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 Hi there, I lost my paper version and want to 
get apple pie. Do you have a pdf version so I 
can look up the address?

Joost van Amesfoort

We would like to offer our 
sincerest apologies to all 
the readers that were af-
fected by the  incomplete 
sudoku! 

Disclaimer: Scriptus is written, edited and designed entirely 
by the students of Amsterdam University College. The news 
magazine does not reflect or express the official views of 
AUC. Comments, questions and criticisms welcome at
scriptus@aucsa.nl. 

The proof is in the pudding: Leonard Wein samples 
apple pie in Koffie in Oost after reading Katz Tips
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Sandro Botticelli painted 
what is arguably one of the 
most famous and recog-
nisable nudes in the histo-
ry of western civilisation. 
‘Birth of Venus’ shows the 
moment when the Greek 
goddess Aphrodite (as her 
roman incarnation, Venus) 
is born, rising out of the 
sea on a giant clam. Bare-
ly out of the water, she is 
immediately clothed by 
a woman waiting on the 
shore (who had apparently 
been ready for her arrival 
and was already informed 
of her exact measure-
ments). She is also greeted 
by two angels, whose gift 
to her is a gentle wester-
ly breeze and a shower 
of flowers… Aphrodite’s 
introduction to the real 
world is one truly fit for a 
goddess. 
 Had she been born in the 
year 2012, however, Aph-
rodite would have had to 

face an entirely different 
world. The government sur-
pluses that once provided 
her with personal tailoring 
and weather services have 
all but disappeared in wake 
of the recession, and the 
Greece she once knew can 
no longer afford to feed 
or clothe her. As she waits 
in the water, expecting a 
reception fitting of her di-
vinity, she comes to the 
realisation that reality has 
something else in store for 
her.
Just like thousands of 
young people around the 
world, her introduction to 

the real world is a harsh 
one; nobody is coming to 
help her, to give her hand 
outs or show her the way. 
The truth is that she is 
no longer the goddess of 
beauty or love, she is now 
the goddess of those who 
have to fend for them-
selves. She embodies 
the current generation’s 
vulnerability, but also its 
perseverance in light of 
adversity- forever stand-
ing naked in the sea, a 
few meters off of some 
Greek island, facing the 
truth we all have to face 
eventually.

Eddie Stok

Each issue of Scriptus opens new portals for investi-
gating life and perspectives as gathered by students 
and members of Amsterdam University College. It 
hopes to explore new ideas, knowledge, or small 
pieces of brain food by integrating art, culture, and 
daily life as it relates to Amsterdam locals, namely 
young adults. We encourage our writers to tap into 
the realms of the everyday life through different lens-
es, in order to enable the readers to submerge into 
those realms and come out with a different outlook 
on things. Scriptus believes in providing news that 
are accurate, informative, and with a touch of hu-
mour. In this issue of Scriptus, The Naked Truth, we 
hope readers are inspired to delve deeper into their 
environment with a finer eye for detail.

 about the cover 
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hen I try to explain to foreigners what the 
Dutch ‘Sinterklaas’ is all about, the subject 
of ‘Zwarte Piet’ is always quite delicate. For 
those who don’t know, Zwarte Piet is the 

dark-skinned helper of the white-bearded Sinterk-
laas, and every year the two come to the Nether-
lands bringing gifts to children who have been good. 
But ever since I can remember, there has been much 
controversy around this Dutch tradition. A white 
man with black servants – isn’t that racist? 

For many Dutch people who grew up with this tradi-
tion, there is no easy answer to that question.

There are many arguments in favour of the idea that 
the character of Zwarte Piet is racist. It is a fact, for 
example, that during the 19th century, Sinterklaas’ 
helper started to gain the features of the stereotyp-
ical African of the time; features that were used to 
illustrate the idea that the ‘white race’ was superior 
to the ‘black race’. The black skin, frizzy hair, red lips 
and hooped earrings that were
used back then are still used today.

In addition, the servant-boss relationship between 
Zwarte Piet and Sinterklaas is a remnant of our his-
tory with slavery – not something that should be cel-
ebrating at all.

While some refute these arguments by claiming that 
Zwarte Piet is supposed to be a chimney-sweeper, 
the most important counter-argument often revolves 
around the idea of that Sinterklaas is an important 
Dutch tradition.

Although I generally like traditions, I think they are 
useless as an argument. One century ago, women 
could not vote. Slavery, a very long-lasting tradition, 
was also abolished in the end. Large-scale Halloween 
celebrations have traditionally never been a part of 
Dutch society, but they have recently become more 
popular. Traditions change.

What I think, is that Dutch people, myself included, just 
do not feel that it is racist. Just as Jan Postma states 
in the online magazine hard // hoofd, “I swear I never 
saw a connection between Zwarte Piet and skin colour 
as a child, they were two completely separate things”, 
we do not associate Zwarte Piet with racism, simply 
because we do not grow up experiencing it that way.

Unfortunately, just because we do not feel something 
does not necessarily make it untrue. Letting me – a 
white Dutch girl – decide whether Zwarte Piet is racism 
is as nonsensical as leaving the decision on whether 
abortion should be legal to men only. They will never 
have to experience it, just as I will never experience 
racism in the way that someone with a different skin 
colour does. My opinion should not be decisive. And 
if some people do take offense to Zwarte Piet, then 
maybe we should listen and consider carefully before 
we dismiss what they have to say.

Anne Koopman

Don’t ask me 
about zwarte 
piet...
W

EDITORIAL
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AMSTERDAM
 Small Cinemas              
Amsterdam is a gold mine if you 
like the little old-fashioned cin-
emas. They might not have the 
widest selection of films but they 
have a charm that really adds 
something to the experience. The 
Movies (Haarlemmerdijk, 161) 
is busy but charming and has a 
mixture of the big films (in Eng-
lish for the non-Dutch speakers) 
and more uncommon ones. It also 
has a restaurant if you are craving 
something more substantial than 
popcorn. Another nice place to 
go in the centre is De Uitkijk, the 
oldest cinema in the Netherlands 
with a prime location on Prinsen-
gracht. It is very small but has a 
nice selection of films and new 
ones introduced every Monday.
 

 Underground Church      
There have been various phases 
in history where certain religions 
were made illegal in the Neth-
erlands. The Dutch, being as re-
bellious as ever against authority 
found ways around this by build-
ing secret churches. My personal 
favourite of the hidden churches is 
the Begijnhof, historically a hide-
out for Beguines. To find it, walk 
along Spuistraat until you reach 

:HIDDEN

number thirty. Don’t be put off by 
the nondescript wooden door, it’s 
the right one! You will find behind 
it a beautiful, peaceful courtyard. 
Though the houses around the 
courtyard as well as the chapel 
have been replaced several times 
because of the city fires that used 
to reap havoc in the largely wood-
en city, you can still see the oldest 
house in Amsterdam, Het Houten 
Huis, and the 15th century En-
gelse Kerk (English Church) over-
looking the courtyard. 

