
go ahead and use rice vinegar. Let me know how it goes. 

AAAANYWAY back to the dry ingredients. You add 
1 l/4 cups of flour, then l/4 cup sugar, and then 1 tsp of bak
ing soda, and then 1 HEAPING tsp of baking powd~r. 
Heaping is a word which here means, scoop that all up m 
the box until there's a little tower of powder and so it's ac
tually more than 1 tsp but you're too lazy to measure out 
the rest. You stir the d1y ingredients and then you po 
something fancy. ' 

You makea WELL in the dry ingredients!!! What does 
this mean?? Are we drilling into the counter? Are we wish
ing into the pancake batter? NO. it actually means you 
make most of the flour mixture line the walls of the bowl 
so that there's a divot in the mixture. You add maybe 
1 112 cups of the buttermilk along with 1/4 cup vegetable oil 
and 1 egg (without the shell). THEN YOU STIR. Stir just 
until combined, though. Don't overdo it. You want your 
batter to be pretty 'slack' a word that here means about 
the consistency of tomato soup or maybe a nice bisque, so 
if it isn't 'slack' then you need to add more buttermilk. (Do 
people actually drink buttermilk?) 

This is where things start to heat up, literally. Put your 
pan (non-stick is best) on the stove and put it on medium 
high heat. Let it get real warm, like the top of your head 
when you've been sitting in the sun. Then, RIGHT before 
you add your batter to make your first pancake, you either 
spray it with vegetable oil or you lightly grease it with veg
etable oil. This may sound crazy, but don't use butter. It 
actually changes the consistency of the pancake and I 
think it doesn't fluff up as well. 

Pour A Dollop of pancake batter about the size of...a 
mug bowl. A mug that is big enough to be a bowl. If you 
don't know what that means, make the diameter of the 
pancake around the length of a letter opener or most of a 
spaghetti noodle. 

Your first pancake is going to look like crap because 
you're trying to get the timing and the heat and all that 
right. You want to keep the flame or burner on about me
dium high to medium heat. You wait until you see little 
bubbles form on the top of the pancake, and it's started to 
fluff up. Then you take the leap and flip!! 

You had better like this recipe because it's my Dad's 
and officially the best. 

THE FATE OF THE SEED 
Nicholas Budwine ('23) 

I was strangely restless, probably, ecause t e 
weather had left its recapitulation of late-Summer-early
Autumn and was beginning to burn my skin with its heavy 
cold. To gratify, at the very least, my desire to not .be rest
less, I went for a walk. Although the stars of this globe 
moved gradually, they seem to have traversed m~st of the 
sky instantly. This indicated to me that soon this hand
some night would meet the princ~ss .of the day. T~ greet 
this lady of mine, who reigns so high m the sky, I chm bed 
the mountain. 

As I ascended each rock and mound, the sounds of 
tears waltzed ever closer to my ears. Then I caught a silver 
beam of stellar light from the corner of my eye. Gleaming 
from above, the light illuminated a small, frail man weep
ing over a rock. 

Just behind this sorrow-filled man were three men 
sleeping. By the stillness of their bodies, you could see into 
their dreams: birds of white soaring through the blackest 

~!!ll!lllill•~~"1 nights. . . 
The man with a lonesome smile spread across his 

lips spoke of his father. Cursing the fate of the seed. He 
began to plead; then began to see; tears fell and split his 
rock in two. 

I could no longer watch a man suffer, so I approached. 
I said: "My friend, if your father forsakes you, your moth~r 
will welcome you. If heaven casts you down, the earth will 
open her womb to grow you new. Dine with those 
friends! who sleep through your pitiful end, and tell them 
that-when you have gone-you will see them in not too 
long." 

Before he could respond, I kissed his eyes with mine, 
turned, and descended home. But not before I witnessed 
his gentle breath give rise to our princess, the Sun. From 
Earth to Heaven is where she played, only to fall for slum
ber; as the Knight of nights strived to please her wonder. 



THE NEIGHBOR 
Phoebe Jackson ('23) 

Chapter Two: The Welcome Committee 
Mina did not see Henry Tanner again for several 

weeks. With each passing day, she could almost convince 
herself that no part of her first night in the apartment was 
really that strange at all-the odd occurrences could be 
chalked up to nothing more than fatigue and Mina's im
agination. 

