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This is a collection of work done for classes at the Park School of Baltimore.  These 

pieces of writing and art were recommended by teachers to an editorial board of 

students and teachers. This board considered all the submissions without knowing 

who made them.  The only criteria the editors had were that the work be 

comprehensible and interesting to a general audience and, in some way, good.  The rest 

of the decision making process was up to the tastes, whims, peculiar proclivities of the 

people involved.   

 

As the variety and volume of submissions continues to increase, and the editors faced 

the daunting task of having to accept less than half of what was recommended.  The 

Winter 2017 edition is larger than the previous one, and we hope the Spring edition 

will be larger still. 

 

Many thanks to the teachers who made recommendations, to the students who agreed 

to share their work, to Principal Nancy Dickson and Dean of Students Traci Wright for 

supporting the idea, and to the Parent’s Association for giving the publication a 

welcome short-term boost, so it could be printed professionally.  Also, I am grateful to 

those editors who agreed to spend their time reading, and carefully considering what 

could fit. 

 

The works you have here are all reproduced as they were submitted in class, without 

additional editing.  Hope you enjoy them. 

 

 

 

 

Daniel Jacoby, History Department 

 



 







 
 

Last Words of a Peasant: An Enlightenment Essay 

 

King: Any last words? 

Peasant: Yes, actually, quite a few. First of all, you have no right to put me to death. 

King: What!? I am your King, and direct descendant of God! My word is law! 

Peasant: “What a people may not decree for itself may still be less imposed by a monarch.” A 

german, Immanuel Kant said that.  

King: That makes no sense!  

Peasant: Then I’ll explain. Your word is law only because the people wish it to be. If everyone 

opposes you, you would be removed. Therefore, the people have power over you. It is their right 

to have me killed not yours. 

King: I can have my guards kill anyone who disagrees with me. 

Peasant: But the guards are part of the people and they might not listen to you.  

King: They must! I am the King! Chosen by God!  

Peasant: What proof of that do you have? 

King: My father was chosen, so was his father, and the father before him. 

Peasant: That is just your family tree. We know you are the son of your father. What else? 

King: The priests obey me! They know I am chosen to rule. 

Peasant: You obey them. They tell you that you are son of God, so they are automatically your 

advisors, and have total influence on your views and opinions. They are the real power, not you. 

If they denounced you, all of the religious followers would rise up against you. They declare the 

will of God merely to gain your obedience. Who questions them when they say, “It is the will of 

God.” No one! They can decide what that will is. 

King: I am King, they cannot tell me what to do! 

Peasant: But they do! Kant has it summed up the best. “The pastor says, ‘Do not argue, 

believe!’.” And you do! In fact the only reason you want me dead is because the church tells you 

to kill me! 
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King: If I don’t, you’ll start a rebellion! You won’t shut up about this enlightenment thing! 

Peasant: And who says I will? 

King: The church. 

Peasant: Exactly! You’ve just proved my point!  

King: I still get the final say! 

Peasant: But if you disagree you’ve lost their support, and eventually, they’ll have you killed. 

You have no power! 

King: Then how do I get power? 

Peasant: You must become enlightened. Unenlightened people are followers. First you must, 

as Kant says, emerge “from his self imposed immaturity.” 

King: How do I do that? 

Peasant: Don’t immediately agree with everything you’re told. Question things, so that you can 

prove them true with reason. As Kant says, “Nothing is required for this enlightenment, however, 

except freedom; and the freedom to question… [which is] the freedom to use reason publicly in 

all matters.” 

King: But if I do that, you say, the church will have me killed. 

Peasant: You’re already questioning. Good job! And you’re right. Kant knows this as well, “it 

would be disastrous if an officer on duty who was given a command by his superior were to 

question the appropriateness.” When one is working, in your case as King, one is obliged to 

listen to what one is told because that is what one would have signed up for. But, when you are 

not a king you may speak as you wish, which might include criticizing your job. For “as a scholar 

he cannot be justly constrained from making comments”. 

King: Kant again, right? 

Peasant: Yes. But he is not the only one. Others think that you should do the same. 

King: Do what? 

Peasant: Give up your crown. 

King: I never said— 
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Peasant: You don’t have power as a king. “Here’s one who thinks he is the master of others yet 

he is more enslaved than they are.” Rousseau. 

King: I want to be KING! 

Peasant: Montesquieu says, “The political liberty of the subject is a tranquility of mind, arising 

from the opinion each person has of his safety. In order to have this liberty, it is the requisite the 

government be so constituted as one man need not be afraid of another.” 

King: I’m not afraid! I’m the King! I just want more power. 

Peasant: I know. But if you want to be enlightened, to have more power over yourself, you need 

to be part of a system where you have a job but also have a time to be away from your job. 

Being King is a full time job. So you should become a subject. Which will also satisfy the idea 

Montesquieu proposes. You’ll have less to fear from the church when you’re a subject. So that 

means you’ll also have more liberty, and therefore freedom to question.  

King: But how do I resign? 

Peasant: You must ask the people, for it is the people who are your “commanding officer.”  

King: Why? 

Peasant: Well, in the words of Diderot, “it is the prince who belongs to the state… he has bound 

himself to the people and the administration affairs.” You have to tell your boss to resign, and 

you have a lot of bosses. 

King: But what do I say my reason is? 

Peasant: You could say that you wish to be a subject and live with your brethren. For “we ought 

to look upon all men as our brothers.”, in the words of Voltaire.  

King: As brothers? 

Peasant: Yes. Voltaire argues, “Are we not all of the same father, and the creatures of the 

same God?” You see he his talking about religions being one and the same. If people believe 

that those of the same faith are brothers, and all religions are one and the same since we are all 

humans worshiping our creator, then all men are your brothers. That is also why even if you are 

the direct descendent of a God we are also that Gods children. 
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King: Wouldn’t I be ignoring my duties as King though? 

Peasant: “If God made it, God will sustain it without you.” The priests will find a way to keep the 

power of the crown somehow. 

King: Where do I go? Where is the enlightened countries? 

Peasant: You will know if a place is enlightened if their is peace. For enlightened people will 

know what Diderot says, “War is the fruit of man’s depravity; it is a convulsive and violent 

sickness of the body politic.” Peaceful countries will know reason, tolerance, and freedom. 

King: I will do that. What about you? 

Peasant: Give me your crown. I’ll hide it from the priests and everyone else. Your secret will be 

safe with me. 

King: Then I will give up my crown to become enlightened and therefore have more power. 

Also, why do you keep quoting these people? 

Peasant: They are the greatest philosophers of our time. They speak for the betterment of 

mankind; for man to use reason, tolerance, and freedom to the greatest advantage.  

King: Oh. So once I become enlightened, I will also be a better person. 

Peasant: Yes. But enlightenment is continual. People are not unenlightened and then 

enlightened. Marquis de Condorcet truly believes that we shall only get better, not just suddenly 

become enlightened. For, as he says, “the perfectibility of man is truly indefinite”. For us to truly 

be enlightened thinkers we have to continue to be open and strive to improve ourselves and our 

species.  

Exit King 

Peasant: I love enlightenment! 
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Elijah Asdourian 
Art History 

January 
 

I and the Village:  Putting Value in Simplicity 

 

There was a very cute poster in my freshmen English class. It was made up of 

overlapping geometric shapes that contained images inside of them. In a triangle that took up 

most of the top of the poster was a small town, and in the bottom was another triangle with a 

small tree. The remaining space was taken up by these two angular faces and a circle in the 

middle. Everything about the poster was very logical. The parts all fit together cleanly. It was, 

indeed, a very cute poster, and part of what I liked about it was that it didn’t go for some much 

deeper meaning. Instead, it was exactly what it looked like. Some artist wanted to make objects 

fit in little shapes and did what I thought was a pretty good job. 

Two years later I found myself on a field trip to New York with my Art History class, in the 

Museum of Modern Art (MoMA.) I hadn’t known this until I got there, but at some point, a long 

time ago, The Museum of Modern Art in New York decided to put all of its monumental, 

movement-defining art onto one floor in about ten rooms. This was, I think, perhaps one of the 

most irresponsible decisions they could’ve made. All it takes is one fire to ruin Modern Art 

History as we know it. Nonetheless, MoMA’s poor choice made for a fun tour. I was somewhat 

overwhelmed to recognize 4 or 5 paintings in every room as the stuff of cultural icons and 

postcards. So dense is the importance of art on MoMA’s fifth floor that when I went, Van Gogh’s 

“Starry Night” never had more than one or two people looking at it. In another museum it would 

be far and away the main attraction, but in MoMA it’s just one more painting on the wall. So, 

when I turned around to see the cute poster from my freshmen English class a few feet in front 

of me, in the middle of these iconic paintings, I was, understandably, confused. 

What I found out soon enough was that my freshmen English class poster was not made 

by ‘some artist.’ It was painted by Marc Chagall, a hugely important twentieth century painter. 

And, on reading the description, I realized that all of the reasons I liked the painting in the first 

place were bad reasons. It wasn’t a meaningless little experiment at all. “I and the Village,”  by 
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Marc Chagall, was actually full of symbolism. All of the innocuous details that I had taken as 

cute additions actually meant something. That circle in the middle (and a couple other circles I 

had never bothered to notice) represented the sun, moon, and the earth. That tree in the bottom 

was actually the tree of life. The green man wore a cross and in the little town is a Christian 

Orthodox church. A better knowledge of the painting took away all of the reasons I had liked it in 

the beginning. And yet, looking at it, it still really appealed to me. The simple shapes were still 

aesthetically pleasing, even if they had more complex meaning behind them. 

The Art History trip continued 

and, needless, to say, there was 

much more great art to be seen in 

New York, but for some reason this 

painting stayed in my mind the 

whole time. Something about it 

kept holding my attention. In my 

English class I had always liked it, 

but I’d never given the painting an 

extended period of thought. All of 

my opinions about it had been 

formed in ten and twenty second 

intervals in between activities 

during class. I had never looked at 

it long or closely enough to see 

something like the cross necklace 

the green man wears. So, when I 

got home, I decided to give this 

painting a closer look. Looking at this painting again, I tried to see it as something more than 

cute. The painting was tender and sweet. It was something sincere. Small pieces of research I 

had done told me this work was a cubist painting, but this didn’t feel right. The cubist shapes I 
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was used to were much harsher than Chagall’s. Chagall’s shapes were clear, but they weren’t 

rigid. Their outlines were softly drawn instead of sharply ending. Maybe “I and the Village”  was 

technically cubist, but it retained some of the sweeter human emotions that cubism seemed to 

abandon. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       (Juan Gris, Portrait of Pablo Picasso)                                               (Pablo Picasso, Las Meninas) 

 

Chagall lays out a village that we can only assume is from his childhood. Born a Hasidic 

Jew in Belarus (then Russia,) Chagall spent his early life in a half-Jewish, medium-sized town. 

Chagall didn’t live here when he painted this, though. He had just left the Russian Empire for 

Paris. To me, this painting looked nostalgic. It’s laid out the way that we humans remember 

childhood. All of the images fit around this theme, but you can’t quite remember what 

chronological order they happened in or exactly where they happened. Instead, there’s a 
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number of images floating around in your head at once that give you the general feeling of your 

childhood. Our memories of childhood are separated more into rough categories than clear 

narratives. Chagall mimics this way of remembering childhood in “I and the Village.”  He takes a 

number of images and arranges them however he can group them. These isolated moments, 

like a woman milking cow, or an upside down violinist, are very clear pictures unto themselves, 

just like our memories of childhood often are. Chagall then puts these images in groups so that 

he can remember them. He has a collection of memories from the village put in the top right 

corner, for instance. One is of a man walking with a scythe, another is of an upside down 

violinist, and another is of the buildings in his town. These things probably didn’t happen all at 

once, but they are good symbols for his 

village memories. Likewise, the bottom of 

the painting deals with things of much 

larger importance, like the sun, moon, and 

the tree of life. Clearly, somehow, what’s 

held onto Marc the most since childhood 

is that gaze between the man and the 

goat. Chagall makes the eye contact 

between the two incredibly clear. 

Focusing his entire painting around the 

image and even drawing a very faint line 

that connects both characters’ eyes, 

Chagall gives us a hint into how he views the world. The connection between the man and the 

goat is incredibly human, and so clear to see. If Chagall had used cubism in this work, it wasn’t 

to make things abstract the way most of his contemporaries were doing. When Chagall put his 

characters into simple shapes, he actually made their emotions clearer. We understand 

immediately the connection between human and animal in this painting. 

The connection between different parts of the world doesn’t end there. Chagall has the 

painting split into four geometric sections: the village, the green man, the goat, and the tree of 
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life. Chagall’s big circle in the middle, the sun, is a unifying force between all of the other parts 

of the painting. These four parts all meet at corners in the center of the painting, inside the sun 

itself. This isn’t some coincidence; it’s very intentional. Just the way Chagall connected the man 

and the goat by drawing a faint line, he connects his four big elements by physically having 

them touch one another. These four big elements, all types of memories of some sort, exist 

under a larger force, the sun. And on closer look, his four sections are very careful groupings of 

memories. In the top right is society, on the right are people, in the bottom is nature, and on the 

left are animals. These domains in the world, Chagall seems to be saying, are more connected 

than we might initially assume. Perhaps a fact like that is clearer in a small town with lots of 

animals and nature in everyday life than it is in a big city like Paris. Moving to Paris might have 

made him lose sight of what he knew in childhood, and the honest way to bring back what he 

knew was to give the message through a child’s mind. 

