Articles published at www.bagpipeonline.com on April 15, 2020

NEWS SECTION

HOME

NEWS
ARCHIVES

ARTS
ABOUT

OPINIONS

SPORTS

Creativity in Cooking
April 15, 2020 / Hannah Urban

Currently, there is a lot of uncertainty surrounding us every day. Our normally scheduled lives have
changed, each of us with a different situation and a different story to tell. A lot of new hobbies are
being born, whether it’s creating a new at-home workout routine, learning how to knit, or bingewatching a Netflix show that never seemed interesting before. One hobby that a lot of students
couldn’t pursue before is cooking.
Now that students are home, eating habits are changing. Having a full kitchen and a family to cook for
is more common. Learning to make bread, cooking breakfast for family, and reflecting on favorite
home-cooked meals are just a few of the ways that food has become more important.
Cooking is a way to bring a sense of joy, both to the creator of the food and those enjoying their meal. I
hope to share some of the specific ways cooking has brought joy to Covenant students over the past
few weeks.
Cooking is creative. Leila Vaughn ‘22 said, “I love cooking. I am an artist and also an Enneagram 2w3
so cooking allows me to be creative and be inventive while also doing something for other people.”
Cooking is a hobby that tells a story. Sawanya Sriubol’s (‘21) favorite meal is chicken white sauce with
mushrooms because it is her grandma’s traditional dish. She said, “The sweet taste of the thick creamy
sauce and soft delicious chicken poured on top of warm soft rice has raised me to become this
woman… every time I start to miss her I would cook this dish.”
Cooking is community. Jemma Miller ‘22 said, “Good food puts a smile on people’s faces and that
makes me happy.”
Isaac Trefsgar ‘22 said cooking “is a fun time to learn new skills, try new things, and spend time with
people I care about while we cook together.”

It isn’t always easy to find ingredients right now, but it has only brought out more creativity and
determination in Covenant students.
Miller said, “I was making scones the other day and had no buttermilk so I mixed milk and lemon
juice and let it curdle and used that as a buttermilk substitute. Also used maple syrup in place of
vanilla for frosting, which adds a nice flavor if you don't have vanilla.”
Vaughn and her family had trouble finding flour. She said, “It took my family and me forever to find
any kind of flour to make bread and other baked goods in the store. I guess people were really freaking
out that they would be trapped in their homes for a long time, but we finally did and I have made a
couple of batches of muffins, scones, and some bread.”
Regardless of where our ingredients come from, food is fellowship, and it is a beautiful gift given to us
by God. Sriubol shared a great reminder. She said, “In Psalm 27:14, it says to wait on the Lord and be
strong. I think cooking is the same idea—to learn how to be patient and wait for the food to be cooked
right. Just like when we are praying, sometimes we want the answer instantly, but we must wait
because the result will be perfect as God is perfect.”
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Staff Picks: Feel-Good Movie
April 15, 2020 / The Bagpipe Staff

Now, I am a big fan of sad, gritty movies, but every so often my soul longs for something joyful—
something so relentlessly happy that I forget what sad even means. I’m thinking here of that one
movie—we all have at least one—you can rely on to be whatever you need it to be. You’ve probably
seen it more times than you can count, so if you need it to be a mindless distraction, it can be just that.
But if you need to laugh, fear not, the jokes are still funny, regardless of how many times you watch it.
Of course, a feel-good movie need not be a comedy; anything that soothes your soul will do. Watching
this kind of movie is like being with a puppy or an infant. You might not be intellectually stimulated
by them, but you will most certainly feel better after a couple hours in their presence. Here are a few
picks from your editors.
Editor: Jacob Kortenhoeven
Choice: Megamind (2010)

This hilarious take on the perils of super-villainy
has become a go-to feel-good flick for my family
—perhaps tied with Tangled for our mostwatched animated movie. Each scene of
Megamind’s giant blue shenanigans is delightful
to watch, and the witty jokes never get old. It’s
the best thing for bad since bad became good.

