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We are a collective of queer 
people, poor people, trans 
people, people of color, 

and people of faith coming together 
for a simple purpose: to disrupt. As 
a group of Princeton undergraduate 
students, we have experienced first-
hand the invalidating and violent 
structures of this university. We have 
witnessed a dearth of radical critique 
on campus. Activism has been rele-
gated to opinion pieces in the student 
newspaper, signing petitions, and 
politely asking to be acknowledged 
by administrative bodies.

We are tired of the patronization 
of undergraduate students concerned 
with this community perpetrated by 
the administration; we do not need 

to be talked down to about sleep 
habits, stress reduction, and fuck-
ing success. The effort to subsume 
every Princetonian into a singular 
mold—one that includes socioeco-
nomic class, race, gender, and sexu-
al orientation—is not only violence 
against the psyche but also the body. 
When a heteronormative sexual re-
lationship—one which romanticizes 
unvocalized body language and dis-
courages open communication—is 
the only relationship structure visible 
on campus, violence occurs. We hear 
how consent is sexy all the time, but 
when consent is not made necessary 
and when we do not interrogate the 
kinds of relationships we’re forming, 
we accept a culture which causes one 
out of six women on campus to be 
survivors of sexual assault.

Our vision is not to reproduce 
some imagined future; we do not in-
tend to exist to perpetuate ourselves 
or an essential image of who we are. 
Our vision is not only to share our 
own grievances, but also to collect 
and distribute the experiences of the 

most silenced students on campus. 
We exist in a particular historical 
context on Princeton’s campus, and 
we are here to make visible the expe-
riences of the survivors of violence 
perpetrated by the structures of this 
university. As marginalized students 
at Princeton, we are speaking our 

truths about what it’s really like for 
us to move through this university. 
These truths stand in direct contrast 
with the administration’s dominant 
narrative. 

We are combatting the racist, 
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“As marginalized  
students at Princeton, we 
are speaking our truths 

about what it’s really like 
for us to move through this  

university.” 

See student leaders p. 3

By Sylvia Riverhorse

Let’s start off by saying that as a community of people 
of color, we are not where we need to be in terms of 
talking to each other. Let’s understand that we, as peo-

ple of color, cannot trust each other because we have allowed 
white supremacy to dictate the ways in which we interact. 
Let’s realize that our want to create popular programming re-
gales us to nothing more than puppets. Let’s trouble the fact 
that we have done no more than commercialize our cultures, 
reducing them to consumables—food, clothing, accessories, 
and accents—in the name of success. 

When students of color in prominent leadership roles at-
tempt to derail activism that directly points to the racialized 
realities on campus because the things we’re writing about 
are “confrontational,” “negative,” or would cause “many stu-
dents of color and from diverse backgrounds may shy away 
from attending Princeton,” we are doing the work of white 
supremacy. If we cannot stand in solidarity next to each other 
to surface the issues that are abundant on our campus, then 
we are not working in the interest of our own communities. 
We are working for a historically white university that has 
profited off of black and brown bodies, that continues to 
propagate an inherently flawed system under the guise of 
striving towards “equity.”

We must understand how anti-black racism, islamapho-
bia, classism, and heteronormativity function within our own 
communities. We must ADMIT that we are not knowledge-
able about these issues, LEARN about the issues we don’t un-
derstand, and then be ACTIVE allies. We do not win brownie 
points as people of color for just knowing about the issues 
that the Black students, or the Arab students, or the Chinese 
students are facing. We are a COMMUNITY by constantly 
working to make the situation better for each other. 

We have let ourselves and each other down by not push-
ing past inclusivity and superficial partnership, and towards 
a critical understanding of how we move through the world 

Dear cultural people of 
color student leaders

“We are the agents of white supremacy 
when we think that other people of color 

are speaking out of turn.”

