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FROM THE EDITORS

Dear Reader,

“The coldest summer I ever spent was a Novem-
ber at Reed” — Steve Jobs. That’s how that quote 
goes.  .  . right? We can’t all be English majors, but 
you know what we’re getting at. Get off our backs. 
If you would like to see a catalogue of our varied 
and horrendous misquotes, you can find them all 
at reedthegrail.com. For this week’s issue, the big 

history behind the small-ish molecule, 2C-B (1). 
The first ever performance of Exile (4). Uncovering 
the mysterious #OccupyEliot (7). Powell’s Wel-
comes Welcome to Nightvale (8). The De Sastre to 
end all De Sastres (9). A cultural conundrum (10).

Join us on Mondays in PAB 105 at 9 p.m.

Love,
Jordan, Lauren, and Vikram
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You heard about that, right? Back 
in the ’60s, a Reedie invented bro-
mo-mescaline right over there in the 
Chem building.”

If you know any older alumni, 
especially from before the Internet 
era, you might’ve had that sentence 
thrown at you in casual conversation. 
They’re trying to pass on a legend that 
hasn’t had currency around these 
parts for a long time. Don’t believe 
them — but listen anyway. Legends 
are lessons, and the story of “bro-
mo-mescaline” is a perfect primer in 

Reedies’ self-image through the ages.
“Bromo-mescaline” is an archaic 

slang term for the drug 2C-B, a psy-
chedelic phenethylamine. First syn-
thesized in 1974, it was initially sold 
over the counter as an aphrodisiac be-
fore becoming popular among ravers 
in the 1980s and eventually being 
scheduled by the federal government 
in 1995. And as your drug-nerd friend 
can tell you, it was invented by the pi-
oneering pharmacologist Alexander 
Shulgin, not by an undergrad killing 
time in between Hum conferences. So 

how did the myth come to be? Are we 
really that self-aggrandizing?

Although it’s difficult to find out 
exactly what happened — this is defi-
nitely going to be my most speculative 
Grail article so far — the myth seems 
to have been generated by a combina-
tion of several crystals of truth and a 
lack of reliable drug information, and 
was kept alive by the way it confirmed 
Reedies’ preconceived notions of the 
past.

The myth has largely disappeared 
from campus in recent years. The 

ECCE BROMO
or, Some Thoughts on Public Mismemory

By BRIAN CLICK
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word “bromo” now appears only 
in the famed Immorality Quotient, 
where you’ll get points for even know-
ing what it means. It seems that in-
creased knowledge through the Inter-
net and harm-reduction campaigns, 
and a shifting sense of what “Olde 
Reed” means to us today, have put the 
legend to rest.

The Legend (or 2C-BS)
I was first told the tale of bromo 

by a friend of mine who graduated 
in the early 1990s, whom we’ll call 
M. (Although 2C-B was not illegal in 
the United States at the time, it’s still 
probably best to keep everyone in-
volved anonymous.) During his first 
few years at Reed, his suspicious par-
ents tested his urine every time he 
returned home for the holidays, and 
so the only recreational substances 
he felt able to use without parental 
wrath were alcohol and LSD. Never-
theless, he wanted to explore other 
options, and he found one when a 
friend (who we’ll call F) offered him 
“a kind of synthetic mescaline.” F 
had synthesized this batch. It was a 
Reed-original drug, which M could 
get away with using because nobody 
else knew about it.

His recollection of the experience 
maps perfectly on to the effects of 
insufflated, or snorted, 2C-B. There 
was a sharp, overwhelming come-up 
after painful insufflation — he felt as 
if he were being “lit up on fire” — fol-
lowed by waving, warping visuals and 
euphoria. Since he had never heard 
the term 2C-B and thus his memo-
ries couldn’t have been influenced 
by reading descriptions of it at a later 
date, it’s safe to assume that bromo 
and 2C-B are indeed the same thing.

M wasn’t the only one being told 
the dubious story of the drug’s origin. 
The tale was a firm part of campus 
lore in those years. The 1993 Student 
Body Handbook’s drug article lists 
bromo under its section on mesca-
line, as “a synthetic mescaline analog 
developed, at Reed, during the late 
sixties.” Its description also matches 
2C-B. References to bromo can be 
spotted in Quests of the period, too. 