At this point I realized that my initial liking of the painting was not in conflict with my liking 

it now. What I had truly liked so much in the poster in my English class was how all of the 

objects fit into shapes nicely, and how cute that seemed. I had also subconsciously decided that 

if the painting had real meaning, there had to be pain or suffering or messiness. There had to be 

something adult taking the fun out of the shapes for this painting to have real meaning. But I 

was desperately wrong. Chagall gave a huge part of the painting’s meaning through those 

shapes and that simplicity. What makes this painting so sweet is the childish innocence that 

paints the picture. Without those simple forms, we might not see the connections between his 

four parts so clearly. Even if we were to realize them, an adult’s word on the matter might seem 

more suspect, more motivated. A child’s view, on the other hand, is completely pure. Children 

have no reason to lie about the world, or to give it meaning where none exists. So Chagall, 

giving childlike simplicity to the forms and shapes in his painting, also gave childlike simplicity to 

the message it sends. ‘We all live in these different groups,’ Chagall’s child says, ‘but look, we 

all live under the same sun.’ This is so obvious to someone older that sometimes we forget it. It 

takes a child saying it for us to remember that it might be important. It’s altogether too easy to 
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separate out people from nature and forget what all things on Earth have in common: The Earth 

itself, and the Sun it orbits. 

Now perhaps someone could call me out here. Looking at that poster in English class, I 

didn’t know any of that. I didn’t know that it was being seen through a child’s eyes. I didn’t know 

about how it connected all the parts of the world, and before my Art History class I probably 

couldn’t have even compared it to other cubist works. All of my appreciation for “I and the 

Village”  came as something later. It wouldn’t really be fair of me to say I’ve liked it for the same 

reasons from the beginning, right? But here, consider another art form: music. Does 

Saint-Saëns’s “The Swan” only become beautiful if you know it’s about a swan? Do Mozart’s 

operas in other languages lose all meaning until you can know the words? Are Beethoven’s 

specific personal troubles necessary to understand in order to hear the tragedy in his fifth 

symphony? In my mind, no. Chagall’s done the 

same. His profound underlying meaning didn’t all 

get through to me, but some of it did. The efforts he 

had taken to simplify his painting the way a child 

would got through to me as ‘cute,’ the way 

Beethoven’s fifth being put in a minor key gets 

through to all of us as ‘sad.’ The form itself dictates 

part of the emotion we feel. And also through the 

form, it opened my mind to the actual message 

itself. Lots of people go on television saying we 

need to save the Earth. It’s not that they’re wrong, 

it’s just that I’m numb to adults in suits saying it. But 

when it was simple enough for even a young child to 

see as a basic truth of the world, I was more willing 

to listen. 

Each layer of meaning in this painting was nested in another one. The fundamental 

thing, that we are all connected under the sun, is given through symbolism, which is given to us 
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in a child’s memories, which are given to us in simple shapes and forms. What I was calling a 

bunch of cute shapes was actually the outer layer of meaning getting through. With only a very 

holistic sense of the painting for years, I was able to feel something very distinct. I could get that 

aesthetic joy from seeing the shapes and simple images. To me, this is what an outstanding 

artist can do. They can take you at whatever level of understanding you have and evoke some 

emotion in you. “I and the Village,”  with its honest and childish showing of the world, can extract 

something out of everyone. That gaze between the man and the goat is so human and sincere 

that I imagine almost all humans could recognize it as such. And even that one image, unto 

itself, offers real clues as to what the painting means. Digging just below the surface, we can 

see that two species connecting on the same level gives us some insight into Chagall’s mind. 

That one stare lets us know a lot about how he sees the relationship between human and 

animal. It is a brilliant artist who can let his art be meaningful to all people, who gives keys to 

understanding that require nothing but a heart and a mind to make use of. When Chagall does 

this in “I and the Village,”  he emphasizes the message in the painting. For him to give the ability 

for virtually all people to understand his work in one sense or another, he again works towards 

proving his most basic belief. Yes, perhaps we are separated in certain ways, but at the end of 

the day, we are all humans under the sun. 
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Margot Bailowitz 
Etymology and Semantics 

12/13/16  
It’s Not MarGOAT 

 
 I’ve always hated the letter t. Not because it comes before the letter u or because it 

follows the letter s, but because it follows the letter o – in Margot. My parents, thrilled with 

themselves for choosing a rather unusual name for their unique newborn daughter learned 

of their mistake at my first doctor’s appointment. I’ve heard the story many times: the 

cheerful nurse called out excitedly to the waiting room, butchering my name to Mar-goat. 

Since that first rather telling appointment I’ve grown up correcting substitute teachers, 

assuring people that, no, I’m really not just misspelling Margaret, and convincing countless 

TSA officials at the airport that I don’t share the second syllable of my name with a four-

legged animal. In middle school, when innocent, developing children turned to menacing 

troublemakers, I forever went from “Mar-go” to “Mar-goat.”   

 In contrast to the harshness and misspellings of my ungraceful given name, I’ve 

always taken comfort in the delicacy of my middle name, Rose. For that, I owe endless 

gratitude to my great-grandmother Rose for softening the blow of the rather indelicate 

Margot. However, when it became clear that my dreams of being known as Margot Rose 

were far from reality, and the reality was that I was Mar-Goat, I turned to the surprisingly 

charming meaning of my ugly-sounding given name for a last glimmer of hope.  

At the age of thirteen, I was sent to the cantor of my synagogue for some 

introspection and self-discovery before taking the important step into adulthood of 

becoming a Bat Mitzvah. Hazzan Perlman, as he’s commonly known, makes up for 

everything that he lacks in stature with his fully grey, business-in-the-front, party-in-the-

back mullet. In his cluttered and dimly lit office on the second floor of the Chizuk Amuno 
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congregation, there was more self-discovery than I had ever imagined possible in a meeting 

led by a man who, though prominent in my congregation, was but a stranger to me. The 

cantor began the session in the way that I’d heard he always had. He pulled out a big red 

book that, to me, was only a part of the clutter of his office, but, to him, seemed almost as 

sacred as the Torah itself. He asked me for many dates -- my birthday, my parent’s 

birthdays -- and searched his big book, looking for coincidences to share. What he did with 

the next book that he pulled out, though, was search for the meaning of my name. At 

thirteen years old, in full force of embracing my femininity, I learned from the cantor that 

my hideous name “Mar-Goat” means “pearl” in French and Greek. I felt stripped of my bad 

fortune – in my mind, my goat association was completely reversed by my new pearl 

association. Not only was I named for a flower, but I was now also named for a pearl. My 

years of yearning to be born in France, where Margot graces the name popularity charts at 

a respectable 52 rather than the measly U.S. 592, appeared to be over. Although my sister, 

Sophie, also dreams of a life in France where tchotchkes adorned with the correct spelling 

of her name flood all of the souvenir shops, this bond between us is but a coincidence.  

My newfound appreciation of my name regardless of its standing on U.S. popularity 

charts lasted, however, until my ninth-grade English teacher uprooted everything that I 

thought I knew about my name. Famous for recounting personal anecdotes to our class of 

rather freshmany freshman, she told us that in China, grandfathers often have the 

responsibility of choosing the middle names for their grandchildren. With that 

responsibility, she said, grandfathers often choose rather feminine names for their 

granddaughters, such as names meaning “pearl” or “flower.” She added that while her 

brother’s Chinese name meant “deep-thinker,” hers meant “quick-thinker.” Although her 
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brother was destined by his name to have profound thoughts, hers were supposedly 

fleeting. As soon as she uttered the examples “pearl” and “flower,” I thought of my own 

name. Did my names Margot and Rose ultimately boil me down to outdated female 

standards? While my brother, Matthew, is named for being a “child of God,” I’m named for 

beautiful objects.  

Naturally, you may be thinking, “Who wouldn’t want to be named for beauty?” 

However, I sometimes can’t help but feel that my names were my parents’ way of ensuring 

that I live as a “beautiful little fool.” This wish was originally Daisy Buchanan’s in response 

to the birth of her daughter in The Great Gatsby. She infamously says, “I hope she’ll be a fool 

-- that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful little fool.” In a man’s world, 

Daisy hopes that her daughter is able to ride on her looks and live in ignorance of the 

mistreatment of women in society. While I know that this wasn’t the wish of my parents, I 

wonder why they couldn’t have given me a name that means “determination” or 

“confidence” or something that would represent my want to have an effect on the world 

around me. Instead, I feel that my names predispose me to be submissive and removed 

from taking action, despite the great beauty that they represent.  

Although the belittling aspect of my name is nothing but a coincidence, maybe 

“MarGOAT” isn’t so bad after all. As it turns out, goats are rather admirable animals. 

They’re known for being able to take steps within minutes of being born, for their 

intelligence and desire to explore new things that they encounter, and for their impressive 

climbing abilities. Maybe next time someone calls me “Mar-goat,” I’ll just have to say thank 

you.   
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How Much Fat is Necessary to Make Chocolate Mousse 

Stephanie Davidson, Elliott Huntsman  
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1. Introduction 

This experiment was designed to test the role of fat in 
thickening chocolate mousse.  As chocolate mousse is 
typically made with solely heavy cream, I wanted to find 
out if it’s necessary to only use heavy cream. I  
tested the same recipe three times, using light cream, 
heavy cream, and a half-and-half mixture of the two for 
each experiment.  I thought that the light cream would 
still work as a thickener in the mousse, as the fat content 
is still fairly high, especially in comparison to milk.  
However, I did question how stiff the mousse would be 
using less fat, and thought the mousse with higher fat 
content would have a better consistency, as mousses 
almost always use heavy cream. 

 

2. Materials and Methods 

Measure out (in separate bowls) 2.6 ounces of 
bittersweet chocolate, 7 ounces of heavy cream, 1.5 egg 

1 This recipe is a smaller portion adaptation of Bobby 
Flay’s Food Network Dark Chocolate Mousse  

whites, and .5 ounces of sugar.  1  “Place chocolate in a 
large bowl in a double boiler at medium heat.  Stir 
chocolate until melted.  Turn off the heat and let stand.  
Beat the cream over ice until it forms soft peaks.  Set 
aside and hold at room temperature.  With a mixer, whip 
egg to soft peaks.  Gradually add the sugar and continue 
whipping until firm.  Remove the chocolate from the bain 
marie and using a whisk, fold in the egg whites all at 
once. When the whites are almost completely 
incorporated, fold in whipped cream.”  Cover the mousse 
and refrigerate for approximately 45 2 minutes. 

 

2.1 Experiments Two and Three 

Repeat the same experiment twice more.  In the 
second experiment, replace the 7 ounces of heavy cream 
with seven ounces of light cream.  For the third, replace 
the 7 ounces of heavy cream with 3.5 ounces of each 
heavy and light cream.  All other procedures and 
ingredients should remain constant. 

2 Adapted: original recipe calls for one hour of 
refrigeration but for practicality, I changed it to 45 
minutes. 

AB ST R ACT  

The goal of this lab was to find out how much fat is necessary in making a chocolate mousse.  I tested heavy cream, 
light cream, and a mixture of the two in the same chocolate mousse recipe.  The results were as follows: the light 
cream was unable to make a mousse-like foam.  The heavy cream turned out best, and the mixture of light and heavy 
cream produced a similar foam that was slightly more watery and less sturdy.  Therefore, the cream with the most 
fat produced the best mousse. 

Chocolate Mousse 
Chocolate 
Cream 
Heavy 
Light 
Sauce 
Thickener 
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3. Results 

 
Table 1. Observations and data from each 

experiment: Mousse with heavy cream, light cream, 
and a mixture. 

Cream Type 
used 

 
Preparation 

Observations 

Final 
Observations 

(once set) 

Heavy 
Cream 
 
 
 
 

 

Easy to whip 
the cream with 

a whisk 
 
 
 
 

Very 
Creamy, 
Thick, 

smooth, rich, 
fluffy/light, 

slight 
oiliness on 
aftertaste: 

mouth-
coating. 

 

Light 
Cream 

 
 
 

 
 

 
Cream would 
not whip with 
a whisk after 

approximately 
10 minutes.  
Tried with 

electric mixer 
and it got 

fluffy but then 
quickly turned 

back to a 
semi-liquid 

 

Did not turn 
into a 

foamy, 
mousse-like 
consistency.  
Filmy layer 

on top; 
tasted like 

melted 
chocolate ice 

cream. 
Liquidy 

consistency. 
 

Light/Heavy 
Cream 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Cream 
whipped fast. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

More light 
and more 

fluffy than 
the heavy 

cream trial,  
Less stiff 

and airy and 
not quite as 
mousse-like.  
A bit more 

watery 
tasting but 

overall 
similar. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

Photo 1: Heavy Cream Mousse 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photo 2 : Light Cream Mousse 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photo 3: Mixture of Light/Heavy Cream 
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4. Discussion 

Overall, the mousse using the heavy cream was clearly 
best.  It had the most stiff overall consistency, yet was 
creamy and rich.  The light cream did not work to make 
foam: the result was liquidy and the cream would not 
whip very well.  The mixture of half heavy and half light 
cream turned out well, but not as stable as the mousse 
with solely heavy cream. 