On March 31, Exx-
onMobil released a 
report to its share-

holders on “managing cli-
mate risk.” Although they 
were assured that ExxonMo-
bil believed that “reducing 
greenhouse gas emissions” 
is “essential,” the report in-
sisted that “all of ExxonMo-
bil’s current hydrocarbon 
reserves will be needed, 
along with substantial future 
industry investments,” and 
that none of ExxonMobil’s 
existing petroleum reserves 
would become “stranded as-
sets.” A stranded asset is one 
that becomes non-perform-
ing (ceases to make money), 
which is recorded as a loss of 
profit.

Opportunity cost of an 
economic decision: the eco-
nomic value of the best alter-
native not selected, when an 
actor must choose between 
mutually exclusive options. 
The “cost” is incurred by not 
enjoying the benefit that 
would be had by another de-
cision. 

N. Gregory Mankiw, that 
guy who wrote your econ 
textbook, defines it succinctly 
as “whatever must be given 
up to obtain some item.”

ExxonMobil also an-
nounced that it replaced 
103% of its 2013 production 
with new proven reserves. 
Oil reserve discoveries come 

faster than we can burn 
them. This expanding avail-
able supply of climate de-
stabilization hovers around 
2,800 gigatons worldwide: 
nearly five times what we we 
could emit without guaran-
teeing ecological and geo-
systemic breakdown. Read: 
if we’re going to survive, four 
fifths of these reserves have 
to become stranded assets.

Think about how much 
money that is. I don’t even 
know. It doesn’t even matter. 
The technical term in cor-
porate jargon is a shitload. 
It is, by ExxonMobil’s own 
implicit admission, worth 
far more than the survival 
of huge swaths of human-
ity that will perish with its 
burning. 

No matter what happens, 
we will do everything we can 

to ensure it is extracted and 
burned, says the petro-capi-
talist through veiled speech. 
We can’t afford to not burn 
it. Do you have any idea how 
expensive that is? That will 
cost us trillions of dollars. 

Expensive. A funny word 
to use. A word used all the 
time by a range of people, 
from CEOs to free market 
ideologues to environmental 
economists. How much will 
it cost to halt catastroph-
ic climate change? Can we 
afford to cut emissions? It 
would be just so expensive 

to shut down coal plants, pay 
workers more than starva-
tion wages, use steel instead 
of depleted uranium in our 
tank shells, stop filling our 
rivers with poisons, abolish 
slavery…

What they mean by all of 
this is that they can’t afford 
to not drown island nations 
and coastal cities. (“They” 
being capitalists in exploit-
ative, violent industries. Let’s 
not hide behind tamed and 
technicized euphemisms 
like “externalities”; when 
you cause suffering or death 
in pursuit of profit, that’s 
violence.) They can’t afford 
to not butcher the Amazon, 
to not accelerate the worst 
mass extinction event in 65 
million years, to not spill 
mercury and arsenic and 
cadmium out into our soil, 
air, and water. They can’t 
afford to not kill children. 
They can’t afford to not kill 
the planet.

It’s not that they would 
become beggars in the street 
if they didn’t pull the carbon 
trigger. They can’t afford it 
because there’s just so much 
money to be had (read: to 
take) otherwise, and in a 
competitive market system, 
you’re shunted to the side 
when you leave profit on the 
table. The very idea that this 
could be framed as a cost is 
at first glance odd. Then it’s 
comical. Then it’s morally 
obscene.

I’m walking past you 

On Economic Criminality and the  
Opportunity Costs of Corporate Restraint

“They can’t afford to  
not kill the planet.”

See Corporate p. 3

By The Lorax

See Manifesto p. 3

Praxis Axis leaves its mark on The Surface, a collaborative art project
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Two Princetons, One Campus

I’ve got 99 Problems and $18.2 Billion Solutions

I hear my alarm go off, a remix of 
Janelle Monae’s Tightrope, and am 
forced out of bed by her poignant 

prose. I gotta keep my balance, and as I 
dance my dreams away I look at the heaps 
of clothes piled high in dressers, drawers, 
and floors. I don’t care about them be-
cause I don’t care for what they represent. 
Every polo and button-down shirt tossed 
aside is a marker of the gender which has 
been forced upon me, and with which I 
no longer identify. My options are lim-
ited; I either go out naked or continue 
wearing the only clothes I own because 
I certainly cannot afford to buy anything 
new. Nevertheless, I become angry with 
myself because I am continuing to lie, and 
it hurts.

