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ear Reader,

The future is a bright and beautiful place! Soon we will be wearing
our smart phones on our heads, free to Facebook-stalk our crushes and
stalk our crushes at the same time! Steering wheels will go the way of 8-tracks as our
cars learn to drive for us! Elevators will whisk us to space! Genetically altered monkeys
will have six arms to harvest our genetically altered bananas! Disregard the cries over
global warming and moral degradation—tomorrow is one hell of a badass Promised
Land, where leisure time might just be all the time. Oh robot waiter? Yes, one Space
Mojito please, hold the EverIce cubes, but toss in one of those little blue pills. I feel like
remembering what chicken tasted like—what a shame they’ve gone extinct!
We live in a time when tomorrow seems to be creeping backwards into the present.
I think anyone who has seen the new Google Glasses, set to come out of the end of
the year, couldn’t help but feel the slightest twinge of empathy for their iPhone. Sorry
buddy. You’ve been great to me, but looks like the gods in Silicon Valley have new ideas
now . . . please, don’t cry . . . I really did love you once, there is just this new thing on its
way. Tomorrow arrives at such break-neck speed that we barely have the chance to get
a few words in about today.
The Fast-Forward issue—one side of this reversible Cipher—looks to the future with
a suspicious “huh?” rather than a unapologetic “wow!” Han Sayles’ article on fair wages
at CC calls on the history of student activism to inform future battles for socioeconomic
justice within the campus community. Laurel Hecker examines why CC alumni are less
inclined to donate to their alma mater than other liberal arts graduates. Our organization
has been loose, and here we’ve collected articles that work to inform tomorrow rather
than fill us in on yesterday.
If you’re reading this, it means an age of
streaming information directly into the cerebral
cortex has yet to come. And even as our cheap
news print might not satisfy the perpetual wet
dream of tomorrow, we hope that you might enjoy a story or two. When you’re done, flip
the publication over to the Rewind issue
for a great series of art and articles that
meander through the past, because a
magazine, lucky for you, is one of those
places where the future can wait.
—Sam Brasch and the Cipher editors
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“Many conservatives believe the existence of Mitt Romney allows
for the possibility of the spontaneous creation of an ‘antiRomney’ that leaps into existence and annihilates
Mitt Romney.”
—Comedy writer David Javerbaum proposing a new quantum theory that

might make sense of the Romney Campaign. Unlike with normal candidates,
there is no classical model of political theory that can predict what might come
out of Romney’s mouth. The only way to tell if he is a conservative or a moderate is to ask him a question, but until that moment, he must be understood to
be both at the same time.

“We never designed the Volt to be a political punching bag.”
—General Motors CEO Daniel F. Akerson commenting on how the new

Chevy Volt—GM’s revolutionary plug-in hybrid—has become a target for conservative pundits from Rush Limbaugh to Newt Gingrich. The Volt has lagged
in sales, even as gas prices have sky rocketed and the economy has picked
up steam in recent months, forcing GM to put production on hold.

“Oh, yeah, I love collecting scat.”
—Erika Nunlist, an avid backcountry skier of the Rocky Mountain region, who has been recruited by Adventurers and

Scientists for Conservation to put her hobby to use. The organization pairs scientists studying hard-to-reach areas with
outdoorsmen eager to set out into the wilderness. Nunlist’s particular project collects wolverine droppings across Wyoming
and Montana to gain insight into the range of those endangered creatures.

“Of course it could be really annoying, but if it’s
handled well, it could be a nice complement to reality.”
—Michael Liebhold, an expert in wearable computing, commenting on the new

Google Glasses set to hit the market by the end of the year. The glasses work by
placing a small see-through display in front of the user’s eye, allowing him or her
to pull up maps, gain information about the environment, and potentially even see
the Facebook profile of any unknown person via a small built-in camera. While
many think the world is already too saturated with ready information, Liebhold sees
wearable technology like Google Glasses as the next frontier. Next stop, he says:
internet-enabled contact lenses.
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fight for a fair wage

Part II: Why we must demand a standard of self-sufficiency
written and illustrated by Han Sayles, staff writer and layout editor

. . . continued from p. 32-33 of the Rewind issue.

“W

e have the concept that we are going to match market and we think
our $11.06 is the correct interpretation for the living wage for a
single individual,” said Robert Moore, member of the
Compensation Committee and Financial Director of
Colorado College.
The new proposed minimum wage for Colorado
College staff is $11.06. If the wage supported by selfsufficiency ten years ago—$9.46—were adjusted to
inflation, this would amount to $11.89, eighty-three
cents below what was called for in 2003. Not only has
the college not made any of the promised improvements, but it has actually made steps in the opposite
direction. In 2003 Celeste put his consent in written
word, “ I do accept the committee’s recommendations
that the college move toward the notion of a minimum ‘self-sufficient wage’ as a starting wage for CC
and Sodexho employees.” So how did this happen?
Joseph Sharman, systems administrator at CC’s
Information Management office, recently dug up the
forgotten promise of self-sufficiency and has been
advocating for a push back since Human Resources
announced the $11.06 wage for this fiscal year. “The
college made this commitment in 2003 and I thought
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that we were honoring it, but apparently we haven’t
been keeping up with that standard . . . This effort was
fought for by CC students and we need to say that this
is what we value as a community.”
Professor Dan Johnson, chair of the Compensation Committee, expressed the fact that our staff
wage is actually above the self-sufficient standard for a
single person. “We do have a self-sufficient wage—it’s
not the most generous definition we could determine,
in the same way we don’t offer full scholarships to
every student who comes here,” he said.
In 2003, the Colorado College Fair Labor (CCFL)
group was originally fighting for the self-sufficient
wage of the single parent with one child model; Celeste chose the less expensive two-parent two-child
model. So while Johnson is correct, the fact is that
a single-adult wage discriminates against employees
with kids, making it difficult, if not impossible, for
a family to sustain itself without government help.
If our college adopted the self-sufficient model for
this year by the standard promised by Celeste, the
base wage would be $13.42—a $2.36 increase from
the current $11.06 per hour. This is the standard we
should be upholding, a realistic estimate of what it
costs to live here in El Paso county for a single parent

and a child.
The financial crisis of 2008 and 2009 undoubtedly played a major role in the initial wage decrease
of our staff, a point that several members of faculty
and administration have pointed out. Johnson said, “I
wouldn’t say the promise of a now former president
is history to be banished from memory, but it has to
be contextualized, in an era where the budget was running very nicely, the rates of return were very nice. We
could afford to think fairly aggressively, fairly proactively and fairly generously.”
Professor Jeff Livesay, the original advisor for the
CCFL, expressed his concern about the reversion to
a market-based scale. “The fear is that the whole selfsufficiency idea has been thrown out,” said Livesay.
He also spoke about how President Jill Tiefenthaler
recently acknowledged that staff—janitors/maintenance, etc.—morale is one of the largest issues our
college faces. He continued, “One piece of it is a
sense that staff have felt they are not adequately remunerated. The ‘market
wage’ business creates a
real division in the college. The faculty wage
structure is based on an
analysis of a national
market, while staff wages are confined to a local market.”
So while our faculty
wages compete with those of other private colleges,
our staff ’s wages are based on a purely local economy.
Faculty has agency and protection during the wagemaking process and are clearly prioritized. We must
challenge the idea that financial security is a privilege
only extended to those who have the access to becomes educated. With the influence we wield as educated students, we can choose not to subscribe to this
sentiment and the first step is making self-sufficiency
a reality.
When discussing the options that CC could explore in order to make this happen, Johnson additionally spoke on behalf of the Compensation Committee, saying, “The challenge that compensation sees is
that if we choose to pay certain categories of the employees more than a market wage it means we either
increase the salary bill in total or we have to pay other
employees less than the market wage. That last option
is a little troubling.”
There is a pool of money allotted for wages at the
college, so the “challenge” that Johnson references is

the fact that, unless we raise tuition, our options for
the wage pool remain consistent. Both Tiefenthaler
and Johnson addressed the problematic issue that increasing the salary of our lowest earning staff would
result in the inability to meet market wages for other
employees. Sharman suggested we compress all of
our wages, taking the unwanted raises from faculty
members who already donate their money back to the
college, or start a campus-wide savings initiative to
reach this self-sufficient goal. There is no limit to the
number of routes one could explore to actually implement this standard.
We live an exorbitant lifestyle at Colorado College,
what with the amount of of renovations, frequent
renowned speakers, and a mandatory $350 student
activity fee that covers concert tickets, events and every other campus group in which we might want to
participate. Yet we can’t seem to commit to bringing
up the living wage of our lowest paid earners? Moore
estimated that the total cost of moving all the employees up to the $13.42
wage would be around
$125,000 per year. Even
if this rough estimate
were incorrect and the
actual rate to move all the
lowest paid employees to
the self-sufficient wage
were half a million dollars, what do we want to
say that we spent our money on: renovations in Rastall
and the library, (not to mention El Pomar—though
that was a privately specified donation) or the lives of
our community members?
Tiefenthaler reflected on the complexity of this
issue during our meeting, saying, “The hard part in
higher education is that you can’t measure the bottom
line. I can’t know if by lowering X and increasing Y
that I’m making things better. It’s all a tradeoff and
you have to do the best you can to balance those tradeoffs.” Yet, when it comes to the matter of people’s
livelihoods, why is it that our lowest paid staff, the
most vulnerable of our employees, are the first on the
chopping block during a financial crisis?
It all comes down to a matter of priority. The
statement from our core values that we “value all the
members of our diverse community” should include
our staff. As the original CCFL members suggested
in their recommendation to Celeste, if we decide our
first priority is new facilities, then we are unquestionably “investing in buildings and not people.” Tiefen-

“The hard part in higher education is that
you can’t measure the bottom line. I can’t
know if by lowering X and increasing Y that
I’m making things better. It’s all a tradeoff
and you have to do the best you can to balance those tradeoffs.”

APRIL 2012

7

thaler pointed out that making a commitment to longterm self-sufﬁciency is not the same as the one-time
cost of a reconstruction or a featured speaker.
This
institution
needs to change the
way it thinks about staff
wages. We do not have
to transcend economics
in order to make this a
reality and since we are
a community, that must
necessarily take precedence over our other priorities. We do not have
to accept the notion that
certain people, certain human lives, are less valuable to
invest in than others.

but valued for themselves and for their contributions to the community.”
With these claims in mind, we ought to take a new
look at the seriousness
of CC’s values. In an interview concerning the
complicated relationship
between the endowment
and our institution’s values, senior Wyatt Miller
said, “I would like to
see what other students
think now, whether or
not it’s possible to have
a liberal arts education in
an ethical vacuum, and if students really believe that
there’s such a thing as a ‘liberal arts education’ that’s
disconnected from these other core values, like social
responsibility.”

If you take the idea of education to its only
logical end, it is not just an abstract “theory.” It must motivate students to enact
change based on the conclusions they find
in the classroom. We have to draw the line
somewhere between education and the rest
of the profit-driven world.

T

he report of CCFL’s original assessment,
opens with a quote from the CC mission statement: “the college makes a special effort to
ensure that all persons . . . value one another and learn
mutual support for intellectual inquiry.” The next
paragraph reads,
All members of our diverse community should be valued.
Members of the community should not be means to our ends,
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If you take the idea of education to its only logical end, it is not just an abstract “theory.” It must
motivate students to enact change based on the conclusions they ﬁnd in the classroom. We have to draw
the line somewhere between education and the rest
of the proﬁt-driven world. The larger question then

is this: how can we hold our institution accountable?
Accountable not only for the sustainability of promises made to past student activist groups, but also for
probing whether we really practice the kind of idealist respect that we claim to have for every member of
our community. Or is that exclusively a core belief for
faculty and students? Remodeling our principles to be
in line with our actual policy would be a ridiculous
defeatist mentality, so this means holding the administration responsible for our advertised principles and
asking why the past president’s word and ofﬁcial statement for long-term goals have not been upheld. How
is this idea of self-sufﬁciency disconnected from the
main objective of our institution?
“I try to hold us to our values every day but they
compete,” President Tiefenthaler said. If our values
compete, it’s because Colorado College is a private
business, not because our mission statement of “education” competes with our values. Yes, the administration needs to think ﬁnancially, but the living standard
of our employees should not be contested on an economic level. Making sure that every member of our
college is properly appreciated and compensated needs
to be our top priority if the integrity of this college is
to mean something.

A recent interview with an anonymous staff member who works one of the lowest paying jobs at CC
revealed the silence that much of the staff endures
for fear of losing their job: “It’s different when you’re
employed, you can’t just say everything on your mind
because then you won’t have a job. We don’t have a
union or anything to back us up.” When asked about
the self-sufﬁcient wage, this person replied, “Oh yeah,
it would make a big difference for a lot of people.
Some people have been out here for 20, 30 years or
more and they’re just making the same pay. It doesn’t
make any sense to me. I can’t say too much, I need
my job . . . ”
For student leaders and government, or any activist group that has an initiative to make life better for
others, wage reform is a platform on which we can
create a tangible difference in the lives of those in our
community.
“I welcome the student voice on this issue” said
Tiefenthaler.
So here’s your radical call for change: lets advocate
for the respect of our “diverse community” and make
the self-sufﬁciency standard that the CCFL fought for
not just a new policy, but a mandatory addition to the
structure of this institution. Consider this a fundamental part of your liberal arts education. 
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ALUMNI DONORSHIP

Giving back to Colorado College (or not)
by Laurel Hecker, staff writer; illustrations by Sonora Milller, art editor

“I

love CC!”
It’s a phrase heard often around
campus––when a class goes to Baca,
when Carnivore Club is handing out
burgers, when it’s warm and sunny on winter weekends. People rave about the Block Plan and the mountains. And with a 95 percent freshman retention rate,
it’s hard to deny that CC students love our school.
Recently, however, that same phrase has also
shown up on tri-fold brochures all over campus. The
Student-Alumni Association’s annual campaign is underway, aiming to raise awareness about donor contributions to our school. Under the tagline “Tuition
Ends, Generosity Begins,” the Association advertises
the fact that even a student who pays full tuition only
pays 70 percent of the cost of their education. Despite the exorbitant price students (and their parents)
pay to attend CC—$51,469 annually with the recent
tuition increase—the actual cost is even higher.
According to the Student-Alumni Association, every student gets a “silent scholarship” of over $11,000.
Apart from a small amount of athletics revenue, that
money comes from the endowment and unrestricted
gifts from alumni and other donors. These donations
amount to millions of dollars: In the first six months
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of Fiscal Year 2011, for example, CC received $12.75
million in cash donations.
This period is the best on record for annual giving at CC, thanks to a combination of several factors.
There were a few additions to the President’s Circle
(those who donate $10,000 or more in a year) and the
1874 Society (those who donate $1874 or more). The
Walton Match, a $10 million grant from the Walton
family of Walmart, has increased people’s interest in
donating, as it effectively doubles any donation to financial aid. The expansion and renovation of the El
Pomar Fitness Center has also drawn more donors. In
total, 7,093 different people made donations to CC
between July 1 and Dec. 31, 2011.
That level of generous giving, however, is not exactly the norm for CC. “Our alumni are very generous,
but they don’t donate every year,” says Jay Engeln ‘74,
Director of Alumni and Parent Relations. So while
60 percent of alumni contributed to former President
Dick Celeste’s giving campaign, US News and World
Report ranks CC with an annual alumni donation rate
of 21.5 percent. Compared to other schools ranked
by US News, that percentage is quite low. The top ten
schools with the highest alumni giving rates range
from Princeton University in first place with 61 per-

cent of alumni donating annually to Thomas Aquinas
College in tenth place with 50.7 percent. It is also interesting to note that every school on the list, with the
exception of Princeton, is a small liberal arts college.
The Office of Alumni and Parent Relations,
Engeln says, seeks to build connections with alumni,
based on the idea that “if someone chooses to donate
or not donate, that has a lot to do with their relationship with the college.” The Office just completed its
most recent survey of alumni, looking for ways to
better facilitate that network. For one thing, the survey shows that an interest in philanthropy is common
among many CC graduates, who are most likely to donate to causes that benefit the poor, education, children or the environment. It seems likely,
Engeln speculates,
that “they learn
these values at CC,
since it’s a main part
of what happens on
our campus.” Knowing this, Alumni Relations can
more effectively reach out to graduates who want to
help CC continue teaching those values and making
social impacts down the road.
That kind of “pay it forward” approach starts
while students are still here, particularly through the
“Tuition Ends, Generosity Begins” campaign. “If
students see how much alumni, parents and friends
have contributed to their CC experience, they’ll want
to give back,” Engeln explains. These ideals, however,
do not always play out in the real world. Again, on average only 21.5 percent of all alumni donate in a given
year, and recent graduates make up an especially small
portion of that number.
Many new alumni, it seems, choose not to donate
because they do not have much money to spare. Sierra
May Bishop, who graduated in 2007 and now works as
a Human Services worker at a food bank, explains that
her budget is tight and she has other priorities. “Unfortunately, my awesome liberal arts education set me
up to work in a very low-income job,” she says. “I am
struggling to pay off my sizable student loans.” The
philanthropic spirit that Bishop exemplifies in her daily job leaves her currently unable to give back to CC.
Yet the lack of donations from alumni like Bishop is not for lack of trying on CC’s part. The school
regularly sends out mailings to request donations, and
sometimes calls alumni. “Personally, I have only been
contacted by mail,” says Bishop. “I would be annoyed
if they called me on the phone, even though I used to

hold a student job in the very seat from which they
would be calling.”
Junior Siri Undlin, who now holds that position,
works at the dialogue center. She calls alumni to keep
them in contact with the school and to solicit donations. Undlin agrees that donations can be very hitor-miss. “There are lists of people who donate every
year, so on those days you get more donations. Then
there are days you call recent alumni who are like,
‘Um, I have no money, call me back in 10 years.’”
That situation is common among younger alumni.
“At this point in my career path, I
simply don’t have the money to
expend on donations to CC,”