Fall crept in day by day; it announced itself in the 
leaves' change to vibrant oranges and yellows and the un
traceable smokiness that permeated the air. Mina reveled 
in it, opening the windows one morning to let in the sun 
and the crisp, subtle smell of summer's end. She had just 
raised her coffee to her lips when the doorbell rang. 

It was only by a small acrobatic feat that Mina kept 
her coffee from spilling on the couch as she whipped 
around to stare at the door. She tried to tell herself it was 
silly that such a simple sound could make her heart race. 
Still, the thudding in her chest did not subside as she rose 
from the couch and crept toward the door. Mina thanked 

the universe for the small mercy of the front door's peep
hole as she peered through it to see her unexpected guest. 
The shock of white hair obscuring the peephole's lens re
assured her that the person on the other side of the door 
was not Henry Tanner. She opened the front door and was 
face-to-face with the smallest, most energetic elderly 
woman she had ever seen. 

"Um, hi?" The little woman beamed up at her. 
'·Hi! It's so wonderful to finally meet you! I feel so aw

ful we haven't made it over until now. I'm Ellen, and this 
is Lucy," Ellen moved aside on Mina's front porch to re
veal a covered stroller. When she peered into it, Mina was 1 

met with the unwavering stare of a small, shivering white 
dog. It blinked up at her with wet eyes. 

"Oh," She said, finding it hard to tear her eyes away 
from the dog. "It's really nice of you to stop by. The only 
other person I've met in the neighborhood is the guy who 
lives in the other apartment," Minajerked a thumb in the 
direction of Henry Tanner's apartment. It occurred to her 
that Ellen might be a good source of information about 
her odd neighbor. 

"Mr. Tanner!'' Ellen flashed a delighted smile. "Such 
a sweet boy," Mina schooled her face into a look of nothing 
more than mild interest. 

"Do you know how long he's lived here?" 
"Goodness, I couldn't say," Ellen laughed. "It almost 

feels like centuries to me! But I'm not ashamed to say my 
memory isn't what it used to be. He can't have lived here 
for more than a few years, I'm sure," Ellen's answer didn't 
quite have the clarity Mina was hoping for, and she wor
ried that prodding more would only make the old woman 
suspicious, but she couldn't help asking another more im
portant question. 

"Ellen, has Henry Tanner ever done anything ... weird 
that you've seen?" A brief frown passed over the old 

oman's face, but she smiled and waved a hand. 
~ ,,. 

"Oh, who doesn't have a few quirks? Sometimes 
whole months go by, and I don't see him, and poor Lucy 
always barks her little head off when he tries to pet her, 
but he's a sweet boy and a fine neighbor, and that's all that 
matters," The firmness in Ellen's tone made it clear she 
wasn't willing to gossip about Henry Tanner anymore. 
Nothing Ellen said did anything to quell Mina's curiosity 
about Henry Tanner-if anything, it just made it greater. 

"Of course," She smiled at the old woman. "Thanks for 
stopping by, Ellen," 

"No need to thank me, dear. Oh! Before I forget," El
len reached under Lucy's seat in the stroller and produced 
a tupperware box. "Peanut butter cookies as a welcome 
present! " If Mina hadn't already liked the old woman, she 
did now. She took the box with profuse thanks while Ellen 
flapped her hands and refused to accept any praise. With 
a smile and a wave, she retreated down the front walk, 
pushing Lucy's stroller. The little dog poked its head 
around the side of its enclosure, continuing to shiver and 
blink at Mina. 

Mina had an easier time falling asleep that night than 
she had in weeks. Although Ellen hadn't provided her with 
any explanation for Henry Tanner's strange behavior, the 
presence of another less creepy neighbor and some of the 
best peanut butter cookies she had ever tasted made Mina 
feel almost normal. Perhaps living in the new apartment 
wouldn't be so bad. 

Although falling asleep was no problem, Mina was 
plagued by dreams. It was the odd kind of dream that felt 
more like waking than sleeping. She dreamt that she was 
lying awake in her bed, listening to an incessant tapping 
on the window. Although she tossed and turned and 
shoved her face under the pillow, Mina couldn't escape 
the sound. Once, she turned to face the window, and a 
light passed by outside. In a brief flash, a great looming 
figure was illuminated outside her window. Even in the 
dream, Mina had the sense that it was trying to come in. 

