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Foreword
July 2015: I logged onto Facebook and saw a status from 
Madame Vanborre, announcing her return to France. 
Vanborre’s leaving? I checked my e-mail, assuming there must 
be a formal announcement, some recognition of how much 
she has contributed to our French department over the years. 
Nothing.

“Did you hear that Glenney’s been fired?” Glenney too? His 
Brains, Minds, and Persons class completely shattered the way 
I thought about life and consciousness. I opened my emails. 
Still nothing. Over the next few weeks, I found out each name, 
painstakingly, one by one—all through Facebook statuses and 
text messages from peers. No more Cobbey. Oleson’s gone. 
What kind of Gordon am I returning to?

I understand budget cuts. I understand a professor leaving one 
school for another. What I do not understand is the absolute 
silence around the entire topic—it took nearly a month for 
President Lindsay to get around to e-mailing the campus, 
and his message just read, “Approximately 15 individuals were 
directly affected by the elimination of existing positions, and 
we are sad to lose even a single colleague.” No names, just 15 
faculty members extinguished in the name of funding.

Some left voluntarily, some were fired—all left in silence. There 
was no service. No going-away party. No goodbye. Not a 
single word of acknowledgment. I continue as a student at 
Gordon College exclusively for the faculty—without their care, 
their ceaseless pouring out of wisdom and encouragement, 
this school is an institutional shell. 

I have waited all year—waited for us to mourn, waited for us 
to recognize and honor those who are no longer a part of 
this campus. In recovery language, the first step is to admit, 
to identify exactly where we are. We bypassed that. A dam 
was built to keep students quiet. Any holes where dissent 
might filter through were plugged with policies that forbid 
“expressive activism.” Fear stifled most from speaking out. But 
the student body, that river of voices, never stopped running. 
Pressure mounted, still rising.



Before the year concludes, before new faces arrive onto 
campus in the Fall who will never hear the absent names of 
Gordon College, I decided to make a call for submissions. On 
Monday, April 18, 2016, I asked my fellow students to send an 
anonymous reflections of the 2015-2016 school year—essays, 
poetry, letters, anything—specifically with regards to the 
individuals lost to this campus. I knew it was a steep request. 
It’s the last leg of the semester. One week later, I had an inbox 
filled with upwards of 20 submissions. If this willingness to 
reflect in the midst of classes wrapping up is not a testament 
to the students’ desire to speak, I do not know what is.

And many could not find the words to contribute at this 
point—Where do I begin? How can I write about the absences 
without talking about the protesting? The LGBTQ+ issues? The 
policy changes? All are inextricably bound to one another.

These reflections span a number of topics. Yet, we are unified 
in our grief, together as one.

I do not intend for this publication to be a one-time complaint. 
Here marks the beginning, proof that these conversations are 
already happening and must be taken into account, must be 
addressed.

With all due respect,
Lily E. Greenberg, Class of 2017



The River Speaks:

I.
The sense of belonging to something I understood 
disappeared for me two years ago, when our administration 
forced policy clarification on a campus that didn’t want it 
and began a process of violent institutional gutting. I realized 
then that this ideal, the Gordon community that I had joyfully 
committed to be a part of, had ceased to exist all together. It 
was the wishful thinking of dedicated faculty, of the remaining 
alumni, and the concerted efforts of admissions that kept it 
alive as long as they did – this semiconscious entity that was 
Gordon College. 

But toxicity cannot be contained not disguised. It permeates 
everything around it until there is nothing left to breathe 
but the smog of pain and hurt and manipulation, billed as 
sincerity and love. Two years later, Gordon sits in the corner, 
eviscerated. A new shiny being has been constructed to take 
its place; manicured lawns and smiling brochure faces (look! 
diversity!) sell an empty product. 

And we are all so fucking quick to drink the Kool-Aid. After 
all, have you even been paying attention to the status of the 
Christian college across the country? Gordon isn’t unique, 
right? All schools make budget cuts at some point. There’s just 
no place for God in academics anymore, right? We wouldn’t 
want to be like the other schools and leave Jesus behind in our 
quest for meaning. And it’s unfair to blame someone, or a few 
someones, for what Gordon is now, right? They’re just doing 
their best in a tough situation, right? Come on now, have some 
empathy. We’ve all had it tough. Right? 

But I can’t help but point to a time when Gordon cared, when 
Gordon loved. When the pursuit of knowledge itself was more 
important than the desperate preservation of the façade. 



I miss the people I never got the chance to know, and I mourn 
those I did. And I’ll leave knowing that for four years I was a 
part of a system I hate. I helped it to sustain by paying my 
tuition. 

But we’re still the Harvard of Christian Colleges, right?

II.
Frames once cherished, now removed; shattered on chapel  
 steps under pagan moon.

      Unless something changes, my ardor is less worthwhile;  
      we all fall victim to the rank and file.

 Camelback, Chacos, and flannular bodies flailing—the  
  quad is a playground; you are a baby.

        Kant is not Kristian, but neither is Krist; minds once  
         glowing, now rejected, stripped of all ties. 

 Dare you think to question this almighty cult? Daniel in  
  the Lion’s Den; we’re supposed to be the salt.

      Money is to be stored, sacred green now our god; innocent  
      blood no cost to the cogs.

Lost minds now sent into the wilderness for their first of forty.  
 Wordless pulpits suffocating my story.



III.
My college has a policy that says I will not inherit the kingdom 
of God, which makes it really hard to exist here. You don’t 
particularly feel like you belong when you are considered, you 
know, ~damned~. 

So when I am at the Lead Conference and the keynote speaker 
talks about how important it is to match your brand with 
Gordon’s brand, I am horrified. Nothing in me wants to mimic 
the homophobia, racism, and sexism seeping through this 
place. But I am not just horrified for my own sake. 

I am horrified because I know that this “branding” message of 
“get onboard or get out” is a derivative of what all the faculty 
and staff members I love were told (even if it wasn’t in so 
many words, and in some cases it probably was that direct)

Val Buchannan, Brian Glenney, Greg Carmer, Ryan Groff, Rini 
Cobbey, Megan Defranza, Judith Olesen, James Trent, and all 
the other beautiful souls who are no longer here do not fit 
Gordon’s “brand.” How could they when they value genuine 
relationships, true academic inquiry, and the dignity of every 
human being (including (gasp) queer and transgender 
people)? 

 The “get on board or get out” manta has torn apart our 
community. And no one is even talking about it. 

What I want, besides a reversal in the direction of this college, 
is the genuine acknowledgement of the pain present here. 

The shutting down of the Elijah Project, the destruction of 
the Office of Community Engagement, and the increasing 
theological conformity of faculty members are all incredibly 
painful. Not to mention the pain caused by the empty offices 
we have to walk by that used to be spaces to find fresh air and 
life.

Safe spaces have disappeared.  And it is so sucky. 



I am so thankful for the people who are still here, but I am 
terrified that they won’t stay. But I get why they would need to 
leave, in the same way everyone else has.

However, Gordon has been an increasing hard to exist at and 
that makes me incredibly sad. 

IV.
Lament for Glenney

I talk about you a lot, much more than I ever expected.  I’m not 
sure if it is just because you are gone now, or if it’s because 
you were really as wonderful of a professor as I remember you 
being.  I’m not sure if all of your sentences sound too weighty 
and insightful and brilliant in my memory because they were 
or because I want to memorialize you even though you are 
not dead, just gone.  I talk about you a lot, and you appear 
when I don’t expect you in graffiti and skateboarding and 
recycling and veganism and trees.  It’s funny because you used 
to joke about getting in trouble for “corrupting us.”  I guess 
it’s true because I can’t stop harping on plant animacy in my 
psychology papers that are supposed to be about human 
cognition, and I’m planning to write an English thesis centered 
on Timothy Morton’s Ecological Thought.  And I know way 
too much about artificial intelligence and environmentally 
sound burial practices.  You once said to us, “If you see a blank 
wall, write on it.”  This was clearly just a part of your anarchist 
agenda to breed a young army of graffiti-loving delinquents.  
Clearly, I’m corrupted because I’m still a vegetarian and can’t 
quit recycling no matter how hard I try.  