“I probably won’t be making enough money initially
to afford much more than hot dog dinners, let alone
donations to CC.”

says Casey Harrington,
‘11. Another graduate
from 2008, who wishes to
remain anonymous, agrees,
saying, “I currently don’t
make enough money to afford donations.” He adds,
“My family and I already
gave CC so much in tuition
that I don’t feel the need to
give any more.”
Valerie Cranmer
‘10, on the other
hand, who is currently
commissioned in the U.S. Marine
Corps, has contributed to CC since
she graduated. “I have donated, like,
twenty dollars [to the school],” she says.
And the Alumni Relations Office, which stresses in
its campaigns that “every gift matters,” appreciates
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small donations such as Cranmer’s, as they add up to
over $1 million annually. Cranmer also says that she
will contribute more in the future. “I plan on donating once I settle down at my first duty location and
recover from my wedding costs.”
Though prohibitive budgets are nearly universal
among recent alumni, the intent to donate sometime
down the road is also fairly common. Harrington says,
“Eventually I think I will [donate] because I have received the same benefits.” Oftentimes, however, that
intent comes with with certain constraints. Several
alumni mentioned a desire to support programs that
they were involved in while at CC. The anonymous
’08 graduate states that, if he decides to donate, “It
will only be to very specific programs.” Cranmer has
donated to the Women’s Lacrosse team, on which she
played as a student, and Bishop expresses similar feelings, saying, “I will more likely donate directly to the
rugby team.”
When picturing their futures, current CC seniors
convey similar opinions. Senior Dan Marion is already
aware of the difficulties of donating immediately after graduation. “I probably won’t be making enough
money initially to afford much more than hot dog dinners, let alone donations to CC.” Like Harrington and
Cranmer, however, Marion wants to contribute later
on, saying, “CC has given me so much; so when I can
[donate], I will.”
Jen Kelley, also a senior, indicates a desire to support specific programs that were “the best parts of
my college experience.” She cites her blocks abroad
in Spain, Greece and Morocco as a few of those pinnacles. “I would donate money towards academic
scholarships, in particular towards study abroad opportunities with CC professors.” Kelley also dedicated
a large portion of her time at CC to the Women’s
Rugby team, and so stipulates, “I will not donate to
CC Athletics unless the funds can be used to help support club teams.”
Senior Marguerita Ten Houten also hopes to give
back to CC in the future. She wants to express her
gratitude to the school, and says, “I will be donating to
CC after I graduate because 80 percent of my tuition
has been funded by CC grants. Donating will be my
way of repaying—in a small way––the opportunity
CC gave me to be here.”
Most of the student body loves CC and recognizes
how lucky we are to go to this school, and it’s sometimes hard to accept that we’ll eventually have to
leave––some sooner than others. Some afternoon in
the future, as some as-yet-unborn freshman in an even
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newer Rastall stares at an “I CC” tri-fold while eating, it will be our money giving him a “free” 7th and
8th block. For many current CC students, however,
the day when they start supporting the school is somewhere off in the indeterminate future. 
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AN APPEAL TO HEART
by Robin Walter; illustration by Sonora Miller, art editor

T

here are basic things in this world we
should never be forced to endure. But
we do. We endure them, and when we
do, things fall apart. They come apart,
and the way we pick up these pieces matters. It matters what we do with them, what they do to us—it
matters how we piece them back together. Most of
these pieces are sharp. Here is a sharp piece of my
world:
I went abroad last year to Greece. While I was
there I was raped. I was raped by a man who was older
than my father.
I did not want this. I don’t want to tell you about it
and I don’t want to write about it. But sometimes the
things we don’t want to do are the most important.
And it is important for me to tell you about it in order to explain some things that have been true to my
experience that may be true for that of others as well.
Maybe this will help you understand some things that
are really difficult to understand. It is my hope that
this might be helpful to some when faced with their
own sharp pieces.
There’s a sense that sometimes we tell our stories,
our secrets, in order to reaffirm our separateness from
them. In order to let go of them in a way. To ensure

that we do not become them. So here are mine:
I did not want this. So much so that my mind
pushed it so far down into my psyche that I did not
realize what had happened. Some mechanism of my
brain threw such a heavy blanket over this horrible
truth that I did not, could not look at it. Couldn’t face
it. They tell me this is repression. Whatever it is, it
led me to lead a very bizarre life for a year and a half,
one hell-bent on being normal, on being okay, on being fine. But I wasn’t. I didn’t realize this, really, until
one day during a printmaking class, I stepped back
far enough from one of the prints I had just made to
realize that what I had made was entirely black. Really
dense black. What I had made terrified me. It made
people cry. Realizing that black has never been part
of my palate of the world, I began to understand how
easy it is to revel in its texture, to lose yourself in it.
And the thing that is really amazing to me is that I lost
myself to it. And even so, I didn’t stay in it. This is
what I am most proud of.
It took me months, literally months, to identify the
word, the thing that essentially muddied all of the colors I have known and turned them all black. Rape can
do that. Things that don’t make sense can do that. I’m
so sorry that many of you know this.
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When I was able to understand that I simply could
not hack away at such an enormous force with the
tools I had always known—with art, with breath, with
tea, with a ball point pen, with running, with sleeping—I talked. And this, in many ways, has been everything. It didn’t matter, really, who heard it. I eventually
made my way to people that could help me. The point
is that it was somehow outside of me. It was no longer
inside me in such a poisonous way.
So this is my appeal to you: tell your secrets. Do
not hoard them. If they’re held too close to your
chest, they have the capacity to consume you. They
have the capacity to make you sick, they have the capacity to make you think things that nobody should
ever have to suffer thinking. This is my point. This is
my wish. Tell your secrets. Others will help you collect them, you will learn how to transform them. It
will break your heart, yes—there is no question about
that—but it will break it open. It will hold more. Of
this I am sure.
It is a thin line between being broken and being
broken open. The differences between the two are
subtle, and I do not understand them wholly. Rape has
both broken me and broken me open. My response
to it is complicated. It has wreaked havoc on the way
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I view the world, the way I touch it, the way I live
in it, the way I trust it. I have been trying to stretch
my worldview over this incredibly sharp thing, and in
many ways, it has ruptured.
Of the rupture I’ll tell you: This year has been so
dark for me. It has been hard to laugh, hard to eat,
impossible to sleep. It’s been hard to talk and hard to
not talk. I have battled suicidal thoughts and sometimes it is hard to get up in the morning. Sometimes I
hate men, sometimes I hate myself, sometimes I hate
the world. And also, this: I have learned to love the
world in an entirely new way. This is the wonderful
thing, the part that amazes me, the part that has broken me open in such a mysterious way that I am not
sure I am able to explain it. I have learned to love
myself in a new way. It has taught me about the importance of being gentle—with myself, with others,
with the world. I have gained an enormous capacity to
empathize with the fabric of grief and sorrow. I have
beautiful friends. The depth at which their laughter
and grace affect me continually surprises me. I have
a family that has offered tremendous support and has
helped me remember how to laugh. I have learned
nothing of understanding, nothing of expulsion, but
everything of acceptance, everything of the quiet art

of transforming.
I am almost certain that one of the things that
is necessary to make the transition between brokenness and broken openness is speaking. So I’ll make
my appeal again: Don’t hoard your secrets. And when
you hear the secrets of others, be gentle. Be gentle
with those who own them. Help others turn the sharp
things in their life into things that don’t perpetuate
that sharpness.
It is my understanding that all of us have faced or

will face things in this world that will put us face to
face with questions so dark, so heavy, so incomprehensible that they will shatter us—scatter the parts of
ourselves so far apart, and into places so seemingly
unreachable, that we will no longer feel whole.
It is my wish that we might navigate these places
with grace, with gentleness, with compassion, and
then piece the parts of ourselves back together in
such a way that will break humanity’s heart—crack it
open. ~

Author’s Note:

Sometimes I think we have the propensity to think of ourselves as capable of fixing everything on our own. In many
circumstances, we can, and it is wonderful when that happens. At CC we are all smart, we are all bright, we are all very
independent, but sometimes we simply are not equipped with the tools that are necessary to face things that are enormously
hurtful. Dangerous, even. Sometimes it is the most brave thing a person can do to seek help, to talk with people who are
equipped with tools that might be helpful, either in the process of healing oneself, or in helping others to heal. Heather
Horton (hhorton@coloradocollege.edu) is a wonderful resource. As is Fred Dearborn, a trauma specialist who works in
Colorado Springs. His number is (719) 660-1613. If you have any questions or concerns about this article, I’d love to
talk about them. If you have any questions or concerns about this article, I’d love to talk about them. My e-mail is Robin.
Walter@coloradocollege.edu Please don’t hesitate to contact me.
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The GOP Circus
A look back, a look forward

by Nat Stein, guest writer; illustration by Sarah Wool, staff artist

R

egardless of your
personal political inclinations,
it’s hard to tear
your eyes away from the
slow-motion train wreck
that is the Republican presidential primary, especially
with pundit babble pouring out of every conceivable orifice of the media. As
a reasonable American, you
should be interested in seeing a
healthy, democratic “conversation”
with President Obama. Our economy
crashed pretty magnificently in 2008, and
we’ve been left to pick up the pieces ever since. Seems
like a presidential election is an appropriate time to
collectively catch our breath and reevaluate.
In any pragmatic assessment of political options,
there’s no animal in the zoo other than the donkey and
the elephant. And you’re stuck in the zoo because you
live here and you actually like it here and have no plans
of leaving, thank you very much. And so you let your
attention drift to the ever-faithful media noise, who
graciously serve up the highlight reel for you, in massproduced, bite-size chunks. You temporarily shift your
attention toward the more right-leaning talking heads
and settle in for the fight…I mean, primary. It’s the
GOP’s first move—to get anyone wearing the team
jersey off of the bench and into the fray…I mean,
election.
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From the very start, accepted
wisdom in the GOP seemed to
be that we must get the Antichrist out of the Oval Office.
Stakes are higher than ever.
The upcoming election represents a crossroads for America, with potentially dire consequences if the presidency stays
blue. Or so we’ve been warned.
Luckily, we Americans have
an alternative to Barack Hussein
Obama—the GOP. Let’s take a little trip down memory lane to the early
days of the primary. Everything seemed
so promising; all we had to do was wait for
the Ronald Reagan of our time to come along and
sweep us away. We opened our hearts to the talking
neon podiums, but all we got was a motley crew of
caricatures who one-by-one succumbed to their own
particular Achilles’ Heels. Remember Tim Pawlenty?
Me neither. Mitch Daniels? Sorry, I slept through
that one. But there were a few memorable ones along
the way too.
Some flames died fast. Others were more like
fireworks, leaving an imprint on our eyes and a ringing in our eardrums. The first media love affair was
with Cyborg Housewife Bachmann—Sarah Palin 2.0.
But, much like her 2008 prototype, Bachmann could
not manage to cloak her fringe, xenophobic ideology under the thin veil of “folksiness.” After fleeting success in Iowa, it soon became clear that her

sound bites were just too unpalatable for most Americans, and that the Tea Party is really nothing more
than Fox News’s televised wet dream. So the media
dropped Bachmann and moved on faster than a flock
of seagulls with ADD.
Momentarily stealing a bit of conservative thunder from Bachmann, Rick Perry entered the race after
much whining and pleading from the Republican establishment. And then he opened his mouth: “Oops.”
Then there was America’s favorite pizza guy, Herman Cain. Uzbekibekibekistanstan? Casual insertion
of Pokémon quotations into speeches? Happened.
And of course,
there’s nothing like
a good old-fashioned sex scandal.
We tried the Twitter
generation’s version
of “the political sex
scandal,” and lets be honest, it’s no fun to ruin the
career and personal reputation of a political enemy
when there’s no actual fucking involved. Herman Cain
brought some cred back to “the political sex scandal”
with a little old-fashioned groping. So retro; so fresh.
Somewhere in the mix, “The Donald” left his
mark, settling the single most contentious and important issue facing America today—whether Barack
Obama was born in the United States. After congratulating himself on pestering the president into releasing
the oh-so-elusive “long form birth certificate,” Trump
vanished from relevancy in a poof of rhinestones and
caviar. “You’re fired.” And there were some other supporting roles that didn’t get much screentime. Be quiet, Jon Huntsman and Ron Paul. Stop being consistent
and quasi-reasonable.
So now we’re getting down to the wire. Newt Gingrich, despite his lack of committed staff members,
voters and overall likability, seized the moment to be
the anti-Romney candidate after upsetting the frontrunner in South Carolina. Despite a renewed sense of
bold self-righteousness, Newt lost any momentum he
had going almost immediately after the visceral assault
of attack ads and sheer outspending by the other side.
Awkward. But propped up by a handful of very generous billionaires, Gingrich still soldiers on.
And, by nature of being the only man left for
the critical “I’m not quite as gag-worthy as Newt
Gingrich, but I’m still as conservative as they come”
niche, Rick Santorum took his turn surging to prominence. Santorum, initially only noteworthy for his obscene internet synonym (Google it) was able to use
his newfound popularity to pander to the conservative

base by reviving the culture wars. When will conservatives realize that trying to legislate morality clashes
with their whole small government thing?
Oh, and Ron Paul’s still here. Ron, it’s about time
to go home. The other kids just don’t want to play
with you.
And now establishment Republicans are in a pinch.
After much pleading, it’s clear that there will be no
dark horse candidate jumping in to save the day (you
can take down that Chris Christie poster you have between Justin Bieber and Brad Pitt in your dorm room.
It’s just not going to happen). Can we really bring ourselves to settle for
Mr. Inevitable?
Mitt
Romney
seems to have it all.
Having
inherited
the position of assumed front runner
after a second place finish last time around, Romney
was poised to easily snag the nomination. But voters
seemed . . . reluctant. What is it about Mitt that is so
off-putting to Republicans?
As governor of Massachusetts, a liberal state,
Romney was a moderate conservative. He passed
health care reform hardly distinguishable from the
Obamacare he now professes to deplore. He was prochoice and supported regulating carbon emissions.
But the Romney we see now has to go out of his way
to describe himself as “severely conservative,” to shed
himself of his East Coast “weenie” image. Instead of
having to charm those pesky New Englanders, he
now has to appeal to the far-right fringe that dominate
the primary. Moderate, conservative, no matter what,
both versions of Romney are flip-floppers. As hard as
he tries, he just won’t be able to shake his reputation
as an empty suit, easily moldable to fit the given political climate. His own team even described him as an
Etch-a-Sketch that can shake up and start over come
the general election. Yet despite Romney’s perceived
lack of authenticity, the GOP will undoubtedly rally
behind whomever opposes Obama, and everyday it’s
looking increasingly inevitable that that lucky man will
be Rom-bot. So Rom-bot it is.
What would a Mitt Romney presidency actually
look like? Often, a person’s greatest weakness can turn
into an unexpected strength. It seems that (some) Republicans already know this and soon (most) will figure it out. The loudest criticism, from both the right
and the left, is that Romney is a spineless flip-flopper
who is perfectly willing to use any rhetorical voodoo
necessary to keep finagling his way into office. But is

