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From the Editors: 
Jhe Gadfly is current(y going through its 

second puberty. Please excuse any mood
swings that may occur as a result rte are 
working on the problem, and should haYe it 
solYed within the next three years. 

- Jhe Gadfly 

THE GADFLY 

Freedom and Dignity 
In the Moment 

ZenaHitz Tutor 

I found myself not long ago in the strange land 
called middle-age. It is a territory that I don't 
know well yet, with hazards and glories that I 
did not expect, and I am sure more to come. I 
thought I might speak from this shadowy realm 
some thoughts that occurred to me following 
the all-campus meeting last week, in the hope 
that the words may be helpful. 

Like many of us at the College, I too suffered 
sexual abuse at a young age, and I have been 
sexually harassed more than once. About these 
experiences I don't have much to say, except 
that reporting them to an authority is worth 
whatever it costs in anxiety and in real fear. It is 
worthwhile to report one's experiences because 
it is the best way to alleviate the present dif
ficulty and to help others, but not only for that 
reason. After all, authorities at their best cannot 
undo something already done, and sometimes 
the situation is not handled in a way that one 
thinks is right. The value of reporting consists 
rather in the defense of one's own dignity, in the 
reminder to oneself that one has been wronged, 
and implicit in that, the reminder to oneself that 
the way someone else has treated you does not 
determine who you are. 

More difficult in their way, and more puzzling, 
are the events that fall in a shadowy gray area, 
interactions that were harmful or demeaning to 
me but in which I was complicit. In this catego
ry-and I must speak generally, without specif
ics-fall, just for example: deliberately spending 
time with a harasser or predator, sleeping with 
someone whom one doesn't like out of a sense 
of vague obligation, enduring crass jokes or 
comments, watching someone else suffer abuse 
without doing anything in response. 

I want to be quite clear about the complicity I 
mean. I have always been a self-confident and 
outspoken person, and I conduct myself fear
lessly in many contexts, as many of you know. 
That strength and fearlessness is superficial. I 
have been as complicit as anyone in my own 
degradation and that of others. The complicity 
arises from a deep and dark place in myself. It is 
a sort of automatic behavior, something that in 
the moment is often beyond my control or even 
awareness. I can see myself acting from acer
tain distance, as if it were someone else. There 
is a kind of dull shock that comes from seeing a 
deep reality about myself that is not consistent 
with who I imagine myself to be. 

I believe that this complicity is a weakness 
built deep into the souls of human beings and 
exploited by certain kinds of social situations, 

situations to which young people are especially 
subject. 

Sometime later in life I found that I was less sus
ceptible to this type of complicity, at least some
times. I was able to walk away from dangerous 
situations, to acknowledge my own discomfort 
and act on it, no matter how embarrassing that 
was; and to respond in the moment to inappro
priate ways of talking. I remember noticing that 
I had somehow gained this capacity (I'll never 
know how) and feeling an enormous sense of 
liberation. 

That liberation and strength were quite different, 
I think, than anything I might have achieved 
through reporting to an authority, complaining 
to a friend, posting on social media, or speaking 
in a crowd about the injustice of it. These latter 
activities might be worthwhile for one reason 
or another. But finding one's dignity in the mo
ment immediately protects one from the most 
harmful effects of bad behavior. 

It turns out that- in the grey area outside 
of concrete acts of predatory harm or vio
lence-the harm done to oneself is the harm 
of watching it all happen, the harm of a certain 
kind of deliberate passivity in the face of being 
demeaned or degraded. It's as if we actually 
believe that we are not worth the respect of 
others. This deep self-hatred will resist a sea of 
words and the most artful reasoning. It must be 
acted against, not necessarily with hostility or 
anger, but with inner clarity, and while looking 
into the face of the wrongdoer, whether they be 
malevolent or clueless. 

We live in a community of broken people, and 
we are broken ourselves. We can work on our 
policies, work out initiatives, write articles for 
the Gadfly, and perhaps things will get a bit bet
ter. But ultimately no one can prevent us from 
hurting one another. 

