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We voted to divest,

Olivia Chang (she/her)
Writer
Vedaant Kuchhal (he/him)
Wtiter

Two weeks ago, at the
Town Hall, we, the student
body, made Olin history.
At Olin’s first-ever social
referendum, 93% of the
student body voted “yes”
to divest and disclose.

Are you in favor of
calling on Olin to divest
from fossil fuel companies
and reinvest in sustainable
businesses, industries, and
funds?

Are you in favor of
calling on Olin to disclose
the endowment’s expo-
sure to fossil fuel compa-
nies on a regular basis?

This town hall is the
first time that we, the
students, have collec-
tively expressed our voice
through a democratic pro-
cess we designed. In a
young, maturing institu-
tion, we are setting a prec-
edent.

This is a monumental
achievement. Many other

colleges weren’t able to
get above 80% support:
at Harvard, for example,
72% of the student body
voted for fossil fuel di-
vestment back in 2013.
Our vote demonstrates the
overwhelming support of
Olin students for this criti-
cal effort, and CORe will
send an official recom-
mendation to the Board
of Trustees with these
numbers that show our re-
sounding consensus.

As Gilda announced on
the day of the Town Hall,
the Board has now formed
a committee to discuss
divestment. The student
representatives for this
committee—nominated
by CORe—are Olivia
Chang and Tyler Ewald,
and the committee will be
having its first meeting on
December 13. This new
committee is important
progress towards divest-
ment, and we are optimis-
tic that it will spur both

now what?

conversation and mean-
ingful action: the commit-
tee is preparing a proposal
for the Board to vote on
during its February meet-
ing.

We thank you - fel-
low Olin students - for
your support. Your ques-
tions, your solidarity, and
your demonstrated com-
mitment to fighting the
climate crisis are why
divestment is moving for-
ward. As members of the
community, you have the
unique privilege to shape
how seriously our school
takes our stated commit-
ments to sustainability,
equity, and justice. A lot of
important work has been
done in the past twenty
years of our school, but
more remains to be done.

We hope you join us in
our efforts to move Olin
towards a just and sustain-
able future. Climate jus-
tice can’t wait.



Why He Smiles

Hugh Keenan (he/him)
Contributor

Performing in FWOP, I
most loved getting to scare
the shit out of the audience
as the Proprietor, for which I
received the most praise for
my smile. But when my dad
asked me, “Why does your
character smile so much?”
I forgot that my reasoning
isn’t intuitive. It took the
entire production for me to
get a small grasp of who the
Proprietor is, and what moti-
vates him. So why does the
Proprietor smile? Allow me
to offer my interpretation.

The Proprietor tells the
audience his message most
explicitly in one of the last
songs, “Another National
Anthem.” The Proprietor
rejects the “song” sung by
those who enjoy the fruits
of America’s wealth. This
contrasts with the Ballad-
eer, who claims the anthem
still rings true. Throughout
the show, they both attempt
to convince the Assassins,
and thus the audience, of
their position. Each scene
the Balladeer is in, their goal
is to prove how failure is a
matter of work ethic. The
Proprietor lures vulnerable
Americans into his game so
he can make his point: these
assassins would never obtain
their prize. Every game they
played was rigged.

This leaves the au-
dience with a seeming con-
tradiction. If the game the

Proprietor offers, that of
shooting the president, is
rigged by the Proprietor, then
it doesn’t make sense for the
assassins to side with him in
“Another National Anthem.”
They understand that the
game is rigged. They should
fight against the systems that
rigged it, i.e. the Proprietor.
The answer is because the
Balladeer is wrong about the
anthem. The Balladeer is the
archetype of liberal capital-
ism, claiming the only qual-
ity needed to succeed is the
hard work to win a prize.
Sure, everyone lives in lies,
but America is the place to
“make the lies come true."
To the Balladeer, the assas-
sins got what was deserved.
These assassins already
played other games in the
carnival.  Czolgosz  and
Guiteau couldn’t get better
work. Zangara doesn’t get
treatment for his stomach.
Fromme, Byck and Hinckley
don’t get the attention they
desire. Moore and Booth
can’t make their statement.
Now they are desperate,
searching for someone who
will wvalidate their griev-
ances. The Proprietor offers
his hand. However, the Pro-
prietor doesn’t steer these
characters in a constructive
direction. Instead, he fu-
els their spite. The assas-
sins don’t care about fixing
their problems. Instead, they

vengefully shout to the coun-
try, “this is what you have
done to me!” They conclude
there is no solution. There is
only destruction.

The Proprietor is also
driven by spite. He sees
America’s inequalities too.
To prove the Balladeer
wrong, he turns Americans
against the American an-
them, and he finds sadis-
tic glee in his success. He
smiles when he finds victims
to radicalize. He sits back
when they aim for the presi-
dent, and he is happy to be
the executioner against each
assassin.