Even a quick trip (no pun intended) 
into the archives makes it clear that 
during the late ’80s and early ’90s, 
there was a widespread sense on 
campus that bromo was our unique 
local flavor, part of Reed’s psychedelic 
reputation.

Granules of Truth
M is unsure whether F actually 

told him that the drug was invented 
on campus, but he assumed at the 
time that it had been: “Was I told it 
was invented [at Reed], maybe. Was 
I told it was made there, yes.” F de-
clined to speak to The Grail about any 
manufacture that may have gone on, 
but according to Logan Tibbetts ’18 of 
Reed’s chapter of Students for Sensi-
ble Drug Policy, the idea that students 
were making the drug themselves is 
not out of the question: “It doesn't 
seem implausible — at the very least, 
it definitely isn't as implausible as 
many other pharmacological esca-
pades I've heard about back in Olde 
Reed.”

In addition to cooking it up, it’s 
also plausible that Reed students 
were among the first to use the term 
“bromo mescaline” to describe the 
stuff. The “bromo” part derives from 
its full chemical name, 2,5-dime-
thoxy-4-bromophenethylamine. The 
only 2C-B experience story on the 
drug information site erowid.com 
that calls the drug “bromo” was writ-
ten by a Reedie in 2001 and includes 
a great recollection of our narrator 
puking on the SU porch outside a 
dance: “I saw my spout of vomit as a 
luminescent stream of gorgeous rich 
colors and rapidly spinning, rapidly 
ever-changing geometric shapes. I 
was humbled and awed by my vomit’s 
beauty.”

More recently, the 2004 Student 
Body Handbook’s drug article refers to 
the term “bromo” as a “nickname only 
really used at Reed.” The DEA does list 
the term as a slang name for 2C-B, 
but it does not seem widely popular. 
Other online sources seem skeptical 
of “bromo” being a real piece of drug 
slang. The overall impression is that 
someone who knew the full chemi-

cal name started calling it “bromo” at 
Reed when it first arrived on campus 
in the ’80s, and the term stuck around 
among Reedies and their friends. This 
was Reed’s only historical contribu-
tion to the creation of 2C-B — a short-
lived, little-used nickname. 

The Weird Wide Web
I don’t think it’s a coincidence that 

the story of bromo has vanished from 
campus between the 1990s and now. 
Even if some students were to start 
manufacturing it again today, or the 
name “bromo” was to come back into 
fashion, it’s unlikely the myth would 
come back too — because should you 
try to pass it on, your skeptical buddy 
will take out her phone, pull up Erow-
id, and call you out as a sucker. The in-
ternet is home to plenty of rumors as 
well, but it has so widened the avail-
ability of information on once-taboo 
topics such as drugs that rumor has 
lost much of its potency.

Tibbetts, although admitting that 
this is just his “extraordinarily unsci-
entific perception,” agrees: “On the 
whole, I would say the internet, inter-
net literacy, and widespread dissem-
ination of that information have had 
a positive effect on spreading truth 
and dispelling rumors like this,” he ex-
plained to The Grail. “People still gos-
sip and talk and share obviously fake 
information which is taken as gospel, 
but the ability to fact check is made 
substantially easier by the internet 
and the communities that exist on it. 
Even with drug information, which 
has traditionally been a subject with a 
tremendous amount of gatekeeping, 
I've personally seen highly increased 
accessibility even just in the last few 
years.”

Bromo and Our Nostalgias
Yet the story of the bromo myth’s 

rise and fall can be read as more than 
just a corrected miscommunication. 
Think of how Herodotus portrays 
non-Greeks as naturally tumbling 
into tyranny again and again even 
when they try to elect a leader. Think 
of the way conservatives redact Mar-
tin Luther King’s political goals, ig-
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noring his fight for economic justice. 
The ways we misremember history 
reflect our worldview. Perhaps the 
same is true here.