As a poor, transgender student at one 
of the wealthiest academic institutions in 
the world, I can confidently say I am a bit 
out of place. This feeling, this otherness, 
appears in big and small ways. It appears 
in the small when I have to drop the eat-
ing club I joined, because I realize I can-
not afford the payment plans. It appears 
in the big when I get a phone call from my 
mom and excuse myself from my friends 
because I know it is going to involve pro-
viding money for my incarcerated father.

As I walk around campus, I begin to 
feel distant from the people around me. 
I look straight ahead more often, ig-
noring others because too many times 
I have heard insults thrown my way. I 

speak with administrators and passively 
accept their condescension when they 
advise me on reducing stress in my life; 
what is never understood is that until my 
father is released from prison and until 
my family can afford our electric bill, I 
will always be anxious. The discourse of 
coping strategies from administration is 
one for people who are not suffering from 
structural inequalities. Their advice is for 
people whose problems are coming from 
academic overload and not from issues 
outside the Orange Bubble. For example, 
making a timetable for when I will be 
“back on my feet,” is just another way of 
telling me you do not want to be present 
with me in my struggles.  A level of indi-
vidual responsibility is assumed for deal-
ing with one’s problems, and this causes 
intense shaming for poor students like 
me who cannot fix our dilemmas as easily 
as changing a class schedule or dropping 
an extracurricular.  

Let me be the first one to say I am 
grateful for a roof over my head and three 
square meals a day because I know what 
it’s like to go without them. I appreciate 
the things I am able to learn while at 
Princeton, the connections I can make 
with some amazing people, and the op-
portunities to expand my worldview. But 
the Myth of the Orange Bubble needs to 
be popped. It perpetuates a conception of 
the lives of Princeton undergraduate stu-
dents as insular to the trappings of cam-
pus culture, inversely creating isolation 
from the rest of the world. Princeton re-
inforces this mythos through its coddling 

amenities and its excess of administrators 
who carefully monitor every student’s 
step-by-step progress through this uni-
versity, intending to leave us with noth-
ing to worry about but our studies. Then 
when we suffer in class or express dissat-
isfaction with our time here, we are given 
advice based on the assumption that our 
biggest issue is stress management or pro-
crastination; and that with enough indi-
vidual effort, our problems can be solved 
in the course of a semester.

However, the Orange Bubble is in-
stantly popped each morning when I 
wake up and remember the things I con-
tinue to have to do to afford my father’s 
legal counsel. The administration’s ad-
vice is designed for someone else’s life. 
For the very problem I bring to them is 
that as long as the dominant narrative of 
Princeton—one which proclaims to fully 
care for its undergraduate students like 
no other research institution—continues 
unqualified, my own narrative as a Princ-
eton undergraduate student becomes in-
visible. Dissatisfaction or radical critique 
of Princeton should not be squashed 
in favor of speaking about all the great 
things here.  Our experiences – even if 
they are bad – matter.

A multiplicity of Princeton under-
graduate narratives are essential to 
changing how administration interacts 
with students. Currently the Myth of the 
Orange Bubble prevents those charged 
with helping students from actually see-
ing students in their full complexity. And 
as a result, we continue to suffer.

Popping the Orange Bubble
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Overheard at a Supreme Court Lecture:
A newly appointed administrator in response to 
a question on the Voting Rights Act:  
“I’m going to punt that.”
 
Overheard at Drag Ball:
“Bro, I love it when dudes like you can actually 
look like a real woman.”
 
Overheard in McCormick precept:
Student in Psychology of Gender: “I just don’t 
get trans people.”
 
Overheard under my door:
“I have checked my privilege, and I apologize 
for nothing.”
 
Overheard in an elevator after class:
Sociology professor: “You’re from Mexico…? 
Oh, you’re really beautiful.  The race is improv-
ing.”
 