It is in his role as execu-
tioner where the Proprietor
reveals his colors. He isn’t a
rebellious outsider. Instead,
he stands alongside the Bal-
ladeer as a part of the Ameri-
can machine. In this way, he
displays to the audience that
he didn’t just rig his own
game—he rigged them all.
The Proprietor is the one
who keeps people from suc-
ceeding in America. He rigs
the game, exclaims that it’s
rigged, and then insists the
way to fix it is by playing an-
other extreme, rigged game.
The Balladeer, in their ef-
fort to bolster the American
dream, denies the Propri-
etor’s power, which leads to
the anthem’s downfall.

The Proprietor represents
something to me through the

act of rigging the system,
calling out that it’s rigged,
and then rigging

it further. It reminds me
of a specific political block.
It’s what Republicans do
when they complain about
national debt and then cut
taxes for the rich. It’s what
pundits like Tucker Carl-
son do when they fetishize
freedom of speech but ac-
cuse protesters of being anti-
American. It’s what Trump
did when he sued over voter

fraud while coercing gov-
ernors to “find” hundreds
of votes in their states in
2020. Then, just like when
the Proprietor emboldened
the assassins to attack the
Balladeer, so too did Trump
with his supporters on Jan.
6,2021.

The Proprietor is a fas-
cist; but he’s a specific kind.
The Proprietor doesn’t care
about the people he uses,
only the pain he can inflict
on his enemies for believing

America could ever be good
for its people. He only cares
about the power he wields to
torture those he hates. He’s
an anti-American coated in
the country’s flag, claiming
to be a patriot when his ac-
tions contradict such claims.
The musical, Assassins de-
buted in 1990. Even so, this
other national anthem rings
in my ears. I believe even
today, the Proprietor still has
something to smile about.

Frankly

Critic:

Mystery Edition

Ok. Long form thoughts
on the first episode of [re-
dacted] (Tried to avoid any
spoilers for show)

Tl;dr. Show 1is pretty
good. In general, I wish [re-
dacted] adaptations leaned
more into the fun side and
didn’t try to be so dark. Also,
Mysterious Benedict So-
ciety slaps. Also, also, this
show also slaps. I wish I was
asleep right now.

The show leans into the
“spooky” and away from the
“kooky” that characterized
the original show. It strug-
gles to maintain a consistent
tone, alternating between
blatant cliché and truly kick-
ass scenes. The epic scenes
are amazing, and the clichés
were so blatant I almost
didn’t care?? Net positive.
Looking forward to watch-
ing more later.

I think the show missed
out on a deeper exploration
of what it means to be [re-
dacted]. That exploration has
been missing from several of
the more recent adaptations.

Over the years, the pub-
lic perception of the essence
of [redacted] has shifted and
taken on a darker tone. It ap-
pears that the show is con-
tributing that trend without
looking back on the original
source material.

This shift could be due to
changes in acceptable media
standards through the eras.
The original show had to
be lighthearted to avoid the
shock wvalue that happens
when one takes [redacted] as
reality. They were nonsensi-
cal and goofy and spooky,
but the viewers were always
in on the joke. [redacted]
was quirky, but in a relatable
way.

More recent adaptations
have leaned hard into the
“grim-dark-spooky” aspects.
In the process, they lose that
spark of absurdity that made
the original so delightful.
Viewers can’t always tell if
they’re in on the joke, or if
[redacted] is off their rocker.
(Side note: I did appreciate
how well the show portrays
internal  family conflicts
while maintaining an “[re-
dacted]” vibe.)

There’s also the struggle
to define [redacted] dynam-
ics. How do you portray a
loving family that has a com-
pletely different set of values
than the ones held by your
audience? How do you make
that appealing and not dis-
concerting? Especially be-
cause the audience is all the
“normal people” who would
be very confused/scared if
they ever met an [redacted]



in real life.

Trying to lean into the
grim dark while maintaining
a comprehensible and ap-
pealing [redacted] dynamic
is a very thin line to walk.
Because as you make [re-
dacted] palatable to a gen-
eral audience through exag-
geration and comedy, you
remove them from reality
(turn them into *characters*)
so your audience doesn’t
have to think through the
implications of [redacted]’s
very existence.

Grim-dark portrayals
rely on making things nitty-
gritty realistic. Combining
that with a family of fiction

often creates something that
feels garish. The tone feels
confused and inconsistent
because the show is inevita-
bly trying to mash two very
different vibes together. And
they don’t coexist, so the
tone just flops back and forth
like a dying fish. It requires
heavy suspension of disbe-
lief to get through without
cognitive dissonance.