Editor: Suzannah Guthmann
Choice: Emma (2020)

I grew up watching the 1996 Emma with
Gwyneth Paltrow. Story wise, I prefer that
version and it is closer to the book. However,
Anya Taylor-Jane does an incredible job as the
matchmaking aristocrat in the 2020 version and
the entire film is beautiful and absolutely
ridiculous. Think of a really chill Planet Earth
with pretty dresses—it’s very zen.

Editor: Will Payne
Choice: My Cousin Vinny (1992)

I hadn’t watched this classic courtroom comedy
until recently, and it’s a seriously funny and
heartwarming film. (Use of language is
extensive, however, so it’s not quite a family
movie.) My Cousin Vinny tells the story of two
New York teenagers who get arrested in
Alabama on suspicion of a crime they didn’t
commit. Their hapless cousin, who only recently
passed the bar exam after several tries, is called
to Alabama to defend them. Hilarity ensues in the cultural contrast between New York and the rural
South, and through a series of clever maneuvers, the inexperienced Vinny eventually triumphs.
(Spoilers, sorry—but it’s a feel-good movie, so what did you expect?)

Editor: Elias Ferenczy
Choice: The Emperor’s New Groove (2000)

After a narcissistic emperor fires his
administrator Yzma, he finds himself in her
home for a special dinner that night. The
mislabeled potion in his drink, while intended
for his death, shockingly transforms him into a

llama. Dejected and humiliated, the emperor
bonds with a friendly peasant herder on his
journey to regain his humanity and rightful
place on the throne. Not only will you be dazzled
by its popping color palette and luscious cartoon
landscapes set to the energetic melody of Emperor Kuzco’s theme song, but you’ll also be exposed to
what I believe is an excellent depiction of the turbulent, often-unexpectedly hilarious world we call
home. Each thoughtfully-crafted character teaches lessons about humanity, virtue, and selflessness in
this family-friendly film.
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Staff Picks: YA or Children's Novel/Series
April 15, 2020 / The Bagpipe Staff

It would be hard to measure the impact certain books and stories had on us as kids, but when I think
back to reading “Eragon” or “The Ranger’s Apprentice” and I get that sudden, gut-wrenching longing,
that nostalgia for story, I know these stories mean more to us than we realize. Some take us spiraling
away to worlds unknown, some ground us more firmly in the world we do know, and the best ones do
a little bit of both. Young Adult and Children’s authors have a simplicity of writing that is accessible to
even the youngest readers, but many have a depth in that simplicity that makes their writing worth
reading far past the age they were “intended for” (whatever that means). Today, you might cringe
thinking about books you read as a kid, but when you were a kid you absolutely adored reading them,
you were completely taken by what the author had to say, and that is not something to forget. Here are
a few of the editors’ favorites, which I hope will take you back, however momentarily, to that state of
wonder. Maybe you’ll even pick one of these up off your tragically dusty shelf and give it another read.

Editor: Jacob Kortenhoeven
Choice: “Alex Rider” by Anthony Horowitz
This now eleven-book series of teenage
espionage and British danger probably fueled
my pre-teen angst, but I do not regret it for a
moment. Gloriously predictable yet somehow
still full of unexpected twists and turns, I found
myself consuming these adventures faster than
Anthony Horowitz could produce them. Though
I was obviously in it for the action-packed,
death-defying, world-saving, terrorist-fighting

aspects of the series, I think I also appreciated
the themes of love and family. Oh boy, I am still
amazed Alex got himself out of that last one.

Editor: Suzannah Guthmann
Choice: “Redwall” by Brian Jacques
Credited by my mother as the books that got my older brothers to read, this series introduces us to a
world where badgers rule mountains, gentle mice grow gardens, otters sing sea tales and wildcats are
the ultimate villains. With sweet friendships, some genuine intrigue, and feast scenes that will make
you drool, I really wish that I hadn’t given my copies to Goodwill in a fit of middle school “I’m too old
for this.” A great book to read if suddenly, legally, all you can do is grocery shop (for ingredients to
recreate those iconic feast scenes) and hang out outdoors.

Editor: Paige Hungar
Choice: “The Indian in the Cupboard” series by
Lynne Reid Banks

The five books in this series contain a comingof-age story about change, friendship, and
sacrifice. A birthday gift to a nine-year-old boy
named Omri launches him onto a magical
adventure when it brings his action figures to
life. With elements of fantasy and historical
fiction, this series has a wide appeal but also
challenges the reader to, along with Omri,
grapple with stereotypes, tragedy, and the
truth.