Nostalgia has been a constant at 
Reed, yet what students are nostalgic 
for has changed over the years. Sup-
posedly, the very first cries of “Olde 
Reed is dead” began when classes 
moved from an office building down-
town onto campus — because the 
Woodstock neighborhood had not 
yet been paved and students now 
had to slog through the mud from the 
trolley stop to Eliot.

Today, laments for Olde Reed have 
become more specific as the student 
body has grown to recognize and 
discuss the ways the college has im-
proved and still needs to improve: in 
faculty and student body diversity, in 
the availability of health and child-
care services, and in curricular offer-
ings. Nostalgia still exists, but only 
with regards to certain facets of cam-
pus life — all of which are outside the 
classroom.

That was not always the case. As 
you might remember from my Beer 
Nation article, the late ’80s and ear-
ly ’90s — the time period from which 
the bromo myth dates — was also the 
era when Policy and Liability came 
to campus. The first drug and alco-
hol policies, the first smoking policy, 
the tightening of rules on dogs, and 

so on, accompanied by an increase 
in administrative staff, were highly 
resented as intrusions on student 
autonomy and self-reliance. That atti-
tude wasn’t wrong per se, but it was 
coupled with an erroneous sense that 
those developments were stifling the 
intellectual character of the college to 
some degree. You can see the legacy 
of that fear in some of the remarks 
about trigger warnings and so on 
that alumni have made online. When 
pressed, it’s often not specifically trig-
ger warnings that bother them, but a 
more amorphous sense that liability 
and “coddling” have gotten in the way 
of a rigorous education by not letting 
students sink or swim for themselves.

In a sense, the story of bromo 
could be seen as an expression of the 
narrative of decline of Reed academ-
ics in the 1990s. Back in the old days, 
any student would be able to whip up 
an amazing new drug in the organ-
ic chemistry lab, but that was in the 
1960s when real geniuses went to this 
school. For the record, M’s not one of 
the pessimists from that era — he’s 
told me that from what he can see, 
the student body is the same as it ever 
was. He likes us a whole lot.

Today, the bromo story would 
never be taken to suggest that Reed-
ies of the 1960s were better students. 
It could potentially be used to lament 
the AOD policy — you can imag-

ine someone saying that back in the 
good old days, any student would be 
allowed to make drugs in the lab — 
but that’s it. Our own historiography 
of Olde Reed has changed too much.

Many students, myself included, 
wish we could resurrect parts of the 
past: a less restrictive drug policy, 
more tolerance for nudity, less of an 
emphasis on corporate branding and 
PR, more money being spent on tui-
tion and less on designer furniture. 
But nobody wishes that there was 
no Chinese department, or an “Old 
Guard” stranglehold over faculty 
hiring and curricula, or single-digit 
numbers of black students. Nobody 
thinks students were any smarter or 
harder-working in the old days — in 
fact, since we’ve got a broader range 
of perspectives among the faculty 
and student body, we’ll probably get a 
broader education than they did.

As I admitted in my disclaim-
er at the start of the article, this is 
mostly my own speculation and per-
ception. But as far as I can tell, stu-
dents today at Reed acknowledge 
that the most important things have 
either stayed the same or improved, 
and we don’t worry that we are 
dumber than the class of 1969. We 
could totally invent 2C-B right now,  
if we put our minds to it. 
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Dale PetersonJuliana Cable ’19 as Sameera and Kate Johnson ’16 as Elly.

The Premiere of Exile
By KEVIN SNYDER

Exile by Nastaran Ahmadi, directed 
by professor Catherine Ming T'ien 
Duffly opened for a five-performance 
run November 6–14. It is the world 
premiere of the play and Duffly's third 
production at Reed.

Exile tells the story of Sameera 
( Juliana Cable ’19), an Iranian-Amer-
ican videogame designer who lives 
with her partner Tamrin, a white 
American independent book publish-
er (Lily Harris ’16). Sameera is trying 
to develop a video game also titled 
Exile about Iran and ends up cheat-
ing on Tamrin. Confusion and growth 
ensues. It’s the story of someone 
who’s dealing with an identity that’s 
divorced from her current reality and 
investigating it through her creative 
process.

