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Wrong.

A Dutch
exchange
perspective on

the US elections

- Quinta Dijk

Wrong: a word that represents
more than you might think. Most
people recognize it as the word
for something that is not correct.
Some people will acknowledge that
it summarises the slightly embar-
rassing first debate between Hillary
Clinton and Donald Trump. To me,
this word is also a very accurate and
genuine feeling of the topic of elec-
tions here in the States in general.

For those of you who missed the de-
bate, which [ would find highly un-
likely, this is the bigger picture. Do
you remember the awkward begin-
ner debates that you were forced
to do in secondary school? Most
of you do not really know how it

works yet, you try to bluff your way
through it, hoping that you are the
last one standing in the end. This was
worse, much worse. It was wrong.

But I am not here to give a workshop
on debating. [ am here to address the
other wrong: silence. I have been in
the States for almost two months. The
elections are in about a month, No-
vember eighth. I have said the words
“American Football” more than either
of the names of the candidates. Wrong.

You might say that there must be some
people that talk about the elections. And
[ would have to agree with you. How-
ever, the only people that I have talked
with about the elections are foreigners
- whether they are exchange students
or staff, all of them are non-immigrant
aliens. Ironic, since the only aliens I see
around here are US citizens, remain-
ing silent about their future, distancing
themselves from the biggest event of
the year, of every four years even. There
are no discussions in class or during
lunch breaks, teachers do not seem to
be all that interested, when and if stu-
dents are asked whether they watched
the debates, only some hands go up.
However, they do know about all the
gossip; Hillary’s emails, Trump’s girls.

[ see commercials where both Hillary
and Trump try to make each other look
like villains; I see debates on live televi-
sion that make me cringe; but I do not
hear one opinion. When I talk to Amer-
ican students that have been to Europe,
they are all very clear about the amount
of political knowledge that Europeans
have about their system. “I have talked

more about American politics in
Amsterdam than [ have done here
in the States” is a recurring stat
ement. Dutch students are not only up
to date about their own elections, most
of the university students are aware of
the campaign plans in the US elections.
By now, I can almost understand the

urge Trump must have felt during the de-
bate: wrong, that is exactly what it is. A
country, or more likely a world, on the
verge of disaster and there is not a soul
that seems to be even remotely inter-
ested. They are about to decide not only
on their own history, but also on yours,
and mine. It is wrong, on so many levels.



Lovie Louie:
A Hotspot of
the Eqst

- Diana

Ghidanac

Said to become the new “Pijp”, Amsterdam
East has definitely experienced some big
changes and continues to develop as hot-
spots pop up at every corner - whether
that’s a new bar, a new yoga studio, or a
new concept store. A friend and AUC grad-
uate informs me that they didn’t even have
Oostport before the entrance of the Class
of 2017. Sometimes hearing the word gen-
trification makes me feel that there must
be a negative connotation to it, but when
looking at our local neighbourhood I feel
lucky that I'm able to bike for ten minutes
and find myself in a nice café to study, or a
vibrant bar for a nice cocktail. That being
said, if now made you consider where you
could go to grab yourself a nice drink, Louie
Louie is an option that won’t disappoint.

Recently put on the scene, Louie Louie
is rumoured to have one of the big-
gest terraces in the area. I've been
there on a couple of occasions so far
one for an evening drink with a friend,
and the second for dinner after an ex-
cruciating obstacle run. Not only was I
quite impressed with the selection of
cocktails and drinks, but also the food

choices definitely racked up some points.
PSA: All bars should serve sweet potato
fries, just saying. Enjoy them plain, or
if the craving hits hard, order the chi-
li cheese fries, which includes sweet
potato with various toppings. Other-
wise, you can opt for fish and meat ta-
cos, ceviches, salads, and grill skewers.

If you're feeling adventurous, they've
got special varieties of hot sauces placed
on each table, because everything
tastes better with a little spice. With the
up-and-happening vibe and a wide ter-
race overlooking Tropen Museum, Louie
Louie catches a lot of attention, and a lot
of people. You may get lucky to find a
nice space on the terrace, but if the beau-
tiful interior doesn’t satisfy you, luckily
there are many other options just down
the street. Gentrification is not against,
but in our favour, so enjoy the variety in
taste that Amsterdam East has to offer.

AUC Web
Radio

A Treat for the Ear
and Food for the

BI’CIiﬂ -Gerold
Sewcharan

AUC Web Radio started out as an initiative
to fulfill the demand of an auditory medium
through which the voices and tunes of AUC
could freely be broadcasted. We aim to provide
an open floor for conversation amongst AUC
students. A means of keeping everyone up to
date in terms of student committees and AUC
events, and of course, a platform for music dis-
covery.

The first show aired in December of last year,
and revolved around the topic of the refugee
crisis. Guests came in with various stories
and perspectives, and in doing so opened up
a whole new side to the situation. An unoffi-
cial musical show aired two weeks later, but
we officially gained committee status once we
had our debut boiler room event last year and
we've had regular shows since.

For the upcoming year we have a lot of new
stuff planned. Starting November, we are look-
ing forward to doing a (bi-)monthly radio
show, consisting of music from all across the
spectrum, discussions on current topics, and
keeping our audience up to date in terms of
stuff to check out in and outside of the AUC
bubble.

Anything can happen really. As of yet,
nothing is set in stone and we’re looking
forward to developing programme struc-
ture that works for the AUC student life.

Outside of the radio shows that we are re-
leasing on our Mixlr account, we're also
planning on doing at least a couple more of
boiler room events and a few live D] events
as well.

This year, our board consists of seven peo-
ple, each bringing their own qualities, inter-
ests, perspectives and skillsets to the Web
Radio table, so to speak.

