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Last month’s Circuit reported that Thomas Piketty’s Capital in the Twenty-First Century analyzed data “from multiple 
countries over more than a century.” In fact, Piketty’s data was gathered from three centuries and at least eighteen 

countries. Also, last month’s article “Seattle buses: one more chance” was co-writen by Mohamed Adan and Diana Gener.
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A Letter From the Editor

- Casey Jaywork, Editor in Chief

The end is nigh.
Not for the world – that’ll take at least a few more decades of  pollution, war, and capital. 

But for this year’s Circuit and the staff  that brought it to you, time has run out. This is our 
last issue for the 2013-’14 school year.

Did we accomplish anything? With $50k of  students’ money, did we leave the school 
better than we found it?

Yes. We’ve brought serious journalism back to Seattle Central, transforming the student 
magazine from a hobby into an advocate – from a student-funded brochure for the college 
into a bona fide news source. We’ve created a space for critical discussion of  social issues, 
including wealth, governance, race, and gender. We’ve defined student press as a tool for 
student democracy, demanding that college administrators be held accountable to students 

for their actions and that students make themselves worthy of  such accountability. We’ve challenged the top-down, budget 
oriented, corporate model of  education which is gradually turning our school into a for-profit institution. Above all, we’ve 
refused to treat our readers as customers: you are citizens, and you should damn well act like it.

Our obsession with hard news and sharp critique has earned the Circuit accolades. We were judged by the Society of  
Professional Journalists to be one of  the three best college magazines within the Washington-Oregon-Idaho-Montana 
region. In that same contest, Diana Gener’s “Fired for a cookie?” (which covered SCCC student Carlos Hernandez’s labor 
organizing efforts) was one of  three finalists for Best Non-Fiction Magazine Article. (FYI, those awards were based only 
on our first issue. Later issues will be considered in next year’s contest.) In addition, three out of  four of  the finalists in the 
League for Innovation’s personal essay contest for this region were Circuit staff. Mohamed Adan and I received regional 
Honorable Mentions, while Caitlin Sussman’s sublime, horrific “Rape culture: a timeline” placed second nationally.

But we’ve also failed. When district administrators removed “Community” from our name, we failed to stop them. 
When we reported on the unconscionable termination of  the former student newspaper, The City Collegian, we failed to 
mobilize students or convince administrators of  the need to protect student press. Faced with an anemic and cultish 
student government, we failed to inspire reform (p. 14). Confronting a harried and apathetic student body, we failed to 
motivate mass student engagement, failed to spark a democratic movement to take back our school.

And it’s these failures of  which I’m most proud. We failed well, instead of  succeeding poorly. We tried to do what was 
right, not just what was feasible. Eschewing safe options, we set our sights imprudently high. We screwed up early and 
often, but—because we are journalists, not just students playing at journalism—we never put out an issue that wasted our 
readers’ time. We ran ourselves into the ground. We’ve abandoned classwork, sacrificed relationships, endured nervous 
breakdowns, courted addiction, skipped meals and sleep. And it was all for you, the students: not to give you what you 
want, but to push you toward what you could be if  you but summoned the collective courage.

Whether our work will sustain into next year and beyond is an open question. It is difficult to imagine a more 
competent core staff  than Josh Kelety, Mohamed Adan, Amber Lyons, Reuven Pinnata, and Katherine Morgan. But they 
may also face larger obstacles than we did this year, considering the history of  student press at Seattle Central.

This final issue includes a collection of  creative works by students, including poetry by Alex McMahon and Rigor 
Facun; fiction by Caitlin R. Campbell; artwork by Lalita Thardomrong; and photography by Lou Daprile, Xiaochen Sun 
and Olesya Gonta (p. 28-39). We also feature some soul-search-inducing personal essays on identity and racism from 
Katherine Morgan and T.S. Loya (p. 34 & 32), “Poor in Seattle” advice from Amber Lyons (p. 10), a recipe from Brenna 
Jean Richart (p. 27), #YesAllWoman coverage from Josh Kelety and Diana Gener (p. 9), and coverage of  Khan Academy 
and celebratory racism from Mohamed Adan (p. 8 & 12). In addition, Diana Gener unpacks the Orwellian implications 
of  binary thinking (p. 16); Emer Dalton, Peiyuan Xu and Jason Thornberry chime in on school age, bought access and 
dehumanizing technology, respectively (p. 11, 18, 19); Ty Pethe calls for your aid (p. 4); and Josh Kelety brings us up to 
speed on Socialist Alternative’s political maneuverings (p. 6). Oh, and Reuven Pinnata eviscerates your favorite book (p. 
23).

It’s customary for public servants like myself, when retiring, to bloviate about what an “honor” it has been to serve 
the public. But actual service means telling hard truths, so here are mine: 

You reap what you sow.
If  you lie down, you will get walked over.
If  you do not organize, you will lose your school.

Good luck. You’re going to need it.
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Dear students,
I need your help. I know that you are busy fi nishing your 

classes, getting ready for fi nals, rushing to your job after class, 
and stressing out over 20 other different things. You lead a 
busy life. Your struggle to get by while studying to get a better 
future is hard.

Over the last eight years working in Student Leadership, I 
have listened to your stories. I’ve tried to do everything I could 
to help you through, whether it’s helping you with a project, 
pointing you to the resources you need, or just being someone 
who will listen. And I still remember when I was in your shoes.

But I need your help. Right now, the Classifi ed Staff  are 
negotiating our next employment contract. We’re the people 
staffi ng the offi ces, fi xing the computers, cleaning the messes, 
and making sure that the lights and plumbing work. We’re here 
because we value helping you achieve your educational goals. 
Unfortunately, altruism alone will not feed us or pay the bills.

Our wages have been frozen for the last six years. For most 
of  us, the only change in our pay that we’ve seen is the year 
that they forced us to take a 3% pay cut. This has had a disas-
trous effect on people who have been barely scraping by. Our 
staff  is in desperate need of  a living wage.

I know that this sounds unreal. “It can’t be that bad, right?” 
is probably what you are asking yourself, and that’s OK. But, 
I’ve looked at the data and it’s shocking.

There are 506 classifi ed staff  members in the Seattle Colleg-
es District. Out of  those staff  and assuming everyone works 
full time, 471 of  them will qualify for housing assistance at the 
entry level step of  their salary range. At our retirement step 
(which takes 9 years to get to), 387 of  them will still qualify for 
housing assistance.  

Only a fi fth of  our employees start at the per capita income 
(the average wage of  an individual) of  Seattle and have any 
hope of  reaching the median household income. Three-fi fths 
will start at below a living wage. Two-fi fths will never reach a 
living wage, regardless of  how long they work there.

“How can this be? We’ve seen tuition increase. There must 
be money somewhere…”

“They have to be able to pay you more. Where else is my 
money going?”

These are all good questions that you are probably asking 
yourself. Sure. There’s some money available. They were just 
given one million dollars to spend on staffi ng costs. It was 
split between the administration and faculty because we are 

not allowed to re-open our contract. There’s a rainy day fund, 
but that’s to be spent on a funding crisis. We’ve also seen the 
administration give themselves small raises through position 
changes, while the faculty have received small “salary adjust-
ments” to prevent turnover.

We’re not bitter about it. For the most part, they deserve it 
(especially our part-time faculty). Our fi ght is not with our col-
leagues. It’s with the legislature! 

They’ve decreased funding to our community colleges. 
They’ve forced our salaries to remain fl at. They’ve raised your 
tuition. They’ve made this current mess.

We need your help in convincing them to fund our colleges. 
We need your help in forcing them to pay us a living wage. We 
need your help in fi ghting for lower tuition. We need you!

Here’s what you can do:
• Wear green every Wednesday to show your support.
• Talk to your friends, family, and community about 
our under-funded schools & employees.
• Call your representatives & advocate for: closing tax 
loopholes, increasing progressive taxation, funding 
our colleges, paying state employees a living wage, and 
fi xing our public services like Metro.
• Tell everyone to vote for representatives that care 
about these issues.
• Share and talk about this letter. 

Let’s work together to fi x this. We all want community col-
leges that provide opportunities to anyone willing to take them. 
We need to pay our state employees (not just in higher educa-
tion) the wages they deserve. Let’s work together to make sure 
our elected representatives work for us.

We can do this. We can take back the Senate.  We can force 
them to close tax loopholes. We can shame them into remov-
ing extraordinary tax breaks to companies like Boeing. We can 
fi x our democracy!

All it takes is talking about these issues and working togeth-
er. I’m all in! How about you?

Sincerely Yours,
Ty Pethe
President of WFSE Local 304
Program Assistant for Student Leadership at Seattle Central
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Announcement from the Director of Communications
Seattle Central will see the bathrooms on the first floor of  
the main building improved next academic year, as well 
as its wifi connection replaced and improved. This is an 
announcement from Public Information Officer David 
Sandler. 

Bathroom renovation
Seattle Central has launched a project to renovate the re-

strooms on the first floor of  the Broadway Edison Building. 
These restrooms are the most heavily-used on the entire 
campus and were in need of  extensive renovations. Work 
started on the restrooms in the central part of  the build-
ing on May 27. Once these restrooms are finished in early 
July, construction will begin on restrooms at the south end 
of  the building and will finish up by late August. Work will 
then shift to the restrooms at the north end, to be com-
pleted by early October. Each bathroom will take about 
seven weeks to renovate. This timeline is subject to change 
depending on issues that may arise during the course of  the 
renovations.

Improvements: the bathrooms will be stripped down to the 
framing. All finishes and fixtures will be replaced, and ceiling 
height will be increased where possible. The improvements 
will incorporate much more durable and tamper-proof  fix-
tures, which will be more easily maintained by our custodial 
staff. And they will also be more aesthetically pleasing and 
sustainable, with lower power and water usage.

The renovations will cost $620,000 and are being paid for 
in part by the state and in part by local college funds. Needle 
collection boxes are being placed in bathrooms and other 
areas where improper disposal of  used-hypodermics has 
been a safety issue for cleaning staff  and public exposure.

Wifi improvements 
Wi-Fi equipment will all be totally replaced during the 

break between summer and fall quarters.  We expect to 
first replace the 50  existing access points, before fall quar-
ter starts, then add more during fall  to cover underserved 
areas. There should be a noticeable improvement in both 
speed and access. 

nce hidden away in the depths of the Fine Arts build-
ing, Student Support Programs have come crawling 

and blinking, into the light that is the space one block up from 
their previous location. No longer will students stare blankly 
at the workers in the Financial Aid office when told, “Go onto 
Broadway, cross Pine, then turn right; it’ll be at the end of 
the block. Go into that building with the theater, no don’t go 
through the theater door, the next door down…Yeah, through 
there and it’ll be in the back…Just straight back…They might 
be able to help.” Now students will hear “Go onto Broadway, 
cross Pine, cross Broadway, it’ll be in the middle of the block. 
It’s blue and says Student Support Programs. They might be 
able to help.”                                                                                                                            

Student Support Programs will guide you to programs 
that’ll help you tough out the school year when problems 
arise. They’re like that character in every video game that tells 
you where to go with vague clues, except Student Support 
Programs gives specific information…and can offer multiple 
solutions…and understands your frustration…Okay, maybe 
they’re not that much like that character. Any Student Sup-
port representative can give you a rundown of the programs 
offered (such as Workforce, Emergency Fund, Child Care As-
sistance Program, ect.) or if you just want basic information 
you can go to their website at http://www.seattlecentral.edu/
student-support/ – A.L.

Student Support Programs now visible
Amber Lyons | Art & Photo Editor

O

Student Programs Office. Renegade Time Lord sold separately .
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Socialist climate scientist runs for State Legislature

ess Spear, a climate scientist, member of  Socialist Alternative, and 
key organizer behind the push for a $15 per hour minimum wage 
in Seattle, is looking to shake up the political establishment in the 

State Legislature by running against Democrat 18-year incumbent Frank 
Chopp for the WA House of  Representatives’ 43rd district (Capitol 
Hill, U-District, Fremont, Wallingford). The Central Circuit sat down 
to chat with Spear and see what she’s all about.

How did you first get involved in activism/politics?
I read a book by Carl Sagan in 2002 called Billions and Billions 

and it had an essay on global warming and it really concerned 
me…So I went and got degrees in climate science [a BS in 
biology and MS in marine science] and in 2011 I moved out to 
Seattle…I didn’t really identify [politically] one way or another, 
I was just looking to get involved. I met with Socialist Alterna-
tive…The next year Kshama Sawant ran against Frank Chopp 
(the same race that I’m running in) and she got 29% of  the 
vote. That showed to us that there was a space on the Left, that 
there was an opening…The following year I was a volunteer 
coordinator for Kshama’s [city council] campaign…After the 
campaign I got involved with 15Now…and have been cam-
paigning ever since.

Why are you running?
One of  the major issues that we’re 

dealing with here in Washington 
State from a social justice and eco-
nomic justice standpoint is the high-
ly regressive taxation that we have in 
this state…you have Democrats that 
control the entire State yet we have 
regressive taxation, we have massive 
tax handouts given to corporations 
like Boeing...We also have social ser-
vices being cut, we have education 
that’s underfunded at a level where 
the State Supreme Court is saying 
that it’s unconstitutional…So we 
have a situation at the State govern-
ment where all the politicians there, 
even though they may have a thin 
veneer of  progressivism over top of  
them to help them get elected, they 
tend to really serve corporations…
while the rest of  us are dealing with 
these regressive taxes just to pay for 
our social services…What we [Spear 
& Socialist Alternative] are looking 
to do is point to the corporate wel-
fare that is taking place and build a 
movement of  people that really want 
to overturn that.

On the issues specifically for this 
District we have skyrocketing rent, 

J and one problem that we face with dealing with rent is that 
there is a ban on the state level on rent control, so we can 
help lift that ban at the state level and allow cities like Seattle 
to enact rent control, allowing them [the city] to essentially 
stabilize rent.

I think a lot of  people are excited about rent control. It’s an 
issue that came up constantly during the 15Now campaign. 
Even small business owners were saying, “We’re facing sky-
rocketing rent, we need to do something about that.” Afford-
able housing as well, not just capping how much rent can rise 
but building affordable housing.

What is the case against Frank Chopp?
He’s the Speaker of  the House, he’s incredibly powerful. He 

has the right to say ‘this legislation gets a vote, this legislation 
does not get a vote’...As part of  Socialist Alternative electing 
the first socialist city council member in 100 years and launch-
ing 15Now, in six months we were able to pass the highest 
minimum wage in the country. But Frank Chopp and the Dem-
ocratic party were unable to get $12.50 at the state level out of  
a committee, even though there is massive support state-wide 

for a $12.50 minimum wage. 
I think it is incompetence and a 

failure to lead…I think working peo-
ple have seen here in Seattle what it’s 
like to elect a socialist, to elect some-
body that’s actually going to fight for 
an issue and rally support and engage 
working people, students, the elderly, 
everybody, and get them active in the 
political process…It’s about electing 
somebody who will use that position 
to really galvanise people to get in-
volved and fight for something. That 
means we can really start to advance 
on issues like transit, housing justice, 
but also issues like global warm-
ing…70% of  [Washington’s] power 
comes from renewable resources, 
predominantly hydroelectric. Why 
isn’t it 100%?...It’s not being done 
[not] because there isn’t the technol-
ogy or resources, it’s not being done 
because nobody is advancing those 
issues…We’re only going to move 

forward if  we go out there and de-
mand what working people need, and 
really build a movement that’s powerful 
enough to wrest [political power] from 
corporate control.

When it comes to [representation of  
the 43rd district] in the State Legisla-
ture, they aren’t well represented. Frank 

Josh Kelety | Campus News & Opinion Editor

Jess Spear rocking a 15Now sweatshirt.

