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It ’s Olin’s Turn to Divest
“Olin is a community 

striving to change the world 
and positively impact peo-
ple’s lives [...]. What change 
do you hope to be a part of?”

Remember this?
You might recall this 

question from Olin’s com-
mon app. Even if you’re 
not a student, you’ve prob-
ably had this question rat-
tling around in your head for 
some time.

Well, here’s a change for 
you: we are calling on Olin 
to eliminate its investments 
in fossil fuels, or divest. Our 
new strategic plan states a 
commitment to sustainabil-
ity, equity, and justice, bring-
ing into question our endow-
ment’s investments in fossil 
fuel companies.

Over 1,500 institutions 
have already committed to 
divestment, totaling over 
$40 trillion in divested 
funds, including Harvard, 
Princeton, Wellesley, Bos-
ton University, Brandeis, 
Brown, Dartmouth, Cornell, 
Columbia, the University of 

California system, U Mass, 
and 200 other colleges with 
all sizes of endowments.

$40 trillion is not incon-
sequential. Fossil fuel com-
panies are stating on record 
that divestment poses a ma-
terial risk to their business. 
Peabody Coal, the largest 
coal producer in the world, 
declared bankruptcy in 2016, 
citing divestment as one of 
the main reasons; divest-
ment was also the key reason 
for the coal sector’s credit 
de-rating between 2013 and 
2018.

The writing is on the wall: 
fossil fuels are a sunsetting 
industry. The global effort to 
prevent climate catastrophe 
will require an enormous, 
unprecedented decrease in 
fossil fuel usage, guarantee-
ing that fossil fuels will be 
poor long-term investments. 
If Olin hopes to “protect and 
sustain our natural, built, and 
financial resources so that 
they might equitably benefit 
future generations”, as stated 
in our strategic plan, divest-
ment is the smart choice eco-
nomically, too.

So how much do we have 
invested in fossil fuels? Ac-
cording to past conversa-

tions with Olin’s board of 
trustees, we have between 
1-2% of our $450 million 
endowment, or $4-9 million, 
invested in fossil fuel com-
panies.

“Only $9 million?” we 
hear you ask. The fossil fuel 
industry has trillions of dol-
lars, what difference will that 
make?

While our student body 
may be tiny, Olin is influ-
entially huge. Our model of 
impact-centered education 
is emulated by many institu-
tions around the world. As 
leaders in engineering edu-
cation, we set an example. 

Olin is in an unusual po-
sition: we are an engineering 
school without petroleum 
engineering programs, that 
doesn’t receive fossil fuel 
research funding, or send 
alumni to fossil fuel compa-
nies. While we’ve fallen be-
hind so many of our liberal 
arts peers, we can be one of 
the first engineering schools 
to commit to divestment. 
Morally, we can send a clear 
message that if it’s wrong to 
wreck the planet, it’s wrong 
to profit from that wreckage.

As Gilda has stated, “the 
climate crisis is one of the 
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biggest, most complex chal-
lenges that we’re facing”. 
It’s already here. As you 
read this, people in Pakistan 
are mourning loved ones lost 
to floods, Californians are 
fleeing ever-worsening wild-
fires, and Florida’s residents 
are just beginning to assess 
the damage from Hurricane 
Ian. Let’s show that we’re 
committed to sustainability, 
equity, and justice.

So what are we doing 
about it? We have started 
a new group, Olin Climate 
Justice, to work towards 
divestment and broader in-
stitutional change to com-
bat the climate crisis. We 
spent the summer talking 
to over 30 faculty, staff, 
alumni, trustees, as well as 
divestment activists at other 
schools, and we’ve compiled 
our research into a 50-page 
proposal outlining the im-
portance of divestment, the 
history of divestment efforts 
at Olin, and how we can 
make it happen here. 

We’ll be doing a lot this 
semester—you’ll hear from 
us very soon!

What can you do?
•	 If you’re a current stu-

dent, know that this is 
your college and you 
have the power to create 
change. We plan to hold 
one of Olin’s first-ever 
formal full student body 
social referendums. Keep 
an eye out for this in late 
November—your partici-
pation will be essential. 
Want to get involved? 
Show up to our meetings 
happening every Thurs-
day at 6 PM in the MAC 
3rd floor endcap!

•	 If you’re a faculty or 
staff member, your opin-
ion matters. If you’re 
interested in getting 
involved or just learn-
ing more, we ask you to 
reach out to us or show 
up at our meetings! Your 
support and experience 
are invaluable, and we 
are working on ways to 
involve you.