 Live Music Venues        
If you enjoy classical music but 
never look into concerts, check 
out the Concertgebouw on 
Wednesday afternoons for the 
free concerts at lunchtime. For a 
jazzy alternative, head to Bimhu-
is on a Tuesday night. For a more 
casual, friendly bar environment, 
Café Alto is a diamond in the 
rough in that it is a nice place to 
have a beer and listen to live jazz 
in the touristic and somewhat un-

City-dweller Katz explores Amsterdam and 
shares her finds. In this issue she uncovers the 
many hidden beauties of the city...

begijnhof

The Movies Begijnhof

Katz Laszlo
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expected location of Leidseplein. 
These are popular among 
the AUC folk so perhaps not 
the most secret venues but not 
the most obvious if you are new 
to the city. For a wider variation 
there is CC Muziekcafe (Rusten-
burgerstraat 384) located in the 
Jordaan neighbourhood, with 
a different style of music every 
night ranging from Greek to Funk 
to Pop Quiz nights. Another place 
with a diverse selection of things 
to do is Hanneke’s Boom, behind 
Centraal Station.  It is a unique 
place, a bar built into an old boat 
with a waterfront view facing the 
city. You can go there during the 
day for a coffee and a sandwich, 
or one of their organised activities 
- for example the Yoga sessions 
in the garden on days where the 
weather will allow. There are also 
live band evenings organised with 
different styles of music and a live-
ly atmosphere always. There is an 
agenda on hannekesboom.nl to 
check before you go.

 Parks off the beaten track  
If you’ve spent any amount of 

time in Amsterdam you will have 
been to or at least heard of the 
main parks but there are some 
which might not be so obvious 
which are worth a visit on the rare 
but magnificent sunny days of Am-
sterdam. Beatrixpark in the south 
of Amsterdam is really lovely. It is 
generally quiet which is hard to 
find when the whole city is look-
ing for a spot in the sunshine, and 
has several different sections, the 
oldest part resembling a tradition-
al English park with little streams 
and willow trees, as well as little 
beach area if you want to put your 
toes in the sand. If you aren’t feel-
ing motivated enough to go all the 
way to south there is another very 
relaxing park called Frankendael a 
5 minute cycle ride away. This too 
has an estate feel to it with weep-
ing willows and water and very 
well kept grass, originally the gar-
den of one of the wave of upper 
class people who moved out to 
Watergraafsmeer to built a stately 
home.

 Jenever Distilleries       
Though Flevopark is no secret, 
it is a bit of a Mary Poppins bag 
in that there is more to do there 
than you would think, hidden in a 
relatively small space. It took me a 
while to actually go there though 
I had heard rumours, but  the Jen-
ever brewery ‘t Nieuwe Diep is a 
stone’s throw away, so appealing 
for the less energetic and has a re-
ally friendly staff. There is a small 
terrace overlooking a small lake as 
well as an inside area if you don’t 
want to face the cold. Don’t go 
there too late though, it closes 
at 8pm. If you are feeling a little 
more adventurous you could ven-
ture into the centre to Proeflokaal 
Wynand Fockink (Pijlsteeg 30), 
down a small street heading east 
off the Dam. It’s quite popular so 
you might want to get there near 
opening time (3pm) but it stays 
open until nine. The prices are do-
able at around 2.50 for a glass of 
gin, depending on how fancy you 
want to go of course. They also 
have workshops to learn how to 
make your own for the truly de-
voted, usually on Saturdays. 

‘t Nieuwe  Diep

Beatrixpark

Hanneke’s Boom

the Scriptus holiday bucketlist to get you in the festive mood

gezelligheid!

  AUC Winter 
Formal 
17:30 14/12

  Pink Christmas  
winter gay pride
19-31/12

 Amsterdam Festi-
val of Light
light projections on 

canals, light sculptures 
7/12 – 20/13

 Friday Night 
Rollerblading
every Friday, starts in 
Vondelpark, friday-
nightskate.com

 Christmas Tree on 
Dam Square

 over 20 meters tall!
 Jaap Edenbaan

ice skating 5 min-
utes away from the 
dorms

 Funky Christmas 
Market 
westergasfabriek 
22-23/12
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Solace threw a frighteningly fierce party at Bitterzoet, Spuistraat. The lady 
with fire in hand welcomed and dazzled guests, both with her flames and 
charisma. The excellent DJ’s Primo Disco, Bing Sep and Forward Motion all 
had great names and music. Despite the effort of amazing home-made cos-
tumes such as dolls, skeletons, vampires and a real-life Lichtenstein (see 
photo), the award for best dressed went to a life-sized whoopie cushion. 
Judging by the majority of hangovers and hook-ups, this Halloween party 
was a success. Next Solace party? Yes please!

halloween turns hello-weenCAMPUS
 LIFE 

AUC hit parade

1 - 3. Comptine D’Un Autre Été  - 
Amélie Soundtrack
4. Für Elise - Beethoven
5. Pirates of the Caribbean Theme Tune
6. Unknown Jazz Instrumental
7. Harry Potter Theme Tune
8. Mad World - Gary Jules
9. De Vlooien Mars/Chopsticks
10. Claire de Lune - Debussy 

The Art Committee brings origami to the 
people, taught by John Hoang

origami madness

The seen, the heard and some of the 
forgotten at AUC events and daily 
student life

1. When a woman asks whether her butt 
looks big, she's really asking you to tell 
her you love her
2. Flowers are always good; when it's 
going badly, they're good, and when it's 
going well, they're good
3. Nobody likes the dude that stands 
awkwardly in a corner refusing to dance
4. The most erotic parts of a man's body 
are his ears; it's all about listening, baby

uploaded by Jans Henke on Facebook 
AUC Wisdom page

Motastic            amozing           movalous                almost   

wit & wisdom
Jonathan Gill’s rules of relationships (for men):

the chart that documents the 
most popular piano anthems 
hitting the building this month

movember hits hard
Roughly twenty men took part in this years 
manly celebration (arranged by HandsOn), 
whilst raising awareness and  funds for testic-
ular cancer research. Facial hair sprouted from 
all sides of students and teachers alike, mak-
ing the building any mo lovers dream. Lack of 
facial hair did not prevent women from joining 
in: profits from Treat Yourself and Prof. Lindner’s 
baked goods were donated to the campaign in 
addition to various females sporting the faux-
mo. In the last few days, the AUC boys gained 
attention from the UvA’s Folia TV. One unnamed 
participant grumbled to Scriptus that the female 
faux-stache had more screen time than the real 
thang! Pride in whiskers has never been greater. 
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AUC bathroom life has never been 
more exciting. Signs normally stating 
“please dispose of your tampons in 
the bins provided” have been changed 
to say so much more. One helpful hint 
concerns the cheapest chocolate in 
Science Park (“mis-priced” Lion Bites 
in the UvA vending machine). Other  
signs encourage toilet users to write a 
line or two of poetry. One poet writes:

*poen = money

The sint will be coming soon
Hopefully he will give me some poen*

Then I can finally buy a tampoon

#TOILET JAMMING

ublishing your work has 
advantages! It’s fun to see 
your hard work and ideas 

be part of the community and 
inspire others. At the same 
time, if you submit or publish 
your work you get a first peek 
at the academic world, wheth-
er or not you know you want 
to stay in academics or are 
just curious about it. Especial-
ly for third years, publishing 
something in a magazine like 
AUC:Press would be a very in-
teresting thing to mention on 
a graduate school application 
as well. The goal of creating a 
magazine like AUC:Press is to 
stimulate the liberal arts and 
sciences experience AUC gives 
by sharing ideas from all fields. 