I tell my freshman friends that your course was the best 
course I have ever taken, and that I wish they could have 
taken it too.  They lament that they arrived here too late, even 
though they have never met you and don’t actually know how 
much they are missing.  Maybe they can see it in my eyes that



I have learned more from you than anyone else at this 
school and that I am still thinking about words you left me 
with from a year ago.  Maybe they understand that when 
an English major falls in love with philosophy and ecology 
there is inevitably a greater brilliance driving her fascination.  
Maybe they know we don’t make discoveries like that without 
inspiration from some quirky professor standing in front of 
the class getting way too excited about lectures and asking 
convoluted questions that he doesn’t even have an answer 
to himself.  We can’t open our minds as far as mine has 
been widened without some intelligent force pushing us and 
journeying along with us.  I think my friends feel the heaviness 
of absence on this campus even though they arrived after you 
had already been gone for months.  For some reason, I keep 
reminding them they are missing something, even though I 
know it’s too late to change that. 

V.
Gordon follows sociological expectations like a particle 
obeying the laws of physics. The Board of Trustees and 
Administration know little about education but rule the lives 
of thousands based on their proximity to the upper class and 
apparent business know-how. DML has openly stated how 
they don’t care about the students because we’re their least 
important constituency, and he’s right on the money. Gordon, 
like all institutions of higher education, isn’t about growth, 
human improvement, or intellectual pursuits in a Christian 
environment. It’s about making money. It’s about giving 
bureaucrats jobs, and it’s about giving the elite places to exert 
influence on society.

It comes as little surprise that DML, at his latest Lead 
Conference address, complained that nobody at Gordon 
protests on things like terrorism, the Syrian refugee crisis, et 
cetera, but that people only want to protest things that affect 
them directly like racism



and gender (sexuality) issues, implying we’ve been self-
centered. It comes as little surprise because demonstrations 
about “foreign” injustices could make no demands of the 
Gordon leadership. It’s actually funny to hear DML request 
demonstrations about issues he can do nothing about: 
obviously those in power don’t want to be pressured into 
making changes, but for one to admit that (indirectly) without 
even realizing how blatantly one is shirking immediate ethical 
challenges? It’s comical, and, given his sociology degree, 
ironic. 

At this point administrators and trustees will have already 
written this piece off as a personal attack on DML. 
Disregarding criticism for having an “inappropriate tone” 
is typical of those who don’t want to examine themselves 
critically. But making this about an individual is harmful to the 
discussion. The discussion is about how sadly normal Gordon 
as an institution is. 

Under all the layers of Gordon’s branding is a school like any 
other: a bureaucracy where business elites at the top, in order 
to move forward and keep donors, control employees by 
threatening dissenters with termination and control students 
by policy-ing and bureaucratizing unrest into oblivion (fun 
fact: the creation of the Multicultural Initiatives Office has 
served to suck the power away from ALANA’s leaders to the 
point where they had to resign mid-spring out of frustration). I 
don’t wish to demonize anyone; that would be untruthful and 
unhelpful. For the most part, the leadership at Gordon is just 
doing its job. The problem is that doing your job in our society 
often means being the hands of all kinds of oppression rather 
than the hands of Christ. 

Gordon’s leadership is under pressure to do well, and, as 
individuals, they want to do what’s right, like everyone does. I 
profoundly respect that. But I also implore Gordon’s leadership 
to step back and do some critical thinking about the roles they 
play in larger systems of maintaining racial, economic, and 
gender inequality. I implore them to humbly listen to critiques 
and to take the experiences of others seriously, rather than 
dismissing them as “liberal buzz.” There are injustices at 
home, at Gordon, at your desk, and your intentionally scaring 
professors and students will not make them go away. 



VI.
Cold New England Snow

I’ve seen crumpled papers on the floor
I’ve seen emails sent into a void
I’ve seen empty offices
And empty courtyards.
I’ve seen the sober eyes of paper mache people
Walking until they fell into pieces
In the cold New England snow & rain. 
Because a photograph is just ink
And an essay is just words
And a protest is just yelling
And a person is just meat
Unless you have a warm soul
And an audience to listen
And a professor to correct your grammar or give you an idea.
So I’ve seen paper mache people
I see them everyday
I hope I see them tomorrow
And they haven’t fallen apart yet



VII.
Which of these shall be sacrificed?

I must admit that I am writing this from a third party 
perspective.  I didn’t have much of a personal relationship with 
the professors that left during the summer of 2015.  Observing 
from a third party perspective has been a unique position, 
however, because I have been able to be attentive to the 
experiences and feelings of my friends and teachers.  What 
I can confidently declare from observing these individuals is 
that they are sad.  They are mourning.  They are exhausted.  

I have watched friends sink into deeper despair because some 
of the professors that left this past summer were mentors 
to these students.  When these students were struggling 
with personal matters or when they were frustrated about 
their circumstances at Gordon, those professors would make 
themselves available and willing to support the needs of these 
students.  I have seen phenomenal programs falter, such as the 
Elijah Project, which promoted the unequivocal growth of the 
students involved.  Due to the loss of Greg Carmer, a program 
as amazing as EP will exist no more.  

In addition to fellow students, I have watched my teachers 
become more tired and more stressed.  Due to the loss of a 
number of teachers, the remaining professors have had to take 
on extra duties.  I myself am a sociology student.  Two social 
work professors were cut over the summer and as a result, 
there have been more responsibilities laid onto the current 
sociology professors.  My sociology professors never complain 
about the extra duties that they now are burdened with.  They 
don’t complain because they are strong, enduring people who 
will do anything in their power to care for their students and 
show their students how much they love them.  That doesn’t 
mean that they don’t suffer though.  They have had to take 
on new departmental responsibilities in addition to teaching 
a number of classes, performing their own research and living 
their daily lives outside of professorship, such as caring for 
their families.  Their time constraints have disabled them from



teaching every class that they desire. This, in turn, hurts the 
students as well because the students are not given the 
opportunity to take some of the classes they initially hoped 
they would be able to take.  

I want to make a statement to those in authority at this 
school.  I understand that it has been a very difficult process 
for you in making the decisions that you individuals have 
made.  Tuition has been low and the finances have been tight.  
With those difficult circumstances, difficult decisions have 
been made.  I want to say, however, I feel as if there has been 
a lack of balance between financially sustaining the school 
and providing an academically fruitful environment.  The 
professors that were laid off were individuals who approached 
academics with an adventurous attitude.  They saw school as 
an opportunity to expand the minds of their pupils.  As a result 
of these professors leaving, that mentally explorative space 
has been lessened.  

I also question if there was a certain type of professor that 
was pushed to leave.  Looking at those who left, they seemed 
to be individuals who were willing to challenge the students, 
even if that meant bringing that student’s faith into question.  
The Christian tradition encourages the followers of God to 
question their whole environment, as it will aid that faithful 
individual in discovering a fuller understanding of God.   This 
type of understanding of faith, in my opinion, is being slowly 
stripped away from the ethos of Gordon College.

I do not want to write this letter with cynicism and hate.  My 
desire is to bear an air of positivity and love.  It is not easy 
for me to write what I want to write as I am afraid that I will 
receive punishment for the simple act of speaking my mind.  
I do not apologize for what I have written and I ask that you 
carefully listen to the lamentations of myself and the writings 
of my other peers in this journal.  Thank you and blessings.  



VIII.
Reflecting on these past two semesters, I just want to say 
how thankful I am of the great work that’s being done by 
administration. Particularly, I want to draw attention to one 
of their effective new policies and stances, which have made 
this campus an incredibly safe space for your average Gordon 
student.
Thank the Lord for the Expressive Activism Policy. Were 
it not for this effective new policy, the dozens of protests 
and vigils we’ve held on campus these past two semesters 
would inevitably be bumping into each other and causing 
unnecessary friction.