This is the first faculty show in the 
PAB to be set in the black box theatre, 
a smaller space where we can see the 
sincerity of the touches between Sa-
meera and Tamrin, and the audience 
can hear the click of their stilettos 

and mumbled apologies for infidelity. 
Upon entry, the audience is met with 
a rare sight — theater in the triangle. 
The audience sits on three sets of ris-
ers surrounding the set with screens 
behind each to project pre-filmed 
scenes, live video of actors, and even 
screenplay videos of the popular 
game Portal onto over the show.

As we watch Sameera develop her 
video game concept, of a lone sur-
vivor in a post-nuclear fallout Iran, 
the projectors bring us into another 
world. “Theater and video games are 
arguably very different mediums,” 
says Lily Harris, class of ’16, “but hav-
ing multiple artistic mediums in play 
add layers of theatricality.”

Each section of audience can 
see the other two sections some-
times even in bright light or up on 
the screens in live video. Between 
scenes, we see members of the run 
crew move furniture to set the up-
coming scene all wearing black tee 
shirts with a half full loading bar and 

the word 'LOADING' on their backs. 
These reminders that we’re watching 
something artistically created involve 
us in the theatrical world and when 
the play goes into scenes from within 
Sameera’s game, all projectors run-
ning, and even the floor of the stage 
projected on, we enter into a virtual 
reality.

The play opens to Sameera on her 
couch, having fallen asleep earbuds 
in watching Steven Colbert. Her part-
ner, Tamrin, gently wakes her, getting 
ready for a business day. This is the 
core relationship of the play. The gen-
uineness of emotion shines out of Ca-
ble’s performance as Sameera and we 
root for her fiercely. Harris is superb 
as Tamrin — a force to be reckoned 
with. Her intentions are clear and her 
timing masterful. Their relationship 
onstage is intimate and effortlessly 
loving.

“The play is largely about one 
woman’s early creative process; where 
she gets her footing on an idea that’s 
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fermenting in the back of her head. 
To get at the idea clearly, she has to 
wade through her personal and emo-
tional roadblocks,” says Ryan Wright, 
dramaturge, class of ’16, “A year after 
the insanity that was gamergate it’s 
more important than ever to see rep-
resentations of women involved in 
the business of making games.”

As the play progresses we see 
Sameera meet game designer and 
personal hero Elly (played by Kate 
Johnson ’16) at the E3 conference she 
attends. Elly and Sameera’s costumes 
are true to life. The actors walk onto 
the stage with partially shaved heads 
and multiple tattoos: a sleeve of 
leaves and a cuff tat for Elly and two 
radioactivity warnings and the Farsi 
word for wheel on Sameera.

The two become entangled in 
conversation about E3 as a space for 
women and Sameera’s game idea. 
Their entanglement becomes physi-
cal and the problems of the play be-
gin in earnest. Elly’s questions about 
the possible commercial value of Sa-
meera’s Exile game raises the issue 
of commodification. “She [Sameera] 
wants to make something that’s 
meaningful to her,” says director, 
Catherine Duffly in interview, “She 
resists commodifying her identity, 
but also it’s really what she’s invested 
in — creating this game that’s so at-
tached to her own identity.”

Elly and Sameera also address the 
problems of the E3 conference and 
women’s harassment and objectifi-
cation in gaming culture. They call to 
mind game designers Zoë Quinn and 
Brianna Wu, two of the main targets 
of gamergate (a misogynistic harass-
ment campaign against women that 
began in August, 2014) and creators 
of award-winning games such as De-
pression Quest (Quinn, online game) 
and Revolution 60 (Wu, iOS game).

But unlike Quinn and Wu, Elly 
isn’t the feminist hero that Sameera 
wants her to be. We see Sameera’s 
surprise that Elly sees women’s ob-
jectification as a venue for personal 
empowerment and that Elly doesn’t 
act to reform the culture. In dialogue 

about female cosplayers:

SAMEERA: And it doesn’t bother you?

ELLY: It’s harmless. They get paid to  
dress like fantasies, and the boys  
get to look at them.

SAMEERA: What do you get?

ELLY: I get a place to share my ideas 
where boys listen to me because their 
dicks and hearts are placated by women 
dressed in silver links and black metal.