•	 If you’re an alum, we 
ask for your support. You 
have an outsized influ-
ence on the direction 

and future of Olin. Many 
successful divestment 
campaigns at other col-
leges involved the criti-
cal backing of passionate 
alumni. Contact us if you 
want to get involved!

•	 If you’re an Olin par-
ent,  we haven’t forgot-
ten about you! Climate 
activism isn’t only for 
college campuses. We in-
vite you to engage in this 
process with us—we’d 
love to hear from you. 

•	 If you’re an Olin board 
of trustee member, you 
are the final decision-
makers on divestment, 
and we ask you to raise 
this issue. We are here 
to work with you. We 
understand that this deci-
sion takes fortitude and 
consensus, and we want 
to find out the best way to 
make this happen for all 
of us.

Questions, concerns, or 
comments? Join the climate-
justice@lists.olin.edu mail-
ing list, and/or reach out to 
Olivia at ochang@olin.edu 
and Vedaant at vkuchhal@
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S t r a t e g i e s
As college students, most 

of us have pretty big deci-
sions we are responsible for, 
sometimes for the first time. 
(How should I prioritize 

my time? What kind of job 
aligns with my ethics? Do I 
drop this class?) Additional-
ly, some of us recently made 
one of the biggest decisions 
of our lives: whether or not 
to attend Olin.

I want to share a couple 

of strategies I have used to 
make big decisions where 
I felt good about the out-
comes. Hopefully these will 
be useful to you to gain trac-
tion on decisions where you 
don’t know where to start.



Before you begin
These things are pre-req-

uisites for being able to think 
through a decision—if you 
don’t have them in place, 
you won’t be able to put any 
strategy to good use.
1.	Give yourself enough 

time to think. In the 
best case, this can be 2-3 
weeks or more, so you 
can reflect on your deci-
sion prior to committing. 
If you don’t have weeks, 
give yourself a solid 
chunk of several hours to 
decide. Late night hours 
work well for me, be-
cause I can stay up and 
ponder without a definite 
deadline.

2.	Ask for advice. Not a 
requirement, but other 
people’s analysis can 
help give you context for 
your options. Try to talk 
to enough people (more 
than one) until you find 
at least one person rec-
ommending each option 
you’re considering. An-
other good rule of thumb 
is if you know what 
someone is going to say 
before you ask them, then 
they’re probably not a 
good person to ask if you 
want an honest opinion.

3.	Narrow down the list. 
Decision-making works 
best with two or at most 
three different options to 
choose from. If you have 
a large set of options, you 
can usually cross most of 
them off for easy reasons 
(too expensive, bad vibes, 
etc.). Make a list (physi-

cal or mental) of criteria 
that you care about, and 
use this to cross off op-
tions that are objectively 
worse. If there are still 
a lot of options that are 
equally good, you may 
need to spend more time 
thinking about what you 
really want—this is one 
of the steps that can take 
weeks. You can also use 
the strategies below to 
compare sets of options 
or one option against the 
rest.

What is decision-making?
When you make a deci-

sion, you are weighing vari-
ables. Even if you know the 
facts about every option, 
it’s often difficult for you 
to know how much to care 
about each factor (ask your-
self—how much of a pay cut 
am I willing to take for a job 
that aligns with my values? 
It’s hard to put a number on 
it, no matter how specifical-
ly you define the job). The 
strategies below are help-
ful for making value judg-
ments: determining what 
aspects of each option are 
really the most important to 
you, knowing how to weigh 
each of them, and ultimately 
comparing one combination 
of variables against another.
Strategy #1: Debate against 
yourself

Pick one option—it might 
be the option you are lean-
ing more towards, if one ex-
ists—and convince yourself 
to choose that option. Pre-
tend you know it is the right 

option, and you just need 
to tell the rest of your brain 
why it’s obviously the best 
choice. Give yourself time 
to lay out all the reasons for 
it in exhaustive detail. Talk 
to yourself until you’re out 
of arguments, and you don’t 
know what to say next. Take 
a deep breath.

Then take the opposite 
position and tear your first 
argument to shreds. Your job 
now is to convince yourself 
that the second option is re-
ally the best, and the first 
argument got everything 
wrong. Again, give yourself 
the time to build out your ar-
gument for the second option 
and to poke all the holes you 
can find into the first.

Now go back to the first 
option, and repeat the pro-
cess. Talk yourself down; 
don’t hold back. Emphasize 
the good points of the option 
you are advocating for.