I mean, would we want the protest about the Syrian Refugees 
to be bumping into the Black Lives Matter Protest? The 
protest over Mass Incarceration could have affected the vigil 
for Sandra Bland! And what about that protest over Title IX 
Exemptions, and that more contentious one about the passing 
of the anti-trans law in North Carolina? Man, chaos would rule 
were it not for this policy.

Yes, the Expressive Activism Policy is one of the most effective 
new policies in our Student Handbook, shining like a beacon of 
light, representative of our administration and its values of free 
speech, student health, and respectful disagreement.

There is not a single doubt in my mind that this policy was 
intended not to squash the yearlong protest from last year, 
that helped LGBTQ+ students come out of dark corners, but 
to help it thrive and continue! Yes, the space by the bell, where 
the protest was formerly held, is now forbidden, but there are 
other spaces!

Surely, that same protest is no longer happening because the 
oppression of LGBTQ+ students on campus is over. Right? 
I mean, the Working Group and its resulting Statement on 
Sexual Ethics was fully reflective of the ways in which we love 
our gay, lesbian, or even transgender siblings. And obviously 
we love them a lot.



Some may argue that saying LGBTQ+ people who engage in 
‘homosexual activity’ will ‘not inherit the Kingdom of God’ is 
harsh…but it’s the Bible! The Bible says so! Who cares if it hurts 
your feelings; the numerous white, straight men they read 
about said these were the right things to say. And, as we know, 
white, straight men are the authority on all matters.

Having that anonymous space for same-sex attracted 
students to talk about their ‘struggle’ is sufficient. With the 
entire campus holding gay students accountable to ‘faithful 
singleness’, we can rest assured that our queer population is 
surviving and thriving in this welcoming, safe environment.

IX.
Imagine a school that acted like Christ: resisting society, 
resisting money, resisting the religious elite, resisting shame, 
superficialness, tokenism, silencing tactics, conformity, 
politeness. 

Imagine a school that, contrary to society’s design, allowed 
real, rather than virtual, representation of its students. Imagine 
a school that didn’t just increase its number of students of 
color, but also listened to them intently and subsequently 
worked to be an ally to them. Imagine a school that increased 
its number of international students but didn’t treat the home 
countries of those students as “lost,” “unreached,” “uncivilized” 
lands. Imagine a school that didn’t just accept Catholic 
students but actually hired Catholic professors. Imagine a 
school that would tenure Marxist professors. Imagine a school 
where students didn’t feel the obligation to rat on other 
students for having a casual drink in their room. Imagine a 
school that didn’t fire its RA’s for providing rides to drunk 
students so they wouldn’t drive themselves. Imagine a school 
that treated trans people like human beings, thoughtfully 
seeking to understand their experiences rather than dismissing 
them. Imagine a school whose Chapel sermons provided 
actual good news. Imagine a school actually concerned about 
justice for sexual assault victims, and that didn’t have to be 
forced by students and the federal government into having a



conversation. Imagine a school whose provost would 
finally fire that one misogynist professor who tells his 
female students they can’t consider careers because they’ll 
have to take care of the home. Imagine a school whose 
administrators knew their history and recognized that most 
of their traditions and much of their theology have pagan 
roots, and that therefore, yes, a prayer labyrinth is okay to 
have on Symposium Day. Imagine a school that didn’t need a 
Symposium Day to hand out Chapel credits. Imagine a school 
that didn’t have to center its Symposium Day on a defense of 
the school itself to remind students why they want to be there. 

That’d be a pretty Christ-like school, wouldn’t it? 

X.
Throughout the past four years I’ve been assigned three 
different advisors in the Communications department. In my 
final year at Gordon, I am left feeling unsupported and isolated 
as I long for a mentor to listen to my questions and guide me 
as I enter into new fields and opportunities. I envy my peers 
who are known and supported by their own faculty; my own 
senior seminar professor did not believe in my vision and my 
advisor needed me to remind him what I am interested in. 
My department has completely turned around and nobody 
who was present my freshman year, is still on faculty now 
that I am graduating. There are very few of us students left 
in the department and we form solidarity through our lack 
of support and understanding from our own faculty. We 
pity the future graduating classes in our department and 
advise potential students to stay clear. This year my younger 
brother came to visit the school, and I explained that if he 
did decide to come here, I would not want him to be in the 
Comm department. I would rather him go to another school 
where the department is strong and the faculty are invested 
in the students. I hope that in a few years there would be 
consistency and thriving within my department, but I struggle 
in this current state of flux to know that there will be students 
who graduate feeling inspired, encouraged, and supported.



XI.
I don’t quite know where to begin. Maybe I ought to start with 
the fact that I am a few weeks away from graduating and I’m 
still having panic attacks at the thought of sitting through 
Baccalaureate and listening to that man stand up there smiling 
and lying. Maybe I should start with the endless accounts of 
censorship and administrative bullying towards students and 
staff. Or I could begin with the male-centered ‘Christian’ value 
system here that subjugates women and perpetuates rape 
culture (and likewise ignores sexual assault cases on campus 
and the personal trauma following). 

The truth is, this list is exhaustive and the story itself is non-
linear. How can I approach the totality of this? Since freshman 
year I’ve been trying to put a finger on why I stopped eating 
and going to class and regularly found myself screaming and 
crying in my room, breaking things, alienating people, and 
finding multiple outlets to numb this all.

It is too simplistic to attribute the causes of my mental health 
issues solely to my experience here at Gordon. I have had 
these difficulties all my life. Through moments of extreme 
pressure and real crisis here, I am more aware of my internal 
problems and I have a stronger ability to manage them. 
However, please do not misinterpret that acknowledgement as 
an expression of gratitude. Too long I have heard people justify 
the most traumatic experiences with statements such as “God 
was doing something all along,” or “I learned a lot from it in 
the long run.” I also have found these approaches useful in the 
past, but I am at a place now where I see them as ways to shut 
out the intensity of those moments. I think such a mentality 
disrespects how purely and overwhelmingly painful that 
time was for me. Over all of this, I do not want to pardon the 
people and structures that seriously, seriously played a role in 
suffocating me into a pale reflection of myself. 

Chronic depression and severe anxiety most often are 
intensified through interaction with the environment, and if 
one’s environment is stifling their much-needed outlets to 
manage their health and express their being, these individuals



will collapse. I was going to kill myself at multiple points last 
year. Sure, at that point I could go to the counseling center or 
a handful of friends at those critical points, but what about the 
rest of the time?

I found myself smothered by ideological homogeneity—a 
culture that manifests itself in active discrimination as well 
as passive acceptance and reinforcement of the exclusion 
of anyone outside of it. Despite this, I kept trying to ‘make it 
work.’ Every semester I found reasons to stay and devised 
new plans of things I could do to reinvent the spaces to feel 
free again. Every semester these attempts were denied, or 
new rules were made to restrict them, or I would be called 
into someone’s office to hear the same superficial spiel about ‘ 
freedom within frameworks’ and the importance of respecting 
these illogical and discriminatory values. Pretty soon I stopped 
trying—I stopped everything else too. To everyone who 
restricted my/our/the attempts to create spaces for our own 
health and well-being: Fuck you. 

I know I am supposed to be more gracious and perhaps I 
should be. I understand that just as I have come to find a very 
strong sense of faith and direction in my life through this 
journey, these people as well have come to their own places. I 
see how that is circumstantial in parts and I am not interested 
in changing them to make them ‘better,’ like they have tried 
to do to me. I am friends with them and I enjoy being with 
them sometimes. At the end of the day, everyone is just a 
person and at some fundamental level I still can be with you 
and engage with you as you are. This does not mean I will not 
be without rage, because I have it here with me now. Should 
I say that it is not your fault? Do any of us choose the ideas 
that grow into those imperatives how we live every day? Hold 
this ‘fuck you’ loosely—I will rage and tomorrow I will sit and 
eat with you and I will rage even then perhaps, but we are 
together; this is undeniable. 