We have,

Aaron Altaras as our Chair and outspoken
ego,

Lois Hutubessy in charge of communica-
tions and keeping all of us in the loop,

Eden Benat as our Secretary and general
“Guys, we need to get sh*t done.” ambassa-
dor,

Dora Brooks in charge of design and our
appearance in/outside of the AUC bubble,
Malou Miedema as our Treasurer and mak-
er of copious sarcastic statements,

Tadé Hogenelst as our leader and spiritu-
al guide in all things remotely technical or
software related, and

last but not least, Gerold Sewcharan as
general board member and sporadic mar-
keting/PR dude.

Good night and good luck. - Web Radio out.




Encounter
with
FRAT BOYS

-Joris
Alberdingk Thijm

[ have a confession to make. It's about my broth-
er—he’s a frat boy. Yes. Last summer he decid-
ed to join the ranks of this breed of people that
[ particularly despise. Despite his having fallen
under the sway of a heathen religion, we still get
along quite well. As such, it had been my ‘ambi-
tion’ for a while to visit him in his new frat house
in Leiden, a municipality with the historical rep-
utation of being the dumbest of the Netherlands,
including its significant student population. I
had been dreading the inevitable confrontation
with his frat friends, as I expected they would try
to exert their social hegemony over me, which
[ was not planning to accept. That’s why I kept
putting the visit off for months. This month, I fi-
nally gathered the courage to go and visit him.
It was going to be a test for him—where would
his main allegiance lie? With his new found frat
friends or with yours sincerely, his brother?

[ couldn’t find the doorbell on the door of
the majestic canal house, so I decided to call my
brother. Seconds later I heard his voice coming
from above; I looked up to see his head sticking
out of a third floor window, shouting a greet-
ing. He came down to open the fire exit for me,
which they apparently use as a front door. He

led me up the stairs to his bedroom, which was
about one and a half times the size of my own,
including my kitchen and bathroom. On the
way there I saw a few people in the room op-
posite, whom I greeted from a distance. Was
it appropriate for me to approach them and
shake their hands, or would that seem too ea-
ger? I decided to keep my cool, without seem-
ing anti-social. With hardly any interaction
with the other frat boys, I already felt the pres-
sure of their social control down to my bones.

The idea was that my brother and I would
cook something together. I sat down behind his
laptop to show him a recipe I wanted to make,
when two of the alpha males of the household
entered the room and presented me with their
hands. I didn’t know whether it was appropri-
ate for me to stand up: was [ expected to show
respect by standing up or would it, again, seem
too eager? I decided to go for something in be-
tween remaining seated and getting up, which
must have looked really awkward. Theirs was not
a warm greeting, but rather a kind of inspection
of the intruder, combined with a marking of their
territory. What kind of person had entered their
space? Which tribe did he represent? What creed
did he follow? If they had been dogs they would
have smelled my asshole at this point. What
made it worse is that my brother introduced me
as the ‘big’ Alberdingk Thijm. I was indeed old-
er than my brother, but stood about half a head
shorter than he. In order to avoid the inevitable
frown or remark I decided to take control of the
situation and said: “You wouldn’t say that, would
you?” They didn’t respond and left the room.

The dish I proposed to make consisted of
chickpeas with spinach, tomato and a whole range
of exotic spices such as ginger, turmeric, and cum-
in. The decision to cook this particular item seems
like a trivial matter, but it wasn’t: it was outright
heresy. Cooking an elaborate, vegan dish in a frat
house was a political statement, which would not
go unnoticed. As expected, we had to buy every
singleingredientexceptforthe oil; there was hard-
ly anything in the kitchen. Before going to the su-
permarket, my brother gave me a tour of his new
‘city’, which, despite its large frat boy population,
looked really ‘gezellig’ with its small canals and
old buildings. The kitchen was an absolute mess,
but we managed to secure a few tiny bits of free.

surface area; just enough to be able to
cook. Once the onions and spices were
frying, their aromas diffusing through the
house, one of the guys that had greeted
me in the beginning entered the kitch-
en. “Smells good,” he said, “What is it?” I
summed up the main ingredients, while
he just kept staring at me with an expres-
sionless face. After I finished, all he said
was, “no meat?” This was the moment of
truth. How would this ideological con-
flict be resolved? How would my brother
deal with it? [ shook my head. “Nope, it’s
healthy eating day today,” my brother said.
[ sighed an internal sigh of relief. He was
on my side. The house mate shrugged and
mumbled an “okay” with a tone consist-
ing of incredulity mixed with contempt.

A few minutes later, I was sudden-
ly caught off guard by a booming voice.
“What on earth is going on here?” My
brother cooking, or even anyone cook-
ing on a day that was not Monday, the
day of the communal house dinner, was
apparently a phenomenon rare enough
to warrant this reaction of bafflement.
My brother explained the situation, and
the owner of the voice introduced him-
self to me as Magnus. When gripping his
hand, one of my fingers ended up awk-
wardly outside his grip. “Oops,” I said. He
looked at my hand, as if deciding whether
a retry was appropriate, and mumbled:
“oh, never mind.” Like his housemate, he
asked what we were cooking, and also re-
sponded to the answer with a shrug. “You
can also just order a Kapsalon,” he said.

During the final stage of the cook-
ing, when a big pile of spinach was lying
on top of the pan, waiting to be wilted,
Magnus came in again, loudly exclaim-
ing his aversion of vegetarian food. See-
ing that this had no effect, he left again.
When we were finally eating, my brother
told me he really liked the food, but that
“something was missing.” It was clear to
me what that something was, but it didn’t
matter. We had done a heretical deed, an
act of resistance, and he had participated
in it. He had passed the test of allegiance.