Overheard in office hours:
Chemistry professor in response to a student: “I 
haven’t taken biology in 40 years, and when I 
did I didn’t pay attention anyway because it’s 
the girl science.”
 
Overheard on the Surface:
“I don’t think you have to be happy or in love 
with Princeton, but I do think your cynicism 
prevents you from realizing the awesome things 
here.”
 
Overheard on the Prince comments  
section:
An alum commenting on the coverage of faculty 
gender confirmation surgery:
“I can’t believe my donation is going to some 
gender reassignment cosmetic surgery.”
 
Overheard in lecture:
Anthropology professor speaking to a Latina 
woman: “Do you speak Mexican?”
 
Overheard on Facebook:
A Princeton international program: “Have a 
summer adventure in China, Kazakhstan, Thai-
land, and many other countries you can’t find 
on a map!”
 
Overheard in a political theory precept:
“What’s the one thing men are naturally better 
than women at? War.”
 
Overheard at a pregame:
To an Asian friend: “You know only white peo-
ple think you’re a minority.”

Verbatims may be submitted to  
tigermicroaggressions@gmail.com 
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By Dean of Spades

By Saint-Just

We are, all of us, defined in large part by the stories 
we tell ourselves about ourselves.  If indeed it’s 
true what the neuroscientists say, that may well 

be all “we” really are.  Suppose, then, that we took a moment 
to examine your story.  If we peer behind the various facades 
and evasions and interrogate the little person who lives a few 
inches behind your eyes, what do you suppose we shall learn 
about you?

You were born, as they say, in comfort—you weren’t rich 
but you “never wanted for anything.”  Probably you grew up 
in a suburb, or a part of a city affluent and segregated enough 
to be a suburb.  Probably you are white, or white-acting 
enough for it not to matter most of the time.  You are excep-
tionally talented at taking standardized tests, and perhaps in 
one or two other things.  You have never expressed confusion 
about your gender nor been too impolitic in your feminism.  
According to everyone you are something special, but in the 
depths of your heart you only half believe it and must make 

up the rest by cultivating an image of confidence and com-
petence.

You believe that what you have achieved you have earned 
entirely by your own merit.  You have been trained to do so, 
both from the ideology you learned on television screens or 
around dinner tables and from your practical experience of 
a lifetime competing against all the little boys and girls just 
like you around the world.  You continue to do so in spite of 

the evidence that you are, in the end, the curdling of a set of 
cells which could just as well have sprouted from between 
another pair of legs—in the inner city of New Orleans, say, 
where the young live out their short lives on drug-flooded 
street corners and attend undersourced schools (whose goal 
is to meet quotas and contain prison breaks) and go back to 

broken homes where they must piece together some kind of 
domestic life.  A place, in short, where if you had thrived it 
would have been in a dark and lonely sort of way, in a way 
the “you” reading this would find shameful—and in any case 
somewhere out of view. 

But you continue to believe that you are better than them, 
as if the whole infrastructure which separates you from them 
had at some point melted into air; as if the gap between their 
achievement and yours were, at bottom, a matter of effort or 
gumption or personal virtue.  To believe, in other words, that 
things as they stand are in their proper place: for them the 
trailer park and the ghetto, for you the McMansion and the 
penthouse.  Or perhaps you know better than that: perhaps 
you’ve developed the rudimentary self-awareness it takes to 
engage in that most ineffectual of liberal pastimes, “checking 
your privilege.”  Finally, a way to do your part!—as if making 
a little ablution towards the gods of political correctness were 
enough to excuse you from your complicity as the beneficia-
ry of a system which relies for its continued existence on the 
perpetual exploitation of the vast majority of the human race 

Suppose You’re Dreaming 

See Dreaming p. 4

“Princeton and its ilk...have as their primary 
function the funneling of upper-middle class  
children who passed the right tests into the  

national oligarchy.”  



as people of color. 
We are the agents of white supremacy 

when we think that other people of color 
are speaking out of turn; when we think that 
they need to sit down, be quiet; when we dic-
tate the permissibility of what people of color 
say based on the reactions of white people. 
WE NEVER SILENCE OTHER PEOPLE OF 
COLOR. If we are to engage with each oth-
er wholly and honestly, we have an impetus 
to unpack the weight of racism, colonialism, 
colorism, and fetishization that we have car-
ried as oppressed peoples of the world. We 
must realized that the ways in which white 
people see us have seeped into the ways in 
which we see ourselves and other people 
of color. We must realize that power is the 
chokepoint of domination, and that white 
power – both the overt and the subtle – has 
dictated and continues to dictate much of 
history and our own presents. 