I do not leave here completely despising my time at Gordon, 
thankfully. I found very dear and wonderful people. I’ve learned 
and seen a lot of things that took root in me and have taken 
me places I would have been too scared to go on my own 
before. I feel closer than I ever have felt in my life to something 
spiritual— something a good friend once described to me as



“large and mute.” Does this make any of it better? No. It 
changes the shape of the pain, contextualizing it I think. 
Sometimes I hate that—it feels like a justification, like an 
escape—but it helps me to continue to try to hope. Besides, 
there truly are bigger things and a more unconfined existence 
that I’ve seen and felt. It makes the attempts to arrange God 
into a steeple laughable; these people in terrifyingly friendly 
faces appear now sad and truly dead. I do not intend this to 
be condescending or out of self-righteous pity. I do regret that 
I couldn’t do more to try to bring that kind of ‘bigness’ into 
the otherwise oppressive spaces here. This letter’s form and 
any thread of coherency has probably all but disintegrated by 
now… Here I am. There is so much I could say and that will be 
said and none of this can fully give you what has been. Thank 
you. 

XII.
i think we’ve all had quite enough of this suit and tie 
paperwork god you call leadership

we know our mutual friend of lepers was never so neat & tidy

but i am tired of picket signs and protest statements

as are you

so i will be over here with the adulteress woman

—the whore of babylon you call the lucky object of jesus’ 
compassionate condescension

whose name you have also forgotten

whose soul was so deep rich velvet he had to save her lest the 
world fly apart—

and we will do our best to catch the rest you push aside.



XIII.
No institution that professes Christ and his love should 
be enacting and existing in an environment of fear and 
oppression. It does no good to deny it – just because some 
do not sense this does not mean it isn’t real and felt. Students 
keep their ideas and identities to themselves, when they could 
be cultivating lives worth leading, and faculty keep their heads 
down to keep their jobs and feed their families. The whip has 
been cracked, and has come down hard on the people who 
call out the loudest. Even in my four years here, I’ve seen the 
community silenced. I’ve seen professors fade into a shell of 
who I once knew them to be – out of fear for their livelihood 
and the well being of their children’s futures. I’ve heard former 
professors and adjuncts talk about the relief and release they 
feel after having gotten out from under the thumb of the 
administration. These people lose faith in their voices and the 
passion for a school they love dims. 

“Lives worth leading” doesn’t seem to mean being proud of 
who we are and carrying ourselves in such a way, but rather 
the gleaning of students who will follow tightened dogma 
that diminishes Gordon’s reputation in the community and 
leaves little room for free thought. Even the notion that the 
Humanities will be reduced from the core requirements of 
students attending a Liberal Arts college is insane – when you 
cut out the means of introducing new ideas and open dialogue 
about those ideas, you lose the opportunity to cultivate next 
generation of free thinkers and leaders. But perhaps that was 
the point. Is the administration so flimsy and insecure that they 
can’t withstand the educated and aware voices of the students 
they are put in that position to serve? For the obscene amount 
of money spent by students for what is meant to be a quality 
education, it would be a terrible thing for an alumnus to be 
ashamed of her degree and alma mater – or pater, as the case 
may be.

It is bewildering and demoralizing for students to see their 
professors, mentors, and coaches afraid of their administration. 
To think of all the knowledge and conversations lost because 
professors felt too threatened to reach out and offer comfort, 



help or wisdom to lost students. Those who spoke out have 
been removed, or soon will be, through various “voluntary” 
means. Those who are still here feel the red-hot target on 
their backs. This is not an environment conducive to open and 
constructive understanding, but one where sham dialogue 
occurs as a means of appeasing the vocal. Nor is this an 
environment that encourages confidence in convictions – 
confidence to stand up for one’s beliefs or for the benefit of 
those who cannot speak. How dare we move so blithely past 
the holes in our community? 

XIV.
After a summer of caring for his cat, chickens, garden, and 
home he showed up one late afternoon out of nowhere. I 
thought he was supposed be out west and not back for a 
few weeks, but the screen door clacked and I met him in the 
hallway. He picked up Minksi and brought her into his arms.

“What are you doing here?” I said.
“They flew me over here for a meeting.”
“Who? Gordon?”
“Yeah man, Gordon fucked me. I’m done.”

Then he sat on the bench and leaned against the kitchen table. 
I can’t describe well enough how disappointed he looked.
Over the next few weeks his friends helped him and his wife 
load up and take all of their closest belongings in the bay 
of a truck cross-country. I lived in their hollow house for the 
remainder of the summer, aware in advance of the sadness 
that would unfold when Glenney’s release is noted in the 
coming student newsletter. 



XV.
My rage overflows. A list of some things that have really 
fucking gotten to me over the past year or so: 

1. Speakers compared trans people to children who want to 
“identify as animals.” Jennifer Jukanovich concurred. Those 
kinds of extremist comparisons are what justify the murder of 
trans people (especially trans women) all the time.  

2. I heard some students tried to start a club that could be an 
institutional safe space for queer and trans students and that 
could educate the campus. The first purpose was supposedly 
interpreted as a Trojan horse for Gordon-funded protest and 
the second purpose was compared to a secular school’s “Sex 
Week,” complete with orgies, etc. The club was shut down.  

3. DML said he was oppressed because he was attacked in the 
wake of The Letter. Suffering is not the same as oppression; 
read Marilyn Frye.  

4. DML, at Lead (paraphrasing here), criticized students for 
not protesting international issues. The desired result, of 
course, is that we leave him alone with issues like racism that 
he actually has a hand in.  

5. Administrators at last year’s Lead “challenged” students to 
be “positive” on social media. Silencing Tactics 101.  

6. When people speak up, they get “called in” to Jennifer 
Jukanovich’s office or “invited” to a chat with DML so he can 
“build a positive relationship” with them. These meetings use 
the social contract to pressure students into being polite and 
decent to their new acquaintances. Silencing Tactics 101.  

7. Gordon actively threatened all professors to get in line 
or get out, and to not voice dissenting opinions about 
homosexuality.  

8. Every professor I get close to has expressed fear about the 
new controlling nature of the administration and the Board of 
Trustees.  



9. Several intellectually challenging professors left or were let 
go because of this threatening, controlling environment.  

10. Many of my friends have demonized the administration 
and accused them of intentionally firing all those who left over 
the summer. This is obviously a jump to a conclusion and not 
helpful to the discussion.  

11. Every leader is forced to go to Lead but no one goes to 
Redeemed Mosaic. That’s a fucking tragedy.  

12. MIO has been used to effectively disempower the student 
leaders of ALANA. Bureaucracy at work.  

13. The new Core was rushed through just because the higher 
ups wanted a new Core and they wanted it now. Like, no one 
likes it. It was just a series of infuriating bullshit compromises 
that freshman and future students will have to deal with.  

14. The Tartan publishes virtually no critiques of Gordon. 
Where’s the hard-hitting journalism? So much shit goes on at 
this school. DML teaching a class is not a front-page story!  

15. The administration, after essentially firing Val Buchanan, 
who had lived and served in Lynn for over a decade, hired 
someone to head the OCE who had never lived in Lynn, 
wants to be a professional bureaucrat, and does not think 
communities can be in relationship (the founding principle 
of the OCE). A number of Lynnterns have quit but no one 
seems to be getting the message. The OCE has suffered a 
tremendous loss.  

16. Gordon would really rather sexual assault cases get 
handled informally. Sexual assault justice is just too messy for 
the public eye, apparently.  

17. Do I need to mention the Expressive Activism Policy? The 
student body either feels powerless or, worse, doesn’t care.  



XVI.
I used to like this school.  I really did.  Last year I wrote a 
review on Facebook where I said, “Actually try to know 
something before you attack it on the Internet.”  Well, I know a 
lot now.  

I know the guy who put bananas in black students’ mailboxes 
and used a poster cutout as blackface and burned a bunch 
of ALANA posters was only punished by having to live off 
campus.  Don’t people apply for that?  I know that certain 
administrators are guilty of covering up sexual assault so 
it doesn’t tarnish our safe Christian campus’ reputation.  I 
know the school cares more about enforcing sexual ethics 
than about the effect expulsion has on someone’s permanent 
record.  I know to expect nothing less from “evangelical” 
Christianity, where there is no God but Theology.