Want a show that really
maintains the same set of
spooky-fun vibes through-
out? I highly recommend
“The Mysterious Benedict
Society”. It’s quirky and
off-kilter and Good. Just the
complete visual and story

cohesion is amazing.

With all that said, this
show looks really awesome.
Costumes are amazing, and
the actor playing [redacted]
is incredible. The thing I'm
harping on is a structural is-
sue inherent to any adapta-
tion of [redacted], and I ac-
tually think they’re doing a
decent job handling it. This
show could have been so, so
terrible, but it’s not! It’s ac-
tually pretty great. And the
costuming is[Jlimmaculate[’

It’s 1:30 am, and I can’t
sleep so maybe take all of
this with a grain of salt. Ok,
hopefully good night.

The Two Planets

lan Eykamp (Any)
Writer

Chapter 3

“I was named after that
great hero of our time, Acufia
Deliari the First, who led our
planets to prosperity as head
of the first Interplanetary
Ferry Commission,” Acufia
thundered across the Venus
Senate floor. “My namesake
saw to it that both planets
would benefit from the ex-
change of goods that neither
was capable of producing
on its own, and in doing so
brought on a revolution not
just in economic terms, but
reflected in the everyday
standard of living of what
has grown to be close to 3
billion people. I will not al-
low history to view the Sen-
ate’s decision today as any-
thing less than revolutionary
in the same way!”

Excited murmurs broke
out among the senators as
Acufia strode back to his
seat, chin high, replicating
his namesake’s charisma
more than anyone cared to
admit. Two aides material-
ized next to the stage carry-
ing a model the size of the
podium and placed it so it
was visible from all sides. It
had two spheres, one white
and one yellow, suspended
several inches from each
other, with a thin, white,
and intricately inscribed rod
holding them together at
their closest point. All eyes
turned to the glittering metal
rod.

“The pipeline,” Acuia
stated simply. “It will be con-
structed within forty years’
time, and all material and
personnel costs will be paid

by the Guildman Corpora-
tion.” He flourished a finger
and pointed to the base of
the rod on the yellow sphere.
“The site will be at the Fer-
ry Commission’s original
launch site, at the geosyn-
chronous point between Ve-
nus and Cyro; diameter, fifty
meters. It will carry air at a
rate of one hundred million
cubic meters per second to
meet the heating and cooling
needs of the 30 largest cit-
ies on each planet. No more
central cooling systems put-
ting your districts into debt
with the servicers unions.
No more rationing during
heat waves. We’ll even put
in direct lines to each of the
major greenhouses for no
extra fee—Senator Bartow,
your district was especially
hard hit by crop failures this
year, wasn’t it? And other
districts will soon follow.

All this, and for no extra cost
to the government. The larg-
est perennial problem in our
planet’s history, solved, all
we need from you is the Sen-
ate’s approval.” He spoke
like it had already been
done. Stunned silence fol-
lowed, then applause.

“But you haven’t an-
swered my question about
the currency, Mr. Acufia,”
dripped the voice of Senator
Jaime Cruz from the back
row of the senate amphi-
theater. “Let me remind you
that that is the main ques-
tion you were called here to
answer. It seems to me that
if this pipeline of yours is
built, the Heat Ledger, which
is based on the conservation
of hot and cool air on each
planet, will cease to func-
tion. Imagine, if a business
wished to cool its offices so
that it could employ people,
but it drew on the Pipeline as
a source of cool air, rather
than the government’s un-
derground cold reserves—
how would we know how to
tax them? How would their
expenditures be entered into
the Heat Ledger, and how
would we know they were
truthful? The only option I,
or anyone else in the Free-
dom Caucus, will settle for is
for the government to have
sole ownership and control
over the pipeline to ensure
there is no foul play on the
part of the Guildman Cor-
poration.” These last words
they spat with a sneer, and
everyone in the room knew
they were referring to Guild-

man’s century-old takeover
of the Ferry ports.

“As I have told you many
times, this is the one thing I
cannot grant you,” said Acu-
na fiercely. “The Guildman
Corporation will retain full
control of this operation.”
Then, slowly, he continued:
“If I cannot convince every
Senator of the righteousness
of this mission, then let us fi-
nally put it to a vote.”

“All in favor, say ‘Aye,””
read out the Clerk. A dozen
voices, including Senator
Bartow and others from the
agricultural districts said the
word, impassive yet clearly
shaken with Acufia’s appeal.
“All opposed, say ‘Nay’,”
read out the Clerk again,
and a chorus of nays rang
through the chamber.

“m  sorry, Acuifa,”
sneered Senator Cruz
through the commotion.