We, as people of color, have to be account-
able to each other. We need to be aware of 
the fact that agents used to liberate one group 
of people can add to the oppression of oth-
ers. We have to be sensitive of how intersec-
tionality plays a role in our lives; INTER-
SECTIONALITY IS NOT JUST RACE OR 
ETHNICITY. It’s owning the histories of our 
people, and realizing that there are other fac-
ets that complicate our experiences and put 
extra burdens on our lives. 

We must realize that being in the United 

States at this very point makes us complicit 
in violences that are currently killing other 
people of color around the world. We must 
realize that by accepting the white/western 
understandings of life, love, family, and loy-
alty in order to be successful in their world, 
we are doing NOTHING to change the sys-
tem. We are contributing to a system that 
continues to push out the least “acceptable” 
– the least passable, respectable, fluent, as-
similable – and as aptly put by MLK, “we’re 
integrating into a burning house.”

We have FAILED each other and our-
selves by not pushing the boundaries of what 
we know. We have FAILED by not screaming 
our discontent from the rooftops and press-
ing administration to fix systemic disparities. 
We have FAILED by being complacent with 
what Princeton has to offer. We have FAILED 
by disregarding the very real and very scary 
health issues that persist within other com-
munities of color inside and outside the 
university. We have FAILED by think that 
writing papers is the only way to solve these 
issues. We, as people of color, cannot excuse 
our absence by hiding behind degrees and 
academic work.

WE MUST ADMIT OUR FAILURE. 
Without doing this, we cannot understand 
how we should move forward as a multi-
cultural community. Our action plan as a 
community needs to focus on rebuilding 
burnt bridges and healing the wounds that 
intra-POC oppression has wrought in order 
to combat hegemonic white supremacy.

student leaders
continued from page 1
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A common lament among black women on campus is 
the dating market for black women. When we first 
arrive we either receive no or the wrong type of at-

tention—the type that only sees us only for our “exotic” bod-
ies. Some people on campus don’t see this as a serious issue. 
They tell us to try harder and to put ourselves out there more.  
They accuse us of whining and complaining because dating 
at Princeton is difficult for everyone, right?? Wrong!

A group of football players made a pact not to date any 
black girls during the fall of 2013. This group of men thought 
that it would be appropriate to join together to effectively ex-
clude an entire race of young women from their dating pool, 
and to some people there may not seem to be a problem with 
this pact. If you are a person who believes that this pact is not 
a problem then you ARE A PART OF THE PROBLEM.

The men who made this pact were themselves black, and 
the fact they felt the necessity to verbalize their disdain for 
women who share their skin color is honestly quite sad. The 
fact that they felt the need to solidify this disdain with a cov-
enant among themselves is even sadder. Whether or not they 
want to admit it, these men are experiencing self-hate and 
they are supporting a white supremacist view of beauty. If 
you are not attracted to anyone in another race there is some-
thing wrong. If you are not attracted to anyone in your entire 
race there is something wrong. We can pretend that attrac-
tion exists in a vacuum but it does not. Our attraction (or 
non-attraction) to other races is shaped by our experiences 
and by how we believe others will perceive us. If one is mak-
ing a pact with others to exclude an entire race from their 
dating pool then that may be attributed to the fact that they 
think that they will be treated as “less than” if they date this 
“undesirable race.”