Photograph by Josh K
elety
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magine no financial aid, no grants, and no outside financial 
assistance. How much money would you need to earn ev-

ery month to support yourself  and your education? For many 
current and prospective students, these are real concerns. Ac-
cording to the Seattle Central Student Demographics Chart 
from 2010, 48% of  the student body works at least one job 
while going to school.

Working and taking classes is challenging: a student must 
balance work hours, class time, and personal life. It can be 
extremely difficult for students who are also full-time employ-
ees to receive financial aid. Josh Brown, 32, works full-time at 
a grocery store and takes between 10-15 credits a quarter. “I 
apply for FAFSA every year, but have yet to qualify,” he says. 
“I pay full price out-of-pocket every quarter. Often, I feel as 
though I would benefit if  I just quit my job and relied on gov-
ernment assistance for tuition and living expenses as some of  
my friends do.” He also recognizes that the system does not 
work so simply. “Even if  I did quit my job, financial aid only 
reviews your income from the previous year, so I’d have to be 
unemployed for almost a year. It’s already difficult enough to 
make ends meet. It’s just not worth the risk,” he says.

Tuition rates have been consistently rising, making it more 
and more discouraging for prospective students looking to en-
roll. “I would definitely not be in school right now without 
aid,” says student and mother Sonja Albin, age 29. She is about 
to graduate from Seattle Central with the help of  grants and 
aid. “Even working full-time I wouldn’t make enough money 
to pay for school and daycare...I am willing to make sacrifices 
in life, but I am unwilling to be away from my daughter 12 
hours a day,” she explains. “The arrangements I have will end 
once I graduate from Central. The state will not help you with 
childcare past an Associate [Degree]; how am I supposed to 
pay for that once I transfer?”

Is it time for FAFSA and the State to reevaluate their cri-
teria? Is it possible to create a new system that allows more 
working people to begin their education without the stress? 
There is always another option: pay working people a wage 
that makes it possible to gain an education and fully support 
themselves at the same time by raising the minimum wage.

The limitations of  a busy school schedule often force a 
number of  working students to settle for jobs that require little 
to no experience and pay only the minimum wage or slightly 
above. The minimum wage is shaping up to be a hot politi-

cal and social topic this year, bringing to light the important 
issues surrounding the inadequacy of  the current minimum 
wage wage in today’s economy. “More than 15 million work-
ers earn the national minimum wage, making about $15,080 
a year – $50 below the federal poverty line for a family of  
two,” reported the Huffington Post. In Washington state, the 
minimum wage at this time is $9.32 an hour, the highest in the 
nation. But in Seattle, the cost of  living is notably higher than 
the national average, requiring more income.

There is currently a lot of  speculation that Seattle could be 
one of  the first places to raise the minimum wage from $9.32 
an hour to the more livable $15 an hour. It could have some 
major effects on the way people live and do business in our 
area. I thought it would be interesting to apply this possible 
wage increase to the life and needs of  a Seattle Central student, 
to illustrate on a personal level what kind of  impact it could 
have for a large sum of  the student body and people of  our 
community.

I looked at the numbers using the example of  an in-state 
student taking 12 credits a quarter for 3 quarters. The school’s 
website has an awesome graph illustrating what the estimated 
cost of  attendance will be for students trying to create a bud-
get for the school year. According to the Seattle Central tuition 
rates, 12 credits for 3 quarters after the additional fees would 
cost an in-state student $3,900. The average cost of  books 
and supplies is an additional $1,025, totaling $4,925 for the 
9-month school year.

We must also consider the cost of  living: rent, food, and 
other necessities. We will not even begin factoring in health 
insurance, although after the introduction of  Obamacare it 
should now be considered a cost-of-living expense. A very 
meager living expense in Seattle averages out to be $15,300 for 
9 school months, totaling $20,225 with the addition of  tuition. 
If  this student were to work full-time—40 hours a week—
leaving little to no spare time, their earnings would need to be 
at least $14.04 an hour. For this student to be able to work a 
part-time, 25 hours-a-week job, their earnings would need to 
be $22.47 an hour.

Everyone has the right to an education. It is time we stop 
discouraging people from getting a better education and al-
lowing our graduates to be crippled by debt. Something has to 
change. Raise the minimum wage. – M.T.

The working student, aid and the minimum wage

I

Melissa Torres | Student Contributor

Chopp is far to the right of  where people stand in this district. 
He voted for $10 billion in cuts to social services, the com-
munity college tuition rates have gone up 50% in the state…I 
think [voters] would welcome somebody who is going to fight 
on these issues. 

But it’s not going to be automatic…we would encourage ev-
erybody who is excited to get actively involved and take the 

lesson from Kshama’s campaign in 2013 and 15Now: that if  
you really want to get something done, if  you want to elect a 
fighter and really advance the issues that you elected them to 
do, you have to stay actively involved. You can’t go back and 
sit down now that we’ve won this victory. We have to keep 
moving forward. – J.K.
Read the full transcript of  Spear’s interview at centralcircuit.com.

Editor’s note: shortly before this issue went to press, the City Council approved a $15 minimum wage phase-in to take place over the next 10 years.
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han Academy is a website that promises a “free world-
class education for anyone anywhere.” For millions 

across the world, it has been a godsend.  
Khan Academy was founded by Salman Khan. Khan, a 

graduate of Harvard and MIT, was working as a hedge fund 
manager in San Francisco when he found out his twelve-year-
old cousin, Nadia, had been placed in a remedial math class. 
Alarmed, Khan phoned her parents and offered to tutor her 
over the phone (Nadia & her parents 
lived in New Orleans) free of charge. 

After Khan’s intervention, Nadia’s 
math fortunes changed 180°. Word 
of his miraculous tutoring spread like 
wildfire through the family and soon 
he found himself on the phone with 15 
cousins. As he led them through math 
concepts verbally, Khan used a program 
called Yahoo Doodle, which allowed 
him to draw pictures on their computer 
screen.

After two years, it became clear to 
Khan that his model was laborious and 
untenable. So he started pre-recording 
tutoring videos and posting them to 
YouTube. The videos went over basic 
math concepts such as geometry and al-
gebra, and viewers heard Khan’s voice 
as he drew representations of the con-
cepts on a black screen. He got good re-
views from his cousins, who liked how 
they could access the videos at their lei-

Mohamed Adan | Staff Writer

K

sure and not feel guilty about going over the same concept 
multiple times.

Not long after being posted on YouTube, Khan’s tutorials 
were discovered by other students struggling with math. He 
started getting tens of thousands of hits a month. Among 
these viewers were the children of Bill Gates. Gates was a big 
fan of Khan’s work (to Khan’s surprise) and lavished praise 
on him at the 2009 Aspen Ideas Festival. That’s when things 
really took off.

Millionaires started giving Khan six-figure grants. He was 
hailed as a revolutionary and his face was splashed on maga-
zine covers. He found himself with a staff and an office in Sil-
icon Valley. Now was the time to privatize his idea and make a 
boatload of money. But Khan remained committed to his idea 
of free, accessible education videos online.

Today, khanacademy.org boasts a library of over 3,000 vid-
eos. They cover math from arithmetic to calculus, science, 
economics, and many other subjects. The videos are short—
usually under ten minutes—and they are placed in modules 
based on their topic. Through donations, Khan has been able 
to hire a staff which has designed short tests and exercises to 
complement the videos.

Khan Academy has started to partner with school districts, 
which use its free software in schools. The College Board, 
makers of the SAT, have also partnered with Khan Academy 
to help students prepare for the new SAT, which will be rolled 
out in 2015. The website receives millions of visits each year 
from students all over the world, from all walks of life and ed-
ucational backgrounds, and each year it expands its offerings.

Many Seattle Central students are aware of Khan Academy 
and integrate it into their studies. Many others are not, and 
so I encourage you to take advantage of this extraordinary 
resource. – M.A.

Genius tutor Salman Khan.
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ast month at Seattle Central, a group of local Black professors 
presented a report on Seattle’s ongoing Black economic cri-

sis. In their report, they highlighted extreme, longstanding dispari-
ties between Black Seattleites and others in areas including income, 
wealth, educational attainment, school discipline, housing, business, 
and food access. Led by Seattle Central professor Carl Livingston, 
the group spoke to a packed crowd which included the college’s pres-

ident, Dr. Paul Killpatrick, and 
the city’s mayor, Ed Murray.

Using data gleaned from the 
US Census and other sources, 
the academics described a har-
rowing narrative of systemic 
poverty in Black communities, 
and emphasized that the Great 
Recession merely exacerbated 
existing problems. Their report concluded that “for over fi ve decades, our Black com-
munities have been in a constant state of surviving somewhere between recession and 
depression-level unemployment rates.”

The professors said that they do not have a comprehensive plan for solving these deep-
rooted problems. Rather, their goal was to draw attention to the economic plight of Black 
Seattleites, so that it becomes a priority for the city. – C.J.

Professors raise alarm on Black econ crisis

L

he misogynistic rants preceding Elliot Rodger’s shooting in Isla Vista resulted in an explosion of national discourse on 
the subjects of sexism, gender oppression, misogyny, and rape culture. Twitter played host to much of the debate, with the 

creation of #YesAllWomen hashtag. Within four days of the shooting, this tag had generated approximately 1.6 million tweets 
by women highlighting their personal experiences with normalized violence.

More than 100 people gathered at Westlake Plaza in Seattle for #YesAllWomenLive, an event organized by feminists to con-
demn the Isla Vista killings and the constant sexism that women face. The rally was designed to be a safe and welcoming open 
mic for people to voice their grievances, rage, and solidarity with those who’ve had similar experiences. Stories ranged from 
instances of dehumanizing street harassment to brutal and horrifi c rape. The scream, in addition to the event as a whole, was 
both heartbreaking and inspiring, providing an outlet and raising awareness about misogyny and rape culture. – J.K. & D.G.

Seattleites rally against misogyny

T

Casey Jaywork | Editor in Chief

Josh Kelety, Campus News and Opinion Editor & Diana Gener, Managing Editor

Mayor Murray applauds Prof. Esther “Little Dove” John.

Photographs by C
asey Jaywork

Prof. Carl Livingston introduces the group of  
academics.

The rally included a 6-second scream as a venting process.Seattle Central students and staff were among those making their voices heard.

Photographs by Josh K
elety
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Poor in Seattle
Amber Lyons | Art & Photo Editor

raigslist is one of  the best and worst ways to get used 
items. You can find amazing treasures or puddles of  

poo. Here are some basic tips for buying items:
• If  you can’t fix it, don’t buy it: That air conditioner 
is exactly what you need. It’s the perfect size, brand 
and price. There is only one problem: the owner says 
a part needs to be replaced. Unless you know how to 
fix it, that ‘perfect’ price could double from the needed 
parts and labor hours. 
• Know how to check for bed bugs: One thing to 
always be on the lookout for is evidence of  bed bugs. 
Bed bugs can (and will!) hide in anything they can fit 
their bodies into, including books and the seams of  
lampshades. Check for blood spots and the bug’s fe-
ces, which looks like little brown spots. Since bed bugs 
will burrow into the wall and can move from apart-
ment to apartment, don’t be afraid to ask the owner if  
there has been an infestation. This might seem rude, 
but better to ask than pay an exterminator to clean 
your home.
• There’s a reason it’s free: This doesn’t always mean 
that the item is junk. The item may need repairs, is an 
item that the owner can’t price or the owner is moving 
and has waited till last minute to get rid of  the furni-
ture in the basement. If  it’s not apparent or explained 
in the post, find out why it’s free. This will also help 
you weed out any scams.
• Bring exact change: Don’t expect the owner to 
be able to break a twenty. If  you don’t bring the right 
amount you could end up overpaying. – A.L.

CWe can haz Interwebz?

hursday, May 15th the Internet changed forever, and 
most of  us didn’t blink an eye or know it was happening. 

The FCC voted that day to allow for the proposal of  a plan 
that would allow internet service providers to begin charging 
websites for the speed of  the delivery of  their content. Even if  
the proposal is eventually dismissed it has opened the door for 
like proposals in the future, and could potentially make such 
practices acceptable for overseas providers.

In a commercial environment already inhospitable, if  not 
outright hostile, to local and start up businesses, such a move 
would virtually eliminate any sort of  progress towards the lo-
calization of  industry, information, and concepts. The more 
money a company has, the more likely you will be to see their 
presence on the internet. This is a reality we’re already forced 
to live with with physical and television marketing.

Under the current version of  the proposal, individual inter-
net providers will be able to charge content providers an addi-
tional fee for speed, creating “fast lanes” for content. While the 
FCC has said they would not allow a service provider to restrict 
the availability of  any content, considering that we live in a so-
ciety that prefers the speed and easy access of  Walmart despite 
their domestic and foreign human rights violations, restricting 
speed is effectively the same thing as restricting content.

Proponents of  the move speculate that this “division of  
cost” between the end user and the content provider would ac-
tually reduce the cost to the consumer. But when has any com-
pany discovering a way to reduce their own costs passed those 
savings on to their consumer? This would allow providers to 
double dip into a market for something they’ve previously only 
been able to charge once for.

The internet has long been heralded as the great neutralizer 
of  content, where any idea, concept, product, or service can 
get equal footing in a world already oriented against change 
and outside innovation. Allowing providers to regulate access 
by regulating speed would change all that, enabling the richest 
companies to funnel internet users wherever they want.

However, all is not lost. This vote was just to consider such 
legislation, and the public has 120 days to weigh in on the sub-
ject. There are various advocacy movements who would love 
for a small donation to add your voice to theirs, or you can get 
involved the old- fashioned way by writing letters to your Rep-
resentative, your Senator, or your President. – T.S.L.

T
T.S. Loya | Student Contributor

CAUTION! Craigslist may be TOO HELPFUL for some 
readers.
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She’s old enough to be your mom?  
Wait, she’s your classmate!

ast spring, over twenty-five years after leaving full-time 
education, I bit the bullet and joined Seattle Central Com-

munity College as a non-traditional student pursuing a transfer 
degree. It was a difficult decision which took me a couple of  
years to make. After many years of  being a stay-at-home mom 
and working in my 
husband’s busi-
ness, I was anxious 
about going back 
to college and be-
ing among people 
the same age as 
my eighteen-year-
old daughter. I 
wondered how I 
would fit in. And 
I wondered if  I 
would feel like an 
outsider.

It has worked 
out great, though, and my fears were not realized. I love it. I 
feel that I am accepted and blend well into this broad and di-
verse community of  students. I am sorry I did not enroll years 
earlier. It has been a life-changing experience for me. If  you 
are older than the average student don’t hesitate to go back to 
school and reap the rewards.

The old stereotype of  students—straight out of  high school, 
school fees paid for by their parents or financial aid—is rapidly 
changing. Large numbers of  non-traditional students enter the 
campus with their greater experience of  life and work. The 
median age of  Seattle Central Community College students is 
27.6. There are 3,114 students aged between 30 and 85 years 
old, which is over 32% of  our student population. More than 
6% of  our students are now over 50 years old, according to 
data for the fall quarter of  2012, according to the State Board 
for Community and Technical Colleges Data Warehouse stu-
dent table.

 Non-traditional, older students join Seattle Central for di-
verse reasons – because of  downsizing, because they have 
reared a family and are now ready to start on the next path of  
their lives, or because of  changing circumstances in their lives 
such as disability or unemployment. They bring a huge variety 
of  talents and experience to the table and have an interesting 
and illuminating attitude towards their studies. 