Editor: Henri Lowe

Choice: “A Swiftly Tilting Planet” by Madeleine
L’Engle
Somehow, this one seemed appropriate.
Madeleine L’Engle is fairly typical middleschool reading fare, though she’s most often
highlighted for “A Wrinkle in Time,” which,
admittedly, is a lovely book. I always preferred
this one, though—the third book in her Time
Quintet, “A Swiftly Tilting Planet” follows
Charles Wallace Murray, a brilliant young
teenager, who’s been tasked with navigating a
global crisis by journeying through time,
oscillating between bodies and centuries, trying
to figure out what went wrong in history and
how to right that moment. Atop a unicorn,
traveling through time with the help of a lilting
rune, Charles Wallace follows the threads of
history, in the hopes of undoing the threat
posed to the world as he knows it. It’s a really
lovely, really poetic, really intricate story.

Editor: Will Payne
Choice: “The Mysterious Benedict Society” by
Trenton Lee Stewart
This trilogy of children’s novels, about a team of
uniquely talented kids who have to take down
an evil supervillain with their wits, their
cunning, and their (in one case) unusual ability
to measure things by looking at them,

Editor: Kyle Kraus

Choice: “A Series of Unfortunate Events” by
Lemony Snicket
This children’s story spans thirteen books, (and
four prequel books,) and follows three siblings
with some of the worst luck in the world. What
starts slowly as a bad adoption experience
quickly morphs into a global conspiracy.
Snicket’s dry humor never ceases to delight,
mocking topics from common phrases to
random words. These thirteen books also delve
into themes rarely addressed in most adult media, let alone children novels. And with the “anyone can
die” mentality, anything is possible and you’ll be on the edge of your seat until the end of “Chapter 14.”

Editor: Elias Ferenczy
Choice: “The Children of the Red King” series by Jenny Nimmo
As a child, I never remember being told I wasn’t allowed to read “Harry Potter.” It was one of those
things I just assumed. However, I do remember peering in on my older sister Abigail as she sat atop
her sparkly queen bed with one of these magically thick books in her hands, which she read alongside
my brother Zebulun. As I heard their discussions and conjectures about children with various magical
endowments, cruel and elusive relatives, and pianos being played at midnight, I anticipated the time I
would read them for myself. As one of the first book series I read on my own, Nimmo’s story-telling
will always be something I look back fondly upon.
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Morning Coffee
April 15, 2020 / Henri Lowe

I haven’t been feeling particularly anxious lately, which I can attribute to both my being busy since
starting classes and to my settling into some semblance of a routine. It’s been a few weeks since I’ve
been anywhere, or seen pretty much anyone besides my family and a few neighbors. While I’m very
grateful that my family and I are in a position to be able to stay home and shelter in place, I’m
beginning to feel lonely. Based on the general mood I’ve observed on Instagram, and a few texts I
received this week, it seems that I’m not alone. Online classes have mitigated the loneliness to some
extent, but not drastically—rather, I find that, because I have more time, I’m constantly seeking
interaction with the outside world through Instagram, text, or email. I’m making a lot of playlists, and
doing a lot of reminiscing. The book of Ecclesiastes, which I’ve been studying in Dr. Jones’s Wisdom
Literature course this semester, would likely tell me to enjoy the lot that God has given me now, rather
than looking to the past or pining for the future; it would not, however, tell me that such a task is
simple. I’m not sure what liturgical behavior looks like while we’re sheltering in place all over the
country, in turns lonely and okay, glad to be with family or friends and missing family and friends.
I’ve been making coffee every morning, though. I get up about an hour before my online classes begin,
throw on some makeup, pull on an oversized sweater and a pair of leggings, and head downstairs to
boil the water, weigh the coffee, and watch it drip slowly through the Chemex. I portion it into two
mugs, put oatmilk in mine, and bring the other to my dad while he sits in the living room on a video
call. Dr. Jones commented, last week, that sometimes the lot that God has given us to enjoy is simple,
like a cup of coffee that you made, that just happened to be really good. And you ought to just enjoy
that cup now, he noted, rather than worrying about how much coffee will be available later on in the
quarantine, or wondering if you ought to start stockpiling coffee.
I keep making coffee, which isn’t a metaphor or analogy for how we ought to perform so we feel less
lonely or anxious. I still feel lonely sometimes; I still feel anxious sometimes. I just keep making
coffee, because I enjoy it, and because my dad enjoys it, and it lends some structure to my mornings,
and it keeps me awake.