There are two key ingredients that work together to 
thicken mousse: the egg whites and the cream.  Since the 
egg stayed constant throughout the experiments, it acted 
in the same way.  Egg whites are a protein and act as an 
emulsifier and stabilizer as thickeners.  3  When 
electrically mixed repetitively, the proteins in the whites 
are physically unfolded from their normal shape, and 
become re-entangled with one another.  The bonds 
proteins are very strong, resulting in an unchangeable 
solid: foam.  4   

When creating the foam for both egg whites and 
cream, the most important concept was getting air into 
the substances.  When mixed rapidly, air bubbles are 
incorporated into the liquid, increasing surface area and 
making the substance into foam.  By whipping, the 
liquids are also agitated, and as air bubbles go in, fat 
molecules in the liquid collect around the air, making it 
sturdier.5  This provides explanation for the failure of 
light cream in making chocolate mousse.  Light cream 
contains approximately 18% fat, and heavy cream 
approximately 38%. Cream is also an emulsifier when 
used to thicken.6  In the light cream experiments, air 
bubbles were incorporated in, but the mixture quickly lost 
its foaminess, as there were not enough fat molecules to 
support the air bubbles and they were not stable enough.7  
This is why heavy cream is necessary to make mousse. 
The quantity of emulsified fat interferes with movement 
of water molecules, slowing the thinning of the bubble.  
The addition of the whipped egg whites also helps 
stabilize the foams, as it contains lecithin, an emulsifier.   

3 Page 632, On Food and Cooking: The Science and 
Lore of the Kitchen, Harold McGee, 1984 
4 Page 603, On Food and Cooking: The Science and 
Lore of the Kitchen, Harold McGee, 1984 
5 Pages 638-639, On Food and Cooking: The Science 
and Lore of the Kitchen, Harold McGee, 1984 

 When mixing half heavy and half light cream, there 
must have been enough fat molecules combined to 
stabilize the foam and prevent it from liquidizing before 
it could set.  However, some of the air bubbles did pop, 
which was why the resulting product of the half/half 
cream mixture was more liquidy and less stiff than that of 
heavy cream. 

The results of this experiment are interesting: the role 
of fat and protein as thickeners was known, but not the 
quantities.  This experiment shed light on how much fat 
is needed in mousse in particular, and will be useful to 
people attempting to substitute less fatty ingredients into 
mousses and other foams.  My hypothesis was not 
supported, and why is now clear.  I thought that the light 
cream would still work as a thickener, as the fat content 
is still extremely high, but this was proven wrong.  The 
quantity of fat was not enough to give the mousse a foamy 
consistency, and these results suggest that the more fat, 
the more stiff the foam.   

 
5.1 Threats to Validity 

 The threats to validity of this experiment 
involve variables that were not accounted for and 
logistical problems.  The biggest threat to validity was 
setting time.  Though I aimed for 45 minutes of 
“setting” each mousse in the refrigerator, it varied 
slightly—likely by 5-10 minutes on either side.  I 
noted that for the first experiment, I had to check the 
mousse a bit under the 45-minute mark, and for the 
second, I had to do so a bit after.  This may have played 
a slight role in my results.  Another smaller threat to 
validity is whipping time, which I did not calculate, 
and just whipped each time until the foam formed soft 
peaks, which is a qualitative variable.  Despite these 
two threats to validity, I doubt they played a huge role 
in my results and the results for the three mousses were 
so different, but these threats could have altered them 
slightly. 

Future Work 

I’m interested in using heavy whipping cream again 
as a thickener for a new medium: solid fat.  I know that 
when you put heavy whipping cream in a jar and shake 
it for a long enough time, it turns to butter.  I would 
like to see how much fat is needed for this process to 
work.  I’m interested in this because the solid form of 

6 Page 630, On Food and Cooking: The Science and 
Lore of the Kitchen, Harold McGee, 1984 
7 Page 639, On Food and Cooking: The Science and 
Lore of the Kitchen, Harold McGee, 1984 

17



cream is so different than the foam form, and I wonder 
if the results would differ in the amount of fat needed. 

 In this experiment, I would use the same three 
variables I did for the mousse: heavy cream, light 
cream, and a mixture of the two.  I’d put them each in 
a jar, and time how long it takes to shake it until it 
forms a solid (assuming it does so with all three 
liquids.)  I think that, given the results of my mousse 
experiment, it would take a long time for the light 
whipping cream to form a solid than the heavy.  
However, as fats thickening a solid are different from 
fats thickening foam, so the results could differ. 
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The Cultural and Political Circumstances of Women in Brazil 

 Dilma Rousseff, the first female president of Brazil, is under investigation for corruption. Rousseff 

claimed that her 180-day suspension is a coup; in a speech outside the presidential palace, she said, "when an 

elected president is suspended because of a crime she hasn't committed, the name we give is not impeachment 

but a coup.”1 Michel Temer has replaced Rousseff and has established a cabinet made up of all-white, all-

male members. For years, Brazilian women have faced many forms of oppression, including slavery, unequal 

professional opportunities and unfair pay, domestic violence, and lack of reproductive rights. It may not be a 

coincidence that Rousseff, a woman in power, was ousted--Brazilian society may not be ready for female 

leadership. Despite Brazil’s widespread, radical, and in many ways successful women’s movement in the late 

twentieth century, Brazilian women cannot yet escape the country’s sexist and racist history.  

 To understand women’s roles in Brazil today, it is essential to look at Brazil’s history. The first 

Portuguese settlers in Brazil were men. They established a system of government, gained ownership of land, 

and became wealthy. Thomas Skidmore wrote in Brazil: Five Centuries of Change that the “political system 

[was] created for top-down government by a narrow white political elite.”2 White men had power before 

Portuguese women even arrived in Brazil. The settlers enslaved the Native Brazilians and Africans. Slavery 

was finally abolished by 1888. But, by that time, a hierarchy of women had already been established: the 

middle and upper-classes were made up of white women and the working class was made up of Indian and 

African women. Classes today are still closely aligned with race.  

 Women received the right to vote in Brazil in 1932. However, as described in The Brazil Reader, 

suffrage was won “in a backhanded manner, bestowed on them as part of Getúlio Vargas’s paternalistic social 

largess that, in many ways, proved meaningless.” According to Skidmore, suffrage “did little to change the 

overall position of women in Brazilian society.”3 He wrote that, in general, “Brazilian women have 

1 “Brazil’s Dilma Rousseff: Impeachment is a coup.” Al Jazeera. 13 May 2016.  
<http://www.aljazeera.com/news/2016/05/brazil-dilma-rousseff-impeachment-coup.html> 

2   Thomas E. Skidmore. “Changes Affecting Women.” Brazil: Five Centuries of Change. Oxford University Press.  
Second edition. 2010. P. 198.  

3 Ibid, p. 194.  
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traditionally played a small role in Brazilian public life.”4 And, they weren’t expected to--women were 

supposed to be docile, compliant, and quiet. The introduction to the chapter titled “Women’s Lives” in The 

Brazil Reader explained that “Brazilian women were traditionally assigned roles prescribed by social norms 

and were penalized, often harshly, when they stepped beyond the lines of permitted behavior.”5 Skidmore 

wrote that “the dominant middle-class feminine stereotype continued to be a passive, submissive being whose 

existence was defined as a dutiful daughter and patient wife.”6 Middle and upper-class women were confined 

to a few professions that were deemed acceptable for women, such as nursing and teaching--professions that 

did not pay well. Opportunities for working-class women were just as limited, and the pay was worse. It is 

explained in The Brazil Reader that “four professions were open to working-class women: factory work, 

school teaching, domestic service, and prostitution.”7 Working class women were expected to work longer 

hours for worse pay.8 According to Alison Raphael, author of “Sonia, a Middle-Class Woman,” maids earned 

about $9 a month and worked fourteen hours a day.9  

Injustices against working-class women were ignored; “society overlooked the plight of poor 

women.”10 The dichotomy between poor women and rich women remained intact. Rich women had, 

comparatively, more mobility. “The only women allowed to express their independence were from the upper 

classes.”11 This stemmed from, as Raphael called it, “Brazil’s racial hierarchy of white privilege.”  All 

Brazilian women faced the possibility of domestic violence. Skidmore wrote that “wife abuse was widely 

known to be a serious problem among all Brazilian social classes.”12 Raphael detailed Miss Mara’s 

relationship with her husband, writing, “Miss Mara’s husband was a chronic alcoholic who beat his wife 

4 Ibid, p. 194.  
5 Robert M. Levine and John J. Crocitti, eds. The Brazil Reader: History, Culture, Politics. Duke University Press.  

1999. P. 299.  
6 Skidmore, p. 194.  
7 Levine and Crocitti, p. 299.  
8 Skidmore, p. 194.  
9 Alison Raphael. “Sonia, a Middle-Class Woman.” Robert M. Levine and John J. Crocitti, eds. The Brazil Reader:  

History, Culture, Politics. Duke University Press. 1999. P. 334. 
10 Levine and Crocitti, p. 300.  
11 Ibid, p. 299. 
12 Skidmore, p. 196.  
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regularly.”13 The Brazil Reader further illustrated what working-class women dealt with: “often, when they 

returned to their homes after exhausting days, they were confronted by their men, unskilled and therefore 

usually idle, who when drunk, beat their women for imagined slights, out of jealousy, or simply because they 

were expected to be docile.”14 Despite the fact that domestic violence was widespread and well-known, 

Skidmore wrote that “the police and courts traditionally refused to recognize such behavior as criminal. 

Charges were routinely dismissed, even in cases when abuse by the man turned literally to murder.”15 A 

common defense was “in defense of honor”16 in which men would argue that their wives had been or were 

going to be unfaithful. This weak defense allowed murderous men to escape punishment.  

 What was most important for a Brazilian woman to possess was beauty. A poem that was published 

in Gente magazine in 1976 described the ideal secretary: “She must be loyal, / polite and  efficient. / But if 

she / is beautiful as well, better yet.”17 And, beauty in Brazil is often synonymous with whiteness. The best-

known female celebrities from Brazil are all white, including models Adriana Lima, Alessandra Ambrosio, 

and Gisele Bündchen and superstar Xuxa. On her hit show, Xuxa was followed by Paquitas, an army of 

blonde, teenage girls. In 1995, Michele Pires Martins was the first black finalist to become a Paquita. Amelia 

Simpson writes that “in the end, however, she was not selected to join the elite group, which remained all 

white.”18 Xuxa did, however, have a highly-publicized relationship with Brazilian soccer player Pelé and, in 

the late 1990s, Xou da Xuxa began to incorporate Brazilian funk music, which is derived from non-white, 

poor Brazilian culture and hip-hop and rap culture in America. Simpson wrote that “Xuxa’s image thus 

reconciles, without resolving, the deep fissures of race, gender, and capital that divide Brazil”--which, more 

specifically, divide the women of Brazil. Simpson explained that Xuxa “celebrates an ideal of femininity that 

is both erotic and domestic. She relentlessly markets a consumer-driven model of modernity in a country 

13 Raphael, p. 334.  
14 Levine and Crocitti, p. 300.  
15 Skidmore, p. 196.  
16 Ibid, p. 196.  
17 Raphael, p. 343 
18 Amelia Simpson. “Xuxa and the Televisual Imaginary.” Robert M. Levine and John J. Crocitti, eds. The Brazil  

Reader: History, Culture, Politics. Duke University Press. 1999. 343-347.  
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where the basic needs of many citizens are not met. And she presents a white ideal of beauty in a nation with 

the second-largest population of African descent on earth.”19 Popular Brazilian culture, such as Xou da Xuxa, 

acknowledges but does not resolve the racial hierarchy present in the country. Instead, on Xuxa Hits, one of 

Xuxa’s shows, for example, “the hypereroticized mulattas who appear point to the strategic use of gendered 

representations, as well, to displace racial issues and leave undisturbed an underlying structure of racial 

inequality and injustice.”20  

 Although there were some women’s organizations in the 1930s, they “were tiny and had little 

influence.”21 The coup of 1964, however, brought an era of activism to Brazil. Skidmore explained that the 

coup “highlighted the fact that the status of women had changed little in the intervening years.”22 The 

movement, prior to military rule, was led by middle and upper-class women, and their demonstrations were 

far from radical. The women maintained “the caricature of the traditional ‘housewifely’ role.”23 Middle and 

upper-class women who had supported the coup turned to activism when, during the repression of 1968-1975, 

their children were tortured by the police. Skidmore noted that “this brutality brought rising protests, 

especially from mothers, whose maternal indignation created a natural solidarity.”24 The protests of the 

newly-formed group were “widely noticed”25 and created change; namely, women began to enter male-

dominated fields and became increasingly economically independent.26 Women living in rural regions of 

Brazil also participated in the movement, particularly the all-female work crews referred to as bóias-frias, 

who worked under a “miserable working environment.”27 Rural women formed influential unions that 

successfully campaigned for increased pay, medical care, and schooling for their children. Middle-class 

feminists fought for reproductive rights, pressing for free and accessible contraception and free and legal 

19 Ibid, p. 343.  
20 Ibid, p. 346. 
21 Levine and Crocitti, p. 301.  
22 Skidmore, p. 194.  
23 Ibid, p. 194.  
24 Ibid, p. 194-195.  
25 Ibid, p. 195. 
26 Ibid, p. 195.  
27 Ibid, p. 195.  
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abortion. Abortion law did not change. The governor of São Paulo, Paulo Maluf, created a state-administered 

family-planning program that performed tubal ligations, in the name of providing healthcare for women. 

Feminists called the program “genocidal”28 Those associated with the program argued that the procedures 

were voluntary. 