We heard from many people 
that sharing their work is scary, 
what if it isn’t good enough? 
Simple. Your anonymity is 
always guaranteed until we 
publish your paper. Therefore, 
why not give it a try? After 
all, we’re looking for both ex-
cellent and diverse papers! 
Peer reviewers won’t know 
who wrote the article they’re 
reviewing, neither will the 
academic staff who reads it. 

We’re looking forward to see-
ing your work and encourage 
you to sign up as a peer re-
viewer!

Elling: The Review of the SCREENing

aucpress.nl.

TAKE A BREAK 
FROM FINALS AND 
COME TO THE SHORT 
MUSICAL PERFORMANCE 
OF THE PERFORMING ARTS CLASS, 
DEC 17. EXPECT  DUETS, DRA-
MA AND HILARITY. location AUC   
18:30

On November 21st, it was time for 
the fourth event of SCREEN, the 
international cinema committee of 
AUCSA. Norway was the destina-
tion, and Gus Møystad, our mus-
tached tour guide. The Norwegian 
film, Elling, which strangely trans-
lates to Me, My Friend and I in Eng-
lish, was on our itinerary. 
The comedy tells the story of the 
autistic Elling who after the death 
of his mother, and a consecutive 
stay at a state-institution, gets 
appointed an apartment in one 
of the centres of Oslo. His new 
roommate is the lover of ladies 
Kjell Bjarne, a gentle giant with 
poor hygiene, but with a knack 
for making friends; he is in many 
ways the opposite of sensitive, 
organized Elling, who mostly just 
loves his mother. The film takes us 
around Oslo showing the defeats 
and victories of these two men.  
Elling makes you laugh not be-
cause they are the typical “dumb 
and dumber” idiots, but because 
they are just like you. Although a 
discussion  followed the screening 

on whether the movie accurate-
ly presented autism, everyone 
agreed that Elling and Bjarne’s 
struggles were easy to identify 
with. Many of us experience some 
sort of social anxiety from time to 
time. We can relate to the strug-
gles involved in our first sexual 
encounters, or the happiness felt 
after making a new friend. 
As an insight into our own pecu-
liarities, Elling was “fantastisk”. If 
this film is any indication, we can 
expect Norwegian cinema to have 
many more exciting prospects for 
discovery. Gus’ enthusiasm in pre-
senting his country to us, including 
its chocolate and politics, definite-
ly added to this feeling. The quirky 
Elling, from a country usually asso-
ciated with individualism and cold-
ness, presented us with a whole 
new side to Norway and was a 
great start into its cinema as well 
as a great addition to SCREEN’s 
events.    

Meindert Pieters

P

 ANNOUNCEMENTS      
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AUC in 
perspective

 day-care center for the chil-
dren of rich people.’ That 
is how former Dutch min-

ister of education Ronald Plasterk 
once categorized University Col-
leges. Although Plasterk’s attitude 
towards University Colleges has 
since changed, it indicates that not 
everyone is as excited about such 
a university structure. However, as 
the proud AUC students we all un-
doubtedly are, it might be difficult 

for us to objectively consider how 
the rest of the Netherlands sees us. 
More specifically, how students at 
the conventional Dutch universities 
see us. With this in mind, we decid-
ed to simply find out by asking sev-
eral students from Amsterdam and 
the rest of the Netherlands, what 
exactly they thought of AUC and its 
students, and whether or not they 
could see themselves being Univer-
sity College students.
Although most students we asked 
did know of the existence of Uni-
versity Colleges, several had never 
looked into the concept and there-
fore did not really understand why 
students would choose to study at 
such a relatively secluded univer-
sity. When asked whether or not 
they had considered applying to a 
University College, most already 
familiar with AUC answered that 
they had not. In fact, of those who 
know the concept, only one had 
seriously considered applying, and 
even he decided against it in the 
end. The most common reason 
given for this lack of interest was 
exactly what AUC considers one 
of its greatest strengths: its broad 
curriculum. Most students who 

‘A

Jasper Holleman asks those outside the bubble what they think of AUC

CAMPUS  LIFE 
already had a rel-
atively clear idea 
of what direction 
they wanted to go 
into at universi-

ty, remarked that in their opinion, 
University College does not allow 
students to focus completely on 
the area of their interest, also not 
allowing them to become as spe-
cialized as people who study a sim-
ilar field at a conventional univer-
sity. Additionally, the students did 
not seem to consider the idea of 
having attendance taken at every 
lecture to be particularly appeal-
ing, to put it mildly. Interestingly 

enough, students who had not 
really understood the concept of 
University College before, indicat-
ed relatively more often that they 
would have considered applying to 
AUC had they known more about it 
at the time they were making their 
choice.
When asked about the internation-
al focus and atmosphere at AUC, 
virtually all students replied that 
they would have liked to have such 
high numbers of international stu-
dents around. However, several did 
state that they would have a hard 
time having to speak and listen to 
English the entire day, inside and 
outside of the classroom. In other 
words, having international stu-
dents around would be interesting, 
but only if they spoke Dutch. Sadly, 
Dutch is not as useful in nearly all 
parts of the world and for anyone 
not planning on living in the Neth-
erlands for the rest of their life, so 
international students with high 
levels of Dutch are obviously hard 
to come by. This conclusion hav-
ing been drawn, several students 
said that this had or would have 
convinced them to choose against 
studying at AUC.

Despite the location of the AUC 
building (next to one of the build-
ings of the University of Amsterdam 
in Science Park), only a small num-
ber of the UvA students interviewed 
in the survey saw AUC students as 
their fellow UvA students. Several 
were surprised to discover that AUC 
is actually part of the UvA at all. On 
the other hand, they did indicate 
that they saw AUC students as their 
fellow ‘Amsterdammers’, inhabit-
ants of Amsterdam. Even though 
we live on a secluded campus and 
could live our lives barely even leav-
ing the Science Park, the other stu-
dents generally believed we were 

well-integrated into the city. Some 
did think it would require more ef-
fort to really become part of the city 
than it would at more convention-
al universities in Amsterdam, and 
elsewhere.
All in all, unless we have taken a 
random sample of complete philan-
thropists, students do not think too 
harshly of AUC students. Although 
they generally would not have cho-
sen to apply to University College 
themselves, due to the over abun-
dance of English and the lack of 
focus in the curriculum, university 
students outside of AUC frequent-
ly state that they can imagine why 
others might, especially due to the 
international atmosphere, the cur-
riculum (ideal for those who want 
to focus on more than one specific 
discipline), and the high level of the 
courses. However, as AUC students 
ourselves, we should become more 
mindful of not being too focused 
on our small campus community. 
Refraining from peeking out of our 
bubble from time to time might just 
cause those on the outside to be-
lieve AUC to be the snobbier of the 
two child daycares on C. MacGil-
lavrylaan.
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In Four Fucking Flamethrowers and 
an Ant, we find a modern fairytale 
in a brilliantly composed visual nar-
rative. The artist’s hebamic inves-
tigation of the bio-psychological 
development of the child has roots 
in early post-neo-plasticism, but 
any seeming sign of a metanarra-
tive is rejected out of hand; the eye 
which stares not in, at the rotten 
bearings of its own structure, but 
out; the almost child-like brain mir-

All things quintessentially British find expressive senselessness in this 
critical piece by Rogerton Swank, a work of true, eclectic, postmodern 
sublime.

