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etter from the editors

GREETINGS, GENTLE READER • EDDIE KOVSKY|03

° Greetings Gentle Reader. Another year has 
come and gone, hopefully for the better. Those of 
you just finishing Junior year may congratulate 
yourselves on surviving Kant. All the Sophomores 
reading this should start preparing now. And all the 
Seniors on their way out owe themselves congrat-
ulations for surviving what I can only assume were 
four of the most difficult, thought provoking, frus-
trating, and in most cases ridiculous years of your 
lives. 1 salute you.

This has been a rather difficult year for the 
Moon as well. While we have always managed to 
collect enough poetry and Tag-related material to 
publish an issue on schedule, I would say that the 
student body's interest in news and editorials has 
been decidedly lacking. Please don't let this facet 
of the Moon die out

SO LONG, GENTLE READER ■ PAUL OBRECHT|02________

° Weil, this issue of the Moon is the last that 
will contain any of my words. This thought. I'm 
sure, digs its claws straight into your heart as 
much as into mine, but let's not shed tears about 
the inevitable, shall we? It's simply time to go.

For a full quarter of the student population, this 
feeling is familiar. The senior class has been quite 
busy for the past semester or so: writing the paper, 

making plans for next year and beyond, embracing 
each other, in various literal and metaphorical 
ways, in recognition of the common experience 
that has occupied a statistically significant portion 
of our lives, coming together and breaking apart, 
confessing long-held secrets, trying to grasp the 
full extent of the changes wrought in us by our 
Johnniedom, and so on. It's a strange time. The 
outside world is looming vividly, in a way that it 
hasn't loomed for some time.

For my part, I came to St. John's at age 24, hav-
ing long since parted from my high school friends, 
from my friends of two years at the University of 
Illinois and, more recently, from friends I made dur-
ing my stint in the Chicago music scene. As a result, 
this current parting for me seems but one more turn 
of the same wheel, a natural and inevitable part of

I would like to extend my thanks to Emily 
Graves and Luke Washburn for their continued 
support throughout the year. Thanks also are due to 
Jess Godden, Devin King, Anna Perleberg, and 
Natasha Vermaak for their regular contributions. 
Thank you to Cathy Garcia for taking over layout. 
Thank you to Jonathan Zecher for maintaining a 
sense of humor. Thank you to Brendan O'Neill for 
including the Moon in your daily juggling act. No 
doubt there are numerous other people who 
deserve my thanks, but please do not mistake my 
poor memory for a lack of gratitude.

I almost forgot. For those of you who thought 
I'd actually give up on this point, let me just say that 
S&C still sucks.

See you next year.
Eddie Kovsky •

being alive when we must say goodbye to those 
with whom we have shared an important time, but 
whose futures nonetheless diverge from our own. 
My recent visit from two homelanders—with whom 
I've stayed close ever since we first met at the 
smokers’ spot before Mr. Barbour's third period 
sophomore English class in 1988—reassures me 
that the friendships that matter endure beyond all 
partings. After all, what's a parting? A separation in 
time and space? See Ms. Perleberg's poem for 
details on what a ludicrous concept that is.

There is of course a great deal more to say 
about transitions and partings and so on, as every-
one knows, but space simply does not permit it 
here. My possibly self-indulgent parting speech is 
done. Enjoy this issue of the Moon. Much of the 
poetry comes from the participants of the Second 
Annual Poetry Slam, and you should also note Mr. 
Goldfarb's invitation to question the myths we all 
like to perpetuate about the Program. Charlotte 
Latham and Sara Abercrombie would also like to 
say goodbye to you, each in their own way. It’s 
been a hoot. I'm sure I'll see ya futher on down the 
trail. Say, bartender, you got any more of that good 
sarsaparilla?... •
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DEARLY BELOVED ■ SARA ABERCROMBIE|02

Dearly Beloved,
Being a senior is scary right now, and a little 

sad. 1 am going to miss this place, despite my 
increasing desire to leave. However, I do not want 

you all to think that this letter is fueled solely by 

nostalgia; 1 genuinely mean what 1 am saying. 1 
want to thank everyone that helped me through 

; the St. John’s process, and I figure publishing a 

' public love letter in the Moon is the best (or at

least most direct and far-reaching) means of 

thanks. Being here has been the most intense 
experience of my life thus far, and I would not 

have been able to do it if you all were not doing it 

as well. I thank you for your wisdom, you’re your 

boldness, and simply for your presence.
I also want to address a problem that 1 feel 

, that St. John’s as a community generally ignores. I 

realize that 1 am being unfair, since 1 am willing to 
start a conversation about this problem, but will 

I leave without participating in solving it. But, 1 am

i going to do it anyway. Hopefully, you all will try to

pursue this issue more fully. 1 feel that in this
;

intense environment of learning we all often for- 

; get to be compassionate to each other outside of 
the classroom. We are not afraid to be unrelenting 

in the classroom—we love to shock each other 

i with new ideas, and take pride in saying things
I that might offend, embarrass, or scare us. Yet out-

side of the classroom, we sometimes can’t even say

hello to each other. In this small community we all 
know about the problems that people are having 

in their lives—be it an illness, the death of a loved 
one, alcoholism, or depression. Instead of avoiding 

these issues, I propose that when we come into 
contact with someone whom we know is suffering 
we should use our classroom courage and acknowl-

edge the pain they feel. It doesn’t have to lead to 

a huge conversation, simply say, “I’m sorry that 

you mother died,” or, “How are you feeling lately? 

I’ve hear you’ve been sick.” I am not suggesting 

that we go up to perfect strangers and do this, but 
if you have someone in class, you know them well 

enough. We have a tendency to intellectualize 

emotions inside of the classroom, and I feel that 

this can be a real detriment to our relationships 

with each other socially. We are not intellectual 

machines, and St. John’s should not stunt us emo-
tionally.

It seems fitting that a rant about love and 

compassion is encompassed with a love letter from 

me to you. I also must apologize to all of you for 

not always following the above advice. I also lack 

the courage sometimes to be compassionate, but I 
think I’m learning. Once again, thanks, and good 

luck in all that you do.

Love,
Sara Abercrombie

St. John's College in Santa Fe has a new Vice President, Micheal R. 

Franco. Mr. Franco has a B.A. in Political Science from Boston College, 

an M.S. in Journalism from Boston University, and an Education Doctorate 

in Higher Education Administration from the University of Rochester. He 

has had a great deal of experience in academic administration, including 

several years at Rhode Island School of Design, the University of 

Rochester, Boston College, and the National Technical Institute for the 

Deaf. Mr. Franco currently resides in Rhode Island.
—Brenna McMahon
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AN OPEN LETTER TO THE UNDERGRADUATES OF ST. JOHN'S COLLEGE ■ BARRY GOLDFARB|TUTOR

° It is now almost a year since I returned from 
my sabbatical, a sabbatical I spent far away from 

St. John’s College in Paris, France. That distance 

and time away helped me to look at the College 

with more clarity and to evaluate some of the ben-

efits as well as the disadvantages of the program 
here. And while I have had some wonderful expe-

riences teaching here, I also came to realize there 

are serious problems, problems which are not being 

addressed. So, when rumors circulate that my dis-

satisfaction stems from the ‘rigidity’ of the pro-

gram, it behooves me to set the record straight. 

Such an explanation for my disaffection is not only 

silly—what exactly does ‘rigidity’ mean, here? 

wouldn’t such a complaint reflect a lack of com-

prehension, on my part, of what a ‘great books’ 

program entails?—but it is also self-serving, dis-

missing my concerns and relieving the College of 

the need and the responsibility to examine those 

issues more seriously. If we are going to offer an 

excellent education—perhaps a ‘true’ education— 
here at St. John’s, it seems to me we need to dis-

cuss exactly what that education consists of.

My objective, in writing this letter, is to get 
YOU, the student body, to consider what kind of 

education you are receiving, what you are paying 
$25,000 per year in tuition FOR. The first thing 

we need to do to begin answering that question, it 

seems to me, is to know who we are.

Unfortunately, I believe we have defined our-

selves primarily by who we are NOT, and so we 

have perpetrated many myths and half-truths 

about other colleges, thereby making ourselves 

worthy by comparison. I do not understand how 

we can hope to recognize our own strengths and 

weaknesses in that fashion.
So, I begin by laying out some of those myths 

and half-truths:

Myth #1: St. John’s College is the only college/ 
university to offer seminar-style courses. This 

claim is simply untrue. ALL small liberal-arts col-

leges—which is what we are—offer small discus-

sion classes. State schools, in general, do not. The 

reasoning is economic: if you seat around a table

16 students paying $25,000 per year in tuition, you 

have $400,000 in tuition money; a public univer-
sity, charging only $4000 per year in tuition, would 

need 100 students to raise the same amount. You 

would need a VERY large seminar table, indeed. In 
other words, when one pays $25,000 per year in 

tuition, one gets a table, not a cavernous lecture 

hall.
What is true, however, is that St. John’s is 

probably the only school which offers ONLY sem-

inar-style classes. Which leads to:

Myth #2: Lecture classes are ‘bad’. Lectures, 
the reasoning goes, provide a passive form of learn-

ing: the professor has done all the work, the stu-

dent sits back and ‘absorbs’ it. Leaving aside the 

question whether it isn’t possible to be ‘passive’ in 

a seminar-style class—for which we have plenty of 

evidence here—mightn’t there be a more insidious 

problem? It seems to me that a diet of seminars 

alone fosters a dependence on discussion, a need 

for others, rather than encouraging an independ-
ence of thought and expression. Excellence, in this 

context, becomes an ability to work well with oth-

ers, being a ‘good citizen’. What space is there, in 

the St. John’s classroom, for the idiosyncratic— 

perhaps obnoxious, but brilliant—individual? 

What do we lose by excluding that kind of person? 
I hope that, as part of your education here, you can 

now discuss issues with others more cogently and 

in a more engaging manner; can you read, think, 
and write more clearly on your own now than 

when you matriculated? Are those skills important 

as part of an education here?

Lectures themselves can allow for different 

forms of learning, learning by example as well as 

being exposed to a ‘big picture’, for instance. A 

good lecturer can provide a model of what it means 

to devote years of one’s life to researching, study-

ing, and thinking about a subject; what it means to 
synthesize various aspects into a coherent presen-

tation; how to organize a vast field in a manageable 

and comprehensible manner. While it’s true that 

one can be ‘passive’ in this context, one can also 
be active, striving to make (some of) those insights

CONTINUED ON P5
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AN OPEN LETTER TO THE UNDERGRADUATES OF ST. JOHN'S COLLEGE ■ BARRY GOLDFARB|TUTOR
CDNTINUED FROM P4

one’s own. Active listening can apply to a lecture 
just as much as to a seminar-style discussion.

Furthermore, the claim that an ‘intellectually 

alive’ tutor is preferable to a scholar who knows 

the subject but cannot teach it—well, this claim 

confuses many issues. Clearly, excellent scholar-
ship does not guarantee good teaching. Yet good 

teaching is an important aspect of ALL small lib-
eral arts colleges, colleges like St. John’s; the insti-

tutions which value scholarship seemingly to the 

exclusion of teaching are research institutions, 

major universities with reputations for ‘break-

through’ discoveries—the Harvards, Yales, 

Princetons, Stanfords. Liberal arts colleges value 
scholarship as a sign that the faculty is intellectu-

ally active, engaged in a field, keeping in touch 

with others outside one’s own institution. 

Scholarship, in this context, is not a substitute for 

good teaching, but a means to foster it.

Many years ago, I had a class, every Tuesday 
and Thursday morning, on Edmund Spenser’s The 

Faerie Queene, with A. Bartlett Giamatti. For 75 
minutes, he presented cogent and entertaining 

close readings of that poem, integrating references 

to Virgil and Latin literature generally, Italian ren-

aissance poetry (Petrarch, Ariosto, Tasso), 
Elizabethan culture and politics. By chance, he— 

rather than a T.A.—read my first essay for the 

class, he summoned me to his office, we talked, 
and he insisted on reading my next two essays. 