“You will have a harder time
strong-arming my caucus
than you did with this Sen-
ate in the past. The new gen-
eration of voters does not
see Guildman as favorably
as they once did. They think
you’re a bunch of greedy li-
ars chained to old principles.
Which, if you’re still follow-
ing your founder’s orders, I
can hardly disagree with.”
Senator Cruz left Acufa
standing in the doorway,
fuming.

“You wait and see!” He
called after them. “This is
not the last you will hear
from Acufia Deliari. You just
wait and see.”

Chapter 4
The Cyroan House of
Representatives was not

nearly as obstinate as the
Venusian  Senate. When
Akunai, Guildman’s chief
lobbyist on Cyro, came to
speak, the planet had just
experienced a cold snap that
had nearly shut down the
heat generators, dropped
inflation to negative double
digits, and blocked inter-
planetary trade for two days;
Akunai convinced them on
a narrow majority vote after
only four hours of delibera-
tion and without mention of
the currency besides provid-
ing possible stabilization. He
left that same day with three
hundred signatures, and
work began immediately at
the Cyro pipeline construc-
tion site.

For all the Guildman
Corporation’s reputation for
efficiency and foresight, the
pipeline project did not go
exactly according to plan.
The outer walls were to be
made with concrete mixed
from Venusian limestone,
but the Venusian Senate,
upon learning of their plan,
promptly placed an embargo
on the export of such re-
sources as would be used to
build the pipeline. Acufia of
course greased a good many
palms, but he admitted af-
ter everything was over that
he had known all along that
Senator Jaime Cruz was in-
corruptible. On Cyro, the
Guildman Corporation was
forced to found a quarry



halfway around the world,
having discovered that plan-
et’s only large limestone
deposit through a geologi-
cal study it had conducted
several decades ago. Once
Guildman had proved that it
was still possible to build the
pipeline under the embargo,
and once the dent in con-
struction rates due to cement
shortages caused the Cyro
government to holler, Venus
ended the embargo and took
the less drastic measure of
levying tariffs on heat pumps
instead.

Harrison Guildman, three
hundred and sixty years old,
stonyfaced in his grave, was
unphased. Despite Venus’
best efforts to intervene in
the project they believed
would threaten the bi-global
economic order, they were
unable to prevent the suc-
cessful pouring of the foun-
dation and construction of
heat distribution mains snak-
ing like railroads between
Cyro’s population centers,
nor could did their entreaties
convince Cyro’s government
to oppose the pipeline. Aku-
nai had done a good job of
keeping Cyro on Guildman’s
side; on multiple occasions
the House threatened escala-
tion if Venus continued ob-
structing progress, although
this never came to anything
more than the retaliatory use
of subsidies to offset Ve-
nusian tariffs on Guildman
business functions. Not once
did either side make an offi-
cial mention of war, though
the thought lingered in the

popular imagination of both
planets.

The main structure of the
pipe was woven, not built,
from ten thousand metal
strands, each a foot thick and
several thousand miles long.
It took a whole cargo ship
to carry one cable, coiled
up, from one planet’s sur-
face to the other, letting out
the line as it traveled like a
spider lets out silk. It takes
an enormous amount of en-
ergy, you see, just to lift the
mass of the cable against a
planet’s gravity, but once the
ship reaches the midpoint
between the two planets the
additional force required is
neutral, and as the cable un-
coils further toward the far
planet, that planet’s gravity
pulls it downwards, which is
really upwards, so to speak,
keeping tension on the line
and requiring no additional
effort to keep it suspended
in the air, being pulled, as it
is, in equal measure in each
direction.

Ten thousand such ca-
bles were crafted over the
course of twenty years, and
ten thousand such cables
were launched and left dan-
gling in the air, one end tied
down on Cyro’s surface to
a massive concrete anchor
half a mile in diameter, the
other end floating just inside
of Venus’ atmosphere be-
cause that planet’s govern-
ment would not allow them
to touch down on Venusian
soil. By some arcane clause
in the Venusian Constitu-
tion, the boundaries of the

planet’s political jurisdic-
tion were defined as extend-
ing exactly one mile upward
from the highest point on Ve-
nus’ surface. This meant that
the unfinished pipeline could
be left hanging from the sky
like the sword of Damocles
five miles off the ground and
could not be legally consid-
ered to be in violation of the
increasingly frustrated Ve-
nusian Senate’s ban of any
and all pipeline-related ac-
tivity on their planet.

Once the cables were
launched, it took two years
to braid them together us-
ing a massive mechanical
disk that sat atop the end of
the pipe and spun at sicken-
ing speeds until the strands
twisted into a tight tube.
Then it took thirteen more
years for construction crews
working around the clock to
cover the metal frame with
four layers of insulation in-
side and out and finally pour
on the concrete shell that
would be visible from space.
There followed four years
of inspections as an army of
engineers walked every inch
of pipe, looking for flaws or
cracks in the walls. There
were none.