 Feminists aimed to gain more female representation in the government, associations, and unions. For 

example, only 4.9 percent of the Constituent Assembly was female.29 In response, during the 1994 elections, 

the government established a 20 percent female candidate quota. Women continued to be underrepresented in 

leadership roles in associations such as the Ordem dos Advogados do Brasil (the Bar Association), the 

Associação Brasileira de Imprensa (the Press Association), and the Conselho Nacional de Medicina (the 

National Medical Association).30 Although more women were graduating from secondary school and entering 

male-dominated fields, they earned 40 percent less than men.31  

Skidmore wrote that the “Brazilian women’s movement became the largest, most radical, most 

diverse, and most effective of women’s movements in Latin America.”32 Sonia Alvarez explained the factors 

that allowed the women’s movement to occur, including ‘abertura,’ the “military government’s deliberate 

opening of political space.”33 In some ways, the government did aid the movement. But, Skidmore added that 

“the government’s granting women more organizing latitude that other elements of civil society because they 

saw women as less threatening.”34 While the movement achieved some of its goals, women “were drawn apart 

by issues of class, race, and ideology.”35 

 A Veja magazine poll ranked Xuxa tenth on a list of Brazil’s twenty most powerful people. In 1991, 

she was number 37 on Forbes Magazine’s list of the richest artists. In the introduction to “Xuxa and the 

28 Ibid, p. 196. 
29 Ibid, p. 197. 
30 Ibid, p. 197.  
31 Ibid, p. 197.  
32 Ibid, p. 197. 
33 Ibid, p. 198. 
34 Ibid, p. 198. 
35 Ibid, p. 198. 
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Televisual Imaginary,” it says, “Xuxa was Brazil’s national fantasy. She gave her audiences a make-believe 

Brazil ruled by a blonde ‘Rainha dos Baixinhos’ (Queen of Kids), the idol of teenagers, the stuff of men’s 

dreams and of women’s envy and aspirations.”36 Xuxa certainly achieved fame and influence, but her 

leadership only existed in the “make-believe Brazil.” Some of her popularity may stem from the element of 

the divine. The stage of Xou da Xuxa, Xuxa’s television show, was adorned with an oversized sculpture of 

Xuxa and a replica of the Christ the Redeemer statue. Xuxa would speak of the miracles that happened on 

Xou, such as episodes when “a mute began to sing, a paralyzed child to clap.”37 The opening song of Xou 

even compared Xuxa to the Virgin Mary. It seems Brazilians are okay with a woman in power--but only if she 

is white, beautiful, somehow special or otherworldly, and acting in a role deemed acceptable, such as the host 

of a children’s television show. Because of Brazil’s deeply-ingrained concepts that a woman should be 

beautiful, motherly, and submissive, it is almost impossible for a woman to enter into the realm of politics. 

The fact that Rousseff was elected represents genuine social change in Brazil for women (one which we have 

yet to achieve in America), but her impeachment is a major setback--and is, likely, a coup.  

 Women in Brazil still face many obstacles. To evaluate the state of women in Brazil today, as well as 

to evaluate the contributing factors of Rousseff’s impeachment, one must look at Brazil’s history of ignoring, 

silencing, and sexualizing women as well as at the fractures that exist amongst women--most importantly, 

social class and, therefore, race. Without addressing these issues, the status of women can never truly be 

altered.  

  

  

 

 

36 Levine and Crocitti, p. 341. 
37 Simpson, p. 346.  
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Crossing the Bridge 

It was a crisp November morning; the trees were bare, and many of their dead leaves 

crunched underfoot. My parents set Harry, my younger brother, and me loose on the trails of Lake 

Roland Park as long as we didn’t venture out of their sight. On our left, the land climbed steeply, 

creating a wall of dirt, rocks, and trees growing at brave angles. On our right, the Jones Falls coursed 

by, twisting and turning alongside the trail.  

Many landmarks awaited us: our favorite fallen log; a series of huge boulders, perfect for 

rock climbing; and the wooden bridge under which the stream crossed. We climbed up the rocky 

hill, slipping over and over but finally clawing our way to the eroded ledge off of which we slid 

down the log, back onto the trail. We repeatedly toiled up the hill for minutes at a time, earning our 

five-second joyrides down the log. Once we had tired of this activity, we moved on toward the 

boulders. Harry took off down the trail, and I sprinted behind, trying to catch up to him. We zig-

zagged through the walkers and joggers and leapt over tree roots, turning the flat, gentle trail into 

our own obstacle course. 

We climbed on the boulders, competing to see who could get to the highest point, and 

searching for the bits of mica rock that hid in many of the boulders’ crevices. Mica is not classified 

as any sort of precious or semi-precious stone, but it was so shiny that we felt as if we were mining 

for gold. Pocketing the mica for our rock collections, we raced on toward the bridge. A side trail 

veered off just before the bridge down to the Jones Falls, which flowed far below. Following the trail 

down, we found flat rocks to skip along the stream while we waited for our parents to catch up to 

us. They met us at the stream, and we all returned to the main trail, turning back the way we had 

come. Retracing the path, we raced some more, but for the most part stayed with our parents, 

showing off our mica and many dirt stains. 

 Many weekend mornings of our early childhood were spent on the trails of that park. We’d 

explore every crevice of the first mile or so of the trail, but we’d never cross the bridge, as it 

provided a decent landmark for how long my brother and I could stay civil and entertained on the 
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way back. Between the ages of seven and eleven (four and eight for my brother), the trails were our 

stomping grounds, the closest place from our house in Baltimore City that we could go to 

momentarily lose ourselves in nature.  

 Once I made it to middle school, the park lost its place in our lives. Weekends were instead 

spent traversing Baltimore suburbs for soccer and baseball tournaments or meeting friends for 

movies. We still passed the trailheads of the park almost every day on our way to school, but we no 

longer stopped to climb boulders or skip rocks.  

 It wasn’t until ninth grade that I returned to the park. That fall, my friend Montana and I 

decided to run a local race together. When our school’s cross-country coach found out we were 

running the race, he invited us to join the team’s Friday morning practices. During these pre-sunrise 

practices, the team ran a five-mile loop through Lake Roland Park, returning to school just in time 

to shower before classes started. 

 On a cold, October morning, we set off in the dark with the pack of twenty shirtless and 

sweaty boys. Starting at school, we ran a mile down the road to the Lake Roland Park trailhead. For 

that first mile, we stayed in a tight line, but as we entered the park, everyone spread out to run at 

their own pace. Montana and I stayed in the middle, pushing ourselves to keep up. As we passed my 

childhood landmarks, I resisted the urge to wander off the trail. We arrived at the bridge faster than 

I ever had before, and the seemingly endless trail suddenly felt much shorter. For the first time in 

my life, I crossed over it. Our footfalls, which had been soft on the packed dirt of the trail, turned 

into resounding thuds on the wooden bridge. We pressed on into unfamiliar territory. Beyond the 

bridge, the flat trail turned into series of short, rolling hills. Tree roots were well-worn into steps 

that created good footholds for clambering up the hills.  

The sun began to rise as the trail continued to twist and turn through the woods. Watchless 

and phoneless, I had no idea how much time had passed. We hadn’t yet turned around, and we’d 

run far enough that I was increasingly unsure I’d be able to maintain a running pace if we were less 

than halfway done. I timidly asked one of the boys how far it was until the turnaround. He laughed, 
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and I became more nervous. Could we only be a quarter of the way done? “We turned around a while 

ago,” he replied. Through the twists and turns, I’d lost all sense of direction and had completely 

missed the turnaround. We were now almost back out to the road. My strides regained their 

confidence as the entire team picked up the pace for the mile back to school.  

On this run, I rediscovered the park. It became much more than just the mile to the bridge it 

had been for my brother and me. Its worn trails, which had once been solely a means of getting 

from the fallen log to the mica mines, now became the reason I went to the park. They challenged 

me to run farther and faster, to discover not what lay to their left and right, but where they led.  

The park became a puzzle of trails and trailheads, and each time I went for a run, I found a 

new piece. By losing myself in its labyrinth, I surpassed physical limitations I had set for myself and 

learned that all its paths led home, one way or another. I learned to trust myself amidst its tall 

sycamores and beeches, and I became comfortable with the uncomfortability of not knowing 

exactly where I was or where I was going.  

Since that first run, I’ve returned many times to the park, both in groups and alone. Each 

time, the park surprises me. I find new side trails, get lost on trails that are figments of my 

imagination, discover strange clearings, or find myself suddenly trespassing on private property. I 

know the park well now -- certainly much better than I did as a younger kid -- but it still retains a 

lot of mystery. As I grow up, so, too, does the park -- its maze of trails ever more complicated than I 

previously thought.  
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1. Introduction 

While diffusion and osmosis are not the first nor 
the most fabulous topics one learns in biology, they 
make up an integral process inside each and every 
organism. Diffusion is the movement of molecules 
from high concentrations to low concentrations. 
Osmosis is simply the diffusion of water through a 
selectively permeable, passive membrane. Osmotic 
balance is the equilibrium of water and salt 
concentrations in cells, tissues, and bodily fluids.  
Without this regulation, organisms would dehydrate 
and perish. Organisms throughout the plant, animal, 
fungus, and Protista kingdoms have all evolved some 
method of maintaining osmotic balance. 

There are two ways in which an organism deals 
with maintaining osmotic balance, being an 
osmoconformer or an osmoregulator. (Chapter 44- 
Osmoregulation and Excretion… [updated 2016].) 
Osmoconformers are marine organisms that make 
their bodies the same osmolarity of the water they 
swim in. (Osmolarity is the amount-moles- of solute 
per liter of solution; i.e. the amount of salt in  

 
 
seawater.) Most organisms are osmoregulators, which 
means they maintain osmotic balance in another 
fashion. For example, the salt water fish is an 
osmoconformer, and the fresh water fish an 
osmoregulator. 

In this study, diffusion and osmosis were tested 
by soaking potatoes in various molarities of sucrose 
solutions. Pieces of regular potato and sweet potato 
were weighed, then submerged in sucrose solutions 
varying in six different molarities. After soaking for 
half an hour, the potato and sweet potato pieces were 
weighed again. Multiple molecules made up the 
solution (water and sucrose), and when the solutes 
(regular potato and sweet potato) were introduced, 
the molecules moved randomly and independently of 
other molecules, down their own concentration 
gradient. This means that molecules moved from 
high concentrations to low concentrations to make 
the two solutions isotonic to each other (having the 
same concentrations of each molecule). This being 
the case, the greater the concentration gradient, the 
faster molecules move/diffuse.  
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The potato would gain weight if the 
concentration of water in the solution around it was 
greater than the concentration in the potato as water 
would flow into it. The potato would lose weight if 
water was more concentrated in the potato than the 
solution around it; water would flow out of the 
potato. It was predicted that the sweet potato would 
have a higher osmolarity than the regular potato due 
to the sweet potato being sweeter, therefore having 
shorter and more glucose chains as opposed to the 
regular potato’s few, long glucose chains.  

The study is relevant as the data portrays how an 
organism will behave when exposed to substances 
that are not isotropic to itself- meaning, substances 
that are above or below the molarity of the organism 
itself. How will the potatoes respond to various 
molarities of solution? How will this affect their 
weights? How much will the gradient- the difference 
between the molarity of the sucrose solution and the 
molarity of the potato- impact the pre and post potato 
submersion weights? How can we use this data to 
reflect on and learn more about how our own bodies 
operate? 

 

2. Materials and Methods 

This experiment was executed under average 
conditions; the classroom was room-temperature as 
were the potatoes and solutions. Regular potatoes and 
sweet potatoes were both skinned and cored with a 
corer one centimeter in diameter and the cylindrical 
pieces were then cut roughly into one inch pieces. Six 
pairs of regular potato and six pairs of sweet potato 
(in total, 24 potatoes) were chosen by ensuring that 
both pieces in each pair were about the same height. 
A weigh boat was placed on a scale which was then 
zeroed, and a pair of regular potatoes was weighed in 
the weigh boat. This step was repeated for every pair 
of potatoes. Their weights (12 weights in total) were 
measured in grams and recorded. Then, 100 ml of the 
following sucrose solutions varying in molarity was 
measured and poured into beakers: two beakers of 0 
molar (distilled H20), two beakers of 0.2 molar, two 
beakers of 0.4, two beakers of 0.6, two beakers of 0.8 
and two beakers of 1.0. (The size of the beakers was 
not relevant as long as the potatoes could be fully 
submerged.) The potato pairs were then assigned to 
beakers making sure that for each molarity of sucrose 
solution, one beaker had a regular potato pair and the 
other beaker of the same molarity had a sweet potato 
pair. The regular potatoes and sweet potatoes were 
then dropped into their respective solutions where 
they soaked for about 35 minutes. (See figure 1 for 
diagram of setup.) 

After approximately 35 minutes, the potatoes 
and sweet potatoes were removed from the beakers, 

dabbed lightly with a paper towel to wipe off 
dripping water, and then weighed (using same 
zeroing method as before). Their weights were 
recorded again. 

3. Results 

As the molarity of the sucrose solutions 
increases, the percent weight changes between before 
and after the potatoes were submerged increases as 
well. This trend is demonstrated with both the potato 
and the sweet potato. The regular potato had a 
calculated osmolarity of 0.14 and the sweet potato 
had a calculated osmolarity of 0.45. 

 
Figure 2: Graph of the percent weight changes 
between before and after the potatoes were soaked. 
The X-axis is the molarity of the sucrose solution and 
the Y-axis is the percent weight changes. The sweet 

0.2 
mo 

0.2 

Figure 1: Diagram of setup. Each 
cylinder labeled “0.2” indicates the 
beakers holding 100ml of 0.2 molar 
sucrose solution. The orange trapezoids 
are the pair of sweet potatoes that were 
submerged, and the off-white 
trapezoids are the regular potatoes that 
were submerged. 
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potato data is represented in orange and the regular 
potato data represented in blue. The calculated 
osmolarities of the regular potato and sweet potato 
are, respectively, .14Osmol and .45Osmol. Those 
numbers are the points along the X-axis when the 
potatoes should neither lose nor gain weight because 
they are isotropic to the solution. 
 