NEVER did he insist on his reading, on his inter-

pretation, on his questions; he DID direct me to 
questions and places in the text that I would oth-

erwise have missed. If I insist on intellectual rigor 

today, it is in no small part because of having seen 

such an example of what intellectual excellence 

requires.
The antipathy to lectures here leads to:

Myth #3: Here at St. John’s we read texts 
‘naively’. What I take this claim to mean is that 

we read the texts without preconceptions, without 

relying on the views or writings of others, looking 

at the texts directly. This claim is disingenuous: to 

read ‘naively’ is to read with the preconceptions of

today. What does Cominius, a Roman general, 

mean by the word ‘brat’ when, in Shakespeare’s 
play Coriolanus, he says that the Volscians, Rome’s 

enemies, “follow [Coriolanus]/ Against us brats, 
with no less confidence/ Than boys pursuing sum-
mer butterflies...” (IV.vi.93-95)? The ‘naive read-

ing’ interprets “brat” as “an ill-mannered annoying 
child” (Webster’s Ninth Collegiate Dictionary); is 

Cominius insulting his own people, the Romans? 
With only a little research, however, one discovers 

that the word “in 16th and 17th c. [was] some-
times used without contempt...” and could well 

mean simply “offspring” (Oxford English 

Dictionary). How is one to interpret God’s calling 
Adam “ingrate” in Milton’s Paradise Lost (3.99), if 

one does not know that the Latinate stem, ingra- 

tus, originally meant “unpleasant, disagreeable” 
(Lewis and Short, A Latin Dictionary), as Milton 

knew quite well? Going to the Greek world, if we 

translate philia as ‘friendship’, arete as ‘virtue’, or 

eros as ‘love’, we’ve simply assimilated the ancient 

world to our modern notions, erasing many star-

tling insights the ancients might offer us: No 
Greek would have said, “Oh, they’re only philoi!”, 

objects have their own arete, and eros was certain-

ly not the foundation of the happy Greek mar-

riage. Reading ‘naively’, it seems, can cover up a 

lot of laziness and ignorance.

These myths, however, all contribute to:

Half-truth #4: We at St. John’s have a unique 
community. Whether all communities might not 

be unique is a question I’ll leave aside; the St. 

John’s community is certainly distinctive. All you 

students will have read (nearly) the exact same 

books. So, all the members of one class can talk 

with one another about the readings, as well as 

talk with members of the other classes, either as 

having read or as expecting to read those same 

books.

There is, however, another perspective on this 

issue. All of you who have taken the sophomore 

music tutorial will, I assume, have discussed the 

close relationship between music and mathemat-

ics, and you will be able to discuss this topic with

CONTINUED ON ?7
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MINUTES FROM THE BOARD OF VISITORS AND GOVERNORS MEETING • BRENNA MCMAHONI04

° For those of you who are unfamiliar with the 

Board of Visitors and Governors, it is made up of 

several dozen undergraduate and graduate alumni, 
administrators from both campuses, as well as 

friends of the college. The Board meets four times 

a year, twice in Annapolis and twice in Santa Fe, 

and considers issues like fundraising for the 

endowment, the search for the college s presidents, 

the California property, and the investments and 

finance of the college.

The following is an overview of the major 
topics covered at the April meeting. Feel free to 

contact me with any questions or comments.

Housing: The Board has created a new com-
mittee to address the housing situation for stu-

dents and tutors on both campus’. Annapolis is 
considering building a new dormatory where the 

tennis courts currently stand. In Santa Fe, the cur-

rent project under review is the construction of 

15-20 small faculty houses across the street from 

the soccer field. The houses would be located on 

a 7.5 acre piece of land owned by the college and 

would be between 1600 and 2000 sq. ft. each.

One of the proposals under consideration is 
that interested tutors would help design their 

prospective houses and, once completed, purchase 

the house itself. This would enable the college to 

pay for most of the costs of the project and ensure 

that such housing would not be viewed as an 

added financial benefit for those tutors who par-

ticipate. Further, some of the houses might be 

retained by the college and rented to visiting or 

new tutors.
Mr. Balkcom reported that this project will be 

under intense review until the July Board Meeting 
at which Mr. Balkcom will propose a change to the 

master campus plan.

Instructional Materials: Each year a Dean 
from one of the campus’ issues a “Dean’s 
Statement on Educational Policy.” This year Mr. 
Flaumenhaft (Dean, Annapolis) addressed the 

issue of instructional materials. Currently tutors 

receive no compensation for the revision, cre-

ation, and review of instruction manuals. Mr. 
Flaumenhaft suggested that the college consider

making funds equivalent to the salary paid for one 

class available each semester for the purpose. The 

suggestion has come under attack by some mem-
bers of the faculty who fear, among other things, 

the proliferation of manuals and division within 

the faculty over which project would receive fund-

ing.
The funds, however, have already been 

approved; only the task of determining the details 

of their management remain.
California Property: The California property, 

located in Monterey County, was willed to St. 

John’s College by Herman Marks with the inten-

tion that it be used for a third campus and an open 

“green” space. After a review of its options St. 
John’s College decided that it was in its best inter-

est to sell the property.
The California Property Committee had little 

to report. They are currently searching for a qual-

ified intermediary to aid talks between the college 

and the local and environmental organizations 

opposed to building on that site.

College Fundraising: The Capitol Campaign 
Committee is in the process of initializing the St. 

John’s College Capitol Campaign. This campaign 
is expected to continue through 2008 and will tar-

get alumni, friends of the college, and various 
other organizations friendly to the mission of St. 

John’s. The two biggest problems faced by the 

committee are: (1) convincing the alumni that the 
college requires this money to maintain the pro-

gram as it is currently, and, (2) convincing other 

organizations to donate money to a program that 

plans neither to improve nor to grow.

The funds raised by this campaign are ear-

marked for student financial aid, tutor salaries 

(with the intention of making it easier for tutors to 

live closer to the respective campus’), and the 

improvement of campus buildings. These funds, 
however, are not simply “extras.” For, as Annapolis 

Dean Flaumenhaft pointed out, the cost of run-

ning the college far exceeds the revenue from stu-
dents’ tuition, and, unless the cost of this educa-

tion is mitigated by outside funds, the college may 

have to face a struggle to keep tuition from

CONTINUED ON ?8
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AN OPEN LETTER TO THE UNDERGRADUATES OF ST. JOHN'S COLLEGE ■ BARRY GOLDFARBITUTOR
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each other. But imagine sitting down with a psy-

chology major, a classics major, and a physics 
major: What kind of discussion about music would 

ensue? or, perhaps, with an art history major, a 

music performance major, and an anthropology 
major? Music could prove relevant for all these dis-

ciplines, each one having a different perspective 

on it. Such a conversation, completely unplanned, 

could prove extremely exciting, provocative, and 

challenging. The principle of a ‘multiversity’ is to 

make THOSE kinds of discussion possible, perhaps 

even inevitable.
In other words, the St. John’s curriculum has a 

certain preconceived notion of which connections 

are of the utmost importance, which are not. Isn’t 
there a kind of anti-intellectualism in this 

approach?

Now, let me be VERY clear about two points:
(1) These observations are not criticisms of 

any particular tutor(s); they are comments on the 

program as a whole.
(2) I am NOT suggesting that a St. John’s edu-

cation could not possibly be worthwhile. 

Personally, I have had some incredible experiences 

teaching at St. John’s, experiences I’m not sure 

would be possible at other institutions. What I 

AM suggesting is that the program has serious dis-

advantages, but not necessarily insuperable ones; 

in order to make the benefits of the program out-

weigh the costs, we need to recognize the serious-

ness of these issues. By minimizing our weaknesses 

and underestimating the strengths of other col-

leges, we run the risk of becoming an institution 
which is resting on its traditions.

I have tried to raise these issues in faculty

meetings; the issues were ignored. I tried to raise 
them in a Q-and-A; the question was deflected. 

Yet, it .seems to me, if we do NOT address these 
concerns, we cannot know who we are or what we 
are doing. And these questions are especially 

important for you, the students; after all, it’s 
YOUR education we’re talking about, or NOT 

talking about. By defining ourselves on myths, 

half-truths, and self-justifications, we cannot know 
what our true strengths are. When tutors are 

assigned to don rags or conferences during the 

same period they are expected to be conducting 

seminar orals or when don rags are scheduled dur-

ing senior orals, we are putting some of the best 

practices of the College against each other, ren-
dering it impossible to do either well and making 

each a farce.

I truly believe that St. John’s was once an 

exciting place to be, and that it could be so again, 
but I’m not sure it is so now. A large part of the 

problem, it seems to me—both as cause and as 

symptom—is our unwillingness to discuss these 

issues.
I encourage you the students—some of you graduat-

ing, some planning to return next fall, some of you trans-

ferring to other schools—to think about these questions, 

to open the discussion: What is it YOU want fiom 
YOUR education?

Over the summer might be a good time to 

reflect on the questions: Where have you been 
Where are you going? Is St. John’s the place to 

help you get from the one to the other? Let me 

know your thoughts.
And best wishes to you all, on your difficult 

journey. •

L
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HOW TO DISTINGUISH ASIANS ■ BRETT ESAKI|02

° Some may ask; why are you 
going through the trouble of 

delaying your math homework to 

write this article/ Firstly, my 

math homework doesn’t take 
long because of my genetic pre- 

dispositions, and most impor-

tantly, throughout my four-year 

Brett Esaki St. John’s experience 1 have been 
genuinely mistaken for all of the people posted 

throughout this article (I’m the cute one at top 

left).
Here is a typical example of how someone mis-

took my identity: Matthew Ting, who is graduating 

this year from Annapolis, gave a 
stunning half-naked, long haired 

performance in a Shakespeare 
production on campus. The next 

day an audience member congrat-
ulated me (not Matthew Ting) for 

my excellent acting skills.
1 do not hold a grudge Matt ling

against the tens of people who have made similar 
mistakes. In fact, I understand why one would 

make this mistake: many have not devoted any 

time, or had the exposure, to tell the difference 
between Asians. Especially considering that the 

men posted above range from 5 to 6 feet, 100 to 
180 pounds, have skin tones from very pale to quite 

dark, have hair from very short to hip length. In 

addition, they all have black hair, slanted eyes, and 

all are really, really, really, riduculously good look-

ing.
All joking aside, this article is an effort to help 

future and present Asians at St. John’s receive 
proper credit for their own merits and individual 

characteristics. I will begin by providing a few dis-

tinctions between the gorgeous men above.
Firstly, try to notice the different curves on the 

faces. (Get past the fact that we have slanted eyes.) 

Typically, different Asians have curve groups that 

flow together. For example, Andrew’s eyebrows, 

eyes, nose, and mouth have curves that connect 

just outside of his face at about the middle. Matt
CONTINUED ON P3

MINUTES FROM THE BOARD OF VISITORS AND GOVERNORS MEETING • BRENNA MCMAHON|04
CONTINUED r-ROM PC

increasing faster than inflation.
Alumni Relations: One of the issues addressed 

by the Alumni Relations Committee was the 
potential role of the alumni as mentors to under-

graduate students. The students present at the 

meeting believed that the best role for alumni 

mentors would be in career advice, and felt that 

some kind of database or booklet containing pro-
files of potential mentors available on an as need-

ed basis would be most useful. Students also said 

that, in designing the maturing program, the 

Committee and the Placement Office should take 

into account that most students don’t yet know 

what kind of careers they want to pursue. Some 
members of the committee envisioned a more sub-

stantial mentorship, including academic support 
and/or the pairing of all students with an alum 

appropriate to their interests or geographical area. 

American Academy for Liberal Education

accreditation: The college has decided that the 
time has come to become accredited by the AALE 

by means of a collaborative review with Middle 

States Association of Colleges and Schools. The 

college believes that this collaborative review will, 

as Peter Kalkavage (Annapolis) writes, prove 
helpful to Middle States in its attempt to articulate 

its own standards of excellence, particularly with 

respect to qualitative versus quantitative indica-

tors of learning.