Exchange:
Your destination
Isyourfirstchoice

-Laura Galante

It is a cold Sunday afternoon in early October as
[ write this. The days are getting shorter, darker,
and eventually the sun will start setting at three
in the afternoon here in Uppsala, Sweden. It's a
great incentive to drink more coffee and stuff my
face with kannelbullar (singular: en kannelbul),
delicious Swedish pastries that perfectly accom-
pany warm drinks at any time of the day. | don’t
think I have ever eaten so many pastries as in
these past few weeks. Now, I could go on saying
how great it is to be on exchange, the advantages
of living beyond our Bubble and the great cultur-
al immersions that go hand in hand with this ex-
perience. However, I'm pretty sure this has been
discussed over and over, and I don’t think [ would
be saying anything new. Instead, | would like to
focus on those aspects that many of us might be
dreading when thinking of undertaking this chal-
lenge; being away from home, not finding our
way in the new country and just going through
many unpredictable factors, which would lead us
to regret the chosen destination when faced with
so many doors around the world. As much as I
was excited at the prospect of going away, that
was my biggest concern. | knew [ wanted to go
on exchange, period. At least that was one thing
[ was sure about. The steps taken to choose a
country, which culminated in me picking Sweden
were carefully measured with what could be the
equivalent of a SWOT analysis (strengths, weak-
nesses, opportunities, and threats); I evaluated
everything from university facilities, to courses,
location, bureaucracy, etc. And yet... Every time
someone asks me why I chose Sweden, [ don’t re-
ally know what to say. It could have been because
of the courses, maybe, but now that I am here,
[ am not so sure anymore. It could be a mixture
of different things. My point is, yes, | was sure |
had made the right decision, but occasionally I

got pangs of anxiety before the transfer because
[ had no idea what to expect. I was mostly afraid
of regretting not going somewhere ‘exotic’; so
many people take this opportunity to go as far
away from their current country as possible,
or just experience a culture that is complete-
ly opposite to theirs. Sometimes I felt [ was not
exploiting this opportunity to ‘see the world’
to the fullest, but rather chose the Netherlands
minus 20 degrees -it is anything but, mind you;
the seasons here actually make sense as opposed
to having autumn 365 days a year. In short, be-
fore I left I went through a lot of ‘what if’s.

And that wasn’t the biggest incognito
of all. I had never moved countries on my own
without anyone coming with me. This was prob-
ably by far the biggest jump in the dark I could
ever have done. The night before moving day
[ couldn’t sleep. First and foremost, I was ner-
vous about finding my accommodation. Would
[ have a roof over my head that night? Of course
[ had signed up for it and my contract was all
good and ready, but knowing me and my abil-
ity to orient myself, I was even nervous about
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actually finding the place on the map. I did, of
course, and that night I did have a room to live
in. I was also nervous about the loneliness;
would I meet people withwhom I could getalong? 1
was mentally preparing myself to be self-standing
and more independent, without having to rely on
others to take the initiative for exploring places,
plan trips and just generally doing things on my own.
So, why am [ going on about all these fears?
Shouldn’t I be encouraging people to go on ex-
change? It is precisely because of this fear
of the unknown that indeed, yes 1 would

recommend this to anyone. I don’t claim to
be the first, nor the last person to have expe-
rienced this, but as someone who has nev-
er lived more than a train ride away from
home, to me this could be the equivalent of going on
a spontaneous backpacking trip on the other side of
the world. The completely new environment, atmo-
sphere, and change of routine ended up being truly
worth all the times spent mulling over what could
have been in anticipation of the trip. Also, all the
time spent on paperwork for the motivation letter,
Erasmus scholarship, housing contract, learn-
ing agreement etc. was but a small price to
pay for the immensely rewarding experience.

The fears that accompanied me throughout
the initial part of the journey ended up loosening
their grip on my expectations, and to this day, about
a month and a half in the exchange, I am still as-
tounded at how smoothly things worked out despite
the first few days of integration into the new coun-
try. In fact, I feel like  had an incredible bout of luck
when it came to settling into Swedish society. So, as
a concluding section to this reflection, here are five
things 1 was unusually lucky with, and which
extinguished all the initial doubts forming
in my mind, not just with this exchange, but
with facing an unknown journey in general

1. Sweden is a beautiful country. The more | ex-
plore Uppsala, Stockholm, and the natural beau-
ties of this place, the more I realize why it is my
first choice to begin with. I find myself identifying
with the atmosphere, the greenery, and the small
student city lifestyle that surrounds me every day.

2. The accommodation ended up being better than
I expected. 1 was faced with having to choose
from a series of student complexes around Up-
psala, varying in distance from the centre, price

and facilities, but strangely enough, when I hear
varying opinions from other students, my build-
ing seems to be the most comfortable to live in.

3. My floor mates and I became a family. This was
something else | had not expected at all, as most
other students who live in different complexes
barely even talk to their neighbours. Here, on the
other hand, our floor gets absolutely along, and
we have become a pretty close bunch. When on
one occasion I lost my room keys, the others gave
me clothes and bed sheets. When on another oc-
casion | fell in the Baltic Sea, | was -yet again- giv-
en dry clothes in order not to die of hypothermia.

4. The Swedish are super open to internationals. |
joined a choirin which 80% of the membersare Swed-
ish, and it’s just remarkable how welcoming they are
to newbies learning about the language, integrat-
ing and taking part in their traditions. In this short
time, | learned more Swedish songs than I have
learned in Dutch in seven years of living in the Neth-
erlands. It motivated me to learn Swedish for extra
credit, and not miss this opportunity while here.

5. My courses are really intriguing. I'll admit I do
not spend as much time studying as I do in Am-
sterdam, and that I should be doing an assignment
right now instead of writing this, but despite the
fact that there were few modules that comple-
mented my Communication Track, those ended
up being much more eye-opening than [ thought
initially. Certainly the workload is not as intense
(vet), but studying in a 40,000 student universi-
ty is quite the change from our small-sized pro-
gramme. [t even motivated me to think about com-
ing back for a Master once I am finished with AUC.