Gasping, Mina shot upright in bed, clutching her 
chest. She forced her breathing to slow, straining to listen; 
there was no knocking at the window. Still, Mina could 
not shake the feeling that the dream had been real some
how. The huge, lurking figure in the window reminded her 
too much of the shadow she saw on her first night in the 
apartment. Mina shivered. She didn't get much more 
sleep that night. 

The ne>..'t morning, Mina was too exhausted to do 
much more than make herself a cup of coffee. Whatever 
brief feeling of normalcy she had achieved when meeting 
Ellen had faded, and she was in just the same state of un
rest she had been in for the last few weeks. Stifling a yawn, 
Mina pulled back the curtains of her bedroom window to 
let in the sun when a flash of something red on the win
dowsill caught her eye. Someone had placed an envelope 
on the ledge of the window outside. 

Mina yanked open the window and grabbed the letter. 
The envelope was made of thick paper in a deep, wine
stain red. Her name was printed in neat letters on the 
front. She shuddered. The seal broke easily under her 
hands, and Mina pulled out a cream-colored card. It read: 

You are cordially invited to a dinner party al the 
home of Henry Tanner tomorrow night. Food will be 
provided. 

Mina sunk down onto her still unmade bed, the letter 
clutched in her hand. Her coffee went cold. 



You may have seen his infamous music videos, Come 
rJI'~ to Daddy or Windowlicker, which are sonically and visu-
~~~~ ally unnerving, launching him into the public's eyes. 

OR ALIENATING SONGS AND ELECTRONIC MUSIC MARKING THE Aphex Twin is alienating to the core, both in music and in 
~ life. He remains enigmatic to this day, notably lying about 

Nobody really hates electronic music anymore. So 
your favorite EDM or IDM or microhouse or whatever 
combination of esoteric prefix + genre + microgenre isn't 
everyone's preference (in fact, they want you to turn it 
off), but every pop song has been touched by the influence 
of electronic synthesizers, drum machines and the buzz
ing, squelching and snaps of noise. Despite

1

this, the main
stream listener of popular music doesn't generally care for 
the nuances of electronic music, from house music to the 
oft-heard term "techno" to dub, etc. In fact, when sub
jected .to it, especially those types without vocals or pop 
melodies, one may hear a phrase uttered almost in in
stinctual reaction, "This is not music, this is noise." 

Some electronic music can definitely be off-putting: 
with middling compositions, strang~ mixing, repeti~on 
bordering on feeling akin to a pagan .ntual, ~n u~nowmg 
arising of whether I should be dancmg or hstenmg, con
juring the thought of "What .am I l!stening t~?" Stereo
typed electronic music has fatigued listeners, WI~ the lazy 
remixes of songs that have plagued the mus1c scene, 
Jmaw:n for soundinj!; like wub "~b. dub du~ br;r 
shshshshhs. Yet, in this statement, Th1s 1s not music, this 
is noise," there is a concealed categorization within th 
mind of the speaker. There is something which is right
fully called music, pleasurable sound, and there is so~~
thing called noise, unpleasurable sound. However, 1s 1t 
simply a matter of one conjures pleasure, the other c~n
jures dislike, fear, an alienatio~ away from the mus~c? 
What alienation means is the listener cannot recogmze 
this form as something approaching music and composi-
tion. 

Regardless, there is a recognition that the listener has 
dep~rted from liked or accepted music. Even if you ha
ven t. really sat down and studied music theory, in har
~omcs or rhythm, '!"e al~ carry the cultural and experien
tial ba.ggage of mu~1c. Thi~ departing is seen by examining 
a ~e.mmal electromc music composer, recognized by both 
cnt1cs and. the mainstream, Aphex Twin. Otherwise 
kno'!"° as Richard D. James, he is perhaps one of the pro
gem~ors of ~odern day electronic music sound, though 
not many d1scernable way, but through his then-avant
garde composing of ambient electronic pieces with the in
fluence of tech no, drum and bass, and other dance genres. 
The warm hums of synthesizers on Selected Ambient 
Works 85-92 play trances with the soft kicks of drums in 
polyrhythmic pulsation. He's not only ambiently inclined 