Expected enrollment for Fall 2002:
Santa Fe
Undergraduates: 448 

On-campus students: 310 

Liberal arts graduate students: 84 

Eastern Classics graduate students: 21 
Annapolis

Undergraduates: 465 

Graduate students; 65 •
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LEFTOVERS • DAVID CARL|TUTOR

What had appeared as eyes peering over the edge of the table

was the heal from a loaf of bread left over from yesterday’s lunch

and the spoon propped against the candle 

was all that remained of her tongue.

CONTIfJUED FROM P8

has curves that are flatter and 

connect farther from his face.
Our head shapes also vary. 

Mike Choi’s face rounds 

quickly at the bottom, where-

as Ronnie’s face rounds slower 

and ends in a flatter chin.

Andrew Smith Pay attention to the bridge 
of the nose. My bridge has a fairly constant slope; 

Mike has a bridge that is much thinner and curves 

more.
There are also some other 

distinctions that these pictures do 
not bring out well. Our eyes do 

not slant at the same rate of 

change, nor do they end at the 

same angle (please note my natu-

ral mathematical aptitude taking 

over). The side profiles are quite Mike Choi 

different in shape; also note the different degrees of 

squishiness in our noses. We also have different 

qualities in our hair. Mr. Ting has gorgeous, shiny, 
thick hair, whereas Mr. Fu has thinner hair that is 

equally as beautiful.

Please note, the features 1 listed in this article 

are fairly gross differences between us; they are 

refined distinctions, but they are not trivial! If you 

cannot find the distinctions I have listed in the 

photos above, take some time to find individual 

differences between us. In order to master the art 

of recognizing individual Asians, one must

HOW TO DISTINGUISH ASIANS ■ BRETT ESAKII02

encounter more Asians and 

expend the effort to notice more 
differences than Asianess 
between us (the normal people) 

and you.
In addition, just about every 

Asian at this school has a strong

Ming Fu sense of self The Asians have to 
be strong because we had to convince our parents, 

who probably do not believe that this type of edu-

cation is worth the cost, to go here.

Let me also emphasize that 

this school has been wonderful in 
many respects for me, and I have 

developed some of the greatest 
friendships of my life here. I have 

experienced relatively little preju-

dice, but a noticable amount of 

ignorance, and it is the latter that 

I would like to help decrease. In Ronnie Yeh 

the least, I hope this article will open up a dialec-

tic that will help to eliminate some basic mistakes 
and help the quality of life for the largest Asian 

population at this school that I have ever experi-

enced.
PS: Mike Choi is both Korean and substan-

tially taller than me. Please stop congradulating 

him for music performances. It may seem like a 

compliment to all Asians in the long run, but in 

reality, you are telling this handsome, self-confi-

dent man that he is a young, short loudmouth. •
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° "To profess to solve all problems and 
to answer all questions would be impu-
dent boasting, and would argue such 
extravagant self-conceit as at once to for-
feit all confidence." —Kant

Dear Answer Girl,
Well, it's summer, and I'm not quite sure what I 

should do with my time. I need to work, but I don't 
know where. Can you help me get a job?

—Jobless in the Suites

Dear Jobless,

I’m glad to hear that you’re looking for work. 

It builds character and saving accounts. As for 

where you could find some temporary summer 

work, there are a few places that hire for summer 

seasons only.
There are lots of agriculture jobs that are sea-

sonal labor. Granted, they usually suck, but some 

of them pay quite well. I know of a few combining 

or processing plant jobs in Oregon, if you want. 

Other seasonal labor choices are tourist stuff. 

Resorts, hotels, theme parks, all of these places 

hire during the summer. For some of the jobs expe-

rience is required, but you could always work your 

way up.
If you want to stay in Santa Fe, like I said, 

there are lots of tourist related options, though 

most of them have been filled by now. If you’re just 
looking for an extension of your work-study posi-

tion, the school is also hiring for the summer, some 

of the positions are even room and board paid! 

Good Luck!

—Answer Girl

Dear Answer Girl,
I've been working my ass off this semester, 

and I can barely find enough energy to write my 
seminar essay. I'm sick of lab. I'm sick of math, I'm 
sick of f***ing language and I couldn't care less 
about seminar. Not only am I completely apathetic, 
but the fact that I should care about this is making 
me really depressed. What can I do to regain my 

focus?

ANSWER GIRL • BECKY DWYER|03______________________

—Apathetic in Euterpe

Dear Apathetic,
I know this year has been hard. We’ve all felt 

it draining the life out of our souls. All I can tell 

you is to just do it. Summer is right around the cor-

ner. Just hold on those last few weeks and you’ll be 

fine. Go into automatic mode. That’s all you can 

do, really. If you don’t care, all you can really do is 

pretend you do. Maybe you’ll find something that 

grabs you.
If this seems to be a problem that won’t go 

away during the 3 month break we have coming 

up, you may want to consider taking some time off. 

Lots of people do it, don’t worry about it. Just go 

with whatever feels right to you.

—Answer Girl

Dear Answer Girl,
What's a lady? I've heard rumors about them, 

and I'd really like to be one. They sound so beauti-
ful and classy.

—Wanna-be in Wagner

Dear Wanna-be,

1 don’t know. I’ve never seen one.

—Answer Girl

Dear Answer Girl,
I really like the birds we have here on campus. 

How can I feed them and make them love me?
—The Bird Woman of Anderson

Dear Bird Woman,
They will never love you, but you can feed 

them.

A birdfeeder is actually pretty easy to make, 

even without spending much money. You need one 

of those nifty styrofoam carrying things from the 

cafeteria, a cup (also from the cafeteria), some food 

for the birds to eat (also from the cafeteria) and 

some string. Somehow attach the cup upside-down 

to the center of the carrying thing, to give it sta-

bility. You may also want to glue some cardboard to 

the bottom for added strength. Then, run a string
CONTIMUED ON P11
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THE LAST ISSUE FUN CRITIC EXTRAVAGANZA! ■ JESS GODDEN|02

° I proudly admit my guilt, gentle readers: 1 

have been having fun, and not reporting about it 
to you. The Moon’s pages have been so full of 

poetry lately that fun has been pushed to the far 

edges of the Johnny world, and my brain has been 
so fevered with premonitions of the years beyond 

St. John’s, and the land beyond Santa Fe, where 

water flows through cities like so many rivulets of 

molten silver, and the fun has been coming to me 
in such giant waves, in such quick succession, that 

I have much to say, and little time in which to say 
it. Gentle readers, this Fun Advice can be used in 

many years to come. My purpose in this column 

was to introduce to you, my compatriots, the Fun 
that is to be had in the fair city of Santa Fe. It does 

exist. Listen closely then, you Freshman, you 
Sophomore, even yet you Juniors might learn of 

Fun beyond the campus borders.

Fun I've Had Recently, Qua Fun Critic:
1) Monster Truck Rally trip #2, sponsored by 

Mr. Stickney’s Senior Lab Class. I went to go see 
Gravedigger in Albuquerque. Big Foot is nothing 
compared to the splendor that is Gravedigger. And 

if I thought it was fun to go to a Monster Truck 

Rally with my friends, how much more fun was it 

to go on my own. I sat next to the coolest kids.

who asked me if I was a reporter. No one has ever 

asked me that. I was so flattered. I told them about 
the fun critic column, and we chatted excitedly 

about which monster truck we were “going for,” 
and they told me that one truck, El Toro Loco, had 

flipped over every other night of the rally. They 

were a little confused by a girl my age getting as 
excited as I did over things that they liked. El Toro 
Loco flipped again. It was sublime. I rate it 9 out of 

a possible 12.

2) Guest Appearance on KSFR’s Prairie Home 
Invasion, hosted by alumni Cobalt and Kelly. The 

show is bizarre, kids. They’ve opened up the guest 

spot (as you may have read in this happy publica- 

tion) to anyone who is interested. Mr. Stickney 
will have appeared on the show by the time this 

issue goes to press. You are free to get in touch with 

Kelly or Cobalt and sign up yourself. I’ll tell you 
something, it’s fun to be on radio, and Kelly and 

Cobalt are characters. I recommend signing your-
self up for a spot if you have a free Saturday night. 

I rate it 6 of a possible 11.

Fun (and cheap!) Things To Do In Santa Fe:

1) Terrible Twosdays at the Paramount (331 
Sandoval). Support your local Brooks Kendall, 
and local bands while you’re at it. $2 cover, $2

CONTIMUED ON P12
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all the way through the cup to the bottom of the 

carrying thing, with a great length coming out the 

top of the cup. Tie the string to a high place (not 

your ‘friendly’ sophomore). Put the food in the car-

rying thing. Voila! A birdfeeder!

—Answer Girl

Dear Answer Girl,
I've been with my boyfriend. I'll call him Jim, 

for six months now. We're really happy and we 
work well together. But the spark has recently gone 
out our relationship. He's just not as, you know, 
good anymore, if you know what I mean. How can I 
get a good P**, I mean, love life, again?

—Horny in Huffman

ANSWER GIRL • BECKY DWYER|03

Dear Horny,
I highly recommend The Guide to Getting It 

On (by Paul Joannides, Goofy Foot Press) for 

advice on things like that. This book is the singu-

lar most informative book on sex I have ever seen, 

covering everything from the act itself, to oral sex, 

to random health info, to talking about it to your 
kids. It can be found in most bookstores (not ours), 

or on-line, if you don’t want to be seen carrying it.

If the $20 ticket price is too much for you, ask our 

library to get it for you. Just make sure you get the 

latest edition, there are at least three.

—Answer Girl

P.S. If sex is the most important part of your 

relationship, dump the flesh dildo and buy a 

frickin’ vibrator. •
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SOME HAPPY TONE OF MEDITATION ■ CHARLOTTE LATHAM|02

"1 do not know which to prefer,
The beauty of inflections 
Or the beauty of innuendoes,
The blackbird whistling 
Or just after."

—Wallace Stevens
Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird'

° In the past few weeks of my senior angst and 

apathy, I stuggled with the boredom 1 felt at my 

and other students’ ideas. I know a lot of other 

seniors have recently expressed a similar dread 

about attending classes. One Monday morning 

after making an appointment with Ms. Miller to 

drop out less than a month before graduation, I 

realized what I have felt missing in my conversa-

tions of late.

Somewhere along my journey through St. 

John’s I lost track of Beauty. By junior year, I nei-

ther did nor could address Beauty in a text, or if it 

was brought up in passing, that possible conversa-
tion quickly got distracted into discussing the 

meaning of the passage, in all its ideaological pos-

sibilities. I say that I could not address Beauty

because I did not know how. The conversations 

had in its stead were, without a doubt, fruitful 
intellectual endeavors that furnished me with fuel 

for my papers and pride for my efforts. 

Nevettheless, in the same way that I have some-

times felt that I forgot the human element of what 

we read, I have felt that some truth was forgotten.

I know that we read about Beauty freshman 
year, and even discussed it. Most music classes can 

not avoid it either, but by senior year we are floun-

dering in art class and seem mostly to discuss the 
meaning of the poetry we read rather than its pure 

aesthetic value: the way a poem feels in your 

mouth or silently rolling through your mind; the 

way a gorgeous visual art piece engages the eyes 
and widens the pupils; the way yummy cookies 

smell in the oven. There is a sense experience 

reacting even to the mental strains induced by the 

great books.

I remember working on the last proposition in 
the Newton last year with a roommate and both of 

us tripping out, for all extensive purposes, on the
CONTINUED ON P16
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beers, $2 pizza. Generally a good time, but look out 

fot the old men who specifically come for “College 

Night’’ to hit on young ladies. You must be 21 to 

attend.