By the time Elly becomes ‘the 
other woman,’ our empathy for her 
is somewhat lost. In the tense scene 
when Tamrin and Elly meet and face 
off, Tamrin emerges a clear victor.

We also see Tamrin’s struggle with 
closing a book deal with an ex-CIA 
agent, Tony (played by Jack Jackson, 
class of ’19) whose manuscript details 
his opinions of Iran and his predic-
tions of its doom. “Tamrin and Sa-
meera betray each other in different 
ways,” says Juliana Cable speaking to 
me in an interview, “Sameera cheats, 
but Tamrin betrays Sameera in pur-
suing this book that so obviously mis-
understands something that’s a big 
part of Sameera’s identity. Tony is tak-
ing an ignorant and aggressive stance 
on Iran and commodifying it to turn a 
profit. In that scene, I’m calling Tam-
rin out. It’s my favorite scene to act.”

Intermittently we see solo scenes 
of a character whose only name is 
‘boy,’ (played by Ethan Sandweiss, 
class of ’19) set in the Iran of Sameera’s 
game. When Sameera enters into his 
reality and they communicate, in 
English and in Farsi, Sameera’s ques-
tions of identity and home are, if not 
resolved, made peace with:

SAMEERA: I’m thinking I don’t know 
what to say. . . I think about games on 
video and how I could make one to make 
sense of everything I think about. I think 
about how we’re not strong like Hercules, 
but we try to be.

Prescient Playwriting
Exile debuts at a moment entire-

ly too appropriate. As a woman in 
gaming and an Iranian-American, 
Sameera is a rarely recognized figure 

in the current cultural and political 
climate within the U.S. The trauma 
caused by gamergate and the nation-
al tension from the Iran nuclear deal 
has little space for reflection and dia-
logue. The magnitude of these prob-
lems were known by Nastaran Ahma-
di, who finished the play in 2012.

"I wanted to write a play that ad-
dressed my feelings about what it is 
to be an Iranian-American in a coun-
try that's at odds with the region,” 
says playwright Nastaran Ahmadi, “I 
also wanted to investigate Iran's rela-
tionship to nuclear proliferation, but I 
didn't want that to be the sole topic at 
hand. What is a way to talk about vi-
olence that can be engaging and fun? 
For me that's videogames."

Beginning with the image of an 
American flag burning in Tehran, 
the 1979 ABC news coverage of what 
was labeled in America as the Iran 
Hostage Crisis reported the story of 
how the residents of the U.S. embassy 
house in Tehran were taken hostage 
by protesters. From their report: "Sev-
eral hundred young people, mainly 
students at Tehran University have 
taken over the embassy. 'We are not 
occupiers,' they said, 'we have thrown 
out the occupiers.'"

The hostage-takers declared their 
solidarity with other oppressed mi-
norities and released thirteen women 
and African Americans in November, 
1979. After several thwarted attempts 
at rescue from the Carter adminis-
tration, bitter failures in the eyes of 
the American public, the remaining 
fifty-two hostages were released af-
ter 444 days of captivity in January, 
1981, with the agreement that the U.S. 
would not intervene in Iranian affairs.

The protest was partly in reaction 
to the news that the U.S. would allow 
Iran’s deposed Shah, a pro-western 
autocrat ousted months before, to 
come to the U.S. for cancer treat-
ment. The revolutionary overthrow 
of the Shah had ended Iran’s cooper-
ation with the U.S. on nuclear energy. 
The protest was a way for the Iranian 
revolutionaries to declare their inde-
pendence from America and an end 
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to western influence in Iran’s govern-
ment.

In the 1950s, Iran was aided by the 
U.S. in creating its first nuclear energy 
facility as part of President Eisenhow-
er’s Atoms for Peace program, but af-
ter Israel acquired a nuclear weapon 
in the 60’s and Saddam Hussein’s at-
tempts to obtain one in the ’80s, Irani-
ans rethought the need for their own.