Trust your guts, which will tell you things that 
your own eyes would deny. Search in yourself
in the moment-for ways to remind yourself of 
your dignity. Memorize a few phrases: "What 
did you just say?" ''I'm not comfortable with 
this." "Sorry, I just remembered I have some
thing I've got to do. Got to go." "No, I can't." 
''I'd rather not talk about it right now." "Are you 
OK?" "Let's go." Remember that you are never 
required to socialize with anyone in particu-
lar. You can leave any event, any meeting with 
anyone, any time, without giving a reason. Be 
free. Be fully human. It's not perfect, but it's 
wonderful.+ 
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Conversations in Double Time: 
A talk with Athena Berreles-Luna about Poetry 

Chance Hogan A'20 

Chance Hogan: One thing that strikes me 
a lot in your work is the importance of 
language and translation. If it's the honey 
salesman "translated through the mouth 
of your grandmother", or the confessions 
in another language in "REO the meme 
queen''. What's your relationship with 
translation & language, and why does it 
come up throughout your work? 

Athena Berreles-Luna: I think that a lot 
of it comes from trying to find a place to 
belong with the Latinx part of my identity. 
You know, like trying to stake a place in 
that and say 'Tm a part of this even if I 
have to make you all see that:' Like with 
"HoneY:' I think it was important that it 
was all English, because when I spent that 
time with my family I still felt lost, and 
the translations had to cater to me, where 
"REO" is me making my way into translat
ing something deeper? 

CH: Yeah, "Honey" definitely stands out as 
a family focused poem, while most of your 
work feels definitely focused on an "I." 
What provokes you into focusing on the 
perspective of an individual? 

ABL: The simplest answer is: it's easier. For 
me, I think the emotions come off stron
ger and the images a little sharper when 
they're focused around a Sole Unit. I've 
tried writing things around characters and 
they never get anywhere, because there's so 
much lacking. I don't get nearly as much 
information if it's not something I can base 
around someone close. 

CH: I guess the more specific curiosity 
would be about the kind of activity of 
solitude that you write about, especially in 
something like "god spit:' 

ABL: Ah okay. Is it too cheesy to say there's 
something poetic about solitude? That 
there's a specific range of emotions that's 
easiest to share with "god" or a god like 
figure than with somebody who's just as 
fallible as yourself? Like meditation or 
something. 

CH: Yeah "practicing conversations in 

double time" is my favorite example. How 
else does god and the divine show up in 
your work? It's named a lot, but is it pri
marily as someone who's hearing confes
sion? 

ABL: Hmm, I think so. I noticed recently 
that I have a lot of poems that serve as 

.. apologies, and I think one way that a god 
figure works in that is as a passive player, 
who listens, and as an active participant, 
who can bring about some kind of retri
bution. Which is funny because I don't 
believe in god. 

CH: Switching gears now, how do you go 
about visualizing and writing your poems? 
Do you have any writing habits? 

ABL: Mm, I definitely like to start with an 
image or a line. A lot of poems are built 
around a line, so that it can be like a big 
impact when the reader hits it. Structure is 
hard for me, so I find myself playing with 
what kind of rules I can break. 

CH: Does that image usually end up as the 
ending or climax? 

ABL: Ideally the climax, but like with 
"god spit", I knew I wanted to find a way 
to make the "i will ask god to spit on me" 
climactic, but it didn't work very well 
which is why you get the repetition that 
intensifies. 

CH: What poets are you building on? Who 
are you reading and/ or influenced by. 
ABL: I want to write how Ocean Vuong 
makes me feel, I think, or Richard Siken, 
because I was on Tumblr when Sherlock 
was popular. Steven Alvarez is a poet who I 
found a couple years ago, that changed the 
way I thought I could write poetry. 

CH: How so regarding Alvarez? 

ABL: He has this poem called the "The 
Great Amurkan Prophet" that is written 
in the kind of dialect of a person (who I 
imagine to be southern and racist) who is 
talking about how they don't like "Mexi
cans;' that I think is powerful because it 

captures that reality. He also has one 
where he uses fragmented images really 
well to build this whole picture. Maybe 
they're not fragmented, but I feel them like 
they are. 

CH: What is it about that fragmentation 
that appeals to you? It's a form I feel as 
though you use a lot 

ABL: There's just something appealing 
when you have a lot of images that at first 
glance don't seem to work together, but 
at the end create a harmony. I think it's 
harsher, in a way, as if the breaks were 
more immediate and jarring but it's still 
good. 