2) Rockin’ Rollers Event Arena (2915 Agua 

Fria). The only roller rink in town. It costs some-
thing like $2 to go roller skate, and $2 for roller 

skate rentals. The whole place is decorated in an 

alien motif, and you’re surrounded by a bunch of 

little kids, and they’ll let you play games like roller 

limbo and call you the “big kids.” They also have 

karaoke. Have your birthday party here! Just don’t 

tty anything fancy and get yourself or anyone else 

hurt.
3) Speaking of karaoke, is it really necessary to 

mention Silva Lanes (1352 Rufina) and their 

wonderful karaoke bar? You must be 21 to attend.

4) Genoveva Chavez Community Center 

(3221 Rodeo Road). More fun stuff than you can

shake a stick at. Swimming, ice skating, basket-

ball, sauna, weight lifting...the list goes on. I’m 

sure.
5) Farmer’s Market (in the Railyard). Meet 

some people who actually live in New Mexico, 
who actually till the soil, who actually care that 

there’s a drought. Perhaps you, like me, will begin 

to understand why flushing every other time and 
bathing infrequently are important when you live 

in the desett. Then again, maybe that’s just 

because I grew up in the desert. Eat the food 

they’ve grown and harvested. Listen to some 

music. Run into tutors doing their shopping. Buy 
cheap, fresh produce.

Galleries and Museums:
Most museums have reduced rates, or even 

days when you can go for free if you’re in college. 

Galleries are always free, and sometimes not 

entirely stocked with crappy “Santa Fe” art.
CONTINUED ON P14
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° All told we drove 2,232 miles for 36 hours, 
smoked 12 packs of cigarettes and in just under 6 

days made the city by the bay our bitch.

It was nearing dusk in Santa Fe on December 
28 when we four intrepid travelers (five counting 

Holden, our ever-faithful watchdog) set out on this 

grand expedition. It was to be an arduous journey, 

one that would push our physical and mental 

capacities to the utmost, but, when all was said and 
done it was one hell of a trip.

A crimson sun sank low, scraping the horizon 
as we sallied forth from our beloved New Mexico. 

It cast off a golden sheen which glazing the whole 

world over in sweet, sweet honey. As with any road 

trip the first few hours were filled with carefree 

laughter and sanguine predictions of the marvels 

that lay ahead. Marc Yannarella, a crazed patron 

saint of the great, mystifying, American night held 
the wheel firm. Like two oil drops, Marc and the 

car instantly merged into one road-eating machine. 

At the slightest touch of his knowing hand the car 

would leap from lane to lane, flowing like smooth

_______ A SHORT DECEMBER TOUR ■ MARK STRATIL|02

wine past other anonymous voyager of the night.
1 say the two merged into one because this is 

the only explanation I can offer to account for the 

Herculean amount of driving that Mate undertook.

Veiled under an inky black shroud we pushed 
through Grants and Gallup. We barreled unheed- 

ingly past the stately mountains of Flagstaff, 

careened through the scorched jaws of Needles and 

were plunged into the deep solitude of the Mojave 

Desert.
When his strength could last no longer, Marc 

finally relinquished the wheel to the capable hands 
of Lauren Young. She took over the car for dead 

man’s watch; those few shadowy hours in the early, 
early morning where the world slips ever so slight- 

ly into the spirit realm. Nighttime fantasies seep 

slowly out of the their daylight prison, brushing 

against the thin skin that holds reality in, and the 
nightmares out. No one else is awake in the car.

You begin to feel an ever-widening gap begin to 

swell between yourself and any semblance of the 
outside world. To many people, floating a million

CONThNUED ON PI 5
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1) The Andtew Smith Gallery (203 W. San 

Francisco) has some really, really amazing photo-

graphs.
2) The Georgia O’Keefe Museum (135 Grant 

Ave.) often brings in exhibitions of other artists’ 

works.
3) Site Santa Fe (1606 Paseo de Peralta) 

brings world-class art to Santa Fe.

4) Plan B (1050 Old Pecos Trail) has some 

awesome films and showings. Just walking around 

the plaza should be enough to find some kind of art 

or another.

5) Warehouse 21 (1614 Paseo de Peralta). 

Santa Fe’s Teen Art Center often puts up some 

great shows, and more. Sometimes I like to go to 

shows there just to be near punk teens and remem-

ber the days when 1 was young and mean.

Go for a walk. 1 know that, for the most part, 

we’re athletically challenged here, but it’s good for

you. Just heading down Alameda to the Plaza is a 

nice little trek, and you actually get to know 

what’s along the road here.

Other Fun Things in New Mexico:
1) Cochiti Lake. South on 1-25. This may be a 

desert, but we do have some rockin’ reservoirs.

2) Nob Hill in Albuquerque. Central between 

Girard and San Mateo. The closest thing to a “col-

lege town” feel you get in this patt of the state. 

Stores and more.
3) White Sands National Monument. Okay, 1 

haven’t actually been, but I’m sure it’s fun.

4) Carlsbad Caverns. Bats. Thousands of 

them. In really deep caves. Need I say more?

5) Taos. Like 1 imagine Santa Fe was before it 
was urbanized and invaded by snooty rich white 

people, but when it was still a haven for starving 

artist types and mountain men. Especially try Pizza 

Emergency. They have hot arcade games. •
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TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN ■ CHARLOTTE LATHAMI02
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Where beauty rests, so does the mind.

So “search on!” I said, until tired and distressed.

I stopped to rest and then found beauty inherent in mindlessness. 

But, I got bored—or rather yet.

Wistful for the things
To enjoy here and now. Thereby,

Torn within the spirit earth, here and now 

and hereafter I am for and with this place 
un-a-void-ably 

in empy space being 

a friend,

Lucy.

AND THE WORD WAS GOD ■ MOLLY WRIGHTI05
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From churning cosmos ocean—

Swallow the poison

Cloud,
Our destruction.

Creation! Blue-throated Shiva 

Speak now,
(Eternal Present Now)

And let there be light.

Shine out across void consciousness. 

Draw together the streams of mind 

The tangle of human 

Emotion, sensation, perception 
Into a literate Knowledge.

In patterned footsteps.

Lead we children of Word 

Armed with lyrical turn of phrase 

In quest
After the original seed.

And in our pursuit, let us not drop 

The Named,

Scattering alphabet across the universe. 

Extinguishing the life of man.

DANCE: THE POETS BETRAYED ■ DREW THRASHI05
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Somewhere nigh myself, e’en now, 

the maiden fair to music moves 

and fluid flows a slender form; 

with gilded head she graceful glides, 

the basilisk lies slain, such eyes.

Though most must fail worth death to try 

so boys all see and seek the prize, 

though most must fail worth shame to try. 

At last one suitor from the rest, 

a favorite, finds entrancing eye 

and draws him over, victory!

He slips an arm around her waist, 

she presses close, two sweating forms, 

and pulls his arm e’er tighter ’round, 

the playing lights upon her hair; 

he feels her body’s warmth, so close, 

he smells a perfume, tries to taste...

And all the while this glamoury, 

and all the while this sigaldry,

I sit alone at home 

and write.
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miles above your body while trying to operate a 
motor vehicle would be damn near impossible. 

Fortunately, Lauren, like a world weary captain 
who stares unflinchingly into the most violent 

hurricanes, performed admirably and delivered her 

sleeping cargo safe and sound to San Francisco.
1 didn’t get to see much of the San Fran sky- 

line on account of the incessant fog. It enwrapped 
the city like a funeral shroud, but I didn’t care. I 

had more important things on my mind.

We stayed at the fabulous Moroccan Flotel on 

Geary Street. It couldn’t have been better. For 

some unknown reason the hotel had agreed to rent 

out the top two floors exclusively to hippies. Upon 

exiting the elevator our senses were flooded with a 
wonderful, heady aroma which seems to emanate 

from the very pores of tour kids. Bandanna-clad 

dogs roamed the ornate halls, eating scraps of avo-

cado and sprout sandwiches off of silver room serv-

ice trays. It was heaven.
The evening of the 30th heralded the begining 

of the Phil Lesh and Ratdog show at the Ffenry J. 
Kaiser Auditorium in Oakland. It was live! Rain 
was coming down in sheets. Once safely inside 
though, everyone had a blast.

For those of you who don’t revel in the stink of 
patchouli. I’ll fill you in. Phil Lesh was the bassist 
for the Grateful Dead. Ratdog is the band of Bob 
Weir, the guitarist for the Dead. Thus you can 
imagine that, for a Deadhead, seeing these two 
reunited for a hometown show in San Francisco 
was a dream come true.

The show was off the hook. Bobby’s set was a 

little sedated. He tried to showcase himself a little 

too much for my liking, but he still put on a fabu-

lous concert. Bob busted out old Dead favorites 

like “Playin’ in the Band” while interspersing an 

impressive array of covers that culminated in a 

soulful, jam of the Beatles’ “Black Bird.” In an 

interesting twist. Bob decided to add DJ Logic on 

the turntables. He was great. In fact, one of the 

best parts of the show was when the rest of the 

band left the stage and only the drummer, bassist, 

and DJ Logic remained. They laid down a phat 

groove the likes of which only appear in most 

ravers’ wet dreams.

A SHORT DECEMBER TOUR ■ MARK STRATILI02

Phil’s set was a lot more intense. The band 

(sadly I cannot remember their names) was impec-

cable. They anticipated each other’s intentions 
like a single entity. They dropped bombshells like 

“Shakedown Street” and “Sugar Magnolia,” the 

concert was on. I was blown away in the latter part 
of the set when the band played an amazingly soul-

ful yet extremely spacey version of the Beatles’ 

“Strawberry Fields Forever.”
The next evening found us standing in a 3/4 

mile line, waiting to get into “The String Cheese 
Incident’s New Years Costume Ball” I was appro-
priately dressed as Raphael, the scarlet clad, sai- 
wheeling ninja turtle. The costume didn’t do much 
to keep out the biting San Francisco gales but I 
had more important things to think about. The 
line to get into the Bill Graham Civic Auditorium 
stretched 5 city blocks. It took 2 hours to get in, so 
needless to say, by that point all bets were off.

Sadly, we missed most of Keller Williams’ set 
because of the enormous line, but String Cheese 

was still to come. The show was beyond gorgeous. 

In the wildest depths of my most intense mescaline 
dreams I could not have imagined such insanity. 

Neon clad Go-go dances cavorted in mesh cages 

interspersed throughout the crowd. People dressed 

in day-glow strobbing wires danced while perform-

ers from the Circ de Sole executed precision acro-

batics above the crowed. I was particularly 

impressed when I saw a neon man, hanging from 
the balcony, suddenly leap off and fly over the 

screaming fans. The band literally fed off the elec-

tricity crackling around the room. It was awesome.

After the concert, we slunk slowly homeward. 

The next day was spent sleeping and gathering up the 
shrapnel that had accumulated in our hotel room. By 

afternoon we were speeding towards Big Sur where 

we spent the evening hours peeping about the feet of 

ancient redwood trees, lost fortress of pine. By the 

next night we had hiked the south rim of the grand 

canyon, driven another few thousand miles and were 

back safely in Santa Fe. Like a summer storm that 

rises up full height out of the glass dessert and then 

just quickly drifts away with the sand, we had come 

full circle. Left in Santa Fe, hopping to hitch a ride 

on the next train of cloudsrolling by. •
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SANTA FEANS ARE BAD DRIVERS: A SHOCKING UNDERCOVER INVESTIGATION- BLAKE HINDLEYI04

° SANTA FE, NM—The terrifying, never- 
before imagined, unheard of, world shattering 

news has just been unearthed that Santa Feans are 
indeed bad drivers. This reporter, who has recent- 

ly “gone undercover” in the guise of a local driver, 

manning the wheels of both a ratty old Ffonda 

Civic and brand new SUV indigenous to the 

region, has managed to infiltrate the exclusive 

unpaved roads of Santa Fe. This is what he found.

Those local motorists, all blissfully ignorant 

noble savages, have never been exposed to real 
driving conditions, such as an actual freeway, and 

thus have never developed their driving skills to a 

remotely reasonable degree. The drivers of Santa 
Fe have only a rudimentary idea of the rules of the 

road, as is evidenced by the fact that this is the 

ONLY TOWN where people actually need a road 
sign telling motorists to SIGNAL YOUR TURN. 