Since a 2002 revelation that Iran’s 
nuclear program was more advanced 
than previously believed, relations 
between the U.S. and Iran, still antag-
onistic after the hostage crisis, have 
been further stretched. This resulted 
in a four and a half year long interna-
tional negotiation process completed 
this year on the Iran Nuclear deal, 
which blocks all venues for Iran to 
create nuclear weapons.

The agreement, a non-violent vic-
tory for war-weary Americans and a 
milestone in the movement toward 
building security through diplomacy 
instead of militancy, was hoped to im-
prove relations. The deal has met fer-
vent opposition in America and Iran, 

where economic strife and political 
unrest following the allegedly fraud-
ulent 2009 election abound and an-
ti-American sentiment is prevalent.

To Iranian-Americans and their 
loved ones, as represented in Exile, 
this is not an unfamiliar history. The 
conflict that Sameera faces in Exile as 
someone who has never visited Iran 
and is not quick to identify herself as 
Persian is deepened as a queer wom-
an in gaming.

Theater’s Responsibility
In the PAB’s dressing rooms on 

opening night, costumers prepared 
actors' hair and retouched their air-
brushed tattoos while the actors ran 
lines and anticipated the presence of 
the playwright in the audience on the 
second weekend.

Speaking about the moment she 
received the role of Sameera, Juliana 
Cable said, “I felt really honored and 
also terrified in a good way. . . I felt an 
immense responsibility to do a good 
job. A big part of my concern was that 
I’m not Iranian. In some ways I could 
relate it to my own experience be-

cause I’m biracial; I’m half Puerto Ri-
can. . . Honestly most of my research 
for the role was less looking facts up 
and more learning about the experi-
ence of being an Iranian-American 
person in a culture that doesn’t make 
that easy.”

Tasked with representing multiple 
delicate subjects in their work and 
forging a path for the show as the ac-
tors of Exile’s first full production, the 
cast prepared exhaustively. Their re-
search was helped by professors from 
the political science department, 
Farsi pronunciation consultants, the 
playwright herself via a Skype inter-
view, and the show’s dramaturges.

Duffly explained that she chose 
Exile because: “When I’m thinking 
about what kind of plays to do I’m al-
ways thinking about what we’re put-
ting on our stages. . . I want to stage 
plays by women and people of color, 
who are telling the stories that don’t 
often get told in the U.S. For me the 
theater is so compelling because of 
the potential that it holds in staging 
the world that we want to see. . . We 
get to make a world.”

Duffy addresses theater’s power to 
envision social change and challenge 
the status quo in her note in Exile’s 
program. Considering the topics at 
hand and the questions Exile grap-
ples with, our theater is where we can 
reflect politically and emotionally. In 
the words of feminist media critic 
Anita Sarkeesian in her speech "What 
I Couldn’t Say" for the All About 
Women conference:

“Somehow we fooled ourselves 
into thinking that by expressing hu-
man emotions it somehow means 
that the harassers have won. . . but 
by denying ourselves the space to feel 
and to share those feelings, we're just 
perpetuating this notion that we all 
should suffer alone, that we should all 
just toughen up and grow thicker skin, 
which we shouldn’t have to do.” 

Dale PetersonJuliana Cable ’19 as Sameera and Lily Harris ’16 Elly.
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Eliot Hall’s One-Day Occupation
 By JORDAN YU

Crimson flags adorned the third floor 
of Eliot Hall on Tuesday, November 
10. From noon to 5 p.m., students 
from various activist groups gathered 
in President Kroger’s office to demon-
strate, converse, and workshop activ-
ism. A coalition of student activists 
representing the Reed Socialist Alter-
native, Blue Heron, DiversIfY, Fossil 
Free Reed, and Students for Sensible 
Drug Policy gathered in the office to 
workshop.

Shortly after three, Dagan Doug-
las ’18 began his workshop by handing 
out sheets of printer paper, pencils, 
and asking the sitting group to write 
down the “problems that are in the 
world.” No easy task. After a minute, 
he asked the group to stop writing: 
he planned to compile a master list. 
Systemic racism, religious intoler-
ance, anti-blackness, lack of immi-
grant rights, slavery, climate change, 
poverty, and homelessness all made 
the short list. Someone asked, “What 

about gender?” The participants nod-
ded and began to add gendered and 
LGBTQ issues to the list.