CH: Why do you write poems? In a gen
eral sense. 

ABL: I tried writing fiction and prose and 
I didn't feel as though it worked. It's this 
conversation I had with my old poetry 
professor, where he basically asked me the 
same question, and I had this realization 
that the way that I write may not even be 
suited to prose at all. I was only ever good 
(in my opinion) at writing dialogue, but 
the images that prose necessitates need to 
be ... clearer. I think the images in poetry 
are more open to interpretation, and 
the sentiments I'm trying to get across, 
although universal in some ways, need to 
be processed like that. And once I started 
writing poetry, and found that happening, 
I felt like I finally understood something 
about the power of writing and my place 
in it.+ 
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A Few Tips on Being an Ally 
Anonymous 

All of us are allies. Whether it be propriately. We must be empathetic being so gross when talking about 
for gay rights, trans rights, minority to those we wish to aid, provid- sexual assault. What has that really 
rights, or simply even basic hu- ing support and attention without accomplished beyond proving that 
man rights, we, who are not a part necessarily dictating the means of that one person who is white or a 
of the group or peoples affected, progress. We must speak only when man is "above" all the white people 
are allies. And if you're like me, it is constructive to our goal, not and men who are the problem? This 
being an ally isn't really all that to raise ourselves above our peers. is grandstanding and serves only to 
much work. I share progressive We must act as a defense to those stroke someone's ego rather than 
New York Times articles and attend whom we call ourselves allies. To improve anything. Don't be that 
a rally here and there. There isn't be an ally is not easy, and many, if person. 
much to it, right? I do more than a not all, allies have habits akin to a 

• ton of people I know. performative ally. Do not let that Stay informed. It is not the respon-
stop you. Improve yourself so you sibility of the community to which 

You see, it's at this point where can be a better ally. you are an ally to present you with 
many allies stop their efforts and all that you need to know to be an 
something rather subtle and ugly So, some things to remember to be informed ally. It is a luxury-that is 
starts to arise. That thing is "per- a better ally: often extended, but should not be 
formative allyship," and, based on relied upon, because it often entails 
what I've just said, I'm a token ex- Don't take up too much room. someone recounting, and thus reliv-
ample. For those of you who know Don't talk over those you're trying ing, experiences that were less than 
what this is, stick with me. For to help. When someone is sharing kind. Take some time out of your 
those of you who aren't familiar their experience with you, be atten- day each day to stay up to date on 
with the term, you're probably at tive, kind, and ask if there's any- the news. 
least familiar with the phenomena. thing you can do. Do not apologize 
This phenomena typically takes the unless you are directly responsible There are, as with all thing, ex-
from of that one cis, heterosexual, for the experience. It is your job ceptions. Sometimes, in order to 
white male who begins every con- as an ally to be a comfort to this preserve our own safety, we must 
versation a progressive and ends someone and to learn from their stay quiet. We must do all that we 
it revealing they're an "all lives expenences. can, but we must understand what 
matter" supporter. If that person "all that we can" means. It does not 
calls themselves an ally, they are But know when to speak up. include throwing yourself in harms 
a performative ally. However, that When a person doesn't call out way, and those who chose to do so, 
is only an extreme and obvious one's peers for their offensive ac- should do so understanding that 
case. Most cases are less obvious: tions, that person can be complicit they have gone above and beyond 
anyone can be a performative ally. in their silence. That silence allows the call. With this, we must also 
These "allies," who may be of the for the continuation of potentially remember that "all that we can" is 
best intentions, simultaneously risk fixable behavior, and states that not the same from person to person. 
alienating those they are trying to you're more willing to have that For some, simply sharing articles 
aid all while ensuring that the op- behaviour continue than be uncom- on Facebook is all they can do, and 
position they face never respects fortable, as is often the case. it is not up to anyone else but them-
them. selves to judge them. 

