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Dear Reader,
Censorship doesn’t always look like burned books—in fact, I would argue that it
rarely does. Censorship is far more insidious and innocuous than a library on ire; at
least in this country, it is most often silence.
Breyten Breytenbach, the South African poet who was imprisoned for his antiapartheid activism, wrote that in United States he felt an internalized culture of censorship much more intense than that of South Africa. He writes about the chilling
apathy of a population that has the ability, but not the desire, to be free.“I felt as if I
was living amongst zombies,” he says. “People don’t know what life is about—they
don’t see the colors. They’re not even aware of the moral implications of what it
means to be walking on the street as a free person.” Censorship isn’t always iery
violence—it’s a dull ache, a low-grade fever, a refusal or inability to vocalize dissent.
Ethically exercising freedom means challenging the community to which you belong and combatting the seductive effects of apathy and cynicism. This vein pulses
through this block’s magazine, the (Un)censored Issue.
Take Han Sayles’ invesigative report about the unexplained and extremely troubling termination of Roberto Garcia, the former Director of Admissions who
worked faithfully at CC for 25 years (p. 14). Read the piece about the ways in which
Accessibility Services fails students at CC (p. 36), or another about how racial minorities are excluded from hookup and dating culture on campus (p. 26). One writer
explores the implications of re-appropriating derogatory language to combat racism
(p. 44), while others candidly explore their own pasts, like Eboni Statham who writes
about the impact of participating in a Purity Ball (p. 20) and Sam Tezak, who seeks to
de-stigmatize the experience of men with body image issues (p. 29).
Consider these articles invitations. They ask us to take responsibility for the injustices committed in our community and to shoulder the burden collectively. The
words that follow are honest, vulnerable and brave, challenging us to understand and
recognize the pain of those with whom we share a campus—challenging us to move
forward together.
-Sarah Ross and the Cipher editors
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WHO HOLDS THE
MONKEY WRENCH?
Exchanging self-expression for quality
by Aleyah Goins, guest writer; illustration by Sarah Ross, co-editor-in-chief

I

write, therefore I am me, not my editor.
Editors of magazines aren’t gods, but
they have to be goddamn holy people to pick
and choose who gets published and who
does not; I believe that is the closest to divinity anyone
could pray for. Editors spend long hours—receiving
weak pay— attempting to understand the intent of
the writer. But no text will ever perfectly reflect what
the author intended. Reading is an act of interpretation; haven’t you ever read a book and discovered the
film adaptation of a character had completely different tics or a different hair color than you had imagined? From the writer’s perspective, cutting down a
narrative to fit a word limit leaves its bones high and
dry. From the editor’s perspective, it is impossible to
publish everything. Is there a rubric to help the editors
decide what pieces are quality, or some special trait
that makes them worthy of the label “quality?”
I had a conversation with my own written words and
I asked them if they had quality, to which they replied,
“We are words. We do not make decisions.” Therefore, I
will let them speak for themselves. These are my words
and I will never self-censor, or shortchange myself, in
order to ind my place in writing. When I write, I write
for me, not to impress any audience. Our experiences in
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life are not always clear, and our writing should relect
that complexity rather than be simpliied for the sake
of universal comprehension.
I sat still and wrote the words that came with only
the shirts on their backs. They had neither agenda
nor motive, so I considered them to be full of truth
and wisdom. The words not only arrived, but they
danced and sang, they waved their nondescript, nonassociative flags and told me to be quiet so they could
tell their tale. Unlike a magazine, words have no limit.
Once I sat still and listened—instead of writing for
the incentive of hearing my own voice on paper—the
words multiplied like hungry bees feasting on their
own honey. I couldn't control them, no more than I
could control my own heart beating.
When the words were done doing what they had
to, they demanded that I hand over the manuscript
to a reader. I said, “No. A reader doesn’t have time
for this. Especially a reader on the Block Plan.” When
they pleaded again, I repeated, “No. Nobody will read
you.” They buzzed excitedly amongst themselves and
then replied softly, “If all things that were meant to be
said cannot be read, were they ever worth writing?” I
laughed at the words’ terrible attempt at the cliché, “If
a tree falls in a forest ...”

But suddenly, I knew the answer to their question. All things that beg to be said are worth writing,
and therefore should be read. The real question is by
whom. Again, my words flew around each other with
excitement, but this time with long sympathetic sighs,
“We are words. We do not make decisions. That is for
you, and the reader. However, you cannot make the
readers’ decisions, and they can’t do so for you. Write
what should be said and don’t worry if it is too much,
or stale as week-old bread.”
The problem with communicating with words is
that I am always on their territory. But, after the chat,
I realized they were correct. When considering our
reader, should we, as writers, worry about upholding
a “quality” previously installed by those who are not
you? What if you have the power to raise the bar, thus
causing an influx of new writers trying to be you? Unfortunately, the monkey wrench that unscrews the bar
is not in your hands but in those of your editor.
The editor’s job is to give quality words space in
a magazine to speak. But the limited space requires
many of the words to be cut. The process of omission requires censorship of essential details. Some
might be less important than others, but who decides
which to rescue: the writer or the audience? Or nei-

ther? My conclusion is that my style of writing is an
extension of who I am. It is solely up to the writer
to allow her words to speak for themselves with an
unwavering standard. A person who communicates
what is inside her heart with the purpose of developing strength, instead of censoring how she feels due
to the fear of judgment, is a virtuous writer. The reward of virtue: discovering your style.
Editors need the writer's self-expression and insight—never be fooled into thinking that you, as a
writer, need to please the publication with self-censorship. Through the process of publishing, I have
learned that it is not satisfying to be heard at the sacrifice of self-expression, compared to being unheard
but understanding myself. When your style is known
and free to act according to itself, only then will the
wrench be in your hands. Then, the standard of quality can be as high as you are willing to jump and word
limits wash away. q

October 2014

7

C

O

M

M

E

N

T

MUGGLES AND
FAN FICTION
We don't wanna be sued
by Anna Cain, guest writer

“S

eeing where the boy was so obviously
looking, Voldemort couldn’t help but be
surprised. He had not expected the innocent curiosity that Harry was displaying.
Harry tried hard not to moan as Voldemort stroked
him. How was it possible that the touch of this evil
man could feel so wickedly good?”
Somewhere on YouTube is a clip of Ralph Fiennes,
the sexy British actor who plays Lord Voldemort, reading that excerpt in his sexy British voice. Harry Potter erotica is just one of many subgenres in a vibrant
fandom whose nerdiness has not diminished with time.
Every day, Muggles around the world write faniction,
upload fanart and, yes, read Potterotica. Seven years
have passed since the publication of “Harry Potter and
the Deathly Hallows,” but Muggle fascination with the
Wizarding World has not dissipated.
The best way to mark yourself as a Potterite,
other than by scribbling a lightning bolt scar on your
forehead in eyeliner, is to publish fanfiction. Though
mocked in some circles, fanfiction can be as tantalizing as, I don’t know, Romilda Vane (only after Ron
drinks that love potion, of course). Fanfiction lets
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writers engage with what is, to our generation, basically a sacred text. Hated plot twists can be smoothed
away, favorite pairings shared with the world; even the
grave is not final. More enticing, fanfiction offers a
ticket into an international network of friends just as
nerdy, just as tireless, just as devoted as you. Fanfi tion.net, the largest archive, lists over 695,000 stories
for Harry Potter alone.
That’s 695,000 stories, all drawing from copyrighted material. How many shelves of the Restricted Section would that fill?
Look at the back of a DVD, collectible figurine or
LEGO Harry Potter video game and you will see the
following disclaimer: “Harry Potter characters, names
and related indicia are trademark of Warner Bros. Entertainment, Inc.” In short, Harry Potter is protected
by law. But don’t worry, we fanfic ion writers, who obviously consult copyright law before we publish, have
a few defenses at the ready.
Spoofs are exempt from copyright restrictions,
hence the mass of “Twilight” and “Fifty Shades of
Grey” (which, ironically, started as a fanfic of “Twilight”) parodies. Although most fanfictions do not

mock the canon, this is a useful defense for those
reimagining or recasting the series. “Harry Potter and
the Philosopher’s Objectivism,” an attempt to translate Rowling into Rand, is therefore legal (“Everything
that is possible is fair,” Harry reminded Ron gently.
“If he is able to purchase better equipment, that is his
right as an individual. How is Draco’s superior purchasing ability qualitatively different from my superior
Snitch-catching ability?”).
Additionally, copyright violations are permitted
when the work has undergone signiicant transformation. Legal scholar Rebecca Tushnet, who
recently published an article on fanworks for the
Georgetown University Law Center, describes
transformation as a concept that “takes many forms,
from critique to celebration to reworking a text so
that it better addresses the concerns of a speciic
audience.” Fortunately for
us, this leaves a Hagridsized loophole, or maybe a
loophole large enough to
ly an enchanted Ford Anglia through (I’m sorry, I’ll
stop). That sultry love-scene
between Harry and Voldie
has fundamentally altered
how those characters would
behave in the original canon,
thus transforming the work.
The law presents many
possible loopholes, all as confusing as the time paradox at
the end of “Prisoner of Azkaban.” Copyright statutes
list numerous exceptions, including educational purposes, criticism and a piece of patent law described
as “fair use.” The court, or the Wizengamot if you
prefer, determines fair use by four factors: “The
purpose and character of the use, including whether
such use is of a commercial nature or is for nonprofit education purposes; the nature of the copyrighted
work; the amount and substantiality of the portion
used in relation to the copyrighted work as a whole;
and the effect of the use upon the potential market
for or value of the copyrighted work.”
Rather than wade through legal language as opaque
as the Room of Requirement after Draco Malfoy has
thrown a handful of Peruvian Instant Darkness Powder, most fanfiction writers take a simpler route. At
the start of most stories, the author includes a rather
obvious disclaimer that he or she is not, in fact, J.K.

Rowling. That unpleasant business out of the way, we
can move on to the rest of the story, perhaps an erotic
Dramione slumber party.
For the most part, faniction writers do not fear
prosecution. Stories generate no proit for the authors. Even if Warner Bros. censored benign copyright infringement, users can be identiied only
through a username (typically a “Firely” reference
no prosecutor will get). The greatest deterrent for
faniction comes, in fact, from the creators themselves. George R.R. Martin, author of the acclaimed
“A Song of Ice and Fire” series, calls faniction “a
lazy way to go,” and says it bothers him to craft
deep characters and then see “some fan writers take
them over and make them do things, to my mind,
that are wildly out of character.” In respect to his
wishes, writers have published only 5,000 “Game
of Thrones” stories, slightly
more than the sum total of
Biblical faniction.
Faniction’s greatest hurdle
is arguably not those Umbridgey Warner Bros. executives, but the genre’s own poor
reputation. Aside from a few
spam detectors (no one wants
to read a story in which Harry
tells Ron about an exclusive
new weight-loss supplement
currently available in the Muggle world), there are no barriers
to publication. No regulations,
no helpful Cipher editors. Incoherent, misspelled sentences
low from a drunk writer and are instantly broadcast
to the world. A few months ago, when J.K. Rowling
crashed servers around the world to deliver a new Harry Potter short story that turned out to be a brief gossip
column from the pen of Rita Skeeter, underwhelmed
Muggles delivered the greatest insult imaginable by deriding this piece as “basically faniction.” Unfortunately,
this stigma creates a vicious cycle, wherein talented and
conscientious writers are driven away by faniction’s
poor reputation, thus weakening the entire oeuvre.
Overt censorship of fanfiction is almost unheard
of. In fact, the genre might be stronger if it were a bit
more restricted. However, other facets of the Harry
Potter fandom face more pressing legal issues.
In 2012, Colorado College performed “A Very
Potter Musical,” a viral fanwork originally written
by the Starkids, a club of quadruple-threat prodigies

Fanfiction s greatest hurdle is
arguably not those Umbridgey
Warner Bros. executives, but
the genre’s own poor reputation.
Aside from a few spam detectors (no one wants to read a
story in which Harry tells Ron
about an exclusive new weightloss supplement currently available in the Muggle world), there
are no barriers to publication.
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at the University of Michigan. Every segment of the
original musical has scored at least ive million YouTube hits, but fans wanted to relive the magic in a more
portable format. How can we endure long roadtrips
without jamming to “Get Back to Hogwarts?” Who
could survive a breakup without listening to “Different
As Can Be,” Voldemort and Quirrell’s heart-wrenching
duet of forbidden love?
Starkid fans got their wish. Today, you can burn the
soundtrack, ind that Jedi cloak you wore for Halloween in 7th grade, call your friends and then run around
the street dueling to the beat of “Voldemort is Going
Down.” This is all thanks to “A Very Starkid Album,”
available on iTunes for $9.99.
Just so we’re all on the same page, students at the University of Michigan are directly proiting from J.K. Rowling’s copyrighted material. The result: a YouTube video
of Harry Potter, Remus Lupin and Arthur Weasley singing the Starkid original hit, “We Don’t Want to Be Sued.”
Starkid is not alone in making a few gold galleons off
the Wizarding World; iTunes is also home to mainstream
wizard rock bands like “Draco and the Malfoys” and
“The Whomping Willows.” If faniction were a legal gray
area, wizard rock is as murky as the Black Lake during the
second Triwizard challenge (really, I'll stop).
Although Warner Bros. could censor them, “wrock”
bands have faced surprisingly few legal hurdles. One
theory is that even though the bands use copyrighted
character names, the artists have engaged in signiicant
transformation. In short, the songs are new creative
property. Bands could also use the parody defense, as
any musical starring a shirtless, tap-dancing Voldemort
certainly qualiies as a spoof.
It is more likely that Warner Bros. allows benign
copyright infringement to generate more proit for
themselves. Fandoms are communities separated by geography but knit together by shared obsessions. When
you listen to wrock or write faniction, you join a club
that feeds on its own energy. By letting the fans cycle
deeper into obsession, Warner Bros. encourages us to
collect Sirius Black action igures, or decide it’s symbolic to watch “Deathly Hallows” in theaters seven times,
or make a pilgrimage to the Wizarding World (or, like
me, shamelessly do all three).
The most important question about the fandom may
have nothing to do with its legality and everything to do
with its appeal. Why, when faniction writers have seven
sublime books and eight passable movies, do we gravitate
to a shoddy imitation of the original?
Often, Harry Potter faniction explores aspects of the
series J.K. Rowling left underdeveloped. For example, one
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of the strongest communities within the fandom focuses
on Marauder-Era Hogwarts, a vibrant time of which
we saw too little. Fans also offer a new and imaginative
approach to J.K. Rowling’s world. Have you ever questioned Harry’s paternity? Wanted more information on
the palpable sexual tension between Voldemort and Bellatrix? Daydreamed about a world in which Sirius Black
had raised Harry? You can ind any possible permutation
in the world of faniction, from sentimental Ron/Hermione pieces, to a Dumbledore/Sorting Hat/Dobby love
triangle so disturbing it needs a trigger warning.
In many communities, faniction is used to modernize or liberalize the original. Switching the gender or
sexuality of main characters is a common way to make a
work more progressive. Another often overlooked beneit of faniction is its role in encouraging young writers. Thanks to the easy publication process and strong
support network, as well as the pre-existing plots and
characters, faniction is an easy way to for inexperienced
writers to hone their skills. Tushnet notes that “the social
value of hundreds of thousands of unauthorized Harry
Potter-inspired stories rests not merely in the stories’ critical potential in challenging the sexual, racial and political
assumptions of the original, but also in the skills that fans
learn while writing, editing and discussing them.”
Faniction adds a powerful and unprecedented
change to the relationship between creator and fan. Texts
are no longer held in stasis, but are actively tweaked and
altered. Readers, by subverting patriarchal undertones and
realigning the text with their own value systems, become
co-creators. Often, the fan dialogue spills off the Internet
and has an inluence on the greater work. When Vince
Gilligan brought back two “Breaking Bad” side characters at the suggestion of a 16-year-old viewer, he joined
a long list of creators who have altered their work after
fan pressure. Though over-eager fandoms risk usurping
the power of the author, the work is often improved by a
constant, transformative dialogue.
So until the day we look into the Mirror of Erised
and see a world where faniction can abide by clear legal
guidelines, we’ll just keep singing the theme song of those
who dally beyond the canon:
We don’t wanna
We don’t wanna be sued
We weren’t tryin’
Tryin’ to be rude
We never wanted to figh
Misuse, and legal issues, and copyright
So understand
That we’re just fans. q
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BETWEEN A COCK
AND A HARD PLACE
Can pornography be ethical?
by Ashley Johnson, staff writer

I

’m a feminist stuck somewhere in the middle of
the porn debate. I agree with anti-porn activists
that mainstream pornography is dangerous and
with pro-porn advocates that censoring porn
contributes to sex-negativity. Sex itself is a pleasurable
act, not a bad thing, and censoring porn implies that sex
is shameful. Regardless of where I stand, porn is a form
of Constitutionally protected free speech, which renders
the debate moot. People are going to—and have a right
to—make and watch porn. What matters is the type of
porn we choose to watch.
The moments we turn on pornography aren’t always
the most thoughtful. But if we stopped to think about
porn at times when there’s more blood near our brains,
you’d think we would be conscientious about our choice
of videos. Is it okay to watch porn if the actors aren’t
there by choice? What if they’re unpaid? Children? If
you don’t know whether the actors are consenting adults,
why would you watch it? It’s easy enough to agree that
porn should be ethically made. Porn is about pleasure;
you shouldn’t be able to hurt people in order to make it.
On one side of the porn debate are those who

equate pornography with prostitution. When you buy
porn, you exchange money for sex. But most of us don’t
pay for porn—we have the Internet. Porn is regarded
as a public good, something we should have free access
to at all times. An industry that gives away the majority
of its products survives in part by exploiting its workers.
According to gender researcher Abigail Bray, porn actors
aren’t always guaranteed royalties for their performances,
which means that “one act of prostituted sexual labour is
reproduced indeinitely and put to work 24 hours a day,
for an ininite number of years, across the world, without
pay [emphasis in original].”
There are more ethical issues beyond the production
of porn. We all recognize mainstream pornography is a
performance, but it still impacts the way we understand
sex. PornHub gets 44 million hits a day, and those videos
have inluence. How can we presume that this exposure
to pornography doesn’t affect how we think about sex?
Porn is more than a fantasy; it’s sex education.
Porn teaches us that sex is supposed to happen in a
speciic way. The average person’s irst encounter with
pornography is at age eleven, and it teaches them how
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to have “pornsex,” sex that imitates porn. We treat
the porn fantasy as the kind of sex everyone wishes
they could have. Porn as the ideal leads to “porniication” of real world sex. People watch porn, then
have porny sex. It’s the script that we follow, because
it’s the only sex we can observe. We’re taught our
turn-ons, and that’s a shame.
Pornsex is not how sex ought to be and it’s problematic for everyone. We measure our sexual prowess
against the metric of porn. Men are made to feel inadequate when their penises are
“too small” or they ejaculate
“too quickly” compared to men
in porn, writes Gail Dines, the
world’s preeminent anti-porn
activist. Women must have impossible-to-attain bodies and always be available and
excited for sex. In the mainstream, lesbians are straight
women performing for male viewers. Black women are
cataloged under “ebony” and embody a hypersexualized jezebel stereotype. Sex ends with the male orgasm,
usually on someone’s face.
Porn doesn’t represent real-world sex, but it does
have real-world effects. According to Robert Jensen of
the University of Texas, “We live in a pornography-saturated culture in which women are routinely targets of
sexual violence and intrusion. We live in a rape culture
that is increasingly porniied. Pornography is a form of
propaganda for a rape culture.” When pornsex represents actual sex in the public consciousness, we internalize its messages. When women in porn are presented
as sexually available and unrapeable objects, the message is that real women are the same way. One in six
women will experience rape—a startling statistic made
palatable by the prevalence of pornography. When images that degrade women and hold men to an impossible standard are everywhere, we become desensitized.
But it doesn’t have to be this way! Porn can be a
vanguard of consent, portraying realistic orgasms and
myriad body types. Sexy isn’t one thing. We have been
told what to ind arousing. We walk around with someone else’s fucked up fantasy in our heads. It’s a fantasy
where men always have giant, rock-hard cocks, women’s
breasts defy gravity and are always called tits, and sex
ends the moment he cums all over her face—which she
always enjoys. Fantasy can be healthy—it allows us to
escape and imagine a world different from our own—
but that release doesn’t have to happen at the expense
of another person’s safety or well-being.
The feminist and ethical porn movements emerged
in response to the porniication of real-world sex. Fem-

inist porn is an attempt to treat sex the way that it actually exists in the world and to counteract the message
that the predominant eroticism of sex is the degradation of women. This is the side of the debate that sees
porn as opportunity to send sex-positive messages that
say, “Hey! Doesn’t this consensual act look like fun?”
In feminist pornographer Tristan Taormino’s deinition
of feminist porn, “female desire, pleasure and orgasm
are prioritized and celebrated. When the sex on screen
represents the experience of the performers (no one
is ‘faking’ anything) and that experience is set up to be positive
and supportive, sex is presented
as joyful, fun, safe, mutual and
satisfying.” The downside to
feminist porn is that it’s a niche
market, meaning it’s not always free. Most sites, like Indie Porn Revolution, Crash Pad and We Love Good
Sex, require subscription fees. But that’s where we
come in. We have power as consumers.
Our only course of action is to be better makers and consumers of porn, which is really in our
best interest. Nothing kills the mood like the feeling
of being complicit in sex traficking. Making porn
shouldn’t hurt anybody. Watching porn shouldn’t
contribute to an ideal of sex that doesn’t exist, nor to
real life sexual violence. Making and watching porn
is your right in this country, but if you choose to
exercise it, do so responsibly. q

Porn doesn’t represent realworld sex, but it does have
real-world effects.
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HE DIDN’T “RETIRE”
The story of Roberto Garcia’s termination from CC
by Han Sayles, co-editor-in-chief

“If there is no struggle, there is no progress.”
–Frederick Douglass

O

ver dinner last month, Roberto
Garcia, Colorado College’s former
Director of Admissions, told me
how he lost everything. This loss
wasn’t a long time coming, or even mildly expected.
Garcia contends that during his 25 years at CC he
received consistently strong performance reviews,
maintained hundreds of amicable colleagues on
campus and across the country, and played a key
role in selecting the current incoming class, which
President Jill Tiefenthaher referred to as the “most
selective and diverse” in our campus’ history. All
of this abruptly ended when Garcia was terminated
from CC on April 4, 2014. It marked the end of
his service to the College and the beginning of his
fraught journey for justice.
The loss of Garcia’s position devastated him; he
devoted his life to this institution, his wife has been
working at our library for 19 years as the Preservation Specialist and his son is a CC graduate. The ties
that bind him to CC permeate every aspect of his life
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and, until this year, those bonds were celebrated. Now,
his journey has led him to the booth across from me
where he sat next to his wife, LaVerne Garcia, to explain the events that led to his termination. In a matter of months, he explained, he went from being a
valued staff member who worked tirelessly for the
College, to hiring an attorney with the intent of fi ing an Equal Employment Opportunity Commission
(EEOC) complaint against the College for discriminatory practices. “I want people to know the truth, that’s
why I’m sitting here today—it’s not what everyone
thinks,” Garcia said.
Garcia first came to CC after he was recruited
from his previous position in the Princeton admission
office by a member of the Board of Trustees. His
initial position was as the Minority Student Recruiting Coordinator in 1989, a role that focused solely on
increasing student diversity at CC. In the first year, he
decided to commit himself to the institution for life:
“I planned on retiring there,” Garcia remarked. His
trajectory was a stable incline; he served as Assistant

Director, Senior Assistant Director, Associate Director of Admissions and then, in 2005, appointed by the
president, the Director of Admissions. Throughout
Garcia’s time at the College, he was a passionate advocate for diversity issues and his colleagues remember
him well for his inclusive vision.
Claire Garcia (no relation to Roberto), Professor of English and Director of Race and Ethnic
Studies, recalled her experience with Garcia’s work.
“He has been someone who has been very involved
in diversity issues, not just on CC’s campus, but also
in the broader community. He has worked with my
husband [Lieutenant Governor Garcia of Colorado] in higher education issues like HACU, The
Hispanic Association of Colleges and Universities,
to increase access to higher education for Hispanic
students. He is a person of absolute integrity and
commitment to the College,” she said. Over the
years, he maintained strong personal and professional connections with everyone he met.
His commitment to diversity on campus was
paralleled by a professional demeanor and intense
work ethic. Victoria Hufschmidt, CC alum ’11 and
a previous Admissions
Officer for the past three
years, commented on
the experience of having
Garcia as a boss: “At that
time, he was the Director
of Admission, and a great
one to say the least. He became a great mentor to me over the years. Roberto is
one of the most selfles , giving, hardworking people
I know and I feel so privileged to have worked with
him. [He] was always the first person in the office and
the last person to leave. [His] character is truly one in a
million and I have never had a colleague that was truly
invested in not only his job, but making sure everybody else was happy and content in their job.”
Another colleague of his in the Admissions Offic , who wishes to remain anonymous, explained,
“He was always very professional and very human. He
was serious about doing the work but also about recognizing the people behind the work. I really admired
and appreciated that. He was extremely meticulous
about doing his job well, so he set the bar high for
what the ideal worker looks like.”
May Penuela, former Assistant Director of Admission from 1995-1999 and current Assistant Director of the Undergraduate Research Opportuni-

ties Program at the University of Colorado Boulder,
worked closely with Garcia during her time at CC.
“Hundreds of students spanning generations benefi ed from his contributions to policy and best practices
in CC’s office of admission. He created a network
of community leaders, school counselors and college
access educators in his outreach work that are vital to
CC’s pipeline to democratize the College for 25 years.
He developed CC as a viable institution that students
from the southwest, major urban centers across the
country and rural Colorado would even consider to
attend college. Most inspiring throughout his 25-year
career at CC, Roberto never comprised a student’s human dignity,” Penuela said.
Furthermore, Garcia remarked on his own career, “In the 25 years that I have been at CC, I have
never received an unsatisfactory performance review.
Up until the end, I had 25 years of strong performance and accolades, documented. In fact, last year
I received a pay increase that was close to meritorious pay,” Garcia said. “It was the same year I was
told that my performance was unsatisfactory...” All
in all, Garcia’s reputation
precedes him; every staff,
alumni and faculty member I have spoken with has
been shocked that he was
gone and even more startled that they had received
no news of his termination. An anonymous admissions office colleague
said, “It made no sense. To me, he was everything I
believed in at CC.” Garcia knew that people would be
asking, why? But no one knows where to direct those
questions, which might very well be the very reason
behind the College’s decision to remain mute.
But Garcia is determined to illuminate what happened, which is why he is filing an EEOC complaint,
a document that will be a public record, accessible to
anyone who may ask about the people involved. According to its mission statement, “EEOC is responsible for enforcing federal laws that make it illegal
to discriminate against an employee. It is also illegal
to discriminate against a person because the person
complained about discrimination, filed a charge of
discrimination or participated in an employment discrimination investigation or lawsuit.”
Garcia says his termination was largely, if not entirely, due to the fact that he was a whistle blower after a racist incident occurred between two staff mem-

Garcia says his termination was
largely, if not entirely, due to the fact
that he was a whistle blower after a
racist incident occurred between two
staff members from the admissions
office on an. 12, 2013.