In the thirty-nine years
since the start of construc-
tion, Jaime Cruz had retired
and died of old age, and
been replaced by a slightly
more moderate chairperson
of the Freedom Caucus, but
they had left as their legacy
a litany of laws and regu-
lations aimed at blocking
the pipeline which future

lawmakers were unwilling
at first to untangle. That all
changed in the course of one
afternoon, when the pipeline
was switched on for the first
time, one year to the day
ahead of schedule.

Hanging from the sky
like a godly vacuum cleaner,
five miles off the ground and
barely visible with the naked
eye, the end of the pipeline
began to shudder and growl
as it gulped its first breath of
Venusian air. On Cyro, huge
pumps at its base pulled air
through the pipe at close to
the speed of sound and de-
posited it into smaller pipes
for transport to that planet’s
frigid cities. Cyro was in
the middle of a cold snap
that was freezing crops in
the fields and a recession
that was freezing assets in
the heat-starved banks, and
within a day of the pipeline
being flipped on, the green-
houses were flooded with
warmth and the banks were
flooded with fungible fluids.
Guildman was celebrated in
the streets of all of Cyro’s
major cities in demonstra-
tions that lasted for days.

Back in the Venusian
Senate, Cruz’s former cau-
cus crumbled. One faction
broke from another with
a cry of “How can we let
Cyro benefit from air stolen
at our expense when we get
nothing in return? Venus too
must profit from this golden
opportunity!” And the cry
was answered with another
solemn call, which echoed
through the chamber as the

final vote was counted: “Let
them build it! Let the cursed
Guildman finish his pipe.
We’ve done everything we
can to try and stop them,
and now they’ve given us a
gift we can’t refuse. There
is nothing more that we can
do.”

Chapter 5

Harrison Guildman was
now four hundred years old,
and though dead, he was the
most powerful man in the
history of the two planets.
The first thing he did was
institute a universal basic in-
come for all the inhabitants
of Venus and Cyro. Every
home in every city on Cyro
that was connected to the
pipeline received a steady
warm breath day in and
day out, delivered straight
from Venus’ atmosphere,
and every house on Venus
was cooled to a comfortable
temperature with Cyro’s hu-
mid air. These temperature
gradients could, of course,
be captured and bottled up
tight and traded as currency
food and other necessities.
Everyone but the harshest
skeptics clamored to attach
their houses to the pipe, and
connections swiftly became
near-universal. Because of
the way the heat was deliv-
ered, the UBI scheme only
worked for people with the
means to afford a home, so
Guildman established the
first public housing project
on either planet and gave
away apartments for free. In

this way not a single person
went hungry, nor suffered
from cold or heat for a hun-
dred prosperous and peace-
ful years.

It was at this point that
Harrison Guildman, half a
millennium after his birth,
announced his resignation
as chief executive and sole
proprietor of the Guildman
Corporation, threw himself a
good-bye party as lavish as
a king’s wedding to which
he invited every employee
of the company, current
and former—all expenses
paid—naming as guests of
honor the dead Senator Jai-
me Cruz and the entirety of
the Freedom Caucus which
had so vehemently opposed
him over the pipeline’s con-
struction, delivered a glori-
ous parting oration which
he himself had written some
five hundred years ago, took
a deep bow with all the gen-
tility and grace it is possible
to muster at that age, then
took one last look at the state
of the world, declared it to
be perfect, stepped into his
grave, and stirred no more.

The  several-thousand-
page strategic document,
which the legendary founder
had written in his last living
days on papyrus whose ink
had by now almost faded
completely, had been carried
out to its very end, conclud-
ing finally with his flowing
signature and an epitaph:
“Harrison Guildman who, if
these words are published,
saw the future as it came to
pass.”




Is This Greenwashing?

Olivia Chang, on behalf of Olin
Climate Justice
Writer
“greenwashing” /'grénw6SH, grénwaSH/: disinformation disseminated by an organi-

zation so as to present an environmentally responsible public image.

According to a recent Olin press release, “Olin College is one of the nation's most
environmentally responsible colleges, according to The Princeton Review Guide to Green
Colleges: 2023 Edition”. The press release also quotes Rob Franek, The Princeton Re-
view's Editor-in-Chief: "[w]e strongly recommend Olin College to the increasing number
of students who care about the environment and want their ‘best-fit’ college to also ideally
be a green one."

“Sustainability” requires context. What follows is an explanation of how the score was
calculated, a primer on AASHE STARS, and commentary.