We opened our hearts to the talking neon podiums,
but all we got was a motley crew of caricatures who
one-by-one succumbed to their own particular Achilles’ Heels. Remember Tim Pawlenty? Me neither.
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this really such a bad thing? Maybe his malleability is
precisely what makes him such a good candidate for
the Republican Party.
In the post-Bush era, it seems clear that the GOP
agenda, when actually put into action, is just downright unpopular, especially when implemented highly
visible and therefore politically risky executive level.
Ever wonder why there’s never any mention of the
Bush presidency in the primary debates? It’s because
it’s unflattering to be associated with one of the most
unpopular presidents in the history of the United
States.
Conveniently, voters are incredibly myopic. You
don’t remember any kicking and screaming about
government spending when Bush brought us from
an inherited surplus to the deficit that conservatives
now bemoan. And all we got to show for it were two
shamefully sloppy wars, handouts to the pharmaceutical industry under the half-assed pretense of “reform” and the lowest taxes since the 1950s (and it’s
supposed to trickle down when, exactly?)
But rhetoric is a powerful tool in framing the issues. Now, under a blue presidency, the Republican
party’s strategy has been simple—drop Bush into
obscurity and use concentrated legislative power to
promote its agenda. Despite having a majority in only
the House of Representatives, Tea Party conservatives have been using reckless brinkmanship tactics
to coerce Congress into adopting their ultimatums.
Elite players such as Karl Rove and Grover Norquist
have already recognized that the new generation of
conservative politics will be most successfully implemented through the
legislative,
rather
than the executive
branch, supported
by an ostentatiously
partisan majority in
the Supreme Court. With an empty suit like Romney
in the White House, ready to put his ol’ John Hancock on any piece of legislation the Republicans put
on his desk, far-right policies will have an easy path to
becoming a reality.
So what would this new conservative agenda look
like? Repealing Obamacare. Passing the Paul Ryan
Budget. Reinstating Don’t Ask Don’t Tell. Repealing Dodd-Frank financial reform. Lowering taxes
even more. Going to war with Iran. Cracking down
on immigration. Strangling access to women’s health
services. Relaxing gun control laws. This isn’t the time
to argue each of these policy points, and I know I’m

probably preaching to the choir, but the point is: we
all know the game is rigged. We operate within a two
party system which can sometimes feel a bit more like
suffocation than freedom. As frustrating as this is, the
only way to change that is from within. Democrats are
far from saints. Obama is more of a moderate than a
liberal, and some of his policies are difficult to distinguish from the Bush policies we so adamantly assailed
just four years ago. To make matters worse, Citizen’s
United has paved the way for unlimited corporate donations to political campaigns, as if our democracy
wasn’t already saturated thoroughly by money. Obama
too has succumbed and formed his own super PAC in
preparation for the upcoming election. Despite this
regrettable moral and perhaps rhetorical flounder,
he still remains the best option if we hope to amend
the systemic corruption of our government. Nobody
should be comfortable with how intimately our democracy has become intertwined with media and financial elites. The solution, however, is not to walk
away. There was some genuine enthusiasm behind the
2008 election and there was something behind that
Occupy thing. Perhaps without a looming reelection,
Obama might act on his allegedly liberal ideologies.
The man is a pragmatist, carefully calculating exactly
how much political capital he has to spend and what
the most effective way to spend it is. And surely (no
really, surely) the man has made mistakes, but he’s
brought us as far as he can.
Luckily, we have free will and no lobbyists to answer to, so we too can be pragmatists. It’s easy to feel
resigned to our predicament, which admittedly feels a
bit like being a little
kid who’s on timeout and is pissed
because now he has
no say in whether we
go to Applebee’s or
TGI Friday’s tonight, but really you’re more mature
than that and are equally pissed that you have to go
to either, because can we please go to Friendly’s and
I’m glad we can at least agree that we’ll never go back
to the Cheesecake Factory, even if Iran does get the
bomb and Barack Obama was actually born in Kenya
and you knew all along that Michelle Bachmann’s gayconverting husband is actually in the closet (come on,
we were all thinking it, lets be real for a sec.) Anyway,
the BIG POINT is that as citizens of this country, we
can weigh our options and use our little, little voices to
call the GOP presidential field what it is: a circus. ~

You can take down that Chris Christie poster you
have between Justin Bieber and Brad Pitt in your
dorm room. It’s just not going to happen.
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COUCHSURFING

Getting local in a globalized world
by Sam Faktorow, staff writer; illustration by Anna Forster-Smith, guest artist

W

hat would you think if I told you
there was a way to travel without ever having to pay for a hotel
or hostel? Pretty great, right? You
would have more money to spend on food, transportation and other expenses (all of which really add up
while you’re traveling). What’s the catch, you ask? Oh,
just that you have to ask a complete stranger, via the
Internet, to sleep in his or her home. How do you
find these gracious folks? It’s called CouchSurfing.org,
and in the simplest of explanations, it’s an international social networking site for travelers looking to
cut down on costs and, more importantly, see their
destination through the eyes of a local host.
In 1999, CouchSurfing Executive Director Casey
Fenton found an inexpensive flight from Boston to
Iceland. Before departing, he emailed 1,500 students
at the University of Iceland requesting accommodations. After over 50 people offered to host him, Fenton began to develop the ideas that would ultimately
lead to the creation of CouchSurfing.org. In January 2004, after a number of years of code development, research and beta test runs, Fenton and three
of his partners launched CouchSurfing.org. Growth
was slow: by the end of 2004 only 6,000 surfers and
hosts had signed up. Things started speeding up and
the project grew to 45,000 people over the course of
2005. As of January 2012, the site has over 3.6 million
members, approximately one million of whom are ac-

tive participants in surfing and hosting. It is the most
popular free accommodation site to ever exist.
According to the website, CouchSurfing’s mission
is three simple words: create inspiring experiences. It
envisions “a world where everyone can explore and
create meaningful connections with the people and
places they encounter.” To the traveler with a serious
case of wanderlust, CouchSurfing is the perfect way
to dig deeper into the place he or she is visiting.
“You actually have real contact with the culture
and learn things firsthand you would never otherwise learn,” said CC senior and CouchSurfer Elena
Ketelsen. “The members of CouchSurfing teach you
things you could never read in the papers, see on TV
or learn on a tour of some national monument.”
Truthfully, there is only so much a hotel concierge
can do or say. Staying with a local provides interesting and unexpected insights to local attractions. My
first time surfing was in Chicago, a city I knew nothing
about. My host, a young woman named Ave, helped
me out by explaining how to get around the city using
the “L” Train and by recommending different places
to go—including a delicious coffee shop that, by my
observations, didn’t see a single tourist other than me.
While Ave’s advice may seem insignificant, it shaped
my experience of the city into one I remember fondly.
CouchSurfing has a broad demographic base, representing over 80,000 towns in 230 countries and territories. About 20 percent of all registered users live
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in the United States. France, Germany, Canada and
the United Kingdom follow close behind. Paris is the
most represented city. Globally, 71 percent of CouchSurfers speak English, 18 percent French, 17 percent
Spanish and 15 percent German. CouchSurfing truly
has become a global phenomenon. I know people
who have surfed in Italy,
Malta, Malaysia, Japan, the
Netherlands, China and
beyond. Colorado College
has its own group page on
the website, which is currently 26 members deep.
I heard about CouchSurfing while studying abroad last semester, surrounded by intrepid travelers—many of whom were using
CouchSurfing—who inspired me to take the leap and
allow strangers into my home. Most of the people I
have encountered through Couchsurfing heard about
the network by word-of-mouth.
Joining the CouchSurfing network is easy. When
you create an account on CouchSurfing.org, you make
a profile detailing who you are, what city you currently
live in, your motivation for being involved, what your
couch/bed/mattress/sleeping surface is like, and various other bits of background information. You are
also encouraged to put up pictures, especially of yourself and of your couch. You then indicate if you are
currently able to host, and the fun begins.
Requests, sent in private messages, will start to
trickle in. I created my account on Jan. 5, received my
first request by Jan. 7, and another the week after that.
Hosts expect the request to be personal and are skeptical of copy-and-paste messages (though I will admit
to being guilty of this). Requests to surf contain arrival and departure dates, method of transportation
for arrival, the number of guests, and a note. As far as
surfing goes, you find yourself on the other end: you
are the one sending the message asking for a place
to stay. Hosts then accept or deny your request—it is
their prerogative.
In Portland, my host and I went out for pizza and
then he told me about a party he was going to the next
day. Some hosts who deny your request may just be
busy or booked with other surfers, but still willing to
meet up with you for coffee, a drink, a meal or a jaunt
around their city. In fact, this happened when I was
in Salt Lake City during my most recent spring break.
Having been a member for just over three months
now, I have hosted three times (eight guests in total),

surfed three times and met up with two people outside
of hosting and surfing. It is a social networking site
that is physically social, and will lead you to meet some
interesting characters.
Senior Kyra Gurney once “stayed with an American ex-pat who lived in
a villa situated on a plot
of olive trees outside of
Granada,” and had the
chance to visit La Tabacalera, an occupied tobacco factory in Madrid. My
first surfer—an adventurous guy named Ian who
had just returned from
a four-year adventure hitchiking across all 50 states,
CouchSurfing along the way—played me a few songs
on his banjo. By its very nature, a CouchSurfing experience encourages and expects a sense of openness,
humility and kindness, and a deep willingness to share,
learn and grow.
“When you are able to go into 20 houses and
sleep there overnight and have someone cook for
you and talk to you, it makes you realize the world
is not as terrible as everyone says it is,” senior Justin
Garoutte said. CouchSurfing’s hospitality offers a palpable sense of both empowerment and the unknown;
hosting a perfect stranger in your home (or vice versa)
takes courage. And so the obvious question is: how
does CouchSurfing stay safe?
Fenton and the rest of the creators had the excellent foresight to incorporate personal references.
The network of trust relies primarily on these references, which you are expected to leave for your hosts
and surfers. These references explain to the rest of
the CouchSurfing community not only what kind of
surfer or host you are, but also what kind of person
you seem to be. References are permanently and publicly displayed on your profile, so other CouchSurfers
can read them while searching for a host or deciding
whether to accept a surfing request. Ideally, you will
only get positive references, making it more likely that
other CouchSurfers will contact you or accept your
requests.
Still, unforeseen things can happen with hosts who
have nothing but positive testimonials. Garoutte spent
the night in a house with rats and Gurney hosted a
woman from LA who “borrowed some money from
one of [her] housemates and never paid him back.”
But an unflattering reference alerts future hosts or
surfers to avoid these abusers of the network. Thus

“CouchSurfing completely subverts the
logic of capitalism—you share your home
with someone else simply because you
want to offer them a place to stay and hear
about their travels, and other people open
their homes to you.”
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the safety and satisfaction of everyone’s CouchSurfing experiences depend in large part on the honesty
of your references. I’ve only been able to write positive references so far. But I’m not merely lucky—my
experiences simply reflect just how well the site actually works.
Then there’s also verification, another safety feature designed to minimize the chances of requesting
to surf with, you know, murderers and rapists. According to the website, “Verification is an optional
check of your name and location that helps show that
you are who you say you are.” The drawback is that
verification costs $25. Only about 7 percent of users verify profiles. Very few of the people I have interacted with have sought verification. I assume most
people don’t cough up the $25 because CouchSurfing
prides itself on being a free service. That being said,
it’s not for freeloaders.
“One thing to remember while you are surfing is
to take gifts,” Garoutte said. This sentiment, which I
share, is that the practice of CouchSurfing revolves
around the mutual exchange of favors. You provide
someone a place to stay, they give you something in
return. Ian did my dishes, my second surfer Michelle
drove me to Boulder, and my third group of six (yes,
six) surfers drove me to Denver. I bought my most
recent host a bottle of wine. Sometimes, as in Ketelsen’s experience, the gift is more personal: “I had
my sketchbook with me while surfing and I was asked
to draw [my hosts],” she said. “I gave Felix a cartoon
that night, which he told me he still has.” So, while
different hosts have different expectations and guidelines, hosts never expect you to pay money for their
hospitality. To that end, Gurney believes “CouchSurfing completely subverts the logic of capitalism—you
share your home with someone else simply because
you want to offer them a place to stay and hear about
their travels, and other people open their homes to
you.”
When I’m CouchSurfing, I share with others a
common desire for connection, intimacy and any
opportunity to spend less money (and have a better
experience while I’m at it). Garoutte feels similarly,
saying that it is “really awesome being able to have
some connection with a complete stranger and to realize that we are all human beings despite certain differences. You can get stuck in your bubble and miss
so much. There are so many people out there with so
many vast experiences that can help you expand your
horizons.”
As time has gone on, being a CouchSurfer has be-

come as integral to my identity as being a male, or attending Colorado College, or studying English. Other
social networking sites like Facebook and Twitter
haven’t had even close to the same effect. I wouldn’t
expect them to; because CouchSurfing turns strangers into friends instead of friends into pseudo-friends.
The folks I have met so far have all been warm and
inspiring travelers with endlessly fascinating stories.
In that regard, CouchSurfing makes social networking
intensely social in a way that Twitter and Facebook
never will.
Traveling teaches us how to connect with new
people and places. Ultimately, CouchSurfing does that
by forcing you out of your comfort zone and into the
trusting hands of a stranger. CouchSurfing seeks to
make the planet smaller in order to help people understand the deepest intricacies of our now globalized world. The future of traveling has arrived, folks.
CouchSurfing brings the world to your fingertips, one
person and place at a time. ~
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The CCFL gained national recognition after this
apparent reform and success. Academe magazine asked
Jeff Livesay to publish an article on the movement,
and he wrote with confidence that their success would
continue to affect change at the college. “There’s
more to be done but thanks to the cooperative efforts
of many people, there’s a sense that progress can now
come more easily than it has in the past.”
After their campaign, the CCFL published a 16page document directed at future CC activist groups.
The document, still available on the CC website,
catalogues all of their successes and trials. Reading
through the document, it is evident that the CC community we know today isn’t all that different than it
was 10 years ago. Below is an excerpt describing the
conditions of the student body, administration and
past labor activism in 2002, as characterized by the
CCFL in their report:
Student Body: “CC has a very vocal activist community, especially around environmental issues.
Traditional leftist groups . . . attract little attention except to the extent that they provide free
alcohol or cultural entertainment. The dominant undercurrent within the student body is
feel-good apathy.”
Administration: “ . . . generally comfortable

with the same status quo and want to avoid the
work and hassle associated with change . . . the
administration fears that all their pet projects
will be ruined if the trustees refuse to approve
a budget with too much spending.”
On Past Labor Activism: “ . . . a tendency for
groups to point out a problem and throw it in
the administration’s lap, saying ‘you deal with
it now.’”
In their document, the CCFL uncovered potent
truths and provided ways to mobilize a sentiment of
self-sufficiency, all articulated clearly for students like
us to read and revitalize.
For those of you who don’t have time to mill
though the 16-page document, the CCFL left our
campus with a bullet list of all the things they think
they did right. Ten years later, it is now the perfect
time for us to remember exactly how they achieved
self-sufficient wages for CC staff, because this story
hasn’t ended with the gift they passed on to us.
Fast-forward 10 years: CC is back where we started
with market-based wages for our lowest earning staff;
self-sufficiency has basically been forgotten.
Continued on pg. 6 of the Fast-Forward issue . . .
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fight for a fair wage
Part I: “Workers’ Rights and the CC Dream”
by Han Sayles, staff writer and layout editor

“The past is always a rebuke to the present . . . History cannot give us a program for the future, but it can give us a fuller
understanding of ourselves, and of our common humanity, so
that we can better face the future.”
			