And most of all, I guess that those initial fears were
what prepared me to come to terms with the new re-
ality. In retrospect, I could have placed less weight on
them during my day-to-day activities, but on the oth-
er hand, they made me realize that those big question
marks eventually sort themselves out one way or an-
other. Is Sweden still my top choice? Yes, it is. Would
any other country have been my top choice? Yes, I be-
lieve no matter what I could have chosen instead, the
impact would have been just as lasting, as the thrill to
be in a new place altogether still hasn’t worn off. And
at the end of the day, I realized that the experience
would be just as worthwhile no matter where [ went.



My
academic,
social, and
cultural
experience
INn Tel Aviv

-Klaudia
Klonowska

Have you ever got caught by surprise by a trip
or an event you planned too-long-ago to remem-
ber? That's what I felt when landing in Tel Aviv
on one Saturday evening in September. I arrived
in a new country, Israel, with the AIMUN delega-
tion (#freepromo) for a Model United Nations
conference - to learn debating skills, meet new
people, and train in strategical thinking - but
left with a baggage of cultural experiences that
have changed my perspective on the region.

The conference itself was organized at
the Tel Aviv University, a beautiful campus host-
ing about 30,000 students with palm trees and
outdoor swimming pools. Besides a great sunny
weather, the city has a lot to offer in terms of cui-
sine.Thereareplenty ofinternational restaurants:
Greek, Iranian, Lebanese, Egyptian, Eritrean, and,
of course, Israeli. I ate falafel, couscous, salads,
and traditional hummus - each place claiming to
offer a better and more authentic hummus than
the one around the corner. The TLVMUN confer-
ence was of a relatively small size, only about 120
delegates, mostly because people from the neigh-
bouring Arab countries are not allowed to enter
[srael. I participated in the backroom of NATO

committee, which dealt with terrorist attacks in
Europe and in the Middle East. As a crisis com-
mittee, we established a hypothetical conflict
situation for the delegates to resolve through
debate, secret agreements, and official treaties.
The crisis storyline started with an explosion in
Berlin, Germany, but ended with all of us losing
consciousness of what’s “just crisis” and what's
reality. The events escalated faster than anyone
would have expected, to the point where all of
our Facebook accounts got blocked due to the
terrorist-related content we posted (keywords:
[SIS, recruitment, attack, nuclear weapon - you
name it). On the third day, we heard a break-
ing news report from CNN about an attack on
the Israeli embassy in Ankara - an event simi-
lar to the one planned in the outline of our cri-
sis simulation. We felt guilty, lost, and insecure.
This experience proved how closely related
the MUN conference and reality are; we had to
take the simulation more seriously and make a
real attempt at making the world a better place.

This MUN conference was particular, because of
its location. Israel is still a conflict region, which
makes the lives of its citizens very challenging.
Talking to my Israeli friends, I was shocked to
hear how well they deal with the situation. They
laughed about the missiles that sometimes cross
their skylines, smiled when reminded of the
compulsory military service, and joked about
the Holocaust. One day, swimming in the Med-
iterranean, I asked my friend, “How’s life in Is-
rael?” He said, “It's great! But what I consider
a good life, may not be the same in your eyes.”
Only later did I understand what he meant. As a
European, I often take safety for granted; I don't
understand what it means to have rockets target
my city, what an explosion sounds like, where
to run when an alarm goes off. Can you imagine
having only 15 seconds to find a shelter before
the rocket reaches its target!? Another friend
told me that while entering a bus she always sits
on the left in the very front or the very back of
the bus, because these two seats are the safest in
her eyes, in case a person with a bomb walks in.
Such considerations have never even crossed my
mind. Having so much stress, pressure, and inse-
curity in life, I start to comprehend where Israe-
li humour comes from. It’s their way of dealing
with daily challenges. As they said, “What else do

you want us to do? Cry everyday?” But it would be
too much to conclude that they have adjusted to
the situation. Each and every one of them, whom
[ talked to, expressed the desire to live peaceful-
ly. The same way their mothers wished for them,
they also want to promise their children: “When
you grow up, you won'’t need to go to the army.”

Coming back to the Netherlands, I re-
call in my memory all the stories I learned from
my Israeli friends. During the time [ visited Is-
rael nothing exploded over my head, but I still
heard the alarm that went off all around Tel
Aviv, fortunately only a drill. While [ am (rela-
tively) safe in Amsterdam, Israelis don't know

what the next day will bring them, but they
keep on laughing, enjoying life, and travelling.

It is dangerous to look at a country, its
culture, history, and political situation from only
one side - the young Israeli voices. One might
say that [ should have listened to the Palestini-
ans, but then again, even within what we call
“the Palestinian community”, there are many dis-
tinct, and often contradicting voices making up
for a complete picture. Hopefully one day, may-
be at another MUN conference in an Arab coun-
try, I will be able to listen to another voice. But
for now, I am thankful for the opportunity to at
least understand this voice of my peers in Israel.



Capital in the
21st Century:
Some
Thoughts

-Alex Stargazer

Many things can be said about Thomas Piketty’s
Capital in the 21st Century, but one thing can be
said for certain: its breadth and scope is almost
incomparably broad. Piketty has amassed an
impressive collection of data dating reliably
to 18th century France—and in some cases
even further beyond in history. The respect-
ed left-wing economist tackles every element
of inequality; the distribution of capital, the
rate of return on capital, growth, wage struc-
ture and access to education are all considered
in detail. Personally, I don’t know of any oth-
er work that compares in terms of sheer data.

But what key themes come out from all that data?
I believe there are three conclusions. The first concerns
capital, strangely enough. Piketty shows that capital
is, and has always been, distributed highly unevenly:
both today and in the 19th century, the bottom half of
society owns virtually nothing. Today the top 10% of
society owns about 60% of national wealth; this is less
than in the 19th century, but greater than in the 70s.

It’s not just that capital is distributed unevenly: the
returns are too. Piketty shows—through the use of
detailed data on university endowments—that the
larger the fortune, the greater the rate of return. An or-
dinary fortune in the hundreds of thousands of euros
can get maybe 5%; a fortune of several million euros
can gain 7%, and an even bigger fortune can get 10%.