What’s funny about this entire situation is that I am a black 
girl and many of the guys in this pact have hit on me. One 
of the player’s said the following words to me when we met: 
‘Wow, you are so hot!” These words reveal a truth about his 
feelings: although he made this pact he is attracted to black 
women and for whatever reason, he cannot admit his attrac-
tion openly. This happens all over campus. Black women are 
commonly admired at best and fetishized at worst in private 
but in public we are ignored. We are not asked out on public 
dates but we are asked to be someone’s “first experience with 
a black girl.”

You see, people tell black women to stop complaining 
about their dating pool on campus because “It’s not really an 
issue” but for some people it’s an open secret. Either they or 
their friends don’t date black girls. They aren’t racist…it’s just 
a matter of preference.

The Pact Against 
Black Women
By Angel of Davis

classist, ableist, cisnormative, and 
heteropatriarchal assumptions that  
persist within Princeton University. 
Our struggle manifests itself in the con-
tinued skewed demographics of this 
University against the black, brown and 
the poor. The invisibility of trans stu-
dents on this campus shall no longer 
be permissible. People who suffer from 
mental illness must take the individual 
burden of not only surviving but also 
producing a constant image of stabili-
ty to the University as not to be ousted. 
The structural conditions which caused 
much of the anguish in the first place 
are not critiqued, and the entire com-

munity suffers as a result. 
When we are entrapped within a 

homogenizing system whose main goal 
is to produce a singular technocratic 
mind, our ability to function critical-

ly as academics and concerned peo-
ple suffers. We are dissociated from 
challenging the historical punitive 
and shackling systems, both within 
and without the University communi-
ty, which cages the majority of black, 
brown, and disabled bodies. We are 

indoctrinated into a school of thought 
that reinforces hierarchical systems of 
power and intelligence; we are taught 
that top-down frameworks of social 
change are the only methods we have 
to disrupting systemic oppression. As 
a result, the administration has created 
a sense of hegemony, producing apathy 
and preventing us from seeing radical 
possibilities of rupture. The members 
of Praxis Axis are those students who 
reject the dominant framework. We use 
the power of the people to interrupt the 
institutionalized oppression of Prince-
ton University. We combat an individ-
ualized sense of exceptionalism which 
isolates those who are systematically 
oppressed on this campus, and we pro-
nounce with a collective voice that we 
are not alone. We will fight. 

Manifesto
continued from page 1

“We are indoctrinated into 
a school of thought that rein-
forces hierarchal systems of 

power and intelligence;” 

down a deserted alleyway. 
You’ve got a nice watch, 
probably a fat wallet, and I’ve 
got a handgun in waistband. 
It’s simply too expensive for 
me not to mug you. The op-
portunity cost is at least a 
couple hundred dollars, so 
what can a rational self-max-
imizer do?

I’m walking past you 
down a deserted alleyway. 
You’re a gorgeous woman 
walking alone. I value spon-
taneous sex with you at, say, 
$100. It’s too high of an op-
portunity cost for me not to 
rape you, so what can a ratio-
nal self-maximizer do?

I own the sweltering Tri-
angle Shirtwaist Factory in 
Manhattan. The girls work-
ing here sometimes slip away 
for fresh air in the stairwell, 
meaning less profit tugged 
from their prematurely ar-
thritic fingers. Blocking 
staircases is hazardous, but 
safety “costs” money. What 
can a rational self-maximiz-
er do?

One hundred and for-

ty-six people—including 
girls as young as 14—conse-
quently burned to death or 
jumped from the windows to 
pavement ten stories below. 

I’m the CEO of PetroChi-
na, a corporation that is lit-
erally expelling indigenous 
peoples in Ecuador to drill 
for oil in the Amazon rain-
forest. I couldn’t afford to do 
otherwise. To not indulge in 
ecocide-genocide-all-rolled-
into-one, to not take mon-
ey I have the power to take, 
would be a monumental 
cost. And I can’t be expected 
to take a hit like that.

Why is this language 
“morally obscene”? What ex-
actly is wrong with econom-
ic orthodoxy on the subject 
of what a “cost” is? Why 
is it so destructive to treat 
“don’t hurt people” as a loss, 
as some sort of deviation? 
Because it takes the bloody 
advance of force as its moral 
baseline. Because it assumes, 

at the bottom of all things, 
that might makes right.