I was successfully ignorant of it all for a while.  Christians 
always seem to be the best at hiding dark secrets.  I began 
this year thinking this could be a wonderful place “if only we 
could change the life and conduct statement.”  But I met more 
people and heard their stories, and the “if only”s started piling 
up.  How stupid of me to think the administration actually 
wanted to fix all these problems.  I was still a little unsure if I 
supported queer students, and a little worried that Gordon 
might be somewhat oppressed. 

No.
 

No community or institution is oppressed if it is condemned 
for a policy that allows it to expel a queer student because 
their floor-mates think they’re hitting on the rest of them.  The 
student was oppressed.  The institution felt punishment, but 
not nearly enough.  There is a lot that needs to be repaid.

When a white student calls a black student the n-word in 
passing they are not trying to make that student feel like part 
of the community.  That’s racism.  But apparently that’s also 
just the Christian way.  I can’t even do anything about the kid 
on my floor who called my friend the n-word because my 
friend is afraid of retaliation.  I can also point out and name



people who’ve committed sexual assault who are still here.  No 
one is Safe in the Arms of Jesus.  Not here anyway.

And one of the most infuriating parts is that I know there are 
plenty of other places that are just as bad.  There’s Mizzou, 
there’s Liberty, there are the hundreds of other schools like 
Stanford and UNC that barely do shit about sexual assault on 
campus.  But I came here thinking that Gordon was a truly 
Christian school where students could pursue justice and love. 
It’s all just a paint job though, carefully constructed out of 
marketing and buzzwords.

I don’t like this school anymore.  I’ve lost my faith too, if I ever 
believed in anything real.  I’m not happy about any of this; 
I’m sad and angry more than anything.  I know now that all 
institutions are corrupt whatever their values, and “Christian” 
is a pretty effective marketing brand.  At least Gordon has 
taught me that.

XVII.
Budget cuts (subtitle: get with the program or leave). 

I am listening as Thy Most Provost speaks about how tenured 
faculty have higher salaries, and all (but one) who left did 
it of their own accord (subtitle: academic freedom is dead; 
what is the use of staying in a place that doesn’t value your 
humanity?). 

I am struggling to understand how an institution that claims 
greatness can fathom a willing exodus of accomplished staff 
as a good thing (subtitle: why would they leave if it were really 
that great?). 

I am mourning - for my peers and myself. I am pondering 
a freshman class who will never know Brian Glenney. I am 
remembering a Gordon with Greg Carmer as Chaplain, Barry 
Loy as VP of Student Life, Val Buchanan as the Director of the 
OCE (subtitle: greg bitch, tim huge and jan jackoff are circle-
jerking administrators who would rather protect an abstraction 



of an institution than care about its students). 

I am a fiery pit of anger, and I thirst for heaven’s floodgates 
to pour holy rain that cleanses the administration the way 
they cleansed the faculty who were in opposition to The New 
Regime (subtitle: this publication will be labeled Expressive 
Activism, and will result in someone getting called in to CSD 
so that they can find a “grace-filled” solution to the problem). 

XVIII.
Welcome to Gordon, a brief history of 
recent issues

Dear Prospies and Underclassmen,

When I was abroad, people would often ask why I went to 
Gordon. I am disappointed to say that most often my answer 
was “I don’t know”. I do know though-- my story is similar to 
many. A perhaps hyper-religious overachiever in high school, 
I came to Gordon to deepen my faith and learn ‘to adult’ as 
a Christian. My time here has resulted in quite the opposite. 
There was a sense at the study abroad program I attended 
that we all could take care of ourselves, but Gordon seems 
not to trust its students. The gender policing in dorms, the 
required chapel attendance, and the intense conservatism in 
censoring how the school is portrayed on social media feels 
more and more like a dystopian disaster novel than ever. 
While it may earn the favor of donors, it is not conducive 
to the spirit of debate implied by a liberal arts education. 
The administrative fear forces a discipline on students in the 
confidence that we cannot pursue spiritual needs, healthy 
relationships, or individual thought of our own volition. Gordon 
has taught me that Christian atmospheres provide sanctuary 
to study free of aggressive intellectual atheism as much as 
they provide a culture of condemnation and shame. While 
protesters stood in solidarity outside the chapel last year, 
hoping to stand for the LGBTQIA+ students of the campus, 
they were met with claims that what Gordon needed was to



“present a uniform voice” to the public. As so many have 
said since, that is what the administration needed. Students 
needed answers. How could unity exist without equality? Why 
must the face presented to outside world be unified when the 
community so clearly isn’t? 

Gordon has many venues that allow you to communicate 
individual experience and thoughts, OneGordon and If I Told 
You have published articles that present radically different 
understandings of scripture than are traditionally perpetuated 
in evangelical circles and give potential answers to questions 
with which we all struggle. And sometimes, an article from 
an influential student will rise out of the woodwork and will 
have people abuzz in solidarity or disdain. Much of the hohum 
and intensity surrounded a letter from the school’s president 
(among others) to Barack Obama asking for exemption from 
new legislation that would disallow discrimination based on 
sexuality. The legislation did not apply to Gordon College, he 
signed as an independent citizen hoping to earn an exemption 
for other religious organizations. He asked for it on religious 
grounds, claiming that the Christian nature of the institutions 
established their guidelines as a moral matter, whose priorities 
are therefore different than the law’s. The notorious letter 
incident incited a series of faculty unrests, a termination of 
both volunteer-based and professional contracts with the 
Cities of Salem and Lynn, an accreditation check from the 
board (despite our consistently stellar academics), a ‘working 
group’ of Trustees and students organized to understand and 
support students, and a reassessment of the student Life and 
Conduct statement.

In an interview with Church Boys, the president claimed that 
the board check was primarily to make sure that students 
were treated well. The interview is certainly an interesting read 
that presents the administration’s clear views on sexuality 
in the L&C statement, but it raises a few concerns. The L&C 
Statement all students sign when they attend Gordon details 
a list of behavioral and lifestyle choices that students agree 
to live by.  One of my primary concerns is that the statement 
is signed by teenagers who are just starting to sort out what 
they believe and who they are. Some freshmen may absolutely 
know what they believe and why, but one of the great values 
of a liberal arts education is that it challenges beliefs and



justifications. My second concern with the interview is an 
underlying principle of his speech not directly stated until 
farther in: his claim that the “‘oppressed’ have now become 
the oppressors”. To an extent, this is understandable. His 
publically broadcast views have become the subject for 
disdain and disgust among academic communities, as once 
sexuality was. The issue remains that his place as a white male 
leader of a good college speaks to his lack of being subjected 
to cultures of oppression, but does not validate an opinion 
that seems to violate basic human rights. It is assumptive and 
impractical of him to assume that students or employees who 
realize they disagree have the convenience of choosing to 
find employment or education elsewhere. Other more official, 
college-broadcast statements were made, but their content 
did little to satiate the vox populi.

Students have written some beautiful apologies for their 
positions, defending the scriptural compatibilities of faith 
and sexuality, and even more discussed them in classes. A 
particularly compelling argument was offered by Hayley, a 
recent graduate who constructed a scriptural apology for 
practicing homosexuals at Gordon. And the Facebook page, 
OneGordon, frequently posts articles about the compatibility 
of sexuality and faith. Have faith, there is literature with 
encouragement to be found on both sides: there are articles 
aplenty about celibate homosexuals lifestyles as well. In 
comparison, there are almost none about bisexual people, but 
to be fair, we are a bit more camouflaged than most of the 
letters in LGBT+. The transsexual and asexual students get 
very little representation, if any.

A series of speakers were brought to Gordon to consider the 
issues between sexuality and faith and potential solutions. A 
few of these talks were enlightening or inspiring, particularly a 
discussion between a man who chose celibacy and a man who 
chose to practice homosexuality whose spirit of camaraderie 
and lively debate did the liberal arts tradition proud. Even 
so, one speaker was invited to Gordon to participate in an 
event and rather spewed condemning theology, sparking 
a group of students’ decision to walk out of the event. It 
should be mentioned that very few, if any, speakers properly 
acknowledged a spectrum of sexuality beyond gay and 
straight. Student activism has been on the rise over the past 



couple of years, even growing to a point where the 
administration started requiring students to submit proposals 
to organize activism events, in a Professor Umbridge-esque 
statement last spring.