October 2014

15

bers from the admissions ofice on Jan. 12, 2013.
He explained that he heard about the incident several months after it occurred, directly from one of
the staff members involved. This happened when
two Admissions Ofice staff members were at an
off-campus location conducting prospective students interviews. One of the staff members asked
if his/her next appointment had arrived and the
other responded, “That might be her over there
but I don’t know because all Asians look alike.”
The staff member who had made the inquiry was
offended and horriied that the student might have
overheard the comment. He/she proceeded to tell
his/her direct supervisor who then, instead of
intervening, directed him/her to talk to the person who had made the racist remark in the irst
place. Garcia did not ind out about the incident
from his staff until April 8, 2013. Once he did,
he vehemently protested for the staff member to
receive sensitivity training and recommended to
his supervisor that he/
she should not receive an
“excellent performance”
rating in the yearly evaluation.
On May 15, 2013, Garcia found out, regardless
of his protest, that his supervisor had still given this
particular staff member an
“excellent performance”
review, which put them up for a promotion. He was
incensed that this person had not been reprimanded, despite their troubling behavior and that the
incident hadn’t been handled properly in the first
place. “I said, ‘Why was I not told about it?’ It’s not
just inappropriate or even offensive—it’s a crime. It
is against the law to create a hostile work environment based on race and that racist statement is creating a hostile environment for that staff member.”
Garcia is correct; Title VII of the Federal Antidiscrimination Laws prohibits discrimination in the
work place based on “race, color, religion, sex or national origin.” It extends to protect employees who
are discriminated against by fellow employees and
covers the impacts that a racial slur or remark might
have on another person’s performance in the work
place, making it effectively illegal to discriminate in
any manner. Another anonymous Admissions Office staff member, confi med that this person had a

history of remarks such as this, making it hard for them
to work in the same environment. “Several employees
in the office also felt that [this person] would say really inappropriate and offensive things when it came to
students [they] didn’t like. I found it difficult to respect
[them].” Claire Garcia added, “I’m astonished that racism in the work place would be handled so lightly in the
community, especially given the College’s new commitment to diversity and inclusion.”
After Roberto Garcia learned about the review, he
approached his supervisor once again and complained
verbally and formally in an email exchange about the decision he called “unbelievable.”
“That’s when the tables turned,” Garcia recalled as
he shifted at our dining table, gazing at me with renewed
determination. Prior to this incident, Garcia says he had
been the victim of blatant racism in the Admissions Offic . “I’ve learned how to deal with it and I’ve learned
when you fight those battles and when you leave it alone,
but this was different. I was
angry. I went to my higherups and said, ‘We’re senior
leaders at the College and
we cannot accept this kind
of behavior.’ To me, that
person had a history of
making statements along
these lines.” He continued,
“I sent an email complaining about that incident, and
it’s at that point that life became miserable for me.”
After complaining to his superiors again, Garcia
claims he became the victim of reprehensible treatment
from his primary superior. He felt he was undermined at
every occasion and that this was retaliation for his outspokenness and conviction on the topic. Then, on Jan.
22, his superior handed him a document with “8 hours
of unsolicited complaints” against him. This person
claimed that the complaints came from 12 separate staff
members in an 8 hour period, all saying Garcia made it
difficult to work in the Admissions Offic . Garcia contends that the complaints were anonymous and did not
contain his name, and that they dealt largely with middle
management issues.
At a public meeting held in February 2014, Garcia
sought to address the issue, so he asked his Associate
Directors if they felt they couldn’t do their job because
of him; each associate responded “no.” He said he realized then that his superior was building a case against
him based on lies, although he did not suspect it would

After complaining to his supervisors
again, Garcia claims he became the
victim of reprehensible treatment
from his primary superior. He felt
he was undermined at every occassion and that this was retaliation
for his outspokenness and conviction
on the topic.
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lead to his eventual termination. When I prompted
my anonymous source to reveal any tensions in the
office that might have led to these complaints, this
person seemed surprised: “I truly don’t know many
people in the office who would complain about him.
Of course every office has their problems, there are
people in the office who he would reprimand if they
were behaving inappropriately, so I could see how one
person might complain. But it’s unfair to say one person complaining is grounds to represent everyone.”
Garcia believed the document was troublesome,
but he would never have suspected what came next.
On March 14, 2014 Garcia’s supervisor told him that
he had been in “deep conversations” with the highest supervisors at the school and that they had determined he was to be demoted from his position based
on two reasons. Two years of poor performance,
and a document composed of narratives from the “8
hours of unsolicited complaints” against him.
Garcia’s first response
was that his last two years
of performance evaluations
had been marked “strong
performance” by the very
person who was telling him
this information. He then
responded that his superior had deliberately sought
these complaints against
him to get him demoted.
“The complaints were
middle management issues,
with nothing about me
directly,” Garcia said. Regardless of his protests, his superior told him he was
being demoted to Associate Director of Admissions,
and that the College would need to know if he would
accept the offer of demotion by the following Monday, March 17. What’s more, the position of Associate Director was not guaranteed as it was a position
he would still have to apply for. Garcia left the office
baffled. “They fabricated lies about me, despite the
fact there was no empirical evidence,” he said bluntly,
Garcia glances at his wife, LaVerne, who has
worked at the College for 19 years in the library,
before continuing: “That weekend we decided together, no, we’re not going to accept that. It’s based
on lies, and surely we can appeal to someone else
who is higher up.”
Instead of continuing to communicate with his

superior further, Garcia sought HR support the following week. They confi med that he had been given
“strong performance” reviews by the administration
but they told him it was no longer an option to be Director of Admissions. When Garcia inquired as to the
true reasons for his demotion, the HR person cited
that CC is an “At-Will” employer and that the College
did not need justification because Garcia is an “AtWill” employee. “At-Will” is the state that all Coloradans are subject to since we live in a right-to-work
state, so employers do not need legitimate reasons to
fire an empl yee at any given time.
He requested another appointment to follow up
with the HR representative and another senior administrator. At this meeting on April 4, 2014 both
representatives told Garcia there was no place at him
for the College anymore. They told him that the relationship between him and his supervisor was too
fractured, nothing could
be done to reinstate his
previous position, and
they advised him to create an “exit strategy.”
Garcia recalled how, when
he continued to question
the decision, they cited
his status as an “At-Will”
employee. “They kept
telling me, ‘We don’t need
reasons for iring you, we
don’t need any of that,’”
Garcia said. “That’s true,
but when they make up
lies about why they’re iring me—that is impermissible. It is breaking the law.” He denied any compensation as part of an exit package, which would have
also served as a non-disclosure agreement, because
he believed he had been wronged. He let the two
administrators know then that he would be seeking
an attorney to pursue the case further.
In May 2014, he also filed an internal complaint
against the parties he thought were at fault in the initial incident and the retaliation he had experienced.
Seven days after he filed his complaint, he was put on
administrative leave. Garcia paused at this point in the
story and looked softly at his wife once again, who
clutched a napkin to wipe away tears. “I was called
into the office and told by my supervisor that I was
going to be put on paid leave and then terminated, effective immediately. I was told that moment to turn in

“I was called into the office and
told by my supervisor that I was
going to be put on paid leave and
then terminated, effective immediately. I was told that moment to
turn in all my CC property, keys
to the building, electronics and to
leave immediately. My supervisor
said, ‘You are on administrative
leave, you cannot come back to the
office.’
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all my CC property, keys to the building, electronics
and to leave immediately. My supervisor said, ‘You
are on administrative leave, you cannot come back
to the offic .’” Garcia was shocked and asked why
but was told, “it has been decided.” He wasn’t allowed to retrieve his computer, files from his offices or any property that belonged to the College.
He was then escorted by a Human Resources staff
member from his supervisor’s office to his own office and told, “Just get your keys, right now, you’re
not allowed to take anything with you.”
Garcia recalled the shameful walk back to his
ofice, with an escort by his side, and the eyes
of imploring colleagues following his back all the
way out of the building. “I think the most egregious thing in this instance is that they viliied
me. They purposefully made it look like I was a
threat to the community.”
Claire Garcia weighed in: “I’ll speak frankly:
From a faculty perspective, in the last two years I
have seen several cases on the staff and administration side where people just suddenly disappear. You
call to talk to the person [in
question] and you’re just
told that the person is gone.
Later you’ll hear it wasn’t a
happy parting. Roberto is at
least the 6th or 7th person
I know of in the past two
years who has disappeared like this. I worry that
maybe Roberto’s termination is part of a new way
of doing things.” She acknowledged that she did
not know both sides of the story but, regardless,
she felt that Garcia, after his decades of commitment, deserved basic respect in his departure.
An anonymous colleague in the Admissions Office commented on the moment when Garcia was
escorted out of the building: “My colleagues are
traumatized by it because no one knew what was
happening. It’s awkward when something happens
and you don’t know why. It builds fear because you
think, Am I going to get fi ed tomorrow? I think especially for the amount of years and effort and passion
Roberto devoted to the College, it really shocked
me professionally that this happened. I wish there
was a more graceful way to leave.”
While relecting on the situation, Garcia said,
“That’s how you would treat a criminal. That is
how you treat a staff member or student who assaults someone else.” Even if the parting was unhappy, he felt he had been robbed of a digniied

exit and purposefully disrespected. He speculated that
the College didn’t want him to have access to his documents that he could have used to support his case—
even his email account was blocked. Garcia believes
that his experience is the result of this administration’s
intentions to terminate employees swiftly, and brutally.
He hypothesized their strategy is part of a larger playbook of tools that alienate and disempower the terminated employee so they won’t return to ask questions,
all while the community is kept in the dark.
On the administrative side, when I prompted
President Jill Tiefenthaler to comment about Garcia’s
termination, or the termination process, our interview
lasted approximately four minutes. “I can’t comment
on any speciic personal issues, it’s not appropriate
or fair or professional for anyone else. It’s a policy, a
common policy for any institution around personal
issues,” Tiefenthaler said.
Yes, it might be a common policy, but the question remains if that should be our policy. What’s more,
this isn’t the irst time this issue has emerged. Three
years ago there was another, extremely similar, article
published in Cipher about
the sudden and seemingly
irrational iring of longtime employee Alan Davis. The same questions
posed emerge now, still
unanswered. At the time,
Jonathan Lee, previous chair of the FEC, said after
a meeting with President Dick Celeste about Davis’
iring and the policies for termination, “We [the faculty] believe the College has reasonable policies, but
I don’t think we know exactly what they are.” Perhaps now, three years later, it’s time to reopen those
doors. The question is about procedure as much as it
is about respect. To the extent that we pride ourselves
as a cohesive community, it’s completely contrary that
members of our community are treated as disposable
after 25 years of service.
Back at the dinner table, LaVerne speaks through her
tears in a clear, defiant voice, “The real deception on
their part started surfacing when they began to lie about
Roberto’s ‘retirement.’ My coworkers came up to me because they had heard he had retired and they wanted to
know when his party was... ”
When Garcia went to Human Resources to ask about
what people thought had happened, a sympathetic employee told him she had been instructed to tell people
he was “retired” if asked. On top of the shame of being terminated, Garcia and his wife have been fielding

Garcia said, “That’s how you
would treat a criminal. That is
how you treat a staff member or
student who assaults someone else.”
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questions about his retirement party because no plans
have been made to celebrate the work he has done for
the College. “What happened to me was such a brutal
treatment that the last thing they wanted to do was
give me a farewell and acknowledge my service,” Garcia said. He believes that it is purposeful that no one
knows about what happened to him because it forces
people to assume the worst, eliminating the need to
hear the true story.
An anonymous admissions colleague said, “I feel
weird about it because I’m in the field of admissions—I see people at conferences who ask about Roberto
and I have no idea what to say. He is so highly respected in this profession, people tell me ‘I love Colorado
College because of Roberto, how is he?’ and I have to
tell them he’s not at CC and I don’t know why. It creates a very bad image for Colorado College.”
A different anonymous staff member, who has
been with the College for many years, shared their
deep frustration regarding Garcia’s situation: “It
has hurt me to the core to see this mistreatment
and shook my faith in the
judgment of the administration to treat employees
fairly. It is ironic that the
College would fire someone so loyal, a person of
color himself, who has,
over the years, helped
recruit and mentor so
many students of color.
There was wrong done by the College. Roberto,
and all of us, deserve much better.”
Because of the treatment he has received throughout the process, Garcia is determined to pursue his
EEOC case as far as it will go: “The College knows
it is a Goliath in terms of resources [in comparison
to an employee]. Even if I have to spend my entire
retirement trying to fight this, I have to make sure that
I fig t this because I believe that if this had happened
to me, it has happened to others before me. It will
happen to others after me.”
In Garcia’s eyes, he is fighting for his reputation
and his integrity. He is also transparent about what he
hopes his case will accomplish: He wants to make sure
this doesn’t happen to other staff members at CC. It
is surprising that despite all he’s been through, Garcia
is still committed to improving CC. Towards the end
of our conversation, Garcia shook his head, saying,
“They wronged me, they just threw me out like the
daily trash.” However, despite his pain, Garcia is en-

deavoring to make sure that his story isn’t replicated,
that this article needn’t be written for the third time
and that the same actors aren’t able to treat employees
like cogs in a machine.
Garcia can’t be the only one to bring these questions to the administration. Alumni, staff, faculty and
students have a right and a responsibility to demand
an explanation for the way Garcia was treated. Garcia’s termination is a part of a pattern of institutional
behavior where CC acts more like a corporation than
a College community. This should be our fundamental concern: We must demand that bureaucracy leave
space for humanity.
Because the school never offered to honor Garcia’s work, a group of alumni from the Colorado College Alumni and Students of Color Association took
it upon themselves to have an informal reception at a
professor’s house before homecoming weekend. They
wanted to break bread together, remember Garcia’s
services and honor him the best way they could: by
reminding him that the connections he made at CC
and the lives he changed go
far beyond the structural
confines of the institution.
One alumna, Christine
Suina ’95, from Cochiti
Pueblo, stood up after everyone had settled in and
began to address Garcia.
She thanked him for his
commitment to recruiting
and retaining students, especially students of color.
She remembered Garcia being present when her family came to look at the campus and we all laughed with
her as she recalled memories they had together. But
the room went completely still as Suina choked up
and fini hed her speech. “Roberto has done amazing
work for so many generations of students, I hope CC
knows decisions they make impact future generations
to come. It is a deep loss.” She paused to wipe away
tears and clear her throat, “But thank you, Roberto,
for making CC our home.” q

In Garcia’s eyes, he is fighting for
his repuation and his integrity. He
is also transparent about what he
hopes his case will accomplish: He
wants to make sure this doesn’t happen to other staff members at CC.
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THE PURITY BALL
A promise I didn't understand
by Eboni Statham, guest writer

T

welve weeks. I was to spend 12 weeks
learning about abstinence and living a
life of purity that would culminate in
a Purity Ball. I spent hours sitting in
extra classes offered through my church, meant to
revolutionize my life and bring me closer to God. My
mom paid the big fee and I, a clueless ninth grader,
was to make myself a promise before God that would
stick with me until marriage.
The class had a variety of students. Most were
younger than me, middle school age. In class, we
discussed and later made promises to abstain from:
premarital sex, including any kind of premarital fornicating such as masturbation; pornography; sexually
explicit music; purchase of vain magazines; use of
nicotine, alcohol or drugs; cohabitating before marriage; same sex relationships; sexually explicit movies;
use of profanity; and overeating or unhealthy eating.
I’ll never forget the day a girl a bit older than me was
engulfed in tears during class. Through sobs she explained that she could no longer attend this class because its message and this way of life was something
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she could not agree with. She left and I never saw her
again. Teachers used her as an example of someone
who had strayed from the righteous path and would
live a life full of regret and sadness.
Finally, it was time for the ceremony that we had
all spent weeks preparing for: the big ol’ Purity Ball.
Interestingly enough, the first father-daughter Purity
Ball was held here in Colorado Springs in 1998. For
this wedding-like event, daughters dress up in fancy white gowns and fathers in tuxedos to make the
pledge to ensure her purity. Daughters put a white
rose at an altar to symbolize this pledge and fathers
promise to protect their daughters and be examples
of good men, to show his child how a man should
treat her. The event also includes a keynote speaker, a
fancy dinner and a formal father-daughter dance. At
the end of the event, each daughter is given a purity
ring, which she is to wear until marriage as a physical
representation of her commitment.
I remained nervous throughout the entire event.
My dress was too big and slightly uncomfortable and,
while everyone else had her father, I only had my

mother by my side. My class required that students
make a video explaining why we wanted to live a life
of purity. These videos were then showed to everyone
that night. Every now and then, I find the energy to
search for my video, which is still available on YouTube. Each time I do, I’m reminded of the girl I used
to be and how much I have changed, and I wonder if I
truly understood and believed the words spilling from
my mouth. In the video, I explain to the camera that
the class “had given me the knowledge to navigate
marriage and relationships.”
Back at the ball, after small talk and mediocre
food, it was time to verbally pledge my abstinence.
Then, the parents placed the rings on our ingers—
our wedding ingers. The ball seemed to happen so
fast, without any thoughts as to whether or not it was
harmful. According to the
founders of purity balls, “the
purpose and vision of this
event is for young women
to realize how precious they
are—that they are very much
worth waiting for” and that
parents, but mostly fathers,
must protect daughters from
“unhealthy relationships, and
offer them hope, love and
security.” Despite their goals,
none of these sentiments
were offered to me during the
Purity Ball, and every day I only felt more desperation, hate and insecurity.
In many ways, these balls are very detrimental to
young girls. In my case, I attended the Purity Ball and
class against my will and was asked to make a promise that I did not fully comprehend, a promise that I
imagine many of the other preteen girls in my class
could not understand either. Part of that promise was
to engage in a kind of forced heteronormativity that
relies on sexist assumptions. The Purity Ball works
to construct gender by creating a structure of dominance: females are to remain pure and abstain from
sex, and young boys do not have to worry about being
damaged from sex and therefore do not go through
the process. Society has idealized virginal, and therefore pure, female bodies. Not only that, but in the
structure of the ceremony, fathers are the guardians
of that virginity, defining female sexuality by male
dominance. This dominance leads to the commodification of female sexuality—it becomes something
to be controlled and traded from father to husband.