The second conclusion that emerges in Piketty’s work
is the rise of the supermanager. In many countries,
but primarily in the Anglo-Saxon world, the compen-
sation of high level executives has increased dramat-
ically. By comparison, the wages of those lower down
have remained stagnant—or even decreased, when
certain inflationary factors are taken into account.

The third is education. In the US, and to less-
er degree France, it is statistically the case that
the alumni of prestigious universities (Har-
vard, Sciences Po) are very disproportionately
from higher income families. Since the alumni of
prestigious universities also disproportionately con-
stitute better paying jobs, a cycle of inequality is born.

Personally, I do not
think these three
conclusions are
particularly contro-
versial. And Piketty
proposes many Vi-
able solutions to
combat inequality:
a progressive tax
on capital; higher
rates of marginal
taxation for execu-
tives; and interna-
tional co-operation
to tackle tax eva-
sion and so-called
‘fiscal competition’.

Tax evasion by the rich is a
significant effector of inequal-
ity. Martin Rowson’s cartoon,
published in the Guardian,

Butthatsaid, Pikettyhasoverlookedwhatlbelievetobe
akeyingredientintheegalitariansoup:labourunions.
Consider the example of the Danish McDonalds
worker. Thanks to the union contract, he earns
about €30,000 per annum. And if he were Amer-
ican? His wage would be closer to €15,000. The
importance of this difference is not to be un-
derestimated: it can make all the difference.

Indeed, what we see throughout history, and even
today, is that low pay isn’t just low pay. It has ef-
fects beyond the simple misery of the workers (if
you want to get all Marx about it). Inequality at
school—and later on, university—is a function of
inequality at home. In centuries past the children
of the working class lacked literacy or proper nutri-
tion; today those children lack tutors, parents who
can read to them, and survive on a diet of junk food.

Where | feel Piketty errs is in his top-down ap-
proach to unequal higher education: he looks for
solutions to inequality in university recruitment
or education policy. But in doing so, he fails to con-
sider the deeper social realities that underly it.

Indeed, 1 would argue that this is a problem for
other aspects of Piketty’s proposed solutions.
While sensible, they're too focused on the top of
the social hierarchy: Piketty places so much em-
phasis on the evils of large fortunes and executive
pay packets, that he forgets inequality is a prob-
lem of the very bottom as well as the very top.

In any case, let’s not be too harsh. Piketty’s Capital
is still a fine piece of work—and one worthy of be-
ing called the intellectual successor of Marx’s infa-
mous polemic. What Piketty reveals is that capital is
indeed, in the words of Marx, the ‘dead labour that,
vampire-like, only lives by sucking living labour’

But where Marx employed rhetoric to argue his
point, Piketty uses cold, indisputable data. And
where Marx proposed revolutionary communism—
where he dreamed of superabundance and the state-
less society—Piketty proposes feasible solutions.

So let me put it this way: if there’s only one eco-
nomics book you want to read this year, make
it Capital in the 21st Century. Yeah, sorry Marx.

Cake4Calais

— Ellen Ackroyd and Nini
Pieters

The term “Jungle” refers to the refugee camp
in the French Calais. It may in itself be almost
intimidating. You may be picturing an envi-
ronment of chaos, misery, and suffering. To be
honest, you're not so far from the reality of it.
With almost 10,000 refugees, originating from
various countries and backgrounds, crammed
into small makeshift tents, the situation is one
of insecurity and instability. Indeed, the me-
dia is good at generalizing a group of people,
and portraying the negative aspects of the
situation. What is not shown, however, is the
energy that flows through the camp, the drive
that the refugees have and use to turn their
dreams of achieving a better life into a reality.

Thus, when French authorities announced the
dismantling of the camp in September 2016,
our thoughts immediately turned to the inhab-
itants of the “Jungle” that would soon be de-
prived of even the most basic form of shelter and
provisions. In addition to this, mass flooding
has weakened the ground and destroyed tents.

After talking to volunteers working in Calais,
we realized even more the seriousness of the
situation, and the necessity to act. Asa group of
students from the Amsterdam University Col-
lege, we held a brainstorming sessions during
which the idea came up to organise a bake
sale in collaboration with Taste Before You
Waste (TBYW). TBYW is an Amsterdam-based
initiative which aims to prevent food waste in
various creative ways. Using TBYW products
which are donated by stores around Amster-
dam East allowed us to have minimal costs,
while maximizing the donations that would
support the people living in the “Jungle”.



The name Cake4Calais refers to a volunteer
charity called Care4Calais. The concept we
envisioned was simple: to bake and sell
vegan pastries at the Amsterdam Universi-
ty College so as to raise as much money as
possible, which could then be donated to an
organisation called [Auberge des Migrants.
This is a French humanitarian aid organisa-
tion which supports the refugees in Calais.
We chose to make the bake sale vegan be-
cause the ingredients are cheap, safe to use,
and can also be enjoyed by people with a
vegan lifestyle.

On Sunday the 25th of September, the group
of five volunteers met at 11 in the morning
to start baking - and the baking proceed-
ed until ten that same evening. We largely
followed the concept of Taste Before You
Waste, which is to collect food that would
otherwise go to waste, and then work with
whatever was donated by the various stores
around Amsterdam East. Almost 11 hours
of chopping bread, bananas, mixing dough,
and trying out new combinations produced
around ten banana breads, three peach
pies, vegan brownies, savoury bruschet-
ta-balls and a range of gluten-free options.
The baking day was long, packed, and re-
quired creativity due to the limited variety
of ingredients available. However, not only
were the final results definitely worth the
effort, but it was also an extremely relaxing
and fun experience. Ultimately, it had been
no less than a fun day spent with friends
while exchanging stories, singing, dancing,
and baking cakes for a good cause.