	 Go back and forth 
as many times as you need to. 
As someone who overthinks 
things, I often go three to 
six times on each side. Lat-
er rounds tend to go faster, 
because you’ve exhausted 
all the new arguments, and 
you’re just repeating things 
you’ve said earlier. This is 
how you’re making value 
judgments. Your arguments 
are coalescing around the 
points that matter most, and 
other details are falling out 
of the debate. At some point 
it will become clear which 
argument convinces you the 
most—congratulations, you 
have made a decision.



Strategy #2: Imagine 
you’ve already decided

Again, pick an option to 
try out first. Imagine that the 
deadline for your decision 
has already passed, and you 
have committed to choosing 
this option. It’s too late to go 
back. How do you feel?

Do you feel regret? Dis-
appointed? Do you feel like 
you’re missing an opportu-
nity you kind of wish you 
had?

On the other hand, do 
you feel excited? Relieved? 
If you’re lucky, you might 
realize that you always knew 
this was the right decision, 

you just never let yourself 
believe in it.

It can be subtle, so pay 
attention to yourself to judge 
your reaction. Give yourself 
time to sit with your imag-
ined decision, and try hard to 
pretend it’s real. A few min-
utes may be enough time, 
but feel free to try out your 
decision for a couple of days 
or more. When you’re ready, 
pretend you chose the other 
option instead.

I have had good results 
with this method. I used it 
to decide whether to come 
to Olin or go to a traditional 
engineering school. I was ly-

ing in bed a week before de-
cisions were due. I imagined 
going to OSU and convinced 
myself that I would be hap-
py there. Then I imagined 
accepting my admission to 
Olin.

“Shoot, am I really doing 
this? I mean, is this even a 
real school?” I remember 
thinking. “Shoot. Oh shoot. 
Oh… oh yeah.” I think I did 
an involuntary fist pump as I 
drifted off to sleep. The next 
day I committed to Olin. It 
was one of the best decisions 
of my life.

Phillip Post
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I’ve come to realize that 
every opinion has impor-
tance. We live in a country 
where having an opinion is 
a fundamental right, but I 
think we take this right for 
granted. Whether intention-
ally or not, we are inclined 
to block out opinions that 
fundamentally misalign with 
our values or worldview. 
This is human nature. Am I 
saying all other opinions are 
correct and we should wel-
come them with open arms? 
Of course not. But, they are 
opinions nonetheless, and 
even if we disagree with the 
substance of what someone 
says, I would like to give 
the person the benefit of the 
doubt that they are coming 
from a good place. 

When someone shares an 
opinion with me, I see it as a 
form of respect. They did not 
have to say anything to me 

and it takes far more effort to 
convey a point of view than 
to not say anything at all. I 
could have gone on living 
my life without ever encoun-
tering what they thought at 
that moment, but they chose 
to share an intimate part of 
themselves. Shouldn’t I at 
least hear them out?

It matters not their creed, 
upbringing, or experience. 
None of those are prerequi-
sites for having an opinion. 
But they do absolutely mat-
ter. Whereas they do not 
dictate whether someone 
can have an opinion, they do 
allow us to weigh how com-
pelling an opinion is. Even if 
you believe you know a per-
son, we are walking enigmas 
that hide large parts of our-
selves, and an opinion often 
comes out long before we 
know enough about the per-
son to properly weigh their 

opinion against our own un-
derstanding. 

At this point, you may 
be thinking I am beating 
around the bush, but I want 
to make this point painfully 
clear: please hear people out. 
When you preemptively tell 
someone they are not en-
titled to an opinion because 
you believe you know their 
entire creed, upbringing, or 
experience, you are making 
an assumption and doing 
something incredibly hurt-
ful. I know opinions can 
be wrong and painful, but 
please at least hear them out. 
They respected you enough 
to convey them in the first 
place.

P.S. If anyone wishes to 
discuss any of this or any-
thing else with me. I wel-
come you and I value your 
opinion. Thank you!



Chapter 1
The sun shone weakly 

before it dipped behind the 
silhouette of the White Plan-
et, but the heat still pounded 
up from the ground, sending 
mirages flickering through 
the night sky like the thought 
of clouds in a wetter world. 
Night fell, stars shone 
brightly through the haze of 
heat, and a startled Acuña 
woke from the hammock in-
side his house to the sound 
of sand crickets chirping the 
start of the day.