I’m not sure what liturgical practice looks like during this time. It might well mean daily, structured
prayer, or readings, or checking up on people, and I’m not as good at any of those as I’d like. I’ll
probably feel happy, and lonely, and uncertain, and I’ll probably keep making coffee. I’m learning to
be okay with that.
Let’s keep praying for peace.
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The Grove Walrus: Part 1
April 15, 2020 / Henri Lowe

Isabel swears I’m not thinking clearly, but I keep insisting that there’s this magnificently large, green,
blubbery walrus in the bushes outside of the house. We call it the Grove, the section of hedges that
curtains our little house from the main house. It’s a lovely place, but crowded. Our little house is far
more private, far more quiet—just me and Isabel and Jess and Elizabeth, drinking tea and laughing
and writing essays late at night.
Except for this one walrus, she’s there too, I’m certain. Me and Isabel and Jess and Elizabeth, and this
giant walrus, who lives in the bushes where we sacrifice our coffee grounds every night. Jess usually
makes coffee early in the day, and I usually make coffee late in the evening, so there’s a pretty
consistent rotation of coffee-ground disposal, and, since coffee grounds weigh down the compost
terribly but also tend to clog the drain, we brave the wet pavement and throw them to the Grove. We
perform this ritual sacrifice fairly reverently, barefoot and penitent, aware of the service the Grove
performs both in shielding us from the more crowded house and in taking the coffee grounds that we
don’t use. Sometimes we wonder if the trees actually appreciate it, but, considering we sacrificed a
pumpkin to them a few weeks ago, I think they’re probably quite fond of the four of us.
It was on one of these coffee-ground-sacrificing missions that I first saw the walrus. She blended in
fairly well, at the outset (though, to be fair, I wasn’t looking for walruses amongst the leaves, so it may
have been my own close-mindedness). It was the eyes I noticed first, shivering in my sweater,
tiptoeing to avoid cold, stagnant puddles, fishing the grounds out of the bottom of the french press
with a spoon. Just these giant, magnificent, arresting orbs, peeping through the bushes.
I very nearly swore loudly, but cut myself off and glanced back to the door of the house. They hadn’t
noticed—they were listening to something on our rather eccentric house playlist, appropriately loudly,
and dancing while waving pieces of toast in the air. Not an uncommon sight, far less so than these
eyes in the bushes.

It was one of two things, I assumed (because at that point I wasn’t well versed in Anglo-Saxon walrus
lore)—either it was a ghost, like the one we assumed probably lived in our boiler closet, or it was one
of those elves that haunts academic cities like this one. Something Lewisian, or Tolkien-ish, or
something of the sort. I don’t speak Elvish, and don’t really know how to converse with ghosts, so I
wasn’t particularly excited about the possibility of either; I was somewhat relieved, then, when I saw
the tusks. They were mossy, so I knew that we had to be dealing with some sort of woodland creature,
and, when I parted the branches to reveal a giant green head and blubbery, forest-green body, I
supposed that ‘woodland walrus’ would be my classification, if I was forced to guess. The flower crown
it was wearing confirmed the assumption for me fairly readily.
I stared at it for a couple minutes, and it stared at me. It was, without doubt, giant, though I didn’t
really know how large walruses generally were, so it was very possible that it was a pretty standard
walrus size. It wasn’t squashing the trees in the Grove, either—it seemed to be hovering contentedly,
just above the root system. Hovering, blinking at me, and humming. I turn back to the house, then
back to the hovering walrus. The humming’s almost certainly familiar, it’s almost certainly something
I know.
“Is that?” I say, tilting my head.
I promise that the walrus nodded.
“You’re singing along to our playlist?”
I promise it nodded again.
“I see.” I nod, to mirror its actions so it feels more at home. I read that somewhere. “You from around
here, then? I just wasn’t aware of walruses native to the English countryside, you know? Human
privilege and all that.”
It bonks one of the twigs.
“Ah, right. Woodland walrus, then.”
It nods, which mostly consisted of its tusks bouncing up and down.
“That’s a thing?”
It doesn’t look amused, flapping its flipper slightly, as if to say, “Aren’t I a thing?”
“Fair enough.”