When you consider how 
combatting climate change 
or halting egregious labor 
practices would be expen-
sive, how you don’t want 
to make “sacrifices” for the 
environment, for human 
rights, for justice, stop. In-
vert. Try considering the 
fact that you don’t have the 
“right” to these things at all. 
You don’t have the “right” 
to cheap jeans cheapened 
by the exploitation of young 
women and children in 
Southeast Asia. You don’t 
have the “right” to massa-
cre forests, commit rape, or 
slaughter sentient creatures 
by the billions. You don’t 
have the “right” to automo-
biles, fancy Ivy League edu-
cations, Wall Street jobs, iP-
hones, etc. when they come 
to you through systemic ex-
ploitation and violence. Do-
ing what’s right isn’t a “cost.” 
It’s the absence of abuse. It’s 
accepting that the powerful 
don’t have the right to steal, 
rape, and murder because 
they are powerful. And that 
ain’t charity: it is justice.

Corporate
continued from page 1

“When you cause 
suffering or death 

in pursuit of profit, 
that’s violence.”

Crossword Puzzle Down
1. “_______what love looks like in  
public.”
2. Having everyone stare at your body 
for something you can’t control (3 
words)
4. Makes for a great doormat  
(2 words)
6. Preconceived opinion that is not 
based on reason or actual experience 
(2 words)
8. Used to silence opposition  
(2 words)
10. The name of the place that ironi-
cally leads you to nowhere

Across
3. When people look down at others
5. White substance that covers every 
part of campus
7. The policy of practice of making 
only a symbolic effor
9. The source of all truth at Princeton 
(2 words)
10. Prolonged cruel or unjust treat-
ment or control
11. Total number of women in USG 
President position since the 1970s
12. Precentage of tenured professors 
of color on campus in 2012
13. Percentage of tenured women 
professors on campus in 2012

look for answers on p. 4



and the destruction of the planet, among 
other evils.  

And now you have come to Princeton for 
reasons you don’t yourself properly under-
stand but which have something to do, in 
your mind, with “the mystique of the place,” 
comparisons to Hogwarts, and certain no-
tions you’ve acquired from that Fitzgerald 
novel you never read.  It was a move more 
instinctual than intellectual—ill-informed, 
done in ignorance, not that you had any 
chance of doing otherwise as a high school 
senior, you poor creature.  And perhaps in 
the depths of your philistinism you even 
felt that it wasn’t even much of a decision at 
all—that coming here is just the sort of thing 
someone like you does, that it’s expected of 
you as one expects rain to fall from gray 
clouds.

It is a fi tting mantle for you to wear, this 
ignorance.  It primes you for your social role. 
Th e crudest refl ections around you are rep-
resented by: the pathological anti-intellec-
tualism and careerism of the undergraduate 
culture, along with the University’s enor-
mous deployment of resources to encourage 
them; the college administration’s baffl  ing 
size and unabashedly neoliberal approach—
which sees the University as a corporation 
and students as an investment from which 
they expect a return in the form of dona-
tions and celebrity; the stunned, bemused, 
and condescending reaction towards those 
concentrating in the liberal arts or the hard 
sciences, and the very existence of depart-
ments like ORFE. Th ese should be enough 
to clue you into the fact that Princeton and 
its ilk, far from being anything like the in-
tellectual breeding grounds they purport to 
be in their brochures, have as their prima-
ry function the funneling of upper-middle 
class children who passed the right tests into 
the national oligarchy.  

It hardly matters whether you ever come 
to realize this yourself; in the end, nothing 
is expected of you but success. A success 
which you deserve, and which parallels the 
inevitable progress we can all look forward 
to in our happy twenty-fi rst century.