About a year ago, the working group came to a close: the 
student head posted a heart-scalding response to the process, 
detailing the inadequate representation, “unfair power 
dynamic”, and ultimately calling for the working group to 
disperse. He later published a magazine (Polima) to detail 
different student experiences. His work was a testament to 
the impact that students can make on the community when 
administrative progress is impossible. The work of the group 
was essentially finished though, and the board of Trustees 
running it came to essentially the same conclusion with which 
they began. This ‘new’ statement reaffirmed that “broken 
sexuality tears apart the fabric of individual lives, families, and 
larger social structures. It represents a fundamental lapse in 
regard to the two greatest commandments: loving God, and 
loving our neighbor as ourselves” and calls non-herterosexual 
students to a life of abstinence confusingly qualified as “not a 
matter of repressing desire”. It does not address transgender 
students. It does not address how sexuality tears apart social 
structures or families. The general consensus of the student 
population was that it was an unsatisfactory solution to a 
complex issue. 

The faculty unrest remains. Certain professors and adjuncts 
have left so as to distance themselves from the reputation the 
letter left in its wake. Others have been asked to leave. Others 
have left for undisclosed reasons. We miss them. The politics 
of the situation are still in flux, and for many, are sensitive and 
ambiguous matters, so I will not touch on them here. But their 
effects are still present and should not be ignored. 

My proper sin is that I never believed in Gordon. I never 
particularly wanted to. I’ve always found my communities on 
the fringes, and pursuing justice on Gordon’s campus for some 
reason seemed to belong to another world. My bisexuality 
didn’t feel like enough to qualify me as a member of the gay 
community, my complexion –whiter than the chapel’s spire– 
meant that my views on the evident racial iniquity on campus 
would hinder the people doing the proper work. And there’s



some truth there, but there’s also anxiety, misunderstanding, 
and a pitiful choice to stay silent in the face of injustice. It is 
our prerogative to join the conversation. There will always 
be people saying that your voice is invalid, but as long as 
you speak out of truth and consideration for others, do 
not hesitate to learn about/make a highway for minority 
frameworks to enter the conversation, there will be at least an 
element of truth in what you say. And the beauty of Gordon 
is that there will always be well-meaning people to get you on 
back on track if 
So to underclassmen and prospies: As new voices of your 
generation, you will deal with some of the same issues of 
sexual and racial representation, you will find new social 
issues that become more visible with time. You can make a 
difference, as so many before you have. Your administration 
will also likely do their best to invalidate and gag your 
experience, but that’s the issue of trying to silence the voices 
of liberal arts students: we’re trained to talk back.
I hope you do. 

Take courage, 
a Senior



IXX.
As I’m nearing the end of my college career, I look back on 
everything that my class has had to endure at this school. As 
I am about to graduate, I feel more ready than ever to leave 
a school that no longer looks like the one I used to love. It 
has been hard to see the campus change, my department 
has lost its fiery passion and some of my favorite and most 
intellectually provocative professors were sent out the door. 
After I came back from being abroad in the spring of 2015, 
Gordon just looked a whole lot different and it was completely 
disheartening to be back here. 

While being abroad, I learned that every person is entitled 
to his or her own narrative and we have to figure out how to 
exist among people who have different narratives than we do. 
I really feel like Gordon, as an institution, used to stand by that 
truth, but doesn’t any longer. Instead, they pushed out people 
who disagreed with their protocol in an effort to firm up their 
own opinions. Since when is it okay to eliminate people who 
disagree, just because they disagree? I don’t blame Gordon 
entirely. Instead, I blame a wider culture that makes it okay 
to just walk away from arguments that seem to disrupt our 
own narratives, in an effort to continue to keep ourselves 
comfortable and falsely “secure”. I thought that Gordon 
could be counter-cultural, but at the end of this experience, 
I know we surely are no bigger, better, wiser than the culture 
surrounding our bubble. 

In fact, we are worse. We cannot claim to be a school that 
lives counter-culturally if we react in the same way that 
our culture reacts to disagreement and turmoil. Eliminating 
notable faculty members who clearly disrupted the school’s 
protocol is not a way to proclaim that we are counter-
cultural. By having diverse perspectives and living in those 
complicated conversations, we used to be a school that was 
challenging, enlightening, engaging and courageous. Now, I 
see the college moving in a fearful direction. One that is closed 
off to the world, closed off to diverse opinions, perspectives 
and narratives. We used to be a place that celebrated 
every different narrative because each one was unique and 
important to the Kingdom of God.



XX.
It is summer. Two months of data-logging later, it is finally 
summer.

I sit on a front porch in a sleepy little town in upstate New 
York, blinking at the dragonfly perched on the lip of my coffee 
mug. I imagine what it would look like if the liquid contents 
within the mug were still hot, steaming—how might the rising 
vapor look, mingling with the filmy threads of the dragonfly’s 
wings? What would it look like if the dragonfly, finding the 
temperature unhappy, batted away—what signal patterns 
would the steam flow into, flow out of? And if I could view all 
the vectors of motion and fields of temperatures as this event 
took place, how would my vision be altered? And if piezo-
electric lasers were set about all around, what sounds could 
have been generated? And what would it be like to be able to 
hear those motions—in chromatic sequence, in 8-bit? 
-
It is summer and I have time. I could observe. I could imagine. 
I could imagine ‘ok.’

I marvel at this fact. The last time I felt as if I could think 
unburdened seemed a long way in the past; the memory 
bears a dreamlike quality. Even now, there is a tinge of such 
irreality—this, a descriptor of specific unreality, of a strange 
unreality. How am I far displaced by the feeling of ease and 
leisure?

How odd it is to be away from the feeling of running away 
from the minute hand, the feeling of the sky overcast by 
the hour—away from the strange dread, the energy sapping 
malaise that overshadowed the whole of my sophomore year! 
Here, at a stranger’s house in New York, there was no guilt in 

So as a senior leaving this school in a few short days, my 
hope for this school is that down the road, they will not only 
recognize the need for diversity of experience and narrative 
but also appreciate what they find in those complexities 
because they know God more fully through them. 



thinking about dragonflies and steam and lasers and sound. 
No feeling that I should be thinking about something else—of 
ways to survive, of ways to help my friends, of how to forestall 
escape mechanisms, of transfer options, of thinking of thinking 
of thinking of thinking of thinking of thinking of…

…how I do not remember when I first started to feel and 
internalize discomfort at Gordon’s campus.
-
The dragonfly flits off and, after a beat, I turn back to the 
notebook balanced between my knees. I trace the pen tucked 
behind my ear, feeling its polished cylinder again the thinness 
of skin on cartilage. The page before me sports a few notes, 
entries from months ago: small quips regarding experience, 
random to-do lists, sketches of humanoid figures. I scan over 
the symbols and figures then flip over to the half-filled back 
page. Left thumb securely pressed against the spine and the 
interstice between pages, I raise my right to retrieve the pen 
snug by my head—when my phone rings. A friend from school.

I drop the pen and pick up.
“Hey, what’s up?” 

“He’s been cut.” 

“Oh.” 

Summer, farewell.
-
“How can we ever go back?” 

I chose to begin this recollection not by detailing my 
relationship with a specific faculty member and of the pain of 
sudden severance. For I knew what would have been elicited 
if I were to do so: sympathy, pity, maybe a lament or two. All 
heartfelt, but all after the fact—it is too late! There is no hope 
of reclamation, of restoration in this specific way. 

He is gone, and along with him the faith of many students.

I knew too the explanations that would have been offered if 
those parties directly involved in the layoffs were pressed: it 
was the most economically sound choice, the best way to 



conserve the core of smaller departments, the natural 
consideration given the non-tenure status of my professor. 
Given a certain operating paradigm, there is no faulting these 
reasons. They are valid, and logical.  