Acuña dressed in the 
deep navy garb of the Venus 
Ferry Commission, break-
fasted, kissed his sleeping 
wife goodbye, and stepped 
outside into the still-blazing 
heat. His home was one of 
many expertly construct-
ed mud-brick houses near 

the center of town, and it 
could be recognized from 
the breath of cold air that 
left with him that its owner 
was a well-salaried man. 
He strolled through streets 
waking up for the day shift, 
merchants drawing up carts 
of chickpeas on horseback, 
hawking fresh pita breads 
and olives and little trays 
of ice to the growing num-
bers of passers-by. Next to 
each display of goods was 
an insulated tank of cool 
gas about the size of a stout 
man’s leg. Acuña entered 
the short queue at the water 
station and filled a bottle 
with lukewarm water from 
the cart. He pulled a small 
cylinder from his purse and 
connected it to the water 
lady’s large tank. She turned 
a knob until the dial read 
out the price of the water in 
Kelvins, smiled, and handed 
the cylinder back to Acuña. 
He left an ice cube as a tip, 
which she melted and fed its 
coldness into her tank to add 
to the cold air he had already 
paid.

When he reached the sta-
tion, he stepped aboard a 
slow trolley which took him 
to the outskirts of town, the 
site of his work and that of 
a thousand of the most tal-
ented men and women from 
the far reaches of the Yel-
low Planet. Acuña looked 
up past the fireflies at the 
sky dominated by the shin-
ing face of the White Planet, 

dark now because the sun 
was behind it, and taking up 
half the sky. He was in radio 
contact with his counterparts 
on that planet, at a site he 
could not see without a tele-
scope but which he knew he 
could point at by sticking 
his finger straight up in the 
air. The place he stood now 
and the place he could point 
to were the spots on the re-
spective planets that were 
closest together. The Yellow 
and White Planets were geo-
synchronously locked—they 
orbited each other with ex-
actly the same speed so that 
they stayed in fixed positions 
relative to each other as they 
spun.

Acuña Deliari entered the 
complex of low adobe struc-
tures to a welcome blast of 
government-minted cool air 
that greeted him from inside 
the main building. Today 
was the first test run of the 
Interplanetary Ferry Com-
mission’s work of nearly 
five decades: the first shuttle 
rocket to travel from the Yel-
low to the White Planet and 
back. 

T h e  Tw o  P l a n e t s
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For day was night 
on Venus, the yellow 
planet; or rather, 
night was day, for the 
true “day” when the 
sun was shining was 
too hot for work, and 
the bulbous fireflies 
that blanketed the 
sky for their night-
time mating rituals 
provided plenty of 
light to see by.

Today would mark the 
first day since ancient 
times that the White and 
Yellow people had met 
face to face, and the first 
time when both pros-
pered under peaceful, 
capitalist democracies.



Today would mark the 
first day since ancient times 
that the White and Yellow 
people had met face to face, 
and the first time when both 
prospered under peaceful 
democracies.

The launch site was pre-
pared; the diplomatic proces-
sion filed somberly toward 
the rocket on horses draped 
with navy and gold coats 
of arms; and a speech was 
read out by a young woman 
in scarlet whose excited in-
flections barely matched the 
trembling palpitations felt 
by Acuña and the rest of the 
Ferry Commission as they 
awaited the culmination of 
their life’s work. Two hours 
later, an ultrasonic loud-
speaker that no human could 
hear sent the fireflies scatter-
ing as a dark hole appeared 
in the sky through which the 
magnificent face of Cyro 
the White Planet glinted in 
the peeking sunlight, and 
the rocket lifted off with a 
rumble like an earthquake 
and disappeared into the sky. 
Applause erupted from all 
sides.

The view from the shuttle 
was spectacular as it passed 
through the thick atmo-
sphere of Venus and the port-
holes opened up on the wide 
slice of space sandwiched 
between the two worlds, one 
yellow and familiar, pul-
sating with constellations 
of fireflies, growing more 
sphere-like and smaller by 
the minute, and the other 
snow-white and ominous, 
looming ever larger. Delray, 

the lead diplomat among 
the crew of five, clutched 
her seat tightly as the rocket 
spun around at the midpoint 
between the planets and 
began preparing for the de-
scent. It struck her suddenly 
how small her own planet 
was, and how utterly real 
the one she was approaching 
seemed in contrast. She had 
learned everything there was 
to know about Cyro through 
conversations over radio, 
but there is only so much 
you can learn from talking 
about a place, and photo-
graphs could do little to aid 
in communication because 
the camera had not yet been 
invented.