Table 1. Percent difference between pre and post 
weights for sweet potato and regular potato. 
Sucrose 
Solution 
Molarity 

Sweet Potato (% 
weight 
difference) 

Regular Potato 
(% weight 
difference) 

0 7.13 5.43 
0.2 4.23 -1.8 
0.4 -0.74 -8.56 
0.6 -2.66 -14.548 
0.8 -5.82 -18.5 
1 -6.5 -21.49 
 
Table 2. All values of the sweet potatoes and regular 
potatoes pre and post submersion weights. 

Sucrose 
Solution 
Molarity 

Sweet 
Potato 
Weight (g) 

Regular 
Potato 
Weight (g) 

0 7.01 7.73 

0.2 7.10 7.77 

0.4 6.74 7.48 

0.6 6.40 7.08 

0.8 7.05 7.24 

1 7.38 7.77 

0 7.51 8.15 

0.2 7.40 7.63 

0.4 6.69 6.84 

0.6 6.23 6.05 

0.8 6.64 5.90 

1 6.90 6.10 

 

4. Discussion 

The osmolarities of the regular potato and sweet 
potato vary due to the regular potato containing a 
higher concentration of water compared to the sweet 
potato. The sweet potato has more “stuff” in it. The 
glucose molecules in the sweet potato are many short 
chains as opposed to the long, few glucose strands in 
the regular potato. The osmolarity of the regular 
potato was 0.14mOsm/l and the sweet potato 

0.45mOsm/l. This number signifies the concentration 
of water in each potato.  

On the blue line, the X intercept is 0.14. This is 
because if the regular potato were to be submerged in 
0.14mol solution, it would neither gain nor lose 
weight. The regular potato would be isosmotic to the 
solution. If there is no concentration gradient 
between the solution and the submerged, molecules 
will not relocate very much.  

When the regular potato was put in 0mol 
solution, the potato gained weight because the 
concentration of water in the 0mol solution was 
greater than the concentration in the 0.14mol potato; 
water flowed into the potato. The regular potato lost 
weight in 0.2mol because the concentration of water 
inside the potato was greater than the outside, so 
water from the potato flowed out into the solution. 

On the orange line, the X intercept is 0.45. The 
same process and reasoning of osmosis that occurred 
in the regular potato did as well in the sweet potato. 
Only, the sweet potato had a far less drastic slope 
than the regular potato due to it having less water in 
it. In the 0.6mol sucrose solution, both potatoes lost 
weight. The regular potato lost more weight than the 
sweet potato because the regular potato contained a 
higher concentration of water, therefore it had more 
water to lose than the sweet potato did. 

This data is highly relevant in understand how 
others’ and our own bodies work. There was a drastic 
difference between the level of osmosis that occurred 
in the regular potato and the sweet potato- plants that 
we consider to be very similar. Many things we 
consider to be similar actually have vastly different 
biological processes. The difference between salt 
water fish and fresh water fish is so significant that if 
you were to put a salt water fish in fresh water and a 
fresh water fish in salt water, both would perish.  

The salt water fish maintains an osmolarity of 
1000mOsm/l, the same osmolarity as sea water. 
(Milo, 2008.) This works for the fish because salt will 
not flow or diffuse into its body via passive transport 
if there is no concentration gradient. The fresh water 
fish cannot make itself isotropic to the fresh water 
without being water, which is not plausible. So, it 
evolved to allow limit water flow into its body. Water 
flows in through the gills and the fish urinates 
primarily water, profusely. However, salt is an 
essential nutrient lacking in fresh water fish so 
whenever it encounters salt, it absorbs it. 

A process of diffusion occurs in our chests. 
When the heart pumps blood to the lungs to become 
oxygenated, oxygen is transported through the lungs 
to the blood by diffusing. The high concentration of 
O2 (oxygen) in the lungs rushes for the CO2 (carbon 
dioxide) in the blood, motivated by the O2 molecules 
“desire” to level the gradient between lungs and 
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blood. The CO2, in high concentration in the blood, 
diffuses into the lungs where CO2 is in low 
concentration; thus, we exhale CO2. 
 

Experimenting with osmolarity and diffusion 
using potatoes allowed for a glimpse into a process 
that keep all organisms hydrated and alive.  
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What happened in Her Classroom?  

--  Experiencing the Paths of Katherine Socha and Carla 

Guarraia Since High School 

BY YIFEI HE 

The best atmosphere for a conversation usually starts with a sip of tea or a glance 

of the burning sky that hints at the start of the evening. But this conversation did not start 

in that way. Wednesday after school is always the hectic time when little things fill up our 

minds. Katherine Socha was in her classroom talking to a student. As the conversation 

ended, I stepped up to remind her of the interview we scheduled. Surprisingly, she 

apologized to me that she just realized that she double-booked this busy after school time. 

Then I saw Carla Guarraia who walked into her classroom, sat down and soon began to 

type something up on her laptop. “Yes, we can meet right now,” Guarraia quickly scanned 

through her planner right next to the laptop, and responded after I said hi, “but, remind 

me, what are we going to meet about?” I smiled and remind her it was going to be an 

interview with Katherine Socha and her. Not until one of her students came in and asked 

for help with the stress from school did she notice that there were two things she wrote 

on the same line on her planner.   

While I was waiting for them to settle other things, I started to realize that I took 

all the STEM classes with male teachers last year and all female teachers this year. 

Katherine Socha, my Linear Algebra teacher, and Carla Guarraia, my Biology and 

Biomedical Research teacher, are two of the female teachers I just started to get in touch 

with. They have one thing in common-- women who hold PhD degree in a progressive 

high school. I had not noticed the difference for the whole semester, and I could not find 

a difference between the classes from these two years. But there is just something so 

intriguing about the female teachers. They look so strong and talented, and they have 

encouraged me like no one has ever before.  

43



“I remember Thao interviewed me last year for the Postscript.” Katherine started 

the conversation with talking about her experience on the interview. She remembered 

there was a question about the super power she wanted to have. “My super power would 

be the power of taking out all evil by smothering them with kindness. It’s because one of 

my friends said that she felt like she would never to be able to be heard. It made me realize 

that not everyone has kindness, which is sad to think about.” “Wow.” Carla was surprised, 

stared at Katherine. Katherine continued: “I am not competitive, but people sometimes 

don’t behave very nicely, so I want to be able to smother them with kindness.” Carla 

thought that her super power would be to be able to fly, which would allow her to enjoy 

being outdoors. Sports and outdoor activities have always been a huge part of her life ever 

since her childhood. “I enjoyed sports more than anything else in high school. I played 

soccer, softball, volleyball, track and fields, winter swimming, basketball... almost all the 

sports. I love them all.” Loving to be outside and active, Cross Country has been on the 

top of her list. "I ran my first one-mile race when I was five in kindergarten. My high 

school coach on Cross Country was really amazing. He himself ran about 100 miles a 

week, and he always encouraged us and respected us being who we truly were.”  

As the co-coach of Park girls’ Cross Country team, she had a large contribution and 

brought back the championship in 2016 fall. As I was part of the Cross Country team this 

year, I heard my teammates talking about the obvious change in this team ever since the 

new coaches came: we would encourage each other during practice, and everyone 

genuinely wants the team to improve as a whole The other new coach, Paula Smith, 

described Carla as ‘a really accomplished and hard worker’, and said, “Working with Carla 

was a great experience! She brought with her a great deal of knowledge from her previous 

experiences as a competitor and a coach.”  

Katherine Socha was on a whole different path during her childhood. Her 

experience sculpted her strength and independence in another way. She grew up from the 

challenge of being pushed out of her comfort zone constantly. “I moved a lot during my 

high school. I lived with different members of my family in different periods of my life. I 

didn’t have necessarily a person as my constant support. More institutionally, school was 

always a great place. When you move that much, you develop coping strategies because it 

is hard to have the emotional connection." When Katherine looked back at her childhood, 
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she seems relieved, but obviously, she has already worked through it, and everything she 

has experienced made her who she is now. 

Among all the changes her life has had, math certainly has the most influence to 

her. However, no one would anticipate that Katherine was more into literature than 

mathematics. “For some of my classes now, I work with students who really don't like 

math. I was that kid in middle school and high school! I did not like math in high school. 

I was held back in high school junior math!!” Katherine casually recalled the time when 

she had a whole different aspect on math. Carla, Katherine and I all laughed a lot it. We 

thought it was funny to imagine how different she was. “I went to college thinking that I 

should take physics. At my college, they would not let me take physics without taking 

calculus. I signed up for calculus. The first semester was an unusual way to learn calculus. 

We used logic, told stories about mathematics and ideas you can describe by mathematics. 

I took more of this, and then discovered that I was good at this, and things I was good at 

in high school were actually inherently mathematical. I was good at understanding what 

a sentence or an idea is, what the pieces are, and how you can fit them together. 

Mathematics is about understanding patterns and ideas, and figuring out what things are 

or are not alike.”  

Her strength in English and the connection she made amazed me. It felt like I was 

unwrapping the cover from the deepest part of her mind. Her experience with Math in 

high school no longer felt like a funny thing anymore. The contrast is all about digging 

deeper in her own mind through the process of education and development. “I didn't 

think that math was ever anything I would pursue, so I had all these other ideas.  "Mostly, 

I thought I would be a writer. I didn't know what I wanted to write, but I think, now 

looking back, I might also really enjoyed learning another language and being a translator 

a lot. I like understanding where people are coming from. I liked playing tennis a lot. I 

thought maybe I can be a tennis coach, which I am doing now too. I have great respect on 

girls who play tennis and golf naturally. It requires qualities beyond a strong body, such 

as long-term focus.” Rommel, the main coach of Girl's Tennis Team, confidently 

described Katherine based on their two-year experience of coaching together: "She brings 

great ideas -- we experimented with analyzing entire matches using an approach she 

suggested -- and a supportive and enthusiastic presence. We are lucky to have her help." 
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 However, going through all these interests that she had both as a kids and an adult, 

she chose Physics as her major ultimately. “I thought physics was for smart people, and I 

wanted to be smart. I thought doing something that was really hard for me would help. 

Actually, that was correct. I think we can make ourselves smarter.” 

My mind stopped thinking as soon as she— with exactly the same tone and gesture 

when she explains math theory in class— expressed this idea of artificially making 

ourselves smarter through training and pushing boundaries. She broke this conventional 

concept of 'smart people are born smarter' that almost every teenager is having or have 

had once in their lives. It sounds like a wake-up alarm to me, and so persuasive that made 

me think of the tininess all human beings have, as well as the huge power we are holding 

on our own lives.  

"Everything needs to train, and by training, you do make yourself stronger. The 

difficulty is that the education has been organized that people who are fast or have seen 

the material before have an advantage, and if you don't know it right away, you must be 

bad at it. There are some scary judgmental ethos happening. I totally 

disagree with it. It is a skill to have the willingness to write down something 

wrong, and use it to find how to do it better. English majors do this really well! 

They write down the first draft, and they revise it. It should be the same for math. You 

write something down, but it is possible that it is not going to be correct. You try to 

understand it, compare it, figure out why it didn't work and use it to change it.” After all 

these years, Katherine still has the memories of the beauty of English Literature. It fuses 

into her fundamental lifestyle. You will never want to avoid a conversation with Katherine 

Socha. Her voice intrigues you into the world of impressiveness. Even when she says 

"Again, math major, not English major" like she does all the time, her smile deceives you 

to think she is being humble but not embarrassed.  

Compared to Katherine, Carla had a much smoother time going through college 

and graduate school. At the same time, it offered her opportunity to understand what 

she herself needed: "Getting a PhD can set you in a specific track for being a science 

research or a faculty member in a university. Being in a university never appealed to me 

because the narrow focus you have for a long time. Quite frankly, the job is 
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tremendous." Carla started the topic by stating her own understanding of being a 

postgraduate. Suddenly, I had more respect for Carla. I saw a woman who really listened 

to herself, was able to define what life she wanted, and pursued the wish without 

stopping.  

"However, I had a really nice mentor! My PhD mentor encouraged me to go to 

meetings outside of the country and helped me figure out how to get out from the system. 

He always respected me as an athlete, and we would go swimming every day. For me, that 

has been an important piece of my continued growth professionally, which is connecting 

with supportive mentors." "I am so jealous!" Katherine laughed and found Carla's school 

life appealing. "I know." Carla smiled back and responded, "I don't think many people 

have that kind of experience in grad school. It was unusual."  

Coming out from the supportive environment, Carla herself is also a really good 

mentor to her advisory and a lot of her students in her classes. She would always squeeze 

time out of her schedule to help students with their studies or lives in general. “In 

people’s hearts and souls, they know what they want and don’t want. An 

important part of an advisor is to help students to figure out who they are, 

who they want to be, and make decisions that are safest to themselves. To 

me, they can be anything. I just want to support them.” 

Katherine Socha continued the conversation with some of her experience with 

finding mentors: "I moved a lot in graduate school. I had trouble finding a good fit for me. 

I actually got through college not collaborating with peers. Things didn't really start to 

click for me until I went to UT Austin. I finished my master degree, and it felt like that 

everything was starting over. I had a good math professor."—Apparently, Carla's 

experience helped her to recall someone that influenced her in graduate school— "She 

was a distinguished woman. She wanted to know every woman graduate student. She 

hosted weekly brown bag lunches for us and provided a supportive environment."   

However, the academics still brought pressure, challenge, failure, as well as 

opportunities and inspiration to Katherine. "My first year of grad school was really a 

disaster. I went from a small supportive liberal arts college to a big university. Some of 

the professors ranked their student to who is good and better. I didn't feel supported, and 
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I was doing everything by myself. I didn't realize it until, at the end of the year, every 

student was working together. I could see that I didn't understand the material as much 

as they did. That showed me how powerful it is to collaborate to 'talk' mathematics, which 

stretches your thinking and helps you see where are clear and where are not. I persisted 

because I felt like I was getting better and stronger. I was learning more, and 

I can see the evidence of it.” 