He is gone, and the school budget goes on. 

I understand. 
-
So I began this piece instead with a moody sketch, hoping to 
point to what lies behind the reactions that erupted the time 
the announcements broke: reactions of outrage, anger, hurt; 
feelings of being targeted, sabotaged, trampled on. Angry 
tweets, angry Facebook posts, angry accusations against the 
administration. Add to the media storm. Gordon College under 
attack, from within and without.

It is not my place here to discuss whether such anger was 
righteous, or whether the accusations lofted were warranted. 
No, the main point I wish to tease out is this what lies behind 
the violence and turmoil: a pre-existent sense of unhappiness, 
of uneasiness, of ill health. A pot of water does not boil 
instantly; temperature increases at an evident rate over time.

If students were seemingly unreasonable in their responses, it 
is symptomatic of a level of discontent already achieved. 
-
Of course, it is possible that the present level of discontent 
is due to our status as college students in the 21st century—
saddled with debt ever accumulating and job prospects ever 
decreasing. We could just be unsettled college kids, itching for 
a fight—against anyone, anything. The institutions we are in 
happen to fit the ambiguous bill. As a generation anxious and 
stressed by an uncertain future, we may just have been waiting 
for that last straw, hay ever piling higher and higher, and in a 
quick lapse we had decided that Gordon’s policies, Gordon’s 
cuts, etc. was it. 

The fact that students are not so much concerned with those 
general issues, however, is telling. Over the past several years 
such issues as debt and future uncertainty facing millennials 
have been better articulated, and more visible fighting 
platforms (such as StrikeDebt) have emerged; yet this is not



the talk at Gordon. Further, given that Gordon’s demographic 
is, after all, quite well-to-do, there is little reason to believe that 
outrage is a mere transference and projection of nationally 
imaged issues.
-
Student’s concerns and feelings are much more localized. This 
manifests in the way affected students cluster with and repel 
each other. 

Some students cluster around each other and derive comfort 
by mutual expressions of fatigue and irritation—“Ugh, Gordon.” 
Such bonds are strong, but as they are based on wholly 
negative premises, they more often than not lead to an 
accelerated descent into greater hostility and polarization. 

At times in response to polarization, others turn into 
themselves—crawling into blanket caves and clawing their way 
into absences, extensions, incompletes, withdrawals. 

Yet some others manage a level of ignorance and go on their 
way, skating above the ice while others peer into what they 
perceive to be freezing depths—and when challenged by the 
evident display of unhappiness by those who are discomfited, 
they often balk and cry irrationality, or worse, ungratefulness.

The tendency is personal, disparate—yet disturbingly similar. It 
is irreal. No one knows really why anyone feels this way but it 
is felt nonetheless… 
-
The localization shows, too, in the way students cluster 
around staff and faculty that seem to them a lighthouse in a 
perceptibly dark but unfathomable storm; a helpful presence 
in whatever confusion buffets their now less-than-happy 
college experience. That my professor was to many students 
a lifeline and a hope is indicative of this. How did it so happen 
that he was such a figure? 

The extent of his influence can be seen in the mourning of 
many of my friends and I. It was more than mourning over a 
loss of talent, promise, and friendship. It was as if we had been 
deep in the trenches together fighting a strange war, details 
obfuscated by chains of command—it felt more like the loss of 
a comrade. 



That is the greater question to be asked—why was he so 
deeply mourned, and why in such a way?
-
I believe my professor was such a figure to many a student 
partly because he was remarkably open about his own “misfit” 
within Gordon. He suffered alongside students who felt on the 
outskirts of Gordon; he was just as open about his own qualms 
and anxieties, just as much as he was open about his hopes. 
He was a lighthouse not so much for his optimism but of his 
allowance of emotion, doubt, and unknowing—he understood 
that students felt something to be wrong, and he understood 
the fact that whatever that was is to some extent intangible, 
not articulable. He understood that allowing for an ambiguous 
space to exist gave students much needed reprieve, be it a 
small one: facilitating such a space is a gesture of affinity, a 
“you are not alone in feeling this, whatever it is.” 

Above all, however, he understood because to a large degree 
he too felt the same twists and shifts and groping in the dark. 
-
To value the allowance of frustration presupposes a 
background context that is already destabilized. It indicates 
a loss of other spaces to voice concern, a loss that affects 
faculty and students alike. 

What school conditions would effect such relationship 
between teachers and students—beyond mentor and mentee, 
advisor and advisee, but as mutual sufferers? If the loss is felt 
like that of the loss of a comrade—what is the war we were 
engaged in the first place, the war that found us inside it 
without a definite clue as to why?
-
“How can we go on?” 

I don’t understand.

It is nearly summer again and I still don’t know. I still don’t 
know. 

Do you?



XXI.
I’m sitting here not thinking I have anything to say, that 
my voice adds nothing. I didn’t always think that way, but 
I can sure as hell thank Gordon for its emergence. I like to 
think “freedom in a framework of faith” meant something 
at some point. For a school that at one point prized itself 
on “freedom,” Gordon adores its chains. I like to think that 
freedom is found in ideas besides selectively quasi-Catholic 
positions on marriage appropriated by evangelicals when it 
suits them, places besides the gazebo and the patch of grass 
outside the bookstore, and people besides those who use 
their checkbooks to dictate trite and shallow moralism from 
the Bible Belt. Maybe I’m crazy, but freedom might just be 
more than the freedom to recite the right doctrine or believe 
the right tenant. Maybe freedom means having an exchange of 
ideas about something more than Calvinism vs. Arminianism 
or just how much we love the Christian liberal arts. Maybe 
freedom was found in the classrooms and offices of laid 
off faculty and in the defeated sighs of friends too broken 
and battered by the daily monotony of Gordon existence to 
get out of bed. I guess I never imagined freedom to be so 
confining or open space to make me feel so claustrophobic. 

XXII.
Unfortunately for those who perpetually say, “now is not the 
time” for any critical discussion, it’s been enough; a critique is 
vital.

This campus has no freedom of speech or space for 
complex narratives that differ from the carefully cultivated 
and marketable norm, and that’s an alarming problem for 
an institution of higher learning to have. There’s nothing 
but vague sayings of trite geniality about “dialogue” and 
“prayerfully considering different opinions.” This is an unholy 
matrimony of falsely placed piety to an increasingly



ultraconservative agenda that is counterintuitive to the 
learning process of university. The elite education we 
supposedly are given at Gordon is a farce, a show. Those 
who bear the brunt of this most poignantly are the faculty, 
professors dearly loved by the students and alum of this 
increasingly disappointing institution. 

There is a painful, brutal, struggling silence now. It’s fucked 
up that people can lose (and have lost) their job for speaking 
up for what they believe is right. It’s fucked up that faculty 
are threatened to get with the board of trustees’ agenda or 
get left behind.  It’s fucked up to see an institution that was 
uniquely innovative in its willingness to openly engage with 
controversial and intellectually complex matters, transition 
into a censored place hostile to any event or topic that 
might impact its carefully curated brand. I sit, stunned at 
the negative changes I’ve seen take place in these past four 
years here. One by one, meaningful student-led initiatives and 
protests have been shut down. One by one, professors are 
reprimanded for speaking too boldly. One by one, most of the 
best and the brightest faculty have left, sometimes against 
their own wishes. I grieve these events, wordlessly lament at 
the loss my beloved academic world has gone through.

I’ve spent four years rationalizing why I stayed, desperately 
celebrating the genuinely great aspects of Gordon College and 
my time here. And I know there are genuinely great aspects 
here, in the midst of all this. I still have faith in the potential 
vibrancy this academic setting could be. Yet avoiding cynicism 
is difficult in light of misstep after misstep by administrative 
leaders at the top. I am angry and mournful about what I’ve 
witnessed, and can only hope that my voice, and others like 
mine, will be heard by those at Gordon: current students, 
please pay attention and combat the silence slowly deadening 
our campus. Current and former professors: please know 
we’ve witnessed your struggles and we support your desire for 
academic freedom. 



