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Foreword
Dear readers,

June! Finally! The hour of finals, Capstones, and other ungodly stressors in May are now GONE! We have two editions of 
Scriptus coming this month. We welcome you to the first of these: Issue 20.
Within your hands is a magazine which contains many incredible pieces. We have creative writing, we have food, we have 
reflections. Start off by reading the 3 page epic by Zuzanna Orlowska (who also happens to be our new Head Illustrator). 
It’s incredible! Go on to read about Roel van Herk’s opinions on cigarettes at AUC. Then read Tanushree Kaushal’s piece on 
eternal longing; it’s a wonderful, wonderful piece. Finally, catch up with our regular writers. Tekla continues with HOME 
(version 4); Charlotte frees the penis; and Diana teams up with SPOON to talk about the foodie haven.
Finally, issue 20 marks the end of my time as editor-in-chief of Scriptus. I’ve been on the board since early 2014, but now 
it’s time to give to reins onto a fresh new board. Nicole Brusa, who’s been head writer this past year, will take over my spot; 
she will do great! We also have a few other people stepping down as they graduate: Marissa Koopman, Leonie van der Kolk, 
and Yin Hsieh have done wonderful things for Scriptus, and they deserve all the praise in the world. If you’d like to read my 
thoughts and reflections on what Scriptus means to me, you can also check out my piece, “The End, The Beginning” in this 
issue as well.
Thank you for being such wonderful readers. I look forward to picking up Issue 21 when it comes out next week!

- Nicholas Handfield-Jones

Changes/Updates/Statements

- Board Transition: We have several new board members coming in as  
 we third years graduate. 
 Zuzanna Orlowska will be taking over Yin’s place as Head Illustrator. 
 Clara Kelvin-Grey will take over designing from Marissa and  
 Leonie
 Alma Rottem will now be doing PR, instead of Josefine.

- Meanwhile, we have some board rearrangements:
 Nicole with take over Nick as Editor-in-Chief
 Tekla will become the Head Writer
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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 are welcome at scrip-
tus@aucsa.nl.

Artist Statement

Several long-time members of Scriptus are graduating (me, Nick, Marissa & 
Leonie), so we opted for a cover celebrating our board transition, and I nostal-
gically volunteered to draw it. The problem is – a committee board transition 
is an absolutely uninteresting phenomenon from many points of view – espe-
cially an artistic one.
So, here’s a glorious phoenix head sprouting out of an engulfment of flames 
that are emanating from an old deformed copy of our university’s favorite 
magazine. 
Anyways, three years of illustrating for this committee were fun. My time’s 
up, but I know Scriptus will grow to be even better than before. So keep read-
ing.

Farewell!



The End, The Beginning
By Nicholas Handfield-Jones

 Well, this is it. This is my last issue of Scriptus. I’ve been on the Scriptus board since March 2014, when I joined as PR 
Manager under the wonderful Rose ter Kuile. I had already been writing for Scriptus for a while, but I wanted to take my role 
further by doing advertising for the mag. I continued as PR Manager until March 2015, after which Emma Goodman asked me 
to become Editor-in-Chief. I’ve been the chair of Scriptus since then, having produced nine issues (including this one). I’ve seen 
Scriptus grow, seen it develop, seen it change. But now it’s time to graduate, to travel to far away lands, to experience something 
new. But as one last hoorah, I want to reflect a bit on what Scriptus has meant to me. 

 Introduction week 2013. Remember it? I’m sure some of you do. I’m positive some of you don’t. Drunk nights in a villa 
far far away, biking through a city you barely know, trying to be friends with nervous, giddy people, clutching on to anyone you 
have a spark with no matter how dim that spark was. Anything to keep your head above the water. I have a lot of memories from 
that week, but One of the most important ones to me was when I walked into the project room where Scriptus was advertising 
itself. 

 “Look at us,” they said. “You can submit anything! Poetry, creative writing, journalism, opinions. This is the place for 
you!” Anything!? My enthusiastic self gasped internally. I write stuff! This is perfect for me! Little did I know how big a part 
Scriptus would be during my time at AUC and how important it would be to me as a person. 

 I submitted the short story “eyes,” for publication in the October 2015 issue Panopticon by Choice (back then, Scriptus 
had themes), and it was accepted. I was so proud to see my work published in actual print. This was the first time that this had 
ever happened (and let me tell you, for an aspiring author, nothing feeds the ego more). Better yet was the incredible drawing 
that Yin Hsieh drew for it (Yin is now the graduating Head Illustrator—I’m sure she has many Scriptus stories to tell as well!). 

 It was off to the races after that. Many a release. Many an issue. Many problems. Many solutions. And all along the way, 
so many stories. Here are three that make me laugh the most in retrospect.

1. Being Called to the Dean’s Office

 In the May 2014 issue, Wizards and Wunderkind, we published an anonymous opinion piece that slammed the GLOBAL 
IDENTITY EXPERIENCE for its lack of depth and lack of substance. Shortly after the release, we got an email from then-dean 
Marijk van der Wende. An email from the dean? Collective shock and awe! A rabble group of Scriptus board members, myself 
included, made our way to the dean’s office one day to see what kind of trouble we’d found ourselves in. There, she told us that 
1) the article did not represent the student body because some people actually liked the course and 2) that anonymous pieces are 
inappropriate. We sat there politely and nodded.
 After that, the Scriptus convened and agreed to disregard everything the dean said. “We shall publish everything that 



comes our way, even if it represents an opinion shared by 1% of people. We shall also publish anonymous pieces, for those folks 
who wish to voice their opinion without sharing themselves are just as valid. #FunctioningDemocracy”
We never heard from the dean again.

2. Finance Fiasco

 Shortly after I became Editor-in-Chief, the AUCSA started to ask for any bills and receipts used in order to supplement 
extra funds. We didn’t need to hand in any of those, but I decided to look through our budget again for good measure. Lo and 
behold! There had been a grand miscalculation in the spending. Apparently Issue 15, which we had so proudly printed in colour, 
did not actually have the funding to be printed in colour. We had gone over budget, and let me tell you: I panicked. It was just 
my first month on the job and I’d already screwed up. It sorted itself out though. Thanks to the magic of AUCSA’s unforeseen 
costs, Issue 15 was able to be paid for.

3. Super Sexy Scriptus Speed Round

 One of the most fun memories I have was the transition event in 2015. All the transitioning board members came to my 
room and we all ordered pizza! We also played a game that I had made up. We made tons of questions written on paper. They 
varied from quick and fun (What’s your WORST favourite colour?) to “deep” (What are you most anxious of?). Everyone took 
turns pulling out questions from the hat. You had a minute to answer as many questions as possible. Because you were pressured 
for time, you ended up blurting answers. It was such a fun way to meet new people!

 Now that I’ve gone down memory lane a little bit, I just want to say a final thank you to everyone that has read Scriptus 
over the years. It’s been a pleasure making the magazine for you. I’ve learned so much doing so, and I hope you’ve learned and 
laughed and frowned and cried reading the articles.

 Finally, I want to extend one last thank you to every board member I’ve worked with. I could have never done it without 
y’all: Rosa, Gus, Nicole Bo, James, Kat, Willem, Martin, Yin, Sonya, Campbell, Sara, Nicole Br, Cristina, Josefine, Marissa, Leonie, 
Laura, Quinta, Tekla.

I hope the new board members will enjoy Scriptus as much as I have! In the meantime, keep writing, AUC!
 