Ceremonies like this perpetuate the myth that dictates that female virginity is something to be “lost”
through intercourse with a man, and only a man. This
leads to the repression of women’s personal expression of sexual identity, making non-heterosexual sex
invisible and shameful. As Adrienne Rich writes in her
work, “Compulsory Heterosexuality and Lesbian Existence,” the experience of forced heterosexuality on
woman results in “the denial of their sexuality and the
forcedness of sexuality upon them.”
For many years, I believed that any sexual urges
or connections I felt were wrong and that I should
immediately focus on something else. As a result, masturbation felt especially wrong and when
I started to be attracted to other girls, I became
even more confused. My class had taught me that
I should not give in to such
temptations; I was to ignore
any sexual urges and continuously pray and repent when
tempted. There were even
Bible verses used in class to
prove that my sexuality goes
against what He intended. I
was clueless about safe sex
and everything that it entailed. Nobody would teach
me about healthy sexuality,
neither my parents nor my
church—from their perspective the only thing I needed to know was that sex
was wrong and so was homosexuality. For most of
high school, this repression of my sexual desire and
expression left me ignorant and anxious.
Not teaching teens about safe-sex places young
teenagers in risky situations. According to Rob Stein
in his 2008 Washington Post article, “teenagers who
pledge to remain virgins until marriage are just as likely to have premarital sex as those who do not promise abstinence and are significantly less likely to use
condoms and other forms of birth control when they
do.” Eventually, I learned and found my way, but only
after making many unfortunate mistakes. I consider
myself lucky—I am more educated and more in tune
with myself than I was in the past. However, I cannot
erase the image of young, naive girls, dressed in beautiful, expensive white dresses, pledging to sign their
personal expression and power away only to encourage their daughters to do so in the future, to continue
this cycle of sexual censorship. Forever clueless. q

For many years, I believed
that any sexual urges or connections I felt were wrong and
that I should immediately focus
on something else. As a result,
masturbation felt especially
wrong and when I started to be
attracted to other girls, I became
even more confused.
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HANNAH ARENDT

The political theorist’s connection to campus
by Elliot Mamet, guest writer; photograph courtesy of the Library of Congress

T

he story of Hannah Arendt’s association with Colorado College begins in
Marburg, Germany, in October 1925.
Hannah Arendt, a brilliant 18-year-old
Jewish philosophy student, received a letter from her
teacher, Martin Heidegger:
“Dear Miss Arendt!
I must come see you this evening and speak to
your heart.
Everything should be simple and clear and pure between us. Only then will we be worthy of having been
allowed to meet. You are my pupil and I your teacher, but
that is only the occasion for what has happened to us.
I will never be able to call you mine, but from now
on you will belong in my life, and it shall grow with you.”
It is with this letter that Arendt and Heidegger’s
secret affair commenced. Heidegger was in the midst
of writing his masterpiece, “Being and Time.” Their
affair soon ended, but until Arendt’s death in December 1975, they continued an intellectual companionship that remains one of the most striking stories in
20th century intellectual history.
The story remains compelling because Martin
Heidegger succumbed to Nazism. The evidence on
this point is clear: Consider Heidegger’s rectorship
address given at Freiburg University in 1933, his
membership in the Nazi party that lasted until the end
of the war in 1945, his lifelong failure to renounce his
party membership even when asked directly in a 1966

interview, and, most recently, the publication of the
so-called black notebooks, which connect his philosophy to a political Nazism.
Unlike Heidegger, who avoided the calamity of war
by retiring to his German hut, Hannah Arendt, a Jew, was
forced to escape the horrors of Europe. She devoted the
rest of her life to wrestling with what she viewed as the
thoughtlessness that pervaded the modern predicament.
Yet after 1950, their companionship reignited. Hannah
Arendt became, in the words of the intellectual historian
Martin J. Woessner, one of two people to serve as “Heidegger’s chief American advocate.”
The second of these Heideggerian advocates came
from an emphatically different background than Hannah
Arendt. He grew up not in Königsberg, Prussia, but in
Mifletown, PA. He felt at home not in the cocktail-chatter of Paris or New York City, but rather riding horses
and hiking at the foot of Pikes Peak. He was Jesse Glenn
Gray, professor of philosophy at CC.
Glenn Gray, who received his undergraduate degree
from Juniata College and his master’s from the University
of Pittsburgh, opened the mail on May 8, 1941, to ind
both his doctorate in philosophy from Columbia University and his U.S. draft notice. During his four years in the
military, as a private and second lieutenant, Glenn Gray
kept a detailed philosophical memoir that was eventually
turned into a short and influ ntial book, “The Warriors.”
As a student of German philosophy, Gray was especially interested in the work of Martin Heidegger. In
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1954, he made Heidegger’s personal acquaintance, which
led to his appointment as general editor of Harper &
Row’s Heidegger translation series. He remains one of
the most distinguished faculty members in CC’s history.
The J. Glenn Gray Memorial Lecture and J. Glenn Gray
Award are given in his honor.
Glenn Gray started teaching philosophy at CC in
1954. He irst met Hannah Arendt at Wesleyan University in the fall of 1962, while researching philosophy of
education on a Guggenheim Fellowship. This meeting
was the beginning of a lifelong friendship that centered
on a shared interest in Heidegger, and resulted in Arendt’s two visits to CC.
The path to bringing Hannah Arendt to CC was
somewhat arduous. In the summer of 1963, Associate Dean Fred Sondermann wrote to Arendt inquiring
about her availability to attend as a distinguished guest
in January 1964, for a symposium entitled “The Second
World War.” Arendt wrote back, “My schedule for the
coming academic year is so over-crowded that I cannot
afford to accept any new engagements. I hope you will
understand my predicament.”
In the fall of 1964, Arendt was asked again to speak
at CC, this time by her friend,x professor Glenn Gray.
She accepted, and her visit was scheduled for December 1964. She insisted that she appear for an informal
discussion with students and faculty with “no singing,”

24

Cipher

meaning no public lectures or grand speeches. Gray suggested that Arendt discuss “Between Past and Future,”
her work on political thought published in 1961.
Around the same time, Hannah Arendt received
an unsigned note from a student member of the CC
program committee, calling Arendt’s work “interesting,
exciting, and formidable,” and requesting that Arendt
come to CC to speak. Arendt’s response was tart: “Dear
Question Mark: You forgot to sign your name but otherwise everything is all right. You may know that I am in
correspondence about coming to Colorado Springs with
Professor Glenn Gray. I suggest that you get in touch
with him. Sincerely Yours, Hannah Arendt.”
A blizzard interfered, and Arendt’s visit was rescheduled for April 16, 1965. Though she did not deliver a
formal lecture, Hannah Arendt spoke to students and
faculty about “Between Past and Future,” as well as on
“Eichmann in Jerusalem,” published in 1963. By all accounts, her visit was a tremendous success. In a glowing letter to President Worner, Professor Sondermann
described Hannah Arendt’s visit as “an extraordinarily
stimulating and refreshing experience,” and proposed
continuing the format whereby a high-proile speaker
would visit campus for a seminar, rather than a lecture.
Glenn Gray recalls hearing from his faculty colleagues
that “a kind of renaissance spirit” had emerged at CC.
As Gray wrote, “From my point of view the weekend
was perfect and will be cherished in memory. When one
considers how rarely anything anticipated lives up to anticipation, your short stay was all the more remarkable.”
After her 1965 visit and throughout the late 1960s,
Hannah Arendt and Glenn Gray maintained an active
correspondence. Of particular interest is their correspondence on Heidegger. Gray at one point proposes to Arendt that a complete copy of Heidegger’s
“Nachlass,” or papers, be stored in Tutt Library, “which
has special facilities for such things, and which is close
[to] the geographical center of the U.S.” They also comment on contemporary politics; alluding to Lyndon
Johnson’s decision not to run for re-election, Hannah
Arendt writes, “I suppose you have been watching television as I have, and probably you feel as much relieved
as I do.” Glenn Gray concurs: “Yes, it is as though one
had been relieved of a brain tumor.”
In honor of Heidegger’s 80th birthday in 1969, Arendt spoke publicly about Heidegger. She claimed that
he was irstly a contemplative thinker in the realm of
philosophy, who nevertheless succumbed to the temptation to “engage with his own adobe” in political life.
(These remarks were later published as “Heidegger at
Eighty” in the New York Review of Books on Oct. 21,

1971.) For Arendt, Heidegger’s escapade with Nazism is
similar to Plato’s temptation act as a philosopher-king.
Arendt, a Jew, says this about Heidegger’s involvement
with Nazism: “He was still young enough to learn from
the shock of the collision, which after ten short hectic
months thirty-seven years ago drove him back to his
residence, and to settle in his thinking what he had experienced … Plato and Heidegger, when they entered into
human affairs, turned to tyrants and Führers.”
In a letter dated Oct. 22, 1969, Glenn Gray responded to Hannah Arendt’s analysis. On Arendt’s comparison
of Heidegger to Plato, Gray writes, “Plato was a political thinker. He may have appeared ridiculous, laughable,
in trying to put his thoughts into practice … But MH’s
[Martin Heidegger’s] ‘escapade’ seems hardly in the same
league.” For Gray, Heidegger’s Nazism falls to a more
insidious involvement than Plato’s failed pursuits in the
realm of politics. “It was much worse than a mistake …
In a way, I blame him more than you do, for his political
stupidity, but sympathize with
him also more. Hence my inclination is to call his performance
a sad and silly error.”
Hannah Arendt writes back
tongue-in-cheek, focusing on
moving beyond dark scholarly
debates: “I somehow have the notion that it’s about
time that women enter the community of scholars and
bring a little laughter among these serious beasts.” She
also hints at her past affair with Martin Heidegger: “I
hope I don’t sound presumptuous when I say that I
tend to agree with you that in these aspects which I
stressed I can interpret him ‘like no one else.’” After
“Heidegger at Eighty” was published in 1971, Gray
cautions Arendt, “I hope your favorable estimate of
MH will not stir up Jewish passions once more. The
subject of Heidegger and National Socialism is still a
hot potato; even I am regarded with suspicion in certain liberal circles as suspect of Nazi sympathies.”
Arendt visited CC for the second time on Feb. 15,
1970. She discussed “Eichmann in Jerusalem” with
students over breakfast in Rastall Dining Hall, conducted a tutorial on Aristotle, lunched with Freedom
and Authority faculty in the Bemis Exile Room and
delivered a lecture at Armstrong Hall entitled “Thinking and Moral Considerations,” a lecture that turned
into one of her most famous essays.
Indeed, “Thinking and Moral Considerations” is
a tour de force of contemporary political thought. As
Arendt so poignantly remarks, “The manifestation of
the wind of thought is no knowledge; it is the abil-

ity to tell right from wrong, beautiful from ugly. And
this indeed may prevent catastrophes, at least for myself, in the rare moments when the chips are down.”
Arendt’s thesis is that thinking is expressed through a
“two-in-one,” a conversation with oneself. To engage
in thinking, suggests Arendt, is to attempt to strive to
overcome thoughtless evil, evil Arendt understood so
well as a Jewish German refugee.
After her visit, Arendt sent Gray a revised reprint
of “Thinking and Moral Considerations.” The inscription on the essay read, “for Glenn—though not good
enough—Hannah.” Glenn Gray was remarkably impressed. “You must inish this enterprise, Hannah...
This is my greatest concern about you: that you let
nothing interfere with inishing what you started, for
the sake of those of us who need your insights and
intellect.” Elsewhere, he wrote that the essay “is like
Thucydides work on the Peloponnesian War, not for
the time but for all time, as he remarked [sic].”
Hannah Arendt was to visit
CC again in Aug. of 1974 to
meet with faculty and students.
Unfortunately, a heart attack
precluded her trip to Colorado.
Even as Arendt recovered in
New York City, she and Gray
kept up an active correspondence. Gray was assigned
chapters of her final opus, “The Life of the Mind,” to
review. That work was to have three sections: on thinking, on willing and on judgment.
Hannah Arendt died on Dec. 4, 1975, in New York
City. She completed the sections on thinking and on willing, but only inished the firs page of the section on
judging, found in her typewriter the night she died. If it is
true, as Arendt writes in “Heidegger at Eighty,” that “the
thinking ‘I’ is ageless,” then perhaps what Arendt writes
about Heidegger is equally true about herself:
“Thinking has come to life again; the cultural treasures of the past, believed to be dead, are being made to
speak, in the course of which it turns out that they propose things altogether different from the familiar, wornout trivialities they had been presumed to say. There exists a teacher; one can perhaps learn to think.” q

In the fall of 1964, Arendt
was asked to speak at CC,
this time by her friend professor
Glenn Gray.

The research for this article was conducted over the summer in
the Hannah Arendt Papers in the Manuscript Division of the
Library of Congress, in Washington, D.C. My immense gratitude
to Professor Timothy Fuller for his assistance.
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SENSE AND INVISIBILITY
A Black woman's perspecitve on hookup culture
by Jade Frost, guest writer; illustrations by Walker Walls Tarver, guest artist

I

am not here to tell you a story of a desperate single girl or to have a pity party. I
am not here to point ingers or to play the
blame game. I can only tell you what I have
observed from my time at Colorado College—I am
here to tell you the truth. The truth about interracial
dating and hookups on our campus from a perspective not often afforded a voice, that of a single Black
female. I have talked to a number of students and
have been through my own personal experiences,
and it’s time for me to share these stories with you.
As if college isn’t hard enough, try inding companionship when you are a minority. It is very important to know and understand that the hookup
culture is primarily made up of straight White individuals, and if you are not a part of that majority,
you may not have a similar experience. So whether
you are straight and a minority, a queer white student, or even a queer minority, your ability to participate in the hookup culture on campus is limited.
From what I’ve seen, it seems there are two outcomes that occur often when seeking companionship as a minority. Either it seems impossible to
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participate in the hookup scene at all, or you feel
used. My experience has fallen into the irst category. Whenever I go to a party, nothing really happens. Someone might dance with me, but then they
will give me a light tap or will say, “That was great,
but I think I am done for now.” Then they will leave
as if nothing happened.
Eboni Statham, a fellow sophomore on campus,
has had a few hookups, but constantly felt objectiied and exoticized, treated as less than human. She
says, “It seems as though some people just can’t get
inside their brains to separate race from love, dating
and hookups and they make it a big deal. People have
told me things such as, ‘Wow I’ve never hooked up
with a black girl before’ or ‘Wow you are my African
princess.’ Many people don’t mean harm, but it’s just
so ignorant. I mean, one, I’m not from Africa and
two, am I supposed to give you a medal for your ‘accomplishment’ of hooking up with a Black person?”
In both outcomes, it seems that when it comes to
the hookup culture and relationships, the Black female is made invisible, her individuality and humanity
ignored. One student, who wishes to remain anony-

mous, noticed this invisibility, stating, “When I go to
parties, I notice that Black girls and Asian guys seem
to have a much harder time than the rest of us.”
During my short time at CC, I have changed certain things about myself in the hopes that someone
might notice me. I may dress up a little more for
class, or wear a different perfume. At parties I always
think to myself, maybe if I show more skin, make more
eye contact, fli t a little bit harder, or shake my body more,
then maybe someone will notice me. And although I may
actually show more skin or dance more vigorously,
I still feel invisible to those around me. I remember
dancing with a guy at a party. As our hips moved
to the beat of whatever song was playing, I noticed
something about my dance partner. For those 10-15
minutes that we were dancing, his friends were highiving and cheering him on, as if I was the winning
shot in the NBA Playoffs. He then abruptly left without telling me or giving me any sort of signal. In that
moment I felt used and invisible.
At a recent BSU meeting, someone mentioned
that everyone has preferences—what if Black girls
just aren’t your type? While it’s ine to have a type,
it’s not OK to make the conscious decision that you
do not like any Black girls at all. What makes you
think that every person of one race is the same?
And I know that attraction is not the issue, because
y’all would get with the Beyonces, Meghan Goods
and Lucy Lius in a heartbeat if you could. Part of
sexual preference is due to how you were raised
and what you are more comfortable with, but that
doesn’t mean you can’t venture out and become at
least somewhat open to the idea of dating another race. I mean, I was raised with football and the
love of meat, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be open
to hockey and vegetarians. It just makes sense to
broaden your preferences. CC is open to recycling,
eating gluten-free products, divesting and composting food, but why aren’t students open to getting to
know or dating someone of a different race?
I asked a lot of students about what they think
about interracial relationships on campus, and the
majority quickly responded, “CC is very openminded when it comes to diversity and I don’t
see interracial dating as a problem on campus.”
Although I never used language about any “problems” with interracial dating, most people quickly
reframed it in those terms, immediately assuming I
was talking about a negative concept. It’s not like I
am talking about global warming or class inequality.
I am talking about getting to know someone of a

different skin color on an intimate level.
Actually getting to know someone for who they
are and not just because of their race is something
that minorities, myself included, do not get to experience. One student, who would prefer to be
anonymous, stated, “Whenever I am with a White
person, they seem to point out my culture to me or
their friends.” I have had this happen to me before
and I’ve heard White people who are with minority students say, “Yeah, I am seeing this [insert any
race] guy/girl, it’s pretty cool.” I’m sorry, but I am
not one of the new blocks that you get to take this
year: I am a whole person.
In addition, there is a level of secrecy more prevalent in interracial relationships, where one partner
doesn’t want their family or friends to know they
are dating outside of their race. By keeping that relationship secret, you might as well say, “Hey, I ind
you good enough for you to meet my bedroom and
twin XL mattress, but I don’t think you should meet
my parents, or my friends for that matter.” This attitude makes us feel like there is something wrong
with us or that we did something wrong, when we
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know damn well that there is nothing wrong with us.
Some students fetishize and objectify us and remind
us of our race all the time. Other people actually get
to know us, but many don’t give us the time of day.
I am not saying that this whole school is opposed to dating Black women (or people of other
races), I am just saying that y’all haven’t had the
pleasure of doing so. Wake Smith, a sophomore,
states, “I find it to be essential that not just interracial couples, but all couples across the spectrum
of diversity, love one another for the qualities of
their character and their personal quirks, not just
their novel appearance.” This is so true, and ties
in perfectly with Statham, who says, “I just wish
people can see Black is beautiful, Asian is beautiful,
Latino is beautiful. People of Color are beautiful.”
As an equal opportunity lover, I know that love
has no bounds and does not care about who you are,
it just makes you feel some way about a person. We
have all had to make sacrifices of some sort by coming to this school, but if I have to sacrifice not having
any sort of relationship while being here due to oth-
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ers’ unwillingness to actually get to know me, then I
should have every right to express what I am feeling.
You may think that this is just another angry
Black woman ranting about something, or that this
isn’t an important topic—well, you’re right about
one thing. I am a Black woman who is passionate
about the things that go on at this school. I am a
person who is sick and tired of the same thing happening to her at almost every social event where
she ends up feeling used or invisible by the end of
the night. We need to keep conversations like these
going if we want to see any change for the future.
You can disagree with me if you want to, but like
I said earlier, I am only here to tell you the truth.
No one said you had to like it, but you sure as hell
are going to have to listen to what I have to say. q
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MAN IN THE MIRROR
Destigmatizing male body image issues
by Sam Tezak, staff writer; illustrations by Mac Ross, guest artist

A

t the end of this past summer, I remarked to my little brother that I
hadn’t seen him doing much else except for physical itness. He casually
responded, “I would never want to have your body.”
That stopped me in my tracks. Okay, he’s
15—15-year-old boys can be shamelessly critical—
and his all-boys school mentality and obsession with
sports and girls has seeped into his mind. Right? No,
it’s not right. I stood in front of my brother, the one
I pride myself in inluencing so greatly, and he stood
there sweating, with a body I may never have, his friend
nearby, fresh off a set. I felt powerless. I tried to let go
of how emasculated I felt because of my kid brother’s
ridicule, but I couldn’t let go.
For most of my life, I averted my attention from
body insecurities. Now, I feel compelled to share the
circumstance that wrenched me out of this suffocating naïveté and my realizations following this triggering
experience. These pressing and speciic stories are just
pages and chapters in communion with a larger story
of shame that plagues our culture.
I am a man, six foot one, 180 or so pounds, with

brown hair, brown eyes and white skin. I casually
played sports for much of my life, performed well
in school and found pride in being involved with the
communities I live in. I have two loving parents, two
hardworking and inspiring siblings, and a long list
of comforts I enjoy daily. And therein lies the issue.
For the most part, I couldn’t believe that body selfconsciousness could surface for someone like me. I
had never found myself in discourse with another guy
about this issue and when I did feel insecure, I pushed
it away. But body insecurities manifest themselves in
what seems like an endless list of ways. In many cases,
there is a figure of perfection or an ideal, and the insecurity lies in the vast mental distance between reality
and that ideal. For a long time, I ignored the practically
unviersal experience of body self-consciousness and,
ultimately, how body insecurities developed in my own
mind and affect me day in and day out.
That was until this past summer. I came home after
a brutal semester flush d with anxiety, stress and days
thick with a regimented schedule—nights distilled by
parties and their constituents. The “work hard, play
hard” attitude took a toll on me. I came home to dis-
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cover that my brother, fi e years my junior, had excelled in his first year of high school, playing football
and achieving a spot on our high school’s prestigious
lacrosse team while remaining a competitive student
and ever-active socialite. Every day for my two weeks
home, I could find him working out: hitting the free
weights in the garage, biking to the YMCA to workout, attending lacrosse camps and growing larger with
each fitness class. He was, and is, obsessed with his
image and physical skill.
As an older brother, I felt proud. I introduced him
to lacrosse and he played football on the team I did.
Hearing about his achievements, his happiness and his
indomitable work ethic ill my heart. So when one early
afternoon in June I walked into the garage and found
him sweating after a work out, his lifting buddy on the
bench, I never expected to be so hurt by his words.
I developed a hyper awareness of everything I consumed: Great, no more cigarettes and cut down on drinking.
Those are good things, but what else is a good thing? How about
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no more sweets, they’re packed with sugar. I’ll throw out pasta,
it seems to be a burden on my body. And then it began to
escalate: In addition, I’ll eat breakfast, no lunch, bike the city
all day, workout and maybe eat a salad for dinner. I can’t develop
the Hercules-esque body my brother has developed, but I can thin
down to the point that he has almost nothing to critique.
I believed that if almost nothing were there,
there would be nothing he could say. Meals went
from intimate experiences with friends and family
to a self-critical, half-hour examination. I felt disgust and horror with each bite.
And my disgust didn’t stop with what I consumed.
I began to obsessively look at myself in the mirror. I
weighed myself daily and developed a demented perspective of myself, continually criticizing who I was. My
brother had dealt me a blow so menacing that I couldn’t
escape it. I felt a loss of inluence, I felt less of a man,
and for these reasons, I felt that I had lost my identity.
Body insecurities are not limited to one gender
and they manifest themselves in so many ways that it

can be impossible to compartmentalize them all. My
personal insecurity prompted me to thin down, or at
least to appear thinner.
My brother’s comment also made space for meditation. This body insecurity didn’t feel necessarily new
to me. In fact, it startled me because it seemed to be
something I dampened with gender constructs: that as
a man, I shouldn’t care, I should brush this off without even consciously doing so. I began to consider how
body insecurities may appear for other people, beginning with my family.
Body insecurities are laced in my family history, but
until now were silenced by a collective, multi-generational demonization of “fatness.”
My mom was born and raised in Nashville, TN,
capital of country music and home cookin’. After preparatory school she enrolled at Vanderbilt University.
Looking back on these years, my mom would never fail
to tell me a few things: she was the photo editor for
The Hustler, she played on their irst women’s soccer
team and she was fat. She would remark that when she
came home from school for Thanksgiving break, my
grandfather reminded the guests not to pass her the
rolls, “she already has enough.” This is the same man
that once yelled, “come on, big mama, come on!” to a
nearby woman eating a massive steak at a Texas roadhouse. And as a kid, these stories never struck me as
odd. My mom never explicitly told us that she was affected by these attitudes. Yet, she runs, bikes and swims
every day, completing marathons and relays on the side.
In fact, the only time “fatness” surfaced in my mind
was during our annual visits to the South. There I encountered the extremes of obesity and eating disorders,
and felt terriied. This stimulated a blind pride for my
state, which had always been recognized as the happiest and healthiest above the rest. In fact, without even
consciously doing so, I assumed the identity of my
grandfather at the dinner table 20 years before, casually
commenting to guests about my mother’s weight. But
instead of objectifying my mom, I objectiied anyone
that was less than “in shape”—or two thirds of the
population in America alone.
When my sister came home from Tajikistan after a
summer of learning Tajik Persian, immersing herself
in a new culture and inevitably gaining weight from
actively practicing Tajikistan eating habits, she yearned
to change her image. In Tajikistan, eating together and
eating large amounts is common, if not celebrated.
But after less than 24 hours on Western soil, she now
fought against the weight she gained during her immersion there. Her body anxiety was one of the irst things

she mentioned to me after not seeing her for several
months, and I didn’t understand. I tell most people I
meet that my sister is a badass. She works harder than
anyone I know, she cried when she got her irst and only
“B,” and she spends the majority of her time to working with children with autism and Down syndrome.
My inspiring sister felt imperfect and I worried how
that would develop. This pressure on herself really
came from a culture that does not see past image and,
more importantly, a family that sets a precedent on perfection, including body perfection. Nothing caused me
such pain and awareness than to realize what we were
sharing between ourselves. To this day she complains
about living with my exercise-obsessed brother and
mom. And this claws at my heart. But it also reminds
me of the power that actions and words yield.
In no way do I suggest that I am grateful for my
brother’s unsolicited critique of my body. But all the
same, it compelled me to be more aware of an issue I
formerly believed only pertained to women. It certainly manifests itself differently, but this instance provided me with the vocabulary and tools to investigate
a much larger, looming issue that silently and loudly
pervades our culture.
Thanksgiving is coming right around the corner and
with it, I may be back home in Denver, reunited with
my family. Since the last time we sat down at the table, I
have confronted my body insecurities for the irst time.
By speaking about these image issues, I’ve gained the
tools to confront unintentional pressure from my family life. When I sit down and break bread with my kin
and talk with my sister about her college applications,
the body image criticisms dealt by my grandfather decades ago and the hurtful words handed to me by my
brother will not be sitting with us. q
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TAXI RIDE-ALONG
The view from Terry Gibson's driver seat
by Hannah Fleming, staff writer; illustration by Holly Pretsky, guest artist