As Demetrius Cooper, 49, an imposing man with a humor-
ous disposition, says, “I take things much  more seriously, hav-
ing gone through life experiences. I have to use my mind be-
cause physically I’m not able to do the things I used to do.” 
Demetrius has a physical disability and had to leave his job. 
He has three children, from 14-28 years old. He is studying for 

L
Emer Dalton | Student Contributor

a Bachelor’s degree in Applied Behavioral Sciences, and says 
“there are a lot of  older students in the ABS program – some 
have raised kids, some have had career changes and some have 
disabilities – physical or mental. With many people my own age 
attending SCCC, I feel very welcome.”

Non-traditional 
students come in 
all types. Sandi 
Antush, a middle-
aged woman with a 
calm, efficient and 
reassuring manner, 
already has two 
Bachelor’s degrees 
and wants to earn 
a Master’s and be-
come a counselor. 
She spent 25 years 
in a career in the 
financial field, re-

tired at 50 and asked herself,  “What do I want to do for the 
second half  of  my life?” Sandi loves the “diversity of  popula-
tion in SCCC – it’s a melting pot and it’s in central Seattle.” She 
thinks the learning environment is very different today—“lots 
of  things are done via technology”—and she finds that a chal-
lenge. “Technology is second nature for the young generation 
– I just need to make sure I’m proficient.” This is typical of  
the problems faced by non-traditional students who have not 
grown up in the “computer age” and are trying to learn how 
to use computers efficiently. Sandi is taking a huge workload—
four classes—and tutors in English and Math, so she contrib-
utes a lot to college life.

Darrin Tracy is on the Dean’s List and aims to stay there. He 
decided to come back to college when an employer told him, 
“You will never go any further and you’re lucky to be here,” 
when he was a sales representative with 22 years of  experience. 
He felt “hindered by lack of  education,” and was told that he 
needed a 4-year degree “even if  it was in basket-weaving” to 
move up in the company. He is one of  the many at Seattle Cen-
tral who have decided to go back into full- or part-time educa-
tion because of  job situations. Darrin feels he “bonds easily 
with people who take the course seriously” and is “becoming 
somewhat of  a father figure” to his classmates.

“I’m too old to start over,” Chris Villanueva first thought. 
He started at Seattle Central this quarter at the age of  49, and 
is studying Anatomy and Physiology. It’s 20 years since he was 
last in school and he wants a new career as a physician’s as-
sistant. Chris got married two years ago and he and his hus-
band are waiting to adopt one or two children. He’s switched 
to working part-time so he has time to study now and wants to 

I feel that I am accepted and blend well into 
this broad and diverse community of stu-
dents. I am sorry I did not enroll years ear-
lier. It has been a life-changing experience for 
me. If you are older than the average student 
don’t hesitate to go back to school and reap 
the rewards.
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keep busy. He’s pretty happy with his experience so far and says 
“it’s challenging to get into the routine of  studying and make 
sure I stay on top of  everything.” His advice: “If  you want to 
go back to school go do it! Everyone should have the chance 
to start over if  they want to.”

Some non-traditional students have arrived at a time when 
their children are more independent and so they can think of  
new careers. Mary-lynn Ballew, a personable woman in her late 
40s, has come back to college after graduating in 1989, with a 
view to studying for a Master’s in Psychology. She already has 
a B.A. Mary-lynn, who got divorced eight years ago, felt it was 
the “perfect timing” with her children. Both of  them are teen-
agers and her son drives, so they can get around on their own. 
She finds it “fascinating being in college with younger students.  
It’s a perspective you wouldn’t get in normal life. You wouldn’t 

get the experience to meet so many younger people and a lot 
of  the kids are from different countries so it’s a double experi-
ence.” Mary-lynn says, “I think my standards for excellence are 
higher now that I’m older.”

That summarizes the approach of  mature students to fur-
ther education and the advantages they bring to Seattle Central 
Community College. They strive for excellence and bring a life 
experience that can only enrich college life, and we are all the 
better for their being here. If  you know any older people who 
are at a crossroads in their lives, not happy in their jobs or who 
just feel they need more fulfillment, I urge you to encourage 
them to join Seattle Central. There are lots of  people here just 
like them who are pursuing meaningful studies, and we always 
need more non-traditional students. – E.D.

n May 3rd, two days before Cinco de Mayo, 107.7 The 
End, a Seattle radio station, organized a promotional 

event that had people, mostly white people, dress up in som-
breros, ponchos, and fake bushy mustaches. The participants, 
numbering more than a thousand, ran a marathon and after-
wards ate tacos and got drunk on beer and tequila.    

This is the fourth year the station has organized the event, 
which it calls ¡Fiesta 5K Ole! Many at Seattle Central and 
across the city are demanding that it be the last.

Alberto Vazquez, a Central student of Mexican heritage, said 
that the event was racist and “insulting to Mexican culture.” 
Vazquez said that he saw advertisements for the event on Face-
book and couldn’t believe it was 
happening in Seattle.

Jose Chi, who works in the stu-
dent leadership office, said that 
many Latino students, even those 
not of Mexican descent, were of-
fended by the event. He denounced 
the event as dehumanizing, and 
said that it was “totally unaccept-
able,” and that “people don’t like 
their culture minimized.”

When the Circuit called 107.7 for 
comment, no one was available to 
make a statement. But in an inter-
view with the Stranger, Garett Mi-
chaels, head of programing, said 
that no one had ever been both-
ered by the event, and that there 
was “terrific turnout...I’m sure 
we’ll do it again next year.”

More than 324 people have 
signed a petition on change.org 

Racist Cinco de Mayo celebrations
Mohamed Adan | Staff Writer

O urging 107.7 to change its theme. The petition said that the 
event “reduces an entire people and their cultural heritage to 
such simplistic levels” and that it was “demeaning and objec-
tifying.”

Chi said that he and a group of students organized a protest 
event on campus after hearing about ¡Fiesta 5K Ole! In order 
to combat the belittling stereotypes and cultural appropria-
tions surrounding Cinco De Mayo, a tradition widely mis-
understood by Americans, Chi hopes students will hold the 
protest event annually. – M.A.

Nope, no privilege here. None.

Photos courtesy of 107.7 The E
nd’s ¡Fiesta 5K
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Mohamed Adan & Reuven Pinnata | Staff Writers

olitical apathy is a serious problem here at Seattle Cen-
tral. Many theories have been thought up to explain it. 

Perhaps the students consider themselves transient academics, 
waiting to depart to a four year college. Perhaps they consider 
themselves powerless and without a voice. Perhaps they simply 
don’t care. 

We took this question of student apathy to the Associated 
Student Council. Below are quotations from conversations we 
had with several student leaders.

Concerning the school’s recent name change:
“I’m going to put it like this: If ten thousand students had 

shown up at the Board of Trust-
ees meeting and said, ‘Hey, 
we don’t want this,’ I bet they 
would never have changed it. 
But if only ten people showed 
up, it wouldn’t make much of 
an impact. Not that I’m saying 
that the ten people aren’t im-
portant, because I am one of 
them, but often people just go 
like, Oh, we don’t get to make 
the decisions so why bother? 
Because no one likes a controversy, but if we’d taken the trou-
ble to explain to the people in charge that this was something 
that was not good for our school, that this was not something 
we all wanted, they would have had a second thought.”

— Pedro Marquez

 “I feel like some of the reasons that student government 
opposing the name change didn’t get as much noise as some 
students might have wanted, is because students were not in-
volved. As student government, we are ambassadors, or repre-
sentatives, of students’ interests. But if students don’t give us 
an inch, if they don’t give us something to fight for, we can’t—
we don’t take it on our own accord. How can we represent the 
students when we don’t know what they want?”

— Taleah Mitchell

Why are students apathetic?
“A lot of our population has a lot of things going on, so I 

can’t be mad at them for not, for example, reading the Central 
Circuit when they’re raising two kids and also go to school. 
I don’t so much put the blame on them as try to work hard 
informing them on what’s going on. A large number of our 
students work, raise children, volunteer, and are involved with 
the community around them. The student body definitely has 
that energy, but sometimes the things in front of you get over-

P looked because you have ten other  things. Sometimes you just 
want to go home, sit on the couch, and do nothing. You know 
what I mean. And I’ve had those moments when I just feel 
tired, I’ve been at school for twelve hours, and I’m just going 
to sit here and do nothing. “

— Pedro 
“The reason I think you have [apathy] is the people who 

go to community college are economically, for the most part, 
are on their own. Their parents are not putting them through 
school, they’re living on their own. They’re in the workforce. 
They’re juggling their job, maybe kids, their family, keeping 

a roof over their head….typi-
cally kids at universities don’t 
have to worry about all these 
things.”

— Taleah

If we want to understand the 
problem of apathy, we have to 
look at its context. Apathy is 
less likely to exist in a country 
caught amidst revolutionary 
upheavals, where whatever is 

happening is drastically affecting the people’s lives. However, 
in a country where everything seems superficially calm and 
fat, furry problems scuttle around beneath public conscious-
ness, apathy is more likely to thrive.

Here is the question we need to ask: does our college exist 
in a setting of revolutionary dynamism or of languid stability? 
Based on observation, it seems to be the latter. The major-
ity of the student body of Seattle Central is comprised of two 
groups: non-traditional and international students. 14% of the 
student population is international students, and the median 
student age is 27. It is safe to say that most of these interna-
tional students are aiming to transfer to a four-year college 
and that non-traditional students usually have other concerns 
outside school, such as work or family or even both. The issue 
with the former group is community college only becomes a 
transitional stage. This is not to say that international students 
rarely participate in school activities—on the contrary, a lot of 
them do—but there is this idea that community college is just 
a stepping stone to reach their actual goal. On the other hand, 
members of the latter group simply seem to have a limited 
amount of time. Schoolwork and “real life” are demanding 
enough. This is, by all means, not meant to be accusatory, but 
it may offer an explanation as to why apathy seems to be built 
in into our context. – M.A. & R.P.

“If ten thousand students had 
shown up at the Board of Trust-
ees meeting and said, ‘Hey, we 
don’t want [the school’s name 
changed],’ I bet they never 
would have changed it.”
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f  you repeat the same statement over 
and over again, eventually it will be-

come true. Or so seem to believe key 
members of  Student Leadership.

Two months ago the Circuit published 
an expose on the administrative termi-
nation of  Seattle Central’s former stu-
dent newspaper, the City 
Collegian. The e x -
posé described 
how the Col-
legian, which 
had printed for 
four decades 
and won nu-
merous awards, 
was apparently 
harassed by 
the Publica-
tions Board (an 
administrative 
body which 
supervises stu-
dent publica-
tions) through 
a series of  
secret meetings chaired by the college’s 
Director of  Public Relations during the 
2007-08 school year. After the Collegian’s 
advisor resigned in protest at the end 
of  that school year, Student Leadership 
(an entity whose primary function is to 
provide institutional support to student 
press and other Boards) failed to hire a 
new advisor and prevented the Colle-
gian’s staff  from resuming their work in 
‘08-’09. The Collegian died.

These are the facts, exhaustively docu-
mented in “Unaccountable Oversight.” 
Since the publication of  that article, 
other Circuit staff  and I have attempted 
to work with Student Leadership, the 
Associated Student Council (ASC), and 
President Killpatrick to ensure that the 
kind of  indirect censorship which killed 
the Collegian cannot happen again. We’ve 
specifi cally asked that the Publications 
Board be chaired by someone who has 
no other authority over student publica-
tions, in order to prevent concentration 
of  power over student press. As it hap-
pens, the current chair of  the Publications 
Board is the head of  Student Leadership, 

Dean Lexie Evans: the same person who 
advises the committee which determines 
the Circuit’s budget, who directly super-
vises the Circuit’s advisor (and, through 
her, the hiring process for the entire Cir-
cuit staff), 
and who 
was 

ultimately responsible for the Collegian’s 
failure to resume in 2008 (a fact which 
she did not deny in interview). To be 
clear: we have not asked for any kind 
of  disciplinary action against Evans, nor 
any admission of  guilt from any of  the 
administrators or staff  who appear to 
have been responsible for the Collegian’s 
demise. We just want a student press that 
is insulated from future interference.

President Killpatrick’s response to our 
request was mixed. While he has refused 
to remove Evans as chair of  the Publi-
cations Board, he has guaranteed that 
future Publications Board meetings will 
be public and publicly recorded, and that 
future membership of  the Publications 
Board will not be dominated by adminis-
trators. (A larger problem is the fact that 
student press is funded solely funded by 
students, yet ultimately accountable to 
administrators. This, however, is the fault 
of  state lawmakers, not the college ad-
ministration.) The President is currently 
accepting applications for the Publica-
tions Board from all members of  the Se-
attle Central community.

Student Leadership is broken

I The response to “Unaccountable 
Oversight” by Student Leadership Board 
advisors and by members of  ASC has 
been less promising. Sam Chesneau—
advisor to the College Activities Board 

(CAB), who sat on the ‘07-
’08 Publications Board 
and who made several 
demonstrably false 
statements when inter-
viewed about the Colle-
gian’s demise—has sim-
ply stopped responding 

to the Circuit, going so 
far as to refuse to write 

an introduction to 
last month’s 
feature  on the 
CAB-sponsored 
Unity Fair. (Inci-
dentally, former 
editor in chief-
elect JK Howell 
has identifi ed 
Chesneau as the 
person who pre-

vented him from 
collecting key documents from the Colle-
gian offi ce during summer ‘08.) Dean Ev-
ans, on the other hand, has been willing 
to be interviewed by the Circuit, but has 
also refused to even read “Unaccount-
able Oversight” because, she says, she 
sees no sense in dredging up old unpleas-
antness. Her explanation for why she did 
not even begin looking for a new advisor 
(on Craigslist) until eight months after 
the previous advisor’s resignation is that 
she was busy with other projects.

But the really discouraging response 
has come from the ASC. Student Leader-
ship Project Coordinator Max Schuman, 
who works with the ASC, has repeatedly 
insisted that the one and only reason for 
the Collegian’s demise was the resignation 
of  its advisor, Jeb Wyman, at the end 
of  the ‘07-’08 school year. Why was the 
advisor responsible for fi nding his own 
replacement? How could one man’s res-
ignation single-handedly destroy a forty-
year-old institution? Why didn’t Evans 
and others in Student Leadership hire a 
temporary advisor to keep the Collegian 

Casey Jaywork | Editor in Chief

Talk to the hand.

Photograph of A
lberto G

onzales courtesy of antiwar.com

f  you repeat the same statement over 
and over again, eventually it will be-

come true. Or so seem to believe key 
members of  Student Leadership.

Two months ago the Circuit published Circuit published Circuit
an expose on the administrative termi-
nation of  Seattle Central’s former stu-
dent newspaper, the City 

. The e x -

Dean Lexie Evans: the same person who 
advises the committee which determines 
the Circuit’s budget, who directly super-Circuit’s budget, who directly super-Circuit
vises the Circuit’s advisor (and, through Circuit’s advisor (and, through Circuit
her, the hiring process for the entire Cir-
cuit staff), cuit staff), cuit
and who 
was 

The response to “Unaccountable 
Oversight” by Student Leadership Board 
advisors and by members of  ASC has 
been less promising. Sam Chesneau—
advisor to the College Activities Board 

(CAB), who sat on the ‘07-
’08 Publications Board 
and who made several 
demonstrably false 
statements when inter-
viewed about the 
gian’s demise—has sim-
ply stopped responding 

to the 
far as to refuse to write 

an introduction to 



June 2014 Editorial 15

ertain things we take for granted: the sky is blue, water 
is wet, and the US government is a representative de-

mocracy. Well, the sky isn’t actually blue, it just looks that way 
due to Rayleigh scattering, water is only wet if  in its liquid state 
(or, arguably in a high percentage in its gaseous one), and, guess 
what, the US may be both representative and a democracy, but 
the two are not linked the way we’ve been taught they’re sup-
posed to be.