You may be under the mistaken impres-
sion that all this was written to persuade 
you, but the older one gets and the more one 
studies history the less one feels inclined to 
believe, as liberals do, that politics is at bot-
tom a matter of persuading free individuals 
through rational argument.  Consider it in-
stead an early warning: your contented way 
of life—both on the level of your own small 
comforts and that of the global political or-
der since 1989—will soon be at an end.  Th e 
convergence of factors at work in the world 
even as you read this—the global divergence 
of the social classes; the chaos which the 
collapse of the American empire leaves in 
its wake; the death pangs of decadent oligar-
chical capitalisms in the West and the rise 
of authoritarian capitalisms in the East; the 
ineff ectual fl ailing of rulers and technocrats 
in the face of what they themselves increas-
ingly refer to as a permanent state of crisis; 
the rise, at once and everywhere, of radical 
democratic movements, along with their 
systematic repression; and fi nally the fi rst 
signs of ecological and economic exhaustion 
from a system which imagines it will grow 
infi nitely on a fi nite planet—all show we are 
at a turning point.  

Th e real question (one I’d like you to ask 
tonight as you drift  off  to sleep, fending off  
dreams of black and work-weathered fi n-
gers clasping your throat) is whether the 
change will be for the better, if it will come 
from peaceful mass movements which will 
force our societies to become more just, 
democratic, egalitarian, and sustainable—or 
if it will come in the form of a terrible and 
all-consuming violence which will make the 
horrors of the past century look like an idyll, 
or perhaps a dream.
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Dreaming 
Continued fron p. 2

Let me tell you a story of what it has meant to live in my body
to furnish it like a room, with plush pillows and velvet window-shades,
to paint it in layers upon layers upon layers that rub off  on the skin, 
to burn the walls with cigarettes, peel strips of paint from the drywall, 
to watch acid thrown on yellowing wallpaper bubble the hand-painted tea roses,
to see the timbers crack.
No, this place that is my body that is empty that is not a home
has never been a home,
has never meant rest,
has never been a room, 
for the decorating,
for the inhabiting, 
for the destroying. 
No, this body is made of scaff olding, 
mezzanines,
my body is a gallows of windowpanes and support beams.

Th is is a story of the self that saw the shadows of gender and ran, 
crossing paths with mental illness,
trading stories with sexual orientation, 
walking on that rickety bridge with the sign that reads “race,”  
with the railing that says “privilege.”

Th is is how I live in my skin. 
Th is is how we live in the skin. 
I have loved the curves of my body with razorblades, 
dug deep with fi ngernails into my own unwelcome size, 
scrubbed hands fi lthy from the work of carrying femininity raw with a bottle brush--
Th is is how I fashion the gallows into a thing called home. 
Th is is how I come, reverent, to a porcelain temple, 
to shudder with disgust, defeat, decay, 
to glory in numbness, control, reverie. 
Th is is how I breathe, broken, shallow, and bent;
this is where I come apart at the seams. 
Th is is where I take the pills I’m prescribed, 
and this is where I refuse. 
Th is is where I dream half-truths of a hidden self while proclaiming to live an authentic life, 
this is where I lie by omission. 

Let me tell you everything, and in the end tell you nothing. 
Mesmerize you with tales of the decay and destruction and dissolution of my body, 
convince you you’ve seen the worst, when all you’ve known is the physical. 
I know all about the physical,
about blood like rust, bile like lemons. 
About a heart that fl utters like a bird and a head fi lled with thistles. 
I have stood on this gallows a quarter century, and more, 
and I’m still calling it something like a home. 

And there’s nothing like absolution in the act of confession, 
in confessing the ways that I’ve coped, 
in relating the feel of an uninvited life in these bones,
in this room, 
on this scaff olding 
that feels
like a gallows.

“Scaff olding”
Garcia Lorca La Lesbiana

4 PRAXIS AXIS PRESS

What is Praxis Axis?
We are a temporary group of students seeking to disrupt. 
Our projects include:

De-gendering bathrooms
Th is daily prince replacement
Large-scale imagery around campus
Tiger Microagressions
wearepxa.wordpress.com
Art Installations in front of Frist
Please show up outside Frist at noon today to see the fi nal part of 
 our project
Also, watch out for a giant walking vagina