however, but he can also make danceable tracks such as 
"Lisbon Acid" on Analord 07 or "Synthacon 9" off Rush up 
Edge. 

1, his personal life when he does speak to the media. This 
identity is fluid too, and like many reclusive artists, he re
leases music under different names such as "the Tuss," 
"AFX," and so on. I hope to be painting a picture of an 
elusive artist, one of the last existing today, who exists like 
his music; alienating, hard to pin down, and transcending 
any label. With songs that he has claimed to have received 
by dreaming, Aphex Twin is more akin to a prophet than 
a human artist who happens to turn some knobs and press 
some buttons in a pleasing order. 

Though off-pu~ing in its composition of beeps, 
hoops, za~s, and zips, electronic music is perhaps the 
most rea~ily unde.rstandable music by any human being. 
It speaks m the umversal tongue that some may call math
ematics, in pleasing rhythms and music theory, and some 
may call feeling, the painted soundscape of textures and 
vib~ations. The alienalion of daily life is a departing from 
feelmg that we are truly creating, contributing, making, 

and feeling in society. It is not only a detached and dis
connected word, but one that we can truly feel and see, 
which is simply defined perhaps by a perceived lack of 
ability to create change and that we are being changed. 
Perhaps it is no coincidence that Aphex Twin arose in the 
late Sos and 90s. 

It ":'as a time of disillusion and conflict, defined by in
t~rvention and degradation, when change was a concept 
gwe.n up on. and replaced with apathy, terror, and fear. 
Takmg the mfluence of techno and house music in the 
rave scene, Aphex Twin distilled that into what it held at 
its core, the driving motivalion of what Lhe raver wants to 
dance away. He d?e~n't press its horrors to your face, but 
he. le~s you relax m it, submerge in the journey that you 
ex1st m the day. Retaining the intensity of its dance music 
origins ~ombine~ ~th the ambient composition recreates 
the feelmg of stnppmg away. To the raver it is not hedon
ism to be chased, wh.ich is patently grounded in the body, 
but ego-death, the dissolution of yourself into the dancer 
next .to you'. into the organism you form by sweating, 
gur~mg, frymg ~our serotonin receptors, dilating your 
pupils, and most importantly, moving. 

What is Aphex Twin then but the harnessing of this 
alienation into one of the most versatile musical mediums 
we have created? His reclusive identity, mysterious and 
dissonant, is an impression of the world on a man of com
position today. There is no place for him but in the sculpt
ing of groove and ~elody, crafted with the digital and an
alog tools that create sound. This is why we have the soft, 
alienating, buzzing, unrelenting noise of Aphex Twin. You 
don't have to like him, but you do have to recognize him. 
On two of his albums, his face grotesquely stares back at 
you in a grin. Is his grin of perverse delight or is it curled 
in a personal knowing, that he knows something you 
don't? These spells and tricks he has mastered, he isn't 
going to reveal to you but lets you relish in. This isn't mu
sic, this is noise. When you've come down from the acid, 
and you're waiting for the walls and your hands to stop 
moving, Richard D. James reminds you both of the trip 
and the aftermath, of the manipulated world and of the 
world that you exist in, that you can't escape from, that 
vou want to change. 



Aries: Get out of your comfort zone this month and 
try something new! Maybe get your mo~orcycle li~~ns~ 
and ride off into the sunset, or even get mto freedivmg. 
The danger is real for both! 

Taurus: If you feel the urge to listen to some music 
this month, there's no need to hide that your top genre is 
children's tunes. We all know that you are a baby. 

·siso:> ffB ie waql JO .map Jaais os 'ieai'a OOl 
S! :>J.S!l aq1 ·ueJUMOp mo,\ 'aU!llOld <)JU JO lJeaq ltl S~SalalU! 
isaq .mo,\ aAeq Jaqi!a i\aqJ, ·qiuow S!l{l m~aw pue uaAais 
'aJ!lBl;) 'uµsnr paweu ardoad JOJ ino l{JlBM :t?.1qn 

jsunu pue q;:i.mq;::i Jaqww A{OH aqi JO wnµai 
-S!'aBW aqi aJ,no,\ uaqM S~U!l{l ri~!Jaiuw spaau OqM ·puoJ 
aqi uMop i\Jaisuuow ai!1awrn:::i aqi oi aAow pm? 'au!ql 
-i\JaAa dolp oi aUI!l lq'aµ aqi S! MOU sdeqJad :o~.I!A 