Through further investigation it was discovered 

that the reason for the signaling illiteracy, nay, the 

virgin state of this town’s signaling, is that the 

native drivers become confused and disoriented

when they see another vehicle’s blinkers on, 

unsure of whether the car is some sort of bomb or 
that the blinking merely is a result of the “bad 

karma” their crystals indicated for them that day.

The average Santa Fean’s opinion towards 
traffic lights is just as hopelessly unbalanced. The 

real meaning of a red light to a Santa Fean’s adobe- 

tainted eyeballs is apparently “Drive faster, you! 
You are a Brahma bull! Red means go, go, GO!” 

Likewise, the sight of a green light means “Hang 

out and relax for a while. No one else wants 

through the intersection anyway.” Yellow seems to 

have no real meaning. One theory concerning this 

ph enomenon is that the locals have all become 

color blind due to the weird nuclear radiation ema-

nating from Los Alamos. Add to this the fact that 

Santa Feans somehow think they should all drive 
10 miles UNDER the speed limit at all times and 

it is often a miracle is they make it across intersec-

tions at all.

A prime example of the utter ignorance prac-
ticed by drivers can be seen on Cerrillos, deemed
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reality of the geometric proof we had spend hours 

deciphering, which now suddenly applied to the 

motion of our planet smoothly sailing through the 

sky which stretched above us as we smoked our 

cigarettes, staring at the stars.
In reading the Shakespeare plays, I was sud-

denly surprised to find my relationships so seem-

ingly complicated. One friend and I set a stage 
together uttering deeply meaningful inanities 

which led us round and around the tragi-comic 

storm of friendship. In time we have both become 
the Fool laughing at our character. Even Kant had 

a sensual reaction upon my self because I remem-
ber at that point in the year compartmentalizing 

all the different, little parts of my life as if my expe-

rience here on Earth could be condensed into 

Reason. At least now I only do that to some parts 
of my life, occasionally.

This sensuous experience is something I never 

learned to discuss here at St. John’s. I have learnt

how to think, excepting the subject of Beauty. In a 

world that I believe to be full of a terrifying beauty 

encompassing creation crying out as well as still- 
borns, I would like to articulate what I am seeing as 

I wean myself from childhood. There is Beauty in 
our mental efforts here, I do not deny that. The 

Beauty to be found in an intellectual pursuit in fact 

seems to me a harder beauty to describe than that 
which appears as a product of that pursuit; both 

could use our conversation to uncover themselves.

Perhaps if we delved further into Beauty’s ever 

presence, I and other young women might not 
have received some of the complimentary (I sup-

pose) but also often lewd and usually inappropriate 

comments I have had to acknowledge—not mere-
ly from students, but tutors as well. Perhaps if 

Beauty were not neglected in our classroom con-

versations, neither would the soulful experience 
into which we are each deeply entrenched be so 

awkward to discuss in relation to the readings that

(16)
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m ° As I watch the wave of Orthodoxy sweeping
* the St. John’s College Campus recently, I can’t
^ help but wonder what the appeal of the religion is.

From a Catholic perspective, I had difficulty seeing 
the difference between this revered faith and my 

own. I began to research the issue and here are the 

top six reasons that I want to be Orthodox:

6. As a Catholic, I’ve always believed that the 
Church would have more followers if they chose to 
make the Eucharist more tasty. Currently, the body 

and blood of Christ is presented in the form of a 

stale wafer. We don’t even get wine anymore! I 

have always believed that Christ should be some- 
thing exceedingly yummy, so as to make the inges- 

I tion of him more appealing, hence securing his fob
j lowers every Sunday morning. I have more than
y once suggested the possibility of Oreo cookies, or

/ maybe Girl Scout thin mints. However, 1 recently 

discovered that in the Orthodox faith, Jesus is 

served as bread dipped in wine. It may not be cook- 

ies, but I can only imagine that bread is much bet- 
ter than dry wafers, particularly when taken during 

that Sunday-moming hangover.

5. My father often referred to Catholic Mass as 
“dancing with God” because of the excess of stand- 

ing, sitting, and kneeling in a seemingly random 
order. In the Orthodox faith, there aren’t even 

pews! Members are allowed to stand, kneel, or 
even lie down if they so desire! I’m sure that the 

opportunity to lie down at church would make 
waking up so early on Sunday mornings much 

more appealing.

___________________________________________ SOME
CONTINUED FROM PI 6

are, after all, mostly on human nature.

Aquinas seems to me a very good example of 
the trap we sometimes find catching us here. 

Questions are good, hut so is an unexpectant 

appreciation.
My email address is posted on the school’s 

website. If any of you ever have any thoughts, 

experiences, or anything else to share regarding 

your interactions with Beauty at St. John’s or else-
where I will always be grateful for the correspon-

4. Orthodox services can often run more than 
two hours long, while most Catholic Masses last 

only one hour. On the same note, there are nine 
daily services in the Orthodox Church, as com-

pared to the measly three that are offered by the 

Cathedral of Saint Francis of Assisi in downtown 

Santa Fe. More time equals more holy!

3. Orthodox Holy Week is one month after 
Catholic Holy Week, which means that if you join 

now, you get two Easters, with only one Lent to 
suffer through! It’s two for the price of one!

2. We have yet to consider one form of the 
ascetic Christian life, the so-called foolishness for 
the sake of Christ. The fool-for-Christ set for him-

self the task of battling within himself the root of 

all sin: pride. In order to accomplish this he took 

on an unusual style of life, appearing as someone 
bereft of his mental faculties, thus bringing upon 
himself the ridicule of others. In addition he 

exposed the evil in the world through metaphori-
cal and symbolic words and actions. In other 

words: I’m not stupid. I’m a fool for Christ!

1. The Orthodox Church doesn’t have Good 

Friday, they have Great Friday. And they don’t have 
Holy Lent, they have Great and Holy Lent. I know 

what’s great about the Orthodox Church:

Everything!
As a drunken, slutty, narrow-minded Catholic, 

after my research into the mysteries of the Orthodox 

faith, I can genuinely say that I love Orthodoxy. I 
love any religion that offers spiritual fulfillment with 

very little work. I am Catholic, after all. •

HAPPY TONE OF MEDITATION • CHARLOTTE LATHAM|02

dence. For those of you who continue along your 

path here at St. John’s College, I humbly request 

that you discover whether you are capable of what 

I was not, that is to learn about Beauty at this col-

lege.
My many thanks to all those who shared their 

Beauty with me. 1 hope 1 returned the kindness. •

" 'Beauty is truth, truth beauty,'—^that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know."

—Keats, 'Ode on a Grecian Urn'

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ I V ORTHODOXY • AMY WILLIAMSI03parody 
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And isn't he also a master of astronomy and 
arithmetic and music—of all that an educated man 
should know?

—Plato, Theatetus 145a
° Editor's Note: Although numerology and the 

like are now generally regarded as so much bunk, it 

is important to note that for centuries, even for 

millennia, the attempt to reconcile the mathemat- 

ical world with the spiritual one was considered to 
be a legitimate, even laudable endeavor. Attempts 

such as those of the Pythagoreans were regarded 

highly enough to merit serious consideration by 
philosophers like Plato. Even later scientists such 

Kepler and Newton tried their hand at extending 

mathematical truths into the metaphysical realm. 
Behind many of these systems lie a world-view that 

remains compelling and relevant to the modern 

thinker as philosophical and religious stands, 

though not strictly scientific ones.

Unfortunately, many of these systems of 

thought were highly esoteric, even in their own 
time. The Pythagoreans, for example, were so 

exclusive and distrustful of outsiders that most of 

their teachings were handed down by word of 

mouth. Of the little that was written down, much 

is presumably lost forever. For this reason it is a spe-

cial pleasure to announce a new archeological dis-

covery which may shed light on this little under-
stood area in the world of ideas. Recent excava-

tions of my room in Huffman have uncovered a 
shoe-box containing what is believed to be a com-

pilation—in Coptic and Greek—of the writings of 
just such a sect. Although there is at the moment 

some controversy about the date, and even the 

authenticity of the manuscript, 1 have tentatively 
dated it to the 4th or 5 th century C.E. Little is 

known about the compiler of the untitled text, but 

he does refer to himself near the beginning as, 
“Simon, a Son-of-Euclid, of the city of [illegible] in 

the second year of the reign of Baal-Khom.” 

Although the evidence is far too scanty for any 

definitive conclusions, some of my colleagues have 

ventured to speculate that this may indeed be the 

same Simon the Geometer who is vehemently con-

demned as a heretic in the writings of St. Eusebius 

and St. Cyril. The references to this Simon were 
made only in passing, and the little we think we 

know about what he actually taught comes mainly 

from conjecture.

The preparation of this text for publication 
has been difficult. Large portions of it are dam-

aged or missing, entire sections having been lost 

to the ravages of time. In one case, several pages 

appear to have been gnawed away in fit of rage by

CONTIfjUED ON P13

SANTA FEANS ARE BAD DRIVERS: A SHOCKING UNDERCOVER INVESTIGATION- BLAKE HINDLYI04
CONTINUED FROMPiS

by some out-of-towners “the most dangerous road 

in the world.” In fact, observing the traffic on this 

road, one would think people merely dropped the 

“New” from their state’s name and made it their
CONTINUEQ FROM P19

goal to make Santa Fe as third world as possible. It 

is not a rare instance to observe some local 

motorist waiting to turn left off of Cerrillos and 
NOT DOING SO when there are NO CARS 

coming in the opposite direction. Then once the 

cars are a mere 20 yards, this motorist suddenly 
panics like a barbarian and MAKES THE TURN. 

Cars are also known for only crossing half of the 

street at a time, then STOPPING IN THE FAST 
LANE for minutes on end. Cars drive on the side-

walk every day, cars stop anywhere when they feel 

like, cars have occasionally driven across front

lawns, new traffic lanes are invented on a whim, 

stop signs are merely curious novelties and the 
drivers have no concept of snow. No one’s head-

lights work.

The obvious conclusion from all this is 
that God loves the Santa Feans, despite their New 

Age, heathenish ways, as is evidenced by the fact 

that despite these severe impediments to the 

locals’ driving skills, crashes are notably rare. 

What this means for the innocent, experienced 

non-native drivers is for them to post a large sign 

in your car window declaring to the Santa Feans 
either “Signal your turns,” or merely “Drive bet-

ter.” Of course, all this would be newsworthy 

except for the fact that Johnnies are also bad driv-

ers. •

(18)
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THE MYSTICAL APOLLONIUS ■ SIMON NAVARRETTEI04

a large Doberman Pinscher or a medium-sized 
Englishman. In spite of these difficulties, a facsim-

ile of the text is slated for release in February of 

next year hy Oggsferd University Press, while my 

team is now preparing a complete translation of 
the manuscript, a project will continue for many 

years or until we run out of money. Until that 

time, were are happy to release this excerpt of the 
preliminary translation from Sect. B. of the 

Huffman Codex, one of the best preserved por-

tions of the entire manuscript. It is believed to be 

a highly corrupted and bastardized version of 

Proposition 7 of the first Book of Apollonius’ 

Conics. We hope that by releasing this excerpt to 
the readers of this prestigious publication we will 

provoke in the student and general reader some 

interest in and intelligent discussion of this often 

neglected area in the history of Western 

Civilization. —S. P. Navarrette, Editor

I. The beginning.
1 In the beginning was Apollonius 2 and 

Apollonius was with Euclid 3 and Apollonius was 

Euclid. 4 When Apollonius created The Conics, 

solid geometry was a vague and uninformed waste-

land 5 while darkness covered the face of the 
[“sheep”( ?)]■•• 6 And Apollonius said, “Let there 

be a Cone whose vertex is point A and whose base 

is the circle BC.” 7 And the Cone came to be. 8 

But the Cone did much evil in the sight of 

Apollonius. When Apollonius saw how great was 
the Cone’s wickedness, 9 and how no desire its axis 

conceived was ever anything but evil, he regretted 

that he had made the Cone, 10 and his heart was 

grieved. 11 So Apollonius said, “I will wipe out 

from solid geometry the conic surface I have made, 

12 and not only the conic surface, but also the ver-

tex, and yea, even the generating circle which is its 

base, 13 for I am sorry that I have made them.’’