When they touched down 
on the icy ground in the mid-
dle of the Cyro Ferry landing 
site, the Venusian diplomats 
looked around themselves 
in awe. They looked first 
at the earth, blanketed in a 
thick frost though recently 
cleared, then at their reflec-
tion in the blinding white 
horizon, then up at the dawn 
sky and the streaks of pink in 
the clouds—”Clouds!” they 
exclaimed with astonished 
glee—then up at the burning 
yellow sands of their home 
planet Venus. Then they 
turned slightly and gazed 
up and down again two or 
three more times, shivering 
with what could be mis-
taken for amazement, until 
one of them tried to speak, 
and by the time the Cyroans 
had realized something was 
wrong, their hearts had near-
ly stopped and they had to 

be treated for second-degree 
frostbite under a lamp of the 
kind they used for hatching 
chickens.

Once recovered, Del-
ray and her delegation were 
given parkas and shawls 
and kept under close watch 
by a bemused doctor with a 
thermometer, with which he 
prodded them occasionally 
without warning. They were 
led by a man named Akunai 
Delar on a brief official tour 
of the launching facility, 
which was comparable in 
technological sophistication 
with its Venusian counter-
part. They learned that the 
buildings were heated by 
immense boiler systems un-
derground in much the same 
way expensive buildings 
were cooled on Venus. When 
Delray asked how they paid 
for the heat, their guide re-
plied: 

For through all 
their many years of 
detailed accounts 
of life on their re-
spective planets, no 
one had bothered to 
mention that Cyro’s 
ambient temperature 
was minus thirty-
five Celsius, while 
the Venusians had 
never experienced 
anything below a 
sweltering thirty de-
grees!



“It’s government fund-
ed. All the heat sources on 
Cyro are regulated by the 
government, you know. We 
use it as a currency, just the 
way you pay for things with 
the cold.”

“But heat is so abun-
dant—” Delray began, be-
fore she realized that on 
Cyro, things worked quite 
the opposite way than on 
Venus. The thought sent a 
shiver down her spine, and 

the doctor poked her again 
in the ribs with the ther-
mometer.

“Imagine,” Delray whis-
pered to herself as she was 
herded back onto the shuttle 
along with the first Cyroan 
delegation for the return 
journey, “just imagine if 
we could move some of 
that cold air back to Venus! 
There would be not a poor-
house that went uncooled 
in summer, not a crop that 

would fail from drought, 
not one more death from 
heat stroke in any city south 
of Saõlo!” And the Cyroans 
nodded gravely, no doubt 
thinking of the benefits of 
Venus’s prolific tempera-
ture to their freezing planet 
where the generators could 
barely keep the cities warm 
in the winter and where 
heat was a commodity to be 
hoarded like gold.
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Taurus (Apr. 20 – May 20):  
Don't take the elevator from 
the ground floor. You  will get 
stuck.

Gemini (May 21 – Jun. 
20):  Your professor knows 
you didn't do the homework. 
They see through your re-
quest for an extension.

Cancer (Jun. 21 – Jul. 22): 
You're going to get hand foot 
mouth. Sorry. At least now 
you know.

Leo (Jul. 23 – Aug. 22): Yes! 
Sexy good hair days for you. 
Enjoy.

Virgo (Aug. 23 – Sep. 22): 
We know you took a bite out 
of the toilet. Maybe eat break-
fast instead. It's the most im-
portant meal of the day.

Libra (Sep. 23 – Oct. 22): 
You will fall down the library 
stairs. 

Scorpio (Oct. 23 – Nov. 
21):  Get that tattoo. The one 
you've been thinking about. 
It's a good idea. You won't 
regret it.

Sagittarius (Nov. 22 – Dec. 
21): Take a nap. Go the fuck 
to sleep. Just, take a break 
you Oliner.

Capricorn (Dec. 22 – Jan. 
19): If you have blonde hair, 
you look like an inverted 
candy corn. Prove me wrong. 
If you don't have blonde hair, 
you're a Reese's Pieces. 

Aquarius (Jan. 20 – Feb. 
18): Every time you try to get 
tea from the dining hall soda 
machine it will be water. No 
tea for you. Try again next 
month. Sorry.

Pisces (Feb. 19 – Mar. 20):  
Cry during office hours. 
You'll get the extension. Girl-
boss moment.

Aries (Mar. 21 – Apr. 19): 
You're going to choke on 
spicy dining hall food. You 
might think the dining hall 
food isn't spicy, but you're 
going to choke on the bland 
beef. 