Our hyperbolic sense of self is 
questioned in this piece by mod-
ern artist 12-SAND with a semiot-
ic delicacy seldom encountered 
in artistic discourse.

Often expressed best during class, the ab-
sent-minded scribble is the perfect insight 
to our complex thoughts. The doodle ex-
pert, Gus Møystad, provides a critical read-
ing of the doodles produced by students.

rored by the demanding Ant Queen 
in the bottom left; and the sharp, 
threatening pencil of academic es-
tablishment. Meaning is fictile, and 
the enigmatically named Ess shows 
us this in some of his most visual-
ly forceful language to date. This 
does not prevent the artist in com-
ing with a valuable contribution to 
the ever-controversial debate of 
pop-culture violence and its effects.

Do you know someone who likes to 
doodle? Or do you dabble in doo-
dling yourself? Send a good quality 
picture with subject ‘Doodle’ to 
scriptus@aucsa.nl

Cute at first, this perturbing 
artwork by Mistress R achieves 
a zoochorous quality in its dis-
cussion of the human condition 
with such Artaudian sincerity 
that stays with the viewer long 
after leaving the comforting non-
space of the museum.
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hanks to good old Roland Em-
merich and his movie “2012” 
and other popular sources, 

we all know the world is going to 
end on the 21st December 2012. 
Aliens will invade the earth, the 
magnetic field is going to reverse 
whilst sun storms shall ravage 
planet earth. All the plants are 
going to kill us; Cthulhu enslaving 
us all. All of this could happen. If 
disaster movies did not exists, no-
body would not know what to ex-
pect in December. There has to be 
a reason why the Mayans stopped 
writing their incredible detailed 
calendar. 
One very simple rea-
son for that could 
be that the poor 
old Mayans ran out 
of stone to carve in. 
Contrary to popular 
belief, the Mayans 
did not exactly and 
in all detail predict 
future events. How-
ever, they were able 
to calculate moon 
and Venus cycles in 
great accuracy, something that re-
quires a lot of skill in face of the lim-
ited technology the Mayans had. It 
also helped them to know when to 
prepare for the arrival of demons 
and to time cleansing rituals. Just 
like we use our 
calendars- to 
time exorcisms 
and human sac-
rifices. 
The belief that 
the world would 
end in December simply stems 
from a misunderstanding, based on 
the number of different calendars 
the Mayans used. Though the Ma-
yans did believe that if there were 
no sacrifices made, gods would 
come and destroy the world they 
lived on (only to create a new one 
afterwards), they did not predict 
that to happen in December. That 
date would be simply the start of a 
new calendar, a new page in your 
diary, a new round of predictions 
and calculations. Someone appar-
ently even pointed out that the 

world should have ended months 
ago, because the Mayans did not 
count in leap years, because they 
used a different calendar system. 
You see, the Mayans were not that 
negative about December. But 

enough about the 
Mayans.
Next one in line 
for predicting 
the end of the 
world would be 
Nostradamus, or 

Michel de Nostredame, famous for 
predicting the terrorist attacks on 
11th September 2001. And the rise 
of Hitler and Napoleon. 
And the great fire of 
London, even though 
he died 2 months be-
fore that happened (he 
lived in the 16th centu-
ry). His most famous work is called 
The Prophecies. It was a fairly popu-
lar book back in his time, as his pre-
dictions were so vague and lacked 
any kind of dates that they could 
be quoted and applied to events 

anytime. The flexibil-
ity of his work was 
enhanced through 
various misprints and 
translation errors. As 
you can see, worrying 
about Nostradamus 
predictions is like re-
lying on your 6-year-
old brother to explain 
the relativity theo-
ry- he might come up 
with something, but 
it is not necessarily 
true. Nostradamus 
was nevertheless an 
excellent healer and 
wrote various books 
on medicine, which 
gives him at least 
one field of expertise 
where he was not crit-
icized by his peers (his 
fellow seers were not 
impressed by his skill, 
as they called him 
random and vague). 
Of course, this does 
not mean that the ac-
tual end of the world 

is not imminent, but was there not 
a lot of hype for the world end-
ing in 1999 as well? I do not think 
that happened either, depending 
on definition of course. In truth it 
is more likely that the Yellowstone 
Caldera will erupt spontaneously 
than that Nostradamus or the Ma-
yans were correct for December. As 
cynical people would say, you could 
also die crossing the street. And 
you do not worry about that all the 
time. Then why should you worry 
about the world ending? It might 
make way for the dolphins to final-
ly rule the world. Moreover, we all 

know what we have 
to do if we find out a 
huge meteor wants 
to hit earth: Make 
Morgan Freeman 
President of the USA 

and send Bruce Willis and Ben Af-
fleck up to detonate that bastard of 
a space rock. 

Nicole Boscher

T

That the world will  
end simply stems from  

a misunderstanding

21/12/12: you 
say goodbye 

and I say hello
how the Mayans and Nostradamus 

predicted the end of the world

SCIENCE

...it might make 
way for dolphins 
to rule the world
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what will you 
do when the 
world ends on 
December 21st?

“Party a lot and live life”

“We’ve got a lot of food.
 We’ve got it all figured out” 

“Have sex on the bar – if you are gon-
na die anyway you may as well try it. 
Go to Scotland, 
go to a forest and have great sex.” 

“I would build a 
castle in the woods with my brother, 
the day before the world blows up and 
then I’d be in it when it does”.

“Sky diving - I’d do it over 
Amsterdam on the 19th. It’s one of the 

things you have to do in your life.”

Leonard Wein and Danai Kostoula

with doomsday fast approaching (accord-
ing to the Mayan calendar) Duwoners 
reveal their last wishes...

Paula Misler

Leonore Hofhuis, Benine Buijze, Sophie van 
Dam

Toni Lampinen and Johan Veenstra

David ZieglerAlex Warenschein and David Linszen

“How can you have an opinion 
on just the world ending? I think if God wanted 

it this way then it is all okay. I think it is for a 
good cause. You shouldn’t be too critical of that 

kind of thing. It’s just for free.”