A Day in the Life of...
By Tekla Tevdorashvili and Domiziana Turcatti

 In addition to the many famous people exhibited 
on the diverse and excellent walls of AUC, there exist pic-
tures and projects.  “A Day in the Life of…” is a new project 
exhibited on the second floor of the academic building in 
the Darwin area. The exhibition is the final product of a par-
ticipatory media project involving three students of AUC: 
Josua, Alessia, Caecilia, and three guest students, who are/
were part of the Right2Education project: Mohammed, Fek-
ar, Mhmd. They were given disposable cameras and asked 
to document their perspective on variety of aspects of their 
daily life in and outside AUC. Students were free to take pic-
tures of anything that they thought expressed their way of 
living and would be a representation of themselves. Pictures 
are a powerful depiction of how different, but similar people 
are, not only in AUC, but generally in the world. Each of 
the participants comes from different backgrounds and tells 
us different story about their life experiences. Nonetheless, 
AUC students and Guest students, who come together under 
the same roof and have different lives, may be said to have a 
lot in common. By being behind the objective, in every pic-
ture of the same person, a different self may be uncovered. 
All the labels and categories that are usually applied to peo-
ple fall apart. Students are not only students. Guest students 
are not only guest students. Refugees are not only refugees. 
In each picture, in every ordinary day, the self acquires mul-
tiple shades of colour, and in the absence of uniformity we 
resemble each other. Hence, labels and categories may not 
contain the myriad fragments of one’s self and the walls of 
those boxes become visibly too weak for that.

 The exhibition is a product of volunteers and was 
assembled by Andrea, Andreas, Domiziana and Tekla for 
their “Media and Communication” class this semester.

 At first the group didn’t know what to do. They 
wanted to make a documentary about guest students, their 
daily life and experience in Amsterdam. However, they 
weren’t satisfied with them framing participants’ lives. So, 
they asked volunteers to actively represent themselves and 
play an important role in the production process of the 
media object. The group also wanted the project to be all 
inclusive and beneficial for AUC community, to represent 
the diversity and similarity within students. The project was 
aimed to deconstruct the labels and stereotypes that exist 
in today’s society and show how behind such labels there 
exist people, whose identities cannot be reduced to a single 
category or stereotype. So they came up with the final idea 
- to create a project, where people could express and frame 
themselves from their perspective in different ways, inde-
pendently from anyone and it came out to be very success-
ful. Participants were very motivated and did an amazing 
job. 

 Little advice for the reader: you can just walk on the 
second floor and check out the exhibition, or have a look at 
it while studying in the Darwin area and procrastinate, but 
know one thing, you will not regret it.



Easier Day

“There is more to this life. I must believe that there is something more to this life! Otherwise, what’s the point in 
everything? I know that I am the optimist of the most dangerous kind — easy to be preyed upon. But I gotta keep 
my hopes high — even when they bring me down.”

People start to gather their belongings as the teacher dismisses class. Isabelle wakes up from her reverie like a kalei-
doscopic bubble that bursts, leaving only a fine adhesive thread to drift on a faint breeze across the recesses of her 
mind. Isabelle closes her laptop and packs her bag quickly, fearful that she might have been seen sleeping in class. 
She looks around — nobody paid attention to her. 

Lime blond hair is seen crisscrossing among the multitude of dark-haired students, as Isabelle makes her way to her 
motorcycle, with her satchel over her shoulder. She’s wearing a black leather pleated jacket with black jeans and 
black sneakers — a signature look of hers. Except for her hair. That was a mistake during her ‘discovering’ period 
in her life.   

The weather has been surprisingly steady for the last couple of days, with stormy clouds looming dangerously above 
the city. The humidity is very high, causing even the hairs on the back of Isabelle’s neck to stick to each other. She 
doesn’t mind that. Only, her hair does, opening up like an umbrella across a mile radius. Just as Isabelle is taking 
out her helmet from the back of her bike, her name is being called out across the school yard. Isabelle turns her 
head around to see a petite figure in a white polka dotted dress and sleek bob haircut skipping towards her. “Huh? 
Her face doesn’t ring any bell,” thinks Isabelle, looking confusingly as the girl approaches. 

“Isabelle, right? You forgot your notebook in class!” says the girl smilingly, as she is handing out the black notebook 
towards her. She then quickly does a pirouette, flicking her hair over her shoulder, skipping towards the same path 
that she came. 

“Ahhh, thank you!!” shouts Isabelle, to which the girl throws a smile in her direction and dissolves among the other 
students that are rushing out of the school building. 

Isabelle is left bemused. She has a warm fuzzy feeling inside of her as she clutches the notebook and thinks, “There 
IS something more to this life.”  

By Alex Turcea



Capstone Two-Liners
Initiative by Anneke Vries and Nienke Willemsen

Quotes from various third year students

Maxime Garcia Diaz, Humanities
Maybe sad and crazy women are sexy or maybe sad and crazy women are rebels; or maybe they are just sad.

Campbell Kenny, Humanities
Racism is still a thing and it’s still bad. So says me and this other guy who said it better than me but I’m not allowed 
to just submit his book.

Anastasia Yakunina, Humanities
Putin and Obama are friends. Except they are fake nice to each other and then go home and talk shit about the other 
with their real friends.

Carolin Layla Vahar-Matiar, Social Science
Charity advertisements on TV that show images of starving children make people feel bad. My focus group partici-
pants like feeling bad so their solution was to change the channel.

Max de Thouars, Social Science
Some gay guys have unprotected sex on purpose for several reasons and that implies stuff. Foucault is bae.

Marten Dondorp, Social Science
Nazis set up the Dutch national police academy and we kept it after the war. The state is a weird thing.

Iris Loonen, Social Science
Turkey and the PKK are far from a peace process. If people in Turkey want peace negotiations, they should ask for 
them. But Erdogan probably won’t listen.

Ambra Vergani, Social Science
Croatia is sexist af, but Croatian women activists are the bomb dot com. I can’t tell you why that is, but I can invite 
you to join this discussion.

Lukas Weber, Social Science
Trump claims to have the best words. He is not wrong.

Eloise Victoria, Social Science
More than just an offshoot of a non-conformist, radical ideology, burning men will radically change the world. It 
generates new logics, nurtures meaning-making, and paves the way to a more creative and progressive society.

Stephanie Reussner, Social Science
Facebook provides the evidence we needed. AUC students are excellent and diverse.

Yaron Zonneveld, Social Science
Happy people work better in basically any aspect, but shit, how do you make this happen in business

Alessio Dispenza, Social Science
Don’t tell people about your goals. Share them on Facebook.

Dean Muraya, Social Science
There are ‘human-humans’ and there are ‘non-human humans’, but we’re all human. Doesnt make sense? Yeah- well 
neither do the E.U’s solutions to the refugee crisis.

Paco Mens, Social Science
Nigeria is corrupt as fuck. Multinationals in Nigeria are even corrupter than fuck.

And so another year comes to an end as our AUC graduates put the final dots on their ‘i’s and cap their stones. The 
road was tough and perilous, sacrifices were made, but one thing is certain: vast amounts of knowledge have been 
contributed to research and many gaps have finally been filled, some with more clarity than others, but worthy 
discussions nonetheless! For those who wonder what it’s like to condense a 7,500-15,000-word document in two 
sentences, and would like to know about the fine conclusions that have been reached, here is a selection of the best 
capstone summaries of 2016.



David Langerveld, Science
Computers can do pretty impressive things for us if we do our best to help them a little. Here, I made mine tell me 
how much energy UvA will use tomorrow, as an example.

Thomas Duurland, Science
Water is cool, but results are useless because Africa is not a country.

Jan Willem Bruggeman, Science
Sperm and cancer have a lot in common.

Sabina van Rooij, Science
We have difficulties seeing some things. It’s not clear why.

Stefanie Berendsen, Science
Don’t trust stupid humans, trust science. Injecting (maybe possibly sometimes dangerous) chemicals in the atmo-
sphere is the shit to fight climate change.

Max Briel, Science
Merging stars is a great new way to lose weight. You just have to believe in it.

Anne Haitjema, Science
Can this model correctly predict the age of bruise? Yes it can, don’t really understand why and according to my 
results it shouldn’t.

Philip Elders, Science
Proper HIV treatment will prevent liver damage in HIV-infected children. But we actually aren’t sure, since the new 
expensive diagnostic methods we tested suck in children.

Iz Cirkovic, Science
Humans fear intelligent AI will take over the world. However intelligent AI can’t seem to handle asymmetrical 
Starcraft maps.