Don't do blanket apologies. Don't 
We as allies have to be constantly apologize for all white people when Just be kind, and fight for those 
reflecting on our actions as allies talking about the racial injustices who need to be fought for. + 
and making sure we are acting ap- in America, or apologize for men 
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Would-be Antichrist 
Tyler Mazur A'20 

It's a timeless game 
Of divine mockery. 
All the way down 
The Coyotaje Trail, 
From Jalisco to Chicago, 
Maria fled the priest 
Who blessed her 
With child and shame. 
While she struggled, 
You churned within. 
Til in the garish hyper-reality 
Of Rudolph toons 
And Sinatra tunes, 
Stillborn you came. 
On the third day, 
In your second 
Womb of the morgue, 
You wailed. 
And the dead 
Shuddered around you. 
A regular Christmas Miracle. 

Poverty is a Beast 
Never too full 
To swallow up one more kid. 
In its belly you live and sleep, 
Yet never once dreamt. 
Never needed an escape 
From gang turfs and baseheads. 
In this true Kingdom of Man, 
Where the poor smite the poor, 
And slavish arrogance reigns, 
You glow. 
A legend on the block, 
Immune to every dope and rock. 
Never any grace from angel dust. 
Not so much as an itch 
From a brick of black tar. 
Y6ur only drug is fear. 
You actually see it, 
Hanging thick like smoke 

In the street after a shooting. 
You breathe it in like steam 
As it sweats off a body. 
Every year a strange play 
That you don't mind acting. 

You'll never know the others, 
Those scattered kindred souls. 
Selling fish in Kolkata, 
Taking bribes in Sao Paulo, 
Teaching piano in Sarajevo. 
Luci's mediocre bastards 
Uncounted through the genera-
tions. 
Seeds forgotten as they are cast 
Haphazard on hard and soft soil. 
With a promise that someday, 
When the Old Tyrant decrees, 
One of you will grow tall. 
In fantasies more lucid than life, 
You Rise. 
Concealing your origins like tat-
toos, 
Selling the Whore of all our 
fears, 
Cresting behind a heavy oak 
desk. 
With teleprompters and pen-
strokes, 
You send both the dumb and 
brave 
Like sacrificial lambs, 
Into the endless maw of war. 
And when only dogs remain, 
You'll marshal the whole rabid 
lot 
Of flesh and metal and lash, 
With steeled hate and rude math. 
Every power and principality 
Gathered in wanton resolve 
To rip the very stars from the 

sky, 
And perfect Man in your own 
image. 

Alas, the banality of life 
Chokes fig and thorn alike. 
The times make the man, after 
all, 
And the Earth is not ripe for 
spoil. 
You wait. 
And, most likely, 
You'll rot before the world does, 
With your only purpose unreal
ized. 
But take heart in the Morning 
Star, 
Rising anew with each day. 
For there is One coming after 
you, 
Whose sandal straps 
You are not worthy to untie. + 

Photo by R. S. Pelham 
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Wonderful World 
' HopeTaglich A'21 

You are my sunshine and my storm, 
The light of my life, the fire of my loins, 
My affable plague, my worst intentions, 
The good-natured corruption of my senses. 
It is love because your mother and I still 
Talk on the phone late at night, the two of us 
Scheming to save you. It is love because 
I still speak of demons to label your soul as a 
battle between 
Your nature's greater and lesser angels, at
tributing 
Your sins to the fact that the latter's scream
ing louder because if not 
The only word left to call you would be evil. 
And, yes, I loved you, 
And probably still do, 
And for a while, the feeling may remain. 
And yes, it seems we bleed through similar 
veins. 
And yes, for better or for worse, you have 
given me 
A lot of good poetry, 
And it is love because I still abruptly awake 
Early mornings and I still ache for what 
Incarcerated me. It is love because I hate 
Myself for hating you like I hate you, and 
because I miss your 
Eyes, and your voice, and our long conversa
tions late 
Nights and early mornings that would veer 
off from the topic of choice 
Into a million different directions like 
The Simpsons or some shit-the conversa
tions 
That gave me the sinking realization that 
God had 
Made you specifically to plague me for 
neglecting 
Him, because in all respects it was your 
wisdom, however 
Inconsistent, that elicited this inner insis
tence. I know this kind of once-in-a-genera
tion love fiasco 
filled 
With poetry and onomatopoeia bears 
masterpieces 
And disasters. 
Now I get lonely. Some days I would stay 
and I would 
Take all I had to take and I would tolerate all 
you told me 
I must tolerate. Some days I'd run away, 
Afraid you'd bust my face and whatever 
Monster that had taken possession of your 
senses 
Would render me monstrous. 
It is love and I knew that very quickly be
cause I would wait 
At the train station when I was in Newark 