Rhona MacGuire
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an i’ll fuckin’ tell you: the Rolling Stones are 
the Appalachian Beatles, and they don’t even 
know it. Appalachians need the rough-‘n’-

ready of the Stones. They need that shit. All that ma-
cho and sweat and yelling. They fuckin’ need it, man. 
The Beatles, those sensitive souls, just don’t touch-
down here. Everyone’s just like: ‘Give me a fuckin’ nas-
ty guitar lick, a fuckin’ Bud, and let’s fuckin’ crush it’.”
“Reese, I like you better when you talk about mythol-
ogy.”
Reese did at times talk eloquently about mythology. 
Somehow, for a man whose neck is literally red, for a 
man who works in a drive-through liquor store (I know 
what you’re thinking, and yes, those do exist in places 
like Lancaster, Ohio), for a man who comes home to 
smoke weak pot and eat stringy, cheap steak, Reese 
has acquired himself a taste for the old Jungian arche-
type. Upon the fluffed pillows of some just-finished 
one-night-stand sex, Reese has been known to wheeze 
out the following to his bleary eyed companion: “You 
know [insert name here], all this reminds me of this 
one pre-Roman fertility myth…”
Reese and Dougie met three weeks before when Dou-
gie was on the fifth floor of the library looking for a 
poetic translation of the Tao-te-Ching for his Chinese 
Philosophical Literature course. This course was, up 
until meeting Reese, the sole redeeming quality to his 
time at a university so disheartening to a young man of 
tender and idealistic constitution. Various meatheads 
had affectionately named the fifth floor the “nerd 
floor.” Reese looks like a meathead, so why would he 
be caught dead up there? Because he is a final semes-
ter senior and honors student, so he gets a library desk 
at which to write his highly impassioned anthropology 
thesis. Why not on the nerd floor, he liked to justify to 
himself, at least it’s fuckin’ quiet and shit.
Dougie first saw Reese as he walked by his desk and no-
ticed he was typing away academically under the sub-
heading “Ziggurat Disco.” Now that stands out around 
here. Above Reese’s head hung something that caught 
Dougie’s attention even more. On a piece notebook 
paper, apparently ripped out heavy-handedly without 
the removal of the frills on the side (a lack of subtlety 
that does not surprise given Reese’s hefty paws), Reese 
had drawn a coat of arms: A pyramid with a lion climb-
ing up each side, each beast reaching one arm over the 
top to join with that of the other and together hoist-

CREATIVE WRITING

ing a torch into the sky that appeared to contain a dia-
mond floating on fire. Underneath the pyramid, Reese 
had doodled a crown of laurels and the words Spiritus 
Mundi. In the middle of the pyramid was an upper-
case “N.” Dougie told Reese that he digged his “crest.” 
Reese told Dougie that the “N” stood for Nieberman, 
his last name. Later the two ended up downstairs in 
the library cafe where they met upwardly mobile Ker-
ala native Bhai Shabin Raj, president of Princeton’s 
Student Atheist Union, who was visiting his girlfriend 
Prachi at Denison. Over a couple of cinnamon-nutmeg 
lattes, Reese and Dougie defended the religious side of 
things against Bhai Shabin Raj’s furious channeling of 
Dawkins’ The God Delusion. Afterwards, Reese went 
to work at the local drive-through liquor store while 
Dougie went to his Macbook to look up something on 
Confucius.

“Mythology? I was just telling you about the Stones 
and their cred ‘round here.”
“Sorry, man. It’s just like I had to get off campus and 
now here we are talking about fucking crushin’ it.”

Jungle Juice 

“M

Daniel Molloy
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“Yeah, well. Dude, you can’t just never fuckin’ crush it 
in your life, man.” Reese chortles like a Disney-animat-
ed toad. 
Dougie just can’t take the joke right now, so they cruise 
in the silence that arises. Dougie’s driving his black Vol-
vo sedan that he brought out to Ohio because general-
ly he gets some of his most sanity-preserving moments 
of peace and reflection on lat night drives. He turns up 
the radio.
“Shawtay got them appple bottom jeans, boots with 
the fur (with the fur!), and the whole club is looking 
at her.”
The song reminds him of earlier in the night, of the par-
ty in Shorney Hall. The freshman dorms, aka “Horney 
Shorney,” played host to yet another gathering around 
the “jungle juice”—also known as “tha drank”— a will-
ingly imbibed mixture of Kool-Aid, vodka, and rohyp-
nol. Crunk rapper Lil John’s “Get Low” inarguably pro-
vides the anthem for a night like this in Shorney: “From 
the windows to the walls, till the sweat drop down my 
balls, ah skeet skeet motherfucker, ah skeet skeet!” 
And, for the record, “skeet” means “ejaculation.”  
Dougie, only a month-and-a-half into his first semes-
ter at Denison, was still getting to grips with the un-
savory reality that a) this was the only thing to do on 
campus besides studying and prayer and b) he was just 
not built to “get low.” Thus, out of curiosity, boredom, 
and a growing resignation that the jungle juicing was 
happening directly on the floor above his dorm, Dou-
gie had walked into the party. As always at such oc-
casions, his roommate Max was there. Max was from 
Idaho and, part of the Campus Republicans, organized 
pro-McCain events on campus. Max liked to “hunt wild 
game” in all of that phrase’s connotations, and he also 
liked to “shotgun beers,” which does not mean shoot-
ing beers with a shotgun (although he probably would 
like that too), but rather refers to the event of poking a 
hole in a Natty Light can while holding it upside down, 
and then opening the tab to shoot the beer out the 
poke hole and down one’s throat–in only five seconds. 

All of this has to be done without a shirt on, in the 
company of your finest bros, and with grand finale of 
hurling one’s emptied can onto the ground and belch-
ing out the sacred word: “AMERICA!”
“Hey bro, grab a girl.”
He truly meant grab a girl. Because that’s what you do, 
bro.
“They want it. Just go up behind ‘em and start grind-
ing.”
Max demonstrated. The room was so crowded that his 
body was in intimate contact with about seven others: 
two of which were his best bros, Remy and Nick, two 
of which were the girls Remy and Nick were grinding 
with, and one of which was a girl in a leopard-print 
cocktail dress that she had hunched up so that, well, 
nothing was left to the imagination. She had a fake 
tan and sweaty hair and her eyelids hung heavy over 
her baby blues. Max shifted his hips a little so that his 
groin made contact with her behind, landed one hand 
firmly on her hipbone, and puller her in close—all the 
while his other hand firmly grasped a red plastic cup 
filled with “tha drank.” Was that a grunt from her? Of 
sensual approval? Or the deepest despair? Neither in 
rhythm with her, nor in rhythm with the song, Max 
held fast to his partner and swayed back and forth.
 “Ah skeet skeet mothafucka, ah skeet skeet.”
Dougie no longer saw people he knew, let alone peo-
ple. He was suddenly in a shipping container full of pigs 
on a cargo boat. At the will of stormy seas, the claus-
trophobic pile was being thrashed from one side of the 
container to the other as heavy waves hammered from 
port and starboard, bow and stern. The swine were 
rolling and slipping amongst each other, squealing and 
gasping for breath, their food trough and waste pit 
overturned by the storm and lathering the pink fleshy 
heaving mass with filth.
         “I gotta get out of here.”
But before Dougie could slither his way out of the 
throbbing debaucherous lump, better known as a 
“party,” he bumped into Frankie. Frankie was a line-
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backer who had never really met Dougie.
“What the fuck is this guy doing here?” Frankie re-
moved his left hand from the hips of his partner in 
what Reese might well have the eye to see as a 21st 
century fertility ritual. Frankie was now guilty both of 
drank-driving and driving with no hands because, of 
course, he had in his right hand the reins of his trusty 
steed, tha one and only drank for him, that red cup 
stairway to heaven, ladies and gentlemen—and all you 
hoes out there too—give it up for that hypnotic nectar 
of the Amazon: JUUUUUNGLE JUUUUUICE!
With his left hand, the pinkie of which was adorned 
with an insignia ring boasting membership in one of 
the campus’ powerful fraternities, Frankie pushed 
Dougie on the back of the head.
“Look at him. Look at how small his shoulders are. He’s 
not a football player. He’s a fuckin’ pussyboy! Ha ha ha! 
Hey man, get the hell out of my party. This is a fuckin’ 
football party you fuckin’ bitch.”
Dougie just kept walking. Frankie gulped down the re-
maining contents of tha drank in his cup. The sound 
of some dudes chanting “Frankie! Frankie! Frankie!” 
followed Dougie out the door.
 