According to a joint study between researchers at Princeton 
and Northwestern Universities, the US government does not 
represent the interests of  the “average US citizen,” as defined 
by being in the 50th percentile of  income. According to the 
study it is in fact non -voting bodies, such as lobbyist groups, 
professional organizations, and the wealthy—the 90th percen-
tile of  income or higher—that are receiving most of  the atten-
tion by our legislative branch.

The 42 page report, titled “Testing Theories of  American 
Politics: Elites, Interest Groups, and the Average Citizen,” tests 
the four theoretical traditions of  American political science in 

C
T.S. Loya | Student Contributor

a single statistical model. In comparing 1779 policy decisions 
between 1981 and 2002, the evidence favored  two of  those 
theories: Economic Elite Domination, and Biased Pluralism. 

The findings of  the report, which will begin being taught at 
both universities this fall, support theories of  biased pluralism: 
that public decisions are made within government but dispro-
portionately influenced by certain non-government individuals 
and groups. Americans still have the vote, separating us from 
a true oligarchy (a society ruled by an elite minority), but we’re 
quite literally voting for which politician will ignore our inter-
ests, not represent them.

While the government does not always ignore public prefer-
ences—according to the study Congress does actually act in a 
manner representing the wishes of  the average citizen 5% of  
the time—the findings of  this report are a huge indicator of  a 
trend in American politics and, possibly, an explanation for why 
Congress’ approval rating is at an all-time low. It is unknown 
how long it will take these findings to trickle down to Seattle 
Central classrooms, but it will get here eventually. – T.S.L.

afloat? Why do multiple, independent 
sources confirm a general perception 
that the Collegian was on its way out, no 
matter what? In person and via email, 
Schuman has not provided any kind of  
answer to these questions – nor, indeed, 
given any indication that he hears them. 
He has simply repeated, over and over 
again, the assertion that its advisor’s res-
ignation (somehow) guaranteed the end 
of  the Collegian. Schuman: “Hypothetical-
ly yes, any number of  admins could shut 
down the paper in round about ways. But 
also hypothetically the school could burn 
down, or be blown up by alien invaders. 
Speculation and hypothetical threats to 
me do not warrant serious concern.”

Members of  the ASC appear to agree 
with him – at least, to the extent that 
they’ve paid any attention to the Circuit’s 
concerns. My staff  and I have spent the 
better part of  spring quarter trying to get 
the ASC involved in protecting student 
press from future interference. Most of  
this struggle has consisted of  trying to 
get the ASC to schedule a meeting to 
hear our concerns, and to get them to ac-
tually read “Unaccountable Oversight.” 
(The faculty union, by contrast, voted to 
endorse our petition for an independent 
Publications Board chair after hearing a 
five-minute summary of  the facts.)

During the course of  these attempts at 

engagement, it became more and more 
clear that, like Schuman, members of  
the ASC are less interested in facts or 
accountability than with preserving re-
lationships. One ASC executive told me 
early on that it would be “inappropriate” 
for the ASC to take a position on protec-
tion of  student press; when asked why, 
they replied that it would be “unethical.” 
(What, then, does the ASC do?) Another 
executive, after ostensibly reviewing the 
evidence presented in “Unaccountable 
Oversight,” said that they saw “no prob-
lem” with the history of  student press at 
Seattle Central. Ultimately, the ASC de-
clined to take any kind of  meaningful ac-
tion on the issue, aside from asking Presi-
dent Killpatrick to do what he has already 
committed to doing.

By contrast, people outside Student 
Leadership’s sphere of  influence have 
expressed little skepticism toward the 
allegations made in “Unaccountable 
Oversight.” Faculty, individually and as a 
union, have voiced their support of  the 
article and its recommended reforms. 
The Stranger’s Brendan Kiley called the ar-
ticle “piercing” and “careful (and coolly 
mournful)”. In response to the article, 
the Pacific Northwest Association of  
Journalism Educators, the Foundation 
for Individual Rights in Education, and 
Mike Hiestand of  the Student Press Law 

Center have all offered their support to 
the Circuit, and legendary free speech ad-
vocate Mary Beth Tinker has expressed 
approval of  the article. We should ask 
ourselves why the only people denying 
Seattle Central’s student press problem 
are the very people who are incentivized 
to do so.

The unaccountable termination of  the 
City Collegian by college administrators 
is a fact, but facts don’t seem to hold 
much value within the pseudo-family of  
Student Leadership. Relationships and 
procedure, rather than accountability 
and accessibility, are what matters there. 
It’s important to note that this does not 
appear to be how members of  Student 
Leadership or the ASC view their work. 
My own impression is that they’re not so 
much willfully deceptive as they’re just 
blinded by ideology, stuck—like deniers 
of  climate change or vaccination—with-
in a narrative framework that does not 
allow them to seriously consider the Cir-
cuit’s allegations.

Whether next year’s student leaders 
are able to break out of  this ideological 
echo-chamber remains to be seen. Let’s 
hope that they can, and that Student 
Leadership and student government can 
become legitimate, substantive avenues 
of  student democracy at Seattle Central. 
– C.J.

America ruled by elites, study finds
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Binary perception leads to simplistic thinking

his editorial was inspired by the article “La esclavitud del 
pensamiento binario” (“The Slavery of  Binary Think-

ing”) by Spanish journalist Olga Rodriguez. She has been cov-
ering the Arab Spring uprising, mainly in Egypt. In her article 
she noticed how the complex reality of  Egypt has been so 
many times polarized in a way that impacts how the conflict is 
portrayed. Since the military government that currently rules 
the country overthrew former President Mohamed Morsi of  
the Muslim Brotherhood from power last summer (with the 
consent of  the US government and the United Nations), it has 

T been persecuting members of  the Muslim Brotherhood. The 
court sentenced 529 supporters of  this organization to death 
two months ago. If  the sentence is executed, it will become the 
hardest bloc of  capital punishment sentences in the recent his-
tory of  the country. 

What Rodriguez evaluates in her article is that if  you criticize 
the persecution of  the Muslim Brotherhood and this massive 
death sentence, you can be accused of  supporting the organi-
zation. This accusation can extend to include their extremism 
against women’s rights and their lack of  democracy (they dem-

Diana Gener | Managing Editor

As far as technology itself  and education is concerned, technology is basically neutral. It’s like a 
hammer. The hammer doesn’t care whether you use it to build a house or whether on torture, using 
it to crush somebody’s skull, the hammer can do either.

— Noam Chomsky
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onstrated the latter when they called to end the public demon-
strations which had unseated Morsi’s predecessor, strongman 
Hosni Mubarak, and unilaterally wrote a new Constitution after 
creating a pact with the Military Supreme Court in 2011). It is 
a fact that the Muslim Brotherhood has a bad record on de-
mocracy and civil rights, but to condemn the execution of  529 
people after a two day show trial doesn’t mean approving all 
they’ve done. Rodriguez says that to conflate these two posi-
tions is reasoning in a binary way: you are with me or against 
me. 

Why is this important? We live in a world where technology 
has a big impact in our lives. Technological devices use a bina-
ry system of  zeros and 
ones to convey informa-
tion. Combinations of  
these two numbers into 
complex algorithms al-
lows technological de-
vices to perform an end-
less number of  tedious 
tasks. 

Binary code can be 
found in the Shastras, an 
example of  Vedic litera-
ture written in Sanskrit 
around 4th century. Later, in the 17th century, the philosopher 
and co-creator of  calculus Gottfried Leibniz created a system 
of  logic for verbal statements that would be represented in a 
mathematical code. He was inspired by the hexagrams in the I 
Ching, and similarly theorized that life could be represented in 
rows of  zeros and ones. 

Computers can ‘think’ very fast. They can gather, process, 
and regurgitate absurd amounts of  information. They brought 
a revolution in the way we learn about the world. We have ac-
cess to huge amounts of  information with the touch of  a but-
ton. But there is a danger here. If  we use binary thinking to 
understand the world in general, we risk losing the most im-
portant kind of  information: details. Because computers can’t 
reason the way humans do, our ability to reason and to analyze 
in depth are more important than ever.  

Details create perspectives. Details change the whole picture. 
When we start to take out the details we end with a 0 - 1 kind 
of  thinking, where everything is reduced to empty oppositions 
of  black vs. white. We know about the conflict in Egypt, but we 
don’t know what is really going on—the details. 

Egypt is just an example. There are so many other examples 
of  ‘binary’ analysis of  the world. Consider Russia’s takeover of  
the Crimean Peninsula: if  you criticize the US it can be taken 
to mean that you support Putin. In Syria, if  you are against US 
military intervention, it can be taken to mean that you support 
the Asad regime. If  you criticize Israeli-sponsored killing of  
Palestinians, then you can be accused of  hating Israel. If  you 
think that Edward Snowden was right to reveal US government 
spy programs, you might be accused of  treason.

But the reality of  all these conflicts is complex and needs 
to be depicted accurately. Each country has its own history, 

economy and geography. A good example is Ukraine, where 
one underlying detail is Europe’s huge demand for Russian gas. 
This is a strong incentive for Germany and other countries to 
avoid war with Putin’s regime.

The same binary rhetoric trumpeted the “War on Terror,” 
a name coined by George W. Bush after the 9/11 terrorist at-
tacks. This is a War which casts Muslims as Evil and Americans 
as Good (since, evidently, you can’t be Muslim and American). 
But reality looks much different if  you analyze the motives 
driving America foreign policy in Middle Eastern countries 
since the Second World War. The US’ main goal was to control 
the oil resources, not only for domestic consumption, but also 

to have maintain influ-
ence over Europe, Japan 
and China. Iraq has the 
third largest oil reserves 
in the Middle East (115 
billions barrels), after 
Saudi Arabia and Iran. 
And  binary rhetoric is 
useless for understand-
ing America’s former 
friendship with the Tali-
ban: the CIA trained 
Afghani mujahideen to 

fight the Soviets in the 1980s.
The same binary reasoning is applied in domestic politics: for 

example, the US has a two party system which never questions 
nature of  the capitalist system itself. This is a country that buys 
commodities produced in other continents with cheap, forced 
labour but doesn’t want to read about the cost in human misery 
(for example, a garment factory building collapsed in Bangla-
desh last year and killed more than 1,000 exploited workers 
who were manufacturing clothes for some of  our best-known 
clothing brands). This is a country that needs oil but doesn’t 
want to hear about the lives that oil costs. The same goes for 
Europe: the same colonial mentality that brought the Spanish 
to South America, the British to North America, slaves from 
Africa to America, and French, Belgians and Dutch to Africa. 
All for the sake of  the empire. 

Richard Kapuscinski, who travelled for many years in Africa, 
used to say that wars start with a change of  language in the 
media. When the details are lost in war fever, complex reality 
becomes simplistic narrative. 

Nowadays, the world needs more than ever people educated 
in humanities and liberal arts. Because the only way to see the 
whole picture is knowing the history, the culture, the language 
and the politics of  a place. Because the ability to read informa-
tion isn’t the same as understanding it. Information needs to be 
questioned and contrasted with different sources. We should 
try to think in less binary terms, and open ourselves up to de-
tails and options. Because in the end, it seems that the binary 
conception of  the world only helps those who have an interest 
in hiding the details are those with a vested interest in control-
ling public opinion. – D.G.

Richard Kapuscinski, who travelled for 
many years in Africa, used to say that 
wars start with a change of language 
in the media. When the details are lost 
in war fever, complex reality becomes 
simplistic narrative.
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Students buy test scores

any international students at Se-
attle Central Community Col-

lege buy TOEFL English proficiency 
test scores to get into higher level classes 
rather than actually take the test. Interna-
tional students need to pass the TOEFL 
test or ESL classes in order to get into 
college-level classes. It’s hard to get high 
enough TOEFL scores to get into class-
es, so some students have to take ESL 
classes. There are 6 levels of ESL, and 
it may take one-and-a-half years to com-
plete the course. If student fails a class, 
they must retake it, and it may take one 
or more quarter to 
complete. 
Bruce Li, an inter-
national student 
who has graduated 
from the Seattle 
Central ESL pro-
gram, says, “Most 
international stu-
dents are tied [sic] 
about taking ESL 
classes, because it’s 
[a] waste [of] their 
time and money.”  
He also said it took 
him a year, and he 
spent $10,000 of his tuition in the ESL 
program.

Either path requires extensive ef-
fort, incentivising students to purchase 
TOEFL scores. There are two easy ways 
to get a higher TOEFL score. One way is 
to find someone who looks like the stu-
dent, and send the student’s personal ID 
to them. The lookalike then replaces the 
student for the test. You also can buy the 
answer from someone on the east coast 
who has already taken the test, since 
there is a 4-hour time difference.

Not only is buying scores a good 
choice due to saved money and time, the 
occurrence has created ‘TOEFL dealers’, 
a new job for serving students.

A TOEFL dealer, found near Seattle 
Central using a popular Chinese messag-
ing app called Momo, said “Every score 
value $3,500. I also need your ID, and 
you will pay after you get the score.” He 
also said, “If you introduce your friends 

to buy one, i [sic] will give you 500 dollar 
cash back for each person. Every answer 
value $1,000, and your friends and you 
can split the cost, but make sure that you 
all get same application period. We are 
professional!”

A Seattle Central student who didn’t 
want to tell his name provided a fake 
TOEFL score to the school, and it was 
accepted. He said, “I was scared to give 
my TOEFL score [to the] International 
Student Office, because I got a high score 
which is 99 that is so much better than 
I am. After few day, the school accepted 

my score, and I felt so happy like that I 
just pass the final.” He plans to introduce 
the TOEFL dealer to his friends.

This example can create bad effects, 
where students believe money can do ev-
erything on the campus. 

The reason why students buy the 
TOEFL score is because it can be used 
for community college. In addition it 
can also be used for getting accepted 
into a four-year college. TOEFL is ac-
knowledged by many universities. Many 
students who pass the college-level Eng-
lish proficiency requirements also want 
a better score for transferring to other 
educational institutions.

Alex Cheng, a student who transferred 
from Seattle Central to a four-year col-
lege, said, “It’s difficult to prepared for 
TOEFL and get a high score. Even 
though I have prepared the test for a half 
year, and I took the test four time, I still 
feel disappointing for my TOEFL score 

because my score is never over 80. 50% 
of university won’t accept this score. I 
think people buy the TOEFL score that 
is unfair for student who work really 
hard for the TOEFL, and it unfair for 
student apply for a four-years college.”

He also said, “To learn a foreign lan-
guage well is not easy. We must go about 
it seriously. Good luck with those stu-
dent.”

Other Seattle Central students in the 
ESL program buy the TOEFL score for 
other reasons. Cheng said, “I received 
an email from school, and ask me leave 

the school be-
cause I missed too 
much classes. My 
friends told me 
that if you provide 
TOEFL score, 
you can skip the 
ESL program to 
the college class, 
and you also don’t 
have to leave this 
school.”

However, it’s 
really hard for 
students to go to 
college without 

enough English skill. The student said, 
“I go to school every day, but the class is 
so hard for me, and I cannot understand 
it at all.”

The ESL program in Seattle Central is 
for students who want to improve their 
English language skill and prepare for 
college-level classes. Buying TOEFL 
scores may have a bad effect for stu-
dent’s future study. Students also can 
buy written papers to substitute from a 
dealer. On the one hand, student have 
to believe they would learn really use-
ful things in school, but on the other 
hand school does have a duty to educate 
and manage students, so that the school 
should not accept these fake score from 
students. Murong Cao, a Seattle Central 
student, commented on the issue, saying, 
“Adding fingerprint technique to test ID 
card can resolve the long-standing fraud 
in testing. School must take seriously for 
the TOEFL score.” – P.X.