Context

1. For this ranking, The Princeton Review tallied “Green Scores” for 713 colleges. The “Green
Score” rating ranges from 60-99 and is based on questions including:

2.  What is the percentage of food expenditures that goes toward local, organic or otherwise envi-
ronmentally preferable food?

3. Does the school offer programs including mass transit programs, bike sharing, facilities for
bicyclists, bicycle and pedestrian plans, car sharing, a carpool discount, carpool/vanpool match-
ing, cash-out of parking, prohibiting idling, local housing, telecommuting, and a condensed
work week?

4. Does the school have a formal committee with participation from students that is devoted to
advancing sustainability on campus?

5. Are school buildings that were constructed or underwent major renovations in the past three
years LEED certified?

6. What is a school's overall waste-diversion rate?

7. Does the school have an environmental studies major, minor or concentration?

8. Do the school's students graduate from programs that include sustainability as a required learn-
ing outcome or include multiple sustainability learning outcomes?

9. Does the school have a formal plan to mitigate its greenhouse gas emissions?

10. What percentage of the school's energy consumption is derived from renewable resources?

11. Does the school employ a dedicated full-time (or full-time equivalent) sustainability officer?

These are the only questions mentioned on The Princeton Review’s “methodology”
page to score colleges; it is unclear whether these are the only 10 data points and how
they are weighted. The methodology page mentions the Association for the Advancement
of Sustainability in Higher Education (AASHE) STARS, a self-reporting framework for
colleges and universities to measure their sustainability performance. However, it does not
specify the extent to which AASHE STARS data is factored into the “Green Score”, if at
all.

Colleges that scored 80 or higher were considered “green”. Of the 713 colleges consid-
ered, 455 colleges scored 80 or higher (the score ranges from 60-99; scoring an 80 is 50%).
The 455 “green” colleges are unranked.

The Princeton Review also compiled a list of the “Top 50 Green Colleges”. Olin is not
on the top 50 list, which is ranked.

AASHE STARS is a comprehensive report that examines a school’s sustainability ac-
tions across several categories: academics, research, engagement, operations, planning and
administration, and innovation and leadership. AASHE gives awards based on a cumula-
tive score out of 100; 45 is Silver, 65 is Gold, 85 is Platinum.

Olin scored 48.27 on our last AASHE STARS, putting us in the Silver category. 191
schools have Gold AASHE STARS reports*, including Babson and Wellesley, and 12
schools have Platinum reports, including Cornell and UC Berkeley.

Commentary

Some might find it misleading to call Olin “one of the nation's most environmentally
responsible colleges”, when this ranking merely indicates that Olin, has, like the majority
of schools considered, scored more than 50% on a “green” ranking of ambiguous meth-
odology.

As Healey and Debski (2017) write, “sustainability’s lack of fixed meaning enables
university management to continue business-as-usual operations and present sustainability
in ways to suit their own agenda... Sustainability in practice tends to operate in ways that
are decisively non-threatening to the status quo”.

Some might argue that sustainability initiatives are basic requirements of any institu-
tion that cares about ethical responsibility and “doing good in the world”. Given the rap-
idly closing window of time in which we have to act, “winning slowly” with climate can
also be seen as losing, simply with a different name.

The most relevant metric to evaluate Olin’s climate initiatives must be our actions taken
relative to action required, not action compared to inaction or business as usual.

Read More

Green Rating Methodology: princetonreview.com/college-rankings/green-guide/meth-
odology

Olin’s AASHE STARS Report: reports.aashe.org/institutions/franklin-w-olin-college-
of-engineering-ma/report/

Healy, N., & Debski, J. (2017). Fossil fuel divestment: Implications for the future of
sustainability discourse and action within higher education. Local Environment, 22(6),
699—724. https://doi.org/10.1080/13549839.2016.1256382

*This number includes reports that have been filed more than 3 years ago, and have
expired
https://www.olin.edu/articles/olin-featured-princeton-review-guide-green-colleges-
2023-edition
https://www.princetonreview.com/college-rankings/green-guide/methodology
https://www.princetonreview.com/college-rankings/college-hopes-worries

The Princeton Review chose the schools in the guide based on its survey of administra-
tors at 713 colleges during the 2021-22 academic year and surveys of students attending
the colleges. The company editors analyzed more than 25 survey data points to select the
455 schools chosen for the guide.



The Town of Nilo

Vedaant Kuchhal
Writer

Once upon a time in a
land far, far away, there was
the Town of Nilo. Now as
far as towns go Nilo was a
rather small town, but the
residents of Nilo were pros-
perous and happy. They took
pride in their town’s central
trade — pig rearing — and did
it well. So well, in fact, that
they were ranked among the
top pig-rearing towns in the
country.