I

n Scorsese’s “Taxi Driver,” the cabbies eat
at a restaurant called the Belmore Cafeteria at 28th Street and Park Avenue South,
New York City. One scene depicts Robert
DeNiro’s character, Travis, gathered there with his
buddies. They sit around a dimly lit table crudely
debrieing the day’s events.
One of the cabbies, known as Doughboy, asks,
“Travis, you run all over town, don’t you? I mean
you handle some pretty rough customers.”
This is the iconic American image of taxi driving: back-room deals and tough-as-nails New Yorkers who work late hours ferrying strangers. According to Terry Gibson, a taxi driver in Colorado
Springs, this image is fairly accurate.
It’s 4:10 a.m. Gibson picks me up at the 7-Eleven
on Nevada. Unlike Robert DeNiro’s character, he
opens the door for me and graciously asks if I want
any coffee before we start. Then he relayed preliminary pieces of his origins, so I could begin to put
together the puzzle that is Terry Gibson. He’s originally from Chicago, just south of the city in Whea-
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ton, Illinois. He has a tall frame, soft brown hair, and
wears a sweater and glasses. I feel as though I’m in
the presence of a beat poet or a college professor.
Gibson went to the Academy of Dramatic Arts,
about a block away from the Belmore. “I went and
hung out on the set for a while when they were ilming,” he says. I am sitting in the passenger seat of
Gibson’s cab, wondering about the connection. How
did an actor from New York become a taxi driver in
Colorado Springs? The answer: he’s done just about
everything in between, from conservation work at
Mile High Youth Core to working at the Presidential Museum in Springield, IL. These days he also
reviews plays and a writes a weekly column, “Taxi
Driver,” for the Colorado Springs Independent.
He pauses, and turns on a light in the car for me
while I take notes.
“Sounds as though you like to keep busy with
lots of different things,” I say. Gibson’s speech has
been cautious thus far—but if you let him talk long
enough, the introvert gives way to his natural wit.
“My answer to that is if they’re buying it, I’m sell-

ing it. That sounds cynical and course in a way but I
do need to keep busy or otherwise I fall back. Colorado’s been an interesting adjustment in that way.”
The driver glances at his screen listing all of the
zones. He says he usually gets three to four passengers until six on his Saturday shifts, most of
whom he takes to the airport. We haven’t gotten
any calls yet, and stop at another convenience store.
He says he’s become quite the “connoisseur” of the
convenience store, and warns against the coffee at
7-Eleven while praising the consistency of product
placement at Loaf N’ Jug.
Caffeinated and ready, we get a call that Gibson
says will take us “off-line,” but “you learn what calls
to take and what calls not to
take.” We plug an address
into the GPS, and drive on.
“Depending on which
zone you go into, you can
anticipate the kind of clients
you’re going to get,” Gibson
says. He later gives me a zone
sheet to look at, marked into
sections that make little sense to an untrained eye.
I soon learn that there isn’t too much difference between a trained eye and an untrained eye—
as long as you pass your eye test and have a valid
driver’s license, you’re cleared to pay the three to
four hundred dollars for a Hack license (the license
you need to drive a cab). The difference between
the tenderfoot and the expert comes with knowing when and where to work: in Gibson’s words,
“find where you’re most comfortable and where the
money is.” After illing out paperwork and participating in two or so hours of training, you’re turned
loose. Sink or swim.
Gibson refers to himself as “Bambi” when it
comes to prostitutes, drug dealers, and felons. In a
recent issue of the Independent, Gibson titled his
column “When one door closes, another closes.”
It’s about a woman he’s had in the cab. She is a sex
worker in the Web Cam industry.
Suzannah, 38, went into the field because she
had to. She is battling addiction and a prison record, and uses Craigslist as a way to find living
arrangements and advertise her prostitution services. Gibson writes about Suzannah with incredible grace, noting that she and others who’ve been
through the state prison system “speak as if they’d
written a book on the subject. Their thoughts are
organized in a business-like way around times,

dates and decisions, with a self-contained, controlled lack of emotion.”
It is clear enough that Gibson cares deeply for Suzannah and others engaged in week-to-week fights to
keep a roof over their heads. He describes one instance
of a hysterical woman who had just been evicted by
her landlord whom he took to Human Resources, and
another story that didn’t make the column:
“This girl would go right from high school study
hall at the end of the day and into prostitution. I
would pick her up outside a hotel at eleven o’ clock
at night and she’d have her books and she’d sit
there and do her homework where she’d just been
prostituting. And she’d get her other girlfriends on
the phone and talk and they
would compare notes about
guys they’d been with and
how much money they’d
made. I’d take her either to
another hotel or home.”
Gibson is just doing
his job—taking people
where they need to go. The
woman we pick up in a neighborhood north of
Old Colorado City is treated no differently than a
woman who can’t make her cab fare. We see her
waving from inside and Gibson instantly turns on
the charm, opening the door and offering to help
her with her luggage.
Yvonne is Boston-bound, hoping to catch a
glimpse of East Coast trees she’s heard about but
never seen. I stay as quiet as I can while she and
Gibson converse about topics ranging from the
Celtics to General Palmer. Yvonne is an older woman, and a rare combination: a liberal who relishes
tradition, a native-born Colorado Springs resident.
We drop her at the airport around ive—it’s my
second time ever at the Colorado Springs airport,
and it’s crowded. Gibson explains that the irst lights
are going out around this time. He helps her with her
luggage and teaches me the precise wrist motion involved in tearing a receipt out of a machine. Then
he climbs back in, shuts the door, and remarks that
his customers have been mild lately, making column
material more dificult to come by. Gibson, his voice
more soothing than NPR, says that, fortunately, he
hasn’t had to get rough with people in a long time.
“Not physically, but if they started in with some
kind of story of not being able to pay I’d tell ‘em
okay well we have this camera here that’s already
taken your picture eight times. I’d point at the cam-

The woman we pick up in a
neighborhood north of Old Colorado City is treated no differently
than a woman who can’t make
her cab fare.
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era and say I’ll call the police and they’ll take
you to jail and I had people in tears,” Gibson
laughs, reflecting his inner New York cabbie. “I
felt pretty bad about that.”
Gibson never feels bad about returning money
to customers who leave it in the car—even if they’re
drug dealers, or were too high to realize how much
they left. A dealer Gibson picked up near Yvonne’s
house (zone 360), once left a wallet containing thirteen hundred dollars in the backseat.
“No driver’s license, no ID, just 1,300 fresh
Benjamin Franklins. Which I could have easily
kept,” Gibson says. “The company called me and
asked me if I’d found any money in the cab and I
told them can he tell me how much money he has
in it. He took a pretty close guess. Of course, if his
number hadn’t matched my number they would
have accused me of taking money. I gave the wallet back to him at a car wash and he gave me 300
dollars from it and thanked me for being honest.
And I left with a clear conscience.”
Other cab drivers, according to Gibson, say
“any cash they ind goes right in their pocket.”
They mail the cards, but the cash they keep.
Our conversation continues as we pick up a
native Texan from the north side of town and return to the airport once more. The Texan makes a
single remark about the humidity in Houston and
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there’s no more exchange—the early death of a relationship built on weather laments.
Texas humidity accounted for, we turn to New
York once again.
While Gibson was in school there, he waited tables
and had to put up with customers putting rocks on
their plates for a free meal, making similar scenes as
they do in the back of the cab. It was so expensive to
live there that three of them working full-time could
barely afford the rent for an “old beat-up tenament.”
Like college kids often do, he laments the days of living off of Quaker chewy bars, the kind of lifestyle that
wears you down nutritionally and spiritually. Unlike
most college kids making unhealthy choices, there was
real necessity there.
“Then there were the rats. I hate rats. I’d come
home to my building on 106th Street and they’d be
running across my shoes at 2:30 in the morning,” he
says. Rats and over-priced cereal aside, Gibson says
that he left New York because he’s going to be 60
soon. He doesn’t want to be “climbing subway stairs as
an old man.” The longest he’d ever lived in New York
City was ive years.
Each few-year stint had its highs and lows. “You
know one morning I’d just get up and look at my life
and say I want to go jump off the George Washington
Bridge. And then at the end of the day I’m having a
drink with Vanessa Redgrave through a friend.”

I ask him if he’d ever go back. He says he would.
“I still have some strong connections there with
people and some of the people you meet are just fantastic, you’re not going to meet them anywhere else.
And the theatre is terriic, and ilm. I was busy. I was
doing episodes of ‘Law and Order’ and ‘Capote and
Manchurian Candidate’ and working on other ilms.”
Gibson was in the opening scene in ‘Capote,’ where
the author attends a party in Greenwich Village. He
was hired with a few other six-foot actors in order to
make Philip Seymour Hoffman look shorter.
“I remember the very irst day on the set, you
know they usually don’t yell ‘ACTION!’ anymore,
somehow the camera is just rolling. All of a sudden Hoffman started talking in that voice (Gibson
begins to imitate Truman
Capote) doing those lines
and improvising and I just
thought wow, I know why
he won an Academy Award
for that. He was a real nice
guy and went around and
talked to people and asked
who they studied with and said ‘oh yeah I know him.’
Quite often movie actors are not that way, we’re told
not to talk to them.”
He tells a story of a friend who was ired from
the set of a ilm because he tried to talk to Brad
Pitt. There are cuts made in other ways, of course.
“Directors make six hours of movie and cut it
down to two. The script is coming in; it’s getting
changed…I’d end up on the cutting room loor a
lot of times,” Gibson says.
I take a good look at this man driving the cab,
with the understanding eyes and the careful speech,
and—after reading his writing, his play reviews, seeing the way he interacts with passengers—I believe
that he knows the cutting room loor as well as the
spotlight. He’s lived long enough to see the virtue
in both. “You still have the same wants, but you
have a little more control over them. I’m not as susceptible, or sensitive. I’ve always been thin-skinned
around people. But you know when you igure out
what’s important to you and you just kind of focus
on that…” he trails off.
It’s getting close to 6:15, and we pick up a inal passenger close to downtown. Gibson takes her to her car on
East Boulder where she left a bar the night before. She is
silent, but me and Gibson's conversation ills the space.
My mission to observe his interactions is null and void. He
asks me if I’d like to see a play with him sometime.

We turn down Nevada. I have to go back now,
but I am reluctant to leave Gibson in the cab for the
rest of the morning. We are talking about the many
original names for his column, and the wealth of material Gibson had when he started out.
“We must have gone through 300 names for it
[the column]. We had ‘Beyond Mozambique,’ ‘Destination Fever,’ all kinds of things. I wanted something
kind of colorful to start with.”
They decided on “Taxi Driver,” though “Destination Fever” also seemed right to me.
Perhaps when you see people at their worst you
learn to appreciate the good in everyone.
“Now I have to pull people out of themselves,”
Gibson says, pulling up next to the CC Inn. “I have
to get my ingernails dirty
again.” His task as a taxi
driver, a writer, and a human being is to observe
—
the good and the bad without judgment. But as far as
the column’s concerned,
the ugly’s run out. Gibson
may have to venture into zones with more criminal
activity, zones that he’s learned to avoid.
Another passenger waits outside. I get out of the
cab. I wonder if Robert DeNiro’s character tried to
understand anyone other than himself. Though it’s
dificult in the limbo between night and morning to
bring your attention outward, Terry Gibson receives
the thoughts of every person who rides in his cab
with an open mind. He’s a part of the city in a way
most of us won’t be unless we decide to listen once
in a while. q

Gibson never feels bad about returning money to customers who
leave it in the car even if they're
drug dealers, or were too high to
realize how much they left.
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DENIED
ACCOMMODATIONS
Coping with a learning disability at CC
by Anonymous; illustrations by Arielle Drisko, staff artist

I

have had a learning disability (LD) for as
long as I can remember, and as a result I
have always felt alienated. An LD is deined as “a condition giving rise to dificulties in acquiring knowledge and skills to the level
expected of those of the same age, especially when
not associated with a physical handicap.” Since attending Colorado College, I have found myself
struggling to hide who I am and how I function in
a classroom setting. The lifelong shame surrounding my LD has been exacerbated by my experiences
here. Recently, I began to wonder if I was the only
student with an LD feeling this way. I decided to
research accessibility at CC to determine whether
there were others who shared my experiences.
I began my investigation with the Technology Assistants for Accessibility Resources, Samantha Ellner
’16 and Jacob Jones ’17. They work at Accessibility Resources, located in the Learning Commons, just about
every day, and both publicly identify as having been
clinically diagnosed with learning disabilities. According
to Ellner and Jones, accommodations vary greatly and
depend on a student’s needs and learning preferences.
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“I’ve had both positive and very negative experiences in terms of accessibility due to my learning
preferences,” Ellner said. “There are times when
I have felt unheard [...] and it’s really upsetting.”
Jones added that just as accommodations vary, so
do experiences regarding them: “For the most part,
the professors I’ve encountered have been very understanding, but I have heard stories [about denied
accommodations] that really scare me.” He continued, “It worries me that there may be professors at
CC that will not give me an equal opportunity to
learn and thrive in a classroom setting.”
Arielle Drisko ’16, had an important accommodation revoked her freshman year. After three
days of class, she received an email notifying her
that her accommodation was no longer reasonable.
Drisko admitted that she “didn’t really understand
why [her accommodation] was denied.” Although
she thought that the accommodation was “necessary” for her success in the class, she did not question the administration. “I guess it didn’t feel like I
had a say in it,” she said. “It didn’t feel like something I would be able to influence.”

One of the greatest fears of being an LD student is having our accommodations denied. Drisko
recalled that her service was reinstated only after
another LD student in the class complained to a
dean. The accommodations we have are tools on
which we actively rely to be successful college students; to be denied an accommodation is not inconvenient, it’s devastating. It is a frightening thought
that a professor, or Accessibility Resources, could
deny use of an accommodation for any reason.
“Students feel disempowered in not knowing
how strongly they can advocate for themselves
without risking [...] their standing with that faculty
member,” professor Manya Whitaker said. This appears to have been the issue in Drisko’s case: She
did not feel as though she had the power to stand
up for herself or her needs.
“The [current CC] policy is that all accommodations have to be ‘reasonable,’” Whitaker said. “That’s
the key word that faculty latch on to. You can understand that ‘reasonable’ means different things to
different people.” Whitaker explained that currently
there is no certainty in the way faculty and administration will interpret the LD policy. The policies have
“gaping holes,” which cause confusion amongst the
faculty and dissatisfaction amongst some students.
“My annoyance with the whole thing is that if
there are other people in my class with the same
accommodations, [professors] just put us together,” said a student who wished to remain anonymous. “When I’m in a ‘distraction reduced’ setting
with four other people, there are still four people.
It doesn’t matter if one person is erasing or 15, it’s
still distracting.” When asked about issues like this,
professor Tomi-Ann Roberts commented on the
lack of “resources like space.” She then pointed
out, “We’re all sitting in a classroom at the exact
same time, every single day, so every space is in
use.” She’s correct: the Accessibility Resources
department currently has a single room, which is
the Director’s office. According to the Technology
Assistants, any work for the department is completed in the physical space of other departments.
It appears as though the Accessibility Resources
department has been overlooked, but maybe this is
the result of an understaffed system.
According to the CC website, the Director of
Accessibility Resources is responsible for every
facet of the department. Whitaker said that because of the great deal of work the Director has
to take care of alone, an emphasis has been placed

on the “legalities of [disability].” Another student,
who also chose to remain anonymous, said “it feels
strange that the person handling legality is also […]
the person who decides everything else.”
In an attempt to protect my anonymity, I decided
not to interview the Director. The Director is the
only person whose job it is to support me and my
accommodations, and the only on-campus advocate
I have. I deemed my anonymity more important than
the Director’s interview. I instead went to the CC
website to gain more knowledge about my rights. I
felt unable to glean information from the long-winded explanations and I had a dificult time identifying
my rights as a result. The word choice and organization appear to be an attempt to protect the school
instead of offering me information. The current
policy, for example, is highly inaccessible: I had to
look under several tabs and it took me a long time.
I contacted an administrator who has supported LD
students in the past in order to add insight on inner
workings of this issue. The administrator was not
“able to accept [my] invitation to interview.”
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So, I went to the President. “Like all kinds of
inclusivity issues that we’re working on, we’ve
made some great progress but we still have work
to do,” President Jill Tiefenthaler said. She stated that
“as an educational institution [...] we want to make
sure students succeed,” suggesting that supporting LD
students is important to the
College’s success. The President also added that “diversity” in her Strategic Plan
includes disability and accessibility. She made it clear
that accessibility was a big issue for the College,
but it seemed like it is up to Accessibility Resources to enact this change.
As I was looking through my notes in preparation for this article, I realized that things didn't
add up. Everyone claims to care about accessibility,
but there is still dissatisfaction among some LD
students. Supporting the LD community is politically correct, but from a student perspective this is
a guise. There has been a recent name and mission
statement change at Accessibility Resources, but
this feels inadequate in light of the issues I’ve uncovered during the process of writing this article.
After this realization, I became frustrated by
what I was learning about accessibility on campus, so
I returned to Ellner and Jones to ask if they saw any

tangible progress being made. “We’re actually in the
process of creating an LD support group through
The Butler Center called DAWN,” Jones reported
with a smile. They described it as “the LD equivalent
group to EQUAL” (an anonymous support group
for LGBTQ+ identiied students). It will be studentrun, conidential and a completely safe space.
“We need a space of our own outside of the
general CC community before we can have allies,”
Ellner said. “We want fellow LD students to feel
safe with each other first, before bringing in the
campus at large.” Jones added that DAWN was not
only to be a place for support, but “a space for
LD friendship, education, and outreach.” I later
discussed this group with those who I already had
an opportunity to interview. “I think [DAWN] is so
important and so needed,” responded Roberts. “As
you all grow up in this system, you’re going to be
the best mentors and the best resources for young
students coming in.”
I look forward to the development of DAWN.
I believe this group will be a vital contribution to
CC where LD community members can feel safe
and supported. I’m not the
only LD student who feels
this way:“I think it’s a great
idea,” Drisko said in her interview. “I often have a hard
time finding people [like
me] to be validated by.” An
anonymous student added
that they liked the idea that
“[DAWN] is a resource in
addition to being a support
group because it offers education and mentoring.” This group has the potential to validate people who feel as Drisko and I
do. It has the potential to create an outlet for the
frustration surrounding accessibility on campus.
In her interview, Tiefenthaler stated, “If a student looks at CC and says, ‘that’s not a place I can
thrive,’ because of their disability, then we’re missing out.” This issue needs to be addressed; we have
been missing out. q

Everyone claims to care
about accessibility, but there
is still dissatisfaction among
some LD students. Supporting the LD community is
poliitcally correct, but from
a student perspective this is
a guise.
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BREATHE IN,
BREATHE OUT
Stories of anxiety

by Maryka Gillis, guest writer; illustrations by KK Braza, guest artist

S

ophomore Biology major, third loor
Barnes. 10:15 a.m., third Thursday, Block 4.
I’m sitting at my usual table next to two
people I’ve known since freshman year
and one that I met this block. My professor is lecturing,
just like every other day. I’ve been here since 9 a.m.,
with a quick ive-minute break at 10, a little early for a
break, but nothing crazy. It occurs to me, though, that
I’ll be sitting here for the next hour and 45 minutes
straight. In this room. In this seat. Without moving.
The thought makes me dizzy, which is always a bad
sign. Now that it’s started, I get dizzier and dizzier with
each moment and I can feel my body lose balance, like
a boat lurching on rough waters. It doesn’t make sense,
because I’m sitting, but there’s not much that’s logical
about these physical symptoms. Since I am so aware
of my increased vertigo, I get dizzier; it’s a self-perpetuating condition. I breathe in, breathe out, breathe in,
breathe out. Each intake of air is sharper and each release of air shorter than the last. But “release” isn’t the
right word – it’s more forceful, and becomes increasingly so. My ears and my knees and my lungs notice my
breathing, but not in that order. My lungs notice irst.

Now my head notices, becoming dizzier. My ears can
hear my breathing; can my neighbors hear it too? I’m
hyper and I’m ventilating – I’m hyperventilating. Is that
a medical term? It’s inaccurate and doesn’t get at the
nature of the breath that I’m hoping beyond doubt my
professor can’t hear. Is it possible he doesn’t notice this
thing squeezing my lungs and my heart, shaking my
hands and my knees? Is it subtle enough that I can sit
through the next couple hours without being noticed?
Breathing in, out, in, out, in, out. I can’t stand it. But
I can’t stand up and walk to the door and try to close
it quietly so I can walk down the hall to the bathroom
to a stall and stand for 30 seconds or 30 minutes or 30
years, because this is class time and I can’t risk them
noticing. But I also can’t sit here anymore. Breathe in
out in out in out-in-out.
Junior Geology major, en route to Palmer. 8:46 a.m.,
second Tuesday, Block 2.
My friend and I just left his apartment to walk to
class. We’re a couple minutes early for our 9 a.m. class.
We step out of the doorway onto the concrete. Stepstep, step-step, step-step, step-step. He’s been practic-
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ing freestyle rapping, he says. Step-step, step-step, stepstep, step. I hesitate. I’m suspicious. “Oh yeah?” I ask.
He says yeah and asks for a topic. I exhale and settle
back into my rhythm, regaining comfort in our walk.
“Tomatoes,” I say. He starts, rapping badly: “Tomatoes
are my favorite fruit, I think they’re really cute, I want
to eat some today, because the sky’s not grey, I’ll meet
the farmers in their plots, smoking their pots, out in the
sun—okay I’m done. Now it’s your turn.”
My heart physically jumps, as if it had feet. I let out
a relexive giggle and give a negative response.
“Come on.” No.
“Why not?” Because, pause. I don’t want to.
“Please, just a few lines.” No.
How do I explain that this kind of pressure is what
gets to me the most? It’s a pretty innocuous thing, really
– well, it should be. Theoretically, I can rationalize that
if someone asks me to freestyle rap, I could spit out a
line or two and be done with it, no harm done. But in
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practice I can’t deal with it. Maybe it would be ine if I
could just say no and move on, but that’s never how it
goes. There’s always discourse.
“It’s just for fun.” No.
“Come on.” No.
“Please, for me?” No.
“It’ll be fun.” No!
Step-step, step-step, step-step, step-step. He doesn’t
ask again for a minute, then: What if I swipe you into
Rastall? I try a new tactic and say nothing.
Senior English Major, Armstrong second loor.
12:03 p.m., irst Wednesday, Block 5.
Class has just ended for the day and I shufle to get
my things together while the other 16 students leave
the room. I am acutely aware of my movement. I start
counting as I put away my mug, book, pen, pencil, water bottle, notebook, sweater: 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10,
11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24. My

mug won’t it in my bag and I feel a pressing compulsion to leave. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11. I am the only
remaining student in the classroom and don’t want to
engage with my professor today. I feel urgency rising in
the back of my throat like bile. 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17,
18, 19, 20. I zip my bag and ling it over my shoulder in
one motion. 21, 22, 23, 24. I walk across the room. It
takes me three cycles of 24 counts to get out the door,
down the hall to the staircase. My breathing is strained,
sharp, accelerated. I open the door and descend. After a
few steps, I tuck my hair behind my right ear to give one
of my hands something to do – they are hypercharged,
along with my feet and my knees and my heart. Too
much of the wrong kind of energy – nervous, sensitive, uncomfortable conductivity. Like every day at
noon, my heart beats faster as I get closer to exiting
the building. Today is exceptional, though, because my
destination is the chaos of Worner after class: 43% of
the student body in a small space, all fully engaged and
energetic after three hours of class.
I get to the bottom of the stairs and open a door
next to someone entering. I try to hold it for her, but
she steps through the opposite of the two doors. We

share uncomfortable eye contact and rushed, breathless
apologies, then continue. I make it through the next set
of doors in solitude.
I step outside and circumnavigate an after-class
smoke break. I walk quickly, giving myself a sense of
purpose that takes the edge off. My hands, seeking occupation, each grab and hold a strap hanging from my
backpack. I angle my head down and look at the divisions in the sidewalk, which initiates another round of
counting. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12. I look up
and start over from 12. I pass other students, one at a
time, three at a time, one at a time, two at a time. I take
a couple deep breaths, through the nose and out the
mouth. I cross once and wave to the stopped drivers,
grateful for an opportunity to use one of my hands.
I cross again, this time more quickly. I look up at the
north entrance to Worner, then take a sharp left turn
to avoid the area of highest population density. I go
through the east doors instead, a tactic I regularly employ. I pass through two sets of double doors, glance up
at the lunch line to Rastall, then look away immediately.
Sharp right turn and down the side stairs. q
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THE WORD THAT
MUST NOT BE SAID
by Juan Conejo Avila, guest writer