Along Katherine's path to a PhD, there were struggles and persistence that made 

her the person she is now. When she looked back to those nerve-wracking time, she found 

relief, and she was glad about pushing herself hard enough. "I really like the expository 

part of mathematics, which is about putting pieces that are already known and telling a 

beautiful story about pattern. I just kept wanting to growth, and staying in school seems 

like a way to support that."  Carrying the passion of the beauty of mathematics, Katherine 

has made so many contribution to the community. As one of the teachers of highly 

advanced math classes, Katherine has encouraged students’ passion of math in many 

different aspects, including to introduce college-level math topics to students. Like Dr. 

Marshall Gordon, who is also in the Math Department, describes: "Dr. Socha has enriched 

our efforts regarding mathematical modeling and has introduced Knot Theory as a course, 

and done many other things that have made the Mathematics department more valued to 

students’ mathematics education." Only a few years in Park School, she has done as much 

as she could to interact with students and offer the essence of Math that she has developed 

for years.  

After graduating from college, Carla explored several different fields. "I have 

studied agriculture. I definitely enjoyed it. Maybe if I learned more about farming, I would 

love to be a farmer. A couple of years ago, when I was teaching, I worked every Friday in 

a farm for a year. I love being active and being outside. The problem solving in the 

planting that you have to have to be a farmer is one of my strengths. There's a lot of science 

in it, too. I think I would have enjoyed that consistency of farming. It's a lot of work— up 

early, and working; late to bed, and working. When it's the season for planting or 

harvesting, you need to work all the time, as much as you possibly can."  As one of the 

many little paths Carla has settled on, agriculture was the one that astonished all three of 

us. Coming out from this topic, I found out the atmosphere would always get stimulated 
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whenever we started to talk about hard work. I didn’t see any exhaustion on her face when 

she mentioned the memories in the farm. She seemed to be enjoying it so much, and both 

of Katherine and I really respected this willingness of hard work. 

Being a supportive mother and pursuing her passion at the same time can 

sometimes be hard and conflicting, especially for Carla. She found that she had a harder 

time on her job when it came to the problem of raising a child than her life being a student. 

"I worked with a company with super toxic chemicals. I quite liked to work in a 

pharmaceutical lab. I would still enjoy doing that. But I left that job knowing that it would 

affect my fertility. Quitting the pharmaceutical job was really hard for me. I had never left 

a job in that way. Women who are about to have children tend to drop out of the academic 

pipeline and leadership in science. It is completely obvious to me why that’s the case. I 

didn’t have a plan afterwards, which was a little stressful. Many of my mentors 

encouraged me to look into teaching. I took the time to do that. That really paid off, 

because I love teaching. I made the decision to go into teaching at Park because I love 

being with students and science, and also because I knew I would have more time and 

energy as a parent."   

Even though being a parent can suddenly bring her more responsibility and limit 

her opportunity to pursue some of the passion she cultivated for years, she never changed. 

No matter where she works—on a farm, in a lab, or in a classroom—she always works as 

hard as she possibly can. She is still the person who values the hard work and persistence. 

What made Katherine was the experiences she had. Moving around and changing the 

environment constantly pushed her out of her comfort zone as soon as she started to relax. 

Growing up with small amount of support from family and friends, she learned how to 

make herself stronger by herself. She is her own trainer throughout her life.  

As the light shifted, we realized that it was already after 5 p.m. It was so wonderful 

to enjoy such a calming late autumn sunset after absorbing the grown-ups' life stories and 

feeling your thoughts digest as the raven hovered over parking lot. I asked myself if all the 

stories I heard that day would ever affect my decision making on my own path. Going into 

the interview, I thought the conversation would help me on forming the idea of how 

decisions make a person himself/herself. Apparently, it just made me clearer about not 
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expecting my life to be what I have planned out right now. I did not ask them to give me 

any suggestions, but their stories gave me everything I wanted at that point—a moment 

of being different and a moment of being the same. It was the same feeling when I am 

forced to close an amazing work of fiction, which just makes me want to open it again and 

again. That Baltimore's burning sky always makes people wonder who, in the same city, 

is also staring at the same sky and has their best stories covered with those little things 

that bother us so much every day. I hope, one day, I can open this book again, and 

continue my journey of being a ferryman and listening to the stories from the passengers.  
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Brendon Ayanbadejo 
Spencer Levitt  12/10/16 
 

ith 6-minutes and 42 seconds remaining in the first quarter, Brendon Ayanbadejo intercepted 
the pass thrown by Matt Ryan, the Atlanta Falcon’s franchise quarterback. Ryan had taken the 
snap from under center, with his head already on a swivel in search of open receivers. Two-
step drop-back at the 20-yard line and Ryan let it loose quickly. Ryan followed through with his 

snap throw and turned his shoulders facing number 51  Brendon Ayanbadejo  the 
unintended receiver. The burst of the home fans cheering ignited Ayanbadejo, now at the 10-yard line. 
The official game clock read 6-minutes and 39 seconds. With the football wedged underneath his 
shoulder, hips turned straight ahead, an upright torso, and his eyes focused on the turf in front of him, 
Ayanbadejo was already in runner’s stance. Like wolves, the defense traveled as a pack, with six Ravens 
trailing Ayanbadejo in his quest of the other end zone. Sprinting towards the sideline, another second 
ticked off the clock while he got six yards closer to his goal of six points. Falcons players seemed to fall at 
his feet while Ayanbadejo maintained his acceleration, asserting his dominance over every player on the 
field with each step he took. Even the turf below his feet was a foe, leaving trails of green fluttering in the 
air. As he approached his first obstacle, six-foot-seven 300-pound offensive-lineman Ryan Schraeder, 

Ayanbadejo planted his left foot firmly near the sideline in order to cut back with his right foot  
unscathed, he did not even bother to look back while Schraeder flew by him, missing the tackle. He 
continued to truck along when he encountered wide receiver Drew Davis, who wrapped him up by 
targeting his blind spot. Three more seconds off the clock. He has now been slowed down; every step was 
a fight with a six-foot-one 205-pound weight strapped to him from behind. Another weight clung on. 

Barreling forward for every inch he could get, Ayanbadejo put his head down  ready to fight anyone 
else who wanted to challenge him. After forty-yards and 12 seconds, he was finally brought to the ground. 
 
Ayanbadejo’s interception against the Falcons on August 9th, 2012, did not matter. It was a preseason 
game; the glorified interception tally did not even go in the record books for Ayanbadejo. Even though the 

play was meaningless, it sure didn’t look meaningless to him  this is my first memory of Brendon 
Ayanbadejo. 
 

e asked me to think back to 2008 during our over-the-phone 
interview. Democratic nominee Barack Obama faces off 
against Republican nominee John McCain in the presidential 

election. Ayanbadejo reminded me he isat the time of the 

2008 election32 years old. McCain has sat quietly on the 

issue of same-sex marriage for weeks now  Ayanbadejo starts to 
question why. McCain finally makes his stance on the issue official; the 
news doesn’t come as shock: the GOP nominee endorses the banning 
of gay marriage in California. 

“I Support the efforts of the people of California to recognize marriage as a unique institution 
between a man and a woman, just as we did in my home state of Arizona. I do not believe judges 
should be making these decisions.” 

McCain sent that statement to the Protect Marriage campaign  a conservative group leading the charge 
in amending the constitution to define marriage as between a man and a woman. The statement comes 
from McCain after being criticized for not being “muscular enough on an issue that is dear to the hearts of 

evangelical Christians,” as James Dobsonthe founder of the conservative group Focus on the 

Familysaid on his radio show. 
 

W 

H “Huh, that’s telling.” 

 
 

Brendon Ayanbadejo 
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Ayanbadejo told me he was surprised by what McCain had said publicly. “When I heard about McCain’s 
feelings I just thought to myself: Huh, that’s telling,” he told me. 
 
He then led me back even further to 2004: Britney Spears travels to Las Vegas with her childhood friend 

Jason Allen Alexander. The two are in for a lively 
weekend and no shortage of excitement. Alotta 

Warmheartthe alias Spears registered her hotel 

room underhits the dance floor as soon as she 
arrives. It’s New Years day, so, of course, Spears is 
reportedly caught kissing one of her female backup 
dancers at a club. Let’s fast-forward to Saturday, 
January 3rd… after midnight, Spears and Alexander 
head back to their hotel, where Spears becomes 
Warmheart once again. The two watch The Texas 

Chainsaw Massacreno need for me to explain the 

plot of the movie, look at the titleand, somehow, 
this is romantically inspiring because Spears and 

Alexander decide to marry. 
 
It was 3:30 AM when Spears and Alexander call for a lime-green limo to A Little White Wedding Chapel. At 
this point you might think I’m making this up. ‘Spencer, you’re taking this material from The Hangover,’ 
you might say. No, I assure you that this is all the truth. 
 
After being turned away from the chapel for needing a wedding license, Spears and Alexander embark on 
the next stop in their journey: Clark County Courthouse. Spears musters together proof of her age and 
social security number to purchase a marriage license. Now, at 5 AM, they return to the chapel for their 7-
minute ceremony. “Spears wedding outfit consists of a baseball cap and torn jeans,” reports Sam Lansky 
of The Rolling Stone. “The wedding march is played from a boom box as the bellman walks the bride down 
the aisle. 
 
I hope you are imagining this scene. 
 
The couple signed their annulment papers later that day at 4:30 PM. 
 
From the tone in his voice I could tell this incident enraged Ayanbadejo. “[Spears’] marriage goes to 

shambles in a matter of hours, while I have friends that have been in committed relationshipssame sex 

relationshipsfor ten years and had no rights. And, all of a sudden, Britney is in some joke of a marriage 
in Vegas,” Ayanbadejo told me.  

 
Ayanbadejo echoed the same remarks in his first article written with the Huffington Post supporting 
same-sex marriage: 

“If Britney Spears can party it up in Vegas with one of her boys and go get married on a whim and 
annul her marriage the next day, why can’t a loving same sex couple tie the knot? How could our 
society grant more right to a heterosexual one night stand wedding in Vegas than a gay couple 
that has been together for 3, 5, 10 years of true love?” 

 
“McCain’s statement and Spears’ marriage led me to go public with my feelings and fight for equality,” he 
said to me. 
 

“
. 
 

It was just so crazy, man. We were 
just looking at   each other and 
said, ‘Let’s do something wild, 
crazy. Let’s go get married, just for 
the hell of it.’ 
Jason Allen Alexander 
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hile Ayanbadejo made his mark on the NFL as a special teams guru, he is just as well known for 
his lifetime fight for equality. Through his charity work, demeanor, and advocacy, Ayanbadejo’s 
selflessness is evident. “I think it’s just the way that I was raised,” Ayanbadejo explained. “I do 
have this overwhelming sense to give back because of my family. You know, if it wasn’t for 
other people giving my family stuff we wouldn’t have had holidays, or turkeys on Thanksgiving, 

or presents on Christmas  but we did because other people gave back. I grew up in the welfare system 
as well, so I think giving back is actually part of being a true American. We can be successful, but it doesn’t 
ever happen by yourself.” 
 
In 2009, Ayanbadejo went public to support same-sex marriage. “Objectively, it’s two people that love 
each other and have the right to be at each other’s deathbed, to have a family, to have laws protecting 
them, and all the traditional rights that come with the sanctity of marriage,” Ayanbadejo said.  
 
Ayanbadejo, however, is not solely supporting same-sex marriage. “Well, you can look at the issue of 
same sex marriage but we see the same issue going on today; it’s not about same sex marriage at all. It’s 
about equality, and equal rights of human beings and people. So it just first manifested itself in same sex 
marriage,” Ayanbadejo said. 
 
Since the inception of Ayanbadejo’s public advocacy in 2009, he has since become a recognized figure. He 
has been named an ‘honorary gay’ by TQ magazine, given the L.A. Pride’s George Monscone ally award, 
‘The Straight for Equality in Sports Award’ by PFLAG National, and more. 
 
But there have been setbacks with Ayanbadejo’s advocacy. 
 

Emmett Burnsa democrat who served four terms in the Maryland House of Delegatessent a letter to 
the Steve Bisciotti, the owner of the Baltimore Ravens, in 2012 expressing his discontent with 
Ayanbadejo. “I find it inconceivable that one of your players, Mr. Brendon Ayanbadejo, would publicly 
endorse same-sex marriage, specifically as a Ravens football player,” Burns wrote. 
 
“I am requesting that you take the necessary action, as a National Football League Owner, to inhibit such 
expressions from your employees and that he be ordered to cease and desist such injurious actions,” 
Burns continued. 
 
It is reported that Burns initially became upset when Ayanbadejo donated a pair of Ravens tickets to a 
fundraiser for marriage equality in Maryland.  
 
“I was definitely nervous,” Ayanbadejo said about how he felt after he learned about Burns’ letter. “You 
start to think of all the possibilities of things that could happen. I thought my job was in jeopardy, and 
even my career was in jeopardy.” 
 
The Baltimore franchise immediately supported Ayanbadejo in voicing his opinion on the matter. Dick 
Cass, the President of the Ravens’ organization, made it clear how the team’s administration felt: “We 
support Brendon’s right to freedom of speech under the First Amendment,” Cass said. 
 
Ayanbadejo, ultimately, viewed his experience with Burns’ letter in a positive manner. “I think when 
people make mistakes like [Burns], and society is ready, they end up being our biggest allies when people 

put their foot in their mouth  they perpetuate change more than we could ever imagine,” Ayanbadejo 
told me. He went on to explain how Burns garnered even more attention for marriage equality than 
Ayanbadejo could have otherwise. 
 