The Cake4Calais bake sale was set up the
next morning at the Amsterdam Universi-
ty College, and the response from the AUC
community was amazing. Students, manage-
ment, and faculty enthusiastically contrib-
uted and bought pastries such that we were
sold out within three hours. With the help
of motivated volunteers and generous buy-
ers, Cake4Calais raised over 500 euros which
were directly sent to IAuberge des Migrants
to support the refugees in the Calais “Jungle”.

Especially in light of the plans by the French
government to demolish the refugee camp,
transportable goods and suitable clothing are
needed more than ever in Calais. With practi-
cally no financial resources, but instead a mo-
tivated team and support from Taste Before
You Waste, Cake4Calais was able to provide at
least some urgently needed goods and equip-
ment for the refugees living in the “Jungle”. Al-
though this fundraising event was a one-time
project, it demonstrates how easily a small
change can be made. Therefore, we urge peo-
ple to take action in their own creative ways;
it doesn’t have to cost much, but might mean
a lot to the people living in the Calais “Jungle”.

ABORT
THE
PARLIAMENT

- /uzanna
Orlowska

The rain is falling hard and I'm in
my natural state of being, smoking
in front of my computer.

The only difference is that today
I'm shaking. All my social media
has been overrun by blackness.
Facebook is black, Snapchat is
black, so is Instagram.

Imagine your country, wherever
you're from.

Imagine it Westernized, imagine it
industrialized, imagine it moving
forward after fighting for its own
independence for so long.
Imagine it normal.

Imagine your friends and family
you've left there.

Imagine a small group of people
coming to power and putting it all
atrisk.

Facebook: a video, thousands of
people dressed in black, holding
banners and umbrellas.

It’s raining there as well. It’s cold-
er than it is here, but they’re still
outside, the street is completely
filled. You have no idea what city it
is, but you're trying to get a rough
estimate, looking at the buildings,
hidden behind the crowd. It’s an
old town, you're pretty sure, judg-
ing by the architecture. Then you
notice a well-known

signboard of one of the cafés,
where you used to go after your
middle school classes. F*ck, you
think. You’ve crossed this street so
many times, it’s your city. A face
appears in the camera, just for a
split second. You know this one,
you think, you must have met this
girl at a party or somewhere else,
doesn’t really matter.

What matters is she’s there.
You're not.

There are no human rights viola-
tions in Europe.

There are no human rights viola-
tions in central Europe.

There are no human rights viola-
tions in the EU, happening now,
today.

Right?

Your country has had one of the
most restrictive policies on abor-
tion within those areas. The law
from 1993 stated clearly - termi-
nation of pregnancy should only
be allowed in cases of rape, incest,
if the fetus is damaged or if the life
of a mother is put at risk’.

This may change pretty fast.

Snapchat: you've gotten a picture
from one of your best friends.

A selfie - she’s dressed in black,
holding an umbrella. Her freck-
led nose is reddish from the cold,
her ever-laughing blue eyes now
stern, looking in the camera with
a decisive stare. Some strands of
her short, ginger hair glued to her
forehead by the rain. “Even my
underwear is black”, the caption
says.

Imagine yourself, two years
from now, still living abroad.
An evening, just like this one. Your
partner is lying in bed, you're
having tea, smoking a joint. You're
re-watching another episode of
Rick and Morty. It’s been a year
together, it's good. They remem-
ber how you’ve met and you lean
in for a kiss, but you're stopped
halfway through by a sound of a
Skype call.

Bloody awesome, you think, great
timing.

It's late on Monday, so you're star-
tled. You look at the username, it’s
your friend. She never calls out of
line, so your first reaction is a mix
of adrenaline and cortisol, you're
alarmed. You get out of the sheets,
throw a blanket on and pick up.
She’s crying.

She was coming back home, alone,
that used to be such a safe area. A
thud to the back of her head. Next
thing she remembers is the pain,
the bruises, a deep cut on her

arm left by a knife. She asks you
whether she should report it. You
hesitate, then you tell her to wait
at least a month. She nods - you
both know the guy is not going to
get caught, but you can’t take the
risk, things aren’t as they used to
be anymore.

She disconnects and you realise
you’re not alone. You rush to a
closet, take out your sports gear.
You'll be right back, you say, you're
just going running. It's midnight,
the middle of December. You make
it through the door in seconds,
feeling dazed and confused. You
sit on the stairs and try to force
the tears out. You can’t, so you just
keep on shaking and smoking.

Instagram: a row of pictures, all
the people you know, all dressed
in black. You keep on scrolling,
they keep on appearing. No smil-
ing faces this time, no foodporn
or hashtags other than one - the
#blackprotest.

It's been four weeks. She went to
the doctor you both know. Due to
the changes she had to meet him
in the privacy of his own flat. The
medical oath had lost its mean-
ing?, now the government has the
right to know about everything
that happens in your friend’s
uterus. The guy is stressed and
who could possibly blame him -
the environment is not sterile, the
light is weak, as they had to pull



up the curtains. If anybody learns
what they’re doing, they will both
end up in jail®. You're waiting, two
countries away, coughing, you've
been smoking too much. After two
hours, you get a text - she’s preg-
nant, the child is deformed, more
info to come.

You open another pack of cig-
arettes, your hands shaking,
probably from the lack of nicotine
in your system. You have no emo-
tions left.

Five months later, you're get-
ting another call, from that very
doctor. You can barely understand
what he’s saying. You know your
friend was supposed to leave to
Germany, but she has fallen sick,
you knew that, you also knew that
she needed a confirmation from
two professionals* to prove that
her life is really at immediate risk.
You know both of the doctors,
you’ve heard one of them was a
religious nut. He said “she’ll get
through this” and that was it. The
caller is choking on the other

end of the line. She didn’t make

it, you hear, you misheard, no,

you remember the time you were
driving around your city with win-
dows rolled down, playing Mozart
on full volume, no, you think, this
is a joke, this must be a joke, this
can’t happen, this mustn’t have
happened.