L

et me tell you a little about myself.
You already know my name, but you
might not know I come from Costa
Rica, a country with a very different
culture than that of the United States. Even though
we have people of varying appearances and backgrounds, I have never been asked to identify myself
racially or ethnically. We have what you would call
whites, blacks, Asians, and of course Latinos, but in
Costa Rica, we are all people of the same nation—
we do not separate groups based on this category
alone. Because of my background, it has shocked me
to witness institutionalized discrimination of people
based solely on their appearance, and I ind it hard
to accept terms like “Hispanic American” or “African American,” when you almost never encounter
the term European American. This seems to imply
that individuals perceived as white are the actual
Americans, and all others are subgroups hierarchically submitted to the standard. Among the many
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curiosities on the subject of racial vocabulary, I have
found most fascinating the heavy censorship applied
to the word “nigger.”
A word should not be feared. Jacques Derrida was
a French philosopher best known for the concept of
Deconstruction. He believed that between the “signiied” and the “signiier” there is a gap that keeps
meaning from ever settling into a stable, permanent
state. The speakers of a language ultimately decide
what a word means. It is human society, through a
decentralized process, that decides the signiicance
of a word. The meaning is not ixed or established
by the author; it is constructed by the reader, it can
be interpreted and it changes with time. All words,
even momentous ones, are bound to this evolution.
Nigger is a powerful word. It irst appeared in
the 16th century, possibly coming into English
from the French negre, which means black. By the
18th century, when slavery lourished in the United
States, it had already become the term used by the

dominant white population to refer to black slaves.
Nowadays in the United States, it continues to be
a sign of degradation, racism and hate. In response
to this reality, many people have chosen to eliminate
the word from their vocabulary, and when forced by
a particular situation to refer to it, they will resort to
the euphemism “The N-word.” However, this is not
the only solution to the problem of how to deal with
this troublesome word.
Reappropriation is a cultural process through
which a group reclaims a word or symbol that
has been used to attack, discriminate or otherwise
abuse said group, reversing its intention. Through
reappropriation of words and symbols, oppressed
groups have historically been able to ight back
against abuse—the weapons of the enemy, often
the words themselves, have many times proven to
be very effective. The words “gay” and “queer” are
testament to this process.
The gay liberation movement started in the 1960s
and is still going strong. Before this time, the word
gay was thrown around as a
derogatory term for homosexuals, who were actively
persecuted as deviant members of society. Events like
the student riots of May
1968 in France, where students took the streets and
demanded social change; the Stonewall riots of New
York in 1969, where members of the gay community demonstrated against discrimination; and the
civil rights movement created a more hospitable
environment for the LGBT community to reclaim
their rights and to reappropriate the word gay. Years
later, we now have the Gay Pride movement, under
which the LGBT community ights discrimination
and hate. The importance of the word gay in this
struggle cannot be understated.
Randall Kennedy, professor of Law at Harvard,
points out in his book “Nigger: The Strange Career
of a Troublesome Word” that we must have “caution
before attributing the worst meaning and motives to
any word or symbol since all can be put to a variety of purposes, good as well as bad. The swastika
evokes memories of evils that are among the worst
in all of world history. Yet artists [...] have movingly
used the swastika in a variety of useful ways, including comedic lampoons designed to satirize Hitler’s
colossal failure.” Christianity, too, took the Roman
machine of torture, the cross that had been used

to desecrate and kill Jesus of Nazareth, and transformed it into its symbol, possibly the most recognizable in the world.
This is why we should neither fear nor reject any words—we should only reject particular
meanings, some of which might be charged with
hate. By not daring to say a word, we hallow it and
empower its hateful connotation. We turn it into
a strong symbol of hate that has actual power to
damage others. If, on the contrary, we use the word
with a constructive, ironic, comedic or otherwise
positive meaning, we can strip it of its harmful
capabilities and have it rejoin our vernacular as a
rehabilitated member of the dictionary. American
impresario and fashionista, Shawn “Jay-Z” Carter,
explained to Oprah Winfrey his rationale behind
the use of the word nigga in his music, to which
he responded: “Words. People give words power.
Our generation, what we did is we took the word
and took the power out of that word. You know?
We turned a word that was very ugly and hurtful into a term of endearment. I mean, even when
someone says it there is still
intention behind what you
say ... because if we just
start removing words from
the dictionary just make up
a word the next day. So we
don’t dress the problem, the problem is racism.”
The use of nigger or nigga has also become an
important subject in academia. Professor Kennedy
insists in his book that “nigger does not signify only
one thing—a term of racial abuse—and should not
be forced to mean only that one thing.” This opens
up the interpretation of the word to new meaning —
both positive and negative—presenting an opportunity to reappropriate the word. He warns us against
rejecting or ignoring the word by asking: “But what
is the alternative? An eradicationist response might
decree the removal of all literature, without exception, from a school’s curriculum that contains the
term nigger. [...] But what about the book that you
are reading at this very moment? Or what about the
many classics of American literature that contain
the word nigger, including Ralph Ellison’s ‘Invisible
Man,’ Martin Luther King Jr.’s ‘Letter from a Birmingham Jail,’ or Richard Pryor’s ‘That Nigger’s Crazy.’” This would, evidently, present a threat to a part
of American culture and to the principle of freedom
of speech and conscience.

This is why we should neither fear
nor reject any words—we should
only reject particular meanings,
some of which might be charged
with hate.
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“There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral book. Books are well written, or badly written. That is all,” Oscar Wilde said, defending freedom of speech in artistic expression, even though
he knew hate and discrimination during his lifetime
as a gay man in 19th century England, where he was
tried and condemned for the “crime”of his sexual
preference. Trying to get words out of people’s vocabulary is a bit like burning
books; as Heinrich Heine
wrote, “Where they have
burned books, they will end
in burning human beings.”
All of these ideas point
in the direction of reappropriation. The meaning of
nigger is changing. Professor Kennedy points out that
it is increasingly used by
blacks to refer to other blacks, and even by whites
to refer to other whites, so much that it has become
the standard in certain contexts; “as a linguistic
landmark, nigger is being renovated.” This, however, doesn’t mean that its pejorative meaning has
been completely eliminated. “Nigger as a harbinger of hatred, fear, contempt, and violence remains
current, to be sure. But more than even before, nigger also signals other meanings and generates other
reactions, depending on the circumstances.”
Dr. Michael Eric Dyson, professor of sociology at Georgetown, goes so far as to present himself as a proponent of the use of nigga. Debating
Dr. Cornel West on whether it is permissible to say
this word, he says “I come from a tradition that
respects the integrity of particular contexts, which
means that the N-word
grew out of a loving, afirming culture that used
it in opposition to how the
dominant white culture
was using it.” He takes it
even further, completely
transforming the meaning
and use of the word during his speech at the State
of the Black Union in 2005. Here he presents the
concept of “nigga as a global phenomenon,” saying that oppressed and discriminated people are
niggas wherever they are. “That’s why I use the
term with promiscuity. I understand, that as a
nigga in America there are niggas throughout the
world. Can we connect through our core nigga-

dom to understand the vicious ways in which we have
been subverted? And inally, as people of color, we
cannot afford to (in one sense) give voice to policies
that don’t recognize the fundamental humanity of our
brothers and sisters.” This view not only takes away
any and all demeaning connotation from the word, but
transforms it into a unifying and empowering idea, an
idea under which all marginalized people who suffer
tragedies similar to those
of the blacks in the United
States,can ind shelter.
In the case of Colorado
College, the debate on the
use of this word is no less
enthralling. When asked
about what she thought on
the use of this word and
the power that has been attached to it, professor of
English and director of Race and Ethnic Studies Claire
Garcia said, “I have very mixed feelings. The word has
received an inordinate amount of power and it should
be demystiied. The meaning is changing, but it still
has so much damaging power because of internalized
shame. I don’t think any word should be that powerful. Anxiety, shame. When you hear it, some part of
you is saying, ‘Am I really that?’” I pointed out that
the eradication of the word could lead to the danger
of forgetting the racist past of this country, to which
she remarked that, “Forgetting is the great American
pastime. Forgetting is dangerous.” Finally, she broadened the subject by turning the question on me. In the
context of what this word represents, “How do we deal
with the legacy of white supremacy?”
Professor Manya Whitaker warned me that: “reappropriation requires historical knowledge about
the word. I personally
don’t believe in reappropriation. It can be equally
dangerous to forget it
than to normalize it.” To
this, I responded with the
example of the word gay. She acknowledged that indeed, the gay community has handled reappropriation
in a better way than the black community is doing it
right now. She explains that the black community is
still struggling internally with feelings of disgruntlement that keep it from reaching the necessary consensus to move forward, saying, “It is a good model,
the gay community has done an excellent job. But as a

“I come from a tradition that respects the integrity of particular
contexts, which means that the
N-word grew out of a loving, affi ming culture that used it in opposition to how the dominant white
culture was using it.”

“Reappropriation requires historical
knowledge about the word. I personally don’t believe in reappropriation.
It can be equally dangerous to forget
it than to normalize it.”

46

Cipher

body of people [the black community] is still angry.
It should rid itself of resentment and fear.” She also
pointed out that she worries whether young people
that have retaken the word are prepared to educate
others about it, about its history and its current use.
She agreed with my assertion that the words nigger
and gay are simply in different stages of reappropriation. She asserts about nigger: “My generation is the
transition generation, but our parents said ‘you can’t
use it,’ I don’t use it, but then I see my generation using it. I have friends who use it all the time. My kids’
generation will see it successfully reappropriated.”
I also had the chance to talk to DeAira Hermani, sophomore at CC and co-chair of the Black
Student Union. I asked her a speciic question: Who
can say nigger? “It can be acceptable for blacks and
other non-whites, because they can relate to similar
struggles. Not whites. When whites do it in the case
of music, [it] is not so uncomfortable because they
are repeating someone else’s words. But in general,
whites shouldn’t say it.” She, too, makes the point
that awareness of the background is extremely relevant: “If someone is going to say the word nigga,
that person has to know the history of the word.
It should not be taken lightly by whites. Saying it
just because you are trying to be be cool, or emulate celebrities is not OK.” I inquired if she has ever
bumped into this word in her day-to-day life at CC:
“In CC, it happens, but they are cautious if there are
black people around. People will apologize if they
realize there is a black person around. I have never
heard it being used directly against someone.”
The story of this very article is, I think, an interesting reflection on the problem at hand. I first came up
with the idea of naming it “What can niggers learn
from fags?”, implying that the current black community of the United States could learn important lessons from the gay liberation movement of the past
century. Quickly, it was called to my attention how
offensive this title was. And, although I knew this beforehand, I grossly underestimated the effect it could
have on readers from the United States.
This reaction is, in my opinion, proof that the effect of nigger and other words has been excessively
empowered by white supremacist discourse. The
imaginary concept of biological race has had a profound impact in this country, and has placed words
like nigger, beaner, kike, chink and many others on
pedestals where no one dares to touch them. This
makes them strong and fearsome. Others take the
words and put them away, out of sight and out of

mind. This carries the extreme danger of forgetting
history. Most of the ideas exposed here can be applicable to any form of offensive language, as every
minority group suffers abuse and discrimination in
one way or another. Jay-Z's words carry stupendous
signiicance and go straight to the root of this issue:
Words are not the problem, racism is the problem. q
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A SISTERHOD OF SORTS
Why I accidentally miss Catholic school
by Maddie Pillari, guest writer; illustration by Eboni Statham, guest artist

A

n all-girls Catholic school is exactly like
you would expect it to be, and nothing
like what you would expect it to be.
In many ways, my time at Convent
of the Sacred Heart was the most stiling eight years
of my life. It was an independent private school, not
legally bound to the Catholic Church. It was a good
school, too—the kind of place where out of 80 girls
in a grade, 10 would go to Georgetown, 10 would
go to Boston College, a handful to Ivies and the rest
to other brand-name colleges and universities. The
academics were competitive, the teachers were tough
and my classmates were smart.
But the institution was airless. I sometimes found
myself ighting to breathe underneath the oppressive and active administration. When you are a senior in high school, being chased down the hall by
the Student Dean because your socks aren’t white or
your kilt doesn’t fall two inches above your knees, it’s
hard not to feel just a bit resentful.
Our daily morning meeting began with three
minutes of silent prayer. Someone would read a
passage from the Bible or a poem, and then ring a
little Tibetan singing bowl to cue silence. During this
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time, study guides and lashcards that girls brought
in preparation for tests irst period were stored beneath chairs, phones remained in pockets and teachers scanned our bowed heads, ready to catch anyone
not praying diligently.
There are things about an all-girls school that are
wonderful and strange. There is a lot of unrestrained
emotion. Singing, dancing, crying—it didn’t matter
when, where or why. My peers became an intimate
part of my life, whether I wanted it that way or not.
Eight years of all-girls Catholic school shaped me in
a very deinitive way.
I didn’t make it easy for myself. Once, at the very
end of my junior year, I was teetering on the edge of
some kind of psychological break after the infamous
junior workload came to its climax during inals
week. My Spanish inal was the only test left, and
I had been carrying around a stack of study guides
and lashcards for three days. Dress uniform was required that morning for an end-of-the-year mass. I
forgot. Without the necessary uniform navy sweater
with the school logo, I was the perfect target for the
tired and cranky Assistant Dean.
She pulled me out of the swarm of girls iling

into the auditorium for the service, and began her diatribe: “I sent out two emails and made at least three
announcements this week about dress uniform. I
ind it so disrespectful that you chose to ignore the
rules. This is a formal mass, it isn’t that hard to remember a cardigan.”
Deliriously stressed and overtired, I did what
any other Sacred Heart girl would have done: I
started to cry. Standing in front of her, hiccupping,
my study guide crumpled
in my hands, I fell apart.
The Dean took a step back,
surprised and confused as
I struggled to catch my
breath between sobs.
She reached a hesitant hand out to comfort me,
and I flin hed backwards.
“Get away from me,” I said, talking back to authority for the irst time in my life. It was she who
then took a step back, shocked. “Don’t speak to me
like that,” she replied.
“Just stop,” I found myself repeating, over and
over. “You can’t speak to me like that,” she said again.
My figh -or-light instinct kicked in, and the urge to get
as far away from school as possible overwhelmed me.
I took one last shuddering breath, turned on my
heel and led to the parking lot, into my car and home.
My mom went into the school later that afternoon,
met with the Dean and the incident was forgotten. I
took my Spanish inal, did okay, finish d my junior
year and my senior year after that. But that bizarre
tension, between the heightened level of emotion at
Sacred Heart and the rigidity of the administration,
continued to chip away at me and my classmates.
However, when my Catholic school education

came to a close, I felt something I swore I never
would: nostalgia. I can blame it on Stockholm Syndrome, maybe. Or perhaps it can be attributed to
a dissipation of teenage angst as I embarked into
adulthood, or the solidarity and bonds that soldiers
form in the gruesome conditions of the trenches.
And in many ways, my classmates and I were together in the trenches: under constant ire, getting yelled
at for uniform infractions, enduring morning prayer,
collecting warning slips and
detentions, failed tests and
rejection letters. My sisters
in this holy war.
And yet, I became irrevocably comfortable at Sacred Heart. The friends I grew up with, the teachers
to whom I swore my eternal and unwavering wrath,
the uniform that allowed a blissfully mindless
morning routine; I can always visit when I’m home
on break, but it isn’t the same. I’m not a part of it
anymore. In a lot of ways this is a good thing—free
of the endless restrictions and censorship, I can inally breathe. Colorado College is probably the opposite of my high school. But although my memories of high school are not fond, they are tinged
with a sweet sentimentality, a wistfulness. A bizarre
homesickness for that comfort and security that at
once choked and enveloped me in its arms. Straining against the rules becomes habit, and there is an
ease that comes with the familiar battle.
We wore green plaid kilts, we braided each other’s
hair, we iled into chapel everyday as stern teachers
shushed our giggles. “This is a sacred space,” they
would whisper-shout at us. And maybe it was. q

“Get away from me,” I said, talking back to authority for the first
time in my life.
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A CULTURE
OF CENSORSHIP
Penal codes and societal norms in India
by Krithika Vachali, guest writer

W

hen I returned home from
my irst semester in college
in December 2011, I technically committed a crime.
I “imported” into India a copy of Salman Rushdie’s “The Satanic Verses,” a book banned in the
subcontinent. I did not even like the book, but
I wanted to sneak it in so I could silently stick it
to the notion of censorship in India, which is an
inherently harmful institution that caters more to
political agendas than to discourse around what is
tolerable within the Indian community.
Censorship in India is built around the ideal of diversity; we are all told that we need censorship in order
to preserve the fragile Indian community that counts
within it at least eight religions, various castes, several
national communities and a few gender-based minorities. Laws against free speech, labelled “hate speech
laws,” are actually part of the Indian Penal Code (IPC).
Under this law, speech acts—including art, literature
and ilm—are subject to censorship if found by a court
to threaten communal peace within the country.
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As with most laws in India, IPC 295(A) was established during the British Raj, the British colonial
rule over the now modern countries of Bangladesh,
India and Pakistan. 295(A) was created to address
the inadequacies of 153(A), which punished individuals who promoted “enmity between different
groups on grounds of religion, race, place of birth,
residence, language, etc., and doing acts prejudicial
to maintenance of harmony—whoever, by words
... or by visible representations or otherwise, promotes ... disharmony or feelings of enmity.” This
was deemed insuficient to penalize the publishers
of Rangila Rasul, a book that contained an account
of Prophet Muhammad’s sex life and was found to
be offensive by the Muslim community. In 1929, the
publisher, Rajpal, was acquitted under 153(A). However, he was murdered in court after his trial. His
acquittal, and subsequent public disapproval of his
actions that culminated in his murder, showed the
British Raj that they needed a new rule in place to
maintain the religious peace, and IPC 295(A) was
created, which reads as follows:

“Whoever, with deliberate and malicious intention of outraging the religious feelings of any class
of [citizens of India], [by words, either spoken or
written, or by signs or by visible representations or
otherwise], insults or attempts to insult the religion
or the religious beliefs of that class, shall be punished with imprisonment of either description for
a term which may extend to [three years], or with
ine, or with both.”
Ironically, at this time, the British Raj actively
enacted a divide and rule policy within India in
an attempt to hold on to the subcontinent, which
would leave the empire in 1947. Within this policy,
the British attempted to create political schisms on
existing religious and caste lines, causing members
of the Independence movement to succumb to
internal politics and break into different factions
such as the Muslim League or separate parties for
Dalits, or the oppressed caste. This enabled the
British to maintain power as the Independence
movement lost momentum.
Even though the British left, their divide and rule
policy is still visible today. The existence of Pakistan
was the irst historical split fomented by the policy
before 1947, and its legacy is present in communal
and state tensions that exist within India. Much more
succinct than its predecessor, IPC 295(A) allowed for
the swift imprisonment—if upheld by a court—of
anyone accused of publishing incendiary material.
Perhaps required to prevent the communal riots that
have shaken India since independence, they still apply to art in harmful ways. Moreover, the precedence
set during the Rajpal is dangerous; if the law is not
enough to send you to prison, communal violence is.
Salman Rushdie is a renowned literary igure
whose works are censored in India under this law.
The Jaipur Literary Festival held a video-link talk
with Rushdie in 2012, and activists for the Muslim
Manch threatened to “protest violently” if Rushdie was present. Thousands of protestors gathered
in the municipal gardens outside the festival space,
in protest against Rushdie. While public outrage
is not censorship, this outcry was inspired by it.
India banned “The Satanic Verses” in 1988, and
while possession isn’t a crime, import is. Due to
the sudden, relative unavailability of the book in
the subcontinent after the ban, the public at large
believed what was said about the book without
reading it themselves. It is doubtful that many of
the protesters at Jaipur had ever read “The Satanic
Verses”—they only knew its reputation of blasphe-

my and illegality. The phantom menace of the text
has grown through the ban into something that can
mobilize large groups of people into action without them ever being fully cognizant of exactly what
they are ighting against. The protests against the
book only serve to mobilize people in communal
ways that carry a threat of violence. These groups
perceive that their ideologies are under attack and
are ready to defend it, with violence if necessary.
While iction remains a space for contestation,
the truly disheartening part of censorship in India is that censorship extends to academic work.
Wendy Doniger’s “The Hindus: An Alternative History” was banned after it was criticized by Shiksha
Bachao Andolan Samiti (Movement to Save Education, SBAS) for being riddled with heresy regarding Hindu scripture. Dinanath Batra, the founder
of SBAS, speedily iled a lawsuit and the book was
banned. Publishers were ordered to stop selling the
book and dispose of unsold copies. This is only
one of the few books banned in the last few years
that ostensibly defy “Hindu sensibilities.”
The mechanism of the ban is as harmful as the
ban itself, and this is evident in the art world in India.
M.F. Hussain was an artist who chose to live in selfimposed exile from 2006 to 2011 rather than submit
to death threats, a stream of arrest warrants and the
general media circus. Known as the Picasso of India,
he was always a controversial igure. The controversy
rose to unprecedented heights in 2006 when he was
accused of hurting Hindu sentiments by painting naked images of Hindu gods and goddesses. The notion of sexuality attached to these deities, supported
by certain versions of mythology as well as reputed
scholarship, was anathema to the ideologies of certain religious political groups. Thankfully, the courts
did not ban Hussain’s works. They were available for
public consumption on the Internet. However, actual exhibitions of his work remained a pipe dream as
protestors locked to galleries. As in Rushdie’s case,
the legal steps taken against the work make it out to
be demonic or blasphemous. The latter may be decided in a court of public opinion, but no one should
be able to legally declare anything blasphemous in a
juridical system to effectively uphold the governance
of a secular democracy.
Films have a tougher time, as the Censor Board
for ilms in India adds an additional barrier to the IPC.
The Censor Board can choose to pre-emptively recommend “cuts” and withhold a ilm’s release so that
it doesn’t hurt religious or other societal sentiments.
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Filmmakers often prefer to make recommended
“cuts” rather than face the onslaught of potential lawsuits or the vast morass of red tape they
would have to cut through at the Censor Board to
actually release their ilms. This usually means that
big-budget ilms on sensitive issues that set aside
funds for legal issues get away without the cuts,
while most low-budget independent ilms addressing similar issues are unable to front legal costs and
face either delayed release or remain unreleased in
India. When they do premiere, months or sometimes years after their international releases, lowbudget ilms face much controversy due to being
legally banned in the irst place. The Censor Board
banned “Final Solution,” a documentary about the
Godhra riots in India (during which Muslims and
Hindus were killed due to communal violence), for
several months before it was
released. People are primed
to look at these ilms through
the lens of their banned status.
Controversy and hypersensitivity follow, and the narrative
created around the release of
these ilms and their consequent banning can never quite
be undone. The ilm bears the
stigma of being a “Deliberate
and malicious [act], intended to
outrage religious feelings of any class by insulting
its religion or religious beliefs” (IPC 295A).
Vishwaroopam, a Tamil ilm about the 10
avatars of the Hindu god Vishnu, was banned in
Tamil Nadu for two weeks before it was released,
predictably amidst much protest despite the fact
that the actor in it had a large fan following in
the state. Certain caste-based groups criticised
the song “Aaja Nachle” for making slurs against
specifi castes—for implying that traditionally
“cobbler” castes were inferior to the “goldsmith”
caste. A ban was swiftly upheld in the states of
Harayana, Punjab and Uttar Pradesh, only to be
removed a few weeks later after the producers
apologized and replaced the lyrics in question. The
song was popular in India despite the controversy
and brought to light another disturbing effect of
India’s luid censorship laws: People did not take
the issue seriously anymore.
According to some people, when everything
remotely related to religion or caste was censored
without the establishment of strictly offensive

material and its consequences for the community in
question, censorship was just something politicians
did because they could. Not only is censorship a legal mechanism that reduced the seriousness of castebased or religious slurs, it is also a political mechanism
that is becoming increasingly more visible to people.
Instead of asking why a song was offensive, we now
ask which political party stands to gain from the media spotlight around the ban. As a dispirited friend and
Madhuri Dixit (the actress in Aaja Nachle) fan told me
over the phone, “Bas, controversy karane ke liye, yahan to sabka lafda chalta hai. Ban nikalvate woh paise
lete hain, ya ban karake logon se vote maangte hain.
Dekh lo, election ke time pe hi sabko padne ki shauk
chad jaati hai” (They do this just to create controversy.
Everyone has a racket going here. They take money to
remove the ban, or use the ban as political capital to get
votes from certain people. Just
see, it is during elections that
these bans come into place.)
Organizations with different religious afiliations are
usually the ones to impose the
bans, as seen with “The Satanic
Verses” or even “The Hindus:
An Alternative History.” The
motives behind these bans may
remain unclear, but their perception as both useless and unwarranted on one end of the issue, to absolutely valid
and unquestionable on the other end of the issue, is
harmful. There is little to no middle ground.
In erring on the side of declaring most things to
be offensive to soothe rufled communal sentiments,
the legal ban on materials either trivializes or promotes
violence. Moreover, the ban always demonizes the artist, writer or ilmmaker as “deliberately or maliciously”
producing material that threatens societal harmony. It
does not take into account the possibility for constructive rhetoric regarding issues of religion or caste that
can emerge from public discourse untouched by legal
frameworks; it simply condemns.
In fact, it condemns before it even considers the
merit of the lawsuit asking for the ban, because bans
continue to be lifted after they are imposed. Moreover, the spatial locations of these bans, sometimes
only applicable in certain states and not others, makes
people question why something may be offensive to
a certain part of the country and not to another. Instead of creating a space where people can discuss
offensive materials to evaluate their effect on com-

Not only is censorship a legal
mechanism that reduced the
seriousness of caste-based or
religious slurs, it is also a
political mechanism that is
becoming increasingly more
visible to people.
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munities and their narratives, they legally disappear
from public consumption.
Despite their censorship, I can still view Hussein’s
sketches. I can still read “The Satanic Verses.” I can
still watch Visharoopam. The censorship laws aren't
actually able to completely limit public consumption.
They do however, act as an oficial disavowal of the
sentiments of the work, which creates a negative
hypersensitivity that leads to further division along
caste, religious and class lines. It also discourages
people who buy the legal narrative around the material—that it is blasphemous, demonic, heretical or
just bad—from consuming it because the consumer
is now doing something illegal. It makes illegal the
questioning and shaping of discourse. It allows the
government to wash its hands of potentially dificult
dialogue by simply banning things.
If we look at how the colonial rule, 295(A), is
affecting Indian society today, we can see an echo
of the divide and rule policy that the British carried
out successfully. Indians remain unable to interact
with each other on religious issues largely because
of excessive polarization on those very terms.
295(A) needs further consideration in legal circles,
though we need to ind ways to take it out of a legal
framework entirely. Having public opinion decide
whether material is offensive is probably the best
solution, because it no longer places the barrier of
legality on discourse.
It also prevents what can appear to be legal endorsements of violence. When a protest against
banned material turns violent some people can perceive that the violence is legally justiied. India needs
discourse around what is appropriate for its diverse
community; Indians need to be able to condemn political speeches that are anti-Hindu, or anti-Muslim,
or anti-anything; they need to be able to talk about
why caste based slurs are not tolerable. We cannot do
that as long as a legal system presumes to do it for
us, because the legal system creates binaries of legal
and illegal, good and bad, which cannot support the
aforementioned discussion. Censorship, in its legal
sense, should not exist in India. q
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TEXT SPEAK EXPLAINED
Tell me what u rly mean
by Brian LeMeur, staff writer

I

t is Friday night; Matt and Nicole hooked
up last Saturday and haven’t spoken since.