and you 
Were in Brooklyn every morning, nursing my coffee 
as the cold 
Bit me and feeling the smile alight on my face as I 
caught my 
First glimpse of you and 
Now I'm imprisoned by my 
Reminiscing. 
I remember the first time you 
Trashed my place, 
Accusing me of infidelity of some kind-of body, 
Spirit, or the mind-with 
Somebody whose name escapes me. I crawled out on 
the fire escape 
Like Holly Golightly fearing a beast or a man that bites 
And retreated to the McDonald's across the 
Street at midnight where I fell asleep and the manager 
woke me 
At three. The next morning, you called and you 
begged for my forgiveness; 
I should have known by then that begging's not your 
business. 
But I have painted walls with you, 
And exorcised roaches, 
And sanctified sheets. 
I have cried out with the calls 
Of a beast. 
And all I want is you, 
All I want is you. 
"This is my torture; 
That I want to love, 
But cannot; there is nothing left 
Inside but my violent hope to die. 
To love is a luxury for the alive. 
We thrive on hatred and on miserY:' 
Though her delivery first convinced me, 
A certain saint whose name escapes 
My memory lied through her teeth 
When describing the cries of the damned 
; I've never ventured down below or 
Up above but I know too well that what infumes the 
inferno 
Is that there is too much Hell in love 
and too much love in hell. 
I remember Sundays, 
Eating curry at your mother's; 
I'd say we were doing well. 
Then began the beatings. 
I remember some days 
I would prostrate myself at your feet for pleasure or 
for penance; 
On others I would hang my head down like a nun in 
Repentance. I perceived it as a necessary 
Evil as I directed my gaze to the floor, reminding 
myself those nights that 
Love is impatient, at times unkind, but always endures 
And I was never satiated. 
In those months, I learned love was a strange combi
nation 

Of Stockholm Syndrome and dickmitiza
tion. 
In the belly of the beast -from the bottom 
of my heart-is 
A persistence never to stop coexistent with 
a wish 
we'd never started. 
Once you choked me and I wet myself 
and you wouldn't let 
Me change my clothes all night. 
After the sun rose you cried and you cried 
And you told me how every little thing was 
gonna be alright, how much better 
You needed to be, saying the Lord 
Would make you better and get 
Better to me, and you thanked me 
For waiting and you praised 
My patience and you asked me 
To save you and I swear I hated 
You less when you hit me. 
I hate you so much 
I pray I never stop loving you. I mourn and 
celebrate my evading 
Your rage; my reminiscing has afflicted me 
With a kind of Carpal Tunnel Syndrome 
wherein 
Consistently I reject what's best for me, 
impulsively 
Revisiting my well-meaning demon; 
And deep keeps calling unto deep. 
I don't believe I ever wanted to die, but there 
were times 
I wanted to sleep and never spur back to life. 
I left you that morning; we were 
Back on in a month. You said you had 
changed, 
But you never changed enough; 
You always swore to that before you reof
fended. 
I don't know if you changed-I do think you 
intended 
To-but I knew one 
Night on the train on my way to your place 
I realized that I could be free, and that if 
I wanted I could be free for the rest of my 
days or 
At least until I found an upgrade just as 
easily 
And impossibly as they had told me choos
ing 
Who I was would be, and you would 
Be gone, and eventually 
With much deliberation and more 
Self-examination I could find another 
And now you're gone and I hope 
I never recover you and I hope 
I never recover. + 
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Mr. Zabenzia, It Is Our Affair Now 
Gabriela Santana Taveras A'21 

"Venezuela, only you have the power, so 
we can all be free;' Oscar Perez said in one 
of his last videos. Classified as a terrorist 
by the government of Nicolas Maduro, but 
as a hero by the opposition, most of the 
world has continued spinning, witness
ing his killing by the National Police in a 
series of Twitter videos, and in silence, the 
world has become a bystander. How did it 
all start? How did Latin America's biggest 
oil producer now has a crippling inflation, 
an authoritarian regime, and its citizens 
becoming refugees or dying by thousands? 