It leans down to nibble a few coffee grounds from one of the branches nearest it.
“I’ve got an essay due tomorrow, I’m afraid, otherwise I’d stick around. Can I get you anything,
though?”
I still can’t speak walrus, because the human vocal apparatus really isn’t suited for the intonations, but
back then, I couldn’t even ascertain when she was trying to talk. So I told her I’d bring her some toast,
around, say 2 am, because I’d certainly still be up by then.
I went back inside, made some toast, and wrote my essay until late. At 2 am, I put a piece of toast with
raspberry jam outside, by the Grove, when some of my housemates were in their rooms, and one was
showering. At 2 am, I made coffee again, just for an excuse to venture back out to the Grove. The plate
was empty; there were crumbs everywhere; and I couldn’t see any eyes.
-------I didn’t see her at all the rest of that week, but I finally mentioned her, in a very roundabout manner,
to Jess and Isabel and Elizabeth that weekend, over toast. Isabel, our resident medieval scholar and
literary critic, was my first appeal. We were all of us sitting around the table, drinking tea and talking,
when I asked Isabel about medieval walrus portraits. (The medievals, as we’d all discovered this
semester, had a tendency to paint spectacularly odd portraits of animals, and give them spectacularly
odd names, generally pertaining somehow to medieval religious life. I thought it was worth a shot, at
least.) She hadn’t come across anything, she said, so I next turned to Jess, our resident Lewis scholar,
and asked her about Tolkien or Lewis mentioning, say, mythological English walruses. Jess hadn’t
seen anything either, but at this point, their interest was piqued. Elizabeth hadn’t come across
anything either, any Biblical or ancient Near Eastern portrayals of walrus deities, so I, a bit
downtrodden, told them that I was quite sure we had a woodland walrus living in the Grove.
“Ah,” they said. They then asked how much sleep I had been getting. I said I’d gotten a full four and a
half hours last night, and four hours the night before that, and three and a half the night before that,
so I was perfectly fine, thank you very much. They told me to shut up and drink my tea. So I did.
It was two days later when the walrus made herself known to us properly. I’d returned back to the
house to find my housemates crowded around one of Isabel’s medieval history books, something
about the Anglo-Catholic pagan traditions, if I remember correctly.
“Look. Look,” Jess said. “Look.” She pulls me over to the table, and I lean over, to find there, in one of
the footnotes, a telling line of text:

Some Anglo-Saxon sources translate this line, “And the woodland walruses roamed among them,
yet, at the outset of the battle, they were scared away, fleeing to the foothills, the groves and the
mires.” These sources claim that, contextually, this reading makes far more sense than the
traditional reading of “And the woodland bunnies roamed among them.”
“Oh my word.”
“It was just open to this page. I came home, the floor was covered in leaves, and there was a twig
marking the page,” Isabel says.
“My word.”
Jess being Jess threw open the door, right then and there, yelling for the woodland walrus and
severely startling some of the students returning their bikes to the outpost and heading over to the Big
House.
“Just shouting to the sacred Grove!” Jess says to reassure them (they do not look reassured). We all
crowd out by the Grove, giggling, and hoping the walrus will show herself; however, we don’t see her.
That night, though, when we have the windows open and stacks of toast on the counter, the walrus
starts humming again.
It’s a melodic low drone, low enough that the residents in the main house start texting the group
message, then texting us—
“can anyone hear that?”
“hey friends! trying to write essays, whoever is playing music would you mind turning it down?”
“hey it almost sounds like the humming is coming from near the bike racks, do you guys have any
idea?”
We very nearly texted that it was probably the woodland walrus, but we figured the walrus probably
wouldn’t want to be outed to everyone like that, and that they probably wouldn’t believe us anyways.
She hummed along for a couple more hours, we set out some toast for her, and determined that it
would be our mission for the semester—to figure out who the walrus was, and why she was living in
our grove. Little did we know that such a quest would catapult us into ancient mythology, and a longforgotten time in which woodland walruses roamed the grassy hills of England.
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Tampa Tom
April 15, 2020 / Nate Plating