W 
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fter playing college football for the UCLA Bruins, Ayanbadejo’s dream of playing in the National 
Football League was made a reality when he signed with the Atlanta Falcons as an undrafted free 
agent on April 23, 1999. At first, Ayanbadejo was not able to crack an NFL active roster; he 
bounced around several practice squads around the league. Ayanbadejo decided to make the 
move to Canada when he signed with the Winnipeg Blue Bombers of the Canadian Football League 

in 2000. After recording several successful seasons in Canada, he made the move back to the NFL where 
he first played with the Miami Dolphins. 
 
After being traded to the Chicago Bears in the 2005 offseason, Ayanbadejo found his niche with special 
teams as one of the best in the business at recognizing blocking schemes. He was named to several Pro 
Bowls as a special teamer; it was his prowess in special teams which led to the Baltimore Ravens 

extending an offer of $4.9 million over four years to Ayanbadejo  which he signed graciously. 
 
“Brendon’s style of play and demeanor is great for the Ravens,” said head coach John Harbaugh said in a 
press conference after the signing of Ayanbadejo in 2008. “Teams will have to scheme to try and handle 
Brendon [on special teams].” 
 
Ayanbadejo proved to be a good fit with the Ravens. Not only was 
he a force on special teams, which was expected of him, but 
he also contributed in the locker room as a leader. To close 
out his career, Ayanbadejo received his first super bowl ring 
with the Ravens in 2013. 
 
“We considered [Brendon Ayanbadejo] one of the 
foundations of our team, and he gave me sound counsel as 
one of our team leaders,” Harbaugh said in the press conference. “He was a 
tremendous contributor to our success, both on [special] teams and for our 
defense over the last five seasons, including our Super Bowl two months ago. And, he was a pleasure to 
have on our team.” 
 

oday, Ayanbadejo continues his fight for equality. “[Equality] is going to be a forever battle,” 
Ayanbadejo said in our phone interview. “In every facet of life, how do we make everything in life 
better?” 
 
While he continues to support same-sex marriage, Ayanbadejo has also branched out into health 

and fitness: he has opened a number of Orangetheory Fitness studios as the CMO and managing partner 
of Orangetheory Fitness. He sees Orangetheory Fitness as an extension of his advocacy. He works with the 
American Diabetes Association, and recognizes the healthcare and fitness problems in modern America. 
 
Even though Ayanbadejo has wrapped up his career in the NFL, he continues to add to his collection of 
super-bowl rings. “To go to the super bowl and win the actual game, and then it was a win to have voters 
in Maryland vote for same sex marriage, and it was another win when the Supreme Court overturned the 
ban on same-sex marriage,” Ayanbadejo said. “They are both super-bowl wins, but in different arenas.” 

A 

T 
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Hannah McKenzie 

Practicum 

11/16/16 

Ode to the Boy Who Rips and Runs the Baltimore Streets 

         Anthony and Christopher arrive at the doorstep of the red brick house that sits on 

the corner of two Baltimore City streets, the house with the small backyard that feels like 

anything but small to them. The door is unlocked and the boys run in, drop their things, 

and enter their grandma’s haven, their every-six-months-or-so weekend house, the only 

home they know. 

  

Anthony’s eyes light up as he mentions his grandmother; for the first time since he 

walked in, he breaks eye contact with me, and grins big and wide at the tiled floor. 

  

They run toward the kitchen, their steps quickened by the smell of a warm, home-cooked 

Thanksgiving feast. Their grandma finds them cramming their mouths with stuffing and 

cranberry sauce; she scowls and smacks their hands from the dinner pots. For now, 

they’re just hungry boys, ages seven and eight, just a year before their mom will give 

them up to a long line of foster care families, too broke to afford both support for her 

children and her heroin addiction on what she makes as a prostitute. 

  

“You know grandma’s food is good when your brother starts eating scraps out of the 

trash can,” he says with lips that curve slightly upwards as he smirks. But I picture him 

and Christopher eating thrown-away food they found on those cold nights when they 

slept in the dumpsters with their mom, still too small to climb over the dark green walls 

on their own. 

  

 It’s Christmas Eve, and Anthony pouts as he glares at the balsam fir tree, 

decorated by few ornaments but nevertheless demanding all attention upon entry to the 

living room. His grandma’s news that Santa Claus wanted his presents back has wrecked 

any hope of Christmas cheer for Anthony. 
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Anthony speaks gently and kindly to me, but a glimpse of his 24-year-old street-

toughened character shows when people outside of the door talk too loudly, and he says 

“Fuck, man. We busy, ok?! Fuck outta here.” He brings his voice back down to half-

volume and continues. 

  

Grandma returns, her long, sandy brown hair pulled back in a loose bun. She walks with 

a self-assured stride, a stride that perhaps only she, supermodels, and high-ranked 

politicians possess. She cackles at the joke she’s played on him; Santa doesn’t really want 

his toys back. 

  

This time, the two lanky, brown-haired boys leave the red brick house and venture to 

Baltimore-Washington International Airport, where their grandma works. She cleans the 

seats and trays today, and Anthony peeks cautiously inside the airplane before darting 

down the aisles. His arms stretched straight out, he taps each seat he passes. 

  

He says that he knew he’d probably never ride an airplane, but this was close enough. 

  

It’s early morning on Sunday, the same weekend as the airport excursion. Anthony’s 

grandmother has brought him to the community pool; Christopher is still sleeping back at 

the house. Anthony’s pale, bony arms make splashes in the kiddy pool, and his grandma 

exclaims, “Boy, you better flap them damn legs!” 

  

His legs are still skinny, causing his baggy jeans to hang awkwardly on his narrow hips 

when he walks in to meet me. I guess that’s how legs look when you’ve grown up with 

your mother spending your begging money on her next shot of heroin, and your foster 

families spending your Department of Social Services money on new watches and 

furniture rather than school lunches. As he begins to tell me, my voice quivers and I 

stutter a bit as I say things like “wow” and “I just can’t imagine,” which feels 

inadequate but necessary. 

  

59



         Grandma calls him into the room, where she lies immersed in bubbles in the 

ceramic bathtub. She says, “Anthony, promise me you’ll never lay your hands on a 

woman.” She looks at his bright eyes that look solemnly into hers. Those eyes have, at 

eight years old, seen things on the streets of Southwest Baltimore that no child should 

ever see. “Promise,” she says, her voice gruffer than before. “I promise,” he says. 

  

“I’ve been keeping that promise to her since I was eight years old.” He pauses for a 

moment. His eyes say that he’s gotten into trouble, he’s made mistakes, he “ripped and 

ran” the streets, and he’s ended up here, at Baltimore Station, a rehab center just blocks 

from his old dumpster beds, but he’s held onto his grandma’s words all this time. His 

grandma died when he was eight, the year his mother gave him and Christopher up to the 

DSS, where they hopped from house to house, verbally and physically abused in every 

single one. But his eyes say, I am a man of principle. 

  

         Now age 20, Anthony sits on his usual stoop at the back of Vizzini’s Pizza shop, 

back to ripping and running the Baltimore streets. It’s late December, and it has been just 

over two weeks since he ran away from his cruelest and final foster-care family. The air 

is frigid, the ground coated with a layer of slush and ice, and the sky dark—conditions 

unkind to those like Anthony who call the streets their home. A similarly aged, similarly 

troubled, similarly neglected woman stands near the side of the shop, just out of sight of 

Anthony. Her hair is greasy and black, with visible knots tucked partway into the hood of 

her baggy cargo jacket; her eyeliner, dark and slightly smudged, draws attention to the 

bags under her eyes. Anthony’s 11p.m. drunkenness distracts him, and in an instant the 

woman runs and snatches Anthony’s brown paper bag—inside, a handle of Burnette’s 

vodka, two bus tickets, a pair of gloves and a bag of Utz potato chips he’d found in the 

trash outside Vizzini’s earlier. She spits as she runs away. Anthony stumbles a bit as he 

brings himself upright, now with no belongings at all—just his buzz and his deteriorating 

20-year-old body. He needs those bus tickets to get to Paul’s Place in the morning for his 

free weekly meal. Hungry, alone, and desperate, without thinking much else, he sprints 

after the woman. He catches her in the dead end of the alley to the side of Vizzini’s. He 

moves fast to pin her against the wall, his breath in big clouds. 
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He is a man of principle, his eyes say. 

 

But he stops. He thinks of his grandma and the red brick house on the corner. His pause 

allows her to push him out of her way and swing around the corner, quickly lost to sight. 

And Anthony walks away. 

  

         It’s November 16, near the end of Anthony’s second week of treatment. He is still 

in the 30-day blackout period, in which he’s confined to the walls of the Station. He’s 

been writing in his journal, eating hearty meals prepared most often by Christian youth 

service groups, and he’s made no friends.  

  

“So, what do you hope to get out of our program?” I ask. He says, “I’m young. I’m 

gonna get a job. I’m gonna go to college. But right now I’m working on my inner self.”  

 

The meeting has now run twenty minutes over, clear in my next case assignment, who 

paces while waiting outside of my office.  

 

I remember Anthonys from years past. I remember a man who grew up in Pigtown just 

like Anthony, who had the same ambitions, and who came to the Station with an 

unforgiving addiction to heroin. I remember when he returned to the streets, his mind ill-

equipped to save itself. I remember all the men who came to the Station longing to step 

out of their drunken fathers’ shoes, longing to fight off their demons, longing to start 

over. Some graduate the program. Some last just two months. 

  

I scribble down the last of my notes, and, one last time before the end of our session, 

Anthony’s eyes look deep into mine and say, I am a man of principle.  

 

I fear that may not be enough. 
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Ave Kléber 
 
The brass doors,  
Glistening in the  
Sunlight  
 
They separate the 
Avenue Kléber 
From the quiet lobby 
 
With its stairs 
Draped 
In red velvet 
With its metal 
Banisters 
Gleaming as the light 
From the narrow windows  
Strokes them 
 
The brass doors 
Separating the  
Honking taxis, the 
Haggling street vendors, the 
Howling stray dogs  
From the  
 
Empty entrance, 
Where I could 
Sit for hours,  
Fascinated 
By the way the light  
Wraps itself 
Around the room 
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Figure 4 show
s the m
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een how

 
m

ale and fem
ale students spent their m

ating dollars.
In this study, m

ales spent less m
ating dollars on 

m
ost traits except attractiveness and sexual 

experience in long term
 [and short term

] 
relationships; m

ales valued attractiveness
and lack 

of sexual experience
above all other traits listed as 

options in the survey com
pared to fem

ale 
participants. In addition, m

ales w
ere less selective 

having spent their dollars on few
er num

ber of traits 
com

pared to fem
ales students.

T
hese results align w

ith the theory that m
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w
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en w
ith fuller hips and breasts (attractive) 

because these are indicator for high estrogen levels, 
w

hich correlates to high fertility.  T
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hy m
en in the survey spent their m

ating 
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ales also preferred lack 
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. In 
addition, results indicated that m
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portant 
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ales’ 

m
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as possible and therefore arbitra ry traits such as 
kindness w

ould be irrelevant.
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en in the survey w
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ith the exception of lack of sexual experience and 
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relationship, the data in Figure 4 show
s that m

en w
ould spend less m

oney for all of the traits in the survey, excluding attractiveness 
and lack of sexual experience.  
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Rush 
 

The sky was clear except for a few spotted clouds drifting occasionally across the wan, pale stars. Reyes 
sighs, brushing dirt off his knees as he shifts his weight back and forth on his feet. 

 
Adagio.  

 
Marching at night was extremely tedious. It was always so slow, and so deathly black, that time itself 

seemed to remain still.  
 

And yet, Reyes could hear his heart thumping in his chest, steady and sure, like the metronome he kept on 
his desk. Always ticking away, beat after beat after beat. Eventually even that is tuned out, with the 

sounds of his own footsteps getting softer in his ears. 
 

Diminuendo poi subito fortissimo. 
 

Someone ahead of him yells. He can’t tell who it is, he can’t tell what’s going on, all he knows is his 
heartbeat is quickening, mezzo, allegro, presto. The metronome has been kicked up a notch and is ticking 

furiously, while the staccato of machine gun fire peppers the air. 
 

Reyes shifts his gun to ready position, but now the shooting has stopped and it’s silent, cesura, and yet his 
heart continues to pound. He’s reminded suddenly of the metronome at home, cracked on his floor, 

snapped from the violence of the beat. It’s quiet. Too quiet, though he hears the faint pulsation of his 
blood through his veins.  

 
Pianissimo.  

 
Another sharp gunshot breaks the silence, and Reyes can feel himself starting to shake. It’s like a dream, a 
nightmare, like Vietnam itself is shooting at him and all he can do is wait. The silence stretches on again. 
A fermata, held by a silent director that Reyes can’t seem to understand. So he continues to wait, frozen 

in place, like the stage fright he used to get as a child. 
 

His father had been so proud when he got his draft notice. He had smiled, despite the fearful tears in his 
mother’s eyes, despite the panic welling up inside his son because I’m an artist, and artists aren’t 

supposed to go to war, and it didn’t matter what his father thought, he was not meant for this. All he 
could think to do to cope was to treat it like a practice, like something that could better him, and besides, 
it’s not like I haven’t pushed myself before, and every day in training he treated the war like a piece he 

needed to play, like the way he would rehearse before performances, how he would break his fingernails 
on the keys and rub his fingertips raw and bleeding on his instruments.  