MATT 6:19 PM
hey nicole u doing anything tonight?
(Hey Nicole, it was so nice to make out with you last Saturday night on our way back from getting Taquitos. I’m
sure we had great conversation but, alas, I don’t recall any
of it! Anyway, I was wondering if you would be interested
in enjoying sexual contact with me tonight.)
NICOLE 6:47 PM
Hey Matt! Idk yet. We might go check out The
Raisins, I heard they’re playing at the Wastement.
How about you?
(Hey Matt, you must not remember what happened last
Saturday night? Heavily intoxicated, you took me to get
Taquitos with you. When we were in 7/11, you got in
an argument with the clerk when he said that the Black
Hawks sucked! Afterwards, you ate my Taquitos, a theft
that normally wouldn’t bother me but the extra snack only
made the stench of your breath worse when you kissed me
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on the cheek in front of Mathias. [I live in Loomis, silly!]
Nevertheless, I found you entertaining and the thought of
buying me food was charming [even though you subsequently stole it!], not to mention you are moderately handsome.
Thus, I am willing to consider seeing you tonight, with or
without Taquitos.)
MATT 6:50 PM
oh that sounds sweet…prolly just pregaming in
my friend’s room and then going out
(I hate live music but if it’s what you want, I can endure.
If I am going though, I will need to be completely wasted!
My roommate and I are going to watch Lionel Messi free
kick videos and take no fewer than four shots. Frank
Ocean will be playing.)
NICOLE 7:11 PM
Sweet! Well let me know if you decide to go out!
(Ah. Your interest in alcohol is starting to turn me off.
And Annika wants to invite the girls over and watch
“Land Before Time.” It’s not looking good for you, Matt!)

MATT 9:46 PM
heyy nicole
(I like really hope you can come out cuz I like really wanna
see you. I have been thinking about making out with your
face all night. *Burp* I bet this party would be less sweaty
if you were here! Hmm... maybe I should get Taquitos.)
NICOLE 10:11 PM
Hey Matt!
(Hey Matt, as I predicted, it’s not looking good for you,
buddy. Littlefoot just met Cera and Amy bought cookie
dough from the C Store.)
MATT 10:13 PM
u comingt out??
(Is this like gonna happen or not? I’m super confused, like
are we doing this thing or not? I like really really want
Taquitos.)
NICOLE 10:32 PM
Uhh idk I’m feeling pretty tired, might just stay in.
(Definitely not. The misspelling and number of question
marks indicates that you are drunk. Goddamnit Sharptooth! Quench your Taquito lust, Matthew.)
MATT 10:38 PM
but the Raisins are soooo good!!u shhld stop bye!
(I will never go to live music again. This is so sweaty! I just
want to, like, see you not even to hookup I just like want
to see you. I am so sweaty. Maybe we can get Taquitos?)
NICOLE 10:54 PM
Ah that sounds great but I gotta wake up early to
write a paper! Think I’m gonna stay in.
(It’s really late and Smiley’s has half-priced pancakes before 9 a.m. on Sunday.)
MATT 10:55 PM
ahhhh Nicollleeee ill eat a taquitos for you!,
(ahhhh nicollleeee I’ll eat a taquito for you!)

think you would recognize my voice. Mario Kart is so fun. I
have no intention of coming home tonight.)
MOM 9:37 PM
Okay sweetie luv u. how is Tommy?
(Thanks for getting back to me, sweetheart. But I think you
might be high. You are a silly boy to lie to me.)
ROD 9:49 PM
Great!
(Who the hell is Tommy? Oh! I’m at Tommy’s house. Oh yes,
he is very high and great.)
MOM 9:50 PM
Good 2 heare. So what is your plan for the night?? Ur
lil sis rlly wants to see her brother!
(I’m glad to know that Tommy is doing well, but you must
know I do not care! How about you come home now so I can
look at those beautiful red eyes myself, you pothead!)
MOM 10:36 PM
Pls answer your phone.
(You are really stepping it up as a shithead. I met your father in
college but even he wasn’t this bad.)
ROD 10:40 PM
Sorry mom! i think im gonna stay at hanson’s.. is that
cool? i will hangout with Jess tomorrow i rpromise..
ill text her
(So Ryan came over and he brought his new bong. We’ve been
on Rainbow Road for like 45 minutes. Bowser is a chiller. I
just want to shrink to like 4 inches, grow a mustache, put on
overalls, and hop around like Mario. Hahahahahahahahahahahahaha how funny would that be? Holy shit I can’t breathe;
I’m laughing too hard. About coming home, I think it is in the
interest of everyone [you, me, other drivers] for me to stay here.
And Mrs. Hanson makes the dopest waffles! Mmhmm I can’t
wait. Yummy yummy. I’m pretty sure this text took me 15
minutes to compose—hope it makes sense!)

Rod is home for the holidays and, to the displeasure of his mom, he went out with his friends on his
first night hom .

MOM 10:41 PM
Fine, honey but u know that i always want a plan. see
u in the morning.
(You may have won the battle, son, but I promise you will fall
in the war. See me in the morning, and my wrath will rain
down on you!)

ROD 9:34 PM
Hey mom! Sry i didn’t pick up, we’re at a movie...
should be home by midnight
(Mom, I can’t describe to you how high I am right now. I don’t

ROD 10:56 PM
sounds good. good night!,
(Dearest mother, how are you this clueless. Score! The Hansons
have frozen Cinnarolls #latenightmunchies!)

-----

October 2014

55

Neal and Connor are buddies. They are considering going to the gym to play some basketball.
NEAL 3:13 PM
yo u wanna ball?
CONNOR 3:23 PM
Yeah in a little bit i gotta do some stuff.
(Not really, but my masculine ego can’t refuse the invitation
to duke it out with our jump shots. I was going to masturbate, give me a minute.)
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(You are surely masturbating, but it’s okay, because my
“pick-up” story is a ruse for my intellectual curiosity, about
which I am a bit embarrassed! I’m going with Caitlin, the
girl from our FYE with a 4.0.)
CONNOR 3:38 PM
Hahahaha nah man I handed in a late assignment
and my teacher told me I could do a one pagewriteup of a current event to make up for it. Oh
word. What are you gonna get?
(Yes! I am masturbating. You know me too well, Neal. I
have a hunch about your commitment at 5 though!)

NEAL 3:27 PM
word well i have to be somewhere at 5 so we should
go soon... what do u have to do?
(Good to hear, Connor. But there’s a talk on T.S. Eliot at
5:30 and I want to get good seats. Are you masturbating
by chance?)

NEAL 3:40 PM
idk prolly a fifth of fireball and Genesse and some
Seagram’s I’m feeling G and T’s
(All I want is to hear “The Wasteland.” Is that too much
to ask? T.S. Eliot’s favorite drink was a gin martini.)

CONNOR 3:32 PM
Hw... what’s at 5?
(Masturbating. Do you have to masturbate at 5?)

CONNOR 3:43 PM
Cool man well I'll text you when I’m heading over.
(See you soon, liar. Now let me masturbate!)

NEAL 3:35 PM
hw at 3:30 on a Friday?? dude you’re definitely
masturbating... Sam and I were gonna go pick up
for tonight

NEAL 3:48 PM
word sounds good
(He has no idea!) q
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ALL HAIL LLOYD
Drawing the line between boyfriend and
God
by Anonymous; illustrations by Heidi Flores, staff artist

I

f you are my friend, I have lied to you. I’m
sorry, and I’ll correct the mistake right now: I
did not meet my ex-boyfriend Lloyd at a Jesus
and Mary Chain concert. We met online. We
were both at that concert, but he was downstairs in
the “you can drink” zone because he was 24, and I
was upstairs in the “all ages” balcony because it was
my 18th birthday. When I went home, I made a Last.
fm journal entry about the concert. He found it, commented, and the ensuing conversation chain lasted for
11 months. I’ll tell you now: Our relationship ended up becoming very unhealthy and nearly abusive.
There are many types of unhealthy relationships, but
here’s what happened to me.
Within weeks of meeting, Lloyd and I were
texting and talking on the phone for five hours
a day. He told me he was a 24-year-old Berkeley
grad with a double degree, but, for some reason,
he worked part-time at a pizza joint. He owned
1,800 CDs, and they covered an entire wall of his
room. He sent some pictures before we met in
person: He was a cute Mexican guy with a bowl
haircut and a knockout smile.

On July 17, 2012, we met in person at Book Off,
a Japanese secondhand media store. He was standing
in front of the store, tapping his foot and wearing a
denim jacket, jeans and a red Wedding Present shirt.
Red was his favorite color. He was colorblind. The date
was awkward and we blurted out weird things because
we were both recluses. “I haven’t hung out with a girl in
two years,” he said. We ended up kissing at a stop sign
next to an In-N-Out Burger and agreed to meet again.
I was relishing Lloyd and our dates to Kobey’s Swap
Meet. But there was one red lag: I noticed he wasn’t
responsive to my interests. When I showed him my
doodles and told him about my sci-i novel ideas, he
just didn’t react. But he did react when he told me to
listen to The Perfect Perscription by Spacemen 3, and I
told him it was great. Lloyd was the only decent thing I
had going on, so I started doing more things to please
him. First, I replaced all my music with his taste. For a
reason I have no explanation for, he refused to listen to
any band that formed after the year 1989. Fugazi but
never Drive Like Jehu. Talk Talk but never Bark Psychosis. He would outright ridicule me when I played a
post-’89 band such as Sigur Rós in the car, and make it
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so awkward that I would just take the easy way out and
put on Miles Davis. In the course of our relationship, I
would take all 500-something of his recommendations,
and he would take zero of mine.
I calculated my every action to please him: I
stopped reading books because he didn’t like iction, I tried to talk in an “intellectual” way to impress him and I copied his interest in ethnic cuisine.
I also changed my identity. By pure coincidence, we
were both interested in the
Enneagram, a personality
theory that says that there are
nine basic types of people.
He said he was defini ely a
ive—“the
thinker”—and
even before we had met, I
thought I was a ive, too. He
started using statements like,
“We are ives—we have zero
emotions. I’m so glad I found
another robot.” I made it my
full-time job trying to adhere
to this “robot” idea, pushing all my emotions away,
also conforming to other ive traits such as “enjoys
researching” and “has hard time empathizing with
others.” To practice this latter trait, I once laughed
inappropriately at my grandma’s failing health and
made my mom cry. And I didn’t care because, like

the Christians say, “Only God is my judge.” God was
Lloyd. Sorry, Mom.
In the last few months we dated, it became obvious
that he had severe PTSD from being in Chile during the
2010 earthquake. He got a new job that required two
hours a day of tutoring elementary schoolers, and he shut
down and stopped talking to me for a week. He would
become paralyzed by minor obstacles such as illing out
one-page forms, and he started to mention Chile ten times
a day. I would send him loving messages, all sprinkled with
“intellectual” language, only to
get pessimistic one-sentence responses. I kept trying because
I hoped that I could cure him
and then would feel worthy of
something (despite the fact that
he said he didn’t want therapy).
There’s a very speciic, clogged
state of mind that I hope I never
feel again: when you’ve practically given your soul to please
someone and they don’t acknowledge it at all—and foolishly, you resolve to try even harder. Meanwhile, my best
friend stopped talking to me. I took on Lloyd’s habit of
frequently buying CDs, a stress-relief technique that I had
adopted from him. I started blowing hundreds of dollars
on music, then trading it all in.

I calculated my every action to
please him: I stopped reading
books because he didn’t like fi tion, I tried to talk in an “intellectual” way to impress him
and I copied his interest in ethnic cuisine. I also changed my
identity.
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On May 12, 2013—his birthday—Lloyd lost his
marbles. First he brought me into his living room and
started pointing at the presents his parents had gotten
him, loudly denouncing each one so they could hear.
Then I forgot to say goodbye to his dad when he left
the house, so Lloyd started yelling at me. He told me
that I had Narcissistic Personality Disorder and Asperger’s. His proof was, “When you get up to get water for yourself, you don’t ask me if I want any.” One
of the many sentences that
made me shiver in the night
was “You can’t take care of
yourself. Do you know how
many times I’ve saved your
life?” Then he said that he was
planning to kill himself. I ran
outside crying and my car was getting towed—and he
was the one who had told me to park in that space. I
emailed him “It’s over” a few days later, and we have
not spoken since.
It took me a year to realize this, but my “best
friend ever” who felt like my own flesh and blood was
emotionally abusive. When he insulted me, I felt destroyed and like I had no purpose. His mental health
problems made me feel responsible, since I was his
only support network. And since I couldn’t help him,
I felt helpless and guilty. Not to mention I had basically invested my entire self in him until there was
none of myself left, just a messy imitation of someone else. Luckily, the onlydamage I received from that
blow was a semi-mental breakdown and a life lesson
or three. Who knows what would have happened if
I continued with the whole façade. I very well could
have skipped college, moved in and had a kid with
the guy, while trying not to watch my whole world fall
apart because I hated who I was.
Now for the semi-mental breakdown: I spent a lot
of money on CDs, illed the black hole in my heart
with Mexican food and blew up at everyone I knew.
But once I came to Colorado College, I started to get
in touch with my actual self. Block 2, I bought a CD by
a ’90s band. Block 3, I stopped yelling at people in my
hall. Block 4, I made some friends. Block 7, my nonstop
fantasies of disagreeing with him subsided. During the
summer, I went to Sex and Love Addicts Anonymous,
where middle-agers who cheat on their spouses hugged
me and told me that I have a whole life ahead of me.
When typing and talking, I dropped the “intellectual”
act and started to sound like who I really was—a scattered, disaffected youth who goes online too much.
And then I went to therapy, where I found out I exhibit

typical co-dependent behavior.
While holding alternately vibrating handles supposed to “shake up my brain” (it’s called EMDR and
it’s been proven by science) the therapist and I fi ured out the root cause of my co-dependency. I was
a social reject my entire life, which led to an “I’m not
good enough” complex; I figured in every friendship
or relationship that if I was compliant enough, the
other person would like me. And if I said something
I found out the other person
disagreed with, I would feel
waves of shame and invalidation and quickly jump to correct my “mistake.”
Finally, 15 months after
the breakup, I gave in and
looked at Lloyd’s Rate Your Music Page, a habit that I
had sworn off. He had gotten fat and acquired an additional 1,400 CDs. That was when I truly put Lloyd
to rest: he wasn’t God, nor was he a Frightening Man
From My Past. He was some total loser, a controlling,
slightly abusive jerk. I wasn’t the first victim, either:
I found his ex girlfriend’s Rate Your Music page and
she owned 488 CDs, most of them Lloyd-approved.
The last time Aleesha catalogued something on the
site was December 13, 2010.
I don’t know how to escape every abusive or unhealthy relationship. All I learned was that people need
to afirm their own identity while dating someone.
Everyone has something exciting to bring to the table,
and the point of a relationship is a mutual exchange
of selves, not for one person to be absorbed into the
other. Also, if your boyfriend works at a pizza place and
says things like “That’s what happens when you try—
you fail!” with utter sincerity, he’s not going to treat you
like a princess for very long. q

It took me a year to realize this,
but my “best friend ever” who
felt like my own flesh and blood
was emotionally abusive.
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THE EVOLUTION
IN FLOW
Hip-hop from Wu-Tang clan to Eminem
by Andrew Braverman, guest writer

H

ip-hop/rap has come a long way
from the cheery fl w of groups like
The Sugarhill Gang, who rapped
about “the rhythm of the boogie,”
or The Fat Boys, who admitted “we may feel a little
chubby / But don’t feel slump.” Nowadays, ambitious
young MCs spit lyrics that seem both extremely offensive and lyrically basic to many fans of rap. Rick
Ross discussed date rape in his “U.O.E.N.O,” and
Soulja Boy claimed that women “wanna lick the molly
off [him]” in his collab with Migos titled, “We Ready.”
Many rap enthusiasts are outraged at these derogatory,
controversial lyrics that permeate contemporary rap,
claiming that the quality of rap/hip-hop has sharply
declined. The elementary nature of lyrics today, as
well as the monotonous, trashy instrumentals that accompany many tracks, support this claim.
Before considering the evolution of lyrics in rap,
it’s important to irst analyze the foundations and inception of the art of hip-hop. A derivative of James
Brown-esque funk, R&B, soul and jazz, hip-hop
originated in the crime-riddled streets of the Bronx
in the early ’70s. A fusion product of spoken word
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poetry with inluences of the preaching nature of
the black church, hip-hop was initially (and is still
oficially) composed of four different parts: rap music, turntablism/DJing, breaking/breakdancing and
grafiti art. Many of the great fathers of rap belonged to the latter three components of hip-hop.
Grand Master Flash, Afrika Bambaataa and DJ Hollywood are all examples of the DJing constituent.
Over the past couple decades, a trend that heavily
favored the “rap” part of hip-hop culture became
evident. Many remain ignorant of the fact that hiphop contains three other elements because they’ve
been all but severed from their association with the
culture as a whole. Grafiti art and breakdancing
have struggled to gain a national stage, while DJing
hip-hop music is not what it used to be.
This new lifestyle quickly spread to other boroughs, primarily Brooklyn and Harlem. Soon after
that, some hip-hop subcultures began to pop up in
L.A. and spread throughout the West Coast. The rap
portion of hip-hop was used as a form of expression,
much like poetry. In the mid-to-late ’70s, ’80s and
even early ’90s, we see this expression representing

different things than it does now. Run DMC would
spit about his fantastic low and the Beastie Boys
boasted about their lyrical superiority over all MCs.
In the late ’80s moving into the ’90s, groups like A
Tribe Called Quest showed how lyrical rap was still
alive and well. They even popularized the sub-genre
of jazz rap. Classics like “Bonita Applebum” and
“Electric Relaxation” expressed the group’s anti-materialistic views and playful lyrical approach. Around
the same time period, a group by the name of NWA
came onto the scene, “straight outta Compton.”
Their appearance, along with other groups like the
2 Live Crew, represents a revolutionary pivot in the
entire hip-hop scene. Rap took a turn for a darker
and more violent period, and also one chock-full of
disrespect: “Gangsta Rap.” One of NWA’s more famous songs, “Chin Check,” began with a sample of
a woman calling 911, then getting shot. 2 Live Crew
touted their incivility towards women in particular in
their hit “Pop that Pussy,” in which Brother Marquis
rapped, “I like the way you
lick the champagne glass /
It makes me wanna stick my
dick in your ass.” These lyrics would have shocked the
early MCs and DJs who pioneered the genre. Censorship
is nowhere to be found.
The unparalleled WuTang Clan came to the stage
the same decade, presenting a never-before-seen
relentless low that shocked the rap community.
Widely considered the best rap group of all time,
Wu-Tang avoided violent or disrespectful allusions
and managed to create very intellectual lyrics about
social commentary. If NWA was the epitome of
violent “gangsta” rap in the ’90s, Wu-Tang would
be the moderate center (and Lonnie Rashid Lynn,
or Common, could have represented the virtuous,
more-respectful side of rap in the ’90s). In one of
his most famous singles, he rapped to a woman,
“It’s important, we communicate and tune the fate
of this union […] I never call you my bitch or even
my boo, there’s so much in a name and so much
more in you.” Growing up in a generation where
the most prominent rap to bump was Eminem’s
“Mockingbird,” or 50 Cent’s “Just a Lil Bit,” I considered the variety refreshing.
Nas, another talented MC, also debuted his talent in the ’90s. Fusing together lyrics that represented street life experience with a funky yet crisp

low, Nas was regarded as one of the best rappers
of all time. Two more historically important rap
artists were Tupac Shakur and Christopher Wallace
(The Notorious B.I.G.). These two titans of the
game sparked off the still-present East Coast vs.
West Coast rap rivalry, with Tupac representing the
West and Biggie representing the East. The Notorious B.I.G. sprinkled into his works echoes of
“gangsta” violent rap as seen by groups like NWA.
He also rapped about how he made it to stardom
and his times of struggle (see “Juicy”).
While some considered Tupac a hypocrite for not
practicing all that he preached in his rhymes, others considered him an intellectual who crafted some
of the best verses of all time. As a young man, he
preached pacifis , but entertained a notably violent
life. Tupac’s intellectual proclivity is evidenced by his
favorite literature (Machiavelli’s “The Prince” and Sun
Tzu’s “Art of War”). His purported penchant for these
texts was obvious. For a while, Tupac went by the
stage name “Makavelli.” Dr.
Michael Dyson proclaimed,
“Tupac helped to combat the
anti-intellectualism in rap, a
force […] that pervades the
entire community.” Tupac
was also known for the political sermons that he incorporated into many of his raps,
a component that influenced
rappers for years to come (e.g. Immortal Technique
and his “The 4th Branch,” and “Freedom of Speech,”
spewing anti-government hate and conspiracies). In
“Words of Wisdom,” Tupac argues that the “lower
class” was “made to feel inferior, but [they’re] superior
/ Pledge allegiance to a flag that neglects us / Honor a
man who refuses to respect us.”
At the turn of the century, an unfortunate trend
was witnessed wherein the violence and degradation
of ’90s “gangsta” rap persisted, but lyrical low and
ability became more rare. The preaching and artful
mastery that was so prevalent in so many of the pre2000 MCs is, for the most part, nowhere to be found.
Artists like Big Boi, Andre 3000, Ludacris and Young
Jeezy continued to promote the “dirty south” rap
movement, which was characterized by the drum
machine rhythm and screamed lyrics. The work of
T.I. provided a good example for the homogenous
topics that began to consume popular rap. In the
Atlanta-born rapper’s 2008 hit single “Whatever You
Like,” listeners heard all about T.I.’s “stacks on deck”