II. The geometer intercedes.
1 But Timaeus implored Apollonius, “Why, O 

Apollonius, should your wrath blaze up against 

your own Cone, 2 which you have brought out of 
the land of Potentiality and unto solid geometry.

yea, even unto The Conics with such great power 
and with so strong a hand? 3 Will you sweep away 

the innocent with the guilty? 4 Far be it from you 

to do such a thing! 5 Let your blazing wrath die 
down; relent in punishing your Cone.” 6 And 

Apollonius responded, “Lo! The wickedness of this 

Cone reaches out even unto the Unmoved Mover 
7 and the blood of the geometers cry out for ven- 

gence.” 8 And Timaeus said, “Suppose there be five 
straight lines perpendicular to a common section of 
a plane and the axial triangle. 9 Would you wipe 

the Cone out, rather than spare it for the sake of 

those five lines?” 10 Apollonius replied, “If 1 find 5 
such lines lying within the Cone, I will spare the 

entire Cone for their sake.” 11 Timaeus spoke 

again saying, “See how I am presuming to speak to 
Apollonius 12 though I am composed of nothing 

but triangles! 13 What if there are two less than 

five such lines? Will thou not spare the Cone for 
the sake of these three lines?” 14 Apollonius 

replied, “I will relent for the sake of the three.” 15 

But Timaeus persisted, saying, “Let not Apollonius 
grow angry if I go on. What if there is only one?” 

16 “For the sake of that one line,” replied 

Apollonius, “I will not destroy the Cone.” 17 So 
Apollonius relented in the punishment he had 

threatened. 18 Apollonius departed as soon as he 

had finished speaking to Timaeus, and Timaeus 

returned to Athens.

III. Pythagoras prophesizes to the cone.
1 So Apollonius sent word to Pythagotas, a 

Son-of-Euclid, 2 “Set out for the Cone, and preach 

to it; its wickedness has come up before me.” 3 But 

Pythagoras made ready to flee to the Pyramids, but 

was thrown overboard and swallowed by a large 

parallelogram. 4 Pythagoras spent three nights and 

three days in the gnomon of the parallelogram and 

on the third day was vomited up near the base of 

the Cone. 5 Now the Cone was enormous; it took 

three days to traverse the diameter of its base, the 

circle BC. 6 But hardly had a single day passed 

when Pythagoras began to rend his garments and 

cry out in a loud voice, 7 O woe to you, O Cone! 8 

For you have done evil in the sight of Apollonius.

CONTINUED ON Pa
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Damaged Sam ’a was a soap-box preacher, 
stood him on the corner o’ Clark and Main, 

wearin’ him a mask of gears, smokin’ him 
cigarettes of pencil shavings, 

whisperin’ in the ears of every lollipop-licker 

’a passed him by
five observations from his intricate math-words: 

Ten times pain minus form plus thirteen;
This blueprint builds a grease-less machine... 

Ideations unenlightened dreamers don’t 

dare receive:

This tin-can is a telephone,

A body but tin can and string, 

this body is a telephone when it sings! 

Seems they don’t know how to take a man 
what favors his grain alcohol with a twist 

of depleted battery and bitters. But he ain’t 

wasted on hows.

He’s wasted on visions:

Now oceans of white spider webs, 
how they bend in the wind; 

now the shapes in the shadows 

he assembles into men; 

then the houses

wound from wires of silence 
when demons are born 

they’re weaned on gasoline.

Through seams in the concrete he sees: 
re-alive flowers, growing in a ring around his 

land-fill castle.

Come all you rusty horns, take sound!
This man is the fit of your legacy, 

let him preach the virtues of his 

clockwork peach,

for pit an unborn fetus’ brain—will one day 

replace the home computer!

[Commuters will be obsolete when strip malls get 

jet engine feet

to move them where they must.]

This puss 

perceives
And done, he quits his pulpit for the day 

as the last snake machine leaves from Main. 

Down the line, he’s gone to put the fire out, 

spit-water his plastic flower, and put his head to 
gentle.

In his dreams, he’s sniffing glue,

and sexing the rusty cans in the junkyard.

THE MYSTICAL APOLLONIUS ■ SIMON NAVARRETTE|04
CONTINUED FROM P19

9 Repent from your wickedness, lest ye die. 10 
Now in the Cone lived a blameless and upright 

angle, by the name of 90°. 11 It urged Pythagoras 

to remain with it so strongly that he turned aside 
and entered its plane. 12 The angle prepared for 

Pythogoras delectable circles and equilateral trian-

gles, which they did contemplate. 13 But before 

they went to bed, all the lines falling within the 

surface of the Cone, 14 both commensurable and 

incommensurable—all the lines down to the last 
chord—closed in upon the plane. 15 They called 

out to 90° and said to it, “Where is the geometer 
who came into your plane tonight? 16 Bring him 

out so that we may make compound ratios with 
him.” 17 90° went out to meet them and said, “I 

beg you, my brothers, do not do this wicked thing. 

18 I have two young points, X and Y, who have

never been joined by any line. Let me bring them 

out to you instead, and you may lie evenly upon 
them.” 19 But the wicked lines sneered at 90° and 

said to him, “Stand back! This fellow came here as 

an immigrant—an inscribed angle—and now he 
dares give orders! 20 We’ll treat you worse than 

him—componendo and seperando!” 21 But as 

they pressed hard against the angle, Pythagoras put 

out his hands and pulled it into the plane. 22 And 

the geometer said to him, “Leave this cone. 23 For 

the outcry against the Cone is so great that 

Apollonius is about to destroy it.” 24 As they were 

conversing, a flaming epicycle descended and car-
ried them away, taking them into the realm of the 

Forms in an ecliptic. 25 They were seen no more. 

26 The whole lifetime of 90° was 84 hours, 51 min-

utes, and 10 seconds according to the Table of
CONTINUED ON P2t
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A day later, in the same city

The light like milk down the high wall;

Baptisms at Santa Maria of Peace.

J The priest’s hands through water as air.

' He holds the head in his left palm

with his right gives it words 

infused in water.

Were they a bracelet | you could string them 

around your arm;

were a stone | you would grip it 

in your fingers.

CONTINUED FROM P20

Chords. [27] 28 Then the angle walked with 

Apollonius, and he was it was no longer here, for 
Apollonius took him.

IV. The wrath of Apollonius.
1 And then Apollonius said, “Woe! Woe! 

Woe to you, O Cone, for you have done much evil 

in my sight! 2 Did you not learn from the example 

of the Lines and the Angles? 3 Did we not bisect 
them in their pride? Shall it not also be the same 

with you?” 4 But they heeded not the words of 

Apollonius, nor the words of the geometer sent 
before him, for they were a wicked cone. 5 This was 

done in fulfillment of the scriptures, for it is writ-

ten, 6 “Apollonius was in the Cone, 7 And the 

Cone came to be through him 8 But the Cone 
knew him not.” 9 And Ptolemy also has written

And the leaves this morning 

each the size of your thumb nail

swivel on their stems:

their trees murmer when a wind passes 

or when 1.

Would you dig them all 

a grave in your head and keep them; 
would to inclose and to still.

But day and days—all and are and are going 

And time, opening and closing like a 

mouth behind you.

1H£ MYSTICAL APOLLONIUS • SIMON NAVARRETTE|04

that, 10 “They hardened their axis and would not 

be upright in Apollonius’ sight 11 Nor would they 

follow the givens laid out by the geometers.” 12 

And Apollonius said, “Lo! It is a wicked Cone! For 

its sins 13 Let it be cut by a plane through the axis 

14 And let it also be cut by another plane cutting 

the plane the circle BC is 15 In the straight line DE 

perpendicular either to the straight line BC 16 Or 

to it produced.” 17 And so it came to be. And to 

this day the Cone remains oblique to the will of 

Apollonius. 18 It is said that no line in the base will 

be perpendicular to the common section 19 until 

the axial triangle heeds his word and becomes 

upright. 20 And there is much wailing and gnashing 

of teeth until the right angle comes again in its glory 

to judge the right and the oblique. [21 & 22] •

(21)
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I. "It is all rather paradoxical and confusing. We 
must believe not only that there is a certain sense 
in which rabbits are cats, but that there is also a 
certain sense in which cats are rabbits."
—C. Davisson, "Are Electrons Waves?"

Electron I am, object preceding subject 
outrunning verb

at c^/v, light just an RV in my rearview 

mirror, diffracting 
as I please, slipping past the slits.
I am there where I am before 1 am there 

where I was.
And when you (and I mean you, Werner, 

in all your uncertainty) 
made a rule of my unruliness, 
declared me speed or space, simply because 
you (Werner, Albert, the P and R of the paradox) 
couldn’t measure both, 1 escaped you again.
Man measures nothing. Neither do I.
1 am a wave, skipping like a stone in ether 
if there is ether; 1 ripple, unfold, sidewind 

before myself;
my future is sinusoidal, inescapable, 

discontinuous.
I am a particle, bouncing like Pong for Millikan;

I spin lunar
around solar so small your hand cramps from 
zeroes and invents a constant;
I am both and neither, and indifferent;

why does this bother you?
Are you not also participle and noun?
Do you not also outrun your hody, lag 

behind your fate,
pace a path upon which your feet cannot patter? 
Where do you think this whole body/soul 

thing comes from, anyway?

II. T = (j)(v) p(t - vx/c^)—Lorentz 

transformation for time

Trains. It’s all about trains;
though their timetables must be thrown out
the window. “Hurry home,”
I say to an absent lover, “or at least
start traveling at three-quarters c away from me.”
I stand on the platform and watch you go by 
getting smaller and smaller, more and more part 
of my past.

And yet it’s all predictable, 
and so smooth a ride in the end; 
while time-dilated by a few tokes 
I faced the following;

A train (of course a train) pushing c, trapped 
or not trapped in a pre-Freudian tunnel, 
depending on passenger or spectator;
K screams from the dining car, “Fool! No way 
will this train fit inside that little 

scrunched-up tunnel”; 
dallying on the grass k asserts, “No way that 
little scrunched-up train’s not gonna fit.

I don’t know what
you’re talking about.” And they’re both right. 
They’re both right, goddammit.

The sober mind boggles.

But as I sprawled on the floor after two 
hours of work

and saw the clock’s fingers tap out 
fifteen minutes—

well, it’s synchronicity, that’s what it is. 
Everything’s happening the same everywhere, 

just not at the same time.
And not at the same where, either.

How-much-not-the-same-time, 
how-far-from-the-same-where, 

though, is only algebra. And for mankind 
it all goes to zero. For electrons or stars, 

a different story,
haiku or epic; but here on Pascal’s fulcrum, 
balanced between infinite and infinitesimal, 
one feels less wretched than weighting.

III. "The farther parallel lines are prolonged on 
the side of their parallelism, the more they 
approach one another."—Propos/f/oo 24, 
Lobachevsky's Theory of Parallels

I won’t believe it I won’t believe it 
not enough drugs in the world to make 

my ceiling
and my floor intersect, slope together to 

a dark dusty 
degreeless corner
not enough math in the universe to make 

me think it
will curve, that all will come together,

CONTINUED ON P23
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As he uncovered what he saw 

he saw what uncovered in 

the soft, warm glow, the 
torchlight that bums inside and 

bears with it the messages in 

this mortal existence of a 

billion prodigal sons and a 

billion prodigal fathers...

Dear Son,
We have two teachers...

Athens on the one hand 

and Sparta on the other 

In both of them time stands still. 

In us it keeps going...

But what does that matter?
We are only ages,

and there are plenty of days

left on our calendar

Plenty of reason to hope
our destiny will someday be fulfilled.