“Reese, my soul hurts.”
Dougie is in his car in the drive-through of Lancaster 
Town Liquor. He had hopped straight in his car after 
the party and driven up to Reese’s window. Dougie is 
looking at his friend through the bulletproof glass sep-
arating drive-through from cashier.
“What? Sorry man, I didn’t have the button pressed so 
I couldn’t hear what you’re saying.”
“Never mind. Do you want to hang?”
“Yeah that sounds cool. My shift is done at midnight. 
Let’s go for a cruise.”
“Okay, right on. I’ll just be chilling in the parking lot. 
Uh, can I get a cigar?”
“We don’t have cigars here. It’s Lancaster, Dougie. We 
do have these Smokey Joes, though. They’re kind of 
like cigars, except they have this plastic filter tip and 
shitty artificial flavors. They’re OK though. But serious-
ly, dude, if you want ‘em you gotta promise me you’ll 
take out the cancer strip. There’s this skin underneath 
the outer layer that’s mad toxic. You just gotta ease it 
out, roll the cig and ease it out.”
“Yeah, I guess I’ll take ‘em. How much?”
“$3.75”
“Cool.”
 
Dougie sits in his car in front of Lancaster Town Liqour 
trying to roll the “cancer strip” out of his Smokey Joes. 

He gets close with the last one, but as with the rest 
of them, clumsily breaks it in attempts to “just ease 
it out.” And yet it helps him forget his night for a few 
minutes.
Reese hops in the passenger seat. “Dougie. You won’t 
believe it. These guys in a pickup truck just came 
through. The dude driving was a real grizzly fella. He 
reeked of malt and had a sick drawl. He bought a 40 
ounce Natty and some beef jerky. Before he pulled 
out he asked me ‘You know Obama?,’ and I was like 
‘Uh, yeah,’ and he was like ‘You hear he’s ahead in the 
polls?,’ and I was like ‘Yeah.’ And then he said ‘Well 
that’s because the workin’ people haven’t come out 
to vote yet!’ And then he just cackled and peeled out 
of there.”
“People ‘round here are crazy.”
“All of ‘em. Totally crazy. When I graduate, I’m goin’ 
straight to New York. And you’ll be hot on my trail, 
Dougieboy—only three more years.”

“Three-and-a-half. How will I ever manage?”

Dougie starts up the car, Reese turns on the radio, and 
they pull out of the parking lot.
I can’t get no, satisfaction, but I try, and I try, and I try.
Reese tells Dougie about the Stones in Appalachia, but 
Dougie can’t deal with it for some reason. He turns 
down the radio, thinks for a while, and then turns it 
back up. Shawtay got those. Reminded of the party, 
Dougie pulls over to the side of the road. He rests his 
forehead in his palms. Reese looks over soft and con-
cerned.
“Dougie, what’s up?”
Dougie firmly clutches the bridge of his nose between 
his thumb and forefinger and squeezes his eyes shut. 
His face is so tight it’s trembling. The knuckles on his 
hand go white. He lets out a long and thick exhale.
“Reese.”
Tighter, heavier. Dougie cringes forward like a sick dog 
and places the top of his head on the steering wheel.
Reese is still. His gaze tender and steadfast on his 
friend.
Dougie lets out a sharp breath, sits back, and opens his 
eyes. He looks up at the roof of the car, mouth hanging 
open.
“Reese, my soul hurts.”
Reese slowly turns and places a hefty paw on Dougie’s 
shoulder. Dougie feels his face tingle and eyes well up 
for the first time since high school.
“Me too, man. Me too.” Reese pauses. “But at least we 
feel that shit.”
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he construction had started long before I was born 
and it had kept going for the first half of my life. 
Regularly I would hop towards it, inspecting the 

humans at their craft. They have much to learn from 
rabbits, I feel. They work slowly, and they seem more 
preoccupied with music, food, and the female humans. 
My fathers told me how it had taken them four rab-
bit-years just to form the structure of the building. Us 
rabbits can create countless new generations within 
that time. Just saying.
There were humans migrating to the building every 
day. My wives said I should refrain from trying to dis-
cover their secrets, but I could not help it, they fasci-
nated me to no end. My children and siblings thought I 
was strange for liking the humans so much. I could nev-
er stop going on about them, even after uncle Bobbity 
had been flattened by one of those big rolling things 
in which humans sit to strike terror into the hearts of 
their planet-sharers. Did you know they keep inventing  
new versions of those things? I had even seen small 
ones with two wheels, some of which are faster than 
others, and they can be just as lethal. The humans are 
good at creating evil things and then accepting them as 
part of their daily lives.
I knew I would never be able to properly study the hu-
mans in the safety of the warren, so I ventured out-
side one day, ignoring the wishes of my peers Maybe I 
should have taken their requests more seriously. I had 
barely hopped one rabbit-league when a female hu-
man shrieked and tried to catch me, most likely to use 
my fur for her new extra-skin or put strange liquids in 
my eye to test her new extra-face. I panicked and ran 
back home as fast as I could.
Night investigation seemed like a better plan, as hu-
mans lose their vision when darkness falls. The build-
ing looked strange without the usual flock of humans 
surrounding it – brown and imposing, no sense of rab-
bitity. I did not teach me much, unfortunately. There 
was no grand prize to find, just a building. I sighed, 
thinking how with every new discovery I made I dis-
tanced myself further from true knowledge.
I was in a daze when I started my journey back to the 
warren. Perhaps I should have seen it coming. It hurt 
only momentarily; death had come very quickly to me. 
Had I been alive longer I would have heard the laugh-
ter of the death-roller rider and the angry response of 
his passenger. I wish I would have been able to expe-
rience it, if only just for a while, being so visible to the 
humans. They migrated past me, ignoring me, staring 
at me, feeling disgust, discomfort, sadness. For once, 
they were as curious to know me as I them. For once, I 
was their mystery.