The child was saved, born with a
terrible skin condition, causing

it to squirm in pain under the
slightest touch of fabric. It's been
given to your friend’s parents,
they’ve been also given 100 euros®
from the government as a comple-
mentary fund for a newborn. They
need several thousands® to buy
the tech equipment.

Not even a month later, both
your friend and little Robert are
buried in the cemetery two blocks
away from where you used to
rollerskate together.

You lock yourself in the bathroom
and you scream, you scream out of
helplessness.

You're thirty now and you final-
ly decide to get a kid.

You came back home with a per-
son who is now your husband or
wife. You made it, after years and
years of trying. The pregnancy is
fragile, you need to watch out.
One morning you wake up and the
sheets are red. You hug each other
as close as two human beings
can. You name your lost firstborn
Kasia, after your friend.

The next day you both get a sum-
mon for a police investigation. You
are both facing up to 12 years’ in
jail for terminating a human life.
This is not a joke. This is hap-
pening.

Human rights violations are
here, at the border of Germany.
The proposed abortion law is
not the only thing our govern-
ment is trying to achieve.

The Polish people are fighting
back.

Help us by looking at the ac-
tions of our government, inter-
nationally.

Help us by letting our voice be
heard.

Help us by not letting this be a
domino effect.

Help us before our threats
become your threats.

Help us before this reality
becomes yours.

Edit (important):

Dear readers, if you went this
far, stay for a second more, I
have some explaining left to do.
Let's get the story straight -
the situation got cleared, a
bit. I'll elaborate on that later.
I was sharing the story on vari-
ous social media, as it was go-
ing on. I was afraid - this was
all very real - Poland was to ban
abortion almost in all imaginable
cases, criminalising miscarriage,
forcing pregnancies on victims of
rape, abuse, women whose health

would deteriorate or whose doc-
tors affirmed the child would not
survive - but that wasn't it. | got
several messages from my friends,
who all repeated the same thing: in
comparison to what is really going
on, the abortion issue is minor.
[ repeated the same answer, over
and over again - first, hierarchy of
“wrongness” is subjective and sec-
ond, we need people to know. If the
international community learns,
maybe someone will get inspired,
look on the full picture of our gov-
ernment weakening our coun-
try, on the alarming signals that
are being repeated over and over,
but are, so far, an internal issue.
I kept posting.

Then N. asked me to write an arti-
cle, gave me a voice on the situation
and a platform to broadcast from,
for which 1 am deeply grateful.
So I thought, make the best of
it. I wrote it to be truthful, but
more importantly, dramatic.

The black protest took place.
Thousands of people - both in Po-
land and internationally, went onto
the streets to show their resistance.
The next day, the government re-
acted - they were open to subtract-
ing the prohibition of abortion in
cases of rape and incest from the
proposed law. However, they con-
tinue to defend their standpoint
regarding cases in which the fetus
was damaged or a severe dysfunc-
tion was detected - to give “the
child a christening and burial.”® .
The ongoings were only report-
ed during and shortly after the
protests. Afterwards, the Western
media fell rather quiet about Po-
land - the problem was “fixed”
after all, the people did good, now
we can go back to watching Trump
and Kim Kardashian. If this stands
as proof of something, let it be
this - we only seem to care after
something becomes scandalous.

Now, no one really re-
ports simple every day events
from all over the world - no one

can really be sure what is per-
ceived as a real threat to a given
group of people before any ac-
tion is manifested. No one has the
time to read all the transcripts of
all the picked up signals either.
But because of that, we may not
really know - you may not real-
ly know what may really be go-
ing on within your border. Both
me and you know that ideas
spread, threats spread, countries
become ticking bombs seem-
ingly in days or minutes.

We can only say “we should
have acted then” or “we should
have paid attention to that”
when the matter of what exactly
is going to happen becomes clear.

It seems to me that often, the
people who can really say
the most are the insiders.
AUC gives us the incredible op-
portunity of getting into a con-
versation, seeing what others
see in their own homeland, what
trends they notice, what expla-
nations they have for their so-
cieties  following/disrespecting
the actions of their authorities.
This may indicate your future a lot
better than a quiz from Buzzfeed.
Thank you for talking, thank
you for listening.

My biggest hopes go out to those to
whom the attention is given when
asked - before it needs to be given
to them anyway. This is one way
that we can help one another out
- warning and preventing, lending
a hand. One human to another.
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GREY’S
ANATOMY

13 seasons and still go-
ing strong. Yes, I'm talking
about Grey’s Anatomy. This
is a medical drama that re-
volves around Meredith
Grey, a surgical intern, and
her fellow interns through
their journey at Seattle
Grace hospital. If you enjoy
the drama, Grey’s Anato-
my is definitely a match for
you: a lot of weird, awk-
ward relationships, tears,
laughter,  fights, heart-
breaks, love triangles..
Grey’s has everything one
can ask for. Be aware, there
are a lot of heart break-

Prison

Break

Before Netflix produced Or-
ange is the New Black, Prison
Break took us to men’s prison
in 2005, exploring some dirti-
er secrets of politics. When an
innocent man, Lincoln Bur-
rows is sentenced to death,
his brother Michael Scofield,
sure of his brother’s inno-
cence, gets himself inside the
prisoninordertohelp Lincoln
escape. The series continued
for four seasons and ended
in 2009. But, good news - it
was renewed for a fifth sea-
son, which will airin 2017. So
before the time comes, make
sure to watch all four seasons.

stranger
Things

Can’t get enough of science fic-
tion? You should definitely go
for Stranger Things. It is one
of the most watched TV series
in 2016 that got everyone talk-
ing. This Netflix original series
follows a group of kids, whose
friend recently got lost. The sto-
ry takes place in 1983, the time
when tales of science fiction
captivated millions. Mysterious
eight episodes will get you so
hooked thatyouwill actually fin-
ish the entire season in one day.
Well, at least that’s what I did.