The beginning of the end started before 
Nicolas Maduro succeeded Hugo Chavez, 
and even before the latter, most estimates 
are around 1950, when oil-rich Venezuela 
had the fourth highest GDP per capita. 
Amid the post World War II recovery, a 
skyrocketing demand for oil, Venezuela's 
economic growth, lead its military leader
ship nationalize telephone companies, and 
banks. In most countries, such is the case, 
but the seed of socialism implanted in 
Venezuela, spread its roots into almost all 
the means of production. On January first, 
1976, the Law on the Reservation of the 
Industries and the Commerce of Hydro
carbons severally nationalized the main 
source of revenue for the country, oil. The 
Venezuelan economy thrived and failed 
with the price of oil, barely diversifying 
away from it, and heavily relying on loans 
and imports from other countries. 

To this economic background, one must 
also add Venezuela's multiple coups, guer
rillas, and many complete constitutional 
reforms. The two most important constitu
tional reforms to highlight had been those 
passed in 1961 and 1999. The the reform 
of 1961 by the "Father of the Venezuelan 
Democracy': Romulo Betancourt, insti
tutionalized the Venezuelan army to fight 
constant militant forces, and democratized 
the government, making the people, and 
not individual military leaders, the sole 
actors of constitutional and democratic 
change. The constitution of 1961, is still 
considered revolutionary in Venezuelan 
history, dethroned the idea of an all-pow
erful president, by establishing a d'Hondt 
electoral system. 

On the far opposite side, the constitution 
of 1999, not only changed the name of the 
country from the Republic of Venezuela to 
the Bolivarian Republic of Venezuela but, 
as Mr. Allan R. Brewer Carias states in The 
1999 Venezuelan Constitution-Making 
Process as an Instrument for Framing the 
Development of an Authoritarian Regime 
the constitution of 1991 "facilitated the 
complete takeover of all the branches of 
the government by one political group;' 
and "has allowed the installment of a gov
ernment that has concentrated and cen
tralized all state powers:' Today, Nicolas 
Maduro inherits a constitution that allows 
presidents to run for 6 years with possibil
ity of re-election, completely defunded all 
political parties, and rests all military pow
ers in the president. Criticisms of the 1999 
constitution include the lack of participa
tion of the opposition, only six members, 
how fast it was written, and the abstention 
rate of voters, 63%. 

Why are these constitutional changes 
important? What is the long history of 
coups and centralization of the govern
ment fundamental to the understanding 
of Venezuela today? Very few articles will 
tell you that there is more behind Venezu
ela than just a poorly run economy. We 
must understand that one, the people of 
Venezuela, who by the constitution of 1961 
were considered the hand by which the 
Venezuelan democracy was to be upheld, 
have become now become "terrorists:' 
Furthermore, that the new constitutional 
assembly that Nicolas Maduro is trying to 
get formalized in the recent talks with the 
opposition in Dominican Republic, are, 
to say the least, questionable in both their 
execution and representation of the "ma
jority" in the previous referendum; Two, 
because the story of Venezuela is not only 
one of lack of economic diversification, 
but one the centralization of the means of 
production and its inherent failure (yes, I 
said it), and devaluation its own currency 
due to a surplus of pesos; Three, because it 
is not as the Russian ambassador, Vassily 
Nebenzia, stated "[holding a Security 
Council meeting on the Venezuelan crisis] 
is meddling with the internal domestic 
affairs of Venezuela:' Bolivia, China, and 

Egypt followed Russia's and boycotted the 
meeting. 

Mr. Nebenzia, the concerns of Venezuela is 
that of everyone who rightly calls himself 
a human being. For if anyone in the world 
records himself being repeatedly shot at 
and bombed with grenades, with blood 
dripping on his face, trying to surrender, 
and being ultimately killed by military 
force who is supposed to protect interest 
of people above their loyalty to one single 
man, we must care. Oscar Perez was, with
out a trial, murdered, and without denial 
in front of the world, fighting for the same 
privileges we enjoy every day in free soci
eties. Mr. Nebenzia, Mr. Maduro, sirs, it is 
our affair now. + 

Transgender Boo 
Radley II 

Anonyntous~~~~~~~~~~ 

I am Boo Radley: 
The ghost 
That haunts neighborhoods, 
Sometimes branded "freak;' 
Made hyper-visible, 
exposed to your stares 
and awkward questions. 