The Curious Rabbit’s 
Unfortunate 

Investigations
Renée Jansen

T
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ART & CULTURE
ired of Amsterdam? 
Take a train and es-
cape to the quaint 

city of Leiden. Only an 
hour away from Science 
Park lies another pearl of 
the Golden Age. To make 
your day worth your 
money, buy a latte at es-
presso bar De Catwalk 
(Steenstraat 30) which 
you cross on your way to 
most museums, and stroll 
along the 17th century 
houses down the Rapen-
burg (canal) to the Dutch 
National Museum of An-
tiquities (Rijksmuseum 
van Oudheden, RMO). 
Mind you: Leiden is a min-
iature version of Amster-
dam! Canals are shorter 
and narrower and canal 
houses have a few sto-
ries less than in Amster-
dam, nevertheless, you 
will never come across a 
more beautiful and proud 
city like Leiden. 
The RMO hosts a great 
collection of antique ob-
jects from the Ancient 
Egyptians, the mytholog-
ical Greeks and Romans, 
the oriental Near East 
and the Netherlands. The 
RMO is very child-friend-
ly, so great for a visit 

when your family comes 
over!
Besides their permanent 
collection the RMO now 
hosts a cross discipline 
exhibition called “Holly-
wood’s Egypt”. This exhi-
bition covers the way in 
which Ancient Egypt was 
portrayed throughout the 

history of cinema and is 
thus a cross discipline 
exposition: it draws anal-
ogies between history, 
archeology, film, and art 
history. Both film and ar-
cheology were increasing 
in interest and technolo-
gy in the beginning of the 
20th century and as for 
now, Ancient Egypt has 
been a rewarding subject 
in feature films for over 
a hundred years now al-
ready. 
The RMO touches upon 
interesting facts and 
shows the audience a 

Sophie van Dam &
 Bénine Louise Buijze

Hollywood’s 
Egypt

T

Entrance: €9,00 or free with a Museum 
Card. 
Opening hours: Tuesday to Sunday 
10.00 - 17.00. 

Rijskmuseum van Oudheden 
Rapenburg 28, Leiden. 

Hollywood’s Egypt lasts until March 
17th, 2013.
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wide variety of media. 
By showing ancient 
Egyptian artifacts from 
their own collection, 
the RMO explains the 
visitor what is truthful-
ly reenacted Egyptian 
Hollywood films, and 
what is invented for 
the sake of drama and 

tragedy, combining 
film extracts, costumes 
and ancient artifacts 
to the extend that you 
hardly know what is a 
prop and what is a gen-
uine Egyptian object. 
Want to get caught 
up in between histo-
ry, mystery and fiction 
feature film? Hop on a 
train and pay the RMO 
a visit!
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ate November saw 
the launch of H&M’s 
latest design collabo-

ration with the legendary 
Belgian house Maison 
Martin Margiela. Estab-
lished in the 1980s, the 
mysterious designer, 
whose image just recent-
ly leaked online, creat-
ed fashion that radically 
went against the glam-
orous, designer-centred 
culture, embodied at 
the time by brands such 
as Dolce & 
Gabbana. La-
beling was fa-
mously made 
with just four 
white stitches 
in the neck. 
C o n c e p t u a l 
creations have 
over the years 
had a striking 
impact and 
posited the 
house as avant-garde. Du-
vet coats, oriental carpet 
skirts, trompe l’oeuil bra 
top, deconstructed gar-
ments... Something famil-
iar? (Respectively autumn 
1999, spring 2012, spring 
2009, recurring item.)
Almost all of the piec-
es created for the H&M 
collaboration are either 
found in the latest collec-
tion or in the archives, but 
reproduced for mass-con-
sumption Here it be-
comes important to make 
the distinction between 
the three main sectors 
of clothing production: 
haute couture (made-
to-measure garments, 
displaying craftsmanship 
and inno-
v a t i o n ) , 
ready-to-
wear (the 
l u x u r y 
clothes in 
standard 
sizes available directly on 
the racks), and fast fash-
ion (high street stores 
producing low-price 
clothing to mass-consum-
ers). Designer collabora-

tions blur the border be-
tween ready-to-wear and 
fast fashion. Regardless of 
the designer, when cre-
ating capsule collections 
and reproducing archive 
pieces for mass-consump-
tion there is a loss of qual-
ity in especially fabric and 
cut. It has no connection 
with the luxury sector an-
ymore and has no right 
to be classified as such a 
product. The clever part is 
how the high street con-

sumer is made, through 
labeling and elevated 
prices, to believe that an 
item from MMM x H&M 
is still high fashion. 
Eugene Rabkin, edi-
tor-in-chief of the mag-
azine StyleZeitgeist, 
recently criticised the 
“democratisation of fash-
ion” in an article pub-
lished on The Business of 
Fashion. It may sound like 
a wonderful act of class 
equalisation, but both the 
terms “democracy” and 
“fashion” have lost con-
crete meaning. Contem-
porary Western fashion 
is going through a crisis 
where the gap between 
signifier and signified has 

b e c o m e 
so wide 
that all 
meaning is 
lost in this 
void. This 
a b s e n c e 

of meaning forces us to 
live in an imaginary order 
where we, through ad-
vertisements and brand 
communication, have 
been encouraged to be-

L

 Katarina Jansdottir

both the terms 
“democracy” and 

“fashion” have lost 
concrete meaning

lieve in our sense of style 
and good taste. In the 
end it’s not about fash-
ion. It’s not about cloth-
ing. It’s advertising, and 
in a relatively new way. 
The winner by far is the 
collaborating high fashion 
brand. These are always 
incredibly well-known 
amongst fashion insiders, 
who through H&M get 
the chance to reach mil-
lions of new customers. It 
needs to be emphasised 
that you’re not buying 
fashion and recognition 
for your good taste when 
shopping designer collab-
orations. Like everything 
else in the store, it’s just 
a piece of clothing.
The MMM x H&M collec-
tion ultimately becomes 
quite ironic. A house that 
defied branding and labe-
ling has become as blank 
as its labels, but the si-
lence no longer speaks. 
The brand has become 
mute, a signifier lacking 
a signified. In the fashion 
hierarchy, the different 

the 
fashion 
illusion

sectors can only merge 
downwards. Haute cou-
ture can be translated 
into ready-to-wear, which 
in turn can be made into 
mass-produced clothing. 
The higher sector can 
never retain its full value 
in this transition, but clev-
er brand communication 
has created an illusion 
that this is possible. And 
that’s the genius of 21st 
century advertising.
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he Austrian pianist Paul Witt-
genstein (brother of the fa-
mous philosopher, Ludwig 