Athens or Sparta ?

Two hands words apart.

Dear Sirs,
Sorry at your most recent funeral our attendance 

could not be made STOP Had to meet with 

bathing suits at the Lyceum STOP and this for 

the most effective result.

Those were our fathers’ feelings, not ours.

CONTINUED FROM P22

snuggling in a huge cosmic hug 
I won’t believe it

and once you have found the biggest triangle 
what then?

once you are bigger than the biggest triangle 
what are you shaped like?

I am tiny. I know my shape.
My elbows are angles, my knees are angles, 
my knuckles are angles. I don’t stand up straight 
but I could if I tried. I can walk a straight line 
while not under the influence of gin or ganja 

or Gauss.
My hips equal two right angles. I can tell you 

what is curved
though it is not very curved, and what is straight. 
In all my shapes there is, even, a triangle 

of finite area, which points 
to more infinity than any geometry, 

imaginary or not.

NECESSARY POEMS • ANNA PERLEBERG|02

I am tiny. 1 walk down Einstein’s train tracks 
and they remain estranged for all the miles.
I am tiny, stoned at the water tower, 

looking up at the sky 
like an overturned bowl of glitter, 
watching a satellite carve a tiny blipping groove. 
If the stars told me the story perhaps 

I would believe it.
But it is beyond me, beyond men and their 
deceiving diagrams.

I am tiny.
The electron is tiny.
If it contains stoneskip, foresight,
breaker on infinite beach, mysteries unsolvable,
why should not I?

once you are bigger than the biggest triangle, 
can you pin me down, trace my tracks, measure 
my length and leaps of fancy at whatever 

same time means to you? 
once you are bigger than the biggest triangle, 
are you more uncertain even than I?

(23)
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Claire was walking fast across campus and 
combing her hair at the same time. She had over- 

slept. She reached behind herself, twisting her arm 

in a crooked U shape, and unzipped the back pock- 

et of her University of Maryland knapsack. She 
didn’t want to take the time to stop and remove it 

from her shoulders. Successfully, she replaced the 

comb in the pocket and managed to take out a 

container of ChapStick and apply it while heading 
toward the steep steps of the journalism depart- 

ment.
The smell of ChapStick suddenly reminded 

Claire of her stepfather, Gordon. Years earlier, 

Gordon had taught her how it would make her lips 

soft. She felt the knot grow in her already sour 

stomach as she remembered. She could still hear 

his voice. “Now give Gordy a big kiss, sweetie,” he 

would say. “We gotta test this new flavor out. See 
if cherry works as good as the plain.” Gordon, 

whom she hadn’t heard from until yesterday, had 

left a message on Claire’s answering machine ask-

ing her to meet him.

She remembered the very last time she and 

Gordon had been together. More than a decade 
ago, she had walked home along the old train 

tracks. No one drove that way much anymore, 

since the new two-lane road had been built 
through town. She didn’t want her mother, Diane, 

to find out where she had been all afternoon. “I 

swear to God, Claire,” Diane had threatened. “If I 
ever catch you going over to that man’s house. I’ll 

never let you come back here. Do you hear me?” 

Her mother had made her promise to never see her 

stepfather after he left. They had a big fight one 

night and he just left and never came back. Claire 

was thirteen at the time. Once, she asked her 
mother if Gordon was ever coming home. Her 

mother slapped her across the face. The memory 

caused Claire to shudder as she hurried up the 

steps to class.

The act of forgetting seemed particularly diffi-

cult for Gordon at the moment. There were those 

times when he forgot unwillingly — important 

details, names, dates. His memory loss would infu-

riate him. But this time he truly wanted to forget.

THE STEPFATHER ■ SALLY BENSON|03__________________

Forget her. Let go of the weight of missing her and 
desiring her, which he had been carrying around 

like a ball and chain. He’d lost weight. He didn’t 
digest well. Sleep was a gift allowed only in small 

increments.
Gordon lay in bed and thought about Claire’s 

skin. He couldn’t remember exactly what it 

smelled like. He couldn’t remember the last time 

he had nuzzled her neck and breathed in the silki-

ness of her hair. When he thought about touching 

her, his mind opened up and swallowed him. He 

imagined falling off of a cliff and not knowing 

when or if he would ever land. The trip down 

would become infinite and he would enter a 

dream. A dream, in which he was surrounded by 
sensation and light, every part of him wrapped in 

pleasure.

He tried to force her face out of his mind, but 

she was smiling at him. He craved her. Still. He got 

up and poured himself another drink, not bother-

ing with the ice this time. He wondered if he 
might be going mad. Clearly, this was some kind of 

unhealthy obsession, he thought. There were 

books about this sort of thing. Breaking your 
addiction to a person. He rolled onto his side and 

yanked the sheet up over his head.

When Claire was a child, she insisted that her 
mother and Gordon each spend a few minutes 

with her before going to bed. Diane usually said 

good night to Claire first. They didn’t kiss or hug; 

Diane would simply pull up the sheet and tell 
Claire to go to sleep and have pleasant dreams. 

“Okay Mom, sweet dreams,” Claire would look up, 

smiling. “Now tell Gordon to come.” Reluctantly, 

Diane would report back to her husband.

Gordon, on the other hand, would often 

spend up to thirty minutes in Claire’s room. 

Hearing Claire’s laughter from down the hall, 

Diane began to have difficulty sleeping at night. 

Sometimes she slept in the guestroom across the 
hall from Claire, so she wouldn’t keep Gordon up 

when she read late into the night. Finally, exhaust-
ed, she would fall asleep just before daybreak.

Gordon doted on Claire. He always had. On 
the weekends when he wasn’t working, he would
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take her with him to the hardware store or to the 

grocery store. Diane had found this endearing, 
thinking he was showing off his stepdaughter like 

a proud father.

About the time Claire was eleven years old, 

Diane noticed that Gordon was spending a lot of 
time alone with her even during the week. He 

would drive her downtown for ice cream after din-

ner. “Why don’t you all just have some ice cream 

here, Gordy?” Diane would ask. “There’s a pint of 

butter pecan in the freezer, for Christ’s sake.”

Claire explained that they preferred to get an 

ice cream cone. “Oh, a cone,” Diane would answer. 

“I see.” But, Diane did not see. She did not know 
it, but she was growing a jealous sore inside her 

heart. As they drove off, her gray face stared out 

from behind the screen door, watching the tail- 
lights of Gordon’s car disappear.

Diane had known about Gordon and Claire 

long before Claire even knew about Gordon and 

Claire. She had been waiting for the right moment 

to confront her husband, but she needed to be 

sure.
When Claire finished high school in 

Pennsylvania, she and a girlfriend hitchhiked to 

Washington, D.C. to look for summer jobs. They 

had arranged to stay with the girl’s aunt, who 

worked for the Commerce Department. Claire 

sent a note to her mother saying that she had 
decided to stay on for a few months. She knew she 

would not see her home in Pennsylvania again.

On Tuesday morning, Gordon had a hang-

over. He never knew what hit him first — the 
rudeness of his alarm clock going off or the imagi-

nary axe splitting his skull open. With eyes squint-

ing and frowning, Gordon reached toward the 

table next to his mattress and knocked over the 

jumbo bottle of aspirin while fumbling for two 

tablets. His throat was parched and his skin felt 
hot. The smell of evaporating vodka ctept up from 

the damp sheets. He rolled off of the mattress and 

onto the floor and stooped over for a moment or 

two before standing up very slowly. This was going 

to be a bad day. But it was the day. He knew he had 

to see her.

Gordon waited for Claire in the library as 

promised. He was in the music section on the 
fourth floor, sitting in one of those booths with the 
headphones. Claire immediately recognized him. 

He was thinner, but he was the same. She stood at 
the booth opposite his, letting the cubicle wall 

separate them.

“So, how are you?” She asked flatly. She didn’t 
care how he was.

“Oh, okay, I guess.” Gordon looked at her 
face. “Boy, time flies, doesn’t it? Here you are a 

grown woman in college. It seems like you were 
just a kid, you know?”

“Yeah, yeah, I temember. How did you find 

me, anyway?” Claire wished she had never agreed 
to meet him. She wanted to run out of the library.

“Claire,” Gordon whispered. “Can we walk, or 

something? Maybe sit outside, so we can talk. I 
need to talk to you.”

Motioning, Claire walked past the elevator, 
taking the escalator instead. When they were out-

side and sitting on one of the benches across from 

the library, Claire could see how time had taken its 

toll on Gordon. Deep lines spanned the distance 

across his forehead. He looked swollen around his 
neck and jaw. His eyes were bloodshot.

“You don’t look well, Gordon.”
“Claire, 1 need to ask a favor of you. I know I 

have been horrible...you never really had a father, 

did you? I know you don’t understand why I did 
the things I did. Not that any reason is a good one. 

1 can’t tell you how sorry I am every minute that I 

am alive. There isn’t a day that goes by when I 
don’t regret how I treated you.” Gordon’s eyes had 

filled. He looked down blinking, as tears fell onto 

the pavement in tiny thuds.

“Is it Mom? Have you heard something?” 
Diane had stopped answering Claire’s letters sever-

al years ago.
“I don’t blame you for not wanting to see me 

again,” He continued.

“Hey, it was you who stopped contacting me, 

remember?”

“I had to stop, don’t you see? I wanted you to 

grow up, Claire. I needed to get out of your life.

CONTINUED ON P26
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° Well, my friends, it is the end of the year, and I 

do not want to disappoint you. I am afraid, however, 

that I can offer you no success stories, no happy end-

ings. Rio and I do not ride a white horse into the sun-

set. I told you that when I first started. How could we 

have ever stayed together! I never deserved her, and 

she never deserved me. She doesn't help me be the per-

son I need to be, which is why I do not exactly mourn 

our parting. I’ve ceased obsessing over her, but I think 
I can still tell you about the very last night we spent 

together.

As was according to the usual course of 
events, there was a party the weekend befote 

Reality. As it so happened, it was thrown by mem-
bers of my own class, so not only was 1 expected to 

help, but 1 was morally obligated to spend the 

whole damn day there. It was a block party, and 
the weather was beautiful. It was a perfect day to 

look at girls in skimpy sundresses, and the girls did-

THE STEPFATHER • SALLY BENSONI03__________________

CONTI'JUED FROM P25

Even 1 knew that.” Claire could feel the perspira-
tion forming on her neck and back and the knot in 
her gut making itself known.

“Gordon, what do you want from me?” She 
asked impatiently. “1 don’t blame you anymore. 1 
don’t think about that time any mote. 1 don’t ask 

for answers to the WHYs anymote. 1 didn’t even 
know if you were still alive. In my mind, you were 

dead.”

“Claire, I need you to understand one thing. It 

was never your fault. You never did anything 

wrong. Do you understand? You are not to blame.

1 was a coward, and 1 was weak. 1 never wanted to 
harm you, you must believe me.”

For an instant, Claire felt like crying. But the 

urge passed. She looked at Gordon’s face closely 
and thought he looked very tired. And very sad. 

Pathetic, really. Like a lost and miserable old man, 

she thought. “So, Gordon, what do you want? 

Why are you here?”

“1 want you to visit yout mother,” he said. 1 
know you haven’t seen her or talked to her, or you

n’t mind the casual appearance of a few not entire-
ly unattractive boys with their shirts off. As was 
often the case, the Powers that Be decided that 

this was to be a non-alcohol party, but as is always 

the case when such a decision is made, the stu-
dents gleefully turned their head and minimally 

obeyed any suggestions made by their superiors. As 

a result, most of the people there were quite dtunk, 
considering the early hour and considering the 

two sets of parties that were to take place later that 
day. 1 knew she worked through most of the day, so 

1 did not expect to see her at 3 in the afternoon. 

But 1 did.

She was in a sundress.
She had not gone to wotk that day.

And she was, like all of us, quite drunk.