Pig rearing may seem stu-
pid and irrelevant now (and
believe me, some of Nilo’s
residents thought that too)
but back then, pig rearing
was the sought-after job. Pig
rearers were paid the high-
est - of course, less than the
factory farm executives they
served — and the world had
just entered what was then
called the Livestock Revolu-
tion. The pig rearers of the
town of Nilo were told that
they were extra special, and
they knew it too with their
innovative, hands-on, pig-
rearing skills.

As we all know, nothing
that is prosperous is perfect,
and the practice of pig-rear-
ing had its bad sides too. For
starters, pig-rearers (espe-
cially the wildly sought-after
pig-rearers of Nilo) often
ended up working at fac-
tory farms. It was known in
the town of Nilo, even back
then, that the factory-farm-

ing system was greedy and
unethical, but the pig-rearers
of Nilo worked there any-
way. What other choice did
they have? They needed to
make money, yet the word
“factory” became taboo in
the town nevertheless.

But times were changing.
The town was changing, and
the residents of Nilo were
waking up to the evils of the
factory farms that they as-
pired to join. Moreover, the
world was moving ahead,
and Nilo’s innovative pig-
rearing practices were not as
flashy and unique anymore.
Nilo needed something dif-
ferent, something unique to
make it stand out, to make
its residents feel special
again. Why not capitalize
on the relevance of com-
plex changing political times
and increasing anti-factory-
farming sentiment?

“Pig-rearing for every-
one.” That was the town’s
new motto. For a rich cash-
strapped town that was
erected from the vast for-
tunes of the now-outlawed
tobacco plantation industry,
this was bold, ambitious,
and revolutionary. Nilo was
to place pig-rearing, long
rooted in injustices and in
the reach of only the elite
few, into the reach of ev-
eryone, for everyone. Never
mind that the town of Nilo
had a deeply privileged cul-
ture that rested on hardwork-

ing residents from rich pig-
rearing prep schools. Never
mind that Nilo was in one
of the wealthiest parts of
the world, a region as bland
elite as it could get, alien
to many including Nilo's
own residents. As everyone
in this little changemaking
town was growing to accept,
disruption is bad. Change is
slow.

The hardworking resi-
dents of Nilo were told that
— on top of everything that
they were already doing —
they were going to do more,
going to get better. It wasn’t
just about the pig-rearing
skills, it was about under-
standing the context and
implications of pig-rearing.
It was about being angry at
the factory-farming system
but tempering that anger
because they were going to
work at those factory farms
anyway. It was about feeling
morally conflicted, but in
that conflict finding absolve-
ment in the idea that they
were not like other pig-rear-
ers, they had considered the
ethics of pig-rearing. They
were better.

As with any diverse com-
munity, there were people
who didn’t care about the
ethics of pig-rearing at all
and others who saw it as
privileged, saviorism, or
hypocritical. But we don’t
care about them. The Town
of Nilo was one happy com-

munity, and it had finally
found a fresh new purpose.

And the residents of Nilo
got to work. Hard at work. In
fact, they were ranked as the
most hardworking residents
of any town in the world.
Some might even say that
they worked too much. But
what place does your well-
being have when you’re
changing the world? The
residents of Nilo knew that
they were special, that they
could be workers and leaders
and changemakers, and that
all they needed to do was
to try harder and be happier
and more productive.

One of the first things
to go was democracy. Who
needs community meet-
ings, who needs long boring

town halls, who cares about
the Nilo government? The
town's unique honor system
was a performative joke any-
way that had once been rel-
evant in the town's heyday.
They were all distractions,
time taken away from pro-
ductive pig-rearing.

Next was space for read-
ing and self-reflection. The
residents of Nilo knew that
everything they valued and
thought about had to be rel-
evant to their identity as pig-
rearers, and anything else
was a waste of time. “If it’s
not pig-rearing, I know ev-
erything that is wrong about
it” was the implicit motto
that all pig-rearers knew as
the way to stifle out any-
thing but productive, world-

changing, pig-rearing.

And last to go, was fun.
Well, Nilo had a vibrant
nightlife that involved joint
pig-rearing until 3:00 AM in
the public spaces of Nilo, but
anything else was taboo. If
you weren’t pig-rearing, you
weren’t changing the world,
you weren’t living up to your
full potential, you weren’t
being a valuable person.
But what did it matter? Nilo
was still ranked as the 23rd
happiest town in the world!
The residents of Nilo could
simply do everything, it was
marvelous how they had ev-
erything and yet yearned for
more. If you weren’t doing
absolutely everything, were
you even a true resident of
Nilo?

Drunk

Florian (he/him)

Oliver (no, I’d rather not)
Jadelin (yes pls)

Audrey (fuck)

Kate (the fuck if i know)
Reuben (*too busy asphyxi-
ating on a water bottle to
answer?)