Renee Garritsen, Science
We are not all either boys or girls. Everything is a spectrum.

Julia Huisman, Science
Coral reefs are doomed. But we could save corals by genetically modifying them. Is this ethically justified? Oh yes it is.

Joris Alberdingk Thijm, Science
Climate-denying think tanks think global warming is a Stalinist conspiracy.

Anneke Vries, Science
Sometimes seawater is cold an sometimes it is warm. Ice might melt and we should save the polar bear.

Nienke Willemsen, Science
Cancer is bad. My method did not work.

Marissa Koopman, Science
Psychiatric patients seem predisposed to going to prison, but maybe that’s because we are predisposed to putting 
them there.

Nicholas Handfield-Jones, Science
Parkinson’s causes psychiatric symptoms, caused by a complex of neural networks..... maybe?

Leonie van der Kolk, Science
Children rule. Who am I kidding, playing god rules more.

Esther Baar, Science
We can insert electrodes into people’s brains to make them walk again. No idea how it works tho.

Bram Jaarsma, Science
I put numbers in a computer to find out why two things that are nearly the same do different things. Turns out it’s 
because they’re not exactly the same.



A laptop, a lighter, a half empty two-liter plastic container of 
orange juice straight from Albert Heijn, my bed, and an on-
line version of Bridget Jones 1 & 2.  A perfect Saturday night 
scenario. 
I  light  up  a  cigarette. 
Dear god, my mother must be so proud. 
Well damn, at least I’m not like the other kids. You know, 
mom, the kids who have social or highly educational poten-
tial buzzling in their neurons. Burning that midnight oil with 
a scientific journal  or  a  fancy  glass  
in  their  hands. 
Well, yeah, I’m not like them. Accept it, move on and pass me 
that box with the chocolates, please. 
I’m a real adult now, choosing self-entertainment at 2am over 
anything productive, say washing my dishes. 
Bravo. 

 Bridget Jones, a social phenomenon. A continuous 
mess-up: blonde, nicotine-ridden, rarely dressed properly for 
the occasion.  Looks like I found a mirror, thought a whole 
crowd of die-hard fans, myself included. Peculiar, I must say, 
is the human need of self-assurance and instant gratifica-
tion. The use of empathy and pathos is so weirdly prevalent 
in the vast majority of the works of music, film, and litera-
ture, that one is able to mark as “a social phenomenon” per 
se. See, I used “rarely” and “the vast majority”, because I just 
got out of an argument about being a know-it-all in terms of 
vocabulary, exploiting the borders of “never” and “always”. 
Here, person totally irrelevant for my target group of readers 
being AUC students, I just blocked your line of reasoning. 
You can almost hear me sighing narcissistically, can’t you? 
Ha, another cigarette, I’m going to celebrate this victory 
with a progress in getting cancer.

Why is Bridget Jones You and Your Grandma

By Zuzanna Orlowska



 Back to explaining the above, vague proclamations. 
From my observation, it seems that through the ages our 
race had reacted perfectly to opuses (in the latin sense of 
that word), which evoked the feelings of sympathy or co-
identification. Music, said to be “the language of emotion1” , 
aids to this process even on technical, mechanical and scien-
tific levels, as described by scholars from Drexel University 
Computer Science and Ithaca College2. By the way, if you 
read this study, you’ll see a little cross above the name of 
one of the scientists, meaning that he died before the pub-
lication could take place. Personally, I recognize this as the 
most respectable act - to work on what is the subject of one’s 
interest, to discover up until one’s last breath. Or, in modern 
terms, hashtag goals smiley face. 

 Henceforth, human brain was proven to be respon-
sive to certain musical stimuli in a schematic, predictable 
manner. Meaning not only the fact that the coils of our 
ganglia work similarly at least in the form of identification 
of what is socially accepted as “humorous” or “aggressive” 
and therefore preventing us from living in a constant state 
of confusion, never sure whether to kiss a person or derive 
a cold rabbit punch3 straight to the base of their skull, but 
also, that we all feel congruously (but maybe not homoge-
neously)  to a given composer’s pieces. In a more descriptive 
manner, if I should play Chopin’s “Funeral March” at a party, 
people would start getting the sensation of being down and 
acting inappropriate and I would be promptly kicked out. 
This is because our hypothalamuses4 respond in a similar 
manner; the way we’re programmed in, combined with the 
experiences we’ve had within our social herd, simply forces 
us to identify with what the music tells us, at least on the 
basic level of understanding. Hence, the higher grasp over 
our emotions a certain piece has, the more successful it will 
probably be  - if you are sad and want to indulge in your de-
pression, you’d choose The Verve’s “The Drugs Don’t Work” 
over Abba’s “Dancing Queen”, although both bands mimic 
human feelings almost perfectly. The only difference in this 
case is their compatibility with your mental state, your need 
to identify with whatever sound waves are coming through 
your speakers. 

  A twin mechanism can be found in literature. I’m 
already alone and drinking cheap sangria, so let’s take Char-
lotte Bronte’s “Jane Eyre” as an example, why the hell not? 
It’s a blazing classic for crying your eyes out above a bowl 

of Spar’s strawberry ice cream or J.S. Fry & Sons’ Turkish 
Delight5, depending on whether you’d be sighing over Mr. 
Rochester now or at the dawn of the 19th century. Here, the 
whole point of this paragraph was supposed to be about why 
we’re drooling over Eddy, and now I blew it up. Neverthe-
I’m-a-mess, Juan-Jose Igartua’s research6 describes in detail 
the psychology of the process of identification with Jane’s 
mindset which “made [Edward’s] face the object7”  both she 
and the reader “best liked to see8” . Or “imagined to see”, as 
Bronte had allegedly written the said novel as a response 
to the refusal of affection from the married man she fell in 
love with9. Mind you, she described Rochester’s wife as a 
complete lunatic10 and locked her up in the attic11. I mean, 
man. Oxytocin hits hard. 

   Following Igratua’s findings, the ability of the 
audience to recognize the similarities between the main 
character’s actions and their personal existential proceed-
ings is vital for the level of “enjoyment12”  procured from a 
given novel, which can also be translated into its commer-
cial success. Hence, Shakespeare’s “The Tragedy of Hamlet13”  
(bam, that’s half of the actual title, Google it) made a great 
use of our overthinking tendencies, Huxley’s “Brave New 
World” easily compelled us to root for John14 and his fight 
for freedom, Orwell’s  “1984” forced us to cringe at the scene 
of Winston’s torture15 and Beckett’s “Waiting for Godot16”  
infused us with the abstractness of being. Therefore, a pat-
tern emerges - the more associable the writing style, the 
character descriptions, and the plot are, the more copies of 
a given book are probably going to be sold. 

 That’s because we, humans, consider ourselves to 
be smart. The basis of communication is sharing the mutual 
understanding of a given set of values (e.g. assigning mean-
ing to sounds and letters)17.  Hence, being given something 
more complicated (e.g. the “message” of a work), which we 
manage to comprehend, not only establishes an intimate 
connection between us and the writer (which can be seen 
in the multitude of analyses18 of literature and the passion 
we have for discussing thereof), but appeals to ourselves, 
as well. When we find out who the killer was in one of A. 
Christie’s crime novels, we want to stroke our metaphorical 
beards with the sense of “I always thought that the butler 
did it”. An instant gratification. A “well done, have a golden 
star”. Oh, by the way, in some of her books, it was the butler. 
There is a very small probability that I ruined your day with 