1 thought that now would be a perfect time to 
go talk to her. It was a casual enough setting that 

she would not immediately conclude 1 was making
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would be thete. 1 got a call from one of her neigh-
bors. She’s in the hospital, Claire. 1 tried to call 

her, but she wouldn’t have any of it. You need to 

let her know you’re okay. 1 won’t bother you again. 

1 promise.”
Claire closed her eyes. She could still see her 

mother’s apron hanging over the back of the chair 
in the kitchen. Suddenly she remembered a dream 

she used to have about a house with a big kitchen 

and lots of sunlight. Het mothet had told her that 

it was the house of her dreams. “Just keep dream-

ing about it,” Diane had said, “and before you 

know it, it will be yours.” Claire had had other 

dreams about other things. Things that seemed far 

away, and which she could no longer remember as 

she walked back across campus toward home.

Alone, Claire stood in front of her apartment 

staring at the door, knowing she would feel loneli-

er once inside. She tried her key in the lock, and it 
fit. But, somehow nothing looked familiar. She 

could only think of sleep. •
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a stupid attempt to get her to agree to fuck me, and 

I thought that I even could make such an attempt, 

considering the high spirits of everyone, and the 
wonderful breeze nature happened to provide. I 

happen to believe that people like to have sex 

when the wind is blowing gently. It goes with their 
ideal visions established by movies, romance nov- 

els, and masturbatory dreams. Hair is always being 

swept up romantically in our reveries, and we can’t 
help but fall for it when it’s happening in front of 

us. And such was the case that day.

I don't want you to think I was the only person on 
the prowl. I want to make it quite clear that everyone 

was trying to fuck everyone that day, and there were 

some near-misses, and some things to snicker about, 

but mostly, nothing happened.

As 1 approached Rio, 1 see her twist her face in 
disgust. This was already not off to a good start. 

But then 1 saw her turn her head a little, so 1 would 

not be able to see the smirk she quickly developed 

on her face. This bitch was about to play me. Well, 

I mean, she was going to try, and 1 was going to 

resist, and then she’d stop trying, and the moment 
she’d lose intetest was the moment 1 would col-

lapse. It’s the way it’s always happened—with 

schmucks like me and with schmucks like the rest 

of the world. So long as there are women we hate, 

we detest, and are sickened by; so long as we will 

always want what’s bad for us, and want what we 

know we shouldn’t have, we will always want to 

punch it or take it to bed with us. 1 imagine, 

though, that it was the same story with her. I had 

a good chance of taking her to bed.

“Hi, John.”

“Hi, Rio.” you bitch i fucking hate you i wish i 

could spit on you but i can't because the only reason i 

want to is because you won't stay with me you always 

turn your back to me after we've slept together and fall 

asleep you calous whore

She stretches her arms above her head, arch-

ing her back provocatively. “God, it’s such a gor-

geous day. The breeze is so nice, when it runs 
through your hair and lifts your skirts a little. And 

the drunk is so much more pleasant on a day like 

this.” She exhaled as she finished stretching.

“So Rio, what are you doing tonight? 1 
thought you were at work now. Do you have to go 
later?”

“No. Actually, 1 was gonna call you. There’s 
some band playing at some bar Collette knows 

about, and 1 was gonna ask you to come along. 
Should be great. She hasn’t shut up about them 

since she saw them last week.”

She was nervous. That’s why she was talking 

so much. She usually doesn’t say a word if she’s 
under control.

“Kirby’s having a party tonight. It’ll be the 
same shit, of course, but 1 think I’m too wasted to 

go anywhere anyhow. You can go to the bar, or 
whatever, but you should definitely stop by after.”

She agreed. In fact, based on how talkative 

she was, I expected her to show up early. She did. 

She made excuses; said the band sucked. She asked 

me for a cigarette. I gave her one.

She wanted to go look for some friend of hers. 
This friend happened to live in my dorm. This 

friend happened to not be home. We happened to 

have gone back downstairs. She lingered at the 

doorway, hesitant to say something. I could tell by 
the look in her eyes she wanted me to kiss her. 

Because I loved her, I wanted to kiss her. Because I 

hated her, I hesitated. I loved the way she hated 

me back. I loved the way her affection was quickly 

turning to contempt with each passing moment. 
As she was about to puch the door open, I grabbed 

her by the waist.

I squeezed, perhaps a little too hard. But she 

gave. Her lips parted with ease. I wore her down, 

her defenses were down, and soon enough, so was 

she. It happened so slowly. I kissed the nape of her 

neck, and she moaned softly under me. She arched 

her back, like when she had been stretching earli-

er that day.

she was still in her dress i didn't bother to take it 

off neither did she it tuas hiked up a little but it made a 

shady tent it felt so cool under her dress but all i really 

wanted was not a refreshing place i wanted instead to 

hear her moan softly under me i wanted to feel her 

wave equation undulating under me i wanted her to dig 

her nails into my back i wanted she is so high i want to

CONTINUED ON P2;
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/**N Need is a needle with want as a thread that 
stitches itself a skeleton on which to hang 
th misdemeanors of muscle while being 
pin-stripe suited into coined incarceration blues. 
In a short-sheeted double-breasted straight-jacket 
integrity took a hyperbolically long walk 
off of a geologically abrupt concrete corruption. 
Lucky to run 1 say; trust was gang-raped first 
then given to soldiers and inmates for a toy

In the beginning... there was no beginning!!! 
Everything came out together and ate 

each other perfectly.
It was neck and neck, down to th wire 
skin of th teeth, dangling by a thread... 
when you died... you were dead!
Now, there’s always a sour grape in th bunch 
and true to form some whiz kid wanted more. 
So he who waits alone or in a group 
concocted time for a reason to kill.
It was that bitter boredom pill 
that caused th beans to spill 
and it’s never as simple as that!

Looking back, it all seems so abstract... 
casually observing th obvious 
that th mob plausible excuses excessively used 
in hysterical dialectic hypocrisies 
are really a linguistic hegemony inflicted on 

th human race!
Nevertheless, I’m speakin’ about here and now 
where our seams are cornin’ apart at this 

sexual permanent press.
These increments we’ve invented are mere shades 
of fractal spasticity that elasticates our existence! 
This acquiescence of mission to 

th concept of fission

is missin’ th kissin’ of sublimely sanguine 
phenomena.

If you are unaware as all around you this is 
happenin’

th odds on chance is in ignorance you’ll be 
caught nappin’.

If you feel like your head is snappin’ 
and th landscape you’ve been mappin’ 
has a radical flashflood or avalanche... 
you’ve got to recalibrate; start with 

a leap of faith to extrapolate 
an integrated communicative state.
We gotta focus on th locus, th molecular 

matrices chokin’ us
pokin’ us in th eye, makin’ us wonder why 
breakin’ our backs for th sky, left with ashes and 
dust when we die.

Karma is a garment woven to wear 
on th ultimate sojourn alone.
With every breath, we cause th spindle to twitch. 
Our eyes scissor society’s cloth into viable strips. 
All things violent are in fashion and surely 

someone is offended by now.
Our very presence on th planet in 

criminal apparel
makes it chronically impossible to evolve past 
clothes-pin nose-minded business as usual 
while doctoring one part of heart, mind or body 
away from another.
Consciousness is whole; we are faceted soul.
We have to deal with each other; become real 

for one another.
We are sister and brother; everything else 

is a cover-up.

ETERNAL IDEAS ■ PETER GILBERT|TUTOR
T5
C
fD

■A

&

Hi

Eternal ideas are not for sale
at every finest store
but at the bargain basement shop
you’ve been to once before
among the racks of Chinese shirts
and bins of plastic shoes
there is a small neglected box
you easily might lose
its cling-wrap sheen much tarnished
by untold consumer hands
who picked it up and put it down
still on the shelf it stands

some thought it was a brand of soap
and some, a wind-up toy
a sort of jumping, hop-scotch frog
that children might enjoy
some thought it held a plastic mouse
that gnaws on rubber cheese
and some, a kind of remedy
for athlete’s foot of fleas
Yet no one deigned to purchase it
and bring it to their home
and so it sits forever there
in fields of styrofoam
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When blond'haired chisel-chinned 

stubble cheeks met black buxom and luxurious 
with an attitude, sparks fell up headlong 

into the night s dark rubber mouth.

The dog’s been barking since 3 a.m. 

and won’t quit ’til sun-up, 

when night is already ember-like and spent, 

reflected flat black in his hazy, wild eyes.

Piping badder-ass than Pan even, 
with pants torn muddy wild eyes, 
he’s dancing around like a mad blind idiot 

to a dark and diesel-smelling funk:

tar steeped in sweat and sap and spit 
that rolls down from the hills 

all along up the road to this place 

in a broken-up wingless chariot.

He turned her away, this licorice night, 

now a cold night warming into day, 

resolving like in grooved vinyl dissolve 

the tunes turned into it. Black licorice

(at the bottoms of the pockets of that can’t-hold-a-job 

who knows nothing but that it’s Spring, 

and what a waste of a morning it’s to sleep in 

when there’s a taste in his mouth for mischief)

Black licorice melts like this: it sticks to the pockets 
and stains, is not made to melt like licorice night: 

first blue chrome then orange silk licorice 

melts the wax that holds the wings to Icharus.

then in the door and crashes down around the legs 

of this wild-eyed idiot whose knowing nothing hurts. 

He’s got black licorice in his pants.

He’s a one-man parade. Like I said:

night and morning met in a blue chrome diner. 

Sparks fell up headlong into the night’s 
dark licorice mouth, and night spit them out 

in a shower of aurora borealises.

_JOHNNY LOVE STORY / PARTS • CATHY GARCIA|03
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crawl all over her

It was a slow repitition. We did it a few times, 

each time slower than the last time. All things 

remained the same, so why not try again! It was like a 

bar called Heaven.

She got up to go to the bathroom. She turned 

off the light in the hallway, trying to shield her 

nakedness from whomever had just walked 

through the door. She clutched at her breasts, 

cradling them as she dashed into the bathroom. It 

was dark and cool. The window was open a slight 

bit, and all sbe could bear was the trickle of her 

own urine falling into the toilet and her own racing 

heartbeat echoing off the tile. She looked up at the 

ceiling, and remained sitting, even after she was

done. She was trying to find the right words for 

what she wanted to tell dear old John, but stut-

tered with each attempt. She decided she would 

just go in and tell him.

1 thought she was going to give me some flim-

sy excuse. Instead she walked back in and lay next 

to me. She put her arm around me, and kissed my 

neck.
“I think I want to stay with you, John. I think 

I really love you. I know it’s what you’ve always 

wanted. I didn’t know until now that it’s what I’ve 

always wanted, too. I’m sorry that I’ve treated you 

the way I have. I’m sorry I’ve been so insensitive.” 

She leaned over to kiss me.

I laughed. I don’t think it’s what she expected.
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You are my cup holder of love fermenting

Coffee mug with a hug
Cream of the crop, sugar and milk,

Champagne and Chambord—you Royal Kir!

Are my Amrosia.
This is some comfort even when being screwed 

Slow and comfortable against a wall.

The taste of earthen wood in crimson Bloody 

(like Mary)—

We are flaming, I scream your name at orgasm. 
Our summer specialty is skipping and go naked— 

Dirtying the rocks,

A twat shot'Sweet tart, is your love juice.
No bars hide our sunny beach—we orgy openly.

J igger my Happy days not hours—

When the sea breeze picks up our spirits 

Sending them with cupid’s arrow

To love children of the Gods.

No sex before love—just love after sex

Purple hooters cause slippery buttery nipples!
These things are illegal in Arizona at any age.

Your beauty spot and Soft Fuzzy navel

Age like robust wine

Jump up and give me angel kisses

Falling'flying

Between the sheets

A depth charge velvet hammers me

And we dreamsicle, of white witches,

(Never a Tom, Mike, Jon, Robs us)
Silver foxy ladies, and our leather goddess 

All are stimulating penetrators.

You bring me lady joy—

Preventing server’s interventions.

THE ST. JOHN'S DATING GAME • CHEF JEFF
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