Writers

Taurus (Apr. 20 — May
20):

Go camping in parcel B.
The ticks are your friends.
Symbiotic relationship; let
them have a snack. If you're
cold they're cold. Let them
have a snack. Bring them
inside and treat them to a
fancy dinner. Just be sure to
respect their dietary restric-
tions.

Gemini (May 21 — Jun.
20): You don't have to do

Horoscopes

a Passionate Pursuit every
semester. Consider an Apa-
thetic Pursuit instead. Find
something you don't care
about and do that. Get the
school to pay for it. They’ll
only approve 1/3rd of what
you ask for, so don’t aim too
big. Aim small and get even
less.

Cancer (Jun. 21 — Jul. 22):
Go to the East Hall base-
ment at Sam and get your
friends to teach you how to
throw a punch. Remember
to disinfect the gloves oth-
erwise you might get hand
foot and mouth. Sometimes
being the mom friend means
making people ramen and
tea when they’re drunk.
Sometimes being the mom

friend means beating the
everloving shit out of the
people who fuck with your
people. Adapt, improvise,
overcome.

Leo (Jul. 23 — Aug. 22):
You have nine different light
sources. That’s too many.
Consider dimming it down
a little bit. Take a break,
chill a little bit. It’s ok, the
world will keep on spin-
ning. Just take a break. Take
a fucking break. Self care
is important. How do you
do self care? Take a nap,
install a dimmer switch in
your room, smoke lavender
by the fire pits, check out a
book from the library, mix
fireball with apple cider, go
for a 24 mile run. That’s a



lot of miles.

Virgo (Aug. 23 — Sep. 22):
Congrats, you’re an engi-
neer! Nerd. Have you taken
aZDR class yet? Yes, his lin-
dy hop co-curricular counts.
If you haven’t joined that
yet, you should. You don't
have to know how to dance.
We promise. Check the 3rd
floor of the MAC to find a
photo of Zach when he was
astudent in OCO (probably?
We don't know things about
music, but Zach is there)..
You can also search through
the 30 second videos to find
one that Zach was in.

Libra (Sep. 23 — Oct. 22):
Have you gotten honor
board jury trained yet? If
not, you should! Reach out
to Neel for more informa-
tion.

Scorpio (Oct. 23 — Nov.
21): Show up to the cres-
cent room on Thursdays
from 12-1pm. Congrats,
you’re shop staff now! Al-
ternatively, you might have
accidentally joined Baja
leadership. Either way, what
a win! Or is it?

Sagittarius (Nov. 22 — Dec.

21): Did you go to the SERV
Auction? Proceeds this year
went to the Ocean Conser-
vancy. They conserve the
ocean. Do you care about
the ocean? You should. It
cares about you. So much.
Sea levels are rising. The
ocean is calling out for help.
The ocean is trying to con-
tact you about your car's ex-
tended warranty..

Capricorn (Dec. 22 — Jan.
19): There are SAD lamps
in the library now. They im-
itate the sunlight. Look into
checking one out. I know
that most mammals hiber-
nate. Unfortunately, most
humans are not supposed
to. And when they do, its
labeled SAD. That’s what
the lights are for. You might
have emotional needs.
That’s what the SAD lamps
are for.

Aquarius (Jan. 20 — Feb.
18): How’s your AHS con-
centration going? If you
ask rob martello to be your
independent study advisor
it is probably too late. Ask
Callan. We aren’t sure if she
is allowed to be an advisor,
but she should be. She has
excellent advice. Listen to

Callan. If you are a member
of administration, give the
library more money please.
We love them very much.
If you’re not a member of
administration, come hang
out in the library! It's a good
time.

Pisces (Feb. 19 — Mar. 20):
Don't drink the paint water.
I know it is tempting, but it
is very important that you
do not drink it. If you real-
ly need to drink something
colorful, bring food dye to
the dining hall and put it in
your milk. Mmmmm colors.
Taste the rainbow.

Aries (Mar. 21 — Apr. 19):
It’s going to rain. Bring an
umbrella with you. I know
Olin is small, but you need
it. Your laptop will get wa-
terlogged as you walk across
the O. You’ll need to go to
IT and you don’t have time
for that. Remember IT’s
drop in hours are 8:30am -
Spm Monday through Fri-
day. It is useful to

bring documentation of
your computer’s fuckups,
because as soon as you go to
IT it will unfuck itself. This
may be a feature and not a
bug.

Want to contribut to
Frankly Speaking?

Send us your articles at
KSTELLMACHER@OLIN.EDU
Or check out the website at

HTTP://FRANKLYSPEAKINGNEWS.COM
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