 
He threw himself into the fight like he would a song, and the performers alongside him were ready to do 
so as well. But the orchestra of Vietnam, that cacophonic symphony, so unlike his well-composed pieces, 

made him deaf. All he could do was try to bring some order to the chaos. 
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And here Reyes stood, silent, his thoughts of chords and melodies and fingers over fingers and black and 
white keys and reds and copper browns and dirt and his parents and black and white and black and white 
and red clouding every judgement and instinct he might have possessed. The silence continued. He could 

feel it pressing into his skull but he remained quiet, for fear of what could happen if he made a sound. 
 

Another sharp shot startles him out of his panic and without thinking, he fires back. 
 

Incalzando. 
 

The shots were returned, growing fiercer and more numerous than the previous times. Reyes shot back 
again, the idea of hearing something, of feeling something too tempting to ignore. 

 
As his shots ring back, he realizes how much harder it is to conduct, how difficult it is to have his steady 

heart beating out the rhythm while an unknown enemy sets the tempo, how straining it is to know the 
notes and the movements to play without knowing when to play them. He realizes how strangely beautiful 

the disorder seemed to him. He was the only one with the soul full of music, he was the only one who 
could fuel the melody. As his heart sped up, as the tempo increased, as his desire for sound began to 
spread throughout his body, he was finally the one in control of the song, and he could feel himself 

beginning to be lost in the power of it, in the foreign beats of the jungle, in the dust and death and insanity 
of the entire war.  

 
Before too long, the shots stopped, and the silence returned to the world.  

 
A niente. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

        Nora Smith 
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Review of Simone Dinnerstein’s Recording of the Goldberg Variations 

Few pieces other than Johann Sebastian Bach’s Goldberg Variations (1741) can be 

perfect. And one recording in particular is perfect: the 1955 Columbia recording of renowned 

Bach expert Glenn Gould, which captures all of the moods and subtleties of the piece and 

executes them flawlessly. Simone Dinnerstein’s self-financed 2007 Telarc recording is a stark 

opposite — it lacks beauty and plows through Bach’s magnum opus without respect.  

The variations themselves are a set of 30, based upon a majestic sarabande (a slow, 

Baroque dance) titled the Aria. Every third variation is a canon — where the melody is played 

against itself displaced in time — and several other variations are technically near-impossible to 

perform. Despite a famous anecdote that the Goldberg Variations were written to assist the 

insomniac German Count von Keyserlingk, the piece is speckled with excitement.  

Some highlights are lively, fast moving variations such as a French Overture (Variation 

XVI) with its notorious rhythms, and exploratory variations with dissonant harmonies such as the 

minor key Variation XXV, the longest variation by far, and considered by many the crux of the 

entire piece. Bach sneaks in a short fugue (Variation X) — where one short melody is elaborated 

upon dramatically — a slow, regal dance (Variation VII), and even a playful, fugal parody of a 

folk song called a quodlibet (Variation XXX). 

The piece is concluded with a repeat of the Aria, but because of the immense differences 

in each successive variation, the old and familiar Aria is hardly recognizable. Its simple melody, 

lightly decorated by trills and short ornaments, and two-part harmony — despite their intrinsic 

beauty — are overshadowed by the greatness of the entire work, and thus it provides relief and a 

peaceful — but happy — ending. 
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Simone Dinnerstein, 44, is an acclaimed pianist whose career was launched with her 

recording of the Goldberg Variations. The recording topped Billboard’s list of classical music 

CD’s for some time, and is widely considered one of the best classical music CD’s of 2007. 

Gould, 1932-1982, also began his career with a recording of the Goldberg Variations, however 

his recording is vastly superior to hers. 

Dinnerstein’s aria begins barely audible, and maintains a consistent volume. 

Additionally, her use of ornamentation is quite liberal. As in every subsequent variation — and 

unlike Glenn Gould — Dinnerstein repeats each half of the aria, and is looser in rhythm on 

second repeats. The entire aria is well over 5 minutes long, more than twice as long as Glenn 

Gould’s. Gould’s aria, however, is easily audible, employs nuanced volume, and lets the melody 

chant alone without a sustained pedal flavor. Instead of using ornamentation to elongate the 

sound, as required for a harpsichord, Gould takes advantage of modern pianos and ornaments his 

melodies sparingly to give them a more jaunty character, unlike Dinnerstein. 

In the first three variations, Dinnerstein continues her extensive use of ornamentation, but 

plays louder. She plays the bass line — which remains almost constant throughout all thirty 

variations — with an enthusiastic bounce, allowing it to shine over the contrapuntal melodic 

voices. The melodies are not crisp, though, as Dinnerstein applies a very sustained pedal to much 

of the piece, including the first three variations. She also slows towards the end of phrases, and 

speeds up near fast notes. Her inflections are also inconsistent, given that she sometimes 

highlights the middle voice, and sometimes other voices. On the other hand, Gould keeps a 

steady pace within each variation, and accents each voice evenly, so the melody is crisp and the 

harmony is subtle.  
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The fourth variation, which is characterized by a fast moving but light set of notes, is 

Dinnerstein’s shortest, at just over one minute long. She plays each note aggressively, and the 

rhythm is accentuated in a martial fashion.  

The remainder of her recording continues with these same patterns of slowing down near 

the end of each variation, using ornaments and pedal liberally, and a free rhythm. Her best 

variation is the final canon, in which she adjusts the volume subtly, where her tempo is accurate, 

and she keeps a strict, but not binding, sense of rhythm. 

Yet, few variations in Dinnerstein’s recording are of this nature. In most, her character 

contrasts the material’s and she greatly overuses pedal. The aforementioned slow, regal dance 

she plays with a stark rhythm, contrary to Gould’s, which is light and elegant. When she repeats 

the second half of the dance, she slows down as if the piece has finished. The repeat is startling, 

and not at all graceful. 

Simone Dinnerstein interprets many other variations with contrasting character to 

Gould’s: The fugue is very martial in composition, with long bass notes, but Dinnerstein plays it 

softly and lightly. One dance movement (Variation XXII) is bright and carefree when Gould 

plays it, but is melancholy, slow, and subtle in Dinnerstein’s CD.  

Dinnerstein plays the final variation — whose motif is based upon a simple, amusing 

German folk tune — with so many sustained chords that the motif is difficult to discern. She 

replaces much of the amusement and humor in the last variation with grandiose and somber 

sections. Gould instead adorns his version with nothing, and his upbeat tempo brings about the 

humor that Dinnerstein lacks. 

Ultimately, Dinnerstein’s performance falls short of Gould’s because she exaggerates so 

much: She overemphasizes the bass line, her melodies are not clear, she slows down and speeds 
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up far too readily, and her excessive ornamentation distracts from many variations’ melodies. 

She underuses nuanced volume in some variations while she overuses nuanced volume in others: 

The volume changes dramatically in the middle of a descending phrase. In some variations, each 

note is distinct from each other note, and it is difficult to hear any overall shape in each phrase.  

Also, Dinnerstein’s use of volume and tempo is somewhat disastrous: She frequently 

hastens while playing fast passages and dawdles during more relaxed passages, resulting in a 

capricious sense of pulse. Each variation is either uniformly loud or uniformly quiet, and by 

consequence some variations feel characterless — dead. In fact, many variations are frustrating, 

for she plays each successive note as if it is such a struggle: I eagerly anticipate the finish of this 

exquisite composition during those times. She also repeats every variation, which doubles the 

length of the already extensive piece.  

Although Dinnerstein embellishes a few variations with glorious instances and beautiful 

phrases, the vast majority of the recording is drab and bland. It lacks the verve and energy with 

which Bach composed the piece in the first place, and is painful to listen to in certain moments. 

The CD is definitively unforgettable, but not to its benefit. I so pity the poor German count who 

was compelled to fall asleep to this recording! 
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Becca Weinstock 

January 2017 

How I Got Health Insurance and Why I Will Need It 

 

I’m not gonna lie, I got into it for the benefits. Maybe that seems harsh but when you’re eighteen 

and looking at your future and every teenager on TV seems to be going to college, you kind of 

feel like that might be the right path. And when you're smart enough to get in but not smart 

enough to get money, you start to look at other options. The option with the least number of 

essays was joining the army.  

 

Or so I thought -- the paperwork I filled out turned out to be way more than the five hundred 

words I would have had to write to get 5,000 dollars from some bank but once I had decided to 

do this, I had to see it through. Plus, I figured basic training would get me in such great shape 

that I’ll be a shoo-in with the ladies.  Oh, and of course I love my country, enough. Well, I like it 

better than I like the countries that want to blow up the United States. 

  

So now I’m here, basic training is over and I have rock hard abs but I’m sleeping on a rock hard 

cot in the middle of a desert filled of rocks. And that sucks, but the boys are cool and we read a 

lot of books, and I figure that when I make it out of here I can probably ace any english class. 

I’m that high brow.  
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The base I’m at is on the smaller end. Some bases have bowling alleys. Ours doesn’t. There are a 

few barracks for the privates and some separate ones for people with families and higher ranks. 

We stay away from them and unless they’re shouting orders, they stay away from us.  We have a 

gym near us so we can stay in peak shape, or at least in good enough shape to do 49 pushups in 2 

minutes should it be necessary. Then there’s the burn pit behind the gym that makes everything 

smell like jet fuel covered shit, or like LA in 30 years. In front of the barracks is the mess hall 

where we are supposed to eat food that tastes like it’s straight out of our mama's oven but tastes 

more like jet fuel covered shit due to the inescapable stench of the burn pits.  

 

Those pits man, they suck. Whoever had the genius idea of throwing food, feces, trash, and old 

military equipment into a pit clearly did not stop to consider the stench. Or maybe that was the 

point of drenching it in jet fuel and setting it on fire. I swear I can’t get out of bed without 

looking like the weird art kids who were always covered in charcoal. It only took a few weeks 

for me to start coughing like my grandma when she tries to eat solid foods. And the black 

phlegm that’s coming out, not great. All the guys have it though so it’s nice to be in it together. 

It makes spitting contests way more dramatic.  

 

One guy keeps spewing nonsense about the smell of the burn pit being the smell of cancer but I 

think that’s bullshit. It might be weird to burn batteries but I’m pretty sure that if the army 

wanted us to die, they could find a quicker way to accomplish that goal. He does bring up a good 

point though, the fact that we’re literally burning the shit that has become illegal to put in 

cigarettes makes me suspicious.  
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--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Passing time is getting more and more difficult. I read Les Miserables, War and Peace,  and 

Infinite Jest . Twice. I know the life story of every person living in my building and I’m annoyed 

to report that they have led pretty boring lives. The privates just want to brag about how hot their 

girlfriends are and the higher ranked officers just want to talk about their kids.  

 

Most of the privates are in the same boat as me. They graduated high school and figured that the 

best way to get health insurance was to risk their lives.  

 

Speaking of health insurance, in an ironic turn of events the guy who was preaching against the 

burn pits got sick. Turns out that if you spend everyday breathing in burnt tires and human feces 

your body starts to get pissed off.  And then the lung problems start, and it gets harder to keep 

down food, and then suddenly you are no longer able to do those 49 pushups in 2 minutes and 

they send you home.  

 

While I was asking around for life stories I found out that this one is not unusual. A few guys 

with brothers or uncles or whatnot at other camps said that they’ve been hearing about this shit 

too. All over the desert people are hacking up black gunk and then a lucky few start hacking up 

blood too. A bit after that they go home. The other story is that people are going home and 

suddenly developing asthma or weird pains and when they go to the doctor he says it’s either 

some diagnosis that would have stopped a guy from getting into the army in the first place or else 
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it’s just PTSD. The guy in the bed next to me assured me that it ain’t the PTSD that’s got his 

cousin puking blood and out of a job.  

 

I asked one of the white haired big wigs about it and he told me if I could figure out a better way 

of turning a two ton jeep into twenty pounds of rubble I should let him know. I told him that 

science has never been my strong point. He told me to run two miles and stop furthering 

conspiracy theories. I complied and let the matter drop. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

In an unsurprising turn of events, college is boring. I’m not sure why I thought that classes taught 

by people whose students fueled their oversized egos would be better than classes taught people 

whose students beat their egos into oblivion.  

 

I thought that my roommate might make things more fun but mostly he just tip-toes around me 

trying not to make loud noises despite my assurance that I never saw combat and have no PTSD. 

He also reports every morning to tell me that I didn’t call out or flail in my sleep. I’m gonna see 

if I can switch to a single because this guy is a grade A weirdo and if he watches me sleep one 

more time he’s gonna see me flail at his face with my fist.  

 

Although I didn’t take home PTSD, I did take home enough soot in my lungs to supply Santa 

with coal for a few years, also I took home a killer bod as was the goal. My rock hard abs and 

well defined biceps are apparently enough to get all of the girls interested in me. The fact that I 

could grow a beard better than all of the other freshman boys didn’t hurt either.  
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I was on a date when I found out that the bigwig who made me run laps was sent home a bit 

before me for medical treatment and is close enough to campus for us to overlap at Starbucks. 

When I ran into him he practically assaulted me while spewing nonsense about the burn pits 

being the reason for his oxygen tank. He assured me that the whole time we were over there he 

had been fighting for a cleaner way of disposing of waste and that this was just the government 

getting revenge for him.  

 

Explaining to this week’s girl why some old dude was yelling at me was not pleasant but it was 

nice to see him believe my conspiracy theory. At least now I know that the government will pay 

for my oxygen tank when I need it.  

 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Author’s Note: The information about burn pits during the Iraq war came largely from the 

article “Ring of Fire” by Katie Drummond. Burn pits were used as the main way to dispose of 

waste during the war. This waste includes everything from normal trash to animal waste, human 

waste and mechanical parts.  
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