\

-Tekla Tevdorashvili

House of
Cards

If you need more politics in
your life, House of Cards is a
perfect match for you. This
original Netflix series ex-
plores US politics, greed, cor-
ruption and all of its dirty se-
crets. House of Cards follows
the main protagonist Frank
Underwood, played by the
amazing Kevin Spacey, who
strives to get the upper hand
in power in Washington D.C.
with his sometimes unethi-
cal and illegal tactics. But I
guess, politics without the
dirt would not really be pol-
itics. Plus, the fifth season is
expected to premier in 2017.

Urphan
Black

Orphan Black is a science fic-
tion series that follows the
lives of several identical, but
completely diverse clones. In
three seasons, 14 clones were
introduced, ten of which were
portrayed on screen by the
Emmy winner Tatiana Masla-
ny. “Clone Club” (term used
by Cosima, one of the clones)
unites divergent women of
society: Sarah - rebellious, fi-
nancially unstable and moth-
er; Cosima - Science “geek”,
PhD student and the brain
of the “Clone Club”; Alison
- suburban housewife and
adoptive mother; Helena -
Ukrainian, self-abusing, mur-
derer; etc. Haven't watched
“The record-breaking success
of BBC America’s brilliant fe-
male-empowerment  tale”!
yet? What are you waiting for?

A new semester started and it’s time for some new relationships.
Andno,ldon'tmeanwithpeople, butwith TV-Series.Stressing over
theassignmentsorprocrastinating, theboring day hasneverbeen
more productive than when binge-watching a good series. Your
time can actually be spent wisely, so put that deadline aside and
pick a series that definitely deserves your time and commitment.

ORANGE IS
THE NEew
BLACK

Orange is the New Black is
based on the memoir Or-
ange Is the New Black: My
Year in a Women's Prison by
Piper Kerman. The series
follows Piper Chapman, a
woman in her 30s, with a
decent job in Public Rela-
tions and a fiancé. She is a
woman who is sentenced
15 months in jail for her
involvement in her ex-girl-
friend’s drug business ten
years ago. The series begins
with Chapman arriving in
a women'’s prison and re-
volves not only around her,
but also around other in-
mates. The best thing about
it is that it is an amazing
representation of diverse
women. Orange is the New
Black has not only become
Netflix’ most-watched origi-
nal series, but has won Em-
mys and has been nommi-
nated for six Golden Globe.

'Robinson, Joanna. “Why Is Orphan Black Still Fighting a War Bufty Should Have Won Over 10 Years

Ago?” Vanity Fair. Web.



GAME OF
THRONES

If today’s politics isn’t really
your thing and you are more
into old times, don’t worry.
George R. R. Martin’s fanta-
sy novel adaptation, Game
of Thrones, should definite-
ly be your go-to if you are
looking for something to
binge-watch. The series is
set in Westeros, where sev-
eral houses, knights, rene-
gades and liars are all fight-
ing over the Iron Throne of
the Seven Kingdoms. Power,
that is what mattered, mat-
ters and will matter. Just
get yourself a comfy couch,
laptop, maybe some pop-
corn and start watching.

55/\/558

Wachowski’s new project,
Sense 8, is a series that fea-
tures eight different people:
Riley, Will, Sun, Capheus,
Wolfgang, Kala, Lito and
Nomi, all from different back-
grounds, all connected to each
other through their minds.
This series is set in different
places, which makes it even
more confusing, but brilliant
at the same time. The more
you watch it, the more hooked
you’ll get to this marvellous,
sexy, funny and strange series,
concentrated on 8 Sensates
with different ethnicities, na-
tionalities, identities, sexuali-
ties etc. As an original Netflix
series - Sense 8 has only one
season for now, but we are
dying to get the Christmas
special in December and the
rest of the season in 2017.
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If you haven't watched
Friends yet, | don't know
what you are doing here,
reading this. Go and
watch it. The series fol-
lows six friends living
in New York City. Funny,
charming, life-chagning
series, that had one of
the most watched se-
ries finales in the his-
tory of TV, 65.9 million.
Watched it already?
That’s not a problem
either, go and re-watch
it. Because what’s bet-
ter than meeting your
good old friends again?

Jessica
Jones

Marvel’s TV-Series, Jessica
Jones, is here to make up your
day. This is a web television
series based on Marvel Com-
ic’s character with the same
name. Strong female lead, ac-
tion, rich storytelling, all that
one can ask from Marvel. This
superhero, who decided to
become a private investiga-
tor, is the one and only Jessica
Jones, played by Krysten Rit-
ter. This series also features
Scottish actor, David Tennant,
as the main antagonist. Good
news, Jessica Jones has been
renewed for a second season,
but for now you can enjoy 13
intense and thrillingepisodes.



WE AskepYou

What is
Trump’s / Clinton’s

starter pack?

| .
Lasse Rogie (2nd year) Miriam Riefel (1st year)

The sign he always uses, I A blond wig and probably a
don’t why, something like a suit and white t-shirt with
“loser” sign. sexual assault.

Petra Karlsen Stangvik (2nd year)  Josh van der Kroft (3rd year) Aaron Altaras (3rd year)
Pout for Trump and for Clinton first For Trump: fake hair, fake tan, ~ Orthopaedic sandals for Clinton.
lady fake smile, when Trump talks, you viagra. L'Oréal for Trump and hair sof-

can see in her expression ‘f*ck you’. Oh, and a very thin comb. tener, [ don’t know if it is a thing.

o -

Briana, Sebastian, Inge, Jacob and Glenn (2nd year) Dora Brooks (2nd year)
- For Trump it would be orange skin, fake fake tan, fake A miniature hair dryer that he
belly, always takes with him.
- Or like a guinea pig

- And a cap with “Make America Great Again.”