M
Peiyuan Xu | Student Contributor

The reason why students buy the TOEFL score 
is because it can be used for community col-
lege. In addition it can also be used for getting 
accepted into a four-year college. TOEFL is ac-
knowledged by many universities. Many stu-
dents who pass the college-level English pro-
ficiency requirements also want a better score 
for transferring to other educational institutions.
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re the Internet and social media making us antisocial? 
Are they also playing to our most base instincts by allow-

ing us to be cruel to others with impunity? Because our online 
communication comes without any of  the facial cues, vocal in-
flection or body language that can be decoded and interpreted 
in a face-to-face conversation, we feel free sometimes to make 
our language online as acidic and biting as possible. I myself  
am definitely guilty of  this, having leveled a few contemptuous 
and withering attacks in the directions of  those that I thought 
stupid enough to disagree with me.

Two of  the fellows I work with rarely speak to one another 
in person, but have colorful arguments back and forth on Face-
book when they get home at night. Are they really changing 
each other’s minds about politics or social issues? Are they each 
teaching the other things about the world that he didn’t already 
know or suspect? Or are they reinforcing their own belief  sys-
tems, building a quiet animosity when they pass in the hallway?

Describing the extraordinary rising popularity of  television 
in the 1950s, the poet and playwright T.S. Eliot referred to it as 
“a medium of  entertainment which permits millions of  people 
to listen to the same joke at the same time, and yet remain lone-
some.” Could this now be especially true of  social media? 

It was nearly four years ago that Quit Facebook Day took 
place on Memorial Day of  2010. And though a mere 33,000 
people deleted their accounts that day, Quit Facebook Day is 
now something of  a holiday of  its own, with people leaving the 
site every year. My friend Debbie quit that day. She was happy, 
exultant even, though she risked losing contact with friends 
back home. She was even losing regular contact with certain 
members of  her family, though she hoped they’d still call and 
write. She saw it as an im-
portant step in unshackling 
herself  from something 
that she’d begun likening to 
an enormous surveillance 
engine, something that 
seemed to know almost ev-
erything about her. 

“It wasn’t long,” she told 
me “before I came to grips 
with the amount of  time I 
was wasting on something incapable of  repaying my service 
to it.” She knew that the majority of  her online ‘friends’ were 
barely more than acquaintances, if  that. “And I wasn’t able to 
be present emotionally to so many people, let alone physically. 
How could I consider myself  a friend to them?” She also ad-
mitted that Facebook, while fun at first, had ultimately begun 
to make her miserable. 

The conclusion of  a study published in August of  2013 by 
PLOS One, a journal published by the Public Library of  Sci-
ence, is that: “On the surface, Facebook provides an invalu-
able resource for fulfilling such needs by allowing people to in-
stantly connect. Rather than enhancing well-being, as frequent 

A interactions with supportive ‘offline’ social networks power-
fully do, the current findings demonstrate that interacting with 
Facebook may predict the opposite result for young adults—it 
may undermine it.”

A survey by Nielsen, home of  the famous television rating 
system, found that Facebook users averaged more than seven 
hours per week on the site, making it one of  the most heavily 
trafficked websites in the world, and one of  the most popu-
lar ways to waste time in the early twenty-first century. And I 
wasn’t surprised to also learn that people who spend a dispro-
portionate amount of  time maintaining and manicuring their 
online persona are also more susceptible to depression as they 
struggle to keep pace with the apparently glamorous lives of  
their friends. The FOMO phenomenon (“Fear Of  Missing 
Out”) is something that enhances feelings of  anxiety, of  frus-
tration. Seeing others pursue much more interesting lives can 
foster feelings of  impotence in the people simply watching it 
all while they languish in the potato chip crumbs of  their own 
sedentary isolation. 

Pre-dating Facebook by half  a century, rock and roll could 
have been called the first social intoxicant and symbol of  social 
adventure, the first that successfully changed the way people 
thought, behaved and saw the world around them. John Lydon, 
lead singer of  the Sex Pistols, said that adventure for young 
people now comes from being in front of  a TV screen or a 
laptop: “They’re being taught daily unsocial skills.” He also re-
ferred to Facebook as an “unsocial skill,” sustained, supported, 
legitimized and propped up by people who should be out in 
the world making mistakes and discoveries on their own, like 
he did. 

But a study published 
in January of  this year by 
Princeton University’s De-
partment of  Mechanical 
and Aerospace Engineer-
ing predicted that Face-
book will lose more than 
80% of  its users between 
2015 and 2017, in a mass 
emigration away from the 
website that mimics the 

path infectious diseases take as they reach a peak strength and 
gradually dissipate. The study used “epidemiological models 
to explain user adoption and abandonment of  Online Social 
Networks, where adoption is analogous to infection and aban-
donment is analogous to recovery.” This is good news to some. 
Others, like one of  my classmates here, described the findings 
as nonsense (she used a slightly more colorful synonym). 

Debbie has recently been accepted to grad school. And I 
haven’t a clue how she’d manage to keep up with the world of  
status updates and ‘Likes’ and her own coursework. She doesn’t 
either. I followed her, deleting my own account three years ago. 
I haven’t missed it since. – J.T.

Jason Thornberry | Student Contributor

Unplug Me! Do we need social media to be social?

...a study published in January of this year by 
Princeton University’s Department of Mechani-
cal and Aerospace Engineering predicted that 
Facebook will lose more than 80% of its users 
between 2015 and 2017, in a mass emigration 
away from the website that mimics the path infec-
tious diseases take as they reach a peak strength 
and gradually dissipate. 
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Katherine Morgan | Staff Writer

Question: What has been your happiest moment at Seattle Central? 

Happiness is a warm diploma?

n Saturday, June 14th, 2014, over 1,100 students will end their journey at Seattle Central College as they walk across 
the stage at Benaroya Hall and receive their diplomas. This will be Seattle Central’s 48th commencement ceremony, 

and is expected to be packed with the support and love of friends and family of the respected graduates. While Seattle Central 
prepares to say goodbye to so many of the familiar faces that walked down these halls, Central Circuit staff reporter Katherine 
Morgan rounded up a few of those students who participated in Student Leadership while at Seattle Central and asked them 
the most important question of their community college careers.

O

“Proving to myself  that I could be a 
student again after being a high school 
dropout.”

Cheryl Mineer, taking time off 
from school

“Being a part of  CAB and organizing 
events. The most memorable event was 
the Winter Dance because it took a lot 
of  effort to sell tickets. So make sure 
that you come to next year’s Winter 
Dance.”

Annastacia Febriyani, transfer-
ring to Seattle University

“Probably when I learned that Sussman 
[Caitlin, SWAP member] won 2nd 
place nationally in this year’s League 
for Innovation Literary Contest for 
her essay ‘Rape culture:a timeline.’ Oh, 
and when it seemed like we made a real 
impact with the Women’s Forum issue.”

Casey Jaywork, interning at 
Seattle Met magazine

“I actually just got my acceptance letter 
to the UW School of  Public Health this 
morning! I think that joining student 
leadership. It has changed my life a ton 
and the experience that I got in student 
leadership has forever changed my life. 
These people are beautiful.”

Mutiah Musakarim, planning 
to go to UW School of Public 
Health 

“The most unforgettable moment was 
being on the Student Leadership and an 
associate of  CORT.”

Ryan Duong, transferring to 
University of Massachusetts

“Damn. I have plenty of  them. Being 
a member of  Student Leadership and 
having them announce it at last year’s 
Unity Fair.”

Wagane Diadhiou, transferring 
to Seattle University

“Making new friends in my classes and 
getting to work in leadership.”

Wai Wga Yeung (Renee), trans-
ferring to UW

“Working with the Student Leadership 
and meeting such fabulous and diverse 
people. Watching the projects that I 
have worked on making student lives 
better and being mentored by such 
amazing faculty members, such as Tracy 
Lai, Marcia Horton and Lexie Evans.”

Taleah Mitchell, going back to 
work full-time

“Staying in ASC. It’s the most fun thing 
here.”

Giang Du, transferring to Seattle 
University
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“Getting involved in Student 
Leadership. I have learned a lot from 
these guys and my English has certainly 
improved a lot since I have come here.”

Dung Pham, transferring to 
Seattle University

“When we raised about $250,000 for 
scholarships at the Foundation Gala. 
It was a really big accomplishment 
for us. Tuition rates are going up and 
scholarships are really helpful these 
days.”

Buay Riek, transferring to Maha-
rishi University

“Getting into Student Leadership. 
Being able to go to the Students of  
Color Conference. Having amazing 
tutors like Hadiya in my life, and also, 
having great psych professors like John 
Hester.”

Merrin Sheh, transferring to 
University of Rochester

“The moment that I learned that Josh 
[Kelety, SWAP member] would be 
bringing leftover pies into the offi ce.”

Caitlin Sussman, getting caught 
up on Game of Thrones

“Being a part of  Student Leadership 
because I have had the opportunity 
to work with such bright, young, 
interesting and creative people.”

Leah Remsen, transferring to 
University of Virginia

“When I found out that people that 
go to school here are radical and really 
open minded. I have found my home.”

Shela Usadi, transferring to Uni-
versity of Minnesota’s Carlson 
School of Management

“I think probably the connections and 
friendships that I have made with my 
experiences with CSP. It’s nice to be 
able to walk down the halls, smiling at 
people. It feels like a community.”

Megan Peterson, transferring to 
Mount Holyoke College

“For me, it was being a part of  CAB. 
My most memorable was planning the 
Halloween party because we had no 
idea how to plan events but because 
of  the great teamwork in CAB, it went 
well.”

Nabila Ramadhyan, transferring 
to Boston University

“When I took English 102 with Johnny 
Horton.”

Pei-Shan Wu (Sandy), transfer-
ring to UCLA

“Being accepted to Student Leadership 
at the Unity Fair last year.”

Julia Zinchenko, staying in Se-
attle and looking for internships

“Being able to work in Student 
Leadership as a member of  CAB and 
planning really cool events.”

Jesslyn Valerie, transferring to 
the University of Minnesota 

“Working with my other family in 
CAB. It was a real eye opener. Having 
awesome events with them. I just 
wanted to enrich the lives of  students 
here at Seattle Central because there’s 
more to life than academia.”

Erik Rios, transferring to Brook-
lyn College



The bookworm’s meow

he fi rst rule for visiting Twice Sold 
Tales is to watch where you step. 
The quaint and little used book-

store that is located on the southwest 
corner of  Harvard Avenue East and 
East Denny Way hosts two quirky cats 
named Eleanor and Smoo amongst the 
thousands of  titles. While the customers 
may come for the cats, they stay for the 
seemingly endless number of  books that 
are packed on the shelves, stacked on the 
fl oor, or placed high above entryways.

The store, which was once a dental 
clinic, is built like a maze, with different 
twists and turns that lead you to all sorts 
of  delightful goodies. Twice Sold Tales 
is a book lover’s dream and it is located 
only a 5 minute walk from the Seattle 
Central.

The owner of  Twice Sold, Jamie Lut-
ton, started by selling books out of  a cart 
at the Broadway Market. In 1990, Lutton 
made the move to her own store, which 
was originally located off  Broadway on 
East John Street. It was to be the fi rst of  
the three locations for Twice Sold. How-
ever there was a rough patch. In 2008 
the store, and many others, were torn 
down to make room for Sound Transit 
and the new Broadway light-rail station. 
Lutton wasn’t worried though. She re-
fused to give up and because of  that, six 
years ago she was able to open the cur-
rent Capitol Hill location.

Although there used to be two other 
locations—one in Queen Anne and 
one in the University District—Lutton 
closed both of  them: an unfortunate 
“sign of  the economy.” The collapsing 

T economy and aggressive property buyers 
who cared more about personal profi t 
and not enough about the small busi-
nesses or their owners were the two big-
gest reasons that the two stores closed. 
For the moment, the Capitol Hill loca-
tion is the one and only location. Lutton 
has stated to the Capitol Hill Seattle Blog 
that she has “no plans to expand or open 
new shops.”

As an avid reader, I must say that one 
of  the best parts of  reading a book has 
to do with holding a physical copy. I like 
actively turning the pages and smell-
ing the familiar distinct scent of  every 
bookstore that I venture into. And even 
though I personally don’t own a Kindle 
or any type of  electronic reader, there are 
many consumers who do. According to 
the Association of  American publishers, 
U.S. ebook sales have been soaring over 
the past several years. Electronic books 
are arguably more convenient for read-
ers, especially college students who are 
on tight budgets and rent or buy their 
textbooks digitally.

However, the need for paperback 
and hardcover books won’t die out any-
time soon. Lutton has accepted the rise 
of  Kindles and iPads but she is deter-
mined to not let electronics beat her. 
As she states, “Business is not great but 
it’s acceptable. I have a corps of  regu-
lar customers who keep me open and I 
still have eight years left on my lease.” 
From the looks of  it, Lutton has nothing 
to worry about and neither should her 
faithful customers. – K.M.

Katherine Morgan | Staff Writer
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Reuven Pinnata | Staff Writer

June 2014

The fault, dear readers, is in the Amazon star rating system.
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Cantankerous snob bemoans YA fi ction, cancer

nce in a while, a YA novel comes 
along and shakes the literary 

planet. Try typing #TheFaultInOurStars 
in your Instagram search bar and the 
screen of  your phone will be inundated 
with either heavily fi ltered, shiny photos 
of  the book or quotes in blue-and-black 
letters fl oating against some empty back-
ground. The last time I checked there 
wasn’t any tattooed quote yet, but I’m 
sure it’s right up the aisle. This is my fi rst 
concession of  defeat—for now, The Fault 
in Our Stars is the book, the omnipresent, 
eminently quotable book; I will give this 
book its due. Then, of  course, what duly 
follows is my explanation as to why I fi nd 
this book so limp and bland. So here—
before the mob takes me down with 
pitchforks, torches, and holy water—is 
my review.

First of  all, I see no justifi cation for 
why cancer has to be the main narrative 
drive. There is nothing wrong with using 
a heavily emotional theme as the founda-
tion of  your book, but be aware of  your 
accountability to that theme. We have 
to admit that with such an emotional 
theme, the least you can get away with 
is the reader’s sympathy. Anyone would 
easily toss away a book about a whiny, 
existential teenager, but with a book 
that touches on a sensitive subject, you’ll 
behave. So this is my problem with the 
book: it begins with a promising subject 
but brings nothing new to the table. The 
narrative framework is too traditional—
a love story between two teenagers, Au-
gustus Waters and Hazel Grace—and 
let’s admit it, we knew before we read it 
that one of  them was going to die. I’ve 
known people whose lives have been af-
fected by cancer and their narratives are 
far more complex. Cancer in this book 
seems to be just John Green’s convenient 
push-kill button.

My fi rst complaint ties up with my sec-
ond: the characters. I know, John Green, 
you wanted to strip Hazel and Augustus 

O

Editor’s note: This review 
contains spoilers. 

of  all the cancer-survivor clichés, but 
you were just being manipulative. Hazel 
and Augustus exist in this tied-up, exclu-
sive relationship just so they can just roll 
their eyes at non-cancer patients and joke 
about how they will never be understood 
except by each other. I begin to strongly 
suspect that this is the YA stratagem: cre-
ate something unattainable so the readers 
will pine for it, tricking them into think-
ing they like it because it is something 
they don’t have. In real life, cancer doesn’t 
always coincide with this “true love.”