At the turn of the century, an
unfortunate trend was witnessed
wherein the violence and degradation of ’90s “gangsta” rap
persisted, but lyrical flow and
ability became more rare.
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and his “Patron on ice.” He dehumanized women,
sharing how this one girl’s “brain was so good, [he]
swore [she] went to college.” Curtis Jackson (50
Cent) employed similar lyrical devices, and also enjoyed chronicling his drug-dealing exploits and arsenal of “pieces” (guns). Kanye West and Lil Wayne
were two more artists who entered the scene in the
2000s, and shifted towards, more controversial music
later in the decade when they released “Yeezus” and
“Rebirth,” respectively. The former featured more
electronic synths than rap lyrics, and the latter received near-unanimous negative reviews—so ended
Lil Wayne’s foray into rock.
While Eminem undoubtedly offered up lyrics that
are insulting/offensive towards certain groups—for
example, he made frequent use of the word “fag,”
and other homophobic slurs—there is no denying
that he is a great MC. Many of his raps feature elaborate wordplay that is rarely seen in rap. In his recently released “Rhyme or Reason,” he spits “Too busy
getting stoned in your glass house / to kick rocks”
and “the king of nonsense and controversy is on, a /
Beat killing spree, your honor, I must plead / guilty,
cause I sparked a revolution.”
Not many rappers have had as much impact on
the industry as Jay-Z, one of the top three wealthiest rappers alive, partially as a result of his former
involvement with Def Jam recordings and Roc-aFella records. Jay-Z carefully placed vocal emphasis
and grammar to formulate a unique, catchy low.
“I’m not a businessman, / I’m a business, man! /
Let me handle my business, damn” he raps in “Diamonds from Sierra Leone.”
Rap today is dominated by a peculiar amalgam
of characters, many of whom seem incapable of
producing the linguistically intellectual verses of
past decades. “Artists” like Chief Keef, Riff Raff,
Gucci Mane and Rich Homie Quan have become
national celebrities. Chief Keef repeated the word
“boy” over 40 times in his hit “Love Sosa.” In
20 of the 44 unique lines in his crowning jewel “I
Don’t Like,” he repeated the phrase (you guessed
it) “I Don’t Like.” After pronouncing lines like “I
got a bad bitch, yeah that bitch right” and “I gets
lotsa commas / I can f*ck yo mama,” Mr. Keef had
me thoroughly confused. Some lyrical rap is alive
and well today. An example is rap group Pro Era,
featuring Joey Bada$$, who raps lyrics resonant of
the talent seen in another age.
Hip-hop and its lyrics have evolved and will
continue to do so. Perhaps in ive to 10 years we’ll
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hear people returning to rapping about it being
“12 o’clock, midnight […] want[ing] a snack” and
“head[ing] downstairs [too see that] the fridge was
packed” (Jail House Rap). Perhaps rap lyrics will
trend away from the topics of slinging coke, coitus
with many different women and overall derogation.
Who will be the next Wu-Tang or Nas? For now, unfortunately, I believe we are stuck in an epoch of rap
deined by nonsensical, obscene and unintelligent
lyrics. Nas puts it best in “Hip-Hop is Dead”: “everybody sound[s] the same, commercialize the game
/ [I] reminisce when it wasn’t all business.” q
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LIFE IN JAIL
A censored existence
by Addis Goldman, staff writer; illustration by Kelsey Skordal, layout editor

“T

he rules keep everything orderly
around here,” announced deputy Gomez, who has worked at the El Paso
County Corrections Department for
nearly 13 years. He is the jail’s primary coordinator for group visitation. Alan Prendergast, a regular visiting professor at Colorado College and my
professor for a journalism class I took last spring,
decided to coordinate with Gomez to secure a tour
of the jail for our class.
First, we were asked to form a line and slowly
supply our driver’s licenses to a large woman sitting behind a grey, fortiied circular desk at the end
of the lobby, if we can call it that. As we stood in
line, our attention was drawn towards Gomez, who
watched us ile through this procedure.
He’s a thick man, built sturdy like a farm hand,
with a buzz cut and bulky Oakley sunglasses
propped up on top of his forehead. He stood stiff
and upright with his black, gum-soled mid-top
military boots firmly rooted against the glistening
white plastic floor. When we had all produced our

licenses, Gomez directed us to follow him, saying,
“OK, now stay in a single file line, and don’t stray
off anywhere.” He opened the exit door, and we
cautiously followed.
Gomez led us into a hallway. At the end of the
hallway was the irst door to the main jailing facility. We bunched up next to the door, above which
a plastic sign listed a number of clothing requirements that must be conformed to upon entry. One
reads: “Exposed midriff, cleavage, or back are not
allowed.” Another reads: “Skirts, halter tops, or seethrough clothing are not allowed.” These cosmetic
censorship protocols set the tone for the rest of
the tour and impressed an immediate sense of the
numerous constraints on inmates in the facility.
To gain entry, Deputy Gomez began by pressing a small, red circular button next to the door.
He held it down for a second and stated his name.
Then, someone in the security control room, nestled away in a secure space in the middle of the
facility, veriied it was Gomez by camera. The door
swung open and for the irst time we saw inmates
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wearing those famous orange jumpsuits, milling
around the end of the long corridor ahead.
Gomez led us down the hallway, past some
small conversation rooms where inmates talk on
phones through glass walls to visitors. In the middle of the hallway, there was an elevator. A belligerent and handcuffed man was escorted into it,
guided by two jail guards. “When we take them in
the elevator, we make them stand directly face to
face with the back right corner of the elevator, so
they can’t pull any moves on us,” Gomez dispassionately commented as we walked by.
At the end of the hallway was a circular room with
a desk manned by women
behind computers. Inmates
were all over the place, sitting
in plastic chairs, waiting to
use the phones in the room,
or to be “processed” in one
way or another by either a
desk worker or a guard. There
was a section of what were
essentially “time-out” rooms,
where agitated inmates waiting to be “processed” were
temporarily placed for 30 minutes or so if they acted
out. This isn’t meant to dehumanize the raucous, detained inmates, but it did anyway.
Once we gained contact with inmates, we began to observe the rapport that the guards had with

them. “Their behavior dictates their conditions,”
Gomez said of the detained. “If you give respect
around here, you get respect around here,” he added
emphatically, as if it were a proverb inscribed on a
statue outside the jail. “The troublemakers get the
most security attention, and the inmates who behave
well get their conditions improved incrementally.
Thirty percent of the inmates are scared. The rest
don’t care; they’re repeat offenders,” he relayed.
The well-behaved 30 percent end up in “The Tower,” which is the place you want to be, Gomez explains,
referring to a ward of the jail that allows inmates to
play basketball, consort with
one another and roam freely
in a dormitory-style mess hall.
Over time, inmates who display upright behavior and respect for the institution’s procedures are allowed to become
what the jail calls “trustees,”
or informal employees of the
jail. We saw one such “trustee”
pushing a janitorial cart, illed
with rolls of toilet paper, a
mop, a broom, a dustpan, some
soap and some candy bars.
“I’ve been shot seven times. Stabbed 24,” the
trustee, an anonymous senior Blood gang member, said. He was serving a twelve-year sentence for
weapons a possession charge and a charge for cocaine possession with intent to sell.

There was a section of what
were essentially “time-out”
rooms, where agitated inmates
waiting to be “processed” were
temporarily placed for 30 minutes or so if they acted out. This
isn’t meant to dehumanize the
raucous, detained inmates, but
it did anyway.
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In order for Gomez to maintain order in the
most problematic wards, he uses respected inmates
with criminal connections, like this “trustee,” to get
a pulse on what’s going on in a certain ward. This
anonymous “trustee” is feared, and runs in respected criminal circles. However, Gomez makes it clear
that he doesn’t trust this or any other “trustee” that
works for the jail. “If I see him on the street, will I
shake his hand? No. But I will give him a dap,” he
said, urging us to remember that their relationship
was strictly professional.
Jails are glum, conining, repressive and mechanical places. The walls are all painted the same
off-white beige. Inmates eat three compulsory and
bland meals a day. There are cameras everywhere,
making inmates resentful and aware of the weight
of perpetual surveillance.
Trying to live the “good life” in jail—procuring
drugs and other substances to ease the sentence—
is treacherous and costly. According to an ex-state
penitentiary worker I met by chance in Manitou
Springs, “Prisoners deal in cigarettes as their main
currency. A carton equals about $1,000. So, do the
math. That’s how you buy shit in there. Everything
is turned into currency ... I’ve seen guys who’ve put
heroin into plastic bags, eaten the bags, shit them
out, then eaten the bags covered in shit to get the
stuff past security. I know how this stuff works.”
One of the most haunting aspects of jail and
prison life seems to be of an existential nature.
Michelle Alexander, the now-famous author of
“The New Jim Crow,” a book about the features
of systematic injustices committed against black
Americans, claims something akin to this suspicion.
She argues, “Once a person is labeled a felon, he
or she is ushered into a parallel universe in which
discrimination, stigma and exclusion are perfectly
legal, and privileges of citizenship such as voting
and jury service are off-limits. It does not matter
whether you have actually spent time in prison;
your second-class citizenship begins the moment
you are branded a felon.”
We can begin to imagine that each inmate, either
serving a shorter sentence in jail or a tragically long
sentence in prison, has an acute awareness of just
how long he will be subjected to the regimented
atmosphere in which he inds himself. To perceive
the realities of life after jail is almost as daunting
as it is to tolerate the realities of life in jail. The
knowledge of how society will perceive your afiliation with jail time, becoming the second-class citi-

zen as Alexander speaks of—this impending sense
of how you will be treated upon exit, and how you
will be marginalized on that basis—exerts an anxiety which, over time, permeates like a growing cancer in the inmates psyche.
Jail needs to be a disciplinary place. But we
should radically reconsider how we conceive of disciplining criminals and what we believe jailing them
achieves. Should we lock offenders up in stuffy
boxes with other criminals and, in a way, encourage
criminal fraternities? Jails don’t disarm criminals or
offer them some alternative lifestyle. For the repeat
offenders, jail time becomes a sort of litmus test
for criminal street credibility and, really, credibility
rises in proportion to the amount of time served. q
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ONE-AND-A-HALF
YEARS LATER
Confessions of a former Monthly Rag editor
by Tess Gattuso, editor

I

’m not a big fan of conlict, unless I’m
sorting something out through a beautiful,
life-changing conversation chock full of
eye contact. And, you know what, it also
doesn’t hurt if I’m holding hands with my partnerin-argument. Yeah, eye contact and hand-holding.
That’s what I’m all about. Otherwise, conlict leaves
me fraught with social anxiety. But perhaps these
behaviors are a few too many prerequisites for an
inevitable part of life. And perhaps I should have
sorted out my personal issues with conlict before
taking on the position of sole editor of the Monthly Rag for the 2012-2013 academic year, my sophomore year at Colorado College.
Artist Judy Chicago recalls cursing her father for
leading her to believe she could voice radical opinions without widespread dissent and backlash. The
Rag is by no means Chicago’s “The Dinner Party,”
but I relate to her resentment—I did not expect the
heated attacks and offense the Rag triggered under
my editorship. I was excited to work with students,
to get their voices out into bathroom stalls on cam-
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pus and I was ready to utilize my well-developed
talent of internet suring to ish out relevant cartoons and quotes to include in each issue. My name
and email address resided at the bottom of the
11x17 newsletter, welcoming feedback of any kind.
I thought the worst that could happen was leaving
in a glaring grammar error or two (yup, that happened). I knew people were going to disagree with
content and even misunderstand it, but that’s true
for every piece of decent work.
Now, almost a year and a half has passed since
I put together my last issue of the Rag. When I
discuss what working with the Rag taught me, I’m
prone to say I grew a tougher skin and learned how
to deal with public outcry. My approach to the Rag
had been simple: Support students in expressing
their opinions, whatever they may be, and make an
effort to include content that CC students didn’t
already actively discuss and ponder. So, no, I was
not inclined to include a cartoon knocking the
viewer over the head with the importance of gay
marriage. Many of us are critical of the institution

of marriage, some even against it, but the dark implications of excluding a marginalized group from a
mainstream institution are on our radar and the vast
majority of CC students are pro-LGBTQ rights.
Anyway, what I did include was content that
challenged mainstream behavior and had the potential to open up new territory to readers’ preexisting
beliefs. This included a cartoon from Block 6’s issue
with a hip-looking white woman musing, “ ... And
so I went to India on a journey of self-discovery,
and discovered that actually
deep down I’m a conformist yuppie who thinks the
third world is an emotional
playground for the rich.”
Needless to say, this pissed
off a number of people. I
had known some folks, particularly well-traveled ones,
would ind this offensive.
But I igured, hey, if this was the irst instance of
someone bringing up outsider privilege to a welltraveled individual, then it was worth it for the few
offended. I could handle the heat.
For the irst half of the year, I received emails
from students voicing their thoughts and ideas.
Most of the time, the e-mail exchanges were short,
but they were always incredibly respectful and
friendly. I was excited to engage in productive debates in an environment where we so often assume
everyone agrees on the same liberal principles.
Cue CC Confessions. Suddenly the thoughtful
inquiries and the few offended turned into a slew
of angry anonymous confessions, accompanied by
likes and comment wars. When CC Confessions became popular, the e-mails stopped. I remember the
irst confession well: “The Monthly Rag is a passive
aggressive piece of shit.” My heart froze when I
read it. I looked through the comments and noticed
a senior had commented, in all seriousness, “Yeah!
The ’50s weren’t all that bad!” I tried to remember
when I published something on the ’50s, but alas, I
never had. I felt the urge to comment, but was resistant to participating in an argument that already
appeared overly heated. I didn’t want people to hate
me because of my connection to feminism. I didn’t
want anyone to consider me a “passive aggressive
piece of shit.” To be honest, part of me thought
that participating would encourage viewers to deine
me by feminism. And I didn’t want to be deined
by feminism, at least, not the feminism people were

discussing and evaluating on CC Confessions. So, I
stayed out of the dialogue and continued working
on the Rag per usual, doing what I could to stay true
to the my goal of not catering to any one group, especially anonymous haters. To be clear, it wasn’t just
anti-feminists who anonymously railed on the Rag.
Self-identiied feminists had issues with it too, from
inding a student piece a bit too second wave-ish or
a quote by an environmentalist not relevant enough.
As time passed, I grew less emotionally burdened with the anti-Rag
confessions and took solace
in the positive ones. I remained as distant as I could
from the volatile online debates, to the point of once
calling my friend multiple
times until she answered,
requesting that she untag
me in the comment section
of a confession complimenting the Rag. I wanted
no part of this forum and planned to stay out of it
until someone directly reached out or called me out
as the editor. Ultimately, this never happened, not
even in the “critique” of CC feminism published in
the last issue of the Catalyst during Block 8.
I didn’t keep a copy of the original Catalyst article, but the current title online is “Feminist rhetoric
at CC is counterproductive, alienating.” I genuinely
believe this piece did not have to be a big deal. It’s
one of many pieces expressing discomfort and dismay at a fabricated idea of a monolithic group of
angry feminists shaming and yelling. But it blew up.
Two nights before the article was published, I received a draft of the piece from a copy editor of the
Catalyst. I was deeply upset at the claims and attacks,
not because I disagreed with the piece, but because I
felt that I had failed as editor of the Monthly Rag. I
realize now that upsetting some people is not equal
to failure, but at the time I was devastated.
Additionally, I felt that my words and actions
as a feminist were now under a microscope and I
didn’t know how to move forward. Even though
most of the article manipulates and misses the
point of many of the pieces and individuals it calls
out, I didn’t feel I had the time or energy to respond to what I saw as mostly a collection of baseless claims and rhetorical questions. Heck, at one
point, the article implies that CC feminists need to
embrace third-wave feminism, as if “they” had never heard of it before. Third-wave feminism gained

When CC Confessions became
popular, the e-mails stopped. I
remember the first confessional
well: “ The Monthly Rag is a
passive aggressive piece of shit.”
My heart froze when I read it.
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prominence in the ’90s. It was 2013 at the time,
and avoiding any knowledge of third wave feminism would be a huge feat for any feminist at CC.
Perhaps the authors would have known individual feminist’s familiarity with third-wave feminism
had they asked or participated in conversations
and events with a feminist or two. Maybe they
would have gained different views from multiple
feminists because, well, not
all feminists are the same
when it comes to political
beliefs, backgrounds, tastes,
humor—you name it.
When the article hit the
stands, a heated debate,
which appeared all-consuming to those involved and peripheral to most
of the students uninvolved, arose. The loudest
voices were those that believed CC feminism was
an impediment to the community and those who
saw nothing wrong with CC feminism, purporting the dissenters to be ignorant fools. I didn’t
want to communicate or associate with either.

When a self-identiied feminist strung up a self-made
poster stating, “I need feminism because of The Catalyst,” I felt irritated. When someone responded by
placing a poster next to it reading “You’re proving
their point,” I felt embarrassed. When I received an
email from a faculty member stating they were disturbed I took part in making the poster, I felt extreme
stress, as I was doing all I could to disengage with this
back-and-forth. It hit me
that if she assumed I was
involved, any number of
other people could have. I
felt I had no voice in representing my intentions, but
was also afraid of stepping
into the whirlpool of misconceptions, accusations and anger fueling the dialogue. All of these onerous feelings ultimately led to
an emotional breakdown and I ended up tearing up
and hyperventilating in front of my professor.
I couldn’t have remained strong(ish) during that
period of time without the support of faculty, friends
and encouraging strangers. Not all of the people that

I felt I had no voice in representing
my intentions, but was also afraid
of stepping into the whirlpool of
misconceptions, accusations and
anger fueling the dialogue.

68

Cipher

actively supported me were associated with Feminist and Gender studies or activism, they were just
nice people who felt expression was important. I’m
not against CC Confessions. I just hope people
know that writers, feminists and those who make
their work public want to hear from you directly.
I honestly don’t feel this is a lot to ask: to hold
back from immediatly verbally attacking people you
disagree with and instead try to understand their
perspectives through reaching out. In class, online,
at a bar—we should contribute to a learning experience, not a hostile environment. I need to work on
this, too; everyone does to some extent. College can
be the time to start, so wherever we end up we can
look someone with a different view in the eye and
calmly seek to understand their perspective.
I wrote this because every now and then someone brings up this insular controversy without knowing I had a role in it. It’s especially surprising when
current irst-years ask me about this incident of 2013
and how it relates to the Monthly Bag situation of
2008, when two studnets created a parody of the
Monthly Rag and faced disciplinary action. I was
a freshman in high school when the Monthly Bag
happened and that particular event isn’t something
I want to dig deeper into—there are many other issues on this campus toward which I want to give my
energy. I hadn’t thought about Monthly Rag-related
controversies that much until this block, because of
this article. The Rag editors after me have their own
personal approaches and I do not speak for them. I
have no comment on their unique experiences with
the Rag. That being said, I think it’s a special publication and I’ll miss the presence of social justice bits in
bathroom stalls after I graduate.
Almost two years later, I think I can comfortably say I’ll always be a feminist, just not the type
that engages with aggressive individuals about easily accessible information. I don’t want to carve out
time for that, though I know a number of feminists who believe it’s the right thing to do. If you
want to anonymously voice an opinion that matters to you, consider the implications of anonymity.
Anonymous argument robs participating parties of
the ability to work out differences and truly listen
to one another. If you need to voice an opinion
opposing a student’s work, anonymity may create a
sense of safety, but it also withholds accountability
and is a form of self-censorship that leaves individuals you address with limited options. I would have
loved to speak with the OP who called the Monthly

Rag a passive aggressive piece of shit, but I don’t
know who that person is.
Even if you remove the anonymity, but keep
the spite and accusations, I’m not so sure people
should submit themselves to that kind of treatment. An opinionated individual chooses how they
address their surroundings, so I encourage college
students putting themselves out there to be selective with whom they engage. Maybe it’ll be my job
or your job in the future to work with people that
assume the worst of us, but for now we, as college
students, can choose how we react to sentiments
we disagree with and can choose to respond to
students who treat us with respect. Ultimately, we
can strive to learn why people see things differently
from us. Instead of glaring at free-market capitalists during class or radical feminists in Worner, ask
them why they feel the way they do. Perhaps they’ll
ask the same of you in return. q
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GET YOUR GRIND(R) ON
An exploration of the gay “dating” app
by Nick Morales, guest writer and illustrator

“G

rindr, that’s like Tinder for gay guys,
right?” This is usually the irst question
I hear. My usual, unspoken reaction
is something along the lines of, “No,
dumbass, Grindr came irst. Tinder is more like a bastardization of Grindr made mostly for straight people.”
My verbal reaction, however, is something along the
lines of, “It’s sort of like that, but actually…”
Grindr was the irst gay geosocial smartphone
app. There were many to follow. Nearby Buddy
Finder, LLC launched it on March 25, 2009, which
puts it a full three years ahead of Tinder. Based on
the idea of a “Gaydar,” the app presents a grid of
pictures that you can scroll through with your picture
in the top left and the other users arranged left-toright by their proximity to you. You can tap on other
guys’ proiles to see more information including his
exact distance from you in feet or miles (a feature
that you can turn off, as it has mad potential to be
really fucking creepy) and a self-description.
There are many descriptors in a Grindr proile: A
name, the last time he was online, his distance from
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you, his age, his height and weight, his ethnic background, his body type, his relationship status (yes,
married is an option), his “Tribe” (I’ll explain later),
a short description of what he’s about and a section
declaring what he is looking for (dates, chatting, sex,
friends, relationships or “networking,” whatever that
means). You can elect to describe yourself as much
or as little as you choose. You don’t even have to
put a name if you don’t want to, much less a picture (which is really great, because I love looking at
beautiful scenic photos of Colorado—but I’d much
rather see your face).
This is the part where I am typically interrupted
with, “but, Nick, since this is an online sort of thing,
can’t people just lie to you?” Yes, they can. And yes,
they do. An experienced Grindr-er, however, can
see through someone’s bullshit pretty easily. And if
you’re lying to someone about basic things, like your
weight or age, and you want to meet up with someone
you’ve been chatting with, he is going to find out. I
mean, seriously, don’t tell people you’re “muscular”
when really you’re just corpulent. While anonymity is

fun and whatnot, if you are lying to guys on Grindr, it
won’t lead to a happy ending.
The prominence of technology-based “dating”
for gay guys has resulted in an absurd amount of
body-consciousness. Many gay men online know
exactly how much they weigh and exactly how tall
they are. And every man knows exactly how long
his dick is (oh, come on, I know you’ve measured
at some point, and don’t pretend that you haven’t).
Oftentimes, thanks to porn and other forms of
media, gay men have a very clear picture of what
they should look like. Somehow it was instilled
in us that we should strive to be the paragon of
male fitness. However, not all of us have six packs
and shredded arms and
it’s unrealistic to think
that we all have the resources to acquire such.
Thus, many guys feel
self-conscious
about
their weight. This leads
to the aforementioned
lying and the inevitable
disappointment
that
comes from it.
To
capitalize on such an
opportunity,
Grindr
advertises things like
teeth-whitening and liposuction to “get that
special guy’s attention.”
Needless to say, this
contributes to a metric fuckton of body image issues in the gay community, but that’s a topic for
a different article. While Grindr can be great, it
also perpetuates countless stereotypes that the gay
community has been trying for decades to cast off.
On the topic of stereotypes, let me bring us back
to the concept of “Tribes.” In the LGBTQIA+
community, we do an excellent job of segmenting
ourselves into smaller and smaller groups so we can
bicker amongst each other and ultimately have no
one take us seriously. Tribes are an excellent representation of this. There are 12 and they are as
follows: Bear (larger-framed, but not necessarily
fat, hairy dudes), Clean-Cut (not looking for anything too crazy), Daddy (older men usually seeking out younger men), Discreet (men who are closeted, married or generally freaked out by the fact
that they are on a gay “dating” app to begin with),
Geek (sometimes referring to personality/interests,