If, in a terrifying moment, 
I could save you 
From your own excess repressiveness, 
I would; 
If only the change would last, 
And not be discarded 
By the fumbling of jaded hands 
Too ready for the cold-comfort 
Of old status quo. 

But we have built a wall 
Between us, you and I. 
Because I threatened you, 
And you threatened me, 
So we never talk 
With raw sincerity. 

Understand: 
that is the gulf between us, 
The fear you carry 
Of difficult agency, 
And of my Queerness. + 
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Absinthe is a pretty rough drink. 
Having only been legalized in 
2007, under the condition that 
it is to be thujone-free (we'll get 
to what thujone is in a second, 
and thujone-free means less than 
10 parts per million), it is not 
well-known in the United States. 
It remains something of an 
urban legend, under many of its 
nicknames, notably "The Green 
Fairy," and "Literal Poison." It's 
known for its radiant green color 
that turns cloudy when water is 
added, and its amazingly high 
alcohol content. 

Originating in Switzerland, 
absinthe is a distilled spirit (not 
a liqueur!) traditionally made 
from a kind of wormwood called 
Artemisia absinthium, along 
with other herbs and botanicals, 
such as anise and fennel. Its 
alcohol content usually clocks 
in at around 50%-70% (100-140 
proof). My personal bottle I'm 
working through right now is at 
69% (138 proof), which I believe 
to be the optimal alcohol content 
for absinthe. You can guess what 
usually runs through the mind of 
your average Babushka. 

The compound it's known for, 
thujone, is rumored to be a 
dangerous psychoactive drug 
that has you lying on the ground 
for at least a few hours. However, 
there is a theory going around 
that it may not be the thujone, 
but the fact that what you're 
drinking is basically rubbing 
alcohol colored green that causes 

Absinthe 

the hallucinations absinthe is famous for. 
Regardless, since the USA still believes 
the former to be true, absinthe exported 
to the states is not usually made with 
actual Artemisia absinthium, but one of 
its knock-off botanical cousins. While 
I'm roasting basically all of the absinthes 
available in the states, I will also note 
that they have sugar added, and artificial 
dyes. 

There's a certain art to the consump
tion of alcohol. One drinks it with water 
and sugar added, usually prepared with 
a very steampunk-looking contraption 
called an absinthe fountain. They're 
really cool; they look kind of like lamp 
posts! There's another way, too, which is 
much cooler, but is only really used as a 
party trick because it's rather unortho
dox. 

The more traditional method I will de
scribe is called the French style. For this, 
you need an absinthe fountain filled with 
ice water, or another container, also with 
ice water, and a very steady hand. You 
will also need a small glass (they have -
special glasses for absinthe with a reser
voir at the bottom, but I usually just use 
a coupe glass), and an absinthe spoon, 
which is a small metal spatula with slots. 
Lastly, you will need your absinthe ( 1 oz 
is really all you need - trust me), and a 
sugar cube. 

For the French method, pour the ab
sinthe into the glass, set the spoon on 
top, and the sugar cube on the spoon. 
Then, either drip water over the sugar 
cube with your fountain, or pour very, 
very slowly. It is your goal to drip water 
on the sugar cube as slow as possible so 
it dissolves properly. 

THE GADFLY 

The other method, which is a 
bit more fun, is called the Czech 
method. For this, the same ma
terials are needed, but you also 
need a fire source, like a lighter: 

Instead of the French method, 
you instead pour absinthe over 
the sugar cube (rather quickly), 
resting on the spoon. Then, set 
the alcohol-soaked cube on fire, 
which should be easier than most 
other spirits (just don't burn 
yourself!), and dump the lighted 
sugar cube into the absinthe to 
set the whole thing on fire in the 
glass. Do not drink at this point! 
Instead, pour ice water over it to 
extinguish it. 

Any absinthe here is pretty hard 
to get, and usually requires 
special order from your local 
liquor store. Most bottles here 
also range from $40-$60, though 
get more expensive. It's a nice 
treat to whip out when you have 
friends over, but be careful, be
cause it's so potent. 

Make sure to stay safe and re
sponsible when drinking. Your 
safety is number one priority; ab
sinthe is something to be enjoyed 
as a refined drink. + 