Wittgenstein) had just debuted 
in 1913 when the First World War 
broke out. He was called to war, tak-
en captive by the Russians, and shot 
in his right elbow. Subsequently, his 
arm had to be amputated. What do 
you do, then, if you want to remain a 
pianist? Fortunately, Paul had a rich 
father, and while still in recovery in 
Omsk, Siberia, had already written 
to his teacher to commission from 
him a composition for the left hand 
only. Considering his father’s for-
tune, he could afford to do this with 
more famous composers, including 
Benjamin Britten, Sergei Prokofiev, 
Richard Strauss, and Erich Korngold. 
However, the most famous compo-
sition for him was by Maurice Ravel 
between 1929 and 1930: the Piano 
Concerto for the Left Hand.
Ravel had just finished writing his 
Boléro, arguably the most famous 

piece of classical 
music. The Boléro 
is remarkable for its 
Spanish influences – 
Ravel’s mother was 
Spanish – and this 
influence is also clear 
in the Piano Concer-
to. The rhythms are 
especially reminis-
cent of Spanish folk 
music more so than 
of ‘traditional’ French 
classical music. Most 
stunning, though, is 
the sound that comes 
out of the piano: 
indeed, it is hardly 
believable that the 
pianist plays with one 
hand only. This was 
exactly the challenge 
Ravel saw in the 
commission: to write a piece that 
sounded like it was played by both 
hands, instead of just one. In fact, 
it was such a hard piece that Ravel 
himself could only play it with both 
his hands, not just with his left.
Today, the piano concerto is per-
formed frequently, also by pianists 

who still have both hands. It 
is very interesting and worth-
while to look at the way the 
left hand has to work its way 
through the piece, and there-
fore it is lucky that the VU-Or-
chestra (the Vrij Universiteit 
orchestra) will play this con-
certo as part of their French 
programme in January, with 
Thomas Beijer as pianist. The 
rest of the programme is also 
related to World Wars: the 
opening piece is the orches-

tral suite for the ballet Les Animaux 
Modèles by Francis Poulenc, from 
1942, who had joined the French 
Musicians Resistance Committee. 
The piece was performed with Ger-
man officers sitting on the front 
row, who did not notice that Pou-
lenc had hidden French patriotic 
songs in the music. Oliver Messi-
aen’s piece Les Offrandes Oubliées 
(1930), however, falls a bit outside 
this War category, but Messiaen 
himself wrote his most famous 
piece in a German concentration 
camp: the Quartet for the End of 
Time. He was a devout Catholic, 
which is reflected by his music, 
as well as his interest for ancient 

Greek and Hindu rhythms and mel-
odies. Les Offrandres Oubliées is an 
excellent indicator of his style and 
his faith.
The programme ends with Arthur 
Honegger’s Symphony no. 3, ‘Litur-
gique’. This symphony was written 
right after WWII and reflects the 
anxiety and destruction caused by 
the war. The titles of the move-
ments refer to Latin prayers and, 
thus, to a Requiem mass. The last 
movement is titled Dona nobis 
Pacem, “Give us Peace” and direct-
ly refers to WWII. Appropriately, 
the movement ends in peace.
Interested in hearing these pieces? 
Then come to one of the concerts 
of the VU-Orchestra! One of your 
fellow AUC students has been play-
ing with them for two years already. 

VU orchestra 
performs
Wittgenstein 

MUSIC

Elisa Rodenburg

Saturday, 26 January 2013, 
Elandstraatkerk, The Hague, 

20:15

Monday, 28 January 2013, The 
Concertgebouw, Amsterdam, 

20.15

Daan Admiraal, Conductor
Thomas Beijer, Piano

T
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I could have sent in that nude pic-
ture I have of my ex-boyfriend; it’s 
what people would expect of me, 
because I have a tough exterior 
and offend people from time to 
time. But more authentic and gen-
uine than revenge is vulnerability 
and self-exposure. 

Last year, during the winter, I suf-
fered a horrible winter depression. 
Academic and domestic drama 
overwhelmed me. Combined with 
a feeling of emptiness, I found 
myself in tears for no reason time 
after time. The moment of which 
I took pictures is right after some-
body close to me hurt me deeply. 

I admire Bas Jan Ader for the cou-
rageous recording of his sobbing 
in “I’m too sad to tell you” (1970-
1) and inspired by his project, I de-
cided to create something mean-
ingful out of the anger and grief 
that I felt. What you see in one 
photograph is a postcard with a 
still of Ader’s project into my se-
ries. 

So there you have it: The Naked 
Truth. I cannot possible give less 
of myself.

Bénine Louise Buijze

the naked 
truth. 

PHOTOGRAPHY
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CROSSWORD CLUES
Across
1. 1 Rotten (9)
2.  8 Music duo would exchange their kingdom for this 
animal ( 5)
3.  9 Comms code for U (7)
4.  10 Epoch (3) 
5.  11 ____ in Rome (4)
6.  13 Humans _____, then digest. Fungi digest, then 
_____.(6)
7.  14 Averts anag (6)
8.  16 Pizza ___ (3)
9.  17 Remove one's clothes (5,3)
10.  19 The Princess ____ (5)
11.  20 Physician (informal) (5)
12.  21 ‘in order that’, ‘to a degree’ (2)

Down
1.  1 Possessive form of Italian boy name meaning `Rock` 
(8)
2.  2 Name of insurance salesman/adjuster who discovers 
his entire life is actually a TV show (6)
3.  3 Leave (4)
4.  4 Put differently (2,5,5)
5.  5 Consequence of one event setting off a chain of 
others (6,6)
6.  6 The shame you feel when your inadequacy or guilt is 
made public (12)
7.  7 A Great American Novel by Fitzgerald/the 2013 film 
starring DiCaprio (5,6)
8.  12 Garden equipment (8)
9.  15 Public road (6)
10.  18 Birds eye ____ (4)

Dear Anonymous,
Alas, it has become a vicious cy-
cle – because women hold in their 
farts, when they do fart it seems 
more disgusting. But why do they 
hold them in to begin with?
Women are idealized as the gen-
tler, more graceful, more beautiful 
sex. Women engage in less phys-
ical work. Men do the hunting. 
Men are bigger. Men embrace 
their physicality and doing the 
dirty work. In this way, we can 
assume that a man farting only 
adds on to his macho-ness, while 
a woman farting defiles her grace.
Symbolically, a woman farting rep-
resents freedom – an escape, so 
to speak. For a long time, women 
were denied freedom not only of 
mind, but of body too. Though we 
may have come a long way, we’re 
still stuck on the “body” part. For 
example: dressing inappropriate-
ly makes a woman slutty, or des-
perate for attention, or arrogant. 

With men: is there even such a 
thing as (sexually) inappropriate? 
Or consider body hair. Why must 
women shave? Hair smells. Hair 
is not soft. Hair = testosterone. 
Women must keep up a pam-
pered, anti-testosterone image.
Evidently, this image assumes 
that no woman can have anything 
protrude beyond the confines of 
her skin, be it gas or body hair. 
So, a woman farting is social-
ly controversial, and this stems 
from the symbolism that a fart 
carries. But like all things social, 
a revolution can be put in place: 
so, excellent and diverse women, 
fart away! One day we’ll speak 
of the day that AUC changed the 
world (that’s why we’re all here, 
is it not?).
Thank you for your inspiring 
question!

Love,
Abby

Dear Abby, I overheard the fol-
lowing conversation between 
two guys yesterday:
"dude I was playing playsta-
tion 2 yesterday and I farted 
like 8 times, it was like, frrt, frrt 
frrt, frrrt.... I've never farted so 
many times so regulated. When 
a woman farts, it's disgusting, 
like my mom, when she does it, 
it's disgusting, but when my dad 
does it, it's like, yeah dude”.
I am a girl. 
My question is, what is the big 
deal?

- Anonymous

SUDOKU: intermediate (we promise!)

DEAR

 r   e   a   d