XXIII.
Over the summer, we were informed that we were losing a 
decent amount of tenured faculty from Gordon.  They were 
either fired or pressured to resign.  This caused a tremendous 
amount of upset.  We lost great minds, people who had taught 
for a number of years in this place.  This place that sent them 
off.  Tenure is supposed to provide job security.  You can 
have faith that if you’ve been tenured they can’t get rid of 
you.  Then why, has this school rid itself of so many faculty 
members?  Likely because they didn’t meet Gordon’s very 
narrow and particular standards.  I hadn’t had an opportunity 
to take classes with these professors, but I’d heard about Val 
Buchanan and knew of Greg Carmer – and with his loss, we 
lose the Elijah Project as well.  Glenney I had planned on taking 
a course with and had heard from other students some of his 
great stories.  It is a loss we should not take lightly.  Gordon 
hasn’t been the same, and won’t quite ever be the same 
without these people.  Some of them were defining factors of 
Gordon.  As a freshman, I’d heard about them, looked forward 
to courses and getting to know them.  This year’s freshmen 
will never know what I knew, and especially, will never know 
the people the classes ahead of me have gotten to know and 
experience.  It makes me wonder: Is it worth it?

XXIV.
Dear Administration, 

Though campus was deserted for “Spring” Break, we were 
still buried under at least a feet of snow, with the snow banks 
along Ken Olsen Parking Lot and around the Bell measuring 
between 3ft and 10 ft. With a dozen-or-so other students 
working for Physical Plant, I walked through trenches of 
mounted snow, looking for a good place to begin – a good 
place to begin removing the heavy, packed layers of winter 
‘wonderland’ that was crushing good old Fowler Campus. It 
had started in January with the first blizzard and simply hadn’t 
stopped. So where does one begin? 



Shortly past the crack of dawn, we set off to dig-out the 
benches and handicapped ramps in the Ken Olsen parking lot. 
The benches, facing frosty Gull Pond, had born the weight of 
10ft. of densely packed snow and ice. We feared the worst and 
after thirty minutes or so of careful digging, we discovered 
the benches had been a causality of that winter – crushed 
and misshapen under the weight they had born. Our bench 
work was interrupted, however, by an order from the top: we 
needed to attend to the Bell and its pavilion. The aesthetic 
and ideological centre point of our school had been rendered 
inaccessible by snow. It was only fitting that this be the centre 
of our attention as well. It took the rest of the day, hard-
shoveling with the help of a two plows, and a few sunburnt-
necks for us to dig out the pavilion so that one might see the 
Bell or stroll up close to it. 

The day following our work on the Bell, we returned our 
attention to the fragile wooden benches. We were looking 
for survivors. The unlucky would be towed away and fixed 
up in the shop back at Physical Plant. Another order came 
from the top. The order was odd, but we of course complied. 
Somewhat confused, we picked up our shovels and walked 
away from campus, past the Hud Dorms down the long walk 
towards the Bennet Center. Between the Ferrin and Road 
Halls, we hopped over the wooden fence onto Grapevine 
Road and crossed the street towards the hill that led up to 
the CFI and Wilson houses. On the side of Grapevine Road 
by the driveway up to Wilson House sits a short stone wall 
that stretches no more than fifteen feet on either side of the 
driveway. To my amateur eyes, the wall has always seemed 
more aesthetic than functional. It draws your attention to 
the winding driveway up into the wooded hilltop where the 
two houses sit hidden from view. Today, the wall’s charming 
effect was lost because snow had crept its way up the 
sides, sometimes covering the wall completely. It was our 
job to recover the rustic effect of the stone wall by clearing 
it of snow and ice so it could be glimpsed and admired by 
cars making their way down Grapevine Road. So we spent 
another full day on this task – again, securing the visibility of 
an aesthetic part our campus that signaled that a powerful 
member of our community lived somewhere up the road. 



The custodial staff was so small during Spring Break that I 
was re-assigned from shoveling the wall to my usual custodial 
position of cleaning the campus’ interiors. In five hours of 
cleaning the AJ Chapel auditorium. I collected no less than 
$5.00 in change by scraping coin-ridden dust bunnies out 
from under pews and behind seat-cushions. I swept the ledges 
of the stunning chapel windows to clear away the dozens of 
dried carcasses of little bugs who met their end in the harsh 
glare of sunlight-through-glass. Alone in the wide-open chapel, 
vacuum strapped to my back, I pondered the world I was 
both in and helping to create (and make clean). In a moment 
where the campus was empty of students, the assignments of 
our shoveling that week were blatantly symbolic to me of the 
priority campus leadership holds: Image. We were instructed 
to unpack two areas of campus that were aesthetic symbols of 
religious identity and a charming fantasy of faithful, powerful, 
leadership that guides us. A car zips by the wall of Wilson 
house, taking in the quaint pond and beautiful woods. A 
photograph of the sun setting behind AJ chapel shows off 
beams of light glinting off the bell while students blur in and 
out of the frame. With these beautiful images in mind, where 
does one begin? Where does one begin unpacking layer 
after layer of the frosty indifference and spite that has settled 
over us? Where does one begin analyzing the “sides” and the 
“polarity” which we live in and continue to create? But if we 
continue to “begin” with you, if we continue to “begin,” with 
Image and Power, and if you continue to arrest the struggle for 
visibility from us by refocusing your resources on protecting 
yourself and keeping yourselves visible and picture-perfect, I 
do not see the frost coming to an end. 

Sincerely,

A student, waiting for the thaw 



XXV.
Thank goddess that the time has come to finally fucking 
leave this place. I wish I could exit quietly without wearing 
a scratchy table cloth. I would rather do anything than 
walk across the stage to shake the hand of a man that has 
personally called me pain. (Do you know that you trigger my 
anxiety? That I have a rolling word-document of all the things 
I’d like to say to you? That your decisions caused me to lose 
sleep and life? That seeing you has sent me into panic attacks? 
That I’m banking on my prozac and years of counseling/ 
intentionally distancing myself from this goddamn mess to 
make me able to share your air?) The thought of graduation 
weekend, our school’s great accomplishments being touted, 
everything shiny for the parents, extra tulips on the quad, is 
vomit inducing. A whole weekend of Gordon jacking itself of. 

My diploma is nothing compared to the fact that I have made 
it out alive. I’m so fucking worn out. I’m tired of resisting. I’m 
tired of not being welcome… of being told my experience 
was invalid… of being lied to through press releases, emails, 
meetings with administrators, through twisted religious texts, 
through the guise of “caring for my wellbeing”. I’m tired of 
seeing my friends so hurt by Christian love... of cringing every 
time someone asks me where I go to school… of seeing the 
faculty and staff who gave me life and safety being fired and 
choosing to leave… of seeing sexual assault be dismissed… of 
seeing people’s humanity be denied… of my friends’ quality of 
life and health suffering because of this toxic space… of the 
quality of my education being sacrificed. The air is heavy, we 
can all feel it, because we can all barely breath. 

Stop shaming resistance and silencing voices in the margins. 
Who is your Jesus? Jesus would flip these tables. (Ever 
wonder if you’re wrong? Ever wonder if this is all worth it?) 
Fuck your religious freedom. I found my freedom.

Anonymous



AFTERWORD

Death of a Small Town

By B.H. Fairchild

It’s rather like snow: in the beginning,
immaculate, brilliant, the trees shocked
into a crystalline awareness of something

remarkable, like them, but not of them,
perfectly formed and yet formless.
You want to walk up and down it,

this bleak, maizeless field of innocence
with its black twigs and blue leaves.
You want to feel the silence crunching

beneath your houseshoes, but soon everyone
is wallowing in it, the trees no longer
bear sunlight, the sky has dragged down

its gray dream, and now is no longer snow
but something else, not water or even
its dumb cousin, mud, but something used,

ordinary, dull. Then one morning at 4 a.m.
you go by seeking that one feeble remnant,
you are so lonely, and of course you find

its absence. An odd thing, to come upon
an absence, to come upon death, to come upon
what is left when everything is gone.