1  Keith Richards in “According to the Rolling Stones”, Jagger, Mick, Dora Loewenstein, Philip Dodd, and Charlie Watts. According to the Rolling Stones. San Francisco, CA: Chronicle, 2003. Print. 
2  Kim, Youngmoo E., Erik M. Schmidt, Raymond Migneco, Brandon G. Morton, Patrick Richardson, Jeffrey Scott, Jacquelin A. Speck, and Douglas Turnbull†. “Music Emotion Recognition: A State Of The Art Review.” 
11th International Society for Music Information Retrieval Conference (ISMIR 2010) (2010): n. pag. International Society for Music Information Retrieval Conference. Web. 21 Apr. 2016. 
3   “Cox Tries a Rabbit Punch.(Fast Track)(Brief Article)”. Broadcasting & Cable 135.8 (2005): 5. Web.
4  Dubuc, Bruno. “The Pleasure Centres.” The Brain From Top To Bottom. Canadian Institutes of Health Research: Institute of Neurosciences, Mental Health and Addiction, n.d. Web. 21 Apr. 2016. 
5   “J. S. Fry & Sons.” Cadbury Notes. Albionchronicles, n.d. Web. 21 Apr. 2016. 
6  Igartua, Juan-José. “Identification with Characters and Narrative Persuasion through Fictional Feature Films.” Communications 35.4 (2010): n. pag. Web. 
7   Brontë, Charlotte. Jane Eyre. New York: Knopf, 1991. Print. 
8   Ibidem. 
9  “The Real Rochester in Charlotte Bronte’s Jane Eyre.” 123HelpMe.com. 21 Apr 2016, Web. 
10   Brontë, Charlotte. Jane Eyre. New York: Knopf, 1991. Print. 
11   Ibidem.
12  Igartua, Juan-José. “Identification with Characters and Narrative Persuasion through Fictional Feature Films.” Communications 35.4 (2010): n. pag. Web. 
13   Shakespeare, William, Tucker Brooke, and Jack Randall Crawford. The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. New Haven: Yale UP, 1947. Print. 
14   Huxley, Aldous. Brave New World. New York: Harper & Bros., 1946. Print. 
15   Orwell, George. 1984: Notes. Toronto, Ont.: Coles, 1999. Print. 
16   Beckett, Samuel. Waiting for Godot: Tragicomedy in 2 Acts. New York: Grove, 1954. Print. 
17    Jaatinen, Miia, and Rita Lavikka. “Common Understanding as a Basis for Coordination.” Corporate Communications: An International Journal Corp Comm: An Int Jnl 13.2 (2008): 147-67. Web.



the previous sentence. 
I am still deeply not sorry for spoiling it, the book’s been 
up for a while. 

 “We’ve all been there”. That cursed, half-patronis-
ing and half-reassuring phrase, the hearing of which makes 
one react with a smile accompanied by the mental under-
tone of “you absolutely don’t know me, Jenny, so stop spew-
ing Socratesian mumbles” (and let’s leave the irrationality19 
of it for another time). Anyway, you’ve probably heard it and 
my memories tell me that I’ve heard it as well, but I tend 
to distrust myself the most, I’m absolutely not credible20. 
Underneath all the character relatability of Bridget, there’s 
this phrase. Let’s face it, Jones is almost as far from what 
is socially accepted as “great” as it is humanly possible. In 
the opening scene, she sits in her bed in a red onesie, with 
a blanket on her head, smoking. Then she dances to “All By 
Myself” by Celine Dion. Relatable? We’ve been there. I know 
that I’ve been there for sure, I’m actually in my bed smoking 
accompanied by Beck and his “Loser”; if you haven’t been 
in a situation like that before, teach me your mystical ways 
please. And stop reading here. You’re undermining the logos 
of this article. 

 Now there’s time for a rhetorical question: what 
does Bridget get from being a social outcast like that? The 
answer is pretty simple. She gets a groundbreaking loves-
tory with Colin Firth, Hugh Grant as her sexy boss, three 
awesome quirky friends and a caring, extravagant family. 
That’s instant gratification. Right there. It’s a promise of a 
new hope, a new tomorrow and that the possible love of 
your life would still want to have incredible sex with you if 
you’re wearing Spanx.
I mean, come on. Do you know what I get from sangria and 
pizza at 2 am?
I  don’t  get  engaged. 
Fat. 
I get fat.

 Bridget is lying to us, but her lies are smooth, her 
lies are soothing. Her lies tell us that everything’s going to 
be alright. Because if she’s going to be fine, then so are you. 
Because you, I, and Bridget are one. Embrace the Bridget, the 
movie tells you, feel the Bridget. Be the Bridget. 

 Furthermore, the Bridget Jones series seem to mir-
ror scientific truths of the psycho-biology of attraction - both 
in the social and biological sense. First up, the Freudian21, 
subconscious influence of the psychology of parents on a 
child. The first movie22 proves that Bridget is searching for 
a man similar to her father. Both Mr Jones and Mr Darcy 
are tall individuals with short hair and an inward chin. 
They are also calm and reasonable. Daniel Cleaver fails 
this test because of his adventurous, boyish, cheating na-

ture and incredible jaw line. Second movie23, Bridget makes 
the mistakes her mother made. Mrs Jones leaves Mr Jones 
because of commitment issues, so does Bridge with Darcy. 
Then Momma Jones has this whole great affair with a fake-
tanned middle aged orange dressed up as a late night tv sale 
star. Bridge then engages into a pretty similar thing with Mr 
Cleaver (also pronounced “Mr Wrong”). Then they both ad-
mit to their mistakes, curl their tails down and run straight 
into the safe loving arms of whoever they started out with. 
Long story short, the movies use well-known psychology 
facts, which makes them seem reliable. Or, modern: “they 
make you go, like, that’s so me, like, that’s so true”.

 Therefore, a question arises - why this struggle? 
What for? Wasn’t it obvious for Bridget that a guy who got 
all schwifty with his best friend’s wife is not exactly a life-
long partner material? Why are women even attracted to 
“bad boys” over “nice guys”, Charles Darwin? Science usu-
ally has the answer, let’s look it up. As Ph.D. Vinita Mehta24  
writes, this may be solely because of the “sexual selection25” 
, by which women see men with the Dark Triad personal-
ity traits (narcissism, psychopathy, Machiavellianism) as 
possibly more cunning and confident, hence being a safer 
bet to mate and have potential offspring with. Kristina Du-
rante, The University of Texas at San Antonio26 further sug-
gests that hormones released during ovulation might fuel 
this process, making women more prone to be attracted to 
men with great genes and dangerous natures when they’re 
the most fertile. Because hey, evolution is important and 
we’re still animals. Therefore, if you’re a female, you have 
increased chances of understanding the lack of sense in 
Bridget’s actions, because you have ovaries and you’ve been 
there. I have ovaries and I’ve been there too. 

 Hence, reliability, relatability, and mirroring the 
known facts of human life seem to form a backbone of 
Bridget Jones’s success. It is appealing. It gives us safety and 
promises of sweet and glorious life. Plus, it works seemingly 
the same - on me, on you, and on your grandma.
Cigarette, the last one of the pack. Left to fight the fire alone. 
 
 You know, I’m grateful. Grateful I can make shame-
less fun of Rochester and Bridge and still enjoy the storylines 
of both. Grateful to understand the techniques behind my 
enjoyment due to the modern information flow. Grateful to 
regard 184727 as a long passed time, from which our  race 
 has  evolved  in  coherence.
And pretty amazed by the fact that if you and I will keep on 
seeing, searching and sharing, soon 2016  will  be 
 regarded  precisely  as  such.
From another point of view, however, as you can read, I use 
other people’s ideas, but I source them. 
Which  makes  me  an  extremely  honest 
plagiarist. 

18  Hrushovski, Benjamin, and Tel Aviv University Porter Institute for Poetics Semiotics.Poetics Today : Theory & Analysis of Literature & Communication / Ed. Benjamin Hrushovski (1979). Print.
19  Miller, Marc. “Shame and Psychotherapy.” Shame and Psychotherapy. Columbia Psychotherapy Associates, n.d. Web. 21 Apr. 2016. 
20   Did you really think I have any sources to prove my lack of credibility, really? Ha. Made you look. 
21   Oswald, Angela. “Child & Adolescent Development: Overview Sigmund Freud And Child Development.” Gulf Bend MHMR Center. CenterSite, LLC, 1995-2016. Web. 21 Apr. 2016. 
22  Bridget Jones’s Diary. Dir. Sharon Maguire. Perf. Renée Zellweger, Hugh Grant, Colin Firth. Universal Pictures, 2001. Film.
23  Bridget Jones: The Edge of Reason. Dir. Beeban Kidron. Perf. Renée Zellweger, Hugh Grant, Colin Firth. Universal Pictures, 2004. Film. 
24  Mehta, Vinita. “Why Do Women Fall for Bad Boys?” Psychology Today. Sussex Publishers, LLC, Oct. 2013. Web. 21 Apr. 2016. 
25  Ibidem
26  Staff, Live Science. “Why Women Choose Bad Boys.” LiveScience. TechMedia Network, 2012. Web. 21 Apr. 2016. 
27  Brontë, Charlotte. Jane Eyre. New York: Knopf, 1991. Print. 