—Robert Penn Warren

T

en years ago, the minimum staff salary at Colorado College was $6.92
per hour. A 2002 survey from Sociology Professor Jeff Livesay’s Inequality
course revealed that 78 percent of the staff felt they
were being inadequately compensated for their work.
Approximately 50 percent of the staff reported experiencing economic hardships such as worrying about
food, inability to pay for housing and an inability to
afford health care. Yes, this was at CC— not such a
magical bubble for some.
It wasn’t until 2003 that CC adopted a self-sufficient base wage of $9.64 per hour. Thanks to the
tireless efforts of the Colorado College Fair Labor
(CCFL), a group of extremely dedicated CC students,
CC became the first institution in the country to adopt
a self-sufficient wage.
Colorado defines the term “self-sufficiency” as
“the income needed to realistically support a family,
without public or private assistance.” This is in contrast to market-based wages, which aim not to overpay
workers but to maintain a slightly competitive edge
over minimum wage. CCFL fought for basic rights
for our staff so that they could avoid relying on food

stamps and charities to sustain themselves and their
families.
The CCFL’s efforts began in 2001, but it wasn’t
until 2002, after the students put together a 17-page
document titled Workers’ Rights and the Colorado College
Dream, that the administration took the CCFL seriously. The document catalogued the egregious economic struggles experienced by many employees on
campus. Sodexho— a national corporation known for
unfair treatment of their employees— came to CC’s
campus in an attempt to slander the CCFL’s reputation since the allegations made by CCFL were scandalous, and all completely true. Regardless of the efforts led against them, the CCFL continued building
student support by gathering evidence from Sodexho
employees to demonstrate the injustice happening on
campus.
For two years the CCFL met every day and after
constant advocacy they put together a 10-page report
with Labor Practices Committee including a recommendation that the college adopt a $13.05 per hour
wage based off of a self-sufficient chart that projected the cost of living for a single adult and a single
child in the El Paso area. Then CC President Dick Celeste— who had just recently come into office—did
not take the recommendation to adopt the one-adult/
one-child model, but he did endorse the hugely enhanced wage of $9.64, which followed the two-adult/
two-child family budget model from 2003, a $2.50 per
hour increase.
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the experience of seeing a Hollywood movie for its
tidy ending.
But if that’s not the case, the Auschwitz-Birkenau
Memorial is a model of a contrived scenario that
functions better than an “authentic” experience to
promote an accurate understanding of history. As a
visitor, you have the unique opportunity to feel unequipped and therefore unworthy, as a person of relative privilege, to contemplate the physical remains of
such vast evil laid out with a method and civility that
belies the profound madness that allowed such a situation to happen. These discrepancies are the experience of visiting Auschwitz—the dissonance which
affords you greater knowledge.
So did I gain anything from standing in the actual camp beyond what one might gain from visiting,
for example, the Holocaust Museum in Washington,
D.C.? There, too, one can see a massive disintegrating heap of shoes that Nazis once stripped from the
corpses of those who went into the gas chambers. I
have always believed that a space has memory, but
could it possibly communicate over the shuffling of
a hundred tourists?
I reject criticism that says those who visit Auschwitz-Birkenau are merely voyeurs. Such an accusation assumes that anyone who examines the site with
any sort of detached curiosity necessarily defiles the
memory; it assumes that the distance created by viewing the site in the
tour format creates
a distance from
compassion, too.
But the tour format does not make
participants “tourists” in the basest sense of the word.
A dry history of the Holocaust serves one purpose,
a survivor’s written narrative yet another. While both
conjure empathy, neither asks explicitly that the audience connect the story to herself. But by visiting the
site itself and looking upon relics of the past, one creates an event of high significance and places it within
the broader context of those moments—respectable
or foolish, momentous or trivial—that compose one’s
own life. My first visit took place when I was tired
and neurologically spent. Spoiled and confused. If
you visit Auschwitz, you will likely be in the company
of many others. You will look upon them and know
that their lives are diverse, just as you will know on
an emotional level, probably for the first time, that so
were the lives of the prisoners interned within.
The tour guide repeatedly called our attention to

photos of those sent walking to the gas chambers
upon arrival to Auschwitz. She noted the expressions
on their faces—often mistrusting, but never panicked.
They had no idea where they were headed, so well
kept throughout the entire war was the secret of their
generic, anonymizing fate.
After the tour ended, I forgot to ask directions to
the coach going back to Warsaw and I wandered off,
eventually stumbling upon a bus shelter on the twolane highway out of OŚwięcim.
The next day back in Warsaw I said goodbye to
Aga, who was late to a doctor’s appointment. She
rushed off before I could ask Mateusz to take a photo
of us on my disposable camera, but it didn’t matter
anyway. I never picked up the developed photos from
CVS. If you visit the Memorial and Museum website,
the splash page features spooky photos of the gates
cloaked in mist. It was mostly clear skies when I was
there, with only traces of the rain Aga had worried
about. ~

I have always believed that a space has memory, but
could it possibly communicate over the shuffling of a
hundred tourists?
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ent languages. Our guide didn’t stop walking as she
showed us the infamous “Arbeit Macht Frei” (“Work
Makes You Free”) gate marking the entrance to the
camp. I snapped a photo despite the fact that the sign
is a replica and despite not really wanting a picture of
it. But I was on a tour, after all.
The site commonly referred to as “Auschwitz” is
officially Auschwitz I. What remains of Auschwitz
II—Birkenau, usually shortened to Birkenau, is 10
minutes down the road from Auschwitz I. In late
1944, the Nazis ordered prisoners to torch

Birkenau in order to hide evidence from approaching Soviet forces, but plenty remained untouched.
The website of the Auschwitz-Birkenau Memorial
and Museum reports, “Many items of various kinds
that had belonged to the murdered Jews were found
[in the camps]. In June 1946, the District Liquidation
Bureau turned most of these items over as Museum
exhibits.”
These “items of various kinds” include kitchen
utensils, shoes and prisoners’ hair. Our tour guide
brought our group past a glass case piled high with
hundreds of shoes. Another containing well over a
ton of human hair. All seized from meticulously organized Nazi stores after WWII and eventually returned
to the camp in the format of exhibitions.
The tourism industry has a decidedly problematic
name for the niche market of people who visit sites
connected with death and morbid events: “dark tourism.” It’s kitschy, to be sure. It seems like it should
apply only to something like, say, the ridiculous
historic ghost tour of New Orleans that to
this day I regret attending, and not to a memorial of genocide.
In 2005, the Tourism Society—a professional organization for those working in “all sectors of the
visitor economy”—held a colloquium on dark tourism, intending to address “the actual ethical, moral
and management dilemmas surrounding the ‘cashing
in’ and subsequent commoditisation of death and the
macabre.” Speakers agreed that tourism related to the
Holocaust is unique, but still they labeled as “disconcerting…the transportation of victims’ hair, spectacles and other personal belongings from Birkenau
to Auschwitz I,” apparently moved to ensure a good
visitor experience. This “good” visitor experience is
also taken into account with the physical reconstruction of a crematorium, originally based in Birkenau,
and subsequently rebuilt in Auschwitz I to ensure
a “tour culmination.”
What makes me (and also some in
the tourism business) uneasy is that it
might not be the story of the Holocaust
that provokes a response but rather the
drama of the tour itself that prompts
visitors to experience some sense of closure. If that’s the case, then a visit to the
Auschwitz-Birkenau Memorial is a selfcontained event—an escalating tension
that starts upon buying a ticket and resolves once the tour guide has said
her closing remarks, comparable to
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ently inherited from Samuel. Between Samuel’s choleric personality and his early death, there wasn’t much
time to divulge a fully comprehensive family history.
Accordingly, the details of my ancestors’ story have
come to me in random fragments.
Aga helped fill in some of the missing links. “Samuel was a severe man, I have always heard,” Aga said.
“I never knew him, of course, but I have always felt
him over my life. Do you feel this way?” I said that I
did. “It’s true,” she said. “This is why I am interested
to hear what you will say after you visit AuschwitzBirkenau.”

A

ga couldn’t accompany me to Krakow, and I
was relieved to be left to my own devices. I
was shit for
conversation
and
would sit around the
apartment dumbly,
realizing too late
that I should have
offered to make
lunch instead of
letting Aga do it, or
that I shouldn’t have thrown the dog his squeaky toy
while her husband Mateusz was on a conference call.
I rarely take photos, but I had bought a disposable camera in Warsaw specifically for this trip. I took
photos with no people in them: of the Wawel Royal
Castle, of dogs in front of Polish storefronts, of a
painting above my hotel bed of an old man apparently being stalked by a dybbuk seeking a host body.
The hotel was in the Jewish Quarter of Krakow, and
without consulting any literature or schedules, the
concierge informed me how and when to get to the
station where I could catch a bus to OŚwięcim, better
known by the German name Auschwitz.
The coach bus sat fewer than twenty people, and
some were left without seats. I had gotten disproportionately angry at a couple trying to cut me in line to
board the bus, and was struck by just as unreasonable
a sense of remorse when they saw my scowling and
allowed me to pass. Withdrawal was making me sensitive and brooding, not to mention hungry. The bus
ride was two hours through an unspectacular countryside and I sat silently fuming as a woman standing in the aisle insisted upon leaning her ass on my
shoulder instead of against a seatback. After an hour
of fierce self-pity, it struck me that I was upset about
my transportation to Auschwitz being cramped. The
woman got off the bus ten minutes before we arrived

at our destination. I watched through the bus window
and thought apologetic thoughts as she approached a
small apartment complex.
The residential buildings did not disappear as we
got closer to the site of Auschwitz I, the original headquarters and prison established in OŚwięcim. There
are houses and apartment buildings directly across the
street from the camp, houses that have certainly been
around for quite a while. Aga told me later that the
young people who don’t move away from OŚwięcim
sometimes stick around to work at the Memorial and
Museum. I tried to phrase my puzzlement delicately:
during the war, wouldn’t people have noticed what
was going on across the street from their houses?
“They had always lived there and they didn’t have
money. What could
you do? You can’t
move away. The
whole country was
at war.” It turns out
Aga was mistaken
about this part of
the story: the Nazis evicted residents
who lived closest to the site. Still, people lived in the
town of OŚwięcim during WWII.
Maybe I had expected the camp to rise like some
sort of haunted mansion out of an abandoned field.
That would have been an easier scene to digest. The
surrounding neighborhood lent one more degree of
degradation to the folkloric image living in my mind
of a place so unequivocally horrible that it could be
reassuring, even redemptive, in some paradoxical way.
That image continued
to prove unreliable.
The tour of
Auschwitz begins in the back
of the main visitor’s
center, where a ten-minute
movie plays in a theatre
that seats about two hundred. The movie gives a brief recap of
WWII and the creation of the concentration camps.
As the movie finishes, sets of double doors along the
left wall of the theatre open automatically, prompting visitors to enter the grounds. I went outside and
joined a group of people gathering around a young
woman who held a small British flag to indicate the
English-language tour. At least five other groups also
congregated around guides speaking as many differ-

The surrounding neighborhood lent one more degree of degradation to the folkloric image living in
my mind of a place so unequivocally horrible that
it could be reassuring, even redemptive, in some
paradoxical way.
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Auschwitz and the fine line between compassion and commodity
by Juliet E. Gordon, guest writer; illustrations by Sonora Miller, art editor

“I

tion on my part, as I realized with some disgrace I’d
become some sort of drug-addled zombie.
A visit to Poland had been in The Plan since before I can remember. Uncle Andrzej, my father’s halfbrother and Aga’s father, came to visit us a few times
in my childhood. Andrzej and my father were born
about fifteen years apart, each to a different wife of
my grandfather, Samuel Chrabolowski. Samuel and
one of his sisters were studying medicine in France at
the start of World War II, since it was not possible for
Jews to seek higher education in Poland at the time.
When they felt they were in danger of persecution by
the Nazi party they fled to Mexico, where Andrzej was
born (his mother brought him back to Europe after
the war). The rest of their family, including their four
siblings, stayed in Poland, and were never heard from
again. I’m not sure whether they went to the camps.
I’m not sure if anyone is sure whether they went to
the camps. My father is a moody guy, a trait he appar-

t’s going to be raining tomorrow. Take
this.”
I was to take an early train to Krakow that morning, and Aga was handing me a plastic-wrapped yellow poncho. I put it in my
backpack, thinking I’d get soaked to the bone sooner
than wear a size-large yellow poncho around Auschwitz.
A week earlier, I’d met my impressively pregnant
cousin Aga at the Warsaw Chopin Airport. I was on
a break from studying abroad at a university in England, where I had been living primarily off the euphoric properties of a stimulant called methylone
(“baby MDMA,” as it has been described) and generally not attending class, visiting the library or thinking
critically about anything at all. Warsaw is chaotic, to be
sure—the entire city has been a construction site since
1945—but the stricken look I perceived to be on the
face of every Varsovian was probably more a projec-
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are quantitatively the most popular on campus today,
based both on what is played at parties, and who won
this year’s Battle of the Bands—Jo(h)nband, Country
Blumpkins, and Drunk Molly Experience all fall close
to what this campus deems a jam band style. Those
two genres are also the status quo for—to put it bluntly—big drunk crowds. I do not, however, want to
oversimplify the diversity of CC’s live music scene as
a whole, which includes other elements like the sizable
amount of bluegrass performers and fans, and the
rise and subsequent popularity of a cappella groups
(which probably require an article all their own).
The genres have progressed since the ‘80s, but the
variety itself, relative to the size of the school, is the
most consistent hallmark of CC’s musical landscape. I
would only pick a bone with the nature of that variety.
Bands and artists too often deﬁne themselves and each
other by the separate cubbies they ﬁt into. Getting a

group together to play covers is ﬁne, but it would be
helpful to remember that the artistic point of covers
is to do your own take on it. And it’s not just about
art—there’s nothing wrong with a band that wants to
play parties and have a good time—it’s about being
interesting. No one wants to hear a second-rate version when the ﬁrst-rate version is on everyone’s iPod.
The same concept translates to thinking about
original music, too. Sure, it’s an “original” blues tune,
but what are you doing with it that hasn’t been rehashed time and again over the past century of blues’
existence? There’s something to be learned from artists like Fun at the Zoo and Adam Stone. Whether you
like them or not (you did check them out on YouTube,
right?), you have to admit: they refused to get complacent in some pre-deﬁned niche. In both cases, CC
loved the weird; and I think it’s about time we’re given
a chance to love it again. 