My third complaint might be the most 
debatable, but I’m not buying into this 
he-is-allowed-to-write-like-this-because-
this-is-YA argument. If  a writing style is 
terrible, it is terrible. I understand how 
complex sentences and esoteric vocabu-
laries might cost literature its younger au-
dience, but there are many other authors 
whose sentences are simple but still so 
beautifully, truthfully crafted (go read Al-
ice Munro, Mr. Green – you have a lot to 
learn from her).

And oh, good lord, the pretension of  
it all. I have no problem with realism—
teenagers can be obnoxiously preten-
tious—but for goodness’ sake, make it 
bearable. Stop being so desperate you 
had to have Hazel wear a T-shirt with 

Magritte’s “The Treachery of  Images” 
on it so she can explain to her mother 
how the statement “This is not a pipe” 
is related to Magritte’s idea of  represent-
ability. Have your characters soliloquize, 
philosophize (or any other profound ac-
tivity that ends with –ize) all you want but 
do it beautifully. I thought this was the 
point of  art.

But perhaps I should blame this on my 
own expectations. I bought this book at 
the earnest recommendation of  a friend 
and she promised me that my eighteen 
dollars would be well-spent. I don’t con-
sider myself  an elitist; I believe there are 
many excellent books written recently 
that young adults can enjoy (Philip Pull-
man’s His Dark Materials trilogy, for in-
stance, is utterly fantastic), but I must say 
I have never been so underwhelmed by a 
book before. At the end of  the day, how-
ever, I’m not going to criticize those who 
like this book; I just felt there should be 
someone to voice dissent. If  there’s any 
wisdom I can take from the experience 
of  reading it, it is probably that when 
you set your expectations too high and 
get disappointed, such fall from grace—I 
don’t even care if  that was a pun—is go-
ing to leave you grumpy. – R.P.
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eattle, Washington, is known for 
many accomplishments: as the 

birthplace of  rock guitar god Jimi Hen-
drix; for the tourist hotspot, Pike Place 
Market, where Starbucks officially got its 
start; for that infamous rain shower that 
only seems to happen once you realize 
that you forgot your umbrella at home. 
On top of  all of  these marvelous at-
tributes, Seattle has some of  the most 
gorgeous parks in the Pacific North-
west. With the weather getting warmer 
and the nights getting longer, now is the 
perfect time to grab your bike and your 
best friends and see if  the grass is really 
greener on the other side of  the city.

Seattle Central student Jackson Quall 
had this exact idea with his friend, James 
Mitchell. Originally, “it had been James’ 
idea that he came up with while prob-
ably being drunk,” Quall says, laughing. 
However, once Mitchell found the offi-
cial listing of  every single park in the city, 
the idea became more of  a mission: to 
personally visit all of  the 400+ parks that 

Seattle Parks and Recreation maintain. 
With Quall as the official photographer 
and Mitchell as the park navigator, they 
set out to visit every single park, no mat-
ter how near or far. And that’s how the 
coffee-table book Reasons to Go Outside 
came to be.

“We always wanted this to become 
a book. We decided to do it ourselves 
because we have all of  the pieces: a de-
signer, an editor, etc. The only thing that 
we didn’t have was the capital to help us 
print it,” Quall stated. So with a fund-
raising goal of  $2,500 that was reached 
in only four days on their Kickstarter 
page (by the funding deadline, they had 
doubled their goal and passed $6,400), 
Reasons to Go Outside stopped being just 
a vision in the two friends’ minds and 
soon became an exciting experience for 
everyone involved. There were people 
who questioned why the two just didn’t 
make a blog about their adventure. “We 
felt that turning it into a blog would just 
cheapen and belittle the project and we 

S didn’t want that,” says Quall.
However, it should be noted that Rea-

sons to Go Outside is not a “campy family-
orientated book.” The book does depict 
scenes of  nudity and talk of  drinking. 
“We didn’t want it to be a cheesy guide-
book,” Quall says. “In fact, we wanted 
it to be an unapologetic representation 
of  us.” So who might be included in the 
“us” factor? Quall and Mitchell market 
the book to active Seattleites aged 18-35, 
or people who just enjoy beautifully de-
signed books.

So what’s next for the dynamic duo? 
“Well, we have entertained going to dif-
ferent cities and doing the exact same 
thing there, but at the moment, we don’t 
have any certain ideas of  what to do 
next,” Quall stated. Nonetheless, Quall is 
quick to say that he “loved the process of  
making this book and I can’t wait to do 
it again.” And we Seattleites can’t wait to 
discover even more Reasons to Go Outside. 
– K.M.

Reasons to Go Outside will be available at Elliot Bay Bookstore, University Book Store, and other independent bookstores around the city, as 
well as on Amazon and at the Seattle Bouldering Project.

Reasons to Go Outside
Katherine Morgan | Staff Writer
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ooking for feminist values in an 
opera seems to be an enterprise 

that is doomed to fail from the start. 
Opera is an elderly, traditional art form 
which began before the idea of gender 
equality had really taken root in the 
cultural mind. Most of the female char-
acters seem to be bound by the “ideal” 
of love—an ideal constructed primarily 
out of a masculine perspective. These 
characters are archetypical distressed 
damsels who do little but sing about 
their love for men, or ice-hearted mis-
andrists who must succumb to the 
flames of passion or perish.

The easy way out for a person who 
both adores opera and believes in gen-
der equality (like the author of this 
article) is to argue that, although char-
acter-wise these heroines are limp and 
narrow, the vocal burden rests most 
heavily on them (the main soprano in a 
bel canto opera has to go through at least 
one mad scene, which usually means 
ten to twenty minutes of non-stop sing-
ing). This justification is valid in an 
aesthetical sense, but what if there is an 
opera where one can enjoy the beauty 
of its music without having to cringe at 
its female characters? An opera where not only is the singing 
monumentally demanding but the characterization requires 
the depiction of a fully fleshed woman? One does not even 
have to look into the modern works of the 20th century; one 
can find it in Norma, a 19th century opera by Vincenzo Bellini.

To understand the character of Norma, it is important to see 
how she is presented in the beginning. She is a High Priestess 
who leads the Druids during their oppression under Rome, 
and her first appearance on the stage is not physical. Her 
name is evoked with reverence as her people anticipate her 
coming to begin their ritual. Her second invocation is tinged 
with fear and awe: the Roman proconsul (and Norma’s secret 
husband) Pollione confesses his infidelity and expresses fear 
of his wife. Then Norma herself appears, regal and messianic 
in her authority and her drive to free her people. This is our 
first impression of Norma; not a pale virgin ready to be taken 
by her male counterpart, but a powerful matriarch. 

Of course, the element of love is not absent, but here it is 
many-sided. Bellini’s conception of Norma is freshly modern; 
she is not only a wife, but also a mother and, more signifi-
cantly, a companion to Adalgisa, the priestess whom Pollione 
wants to leave her for. In their duet “Mira, o Norma,” we 
see two women who find peace, love, and sufficiency in each 
other’s company—indeed, a rarity in the world of opera. One 

can even argue that in the end, when 
Norma sacrifices herself—of course, 
somebody has to die—she does it 
for Adalgisa. In the penultimate 
scene, Norma announces that a cer-
tain priestess has violated her vows 
and must be punished, and to every-
body’s surprise, instead of accusing 
Adalgisa, she condemns herself.

The humanity of Norma emerges 
in the battle between her private and 
public selves, which is why finding a 
good Norma is indispensable. There 

have been sopranos who are vocally ad-
equate, but the primary interpretation 
of this role remains in the hands of the 
great 20th century soprano Maria Cal-
las. Singing Norma is not only techni-
cally demanding, it is emotionally ex-
haustive, and Callas takes the role with 
almost predestined mastery. Her voice 
evolves as the character changes roles—
she sounds authoritative and sacred as a 
priestess, tender and lyrical as a mother 
and companion, and freely furious as a 
wronged wife. With Callas, a line can 
be a revelation. Take, for instance, this 
line from the cabaletta “Ah, bello a me 
ritorna” when she recalls her joyful days 

with Pollione: “E contro il mondo intiero difesa a te saro” 
(“Then, against the world itself I shall be your defense”). Cal-
las sings this line with such heartbreaking acknowledgement 
of contradiction, revealing the conflict between her responsi-
bility as a leader and her frailty as a human.

There are several recordings of Callas’ Norma, and this is a 
suggestion of order in which you can experience all of them. 
The 1954 studio recording should serve as a perfect introduc-
tion; despite the emotionally uninvolved supporting cast and 
the mono sound quality, Callas is still in full command of her 
instrument. The 1960 studio recording boasts a magnificent 
supporting cast and excellent stereo quality, and, although 
Callas’ high notes are no longer secure, her interpretation is 
more refined—the emotions are more delineated and the tim-
bre of her voice has beautifully matured. The ultimate prize, 
however, is the 1955 live recordings (more than one recording 
exists) where Callas’ interpretation has significantly deepened 
but her vocal stamina is still white-hot.

Eventually, as a reviewer, I can only say so much. Norma 
may inoculate against your hope of finding an opera with a 
realistic female character, or it can be the beginning of a life-
long love affair. As for me, I am in the latter category and can 
imagine no reason why I would ever want to move. – R.P.

The Warrior and the Woman
Reuven Pinnata | Staff Writer

L Photograph courtesy of forum
opera.com

Callas in the 1964 production of  Norma by the Paris 
Opera.
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Writers congregate at Hugo House
Katherine Morgan | Staff Writer

f  you ever happen to ride the bus 
down to Capitol Hill and are look-
ing for a great place to meet and talk 

with other writers, then pull that bus cord 
and get off  on 11th Avenue. At 1634 11th 
Ave, you’ll come across a 16,206 square 
foot house with a banner hanging off  of  
the side reading “Richard Hugo House.”

The house, which has been standing for 
over 100 years, has quite a history under-
neath its roof. When its doors opened in 
1902, it was originally intended to be an 
apartment complex. A little while later, a 
mortuary and funeral home named Man-
ning and Sons occupied the location. The 
last owner of  the mansion was the New 
City Theatre and, in 1997, the founders 
of  the Hugo House—named after the 
famous Emerald City writer who “wrote 
beautifully about overlooked places”—
moved their project from the north end 

of  Capitol Hill to its current location, in 
the Central Capitol Hill district.

The Richard Hugo House started 
with a vision. Founders Linda “Jaech” 
Breneman, Andrea Lewis and Frances 
McCue dreamed of  a place where writ-
ers could “meet and build audiences for 
new work.” After starting a campaign for 
donations and meeting with profession-
als from the art and business industries, 
they earned the money to lease the origi-
nal building. Although the current build-
ing was bought in 1997, it didn’t actu-
ally open until late October 1998. Since 
the doors opened, thousands of  writers 
have brought their weathered backpacks 
inside, pulling out laptops, notebooks, 
Starbucks napkins, and their favorite 
pens. For thousands of  people, this place 
is more than a building: it is a sanctuary. 

Many of  the Hugo House’s exciting 

I

events have been centered around Wash-
ingtonians. Seattle-based Sherman Alex-
ie—author of  such notable works as The 
Absolutely True Diary of  a Part-Time Indian 
and The Long Ranger and Tonto Fistfight in 
Heaven, which recently celebrated its 20th 
anniversary—was a highlight, speaking 
about his childhood spent on the Spo-
kane Indian Reservation. Another great 
event featured the musician and comedi-
an Reggie Watts, who is also based in Se-
attle. Watts’ quirky musical performances 
have made quite an impression on a large 
number of  people, as he has appeared on 
The Conan O’Brien Show, Late Night With 
Jimmy Fallon, HBO’s The Yes Men Save The 
World, and many others.

Although she isn’t based in the Ever-
green State, popular author Amy Bloom 
has also graced the stage in the Hugo 
House theatre, whose website boasts 
that it can seat up to 148 people. Bloom 
has written four books to date, including 
Where the God of  Love Hangs Out. Her work 
has appeared in The New Yorker, Atlantic 
Monthly and The New York Times Magazine. 
Up until recently, Bloom worked in the 
department of  English at Yale Univer-
sity; now, she currently holds down the 
Writer-in Residence position at Wesleyan 
University in Connecticut. 

More than 85% of  the events at the 
House are completely free, although 
space will fill up quickly due to popular 
demand. If  you want to enroll in a class, 
you have three options: a teen class, a 
ZAPP workshop or a six-week course. 
You can register online or even call the 
Hugo House at (206) 322-7030 for more 
information. Like their motto says, the 
Hugo House is “a place to read words, 
hear words, and make your own words 
better.” There’s no time like the present 
to break out that pencil and write the 
next great novel. – K.M.
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A writer’s sanctuary in the heart of  Capitol Hill



June 2014 Arts & Entertainment 27

This recipe takes about a half  an hour to an hour to make, and is so delicious. If  you don’t have everything, substitute! 
I usually add caulifl ower to mine and always forget to buy limes, and it still tastes bomb. 

This is about 10 cups if  you follow the recipe correctly. 

Bring 2 cups water and 1 cup brown rice to a boil. Once the water is boiling lower heat to low-medium heat (1-3 on 
some stoves). Rice cooks about 20-30 minutes so make sure it is done and not over cooking. 

Fry garlic in olive oil on medium heat until cooked through. Add cubed tofu and fry until the cubes are golden brown. 
Add the broccoli and cook for 3-5 minutes, stirring regularly. Add carrots and cook another 3-5 minutes. Once the broc-
coli and carrots are cooked through (poke them with a fork to be sure). Add the rest of  the ingredients and let cook for 
10 more minutes stirring regularly. 

Add cooked rice and eat  it up! 

Delicious Fried Rice
Brenna Jean Richart | Student Contributor

1 tbsp sesame oil
1/4 tsp sugar
1/4 cup peanut butter
2 tbsp lime juice (juice from half  a lime)
3 green onions (¼ cup green onions)
2/3 cup cashews
1 can whole kernel corn

2 cloves garlic
1 12 oz block tofu
3 tbsp olive oil
2 cups cooked brown rice
1 1/2 cup broccoli
1 cups carrots
2/3 cup frozen peas
3 tbsp soy sauce

Calories: 347 g
Total Fat: 15.8 g
Sodium: 328 mg

Carbohydrates: 44.2 g
Protein:10.9 g

Undiscovered delicacies

ow do you approach writing a food review when, 
more than likely, the reader won’t have an opportunity 

to order the menu item being reviewed? As it is a learning in-
stitution, the menu prepared by the Seattle Culinary Academy 
tends to change on a weekly-to-monthly basis, giving students 
there the maximum amount of  experience. So, the only fair 
way to judge such a place is to focus on the elements unlikely 
to change and pass them on to you, dear readers. 

On May 7th, 2014, more or less on a whim, I sat down in 
One World, the restaurant run by the Seattle Culinary Acad-
emy, located on the Seattle Central main campus. I ordered 
the Cocoa Mole -spiced Duck Breast, and what follows are my 
impressions.

While at fi rst the wait staff  was a little timid (which can per-
haps be attributed to the little notebook I covered every time 
they came by my table), they quickly warmed up to me when I 
talked to them as equals and not as “servants,” as has become 
more common in fi ne dining establishments. They were atten-
tive, knowledgeable, and very personable, qualities you might 
expect at such a setting; however, the atmosphere of  snobbery 
also common in such places was completely absent.

My duck breast, prepared by Aleah Thompson, a 4th-quar-
ter SCA student, was awesome in the traditional defi nition: it 
fi lled me with awe. The black mole sauce added a bit of  spicy 

H
T.S. Loya | Student Contributor

aftertaste to everything I added it to. Lastly, the Tangerine 
Herb Risotto topped with a Rhubarb Pico had enough fl avor 
and citrus tang to stand on its own merit, as well as serve as an 
outstanding complement to the duck. I stand assured future 
menu selections will meet the same amazing palate expecta-
tions, and being non-GMO doesn’t hurt either.