mostly just referring to whether or not he wears
glasses), Jock (spends time at the gym), Leather
(guys into wearing kinky leather garments), Poz
(HIV+ because you know that we can just group
all of those guys into a single deining category),
Rugged (guys who look, and sometimes smell, like
lumberjacks), Trans (this is CC, hopefully we know
what Trans means), Twink (younger, slim, nonhairy guys) and Otter (smaller-framed bears). Of
course, there’s a lot of overlap in these “Tribes,”
but you only get to choose one (unless you want to
cough up some cash on a free app and subscribe to
Grindr Xtra). So, essentially from the beginning,
you cast yourself into a stereotype and sort through
other guys by their selfdeined stereotypes.
I have to say that I
find it hilarious that they
chose the word “Tribe,”
as though we were cast
into these roles at birth
and can never transcend
them, like you’re part of
some sort of clan, uniting
with your fellow leather
daddies to defeat the
clean-cut bears. It just
seems so horribly inaccurate. I mean, traditionally,
no one gets to choose
what tribe they’re in. For
fuck’s sake, you don’t
even get to choose what Hogwarts House you’re in.
Another thing that you’ll find while scrolling
through Grindr is a bank of abbreviations: NSA, no
strings attached; BB, bareback; UC, uncircumcised;
BBC, big black cock; MWM, married white male; DDF,
disease and drug free; PNP, party and play. It almost
seems like we’re talking in code—seriously, even the
syntax is sometimes different. The atrocious grammar
is horrifying—almost as much as the underlying desires
for drugs and generally dangerous behavior: “yung
hung femboi here lookin 2 parTy wiT sum daddies bb.
Mild 2 wild can u handle iT?”
Party and play, if you haven’t already guessed,
involves doing hard drugs and having (generally unprotected) sex. The drug of choice for many guys
seems to be methamphetamine. The drug can be
smoked, snorted or injected. Drug-fueled sex binges
have never really been my scene, but I suppose it’s
nice that there’s an option for this particular demo-
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graphic. Whatever floa s your boat. I’m not here
to judge people for using a gay “dating” app—that
would be a ine hypocrisy indeed.
You’ve probably noticed that I always put “dating”
in quotes when referencing Grindr. I’m doing that because (try not to be surprised) a lot of Grindr users
are only looking for sex. I hear Grindr referred to as
a “hookup app” fairly frequently, and while I would
like to defend its integrity, many of the proiles are
charged with overt sexual energy. Scroll through, and
you will ind countless attractive torsos that have been
eerily cropped at the neck. It’s like walking through the
Athens Museum and looking at the ancient statues of
Greek gods and heroes: beautiful bodies, perfect asses,
but no heads or deining features whatsoever.
All of this obviously sexual energy makes chatting
on Grindr something otherworldly. While you are online, anyone near you whom you have not blocked can
see you (don’t worry guys, you only remain visible for
an hour after you log off). You can ilter through the
guys that appear on your grid by age and aforementioned tribe. A major difference between Grindr and
Tinder is that you don’t have to approve anyone before
they are allowed to chat you. This leads to some very
interesting situations, like some 55-year-old dude who
delicately ignores your request to only talk to people
under 30. His approach may or may not include sending you pictures of his erect penis.
Imagining Grindr situations in a real context, let’s
say, at a bar, becomes even more hilarious. You’re sitting there sipping on your drink when a shirtless, headless igure sits down to you asking, “Sup, bro?” After
a short (or maybe even nonexistent) conversation, he
proceeds to take off his pants and show you his penis.
Mind you, you still have absolutely no idea what this
guy’s face looks like. The audacity is fascinating.
Aside from guys who want to show you their
cocks and pray that you will blow them, conversation on Grindr can be pretty civil. You see a guy who
seems like a chiller. You chat him up. Maybe you guys
have some mutual interests. Maybe both of you are
actually just looking to go grab coffee with someone
and see where things go. Maybe you meet up and he’s
awesome; you guys decide to go grab dinner together
later and exchange numbers for future plans; or maybe you meet up and you realize that he looks nothing
like what you expected.
It seems sketchy, but that’s probably because I
have mostly just highlighted the awkward-in-classhigh-school-boner that is the libido of Grindr. While
Grindr is a huge platform for all sorts of crazy man-
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sex, most guys are actually just looking for a friend
or simple validation that other gay men do exist. It’s
stupidly difficult to meet other gay men unless you
actively seek them out. Grindr provides a very simple
and fairly discreet way to do this.
It’s a way to explore your sexuality that is as safe or
as dangerous as you make it. You can hide as much or
as little as you want. So go ahead, let that guy you ind
cute blow you and see if you like it. People won’t know
unless you tell them. (And hey, you might like it more
than you thought you would.)
This is why Grindr is great. Guys from all over the
sexuality spectrum get online to explore what they actually want from this app. And it’s so foreign socially
that you can seek literally whatever you want and there
will be no real grounds for anyone online to judge you.
So what if you want to have crazy, multi-day orgies?
There’s no reason not to crave exactly what you want.
The wants are diverse. Some guys want to snort
coke off your dick. Some guys just want to go get
coffee. Some guys are looking for a friend with whom
they can play video games and exchange blowies.
Some guys are looking for someone to hold in the
night when they’re feeling lonely. Some guys want to
shoot up meth and get pissed on. Some guys want to
find that true connection we all call “love.” That said,
sex is great and sex is fun, so anyone who has had sex
but has not been tested for STIs in the last 6 months
should definitely go and get tested. Your health is the
only thing keeping you alive.
Yes, it is extraordinarily dificult to meet guys interested in guys living in a city as repressed as Colorado
Springs. That’s why Grindr is such a tormenting gift.
Sure, it plays on many insecurities and problems in the
gay community, but it also provides us with opportunities completely unthinkable in heterosexual society.
You get to scroll through a list of guys whom you could
potentially date, fuck or even (thank you, SCOTUS)
marry. There are 200 interested guys just a swipe and
tap away, hiding in your pocket. Go ind whatever you
want. As for me, I have no fucking clue what I want.
So I guess that I’ll just keep scrolling through headless
torsos until I igure it out. q
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UNCENSORING VOICES
Interviews with men in combat
by Miles Cooper, guest writer

“War is cruelty, and you cannot refin it.”
-William Tecumseh Sherman

M

ost American citizens do not feel
the effects of the wars we are currently involved in. Living in the
United States, we don’t have to
worry about daily shellings, food rationings, militia
groups or foreign forces occupying our homes. To
us, the “enemy” is a man with a beard and turban
brandishing an AK-47 and yelling words we do not
understand. But, many of us are as removed from understanding our own Armed Forces as we are the “enemy.” Who are the men and women who fight in our
Army? What is deployment like? What scars do they
carry when their service is over? Many of the answers
to these questions come in over-sensationalized ads
the military pumps out, or through Fox News with its
dearth of information and hyperbolic media culture.
It is difficult to know what’s actually happening during
war, and it’s rare to hear directly from veterans.
In order to more fully understand the experience of
those in our armed forces, I interviewed a veteran and
an active duty soldier, both of whom were deployed in
Afghanistan. For those who have never been deployed
it’s hard to imagine a world in which being killed is a

constant threat. They gave me a peek into a world that
the average liberal arts student can’t imagine: the world
of the enlisted. Their stories are here raw and unedited
for you to read and come to your own conclusion. To
respect their privacy, I will refer to them as Joe and Collin, not their real names.
I irst met Joe in a parking lot; Joe was stationed
in Southern Afghanistan last year and is currently stationed at Fort Carson with the Army. Joe is originally
from rural Oklahoma. I met the second soldier, Collin,
in a U.S. Army chat room. He was born in Germany,
but grew up mostly in New Mexico and South Dakota.
Before reading any further, please note that the following
pages describe violence and alcoholism.
Miles Cooper (MC): Why did you enlist?
Joe (J): Cause I didn’t know what the fuck to do and
wanted to get the fuck out of Oklahoma.
MC: What didn’t you like about Oklahoma?
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J: I don’t know, it was boring and [I] didn’t wanna stay.
MC: Go more into what it was like being over there.
What did you do day-to-day?
J: Most days were kinda boring. You’re on duty for 16
hours and then you’re off. You sleep a lot and watch
movies.
MC: When we first met I asked you about firefigh .
Can you say what those are like? (Firefights are a battle
during which guns, rather than bombs or other weapons, are
used.)

J: The Afghan Army, those fuckers show up high on
anything they can get their hands on. They love fucking heroin, the minute we fucking leave those Taliban
fuckers are gonna retake the whole place.
MC: What about the police forces, are they any better?
J: Nope. Same shit, different uniform.

J: I mean I’ve killed people with mortars and I’m sure
that some of the people didn’t deserve it, but I didn’t
really care in firefigh . It was awesome, you just blow
those fuckers away.

Joe’s interview reveals some of the effects of deployment on soldiers. Joe is 21, the same age as many
students at CC, and he is clearly dealing with some
demons. It is easy to judge him, but the fact is we are
all responsible for this attitude. We ask our soldiers,
especially those who actively serve in combat zones,
to turn off some part of their humanity, to devalue
the lives of enemy combatants and the people whose
country they occupy. We want them to kill and feel
nothing, yet we are appalled when they are robotic,
like Joe. We can label him as a villain, and his mental
state is hard to understand because he has ventured
out of the gilded cage. For those of us in it, what do
we know of the realities he faced?
However, Joe’s opinions are not the only ones.
Collin has been able to maintain a sense of compassion through his deployment. Collin enlisted in the
Army for a “new lifestyle” and nothing more. His deployment took place in Northern Afghanistan for 12
months from 2012 to 2013. He started out as a Private
(Private First Class) and Specialist (SPC).

MC: What’s your opinion on the people in Afghanistan?

MC: Did you have any interactions with the Afghan
police force/Army?

J: Fuck ’em. Afghanistan is never gunna be peaceful,
they’re too bullheaded, we should fucking napalm the
whole place.

Collin (C): We did work alongside with them. They
also had a compound nearby.

J: Fucking firefigh , it’s the biggest adrenaline rush
in your entire life ... you never feel as alive than you
do in a irefight. It’s better than anything, maybe even
fucking.
MC: Did other guys you know feel the same way
about firefight
J: Yeah, I mean some guys didn’t like it but most guys
love it.
MC: I gotta ask: You mentioned you’ve killed while
you were over there ... what’s that like, any regrets?

MC: How would you describe their capability?
MC: Just kill them all?
J: Yeah it’s the only way to fucking end those Taliban
fuckers.

C: Never went on a mission with them, so I cannot
comment on their capabilities.
MC: What’s your opinion of the Afghan people?

MC: What about the children?
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J: Look, I have seen kids walk up to base strapped
with pounds of explosives, fucking children.

C: I had spent time with Afghan construction workers
and they were extremely kind and nice people. [I] have
not met a bad Afghan person yet.

Cooper: What about the Afghan Army?

MC: Another solider I interviewed mentioned some
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drug abuse among Afghan policemen and military
personal. Can you confi m?
C: I cannot. I had minimal contact with them. However, some of the locals were having lunch and offered some sort of dessert with opium in it, so maybe
it’s normal over there?
MC: What about the reports of children and women
being strapped with explosives and sent to bases? Did
you encounter or hear of incidents while deployed?
C: Yes, they would send women and children to the
gates. We have to go through a lot more red tape to
shoot women and kids.
MC: Did the fact that the enemy could be anyone —
a child or a woman — change the way you perceived
who the “enemy” was?
C: The enemy was hard to tell. Since we are not figh ing a conventional army anybody could be the enemy.
Best thing to do is to keep your eyes and ears open
and assess the situation.

most half of active duty service members (47 percent)
reported binge drinking in 2008—up from 35 percent
in 1998. In 2008, 20 percent of military personnel reported binge drinking every week in the past month;
the rate was considerably higher, 27 percent, among
those with high combat exposure.
Alcoholism is rampant among veterans, especially
those who are homeless. I had to cancel interviews
with Joe twice due to the fact that he was belligerently drunk. When I had the opportunity to meet his
friends from his battalion, they all mentioned alcohol
as a means to alienate pain.
Opinions like Joe’s don’t make it onto the news
because they highlight the disturbing realties of war
that we try desperately to avoid. The voices of soldiers
like Joe aren’t the ones that people want to hear—it’s
too raw. If the heroic warriors return home not with
their heads held high, but downtrodden and suffering, we, as civilians, should be forced to examine our
culpability in their suffering. q

MC: Did you feel that the locals trusted U.S. soldiers?
C: I do, we have had several village elders give us information on Taliban activity.
MC: What is it like to be home?
C: It’s great to be around family and spend time back
home, but yes, I do miss it every once in a while. It
can be a relaxing experience and adrenaline-filled at
the same time.

J

oe saw the “enemy” as anyone outside of a
U.S. military base, while Collin managed to
maintain a nuanced outlook on the situation.
Collin was not forced into becoming the automaton
of war that was required of Joe. Collin is still sympathetic to the Afghan people even after being deployed while Joe has no such sympathies after being
a combatant in ireights.
Survival required turning off empathy. What impact does doing so have on our military? Turning to
alcohol seems to be one. According to a 2013 report
by NIDA, alcohol use is also higher among men and
women in military service than among civilians. Al-
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DEMANDING HISTORY
Why the Jefferson County school students are protesting
by Hannah Westerman, guest writer

W

hen I was in high school, I took
the AP U.S. History (APUSH)
exam. The inal few days before
the test, I crammed: I read synopses of dates and names over and over, and did hundreds
of practice multiple-choice questions. And I did well on
the test. But I remember very little of it and I know that
if I were to take that same test now, my results would be
terrible. It isn’t enough to be able to temporarily rattle off
a lot of facts about American history. Students need to
discuss history and think about it deeply, but the attitudes
surrounding the AP test encouraged rapid cramming and
a subsequent mental purge.
When I heard that there was a new APUSH curriculum created to address these issues, I thought it
was a great idea. Covering the entire history of the
United States in a single year is not possible and
attempting to do so requires sacrificing depth and
analysis. The memorization of dates and names
will possibly give a student a bright future as a trivia team member, but it will not give them real un-
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derstanding about our country’s history. And that
is what the College Board, which administers AP
exams, set out to make clear eight years ago.
In 2006, the College Board assembled a group
of experienced college professors and high school
teachers to redesign the APUSH curriculum. The
redesign was supposed to address concerns that
the AP course did not give enough guidance as to
what would be on the exams, resulting in teachers attempting to rush through everything without
deeper exploration. Teachers felt that students were
forced to memorize for the exam instead of learning in a way that would prepare them for college.
The redesign was finished and made public in
2012. Now, the new APUSH is supposed to make
its debut in schools across the country. But this curriculum, six years in the making, is causing conflict,
especially in Jefferson County (JeffCo), the second
largest school district in Colorado. The new curriculum has been met with resistance by conservative
school board members who claim that the course

is centered on an ideology of “America-bashing.”
They believe that the new curriculum over-emphasizes negative moments in U.S. history and leaves
out important historical figures and events.
The authors of the redesign pointed out that
the College Board is not proposing a rigid, fully
structured curriculum, but rather a curriculum
framework. In an open letter, the authors said,
“Many of the comments we have heard about the
framework reflect either a misunderstanding of
U.S. history or a very limited faith in history teachers’ command of their subject matter.”
The authors did not believe it was necessary to speciically list certain igures such as Martin Luther King Jr.,
Benjamin Franklin or Dwight Eisenhower because it was
obvious that any U.S. history course would cover them.
These men, and many other important igures of U.S. history,
were not included in previous
AP frameworks, yet it was never
before questioned if teachers
would know that they were supposed to teach about them.
Denver is not the only
area criticizing the new
framework. Texas has decided to reject the new curriculum altogether. Of course,
those Texan students will still
have to take the same AP test as all other students
across the country. South Carolina has been petitioning the College Board to remove anti-Americanism
from the curriculum.
The complaints in Denver are coming from three
newly elected JeffCo school board members. The
original proposal states that the instructional materials used in the schools should “promote citizenship,
patriotism, essentials and beneits of the free enterprise system, respect for authority and respect for
individual rights. Materials should not encourage or
condone civil disorder, social strife or disregard of
the law. Instructional materials should present positive aspects of the United States and its heritage.”
Furthermore, the proposal would allow this to be applied to all classes, not just APUSH.
The proposal was met with opposition from
both teachers and students. “I don’t think my education should be censored. We should be able to
know what happened in our past,” student Tori
Leu said. One of the three board members who
helped to create the controversial proposal, Julie

Williams, was apparently surprised at the vehement
negative reaction it received. In a statement posted
on Facebook, Williams expressed disbelief at the
claims that the proposal promotes censorship: “To
be accused of censorship? Seriously? That is just
ridiculous. I am advocating for just the opposite.”
Williams goes on to accuse the curriculum
framework in conspiracy-like tones: “APUSH is
new. This is important to state because some may
not know it is new. It came into existence quite recently under dubious and secretive circumstances.”
She continues: “APUSH rejects the history that
has been taught in the country for generations. It
has an emphasis on race, gender, class, ethnicity,
grievance and American-bashing … when it comes
to history, I believe all children graduating from
an American school should
know 3 things: American
Exceptionalism, an understanding of U.S. History,
and know the Constitution.”
Elaine Gantz Berman,
member of the Colorado
State Board of Education , accused the JeffCo school board
of taking “a piece of the Republican Party platform” and
forcing it on students. Student
Maggie Ramseur said, “The
policies they are suggesting are ridden with political
agendas, something that belongs in our curriculum
about as much as religious agendas do.”
The infamous proposal was made on Sep. 18,
2014. In response to both the review board proposal and a new teacher evaluation system, the
teachers held a sickout on Sep. 19, which shut
down two high schools. The following Tuesday,
hundreds of students from six high schools staged
a walk out. The irony was not lost on the students
as they protested for their right to learn about protesting. During the demonstrations, students held
up signs with phrases including “Teach the Truth”
and “There is nothing more patriotic than protest.”
The protesting students will receive unexcused
absences unless their parents call in to give permission for missing class. The superintendent Dan
McMinimee met with some of the student protestors and publicly said, “I respect the rights of our
students to express their opinions in a peaceful
manner. I do, however, prefer that our students
stay in class.”

The irony was not lost on the
students as they protested for
their right to learn about protesting. During the demonstrations, students held up signs
with phrases including “Teach
the Truth” and “There is nothing more patriotic than protest.”
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But the students refused to just sit in class.
They protests continued throughout the rest of the
week, growing significantly in size. On the following Thursday, the demonstrations included nearly
a thousand students. Then on Friday, the protests
gained the official support of the College Board’s
Advanced Placement Program.
“These students recognize that the social order
can—and sometimes must—be disrupted in the
pursuit of liberty and justice. Civil disorder and
social strife are at the patriotic heart of American
history—from the Boston Tea Party to the American Revolution to the Civil Rights Movement.
And these events and ideas are essential within the
study of a college-level, AP U.S. History course, ”
said the College Board.
The JeffCo school board members behind the
proposal do not share this positive view of the protest. Board president Ken Witt called the students
“pawns” of the teachers. Students didn’t appreciate being told that they aren’t capable of forming
their own opinions and the school board dropped
even lower in popularity.
On Monday, September 29, teachers staged another “sickout” that again closed two high schools.
The superintendent threatened disciplinary action
if the teachers missed anymore school and said that
the teachers would probably be docked a day’s pay.
Two weeks of walkouts and demonstrations culminated in a JeffCo school board meeting the following Thursday. In an attempt to appease the critics, the proposal had been stripped of the lines about
patriotism and civil disorder. However, this was not
enough to silence the protests. Around 500 teachers,
parents, students and community members gathered
to demonstrate before the meeting. Once the meeting inally began, hundreds crammed into the JeffCo
Board of Education headquarters. To accommodate
the crowds, around 300 watched from outside as the
meeting was projected onto a makeshift screen. The
meeting began with over two hours of public comment. Students were inally able to speak directly to
board members and prove that they were far more
than just pawns. Parents stood against the board
with the students. Head of the JeffCo PTA, Michele
Patterson, told the board that “civil protest is one of
the highest forms of patriotism.”
A compromising measure was approved by the
board by a 3-2 margin. The compromise will reorganize two existing district content review committees instead of creating the brand new one
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outlined in the original proposal. The reorganized
committee would contain student panelists. However, since the school board would vote to choose
the panelists, the conservative majority would have
control. They could censor out anyone with too
loud of an opposing opinion.
The mixed victory means that the protests are
not over for everyone. The day after the meeting,
there was another demonstration. Because of threats
of disciplinary action if teachers missed more class
time, the protest was held after school. Around 100
people showed up to participate in the protest, a signiicantly smaller number than in previous events.
As for the board members who wanted the positive aspects of America emphasized, I can’t think of
a better one than our right to free speech and demonstration. The students became a part of the history that they were trying to protect. But the fight has
not been won. A review board is still being formed
and the people who created the proposal are still the
majority power. The community's issues with the Jefferson County School board have not been fully addressed or solved. Now, the students have a chance to
continue their real-life history lesson by learning that
protest is only the first step on the road to affecting
change in their community. q
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TRUSTEES AND
TRANSPARENCY
We want more from our representatives
by Grace Montesano, guest writer

I

didn’t know we even had a governing body
besides President Tiefenthaler for over a year.
As it turns out, there is a Board of Trustees,
and they make most of the important decisions about the direction of the school. After learning
that the Board existed, I wanted to learn more about it.
However, after digging around on the Colorado College website and speaking with Student Trustee and
senior Elliot Mamet, I realized that the information I
was looking for wasn’t available. However, I gained a
lot from just our conversation.
The Board of Trustees is the highest level of
governance at Colorado College. There are 33 members consisting of 28 Charter Trustees, three Alumni
Trustees, one Young Alumni Trustee, one Student
Trustee and the College President. The Board is in
charge of decisions such as selecting the President,
managing the endowment, promotion and tenure of
faculty, strategic and long-term planning, setting the
price of tuition and determining the overall budget
for the school. Up to this point, the board has been
somewhat shrouded in mystery. Whether or not that

is intentional, the students have a right to know what
is going on with the Board of Trustees.
Students are large inancial contributors to the
College. Tuition accounts for roughly three-fourths
of the college’s yearly operating budget. As investors
in both our education and the future of the College
as a whole, students should be afforded some information pertaining to the decisions the Board makes
on our behalf. We’ve done some work in this area.
Thanks to the Student Divestment Committee, the
endowment portfolio is available to view at the circulation desk of Tutt Library.
Students also deserve to know how the school is
governed, what decisions are being made and what the
decision-making process is. CC is, most importantly,
an institution of learning. The students who make the
existence of the school possible should at least get to
observe the meetings that decide in what direction the
school will go. Students at CC enjoy being engaged
in understanding policy decisions. The request from
students for student participation in decisions concerning the soup kitchen is a perfect example of how
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students are more than willing to engage the school in
issues that matter to them. Students cannot create the
best community possible if they cannot take part in
the decision making process.
Beyond the importance of engagement on a college level, as CC students trickle into the so-called
“real world” after college, it is valuable that they understand the importance of political efficac . Understanding the bodies of governance that control them
is a value that can be cultivated now to enhance students lives immediately as well as in the future. Civic
responsibility is one of the most important lessons
that people learn from higher education. A key part
of the college experience is learning how to become
an engaged citizen and allowing students to view the
governing body as it makes decisions.
Ultimately, the Board of Trustees is a group of
people who seek to do what’s best for the college. The
Progressive Student Alliance feels that this means the
Board must help students in as many ways as possible.
We created a proposal to send to the Board that will
wholly improve the college. Because we believe that the
Board genuinely cares about the college and the students who attend school here, we are hopeful that they
will thoroughly consider and agree with our proposal.
According to Mamet, up to this point, the main
pushback against the Board from students has been
about the investment choices of the Board and the lack
of student voice in important decisions. However, students from the Progressive Student Alliance are now
calling for a more transparent Board of Trustees, and
hope students will join their side. A proposal sent to the
Board includes the following provisions:
First, we have requested a more detailed explanation of how the Board operates, including governance
procedures. While the bylaws for the College are available on the CC website, the information provided does
not include the regulations that the Board has created
to appropriately deal with certain issues (for example,
there is no information available to students regarding
how the Board appoints new members). Not only is it
important for students to understand the decisions that
are being made by the Board, it’s also important to understand the processes that bring about those decisions.
In addition, we have requested detailed and accessible minutes within a month from the meeting dates
from all Board meetings, including standing committees. We think it’s important to have detailed minutes
from meetings posted promptly so that all students can
stay up to date on decisions and always be informed
about what is happening with the Board.
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Our final request is open access to board meetings for students, faculty and staff. We think this is
one of the most important requests because students
deserve to observe first hand the meetings that decide a great deal about our lives. Viewing the process
of deliberation can provide insight that mere minutes
cannot. This would give students a window into the
decision-making process. Of course, we understand
the Board would have to be closed to the public for
certain discussions, but those discussions don’t necessitate an entirely closed body.
The Board of Trustees should be more than a
collection of rich alumni. It should relect and respond to Colorado College’s greatest asset: the student body. Not only do students have a right to this
transparency, it makes the college better as a whole.
Transparency in governance is absolutely integral to
the long-term success of the institution, and if the
Board is really in the business of our best interests,
they will accept our terms and make Colorado College as good as it can possibly be. q
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