6. Adam Stone draws a large crowd at a show in the Whitney Electric building

Photos 1, 3 and 4 courtesy Ryan Bañagale; 2, 5 and 6 from YouTube.
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4. Asmarah and the Badass Brass

DJs increased rapidly over the next few years. On numerous occasions, writers complained in the Catalyst
about the lack of showmanship or actual “performance” during electronic sets, a charge that critics still
levy on popular artists today such as brostep powerhouses Skrillex and DeadMau5. Both have enormous
followings, but the “haters,” if you will, are disconcerted by what they see as artists who simply go on
stage and press play. And of course there are many
who simply ﬁnd it repetitive and uncreative.
Enter winter-start Adam Stone in 2005: a keyboardist/singer/choreographer whose performances
seemed to solve both of those problems. By the 2006
Llamapalooza, his band Tic Tac Fuck You (described
by Stone as “dance/punk/metal/electro type stuff ”)
was already turning heads. Cipher writer Vernon Smith,
who was surprised at the lack of jam bands that year,
commented: “In this writer’s view, Llamapalooza ’06
was a success, if only for its threat to genre barriers.”
In subsequent performances under his own name,
Stone incorporated wild artistic elements to accompany his electro-pop sounds. At two packed solo
shows—one in the old Whitney Electric building,
and one in the Armstrong black box—artists created
live projected drawings, a video played on one side
of the room, and two dancers, Rosey Puloka and Jordan Brooks, did their thing on stage while he sang and
DJ’d.

journey to hunt down a shark that had literally stolen
his heart. “So when I caught up I did what I’d always
been told/I swam right up to the shark and punched
him on the nose,” he sings. Later, the shark gets its revenge. “It came as no surprise/He was not happy with
the punch/The look I saw in his eyes showed me/He
was looking at me as a second lunch.” Upon his inevitable death, he ends the song with a stripped down
version of the original melody, lamenting, “Now deep
in the ocean in the belly of a shark/At least I found
a way back to my heart.” Unlike with the aforementioned artists, Stone put his whole album on iTunes,
and a video of the entire album performed live can be
found on YouTube.
Many of these artists are still going at it, in one
way or another. Fun at the Zoo drummer Tad Hutchison and guitarist Jim Sangster went on to play in a
relatively well-known Seattle band, The Young Fresh
Fellows; Tad also plays in Chris & Tad—Chris being
Chris Ballews of The Presidents of the United States
of America. Ryan Bañagale is still composing—he is
writing a jazz score for the Drama Department’s upcoming show Taipei by Night—and is currently writing
a book on the history of George Gershwin’s “Rhapsody in Blue.” Adam Stone is in New York City, playing shows under the project name “North” and writing an opera.

A

lthough I have set up electronic music and
jam bands at CC over the past 30 years as
a kind of dichotomy, I recognize that there
are tons of people who are into both, and plenty of
shows that feature both. For example, at last year’s
Llamapalooza, The Motet, ﬁrmly in the mold of a
jam band, headlined and rocked the same audience
that electronic producer and DJ Flying Lotus did the
hour before. This year’s headliner, Paper Diamond—
another one-man DJ act—also sounds promising.
I traced these two genres in particular because they

<< An awesome, high quality video compilation of
the two shows can be found on YouTube by searching “Adam Stone Live Show Mix” >>
Stone’s solo album The Animals, which describes
various scenes of his death by different animals, is creative both lyrically and musically, not to mention sidesplittingly funny. “The Shark” uses a thumping synthy
tune with a catchy-as-hell chorus to tell the tale of his

5. Zombie-esque dancers were a feature of Adam Stoneʼs
performances.
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3: Ryan Bañagale (organ) on stage with The Sour Mash Project

‘00
DJ Danny Q
drops the bass

‘97
Asst. Professor of Music
Ryan Bañagale
plays Llama

Pomar Gym due to inclement weather (couldn’t handle some rain? ‘90s drugs must not have been strong
enough)—but it survived the early years.
By Bañagale’s account, student bands, including
his own, frequently covered everything from Ben
Folds to Dave Matthews in addition to the popular
traditional rock and blues stuff. DJs spun at parties,
but typically not in an MC or electronic style. Though
Dance Workshop had featured electronic music in
their shows since the early ‘90s, it wasn’t until 2000
that students began making their own. Then-senior
Danny Quinlan, who made music under the name DJ
Danny Q, released a 19-track album that used electronic layering of vinyl records to create original mixes. The campus embraced the genre, self-described as
“hard tech-house;” he became the DJ for both collegesponsored and informal events. He promoted his CD
in the Catalyst, leaving his phone number and promising to deliver ordered copies “to your room, house,

‘06
Doobie Brothers
play Llama

‘09
Adam Stone’s
The Animals released

‘10
Rock God Wes Brandt
descends upon Colorado College

‘03
U.S. invades Iraq

Bemis lounge to the basement of the old Glass House.
It seems the Music Department was even more stingy
regarding student bands’ use of Packard rooms than
they are today, which is almost hard to believe.
In 1997, both Asmarah and Sour Mash played in
CC’s fifth Llamapalooza, organized by the Live Sounds
Committee (the Llama Committee familiar to us today
sprang from Live Sounds and eventually swallowed it
whole). The success of headlining sax player Maceo
Parker, who played with fellow members of James
Brown’s backing band, further established the event
as the music scene’s high mark of every school year.
In the beginning, the festival we have grown to love
had some rocky shows—especially one held in the El

or party.” The now-defunct Mole 33 record store on
Wahsatch also carried the album. Of course, one could
write several articles on the plight of our generation
being relegated to the dark corners of the Internet to
share music instead of hanging out in trendy record
stores. But for the purposes of this piece, I’ll just say I
wish I was born 10 years earlier. The Internet is great
for ease-of-access sharing, but there’s just something
nostalgically cool about having a physical place to do
the same thing.
Either DJ Danny Q started something, or the
mainstream music culture in America experienced a
big shift towards electronic stuff in the early 2000s.
The amount of reporting on CC electronic artists and
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rying tendency. Too many bands allow themselves to
be comfortable within the boundaries of their genre,
instead of pushing toward the edges where true originality is demanded.
Jumping ahead to the early ‘90s, I have the pleasure
of introducing funk-rock act Spiney Norman, whose
name is derived from a giant hedgehog character in a
Monty Python sketch. “We’re influenced a lot by Parliament, the Tower of Power, and The Red Hot Chili
Peppers. No, don’t write that. Everyone is influenced
by The Red Hot Chili Peppers nowadays. Write Primus instead.” Clearly, the Catalyst did not grant drummer Dave Smith’s wish, as they published that quote
in full. The article introduced him as the “undisputed
godfather of CC campus bands,” which makes it
sound like he was the 1992 version of 2012’s Drew
Kelly: both house drummers for everyone and their
cat. When asked about Spiney’s fans, he said: “Fans?
Well, our friends like us a lot.” Despite Smith’s mod-

‘80—’82
Fun at the Zoo

‘81
“Sound of the Future”
published in the Catalyst

1992 CC band Psychotic Mary reveals more of the
history of CC’s emerging rock scene. After describing
a remarkable party at Arthur House that “that outlasted the keg” (ironically, Arthur is now the 24-hour quiet/substance-free zone), the reporter makes a point
to emphasize the originality—within the context of
CC—of the band, which played REM and Pink Floyd
covers alongside some of their own stuff: “This band
does NOT sound like Phish or the Dead,” reads the
article. Early ‘90s, and already a noteworthy anti-jam
band sentiment. The statement implies that there was
a serious jam scene on campus at the time; according
to the archives, it has been present ever since.
To learn more about the ‘90s, I sat down to talk
with assistant professor Ryan Bañagale, who attended
CC starting in 1996, and now teaches in the Music
Department. As a freshman he lived in the basement
of Loomis, on a wing dubbed “Ground Waste” by
residents. Once infamous for noise and debauchery,

Orwell’s 1984 predictions
not fulfilled

‘86
Greek Week

esty, it seems that the band actually had a big enough
following to land about a year of regular gigs at bars
and clubs from Colorado Springs to Boulder. Unfortunately, thanks to the 1984 drinking-age change from
18 to 21, many of their fans couldn’t make it to their
shows. I guess the fake-ID industry hadn’t caught up
yet.
Spiney Norman planned to move to New York
in hopes of getting signed after graduation. Whether
they did is not entirely clear, but since a quick Google
search finds a different band of the same name taking
up all the non-Monty Python-related hits, it seems unlikely that their big city dreams made it very far.
A detailed account of a concert played by fellow

‘90—’92
Spiney Norman

‘89
Fall of the Berlin Wall

‘93
Llamapalooza started by
Mark Philips of the
Live Sounds Committee

this hall is now the site of The Nunnery—a serene allfemale hall. “The kind of music that came from your
dorm room told a lot about who you were,” Bañagale
recalled, and that allowed many Ground Waste musicians to make connections and start playing together.
Asmarah and the Badass Brass (an instrumental band
Bañagale had formed with some Ground Waste buddies) gigged around, playing primarily in the basements of then-prominent frat houses.
Bands faced a shortage of rehearsal space, a
problem that unfortunately persists in the present.
Bañagale’s groups (which later included a blues band
called The Sour Mash Project, for which he played
keyboards) practiced everywhere they could, from the
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kept for the random enthusiasts—so the exhibits I
can curate are few and far between. Luckily for us, the
only thing that surpasses the entertainment value of
their stories is the ridiculousness of their band names.

F

When asked about the direction of the ‘80s pop
scene that surrounded them, however, some members
seemed less enthusiastic. “The latest sound is more
electronic, more studio oriented. It’s becoming very
rich, high-tech synthesizer-y,” Andy mused, commenting on the newfound popularity of bands like Devo
and Roxy Music (where legendary producer/keyboardist Brian Eno got his start). “But it’s important
to remember that in no time it’ll go somewhere else,”
added rhythm guitarist Jim Sangster. “These trends
pass so quickly. It’s not like we’ve got a new sound
that we’ve progressed and arrived at.” Of course he
probably had a point about that particular blend of
synth-heavy pop, but as a whole the electronic trend
continued to rise across the country, though it would
still be years before CC musicians really started playing with it themselves.
2: The cover of Fun at the Zoo’s EP, “Grow Up”

un at the Zoo was apparently the only memorable band of the early ‘80s, according to Catalyst articles of the day and my alumna mother.
Sure there were other bands, but from about ‘80 to
‘82, there were none as consistent or prolific. In early
1982, after the usual winter break hiatus, the members of the band sat down for an interview with the
Catalyst to discuss their direction for the remainder of
the school year. When asked what kind of covers they
would be playing, guitarist Mike Ritt recalled that they
had played ‘60s music the previous year, but that “‘60s
stuff is bad and great. ‘70s is bad and bad . . . That’s
what we’re into this year: the bad and bad.” Within
that grouping was a Cher song, an Isaac Hayes song
and “that piña colada song.”
At the beginning of the 1980-81 academic year,
Mike, who was also the band’s manager, had sent a
promo package to radio stations across the country
that included their four-song EP, “Grow Up.”

<< I recommend a YouTube search for Fun at the
Zoo’s song “I Wanna Be Eccentric”—the lyrics
are as campy and hilarious as they come >>
They received regular play on many of the stations
Mike contacted, from Minnesota to Massachusetts
to Seattle. Some even claimed to play a Fun at the
Zoo song once a day. New York Rocker magazine called
them “an odd but likeable pop-rock band,” and compared them to the “‘Happy Jack’ period of The Who,”
and the Talking Heads. Los Angeles’ DIY Magazine
elaborated on their style, saying they “could be one
of the best of that vital rock subgenre I’ll call Peter
Pan rock. This is rock played by young bands, singing
about the joys of being young, who see life as too
important to take seriously.”
Vocalist Andy Mutnick took this philosophy to
heart: “There’s no real aim, no real point, no pretense.
Just dance, fun, and good music.” Sounds identical
to what you might hear from one of the plethora
of funk/rock/blues jam bands that populate the CC
campus today. But instead of fulfilling that goal with
drawn-out solos and tireless rhythm sections, Fun at
the Zoo built themselves a repertoire of original two
minute songs, as well as an eclectic blend of pop covers from the preceding two decades.

“Greek Week,” in May of 1986, was probably as
close to a Llamapalooza as any event CC would host
before Llama itself. The Live Sounds Committee, the
CC group in charge of live music, gathered bands of
many genres to play throughout the week leading up
to the arrival of reggae star John Baley. Among the
student groups were jazz quintet Moment’s Notice,
folk duo Goddard and Turner and the self-explanatory
Blues Union. A few days later, the Music Department
sponsored a jazz concert in the Packard courtyard featuring Moment’s Notice; just down the road Goddard
and Turner played regularly at Poor Richard’s. Catalogued events like this go to show that the diversity
of music on campus today is not a new trend—but
the fact that most groups (both then and now) can
be identified by a simple generic word betrays a wor-
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From Devo to Djs with
plenty of jam

A history of Colorado College’s live music scene
by Wesley Brandt, editor; illustration by Wesley Brandt and Sonora Miller, art editor

T

he 1980s is a weird decade to begin a
retrospective about music; many think
that in America it was a stagnant time
for the art, and other than the emergence of hip-hop, I would probably agree. I have
placed the first dot of the timeline there thanks to
an article I stumbled upon in the Special Collections
section of Tutt Library. Nestled in the middle of the
Sept. 19, 1981 issue of the Catalyst was a gem titled
“Sound of the Future,”—a brief, well-written opinion
piece which, when considered in the context of the
contemporary realities of music at Colorado College,
made some fascinating claims.
The author of the article, Peter Russell, wrote,
“Electronic music is not party music. The emotions
it evokes are much more subtle and introverted than
those induced by rock. But if you are alone sometime
and looking for a new musical experience, give it a
try.”
Even if you’re not someone who frequents CC
house parties, you’d have to be more than a few miles
off campus to avoid the distant but unmistakable wub
that shakes the ground these days. And whether you
love it or hate it, I think you’ll agree there’s not much
that’s “subtle and introverted” about the brostep-flavored electronic dance music (EDM) we’re regularly
inundated with. But to Russell’s credit, his closing sentence shows clear foresight: “Because of the continual
advancement of electronics, [electronic music] has

1: Nick Baily, Dave Thompson, Llamapalooza ‘97
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no foreseeable limits.” Thirty years later, that statement still certainly rings true. Given the prominence
of EDM acts in recent Llamapaloozas, and the more
general outbreak of electronic music in the dance
scene of late, looking back and seeing the genre discussed as if it is some fringe art form . . . Well, it’s
funny as hell, first of all, but it’s also a poignant sign
of one of the many musical strains that evolved and
continue to evolve on campus.
In drawing on the archives of old Catalyst and Cipher publications and through interviewing various alums, a picture of this recent but deep history begins
to form. Obviously it is incomplete as not everything
gets written down—and of what does, even less is
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Joy Walter, Worner Desk receptionist recommends:

Naturally’s Market and Café

110 Canon Ave., Manitou Springs
Naturally’s Market and Café is a lovely locallyowned restaurant located behind the Episcopal
Church in Manitou Springs. They serve breakfast,
soups, salads, sandwiches and pizza, and have a menu
teeming with vegetarian and vegan options. The food
is about as local and organic as it gets, so you don’t
have to feel quite so guilty about driving to the neighboring town. They offer especially tasty smoothies
(you can choose the ingredients) and a market with
groceries, vitamins, herbs, candles and a selection of
new-age books.