Well, for the loyal fans it’s not much of a news anymore, but 
Game of Thrones is back on HBO with a new season! The 
famous TV show is known in its previous five seasons for 
its very violent deaths, controversial sex scenes, and a lot of 
nudity. However, besides from some shirtless fighting men, 
there aren’t many male characters used as a sexual objects in 
the way females are. For the ‘watchers of the show’, we are all 
familiar with the women of Littlefinger’s brothels, Daenerys’ 
and others’ controversial rape scenes, and of course Melisan-
dre’s perfectly shaped boobs. But where are the sexualized 
men? I mean, I personally wouldn’t mind to see a bit more of 
what Michiel Huisman’s has to offer under all that clothing… 

For true Game of Thrones fans, the nudity of women and the 
sexual violence is not new. At the very beginning of Game of 
Thrones, I remember a 9GAG picture called ‘Boobs per Epi-
sode of Game of Thrones’. The picture shows a mathematical 
graph of boobs that indicate the average number of shown 
boobs per episode. Half a boob, a glimpse of, or just one of the 
two means 0,5 boob, while a complete view is indicated as 
1,0.  This picture back then informed me before I even knew 
what Game of Thrones was or what the story line was about; 
that Game of Thrones must be a very naughty TV show, made 
with the purpose to have accepted soft porn for nerds.

Nowadays, the soft porn show for nerds has become one of 
my favorite TV shows. However, I must agree though that 
the multiple violent raping scenes of women did shock me. 

In fact, I got so obsessed by the way of portraying the role of 
the women in the show that I even wrote a paper about it 
for my Media and Communication class. It is called: ‘Game 
of Thrones: The Male Gaze and Women as Object of Scopo-
philia’. In this paper ,I tried to explain that in my opinion 
the focus of the show is very male centered because women 
are portrayed as pleasure objects in submissive positions, 
and because there is a clear emphasis on the objectifying of 
females as secondary roles, such as being less literate and 
fulfilling the mother-role, while obeying the idealized men. 
Noteworthy though, the episode I used to prove my state-
ment in this paper did not even have nude or sexual scenes 
in it! 

Emilia Clarke, a.k.a Daenerys Targaryen, aka Mother of 
Dragons, aka queen with a very long title, expressed on The 
Late Late Show her feelings about the nudity imbalance 
between men and women in Game of Thrones: “I feel like 
there’s a little bit of inequality with the amount of nudity 
that happens with women, this woman in particular, and 
that happens with the other guys. I just think that should be 
even.” The outspoken feminist is showing lesser skin than 
before in the show, and that apparently does not only have 
to do with the growing influence of her character. The fact 
that she expressed her wish for a bit more equality in the 
battle of the sexes will definitely have an impact. I myself 
at least can agree with Emilia on one thing: Free that damn 
penis!

“Free the Penis!”
-Emilia Clarke

By Charlotte Verboom
Illustration by Yin Hsieh



 On a spring morning, I sat in front of the academic 
building next to a girl smoking a cigarette. Our small talk 
ended with her cigarette, which she threw into the grass 
where it landed amongst dozens of its buddies. I looked to 
my right, where a waste bin stood no more than ten meters 
from the ledge. “Why did you throw your cigarette in the 
grass? There is a waste bin right there,” I pointed out.
 “Yeah but it’s far,” she said.
 “Well, the toxins in your cigarette are poisonous 
to the soil and the grass,” I insisted.
She looked at me irritated and shook her head, saying: “I 
don’t care. I just don’t care.”  
As I went home that day, the oddity of this typical routine 
really settled in. How come that society is so used to ciga-
rette butt littering, and why does it receive so little atten-
tion?

 Littered cigarette butts are a big environmental 
problem, but the topic receives much less attention than 
human smoking hazards. A literature review reveals that 
cigarettes are numerically the most littered type of product 
in the world, with some 4.95 billion dumped into the envi-
ronment every year [1]. The filters in particular are not bio-
degradable but persist in the environment, slowly breaking 
into small pieces under the influence of solar radiation and 
other forces [2]. Once the butts are thrown onto the ground, 
the over 90 different toxins they contain [3], many of which 
carcinogenic, leak into the soil through, for example, rain 
water. One study has found cigarettes to leak heavy metals 
into water [4], while others show that they leak toxins that 
harm small freshwater organisms [5], marine and freshwater 
fish [6] and land animals [2].

 However, the environmental facts do not seem to 
define people’s outlook on the problem. The girl I spoke to 
simply did not care, and she is right in a way. No protected 
species will realistically live in our little moat; no disaster 
will be caused by AUC’s butt-littered lawn. Instead, cigarette 
littering seems to be a social issue. To find out more about 
the smoking habits AUC’s students, I took to the stone 
ledges in front of AUC and asked a sample of six student 
smokers about the details of their behavior.

 The cultural acceptance of littering cigarettes 
seems strong. “I wouldn’t litter, but for some weird reason 
cigarette butts don’t feel like littering, even though we 

know somewhere they are,” said the first respondent, a girl 
in her second-year.
 Something mentioned unanimously is that “ev-
eryone does it.” By seeing the butts on the ground and wit-
nessing everybody do it, it becomes a culture of littering, 
whereas “you don’t see a lot of bottles around [in public 
space],” according to the second-year student.
 Most interestingly, the responsibility for littering 
seems to lie with the management of AUC for the inter-
viewed students. The little signs prohibiting smoking are 
perceived as very patronizing instead of environmentally 
responsible. Instead, the interviewees suspected them to be 
motivated by the attainment of “an image - ‘We don’t want 
our students to smoke’,” says a guy in his third year. 
 The consequence is that students don’t litter de-
spite the signs, but because of them. 
 One respondent mentioned that “sometimes it’s a 
bit of a protest act throwing it on the floor, because of the 
‘no smoking’ sign.” 
 Another third year student agreed, saying that it’s 
“our money they wasted to put the stupid signs here and 
nobody’s going to give a fuck about it. Pay like 100 Euros 
and you could have some ash trays in that area.” 

 I then asked them whose responsibility it is to 
dispose of your butts responsibly. It was a matter of prin-
ciple to one respondent, who explained that in fact “it’s not 
about the effort, it’s [that] you accept the fact that people are 
going to be smoking and they are not going to care if you 
have a smoking area which is really un-chill.” Nonetheless 
he was willing to contribute his share, but felt that he was 
prevented from doing so. “Let’s then keep the environment 
clean and instead of putting the stupid signs on, buy the 
ash trays,” he said. In fact, he didn’t “like littering cigarettes 
anyway.” 

 Just across the street, the UvA faculty sports a ciga-
rette bin right next to the entrance, in a spot that also pro-
vides some cover when it rains, although no benches. There 
are visibly fewer butts lying around, but an interviewed stu-
dent there said they are sometimes also cleaned up. Littering 
butts is a culture that is surprisingly normative and smokers 
currently take little responsibility for the consequences of 
their littering. After all, a regular 15 meter walk should not 
be too much to ask if it means prevents poisoning other life.

Keep Your Butts Outta Here!

By Roel van Herk
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20(1), 25-29.



Hamsters: Pets or Escape Artists?

By Maddie Lane
Illustration by Yin Hsieh

 My sister and I have owned many pets throughout 
our lifetimes. These include two dogs, one guinea pig, and 
around four hamsters. These were not all owned at one time, 
mainly because hamsters have no interest in being a pet and 
because my mom is allergic to guinea pigs.