After compiling the frightening 
list of problems, the students dis-
cussed how a Reed education faces 
those issues: specifically with re-
gard to the Hum syllabus. Attendees 
brainstormed possible solutions for 
changing the curriculum. Many took 
issue with the fact that few non-eu-
rocentric classes are available. “It’s 
too exclusive” said Douglas. Sitting 
quietly on the floor was President 
John Kroger (2012–). After the main 
discussion ended, Kroger tried to ad-
dress the students' concerns. He talk-
ed about the difficulties establishing 
new majors, the process of hiring new 
faculty, capital campaigns, and fund-
ing issues.

But why the sit in? According to 
Douglas “The purpose of this sit in is to 
address issues that the administration 
has been ignoring students on”, and 

“this was a show of student solidarity.”  
When asked why little notice was 
given the demonstrations, Douglas 
said that it spoke “to students’ rela-
tionship to the administration.” The 
organizers thought it best to err on 
the side of caution; “We didn’t want 
to get stonewalled once again” re-
marked Douglas. When asked about 
“#OccupyEliot” and lack of event an-
nouncement, activist Anthony Ben-
civengo ’18 admitted “a lot of people 
complained about the confusion.” But 
said the lack of prior activist-student 
communication was intentional. “We 
were not sure of how the administra-
tion were going to react,” he said. As 
it turned out, the administration was 
receptive. “Kroger participated in full 
in several workshops,” Bencivengo 
added. Douglas hopes the success of 
this demonstration may lead to more 
in the future. “Start being activists, 
start caring.” 

Jordan YuPresident John Kroger reclines with students during the Eliot Hall teach-in.
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Welcome to Night Vale 
Comes to Portland

By GUANANÍ GÓMEZ

“Mostly void, partially stars,” read the T-shirt of the Wel-
come to Night Vale fan sitting beside me. More than four 
hundred of us filled the event space in the Beaverton 
branch of Powell’s Books, anxiously awaiting the appear-
ance of the popular and deeply strange podcast’s writers.

Welcome to Night Vale is a fiction podcast. It takes the 
form of a news broadcast from a mysterious town some-
where in the Southwestern desert, where hooded figures 
roam the forbidden dog park, no one is allowed to believe 
in mountains, and a faceless old woman secretly lives in 
everyone’s home. Each episode lasts about twenty min-
utes, and includes segments such as existentialist messag-
es from sponsors, updates from the Sheriff ’s Secret Police, 
and the weather, which is actually a musical interlude.

Despite its unusual content, the podcast rose to the 
most downloaded on iTunes in the summer of 2012, and 
has continued to cultivate a dedicated fanbase since. On 
October 20, 2015, the writers of the podcast, Joseph Fink 
and Jeffrey Cranor, released a new Night Vale creation: a 
novel that takes place in the same strange world as the 
podcast. On October 28, 2015, they visited Powell’s for 
the book’s tour and answered questions about their col-
laborative process, working with voice actors, the unique 
benefits and challenges of the podcast format, and how 

grateful they are to have such an enthusiastic audience.
The Night Vale novel maintains the unique style and 

tone of the podcast (poetic, creepy, often in second per-
son) while introducing elements that the show lacks, such 
as deeper perspectives from minor characters and a more 
direct, complex plot. In true Night Vale fashion, the story 
provides plenty of strangeness and insightful emotional 
depth, often in the same sentence. It is a delight to read, 
and does not necessarily require familiarity with the con-
tent of the podcast to enjoy. I highly recommend it, espe-
cially if you feel that weirdness has been lacking in your 
life.

As I approached the signing table, I was amazed by 
how ordinary Joseph Fink and Jeffrey Cranor seemed. 
They looked like normal guys, yet they were people who 
had turned their strange and lovely ideas into a podcast 
and shared it with the world. Now they were speaking in 
front of a hall packed with fans, hundreds of people who 
were as proud and delighted by Welcome to Night Vale as 
its creators. I stepped up to the table and watched as each 
writer scribbled onto my copy of the book, smiling, real 
people from the internet right there in front of me.