Twin Springs

Manitou Springs
If you have been searching for the best water in
town then, you are in luck: you can find free mineral
water across the street from the Laundromat on Ruxton Avenue in Manitou Springs. The flowing stream
of water has been incorporated into part of an interesting stone sculpture, situated between two buildings.
Manitou has ten springs in total, all of which are a
quick walk from downtown—they are all a bit different with varying levels of carbonation, sweetness, and
metallic taste.
Dick Hilt, professor of physics and Springs resident for 38
years, recommends:

Cutler Trail

Colorado Springs
“I would recommend the hiking trails in North
Cheyenne Canyon, especially Cutler Trail. Cutler is
short, about a mile, and scenic—at the end you have a
great view of the city and South Cheyenne Canyon.”
Sally and Bill of the CC mailroom recommend:

Sky Sox Baseball
4385 Tutt Boulevard, Colorado Springs
The Sky Sox is the Springs’ own minor league
baseball team. Their home park, Security Service
Field, is located in the eastern part of the city. The
stadium is clean and well-equipped, offering all the
amenities you might expect to find at a baseball game.
The Sky Sox’s next home game is April 23, against the
Las Vegas 51s. Tickets are $10.
Jeff Livesay, professor of sociology and Springs resident for 33
years, recommends:

Vallejo’s Restaurant

111 S. Corona St., Colorado Springs
Vallejo’s has been a local favorite since it opened
in 1962. The restaurant is located southeast of downtown in an old white adobe building with diner-style
booths and oilskin tablecloths. They serve northern
Mexican cuisine and make their flour tortillas from
scratch daily. ~

TheatreWorks

3955 Regent Circle, Colorado Springs
“TheatreWorks is the professional theater company associated
with UCCS. They do great stuff,
including some Shakespeare every
season, usually with at least one
equity actor playing a principal.
Starting April 19, they’re performing Schiller’s Mary Stuart.
My wife and I listened to the
first reading, and it’s going to be
great. The two queens are wonderful and all the male characters
are two-faced, smarmy cads (but
wonderfully so).”
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900 Manitou Ave., Manitou Springs
Now that spring is here, the Penny Arcade is a
perfect choice for a bit of outdoor fun. It is almost
entirely outdoors and features pinball, skee-ball,
shooters, Zoltar the fortune-teller and many other
fantastic vintage machines from the 1940s through
the 70s. The going rates for the games are between a
nickel and a quarter, which is hard to beat. The photo
booth inside is especially recommended.

710 Rock Creek Canyon Rd., Colorado Springs
The May Museum, located eight miles south of
the Springs, was opened in the 1940s by the May family, who had been displaying their collection of tropi-

Heather Oelklaus, photo and print workshop supervisor and
Springs resident for 16 years, recommends:

Gypsy Ames, costume designer, professor of drama and dance
and Springs resident for 39 years, recommends:

May Natural History Museum of the Tropics

Manitou Penny Arcade

Fine Arts Center

cal invertebrates since 1929. The museum is home to
over 100,000 invertebrates, although, as the website
explains, only about 8,000 are shown to the general
public “because this is all a person can look at in one
visit.” The collection has been enlarged over the years,
including the addition of an art piece that signals the
turn-off to the museum: a giant replica of the Hercules beetle of the West Indies.

The Modbo

17 C. E. Bijou St., Colorado Springs
The Modbo is a new art gallery downtown located
in the alley between Tejon and Cascade. It is open every Friday from 5:30 p.m.
to at least 10 p.m. Along
with its sister gallery—the
S.P.Q.R Gallery—it has a
collective of artists who
regularly show their work.
In contrast to other galleries, the Modbo focuses on
young and upcoming artists.
They also offer art classes
and frequently have poetry
readings and live music.

30 W. Dale St., Colorado Springs
The Terry Marker exhibition, “Reckoning,” is up
in the Fine Arts Center (right next to CC’s Packard
Hall) until June 3. The Boulder artist’s multimedia
work showcases bold colors and interesting textures
that move beyond the materials from which they are
created and into a fascinating new realm. Be sure not
to miss the 100-foot-long snake made of shredded
money.
Tomi-Ann Roberts, professor of psychology and Springs resident for 19 years, recommends:

Patty Jewett Clubhouse

900 E. Espanola St., Colorado Springs
“One of my favorite less-known places here in
town is the Patty Jewett golf course. It’s just north
of the college. And I’m not saying I love it because I
play golf—I don’t! I never have, in fact. What I love
is the outdoor patio for breakfast, lunch or dinner on
a warm fall or spring day. It’s the best view of Pikes
Peak in town. It’s quiet. It’s cheap. It is old-fashioned,
down-to-earth diner-style
food and beer on tap,
served by waitresses who
don’t take any guff. Great
value, great view, great
history (walk through the
clubhouse—it’s gorgeous.
And check out the portrait
over the fireplace of Patty
herself).”
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GEMS OF THE SPRINGS

Longtime locals recommend our city’s hidden treasures
written and illustrated by Teal Francis, staff artist

W

hen I returned home from Colorado College during my freshman
and sophomore years, I was met
with many questions from family
and friends about how I liked the city of Colorado
Springs. I specifically remember replying that it was a
bizarre place, and that if I was, in fact, going to live in
Colorado, I would live in Boulder or Denver. At some
point, a family friend undercut my confident explanation with the remark, “But you do live in Colorado.”
I remember thinking, “Yeah, but I didn’t choose the
Springs—I chose the college, which happens to be
there.”
I look back on this encounter now with a twinge of
embarrassment. Obviously I was technically living in
Colorado Springs,
I just didn’t conceive of it in that
way. I had decided
that while CC was
“mine” Colorado
Springs was not—it was merely where I happened to
be.
This division was very clear in my mind; I would
live somewhere once I’d consciously chosen that place
for the place, and until I’d made that deliberate decision, I wouldn’t claim a place as my own. At that point
in my life, I never considered why I was compelled
to separate the two, essentially removing myself from
Colorado Springs. But looking back now, the response
of that family friend was an important one. Why
wouldn’t I want to take advantage of the possibilities
and new experiences the place I lived had to offer?

The answer is that I didn’t think of the Springs as a
place with interesting opportunities, I thought of it as
a city with unappealingly wide streets that my school
was in and that I didn’t particularly like. I had passed
judgment without good reason, instead of actually
investigating it for myself. Realizing that I could be
proactive in exploring my environment changed my
frame of mind significantly.

T

he point of this essay, therefore, is to encourage you to take to the Springs and make it
your own. Approach the city with an open
mind—don’t choose to dislike it based on hearsay (or
the width of the streets, if you too happen to have an
issue with that). Explore it for yourself. Hopefully, unlike me, you’ll figure out that it’s a
nifty city before
your junior year.
I still stand by my
original
assessment of Colorado Springs as a bit of a bizarre city,
but sometimes—oftentimes—the strangest places offer the best opportunities for great finds.
To give you a head start on your exploration, I’ve
asked a few beloved CC faculty members and staff
to recommend the hidden gems of Colorado Springs.
Some provided detailed descriptions of their recommendations, while others suggested a venue or two.
In those cases, I collected details from descriptions
on user-review websites such as Yelp and TripAdvisor. Take their suggestions and see what our city really
has to offer.

To give you a head start on your exploration, I’ve
asked a few beloved CC faculty members and staff
to recommend the hidden gems of Colorado Springs.
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lets interrupted my thoughts. My ears started ringing.
The shots were a decent distance away from me, but
my heart still pounded faster. I looked over at another
protester: “What was that?” I asked. But he didn’t
know either. “Rubber bullets,” said the dreadlocked
European woman, “and a sound bomb.” The crowd
began to spread out into smaller groups across the
hillside, shouting: “5, 6, 7, 8! Stop the war and stop
the hate!”
Suddenly, I heard a hissing noise—a long trail of
gas arched above us. I started stepping backward as
I watched the cloud
of gas grow 50 meters
away from me. I could
smell it, but I felt no
pain. Then another
hiss, this one landed
closer. As I tried to
walk away, the pain
crept in through my nose. My eyes watered as a burning sensation made its way down into my lungs and a
painful itch spread over my skin. I couldn’t keep my
eyes open. I tried to run, but I could hardly breathe. I
remembered the advice I’d been given before the protest: not to rub my eyes but to cough and spit as much
as I could. I tried both until I thought I was going to
vomit out my lungs. I was still trying to run, though
hardly gaining any ground, as the IDF shot off more
and more canisters. Finally, I found myself back at the
top of the hill, feeling a bit safer. A local handed me a
piece of onion to smell for the next time.
I was shaking and thirsty. My skin was still burning and sweat was dripping into my eyes, aggravating
the pain. I watched as the young boys, the Palestinian men and women and the man in the wheelchair
moved yet closer to the wall. In the meantime, the
shower of tear gas wasn’t letting up, and many of the
canisters had started small brush fires along the dry
hillside. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. “Viva,
Viva, Falastina!” rose from the small groups below
me. I gathered my courage and slowly made my way
down the hillside again. I couldn’t find a single one
of my friends. There was no one around me when
another canister landed just a few meters away.
I ran as far as I could before the gas could slow me
down again. On my way, I encountered another group
of people trying to escape and passed my onion on to
a girl who was sitting on a rock and coughing. A few
people stopped to help her up: “Keep coughing and
keep running,” they said to the girl.
The gas burned. My steps were frantic and my

mind was consumed by one thought: make it go away.
I needed to get the hell out of there, but my legs were
tripping over the rocks and my stupid long skirt was
getting caught in the brush. Finally, I made it to the
top of the hill. I looked back again as I slowly began
to recover. This time, however, it took much longer
for the pain to subside. My lungs were on fire.
While most foreigners seemed to gather at the top
of the hill, many Palestinians moved closer still to the
wall, enduring the pain for the sake of their cause.
I wanted to go home. I needed water. I needed air
conditioning. My feet
hurt, my shins were
scratched and bleeding, and if I got near
that tear gas again I was
pretty sure that I would
die.
Every Friday, the
Palestinians protest. Every Friday the little boys walk
around the hillside, proudly waving their flags, defending the land of their grandparents. In return, they
endure tear gas, skunk water and occasionally rubber bullets—because they want this land to be theirs
someday, like it was their parents’, grandparents’,
great-grandparents’ and so on.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. “Viva,
Viva, Falastina!” rose from the small groups
below me. I gathered my courage and slowly
made my way down the hillside again.

S

o, you think I could get through the airport with
this?” I snapped out of my reverie and looked
up at my friend Christian, who was holding an
empty tear gas canister that he had picked up off
the hillside. I rolled my eyes as Christian continued,
“It was made in the U.S., why wouldn’t they want it
back?” Laughing, I replied, “It’s not a question of the
U.S. letting it back in, it’s a question of Israel letting
it out.” ~
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Palestinian families standing calmly at the borders of
their lands, which the Israeli Defense Forces (IDF)
prevent them from crossing. We heard stories in
which leaders of the group would say things like, “We
just want to peacefully go and tend to our olive trees,
why won’t you let us onto our own land?” To which
the soldiers, unfazed, respond by continuing to look

working in Ramallah. The rooms were dirty, and a variety of pro-Palestine posters covered the walls. As we
closed in on noon, more and more people began to
congregate in and around the house. The group ended
up being about 50 percent foreigners and 50 percent
Palestinian men and young boys between ages six and
twelve. A woman with long dreadlocks and a heavy
eastern European accent called over all the “newcomers” who had never been to Bil’in. She warned my
group about what we might encounter at the protest,
reminding us that although this protest was meant
to be nonviolent (no name-calling, no rock throwing, etc.), we would almost certainly experience tear
gas and possibly skunk water (a chemical spray with
an appropriate namesake), rubber bullets and sound
bombs.
“Well, shit,” I thought as we left the house and
began the trek beyond the village. We proceeded rather slowly towards the olive trees on the undeveloped
land surrounding the few small houses outside the village center. I was growing increasingly nervous, but I
told myself that if I just stayed to the side and away
from the group, I could avoid the line of fire.

We proceeded rather slowly towards the olive trees.
Twenty minutes into the walk we reached the top of
a large hill, at the base of which I finally spotted the
eight-meter concrete wall.

straight ahead through their dark glasses. Occasionally
some of the younger soldiers would nervously fidget
with their assault rifles, but that was as close as it came
to violence in these stories. Every organized protest I
had heard of in the West Bank was meant to be nonviolent (on both the Palestinian and Israeli sides), but
while some remained that way, others did not. Bil’in,
unfortunately, was one of the towns where protests
did not.

A

fter tirelessly negotiating with a variety of
service and taxi drivers, my group made it to
Ramallah and then Bil’in. We finally arrived
at a house in Bil’in where a few Europeans lived while

Little boys were running and playing as we walked
the dirt road in the hot sun. The protesters marched
along waving Palestinian flags and rainbow flags that
read “Peace.” I talked with some of the other foreigners, wondering what they were doing in the West Bank
and if they had been to this protest before. Chants of
“Viva, Viva, Falastina!” began to rise from the large
crowd. Twenty minutes into the walk we reached the
top of a large hill, at the base of which I finally spotted the eight-meter concrete wall. The crowd began
to disperse. An older Palestinian man in a motorized
wheel chair rolled past me down the hill wearing a gas
mask. The cheers continued: “1, 2, 3, 4! Occupation
no more!”
I could see a skunk water canon and three helmets
poking up from behind the wall. “No skunk water,
dear God, no skunk water,” I prayed. I thought about
how my clothes would smell, and the fact that my
house had just run out of water—I wasn’t sure when
I’d be able to use the washing machine or shower
again. But a loud crack followed by the sound of bul-
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in the line of fire

A Colorado College at a protest in the West Bank
by Anya Arndt, guest writer; illustration by Sonora Miller, art editor

I

t had been a long summer day in the hot Palestinian sun and I was stuck outside, waiting again.
As I sipped my cold Fanta and contemplated
buying another Popsicle, I surveyed the scene.
A group of little boys had given up trying to sell
over-priced Palestinian flag bracelets and gone back
to kicking empty soda cans in what little shade they
could find. My friends and I—a group 20-something
students from the United States and Europe—were
quiet as we waited for our ride back to Ramallah. A
young local in a Barcelona football jersey kept reassuring us that his contact—which was at this point
45 minutes overdue—would be there soon. We were
skeptical. I had been living, studying and volunteering in Beit Sahour (a suburb of Bethlehem) for two
months and I still hadn’t gotten used to the overly
relaxed Palestinian lifestyle. I sighed and leaned back
against a dirty wall. Wiping sweat from my forehead,
I listened to my friends excitedly share stories from
the protest. I closed my eyes and thought back on the
events of the day.

you—I’m late!” I replied in Arabic as I scampered out
the door. I knew skipping breakfast would make Sumiyya worry, but I didn’t have money for a service—a
van-sized shared taxi—and had to start my trek uphill
to Souk Ashab on foot. It was early, but the sun was
already intense as I walked the mile or so to the center
of Beit Sahour. By the time I made it to Souk Ashab, I
was drenched in sweat. Exhausted, I barely caught the
rumbling old blue bus to the Bethlehem station where
I was to meet my friends.
I was nervous and excited for the day ahead, but
unsure of what to expect. My friends and I were on
our way to attend a protest in the small village of
Bil’in, which sits outside of Ramallah in the West
Bank. In Bil’in, like in many Palestinian villages in the
West Bank, the Israeli government was building a wall
(part of the ongoing construction of the “West Bank
Barrier”) on Palestinian land to separate the Palestinians and nearby Israeli settlers. Just two weeks before
we arrived, a weekly nonviolent protest had finally
managed to get the construction of a more permanent wall moved back about 20 yards.
Like in Bil’in, residents of many Palestinian villages affected by the occupation of the West Bank hold
protests at noon every Friday at the borders of their
villages. These protests consist of an hour or two of

I

woke up so early that morning that Sumiyya, my
host mom, had yet to begin preparing the morning’s strong Arab coffee. “You want the breakfast?” she asked in her heavy accent. “No, thank