 We got my dog, Devon, when I was six years old. 
She’s still roaming around my mom’s apartment, albeit with 
much less energy than she had 14 years ago. She’s a Jack Rus-
sell Terrier who shares more similarities with an old lady 
than a dog, at least these days she does. In her youth, she was 
a typical Jack Russell, she ran everywhere and went ballistic 
anytime someone came to the door. 

 The first rodent that we owned was Spotty, my 
sister’s guinea pig. We kept it at my dad’s apartment for a 
while, but then it needed to stay at my mom’s apartment 
with us, which was when we discovered that my mom was 
allergic. The guinea pig was returned to the pet store. Also, 
guinea pigs are boring so this wasn’t that traumatizing of an 
event for my sister who was probably around six years old 
at the time.

 Then came all of the 
hamsters. The first was Boots. 
Boots was very cute and didn’t 
really bite people, which says a 
lot when it comes to hamsters 
since they’re basically socially 
acceptable mice. Unfortunate-
ly, Boots was adventurous and 
would scale the bars of her cage 
until she managed to push open 
one of the doors. Usually we’d 
find her roaming the house. One 
time we didn’t find her and real-
ized that she must have escaped 
through an uncovered heat vent 
in my sister’s room. We never saw Boots again. What I still 
find most surprising is that my dog didn’t find her first.

 For some reason, we kept using cages made by the 
same company for the other hamsters, so they all met their 
fate in a similar fashion. There was Peaches, who was actu-
ally a very unpleasant hamster. She bit me a couple of times, 
but she was pretty, so I let it slide. She escaped from the cage 
and into the heat vent. Looking back on it, I have no idea 
why we didn’t cover the vent. Would have been cheaper 
than to keep buying hamsters.

 Then there was Minnie. She was basically a smaller 

version of Boots. I don’t remember her as being very friend-
ly, but what hamsters are? I lived in New Jersey at the time 
with my dad while my mom lived in Boston, and one week-
end I went to go stay with her. Minnie died in my dad’s care. 
She didn’t escape through the vent, though, which was com-
forting. I had a nice little funeral for her and made her a 
casket out of a tissue box which I buried in my backyard.

 Then we picked up and moved to Marblehead, 
Massachusetts the summer that I turned twelve. For some 
unknown reason, after having lived in our house for a cou-
ple of years, my sister decided to get another hamster. She 
named her Spiffy. Spiffy was a delight.

 Like all of the hamsters that we owned, Spiffy 
learned to get out of her cage quickly. She lived on the first 
floor in the den (because hamsters are nocturnal and very 
noisy) and often we’d find her wandering by the stairs. We 
would always find her. There were no open vents for her to 
wander into in our new house, thank goodness. We’d just 
scoop her up and plop her right back into the cage where 
she belonged.

 One night, right after we 
got back from a vacation, Spiffy 
escaped. My sister was asleep so 
it fell on me to tell our parents 
that the hamster had gotten out 
for the millionth time. When 
I got to their room I started to 
tell them that she escaped, then 
I took a look at my dog. In her 
mouth was Spiffy. I screamed, 
pointed, and ran away. My mom 
screamed, jumped off the bed 
as quickly as possible, and ran 
away, which left my dad to deal 
with it. He picked up the hair-

less dead hamster, scolded the dog, and flushed the body 
down the toilet. At least, he said he flushed the body but to 
this day I’m really not sure what he did with it. My dog then 
threw up a Spiffy-sized hairball, which caused more shriek-
ing. Somehow my sister didn’t wake up during all of this 
chaos, so we had to tell her in the morning that her hamster 
was gone. She was upset, and made a lovely tombstone out 
of a block of wood for Spiffy that said “RIP RESPECT”. The 
words were written in marker so they washed off pretty 
quickly, but Spiffy has not been forgotten. From that day 
forward we began calling my dog “Killer Dev”. 

 We haven’t owned a hamster since.



Two days after setting foot in Hong Kong, I was making my 
way into town on the infamous MTR-train when an old lady 
sitting next to me relieved herself by belching so loudly it 
made the carriage shake. Instinctively, I turned towards her 
in complete disbelief, my mouth wide open, when I realized 
I was the only one who had given the deed the least bit of 
thought. The lady in question, too, was minding her own 
business like it was any other Friday evening. ‘Right, Cille’, 
I reminded myself, ‘you are the guest here. You are to adapt. 
You are to adapt’.
 
In hindsight, that may have been one of the hardest chal-
lenges in acclimatizing I have faced since moving to Hong 
Kong. Ironically, the biggest reason why I even recalled that 
memory to begin with is because that evening was possibly 
one of the last times I managed to conquer a seat on the 
subway.
 
Not that life in Hong Kong hasn’t been a change from life 
in Amsterdam - quite the opposite, in fact - but everything 
has just been so accessible. Don’t get me wrong, the people 
of Hong Kong will not wait you up at the airport with ban-
ners, they will not hold your hand to guide you through the 
Mong Kok night markets even thought it’s clear from your 
face that you’ve never seen so many people in once place 
before, and they will not  invite you into their home for a 
warm, traditional meal once they find out you came from 
far away. Foreigners aren’t actually foreign in Hong Kong, 
so there was no excuse for me to slow down the crowds that 
seem to march the streets twenty-four hours a day. I stum-
bled a couple of times, then learned to walk in their pace 
(which, I must admit, is not always as rapid as I am making 
it sound: I was pleased to find that for once I wasn’t the one 
with the shortest legs). Soon, I found that Hong Kong has a 
place for everything.

 The hustle and bustle of the city gets overwhelming at 
times, but when it does, I always have a comfortable place 
to come home to. The campus of the Chinese University 
of Hong Kong is beautifully located on a hilltop in Hong 
Kong’s New Territories, where bamboos and palm trees out-

number the student population. As a bonus, we get free and 
instant cardio when walking to lectures uphill. Shuttle buses 
run over campus all day, saving some 30,000 students from 
sweating like pigs, but the looks you get when getting out 
after one stop are similar to those you get when you take the 
lift to the 1st floor in the AUC dorms - I speak from experi-
ence on both sides.

By Cille Kaiser

Néih Hóu, it’s Me

 Once you are done exploring campus, which, I have to say, 
already offers some amazing views, the metro station down 
the hill will get you to most places. That is what I have been 
trying to get to - Hong Kong is so much more than a concrete 
jungle. The beaches are stunning, there is green all around, 
and hiking opportunities are endless. The ferries from Cen-
tral will take you to the most picturesque islands, Tsingtao 
beers sell for a little over a euro, and from what I have been 
told as a vegetarian the street food is exquisite. What more? 
The city offers a different expression for every corner you 
turn, ranging from glamorous skyscrapers to authentic Bud-
dhist temples and decayed flats to enormous parks. If Hong 
Kong does, somehow, start to tire you, China and south-east 
Asia are at a stone’s throw away. And school? My university 
is great, my classes are interesting, but nothing compares to 
the opportunity to explore this place for over four months 
- and truthfully, I have a feeling that even that may not be 
enough.



Berna Tuvay

Martina Kaplanova

Home
By Tekla Tevdorashvili

I think home is a place where you can feel safe and where you have an environment you’ve always 
been used to. You can feel comfortable in an environment, but if it’s missing something, like your 
concept of what is tidy, it’s not the same. So, I think it really depends on how you grew up; you  
keep the image of your home and take it with you wherever you go.
I come from a small industrial city in Czech Republic. The city has never really been my home. 
I never felt comfortable there and I always wanted to leave, but now that I’m actually gone I 
feel like it has influenced me so much.
I think I’m feeling more and more home at AUC every day, especially in the academic building. 
In terms of dorm life, it’s slightly more difficult. I feel really comfortable in my bedroom, but 
not really in my apartment. So, that’s a tough thing for me. It’s the only thing that I’m missing 
here: a proper sense of home as the place where I live, sleep, cook and exist when I’m not at school.
In the future, I would like to get my Master’s degree outside of the Czech Republic, most likely in 
Europe, I don’t want to go farther than that. But I don’t really know. Sometimes I feel like I want to 
go back to the Czech Republic, but sometimes I have flows of anxiety that I won’t be accepted and won’t feel 
at home there.