“Thank you for living the dream,” I said. 

pixel-slingerWelcome to Night Vale cover and narrator Cecil Baldwin.
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Your girls here at DeSastre have taken to the style of Alejandro Chavez ’16 since way back. Since the dawn of O Week, 
’Dro has exhibited a taste in style, that although subdued, is adventurous in its subtlety. To this day we still talk about 
a fuzzy, beige, sheep-like sweater that he wore back in the day (RIP). Alejandro’s style has evolved since then, favoring 
outfits that challenge the “rules” of men’s style by employing pattern and texture within the context of a neutral color 
palette. He draws inspiration from his roommate, Josh Cox ’17, and remixes with his thrift store finds; ’Dro is a stellar 
example of well cultivated men’s style. 

xoxo, 
aa & muk

De Sastre

Dapper ’Dro 
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In a recent episode of NPR’s Pop Culture Happy Hour pod-
cast that I was listening to, one of the co-hosts remarked 
on how, as far as the cultural output calendar goes, Octo-
ber and November are relatively calm months. For them, 
that means that the fall months are a time for ruminating  
on the year and catching up on things that they may have 
missed in the preceding seasons. 

This all leads up to the wintertime take-no-prisoners 
mêlée of year-end best-of list season, in which every col-
umnist, blogger, and critic finally publishes their highly 
curated index of 2015’s best offerings and scours their ri-
vals’ lists and furiously downloads whatever they’ve been 
foolish enough to ignore. Of course, this is coming from 
people inside the industry, who get albums, books, and 
screeners about three months early. 

For us normies, the months of October and November 
can feel just as packed with content as the summer and 
spring seasons that came before. The fall TV season is in 
full swing, meaning that the best new shows have finally 
pulled ahead of the pack and we can begin whittling down 
our interest from the insurmountable mound of program-
ming that the networks and streaming companies have 
dumped upon us. O veritable mount of fine hour-long dra-
mas and ten-episode sitcoms! How would I ever conquer 
thee? New vital albums are coming out every week, some 
that you can’t get enough of (hello, Arca) and some that 
you can’t help hearing about all the time (oh hey Grimes). 
That pile of library books that you put on hold in August 
isn’t getting any smaller. All those movies you heard about 
when they were getting rave reviews on the festival circuit 
are coming out.

And alas! It’s the middle of November and the end of 
the semester is, believe it or not, in sight. But just because 
it’s in sight doesn’t mean you’re anywhere near reaching it. 
There are thesis deadlines, and junior seminar work, and 
three final papers, and that gym class you can’t miss any 
more if you still hope to get credit, and a couple tests to 
study for, and a damned group project, and a million other 
things. October and November may have a lot of cultural 
content being spurted out into the world, but as we de-
scend into the bowel of the semester, it may slip by un-
noticed. 

Most of the time, when I write this, I’m exhorting you 
to get off-campus and do something, close the textbook 

and pick up some pleasure reading, telling you it’s okay to 
watch a couple episodes of this or that show before bed 
or stop working on your thesis for the afternoon to actu-
ally go to a movie theater for once. Today, I’m here to tell 
you the opposite. It’s okay to miss out on a couple things 
that come out in these blustery weeks of November. See, 
there’s a reputation with Reedies that they need to get out 
of the bubble more, take pleasure in what Portland and 
the greater world has to offer. I don’t know about you, but 
for me it’s sometimes the opposite. I get caught up trying 
to stay up to date on things that I end up wearing myself 
out. So today, I’m telling you that it’s okay if you down-
load a couple albums and then don’t get a chance to listen 
to them until winter break. You don’t need to watch that 
show right now, it’ll be just as good when you are hiding 
out from relatives in your childhood bedroom over the 
holidays. In fact, it may even be better. Think of it as a little 
present to yourself.

I guess this is a long-winded way of saying that I don't 
have any new tidbits of media to bring to your attention 
this week, and I hope that's okay. Take it easy, folks, and I’ll 
be back in the next issue, and maybe with a co-conspira-
tor the next time around! 

Cultural Column
By CHARLIE C. WILCOX

Arca's album, Mutant.