Tom Brady, arguably the greatest quarterback in
NFL history and owner of the greatest sports
glow-up (sorry, Gordon Hayward), signed with
the Tampa Bay Buccaneers this off-season. After
number one overall pick, Jameis Winston, left
the team, a hole was left at the quarterback spot.
And who better to head on down to Tompa Bay,
then Tom Brady himself.
Brady was drafted to the New England Patriots
199th overall in the 2000 NFL draft out of Michigan. He became the starter following an injury to
quarterback Drew Bledsoe during Terrific Tom’s second season. He, all-in-all, spent 20 seasons with
the Pats, the most ever by a quarterback. During his tenure, he played in nine Super Bowls, winning
six Lombardi trophies and four Super Bowl MVPs, the latter two of those being NFL records.
Additionally, he has won three NFL MVP awards during his career.
After playing his entire twenty season career with the Patriots, the move to Tompa came as a surprise
to many in the sports world. After spending his whole career with one team and them dipping out
near the end, he joins the likes of other sports greats such as Michael Jordan, Hakeem Olajuwon, and
Joe Montana—the former two having not as impressive final runs as the third of those three listed.
Brady agreed to a two-year, $50 million dollar guaranteed contract. This may seem bold to offer to a
42-year-old quarterback who is surely near the end of his career. But if he continues to stick to the
TB12 method, he may never retire.
Growing up as a Peyton Manning fan, I could not stand Tom Brady during my childhood. I never
wanted the Patriots to win, especially when they played the Colts or the Broncos. But, now in the

absence of Manning from the NFL, I have grown to appreciate Brady and his talent more and more.
Their rivalry was great to be a part of, but I wish Tampa Tom the best as he begins in Tompa Bay.
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The Sports World Amid Covid-19
April 15, 2020 / Isaac Parker

The novel coronavirus, COVID-19, severe acute respiratory syndrome coronavirus 2, or whatever you
want to call it, has caused an onslaught of disruptions to millions of people’s everyday lives. One of
those disruptions, while not the most important, is that of the effect on the sports world. Here is an
update on the different major sports that have been affected by this pandemic, and what the future
holds for each league:
NBA: On Wednesday, March 11, 2020, the NBA suspended its season until further notice. This came
after multiple teams announced that they would play games in their arenas with no fans. The league
initially announced that the suspension would begin on Thursday, but the final game of Wednesday,
between the Sacramento Kings and New Orleans Pelicans, was canceled soon after the announcement.

After one of the most intriguing starts to an NBA season in recent years, this news was devastating to
many NBA fans. The Eastern Conference was wide open with LeBron and Kawhi gone, and the
Western Conference included a battle for LA, as well as a solid 3-6 standing in the rest of the
conference. The question of the remainder of the season is still up in the air, and sports fans
everywhere are hoping and praying for an eventual end of the 2020 season.
NFL: Currently, the NFL has cancelled all league operations until further notice, including the highflying NFL Draft that was planned to happen in Las Vegas from April 23-25. However, it has yet to
adjust its regular-season games, which don’t start until September.
MLB: On March 12, Major League Baseball cancelled the remainder of its Spring Training games, and
also announced that the start of the 2020 regular season will be delayed by at least two weeks.
Hopefully, America’s favorite pastime will be able to return as soon as possible and get us through the
dog days of summer.
European Soccer: Soccer in all of Europe is currently on a hiatus. While different leagues cancelled at
different times, every league ended up cancelling eventually. The European Championship, second
only to the World Cup in importance and value in international soccer, will be postponed until 2021.
XFL: Some of you might say this isn’t a major sports league. Well, it is. And the XFL has suspended
operations as of April 10, and laid off nearly all of its staff. Currently, the league has no plan to return
for the 2021 season. For all of us football fans out there, this is a devastating blow. This league, which
was far superior to the AAF, had a promising future that seems to be no more.