Most culinary institutes are fi ercely independent and go to 
great pains to separate themselves from their peers, as well as 
their competition, but the Seattle Culinary Academy doesn’t 
just sit nestled in as a part of  the Seattle Central campus. The 
students there consider themselves to be students of  Seattle 
Central as well. It serves as a little bit of  nice to be had easily 
without a dress code: great for a casual meal with friends with a 
desire to be spoiled, or when you just want to have something 
higher-quality for a spur-of-the-moment date or meeting.

If  you are a student here and haven’t eaten there at least 
once, I highly recommend it. The food is great, the atmosphere 
is relaxed, the music selection falls under a varied defi nition of  
“classical,” and don’t read that as restricted to instrumental, 
and it is staffed by peers. I might add it also seems to be a good 
place to pick up on conversations by the college administra-
tion that assume a student wouldn’t be eating there, but that 
would be improper of  me, wouldn’t it? – T.S.L.
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“the three tigers” by Lalita Thardomrong
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when the daybreak’s divided by doses
and injections to blind our lives’ deceptions,
counting the track marks of proactive anesthetics
and cerebral impediments to the soundless epistolary
resounding on the walls of our private cells;
when the irrepressible spurns at every third thought,
bleeds through our cavities onto the landscapes
that seek their sovereignty from the crimson memory
blotching the pavement and blank embankments
with faces sullen and derisive;
when the sirens of the bleak call on us to sleep
and breathe for once blissfully,
retreat from the pollen hours spent staring
at the progression of shadows across the cracks
in the street and the grating of the sewers
until everything is melatonin black;
when waking up in thickets whispering,
“Your veins will flow to none,”
becomes as casual as the sun
and over half our time eludes us under agony,

carnival misanthropes, red streamers and cannons,
enshroud the chalk outline in cackling calamities.
a damask little girl and her pill-painted cheeks
slap broad white curves on the lips of weekdays’ deceased,
corpses in robes of us and our apathy.
“No more!” we may sputter, the tears in our teeth,
but more and more the animals crawl underneath,
infecting our cut-up feet with festering smiles
and chortles hung on meat hooks for public viewing.
the ringleader broods all the while then beckons us near
by the despair on our collars; his breath reeks
of disease poignant as nostalgia could ever please,
and he raises his splintered cane toward the end of the tent,
the circus-striped hallway where the freaks melt and retire,
the path of cleft afterbirth and its promised resignation:
there’s nothing left but laughter.

Nothing Left But Laughter
Alex McMahon : Student Contributor

Wrath makes him deaf.3 Henry VI (1.4.54)
 
I dream2 imagine how luxuria my life 2B
the essence of superbia fills up in thee
I summon thy ira II banish all AVIRITIAN THIEVES
 4-ndulging that of Gluttony U’ve sinc3 left Acedia
U often live in Despair, nSLOTH U became
Neglecting that of why you came. . .

#Shakespeare#moderndays
Rigor Facun : Student Contributor
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The morning of his departure 
had come but the cat was 

gone. He had a feeling that it had 
wandered into the woods, prob-
ably somewhat enchanted by the 
trunks of the trees showing dark 
and glistening through the mist. 
The woods were directly behind 
his house because his father never 
bothered to square off the back-
yard fence. On both sides white 
planks lined up like rotting teeth, 
leading up to the first line of trees.

He went to the window and 
placed his elbows on the sill. 

The cold on his eyes was a pleasant 
sensation; he was always surprised 
by its delicate, neutral touch. His 
eyes tried every vague silhouette 
that stood against the dark clus-
ters of the leaves but he could not 
find the cat. He stepped out of his 
room and went down to the back 
porch. Facing the sight of the mist-
covered trees, he felt a trill of ap-
prehension. He should probably 
be scared. He should have been 
imagining pale, moaning creatures 
lurking behind each tree but at 
that moment there was a sadness 
in him that seemed to quiet down 
these images.

As soon as he was in the woods, 
he forgot about the cat. He 

glanced over the moss that spread 
over the wet rocks and the fallen 
leaves plastered stark against the 
ground. He carefully paced among 
them and he began to think about 
his mother. She was perhaps asleep 
back in the house or perhaps she 
was awake. He remembered smell-
ing the mild irritant smell of bleach 
when she was hanging damp 
sheets in the backyard. Behind 
each sheet, against the sun, her 

shadow with her hands stretched 
out to set the pegs, she chattered. 
He smiled although she could not 
see him and replied.

There was a mound of black-
berries on a stone and each 

was sprayed with mist. He took 
a loop of string that he remem-
bered was in his coat. He picked a 
blueberry and with one end of the 
string pierced its ripe skin. As he 
pulled the string through it, the 
flesh of the fruit left a dark blood-
like trace.

Dawn was perhaps only a 
half-hour away; its coming 

crawled on his east-turned back. 
The way before him rose in an easy 
slope and the cold, unbreached 
smell of the soil was sharp in his 
nose. He spotted a bush and, part-
ing the brambles with tentative fin-
gers, he saw a raspberry, smacking 
red and hanging, like a shrunken 
lung. In his mouth, he crushed it 
carefully apart, collecting single 
bulbs that settled here and there 
with his tongue, and with its dex-
terity rolled each out between his 
teeth and gnashed it as if in pun-
ishment, saving the last one. He 
picked it out and strung it along 
with the blueberry, not without a 
feeling that he had just knifed an-
other flesh. He decided that he was 
making a gift for his sister.

The room where his sister slept 
was warm. He knew because 

there was one rare morning when 
she had left for school and there 
was no one at home and he had 
slept in it, pushing his chilly feet 
through the snug folds of her blan-
ket. It fell to all sides and he felt 
safe. He turned and pressed his 
nose against where she had laid 

her head. The smell was soft and 
blunt. That morning, he remem-
bered, he had slept again.

He knew that as he was go-
ing deeper, he was going no-

where. But he could go to the river. 
He could lie beneath the water, on 
the stones of the river, letting the 
cold find its place in the nooks of 
his flesh. Then he would not have 
to cringe; he could just be still. 
God, how he would devise an irre-
versible moment!

The trees had always been 
beautiful as before, as lonely 

and as silent. Suddenly he realized 
that they meant nothing to him. He 
remembered that he still had not 
found the cat. The string began to 
take a sullen look and he began 
to realize what a pointless, incon-
gruent thing a pair of berries on a 
string was. He swatted every bush 
he could find with his raw hands, 
kicked at brambles, and after some 
time, he began to moan. He some-
how recalled the story of the boy 
who cried wolf. But the wolf would 
not come and the people would not 
believe; the boy was held in one 
moment of hanging, torturous sus-
pense. And in that stretched in-
stant, he would never know which 
would bring more relief: the peo-
ple’s rigid scorn or the wolf’s con-
suming lust.

As he walked back, he set his 
eyes on where his house was. 

He began to see the ashy porch 
steps and as the house grew in 
his eyes—the paint flakes falling 
like shed skin, the windows hoary 
with frost, the door leaning in the 
frame like a sage no one listened 
to—a speck in the picture caught 
his eyes. The cat slunk out of the 

Suspense
Reuven Pinnata : Staff Writer
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shadow from under the rocking 
chair. It came to him and curved 
its body around his leg and purred. 
Something flashed in his mind and 
he kicked the cat loose. It looked 
up at him and, as if in tiredness 
and pity, purred. He stared at those 
eyes, so natural in their largeness, 
and bending down, tied the string 
around its neck. His sister would 
find it later; let her wonder because 
he too did not know. 

The living room was bare and 
shadows still lurked in its 

corners. He looked at the clock on 
the kitchen counter. It seemed as 
if it was still asleep; so gently was 

it ticking. He thought about how it 
had stood there for all this time and 
how nothing would ever change for 
it. Chairs were scattered around 
the table and their seats were aged 
with the sitting of distant people. 
The passage of time was straight 
and bare and had no corners. A 
change was standing before him 
and it was far larger than any he 
had ever known. What was before 
him now would be thousands of 
miles away and there would be mo-
ments when, in a shudder before 
he woke up, he would think he was 
still in his own bed back at home.

He climbed back to his room 
and silently closed the door 

behind him. He did not need to 
have his reason now. After all, per-
haps that was why he was going: 
to find his reason. He looked at his 
bed, tousled like a child’s morning 
hair, and for a moment of warm 
comfort he had a thought. If the 
days that had passed were swift, 
surely the days to come would also 
be as swift. In his bed he heaved 
the blanket over himself and, as if 
his hour of departure was still long 
in the coming, he fell back asleep.
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Childish Things Turning Colors

I grew up in a Catholic family, but it never stuck 
with me. I remember bits and pieces of the Bible, 

but for me it’s something to paraphrase, not quote 
directly. Along with the Quran and Torah, they’re, to 
me, merely books with universal life lessons; analo-
gies and parallels we can draw to our own life expe-
riences to find a meaning that may have otherwise 
escaped our attentions. In the Bible, 1st Corinthians 
13:11 says that when you are no longer a child you 
are to put away childish things. In the case of my 
life, and I assume many others, these things were not 
just our toys. Our childish things included innocence 
of action and speech, blind acceptance of the world, 
and only caring how well our peers played with one 
another. We were all kids once; we didn’t know any 
better.

Growing up in Boise, Idaho, I never felt Hispan-
ic, but neither did I feel Cherokee, Spanish, 

Basque, German, Irish, English or French Canadian. 
My parents never made an issue of ancestry beyond 
the fact that my grandparents were my grandparents 
and they loved me. At one grandparent’s house we 
occasionally had tamales, and at the other’s we had 
German  Chocolate Cake for every birthday. That was 
the end -all, be- all of what my heritage meant to me. I 
was, after all, just a kid.

When playing with my peers occasionally the 
question was asked, and I always answered: 

one set of my grandparents was white, the other was 
brown. When it was a hot summer, while other kids 
burned, I simply got dark. When my dad was the one 

to come pick me up from school people noticed he 
didn’t look quite like their dads. No one ever said any-
thing about it, but then we were just kids.

The first time I was called a spic I didn’t even re-
alize I was supposed to be offended by the com-

ment. I kept right on doing what I was doing: playing 
with my friends. They didn’t care, I didn’t care; we 
were just being teased by those bullies on the other 
side of the playground. What did we care what they 
were saying? After all, we were having fun; we were a 
bunch of kids.

Eventually, though, my friends, who were predom-
inantly white, decided they agreed that I was just 

a little too different and began calling me spic as well. 
I felt unwelcome and betrayed; these people I had 
spent years growing up with were suddenly judging 
me for a thing I had no control over. You teased the 
kid who was smelly to try and get him to go home and 
take a bath, but being a spic wasn’t dirt you could 
scrub off with some soap and hot water. I had started 
to realize I wasn’t going to be a kid forever.

So I did what I imagine anyone being betrayed by 
their friends would do: I sought comfort in the 

presence of the very people I was accused of being a 
part of. Unfortunately, there was no solace to be had 
there either. In Boise pretty much everyone is white; 
you have to go looking for minorities. At the time, I 
honestly had no idea the significance of that; I just 
remember it took a long time for me to find a group 
of Mexicans at school to try and introduce myself to. 
I had to make new friends, since I wasn’t a kid any-
more.

T.S. Loya : Student Contributor
Editor’s note: this essay discusses racism and features racial epithets, and may be triggering to 
some readers.
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Up until that point a coconut had been a strange 
object that was shredded and sprinkled on top 

of cakes or ice cream, I had no idea a person could 
be a coconut. I didn’t even know a coconut had a 
brown shell. That’s what I was called, however, by the 
very spics I was identified as by the white kids. I was 
brown on the outside, and white on the inside, mixed-
race, belonging nowhere. There was no one willing to 
accept me. If it had taken me that long to find a group 
who was “brown,” how long would it have taken me 
to find a group that was only “half brown,” like me? 
It might have been lonely, but at least I wasn’t a kid 
anymore.

I began to get in fights. Bloody lips and bruised 
knuckles were par for the course. They became an 

expectation, not the exception. If people weren’t go-
ing to accept me then they had better leave me alone. 
If they weren’t going to leave me alone, then I would 
make them not want to be near me. My parents didn’t 
understand; hell, I didn’t even understand. I simply 
found an input that produced the output I wanted: 
fighting equaled being left alone. Kids don’t fight like 
that, or for those reasons.  

Eventually, I was pulled from Sacred Heart Catho-
lic School and placed at Garfield Middle School. 

Being a reasonably intelligent human being, even at 
that age, I learned from my experiences even if the 
lesson was somewhat skewed. I no longer openly 
shared my background, didn’t talk about my grand-
parents, and sure as hell never spoke one of the few 
words of Spanish I had picked up along the way. That 
had been the source of the conflict in my young eyes. 
I was learning, proof that I was becoming a young 
man. 

I appeared “white,” and that is what being “white” is 
all about: appearances. My skin was light enough, 

as long as I didn’t spend too much time out in the 
sun, and I had enough European descent that no one 
ever questioned me because of my looks. My parents 
already dressed me and taught me like everyone else, 
as did the public school system, so I figured I was 
set. I went from “brown” to “white” in the matter of a 
month. I had finally stopped being a “brown” kid, and 
started being a young man.

From middle school to high school, and even into 
the Marine Corps, I was simply a “white” man. 

I had learned social camouflage, a skill made much 
easier by my light skin. It took very little effort to fit 
in and I had very little to learn since the public school 
system had taught me all about being “white.” I had 
no measurable sense of culture to rely on or insist 
other people accept, I knew my numbers, enunciated 
properly, never stood out, never volunteered extra in-
formation, and sure as hell never challenged author-
ity. I was a good young man.

It wasn’t until I had begun to discover my “self” 
again that I stopped one of my fellow Marines one 

day in the middle of a joke about Mexicans. There 
hadn’t been some huge, life-altering moment, no pe-
riod of self- reflection that culminated in some real-
ization about who I was, and certainly no slap in the 
face by my peers to get me to accept the truth. Per-

haps it was a classroom instruction about the con-
cept of camouflage that made me aware of just how 
long I had been wearing it, and not the green and 
brown variety. I began questioning whether or not I 
was a good young man. 

He started a joke with, “You know how many 
Mexicans it takes...” and I responded with, “You 

know I’m part Mexican.” In that moment I couldn’t 
tell you what, if anything, was different that day. I 
had just had enough. I couldn’t even tell you what I 
had had enough of. Up until then I had just been an-
other Marine, and Marines are all “green”: not white, 
brown, black, yellow, or red, just green. I had chal-
lenged the highest authority the military could bring 
to bear on me: the perception of my peers as one of 
them. I had become a dissenting young man.

I had simply decided to unlearn the social language 
of being “white.” I didn’t feel any different, I didn’t 

act any different, and I certainly didn’t speak any dif-
ferent, but I was now suddenly ‘part Mexican,’ and up-
setting the balance of things. To me, it did, and does, 
feel like reaching for nothing to pretend I’m a part of 
a culture I was never introduced to, never belonged 
to, and honestly have very little interest in, but that 
wasn’t the point. The point was that I could, if I so 
desired. I was a poor example of a young man. 

I had a new language to learn, especially after exit-
ing the military where the expectation was for ev-

eryone to be the same. I couldn’t be just “that one 
guy” anymore. While I didn’t, and still don’t, identify 
as a Latino, I do now vocalize it as a part of my an-
cestry. This displacement of identity has made me 
more aware of my own place in the world, and how 
I, and many others, interact in it in a manner more 
pleasing to the “system.” The “system” that teaches 
us when we say “American” we mean “white,” when 
we say “polite”’ we mean “white,” by “educated” we 
mean “white,” and by “white” we mean “just like ev-
eryone else.” Homogenized, just like milk; another 
white thing. I was acting like an immature little kid.