CIPHER

we were younger we used to see shows on Broadway
with our mother and grandmother. Afterward, we’d
tap dance under the tablecloth and pretend our elders weren’t really causing a scene in this nice restaurant—that they
weren’t really verbally slitting each
other’s throats.
We stayed at the Essex House once and were reprimanded for eating everything in the mini bar except
the Milk Duds. But that was a whole lifetime and two
time zones away.
There was a satellite phone at the house to be
used only for emergencies. Our parents, who, in the
months after moving to the ranch had been utterly
faithful to their lifestyles of alienation and contemplation, finally broke down. Dad made his way toward
the pay phone in the bar’s hallway. We followed eagerly—he was calling Connecticut, oh we knew it. We
kept our mouths closed and our bodies still, except for
an uncontrollable tapping of our feet and wriggling
of our hands. He was going to call Mama and Poppy,
Aunt Susan and Uncle Edgar. We could ask how Rosie
the Bassett hound was and hear their voices—voices
we had somehow forgotten but longed to remember.
They couldn’t know how excited we were because on
the outside we were reverent—because we got it, you
know, what was in the tiny TV screens.
“Jason!” erupted my father in false joviality, “Hey,
how ya doing . . .”
OK, so it was his lawyer. It was fine. He was going

to call the family after. It was fine.
“So everyone’s OK? Alright, great, Jason. Yeah,
everything’s fine here—listen, you stay out of the hot
sun, alright? Give Judy my best. Ciao.”
He hung up
the phone and
motioned for us
to go back to the
bar. Our instincts were right. He had called Connecticut, but this was a family friend, not family. It was
fine. We were fine, and not disappointed, not at all. We
were solemn and stoic, a word my mother had recently
put on my vocabulary quiz.
“So how about another round of nachos?” my
mother asked quietly. ~

And 9/11? I was in the Bull Mountains of Montana,
milking my goat and singing the score of My Fair Lady.
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At a distance
A memory of 9/11

by Hillary Zeiss, guest writer; illustration by Sonora Miller, art editor

P

athetic as it is, my childhood memories are
often marked and made tangible by the flavor of the day’s meals. I would be lying if
I said I didn’t remember what I was eating
when I found out Anna Nicole Smith died. I had just
discovered that bananas and peanut butter taste absolutely wonderful when eaten together.
My sister, Chloe, will always remember when she
learned who Alan Greenspan was. We had pilfered
cheese and bread from a hotel restaurant in Chicago
and were in the midst of unveiling microwaved supercreations in our room, when suddenly our mother
came through the door, switched the TV channel from
Disney to CNN and started ranting about the Federal
Reserve and a “turtle” named Alan Greenspan.
And 9/11? I was in the Bull Mountains of Montana, milking my goat and singing the score of My
Fair Lady.
Chloe interrupted me mid-verse with a gleeful
screech. “We get to go into town!” Hurriedly, we unhinged Whitey from her station. Oh my . . . town. The
word was distantly familiar and fantastic. There would
be no quinoa and steamed vegetables for dinner to-

night! We galloped to the house, singing the word
“town” with each step. Warm milk bathed my hands
and wrists as it sloshed over the side of the carton.
My parents herded us into the car and sped 100
mph down the boundless and dusty Montana highway
until we reached a sports bar in the quaint town of
Roundup. Shirley Temples in hand and a plate of nachos under our noses, Chloe and I watched as model
planes plummeted into shrunken buildings on tiny
television screens. We giggled and laughed, enjoying
tremendous sugar highs from the sundaes that followed. We broke into song but Chloe couldn’t carry
a tune, so I delegated to her a few simple lines. She
butchered those too, but who really cared? We had
nachos and sundaes.
“No.” My dad took his eyes off the screen. “This
is a big deal. Have a little class.” We fell silent, ashamed
of our naïveté. Perhaps we shouldn’t be so excited to
go to town? We “knew” that those were real skyscrapers and jets with people inside. We “knew” that this
wasn’t just TV, that it was the news, and that the news
was real life—but still, the scope of the matter was unattainable. New York was but a hazy memory. When
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Cold Beer.
R: I may put a jammer in the rafters or something,
disrupt the cell service. It’s pretty bad as it is, but I’d
like to make it worse. Because why do you go out to
socialize with friends and talk on your gizmo?
A: You got me. I feel like, as mayor, you’re in a position to make sure that doesn’t happen.
R: Well, I like to harass people about it anyway to get
my message across.
A: What do you do when you go home?
R: Sleep. I have a hundred-year-old house that I’m
restoring very slowly.
A: What was the condition of the house when you
bought it?
R: Pretty bad. [. . .] It hasn’t had much attention for
about 50 of the last hundred years. But it’s a hobby,
and it will be done the day I die and not a day before.
A: Sounds kind of like the tavern.
R: Yeah, I’m a champion of lost causes.
A: Getting back to your mayoral duties . . . I’m still
trying to wrap my head around you being mayor. I
think there’s something to that. Just to be sure, it’s
self-proclaimed?
R: Oh yes, of course. The cats don’t vote.
A: Right. So when did you decide to become mayor?
R: Oh, I don’t know, somewhere way back in the beginning. I really hope that before I die I’ll be Philosopher King of Cold Beer. That’s my next move up. But
only your audience would understand that move.
A: I guess you’re just in a process of reaching that
point then, since no one’s voting and you can do whatever you want.
R: Yeah I’m not
sure exactly what
the duties of a Philosopher King are, but I’d like to strive for it.
A: The duties that you have now—your mayoral duties—how do you think those will help you reach your
goal?
R: It’s all in your mind, Andrea. It’s all in your mind.
A: I figured as much.
R: . . . and everybody else’s.
A: At the same time?
R: Yeah. You cannot make anything happen in everybody’s mind at the same time, but it’s kind of like a
ping-pong game.
A: Do you have any other goals besides becoming
Philosopher King for the rest of your life?
R: Mm-hmm. But I don’t know you well enough to
tell you, do I?
A: I don’t know, I mean, I’m interested anyway.

R: I was being flip on that one, too. I would like to
take all of this experience and maybe write it down
sometime.
A: Like in a book?
R: Yeah, like in a book.

D

uring our interview, I hear Regular #1 (the
Democrat) in the background complaining
that the pistachio bowl is running low. Wait
a second, “I don’t remember any pistachios when I
visited . . .”
“This is the beauty of this place,” he tells me, “today pistachios are happening, tomorrow they will not
be here.”
Roger didn’t ask for our names until our second
visit that day. When it was my turn to make our acquaintance official, I said, “I’d like to keep the one
you’ve already got for me.” “Norma Jeane?” Roger
asked. “Yes,” I said.
In Cold Beer, I’ll be Norma Jeane, and Roger
will be Philosopher King. And after that? Well, who
knows. I’m sure I’ll be reading the book someday. ~

“I really hope that before I die I’ll be Philosopher King
of Cold Beer. That’s my next move up.”
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R: All I said is that you were an attractive young lady
and he said, I’ll be her caddy.
A: Is this the one with the marine haircut, or one of
the old veterans with a disability?
R: They don’t have disabilities. They actually worked
this morning for their living. And they have most of
their teeth.
A: I see.

T

wenty-five words or less simply wasn’t going
to cut it—I had to insist that he call me back.
Enough time passes for a few cheeseburgers
to grill, and we start up again.
A: You said that in the past you have bartended and
worked in hotels. Where did you work the longest?
R: Waited tables [in Austin, Tex.] for a long time.
Worked at a restaurant in California for 10 years. So,
yeah . . . I’ve just been doing this stuff for a long time.
I like people. I guess the point of your question is why
the hell are you doing this, right?
A: I’m just trying to get an idea of who you are so I
can convey that to my readers.
R: If you figure it out let me know.
A: I will definitely let you know.
R: For the longest time I did the restaurant business. I
said I was going to do this till I figured out what I was
going to be when I grew up. Then I was grown up, still
doing it. Still love it.
A: Did you decorate the tavern?
R: Pretty much. [. . .] I guess I’m the art director for
Cold Beer.
A: Among other things.
A: How much would you say the Tavern resembles
your house?
R: How much would I say the Tavern resembles my
house?
A: Yeah, you know—how much does it look like you?
R: Oh, I think the tavern looks like me. Which is fairly
eclectic. Not fairly eclectic, really eclectic. And my
house probably looks the same.
A: What are you wearing right now?
R: My God! Well, I am wearing a plaid long sleeve
shirt, blue jeans, my Cold Beer belt and the most comfortable shoes I’ve ever worn.
A: Where did you go to school?
R: I went to high school in Texas, spent two years at
Texas Tech in Lubbock and somewhere between two
and four years at the University of Texas in Austin.
A: Why did you move around?
R: My God what a question. How come I kept mov-

ing around? [pause] Well, because we can get real
stuck if we don’t move around. [. . .] You just have to
kind of keep moving. That’s a real philosophical question. I don’t know if I can answer . . . why we keep
moving around? Always green pastures. Most of it is
green pastures to tell you the truth. Sometimes you
don’t realize how green the pastures are that you’re
grazing on.
A: I do have some philosophical questions so take
them how you will. This next one is not too philosophical—unless you want to take it that way. And I
could probably make something of it . . . What is your
favorite drink?
R: Coffee.
A: Coffee!
R: What, did you mean my alcoholic beverage or just
my favorite drink?
A: Well I was kind of thinking, you’re a bartender and,
you know . . .
R: Well when I drink alcohol it’s Dutch.
A: Tell me a story.
R: I had a bunch of German bikers come through
here one time. It was snowing in April. None of them
spoke English, but they could say schnapps, so we got
through it just fine.
A: I’m thinking about the kind of environment you’ve
created, and the kind of space you’ve made—you
have this place in the middle of nowhere where you
constantly foster fleeting relationships . . .
R: That’s a good encapsulation. It’s a way station
where I hope that [. . .] people fall out of their usual
modes. Which is why I say social pub, [. . .] where, in
my mind, you do not have all like-minded people sitting here just talking about the same old thing—what
bars are supposed to be.
A: You’re there everyday. So in some way, you’re the
only definitely consistent factor. What is it to you?
What does this creation, what do these fleeting relationships you’re hosting, do for you?
R: There you go, philosophical again on me. No, I see
my role here as just moderator. Sometimes it’s instigator, when things go one way or the other. It gives me
satisfaction for people to talk to each other. And that’s
why it really bothers me when—and it still often happens here—you have four people sitting at a table, and
they are four people on a cell phone texting someone
else, not talking to each other. And I’m going, what
the hell are you doing here? I am the king of the Luddites.
A: You know, the next thing you should probably do
as mayor is make sure people can’t use cell phones in
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and a couple of sorority types from Minnesota came
in and stuck their heads in the door and said, “We’re
not from around here.” And some biker said, “Ain’t
nobody from around here except Roger.”
A: So how do the regulars and the tourists get along?
R: Oh, wonderfully. We call this local color, you
know? The tourists come in and say, “There are really
people like this in the world?” Yes. They all frequent
Cold Beer, New Mexico.
A: Do you think that the tourists understand what
Cold Beer is?
R: Nope. I think probably all of them—I’d hope—
leave [feeling] that it was worth their stop. Now, there
are quite a few, I’m sure, who think this is on another
planet, but that’s OK. They live in New Jersey.
A: Right.
R: [aside] She’ll get the rest, she knows what she’s
doing—I’m sorry. I’ve got one of my customers being my waitress right now while I’m talking to you,
because this is so important.
A: Well this is very important. I hope you’re not misunderstanding—you’re going to be published here.
Where were you born?
R: Born in Oklahoma. That seems kind of personal.
A: Yeah, well . . .
R: Just kidding.
A: I’m not going to apologize.
R: I know—you’re a hard-hitting journalist.
A: So you have a sister.
R: Yes. She really doesn’t drink heavily.
A: I believe you.
R: You better print that, too.
A: I will, don’t worry. I’ll put it in a footnote3. Is she
your only sibling?
R: No, no—I’ve got several others, but she’s the only
one I could possibly go into business with. They’re all
a lot older than I am. I mean a lot older.
A: So I’m to understand here that . . . you’re the oldest.
R: No, no—I’m the youngest! All my siblings are old.
I mean really old.
A: Right . . .
A: And so, how old are they?
R: One of them is going to be 80 before too long.
A: And so, how old are you?
R: Ooh, gettin’ personal. I was born in 1950 . . . do
they teach you math at Colorado College?
A: No we just come here to have parties and spend
our parents’ money.
R: I know—where your parents send you because
they don’t know what to do with you.
3 See footnote 2.

A: Yeah.
R: Well, I didn’t say that. This guy who actually is
fairly affluent himself had the nerve to say it—whose
parents sent him to a private school somewhere near
Oswald, New Mexico.
A: Do you have a lot of customers? Do you make a
lot of money?
R: Ha! We’re going to go down the line. There’s four
of them and they’re going to answer this question.
Regular #1: Absolutely, he makes way too much.
He’s got himself a gold mine here.
Regular #2: Hello?
A: Hi!
Regular #2: Hello?
A: Hello . . .
Regular #2: Hello? No, Roger doesn’t make a lot of
money. If you own your own business you just work
real hard and that’s how it works. Sorry.
R: OK. So does that answer the question? One said I
did, and one said I didn’t.
A: I thought that I was going to get four opinions . . .
R: Well the other two, they were too far from the telephone and they’re kind of old and can’t get up to the
phone. They’re both veterans and if they walk to the
phone, they’re afraid it will mess up their disability.
One of them said I’m rolling in the dough—the pizza
dough.
A: So am I going to get your input about the money
you make?
R: I love being here. The place has taken on a life of
its own. Good climate, great people, I pay my bills
most of the time . . . what else can you ask for?
A: Yeah, well, maybe if you move back to Cold Beer
you won’t have to pay bills.
R: Well thank you for that advice, Andrea. Sell your
house and move back behind your barn. Then I would
make real money, is that what you’re saying?
A: I’m just saying, you know, when you’re the mayor
and the only citizens are you and your cats . . . there’s
a lot you can do with that.
R: There you go. Well I’m going to have to make a few
cheeseburgers here. So, what else can I tell you in 25
words or less?
A: In 25 words or less . . .
R: You gonna come down for the golf tournament?
A: Certainly not.
R: Well you don’t have to know how to play golf.
A: I hate golf.
R: In fact, one of these guys already wants to be your
caddy and he’s never even seen you.
A: God . . .
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pretty creative with cat names around here. One of
them is Legs because he has long legs, and the other
one is Grey because he’s grey.”
Roger and his sister Karen found the abandoned
barn, renovated it, and opened the Colfax Tavern for
business in 1995. “This was the most opportunistic
opportunity,” he says. “And I’m just fairly crazy, too.
My sister is my partner in the business. She drinks
heavily so it works fine2. I kind of thought I’d turn it
around and sell it . . . But that was 18 years ago and I
haven’t found a buyer yet.”
But has he been looking? “No.” He couldn’t leave
this place. The town would be in shambles without its
only human citizen.
So, here I am, at the bar again—or at least it feels
that way. As I’m interviewing Roger on the phone,
he interrupts me mid-question: “Do you know what
these people are doing here in the middle of the afternoon? They’re sitting here watching the Masters Golf
Tournament.”
Barely minutes into my interview with Roger, I realize I’ll be needing to record it. We begin a test run.
Roger: There’s a gentleman here at the bar who, when
he found out I was talking to students who go to Colorado College, says, “Isn’t that where all those rich
parents send their kids when they don’t know what to
do with them?”
2 Roger’s sister Karen is not, in fact, a heavy drinker.