Home is the place where my family and friends are, although you might have friends all over the 
world. 

I have only lived in Netherlands. I’m from a city in the south of Amsterdam, so basically in the 
Amsterdam metropole area.
AUC is a community, with students, dorms, Academic building, also rest of the science park 
and Molukenstraat. It’s all so highly bound together. Wherever you go you always see AUC 
students in the neighbourhood. Bubble indeed.
After AUC, I wanna go to the Med school, hopefully abroad. I am aiming for United States or 

United Kingdom. Moving to one of those countries would definitely affect me because I don’t 
have family in those countries or anywhere near. So, it would be a big chance, also because they 

are really different from those in Europe. It would be especially hard to adjust to living in the US, 
and I would need some time to do this, but hopefully I’ll be able to.

I was trying to come up with the definition and majorly failed. I would say, home is a feeling. Some 
people don’t have that feeling and it’s not wrong. It’s very cliché that home can be people or place 
or whatever, but home is mostly wherever you feel safe. It could be a café, it could be a bench in 
the park, it could be anything, but mostly it’s a feeling.
I come from the depth of the universe called Poland. I’ve lived in different cities in Poland, 
but mostly in Warsaw. 
I’m used to moving. As a child I used to live one week at my mother’s and second at my fa-
ther’s. 8 years of this regime made me lose the attachment to places and it was hard to find 
home, but I found the feeling and it stays wherever I go. I found incredible people here and 
the feeling is back. It kind of never left. 
AUC is a school, university, portal to better places, a place of education.
After AUC, I don’t know, I don’t have plans for tomorrow. I was thinking about staying in Amster-
dam, I really do like the city. I’m gonna do the Master’s, and for now I’m still deciding on my subject. 
We will see. I don’t know it yet, but I hope it’s going to be nice.

Zuzanna Orlowska



Spoon University at AUC
By Diana Ghidanac, Tara Levy, and Anya Barel

 Since March of this year, Amsterdam University 
College has officially joined the 50+ campuses that are part 
of Spoon University – an online food publication based in 
the US that aims to be the food resource of our generation. 
This includes everything from simple dorm recipes and 
cooking hacks, to exquisite culinary dishes, restaurant 
reviews, the best street eats, as well as lifestyle 
topics that are most relevant to us (think 
10 easy workouts you can do under 
30 minutes, or an official ranking 
of the best protein sources for 
vegans and vegetarians). The 
whole network is composed 
of college students, voicing 
their own opinions for other 
college students. 

 Community Man-
ager Anya Barel, Social 
Media Manager Tara Levy, 
and Editorial Director Di-
ana Ghidanac, lead a team of 
motivated writers and food 
enthusiasts that aim to contrib-
ute to the AUC Spoon Chapter. 
Here’s a quick breakdown of what 
it is that we each do. As community 
manager, the goal is to try to create awe-
some events where people on campus can 
bond with other foodies. Each month, Spoon 
University decides on a theme for each chapter to create an 
event around. However, since we are still in the beginning 
stages of our board, our main focus has been on spreading 
the word out about Spoon University. You may have caught 

us at our first official campus event “AUC’s x Spoon U Choc-
olate Tasting”, where we tested AUC students’ abilities to 
differentiate chocolate flavors while blindfolded. We were 
really happy with the turnout, and realistically, it’s always 
easy to get others excited about events when it involves free 

food, which we are planning to continue within the 
next year! An easy way to keep up with us is 

through our social media outlets: follow us 
on Instagram and twitter @spoon_am-

sterdam. We feature food and drinks 
from around Amsterdam and from 

our fellow students – all the 
more reason to take a picture 

of your delicious brunches 
or post-finals pizza dinners, 
which you can send on over 
to us to be featured! Finally, 
our superb writing team 
works hard to brainstorm 
the best content possible 
because who else knows 
about the AUC food culture 

better than AUC Foodies 
themselves? We hope to bring 

you articles you’re interested in 
and can put to good use, like our 

price comparisons of supermarkets or 
cheap and easy breakfasts you can make 

in less than 15 minutes (applicable for veg-
ans!). If you’re dying to have something featured, 

would like to contribute yourself as a writer, food photog-
rapher, or event planner then get in touch with us! In the 
meantime browse our wonderful page http://auc.spoonuni-
versity.com and remember, #neverforks #alwaysspoon. 



In the Eyes of the Sous-Chef
By Ruta Butkute

 You see a young woman dressed in an oversized 
knitted sweater, grey harem pants, and woolen socks, which 
protrude out of her trainers. Whilst riding a bright yellow 
bike, she is listening to an audio book on the phone; she 
is on her way to the Golden Temple, where she works as a 
sous-chef. This is Jenna Palmerio, a 19-year-old second year 
Amsterdam University College (AUC) student.

 You’d be hard pressed to guess that Jenna is legally 
blind. Sharp knives, hot stoves, and a tight space could be 
a recipe for disaster for someone with highly impaired vi-
sion, yet Jenna doesn’t pose a threat to herself or to others. 
She swiftly moves through the restaurant kitchen, up and 
down the stairs to the storage room, gathers avocados, on-
ions, tomatoes, and starts preparing the guacamole. 

 Jenna’s visual impairment is not a problem with 
her lenses; rather the cones, which are the photoreceptors 
concentrated in the center of the retina, do not work, which 
results into a blind spot in the middle of her field of vision. 
Her peripheral vision, however, is fine. Jenna was not born 
with this disability, her eyesight suddenly worsened in 
fourth grade, but seems to be stable now.

 Jenna’s disability is not obvious or visible at first 
encounter, as are 80% of all visual disabilities, she says. This 
factor plays a crucial role in why people sometimes unin-
tentionally undermine her condition or forget that she has 
it.

 Jenna grew up in a small village, Condé Sur Ves-
gre, in France, where the social care system put great effort 
in helping her accommodate to the disability by becoming 
more autonomous and adapting to a schooling system that 
doesn’t cater to disabilities. They encouraged her to use a 
computer in class and taught her to use it to facilitate her 
disability. “I remember other kids looking at me and saying, 
‘Why does she get to have a computer,’ and be really jealous 
and not understanding. I resisted having a computer for a 
while,” Jenna recalled.

 In pursuit of independence, Jenna learned how to 
cross the street by analyzing traffic patterns, how to put on 
make-up, and cut vegetables safely. Jenna also learned how 
to help people help her by telling them what needs to be 
done. “I used to have this guilt attached to asking for help 
when I was younger, but now I feel much less apologetic 
about it because I have the right to get the schooling that 

I need.” Mona Farnisa, a friend of Jenna’s said, “Jenna de-
scribes her disability really well. She tells people about it 
upfront, usually upon the first meeting.”

 Jenna was aware what the studies at AUC would en-
tail, but chose to attend a liberal arts education rather than 
a schooling attending to her disability. “At AUC there is no 
system of adaptation; they expect each student to find their 
own way,” Jenna said. However, having known this prior to 
starting her studies at AUC Jenna was able to prepare and 
plan how to accommodate this disability. 

 At AUC, Jenna focuses on the Philosophy track. 
Jenna’s mother helps out with the burdensome class read-
ing by recording all of the assigned texts on audio files. Ad-
ditionally, Jenna has a reduced course load at AUC, which 
means it will take her an additional semester to complete 
AUC.

 “When readings are on a Kindle, I really don’t have 
a problem,” Jenna said. The Kindle is the most comfortable 
and optimal way of reading for Jenna, but few texts are 
available on it.  Jenna’s close friend Matilda Medard said, 
“The system is not helping her, sometimes teachers don’t 
make an effort,” commenting on how teachers forget to 
enlarge exams or provide a digital copy of a handout to 
Jenna. Nevertheless, Jenna does not regret choosing AUC 
over other schools because of stimulating and interesting 
people around her and the general atmosphere of AUC.