While I consider the separation of my “self” from 
my various heritages’ cultures to be a neces-

sary evil because of just how many there are and who 
I have become, I do not believe that such a separation 
should be a necessity for success in this country. If 
there is one common thread in the various causes 
I’ve supported, groups I’ve joined, and marches I’ve 
marched it’s that you have to accept people for who 
they are. Their skin color, their thoughts, and their 
cultures are just as valuable as everyone elses’, as 
is my own hodge podge. I was acting like a rebellious 
kid. 

In short, it took many a long year and many a re-
alization to even understand I was speaking a lan-

guage other than my own, and then many more to 
learn to speak for myself, act like myself, be myself. 
In the end I’m going to have to go against the Bible on 
this one; I’m going to defend people’s rights to nev-
er grow up, to hold on to those childish things, and 
for people to have the opportunity to regress back 
to childhood. Even the toys should stay. Maybe we’d 
have a better world if we all acted like just a bunch 
of kids. I’d be okay with that. After all, I’m just a kid.
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Editor’s note: this essay discusses racism and features racial epithets, and may be trigger-
ing to some readers.

The art of passing and failing

“Please don’t give that baby a Black-sounding 
name,” my grandmother begged. My mother 

was about nine months pregnant and I was due any 
day now. Names had been tossed around and yet, 
none of them had stuck. Because the doctor had told 
my parents that I was going to be a girl, the only 
name that my mother had chosen was out. Emrick 
had been the name of my deceased grandfather and 
my mother had hoped that it would be my name as 
well, since she hadn’t gotten to use it with her first-
born. Sadly, the name wouldn’t have worked for a 
girl, so my mother was officially out of options.

Of course, my mother knew what a “Black-sound-
ing” name was. For girls, they generally started 

with a “La,” occasionally incorporated a hyphen, and 
ended with an “-esha” or “-dra” sound. To the Black 
community, these names were glamorous and car-
ried a sense of self-worth. However, to the white com-
munity, these names signified the complete opposite: 
they were the names of loud and obnoxious women 
who were most likely from “da hood.” These were the 
names on the tops of resumes that were promptly 
placed in the trash. My family had known this unspo-
ken rule. My grandmother’s name was Patricia. She 
named my mother Bridgette, who, in turn, named 
my older sister Adrianna. My grandmother wanted 
to give me a chance at success and she didn’t believe 
that it was as possible with a name like Lakendra or 
Moesha. 

Because of those beliefs, an actress named Kath-
arine Hepburn, and a great aunt in Cuba I 

was given the birth name of Katherine Danielle. My 
grandmother was incredibly pleased.

Throughout my childhood, I received constant 
remarks about how my name didn’t fit the 

Black mold. “Katherine?” my classmates would react, 
“that’s a white name. Shouldn’t you have been named 
Lakesha or something more…Black?” These remarks 
would even occasionally come from my black friends, 
who had names like Shabrea and Rashidah. White 
substitute teachers who had to apologize for butcher-
ing the unique names of my classmates would eas-
ily breeze over mine. They would smile as the name 
Katherine appeared on the class roster. They could 
pronounce it. I passed the name test.

However, no matter how hard I tried or how badly 
I wanted to, I couldn’t pass the most important 

test of all: the skin test. Just by the looks of me, I 
would’ve never been able to pass the Paper Bag test 
that was used in the early 1900s to determine if a 
Black person was white enough to gain acceptance to 

colleges, parties, jobs, etc. The Paper Bag test was all 
about passing – and clearly, in one area, I was not. I 
am Black, or “African American” to my scared white 
English teacher who didn’t want me to sue them over 
the assigned reading of Huckleberry Finn. Every time 
the word “nigger” was uttered—and it is uttered over 
200 times—my teacher would glance at me wide-eyed 
as if she was asking my permission before she let 
the word escape from her throat. Instead of granting 
her the permission that she was clearly looking for, 
I would just stare at my feet, avoiding the glances of 
my classmates. Considering that I was the only Black 
student in my AP Language and Composition class, 
there were quite a few side glances, and quite a few 
discussions where I was asked to give what became 
known as “the Black point-of-view.”

The appearance of my hair was another problem. 
My hair was deemed too “kinky” (or “nappy” for 

non-politically correct folks) to handle, so once a year 
I sat on the living room floor for about 3 hours in-
between my mother’s legs as she applied chemicals to 
my scalp in order to make my hair easier to manage. 
Once a year, I risked chemical burns and damaging 
my hair completely in order for a comb to go through 
it without any yanks or tears. For about six months 
out of that year, I’d be able to run my fingers through 
it. That was all that mattered.

My classmates had decided that I was an Oreo. 
I was clearly black on the outside but on the 

inside, I was “acting white.” I listened to Green Day. 
I didn’t know the latest rappers who had recently ap-
peared on “106th and Park.” I spent all of my time 
reading simply because I found books interesting. 
Suddenly, I was no longer just “Katherine.” Instead, 
I was known as “Katherine who is trying to pass.” I 
had no idea that these were bad things. I was ed-
ucated. I was generally liked. I had creative talents 
and my teachers thought that I was a pleasure to 
have in class, even though I would never stop talking 
long enough to pay attention to them. My skin or the 
natural state of my hair may not have passed but I 
was still somehow passing and I enjoyed it. I wasn’t 
considered a threat. I was an Oreo.

Yet I was still black; that I couldn’t change. I 
couldn’t change the way that certain people 

reacted towards me. I couldn’t erase the looks that 
adults gave me after I told that that I was raised by a 
single mother. To them, the fact that my father was 
never in the picture was evident. I was black. Why 
would he be in the picture? I noticed jokes from oth-
er students about how I would soon be mother to a 

Katherine Morgan : Staff Writer



They call this progress.

hunger
war
violence
property
exploitation
abuse
inequality

They call it progress.
For who?

For those able
to play the game.
For those who step on
our heads.
For those who grow
on other people’s lives.

Who cares?

It is just a human being
or maybe it isn’t even a human being.
They can give you a name,
a day of birth and a day of death.

But if you build your security
on someone’s pain
this will turn back against you.

They should be afraid of something
because big times are coming,
things never remain the same,
and those left behind
are waking up.

And we don’t leave anyone behind.

Diana Gener : Managing Editor
Those Left Behind
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horde of kids that I wouldn’t be able to take care of. 
I remember the countless boys who I adored telling 
me that they would never date a black girl. I remem-
ber those same boys eagerly wanting to get inside 
of my pants, simply because “I have never fucked a 
Black girl before,” as if I was of another species. I was 
deemed desirable because even though I was born 
in Gary, Indiana, I was Black and that is considered 
exotic to men who are anything but Black. I was al-
right to fuck but not alright to love. I was not consid-
ered human unless it was by someone who honestly 
believed that they weren’t racist because they had a 
Black friend. I was a novelty.

The fact that I am Black is logged into the back of 
my mind, only pushing itself to the front when 

the situation permits it. When two white boys yelled 
that I was a nigger out of their car window while I 
was waiting at a crosswalk with my Hispanic best 
friend, I didn’t know how to react. I stood there si-
lently, my heartbeat speeding up. I was no stranger 
to the word “nigger,” especially since I had been living 
in a predominantly Caucasian town since I was in 
the 8th grade. My best friend stared at me with her 
mouth opened in utter shock at what had just oc-
curred. “Did they just…” she asked, trailing off at the 
end. In that moment of pure racism, I shrugged my 
shoulders. Without taking my eyes off of the cross-
walk sign, I remarked “It happens.” And that was 
that. It had happened before, it had happened then 
and it would happen in the future. No white-sound-
ing name would be able to change that.

Am I ashamed of being Black? To be honest, it 
depends on the day. It depends on the rejection 

that occurs because of my skin tone, something that 
I couldn’t change even if I tried to.  I should never be 
ashamed of being Black. I should be ashamed of ev-
ery person who has ever called me a nigger or used a 
racial stereotype to somehow disqualify my feelings. I 
should be ashamed of the girls who remarked that I 
should treat my skin color as a prize and are willing 
to risk skin cancer to gain my complexion, but treat 
me as a person of lesser intelligent due to the same 
attribute that they are trying to gain. I should never 
be ashamed of being Black and furthermore, I should 
never be ashamed of being a high school graduate 
who is working two jobs in order to survive while put-
ting herself through college. 

I never asked to be Black, but I am. I never asked 
to be named Katherine, but that’s my name. 

I never asked to be made the spokesperson for all 
Black people, but occasionally that is the role that 
I play. These are the cards that I have been dealt. 
The system made it so no matter how I played these 
cards, I would lose. 

But that’s not how it will go. Instead, I plan on 
kicking ass and taking names and yours is the 

first on the top of my list.



Ave Maria
In this throat of resounding darkness
The lane feasted by crooked tress
Boughs breaking with heavy menace

Behold the shimmer at the end of a journey!
My head shall lie in the cradle of that stone
And my hands, folded like a swan’s neck,
Shall pray for a nightly repose:
“Emilia, do not sigh that sigh
Do not temper gentleness with grimaces of pain
Let the sadness of your mistress
Glide as tears along the strings of her hair
For unfailingly, unfailingly, like a good soldier —”

In this premature dusk where each breath is lost
To the unhearing ears of a nightly wind
A ransomed sigh for a mouthful of the choking dark

From what cold, from what light
Has these vestal walls shielded me?
Spared from what harsh blast of white
Are my clouded eyes?
“My father once taught me to pray
With a pressed heart and numb fingers
Injured knees, soft tears, alabaster cheeks
In the deflowering afternoon hue, colors curling inward
Emilia, so you must pray
Do not fear the coming of my lord
It is a painless, tender surprise:
A trembling course on the nape of your neck.”

In the hour of our death
In the blooming white come to swaddle us
In the quiet renouncing of our ways

Ave!

Amen

Reuven Pinnata : Staff Writer
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His body hit the ground and silence fell. Imme-
diately he was dragged away and we resumed 

working. The intense labor and hot sun continues to 
kill those around me; they are piled up and burned at 
the end of the day. The smell takes some getting used 
to, though I am used to it now.

It has been ten years since we returned to the sur-
face. When the war began humans made homes 

under the water; the seas protected us for many 
years from the bombs and the radiation. We learned 
to live without the sunlight, we learned to harness 
the water’s energy and use it to power our homes. 
We thrived beneath the waves. In the close quarters 
we learned peace, diplomacy. I was born beneath the 
sea, and peace is all I have ever known.

We don’t even remember what the wars were 
about; there wasn’t much in the history books 

we had as children. It seemed perhaps there were 
dozens of tiny sparks that ignited an inferno that did 
not quell for over a century. Some of the elders used 
to tell stories, but who believes the caressing words of 
the senile? We laughed at what they used to tell us; it 
was fantasy to live in the sun. We could not imagine 
the world above and had no desire to return. It was a 
mistake, our enslavement speaks to that.

We emerged from the sea in 2137 and made the 
long journey back to where we came from. My 

mother, father, brother and I found a boat and crossed 
Puget Sound. We arrived in Seattle and found the 
city had been demolished, the buildings blasted-out 
shells of their former glory. Trees had overtaken the 
sidewalks and parks, vines grew in droves across the 
faces of the buildings that we were told once housed 
millions of our elders. Animals roved the streets, deer 
bounded down Aurora beneath the blazing sun. It 
was so hot at first; it burned our flesh as we were 
unused to its rays.

The new-comers, in keeping with Seattle’s his-
tory, built another city on the ruins. A sky city 

ran its bridges and towers overhead, this new city 
resting on the bones of the old. The hope and ex-
citement I had felt vanished. I could see the look on 
my brother’s face: his eyes were dead with terror, his 
mouth set in a firm line. Fear coiled through me and 
tightened my chest. Still we sailed on and made it to 
shore.

They found us too easily, and we were not the 
only ones. The aliens had come to our galaxy in 

search of a new world; when they found ours desert-
ed, with naught but bodies of the fallen, they made it 
their home. They lived in the bones of our cities, they 
made their homes in the forests that had cropped up 
after so many years of being without humans. Then 
we came, the ones who had once tamed the world 
and nearly destroyed it. We came and were their sav-
iors, but they show us little gratitude. A drink of wa-
ter here, a slap instead of the whip is all we dare to 
hope for. Bruises and scars and fresh wounds cover 
my back and chest. I work almost naked in the heat 
and dread the winter. They will give us nothing to 
keep warm, simply tell us to work harder and that 
will warm us. Many more die in the winter, the elders 
more than anyone. Our stories die with them, sto-
ries passed down of the when Earth was a beautiful 
place. I miss times I never had as the light fails in 
their milky eyes.

We could not return to the sea, for the homes 
we had there had lifespans. They would be de-

caying now. I wish I could decay with them, rot away 
and be eaten by creatures of the deep. I would live 
on in the leviathans we had once watched swim by 
our bedroom windows. We would be together. I know 
nothing of an after-life. There were so many things 
called religions on Earth, but when we retreated to 
beneath the seas the elders decided there would be 
no more. We grew up knowing the oceans in all their 
majesty, the beauty of the deep without having to be-
lieve that a concentration of love put it there.

There was scarcely a struggle; they were smarter 
and stronger than us. They were ancient and we 

are so young by comparison, having only ever known 
one world. I miss watching the fish swarm around our 
glass dome. I miss the looming whales that blocked 
out the rest of the view until they passed, I miss the 
little fishes flocking by in their schools.

After their blood is drawn some are taken. Our 
friends, our family are spirited away to the sky. 

No one knows what happens up there, but the bod-
ies are thrown from the sky bridges weeks or months 
later with shadows of disease. I hardly mark the time 
anymore; there is no way to tell beyond days except 
when the seasons change. We pick them up, we put 
them in the piles, we keep working. The bodies stink 
in the heat, the endless droves of birds feast upon 
them. There are those the carrion birds won’t touch, 
and we don’t touch them either. They are the least 

Caitlin R. Campbell :  Student Contributor
Seattle: 2147
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human-looking and never end up in the piles. They 
are deformed from the experiments above, made vile 
by the cruelty and genetic manipulation in the aliens’ 
hopes of finding a cure for their disease.

The birds eat the eyes first. I look to the pile of 
corpses, now just a mound of bloody sockets 

staring back at me. I wish I could feel something for 
them, some pity or sorrow. I feel only envy, wishing I 
could die so easily. I see the old and the young, eye-
less and gaping. Sometimes I stare too long and earn 
the whip. Other times I see a body fall and someone 
lets out a sob. Whoever it is has not yet lost reverence 
for life, has not yet succombed to the bleak outlook 
that overtook me years ago. There is no beauty in this 
world above, no wonder. I cannot see what was once 
so special, even lit by the dim remembrance I have of 
the old ones’ tales. The weak ones fall, and I keep go-

ing. It seems I am stronger than most, working away 
the days and only stopping when my body fails me.

Us, the defective ones, were sent to the hills of 
what I’ve been told was once called Ballard over-

looking the former city. We are the ones who do not 
meet the genetic criteria. We, like fallen angels who 
can no longer sing, do not compare to those without 
flaws in their genetic makeup. We break down the 
splintered houses, tear up the sidewalks and clear 
out the bones. We sleep when we drop where we 
stand from exhaustion, we wake when they spray us 
with tear gas.

They drag the body past me, no more terror in my 
brother’s dead eyes. The birds begin to call and 

I hear someone nearby sob.