Andrea: Hey . . .
Roger: How was that? Was that worth recording?
[And we’re off.]
R: What else do you need to know?
A: Well, probably a lot. Why did these people come to
the tavern to watch the tournament?
R: I guess they have nothing else to do. Hopefully
they like the environment. I know all of them—
they’re regulars.
A: Have any of them considered becoming citizens
of Cold Beer?
R: No, they’re not invited to be citizens. They have
to go home. They can’t stay. And they can’t vote either because I know they’re all a bunch of redneck
Republicans.
[Regular #1: I’m a Democrat!]
R: Well, OK, that’s a lie—I’m lookin’ at a couple of
fairly liberal hippies here.
A: What do people who are just passing through
think?
R: They’re usually a little cautious when they come in
because from the outside you’re not sure what’s inside.
More often than not the male will come up to the
door and go, “OK Mable, it’s OK you can come in!”
A: Oh God. That’s just not even true.
R: It is true! What do you mean it’s not true? They
come and they peek in. Once I had a bar-ful of bikers,
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COLD BEER, NEW MEXICO

“Where not much happens, but you better be there when it does.”
written by Andrea Tudhope, Editor-in-Chief; illustration by Sarah Wool, staff artist

I

down a dirt road from the Colfax Tavern. He sends us
off with a promise: “If you see an elk, come back and
I’ll buy you a pitcher.”
Well, we don’t see an elk. But we come back to
tell him as much, to which he says, without hesitation, something like, “Oh well, I’ll buy you a pitcher
anyway.” We order another pizza, still no cash—this
time, he tells us to send him a check someday, if we
think of it.
Is this man real? Is this place real?
“It is actually a place—you were there!” he tells
me in a recent interview. “We’re not recognized by the
state of New Mexico as Cold Beer, but that’s fine by
us.”
Roger likes to claim that Cold Beer is unofficial
only because he won’t declare it otherwise. This valiant civic gesture (as he calls it) saves the state the cost
of constructing and maintaining the highway road
signs.
Then again, Roger also says that this fall will mark
the start of Cold Beer’s first radio station . . . with his
installation of a transmitter on neighbor Ted Turner’s
buffalo.
So, it’s not a town, but it is. And Roger is the mayor, the meter-reader, the building inspector, the livestock inspector, the proprietor, and most importantly,
the bartender. He is also the only citizen. “Population
of three if you count the two cats,” he says. “We’re

n Cold Beer, New Mexico, I’m Norma Jeane1,
and bartender Roger Smith is mayor.

When you get a recommendation in Middleof-Nowhere, New Mexico from a young entrepreneur
with a classy business card, you take it. So, on our way
back from spring break in Taos, N.M., some friends
and I make a pit stop along US Highway 64 at the
Colfax Tavern, a red barn with prominent white block
letters spelling (yelling) “COLD BEER.”
It looks vaguely vacant from the outside. But
something about it suggests life. In retrospect, I have
come to understand that this something was Roger,
but more on him later. After our eyes adjust to the
low light, we join an older man named Buzz at the
bar. A few pitchers and pizzas in, and we’ve already
each shared how much we’ve accumulated in student
loans. Apparently no one lies in this town, and if they
do they don’t get away with it. We find out too late
that the bar is cash only. We manage to scrounge up
$25, which just doesn’t seem like it will be enough, but
it is—thanks, Buzz. Roger recommends another stop:
a ghost town. What used to be the productive coal
mining company town of Dawson, N.M., happens, as
it were, to be just across the highway and a few miles
1 As in, Marilyn Monroe, born Norma Jeane Mortenson. Buzz—
who you’ll read about soon enough—dubbed me as such during
my visit to the Colfax Tavern in Cold Beer.
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gives up on the whole polyamory thing altogether.
Franzen—hijacking the lifeless prose of his peers
who write in that contemporary genre-pretending-it’snot-a-genre called “literary fiction”—portrays a culture trying desperately to emerge from the dislocated
feebleness of contemporaneity. His characters scour
the societal terrain
for something—
anything—to hold
their world together. Unlike The Marriage Plot, Franzen’s
universe has the
honesty to concede
that marriage and
monogamy (not to
say heterosexuality) provide, at best, a Pyrrhic victory.
Though geographically an ocean apart, British
novelist Martin Amis’ newest work, 2010’s The Pregnant Widow, similarly smirks at the world of free love.
A thinly veiled substitute for Amis himself narrates
from the present, at the tail end of a series of marriages as increasingly short-lived as they are increasingly meaningless. He reminisces about a summer
vacation to Italy in 1970 in which, at age 20, he and
his horny friends do their best to be liberated Sexual
Revolutionaries without murdering one another in fits
of jealousy and agony and ecstasy. “It was here and all
around them,” Amis writes of a world post-The Pill.

munications are improving, apartment interiors are
enriched with new gadgets,” he writes in one of his
more philosophical moments. “Human relationships
become progressively impossible, which greatly reduces the quantity of anecdote that goes to make up
a life. And little by little death’s countenance appears
in all its glory. The
third millennium
augurs well.”
His characters
also happen to be
racist xenophobes,
pedophilic misogynists and hate-filled
nobodies. The author himself was
once even put on trial for inciting racial hatred in
France (he currently lives in de facto exile in Ireland).
And yet, in spite of what a dead-end it all appears to
be for him and his characters, Houellebecq’s brand of
a literary reactionaryism is perhaps the most convincing, or at least unavoidable. It wasn’t just women and
sex, after all, who liberated themselves over the course
of the 20th century, but also a ruthlessly “free” market—and our own vacuous, materialist natures.
So there it is: a whole spectrum of the new literary reactionary. Eugenides demands we throw away
our Barthes and our Barth, pick up a Brontë and go
searching for a wedding ring. Franzen has us grasping at that ring amidst the rest of our societal excrement and hoping it doesn’t smell too much like shit.
Meanwhile, Amis grasps at the most available and
well-formed pair of tits in the vicinity and hopes that
everything will turn out all right. Houellebecq grasps
at all the nothingness under the sky and knows that
it won’t.
Let us not ask what it means that these authors—
white, male, (apparently) heterosexual all—write from
the tower of the West at a time when its foundations crumble. Nor let us ask how far down the Rick
Santorum-hole (yikes) they lead. Let’s instead soberly
acknowledge that all literature channels a desire and
reflects a truth: that this is “a thing,” that the question asked by our parents’ generation remains unanswered—that history remains open and strange.
Our very own oh-so-liberal arts college, too, remains
haunted by the specter of liberation: much talkedabout orgies that fail to happen, drunken three-ways
that definitely happened but fail to ever be talked
about, and so on. The revolution continues. ~

Houellebecq’s brand of a literary reactionaryism is
perhaps the most convincing, or at least unavoidable.
It wasn’t just women and sex, after all, who liberated
themselves over the course of the 20th century, but
also a ruthlessly “free” market—and our own
vacuous, materialist natures.

“What were they to do, the young ones? The response
to the sea change, the realignment of power: this was
the thing they were beginning to feel their way through,
along with hundreds of millions of others. It was a revolution. And we all know what happens in a revolution.”

Not without a hint of doom.
Across the English Channel, France’s infamous
Michel Houellebecq takes this reactionary streak to its
extreme. His novels unanimously portray ugly, sadistic,
sexually frustrated and utterly miserable male “protagonists,” if you can even call them that. Although
his first novel’s title, which translates as Extension of
the Domain of the Struggle, recalls whatever radical slogan from the late 60s, Houellebecq’s novel (and all his
others) portray something malicious extending into a
social domain that would have been better off kept
incommunicado. The personal isn’t just political; for
Houellebecq, it’s economical—and his pathetic heroes
aren’t doing well on the now-open market. “The world
is becoming more uniform before our eyes; telecom-
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she was reading deconstructed the very notion of
love.” Not sufficiently heavy-handed? Later—and, as
they say, I shit you not—a character asks:
Was there any novel where the heroine gets married to
the wrong guy and then realizes it, and then the other
suitor shows up, some guy who’s always been in love
with her, and then they get together, but finally the second suitor realizes that the last thing the woman needs
is to get married again, that she’s got more important
things to do with her life? And so finally the guy doesn’t
propose at all, even though he loves her? Is there any
book that ends like that?

…I’ll let you guess how The Marriage Plot ends. Certainly I’d not give away much by saying that the novel
wears on its sleeves (if not the jacket itself) a yawning
nostalgia: for good old-fashioned monogamy, and for
an entire culture that would just be chill enough to accept the societal norms it was handed.
What’s fascinating, however, is that The Marriage
Plot is just the latest and especially insipid example
of an entire subgenre that seems to be emerging—

a subgenre that, Eugenides’ humdrummery aside, is
not without its literary merits. We might trace back the
American thread of this new, reactionary movement
to Jonathan Franzen’s 2001 novel The Corrections. It
was that book, of course, which broke violently with
the postmodernist tropes of the day, and which portrayed, in damning social realist style, a contemporary
culture so fragmented that the only thing marriage
and family seemed good for was falling apart.
Franzen’s newest novel Freedom is no less incessant
and honest in its portrayal of the pathetic American
liberal elite, but seems at least to hedge a solution this
time around. One character commits the ultimate romantic taboo of our times: he marries his high school
sweetheart at age 20. Later, finding himself on the cusp
of adultery, but also just after literally having swallowed his wedding band, he retreats to the bathroom
to try and recover from his own shit that which he has
lost: “Mercifully, the ring turned up in the second of
the turds he broke apart. A hardness amid softness,
a clean circle in the chaos.” Then he pulls a Holden
Caulfield with his would-be mistress, and eventually
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REPLACING THE LIBERTINE WITH THE
REACTIONARY
Backward is the new way forward for contemporary novelists
by Wyatt Miller, staff writer

F

rom when the Marquis de Sade lauded the
libertine’s perverse and terminal freedom,
to when Baudelaire first divined in his
drunkenness the abstraction of nascent
modernity; from when something knotty and irresistible awoke deep within Edna Pontellier, to when
Lady Chatterly first listened to the unholy whisperings of her body; from when Freud dared name the
unspeakable thing that most haunted the Victorians,
to when Herbert Marcuse inspired a generation to let
loose their passions in the name of Eros—since its
genesis, and almost by definition, the modern literary world has concerned itself with liberation. To be
sure, something radical and chaotic always lurked on
the horizon of the novel, something freed from all
the ancien regimes of tradition and convention. Religion,
social hierarchy, marriage and all the cultural shackles
on sex; whether it’s the story of the outsider looking
in, or of the insider feeling an illicit temptation from
without, the mere telling of the tale can’t seem to help
but reveal the fragility and absurdity of whatever ageold Western ritual.
Of course, that’s only looking at it through one
end of the telescope. Holden Caulfield can’t seem to
get it up for a hooker; Sartre waxes existential on the
triumphant meaninglessness of Don Juan; a certain
poem by Bukowski—entitled “Freedom,” no less—
concludes with his protagonist’s defiant self-castration. An older generation of American critics would
no doubt remind us of the insipid ambiguity of everything, and liberation—sexual or otherwise—is no ex-

ception. But it was a different, more recent generation
of critics who championed the rebels and the losers,
all those literary outcasts and their transgressions of
what society once deemed acceptable. Contemporary
fiction, however, suggests that something of a sea
change may be afoot. In his 2011 novel The Marriage
Plot, Jeffrey Eugenides (Pulitizer Prize-winning author
of Middlesex) ridicules those critics as “anti-imperialist,
anti-bourgeois, anti-patriarchal and anti-everything.”
Set in the postmodern literary theory classrooms of
Brown University in the early 1980s, Eugenides tells a
new kind of story—one in which these oh-so-oppositional, oh-so-Po-Mo critics amount to nothing more
than hipster rebels without a cause, and in which the
“liberated” world they created is shallow and vacant.
His protagonist Madeleine Hanna is barely more
than a wannabe “literary” equivalent to Twilight’s Bella
Swan, or maybe just Goldilocks: “The boys at college
seemed either incredibly immature or prematurely
middle-aged, bearded like therapists.” The Marriage
Plot blithely makes it clear that its heroes know exactly where to find the “just right,” a perfect middle
ground between dullness and the absolute evil of Pretension (and any accompanying sense that the world
is best viewed with a more critical eye). The moralist overtones themselves aren’t too far removed from
New Moon—even if Eugenides manages to obscure
his themes in a conceit of literary-ness and self-consciousness, the concept of the book remains painfully
clear. As we’re told from the outset, “Madeleine’s love
troubles had begun at a time when the French theory
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“So that covering [the upper portion] of a woman with a basket,
and regarding only what is below the girdle, it is impossible
of two women to know an old from a young one.”

all images from http://flickr.com

—Benjamin Franklin in a letter to an unknown colleague in 1745. In the letter, Franklin
argues that for a young man who doesn’t want to take a wife, an older mistress is
better than a younger one, citing the quote above as one reason why. There was no
mention as to whether Franklin actually slept with his wife with a basket over her head.

“Outside of a dog, a book is man’s best friend.
Inside of a dog, it’s too dark to read.”
—Comedian Groucho Marx in his film Animal Crackers. Outside of The New
Yorker, the Cipher is the best non-fiction magazine you can find in the United
States. Inside of the New Yorker, “cipher” is spelled “cypher.”

“On this day, we come to proclaim an end to the petty grievances and false
promises, the recriminations and worn out dogmas, that for far too long have strangled our politics.”
—Barack Obama in his 2008 inaugural address. Needless to say, the past three years of the
Obama Presidency have not seen a calming of partisan rhetoric. With another campaign approaching, Obama has all but let go of his focus on political unity, instead using his speeches to appeal to
working class voters.

“Ending a sentence with a preposition is something up
with which I will not put.”
—Winston Churchill in defense of a grammatical rule that has mostly
been done away with.
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ear Reader,

Everything was better yesterday. Or
maybe the day before yesterday . . . or
the week before the last. To be sure, everything was
way better in the 1960s when the fight against the man
had yet to be printed on T-shirts and sold to the revolutionaries for corporate profit. And who wouldn’t want
to dive back into the Progressive Era? I’d take the child
labor for the tracks of unexplored wilderness that I
could lay claim to with my brand new steam-powered
chain saw. To watch as the Wright Brothers lifted off
from Kittyhawk when the dream of human possibility
opened up as wide as the bright blue sky—man, if only,
if only.
The past has a bad habit of outshining the present. The truth is that the here and now, in the context of the
human past, might not be so bad. Historian Steve Pinkerton’s 2011 book The Better Angles of Our Nature argues
that Europe and the Americas might be enjoying the least violent moment in memory. In an area more dear to
the hearts of the Cipher editors, NPR host Ira Glass has declared that we are in the moment of enjoying a golden
age of non-fiction. Michael Lewis, David Foster Wallace and Susan Orlean have broken onto a path of writing
about the real world with the same pith and power as a novel. And yet we are so used to doom and gloom that a
fascination with the present seems . . . shocking.
Wyatt Miller works to an interesting perspective on these problems in his careful review of contemporary
western novels, and even those among you who don’t get turned on by book reviews should check this article
out. Popular literature today (and by this, we mean serious literature, not Twilight or The Hunger Games) no longer
celebrates the escape from the social constraints of the past. The love of freedom is passé, and today our literary
stars tell stories of people who want to make the best of what society has to offer. Wyatt takes a critical eye to
this trend, but the novels that make up our literary horizon might serve as a marker for our generation against
our parents’. Even as we might long for the ‘60s, there is a feeling that we can’t keep breaking from the past, and
that we want—even need—to take the world as it is.
Is this trend simply complacency or a strange new way to be a revolutionary? Are we wimps or realists? Rather
than looking for answers, the articles in the Rewind issue of this reversible Cipher show a great set of approaches
to the past, none of which slip into either into nostalgia or anger over events that have come and gone. Digging
through the trash bins of history to come up with stories and arguments has never been easy, but we are proud
to say that our writers have offered up some great examples of honest hindsight.
When you are done, flip the magazine over to enjoy the Fast-Forward issue, because even as the past will
always be an unexplored continent, the future has a way of happening no matter what—especially for a generation that goes with the flow.
—Sam Brasch and the Cipher editors
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