 While Jenna worries a bit about future career com-
promises due to companies discriminating her or not want-
ing to be liable for her safety, she is very grateful when peo-
ple believe in her. Arben Sinani, the head chef at the Golden 
Temple, is one of Jenna’s mentors. “Personally I’m impressed 
by Jenna’s enthusiasm and drive here,” Sinani said. While 
he is aware of her disability, he does not think it limits her 
in the kitchen. “There are some things that I won’t ask her 
to do, like carrying heavy pots of soup up or down the stairs, 
but only because of the weight of the object,” Sinani said.

 “I love my job! I get paid to do what I love,” Jenna 
said. Her enthusiasm and positive attitude radiate to every-
one. “She so fearless,” Farnisa said. Indeed, as Jenna runs up 
and down the Dutch steep steps at the Golden Temple with a 
crate of vegetables and proceeds in the kitchen with freshly 
sharpened knives, one cannot observe that she hesitates to 
do anything.



A Friday Night
By mb
Illustration by Yin Hsieh

 A Friday night. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t see where I was. I always thought I was 
the strong type. That getting lost would never happen to me. But here I was in pure darkness. My friends 
would later explain that they lost me when we were dancing in the club. Having drank several glasses, I 
started jumping and running around. Tired, they didn’t try to stop me. 

I always did this. I always liked to think I was getting completely lost. In a constant, desperate need for 
something more. To feel. It sounds like a teenage fantasy. Getting lost, leaving everything. It was my ulti-
mate dream when I was younger. I even wrote a book about it. I imagined this 30-something woman that 
left her family to finally feel free. She found herself in despair and boredom. I still don’t know if I “killed” 
her at the end, but I’m sure it wasn’t pretty. The story was made to not make any sense. The chapters were 
short and disjointed, no links from one chapter to another. I remember this scene in a supermarket. She 
would walk around and suddenly stop in front of a product. She’d shout to everyone that it was clearly too 
expensive and then observe them. Without a smile, blank expression. Her face became pallid as she had 
this vivid memory of her daughter. She would simply see her running around in a beach, throwing stones 
in the water, laughing. She realized her little girl would be like her. She would never be happy, always 
thriving for some kind of eternal state of beatitude. But it would never happen. Unrealistic expectations, 
locked by their own fantasies. I guess I was like that woman, though I, could have been her daughter. No 
matter how good life was, I needed to fuck it up. I needed to erase everything that made me smile. None-
theless I was a fairly happy person. Well at least I pretended to be.  

A guy came to me when I went out of the club. The light of a neon was making his hair shine like little 
glow-worms. He was speaking to a group in the street, making big gestures. But as soon as I ran out of 
the club, he stopped talking. Silent, he turned towards me and looked at me. I pretended not to see him. 
I tend to do this: act like…just act. He then walked to me and stopped. He was about to open his mouth 
when I turned to him and said:

-“You know when everything is blank? You know when you feel numb? Yes I’m going through a teenager-
like, psycho-babbling, vaguely metaphorical introspection. 

It’s like everything is gone

Nothing but everything matters



It’s not about those boys, the one that you loved, the one that broke your heart four times in a row, or the 
one that left you for your best friend

It’s not about not feeling good enough, or lonely

It’s not about school, stress, anxiety

Depression is in my DNA man, can’t you understand?

It’s like feeling like an empty shell, meaningless words pouring outside of your big fat mouth

Like you couldn’t move

Breathless, Overwhelmed

Like if you couldn’t find sleep, not at one, not at four, not at six

And I’m talking about real sleep

Waking up before even falling asleep

It’s like your whole skin was scratching, your bones were aching

As if they were some poison in your blood, as if you needed to intoxicate yourself

To have a reason to be unhappy

A destructive need that comes from within, that takes you away and can be symptomatic of your genera-
tion.

Because all of this is not real, nothing is.

I love the guy that said that truth didn’t matter? You know him?

Yeah, and despite the lack of sleep, appetite, and motivation, you find this strength, which is in fact 
cowardice, to wake up, move, and say hello to everyone...How you’re doing? I’m fine, how about you?

No questions asked

And then you smile, and the only reason why you smile is because you know that one day you’ll be happy…

Later? You’ll be more stupid, or less than now and finally you’ll truly wake up in the morning.

And don’t tell me I’m saying nonsense, don’t tell me you don’t understand and don’t fucking ignore this.

Funnily enough, I feel like at the beginning of a movie, when the hero is like super sad and stuff.”

The guy just looked at me, blinked twice and turned around, putting an unlit cigarette in his mouth. He 
was just trying to get fire I guess. I maybe shouldn’t try to be honest, always gets them uncomfortable. I 
took the first bus home and went directly to my room. I think that I should have found a better ending, 
something good like “I’m about to die” or “I was assaulted”…but niet. Eyes wide open in the darkness, I 
kept on hearing my phone ring. I didn’t, couldn’t move. I knew that what I said wasn’t completely false, 
and I knew that I was still drunk. I closed my eyes.

No questions asked.



Eternal Longing of a Much-Too-Used Mind
By Tanushree Kaushal

Uninspired. 

Akin to the Title. Originality dissipated. Another disappointment within the general scheme of boredom.

At the cafeteria amidst the buzzing drone of meetings. Important decisions being made. “What kind of video should we make 
for the next AUC multicultural celebratory party?” My eyes drift towards the sunlight pouring in through the windows from 
outside. Staring at the sky, dreamy eyed. Dreams of being elsewhere where the sky shall be the same but I won’t. 

Performing a new role. A new me. New me’s?

One day a naïve, coy traveler. Another day an ‘on-top-of-it’ experienced globetrotter. Creating.

New narratives. Redefining. No more clear lines between the me and the you. Who?

Walking to the dorms and watching the children play in the kindergarten– jumping, crying, fighting, laughing. Filled with a 
strange sense of longing. Of envy even.

If only I could get into their head. To be a child for just one moment. No, a bit longer. Maybe a day? Escape my mind and all that 
it deems important – a deadline, a rumour, images, reflections, eternal love, and the Truth. The higher goals. Thinking being 
higher than eating?

Listening to body as lower deemed low. Christian ethic – when shall thou leave humanity?

The bubble is supposed to house Love. In the monthly hookups. In Tinder. All this whilst the eternal Romantic cries. For it seeks 
the accidental, the coincidental, the unplanned. Not sought, just brought. Brought to life. Living love – for how can there ever 
be any other kind?

Where screaming “I love you” is a not an petrifying moment of how she “used the L-word” already! Where love is not the anomaly.
Where love is the rule not the exception.

And yet again, I find myself streaming through pictures from Woodstock, from the raging 70’s when flowers had power. When 
the colours of the dress contrasted the grey skies.

But how can that transform the greyness within? Clothes and drugs as gateway to internal transformation. Free falling masked 
as Free Love.

Nietzsche references.

Community references. Light to my darkness

Third year group projects.

Dutch tax work. Darkness to my light.

Day-long meaning seeking. Another AUC-transforming project. Another grade A paper. The aim still remains: make the everyday 
a Romance.

Tea drinking

Newspaper reading

Cooking

Sleeping

Are these not roads to divine? The Revolution to find the world ugly and despicable makes the world ugly and despicable. Make 
it something anew. Reimagine. A permanent orgasm. Where value does not come from outside goals. From achieving. But just 
is  in me, in you, in the world. 





WE ASKED YOU: “What are your coping rituals to get through the finals?”

Petra Karlsen Stangvik, 1st year:
“I bake banana bread or waffles. I eat them as well, of 
course. This is an A+ banana bread.”

Joris Alberdingk Thijm, 3rd year:
“Black coffee, scheduling, and structure. In extreme situ-
ations, I call my mum.”

Josh van der Kroft, 2nd year
”Yerba mate tea from Spar. And also: deny until you die.”

Heleen Vos, 1st year:
“Brie! I ate brie five days straight.” 


