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letter from an editor 
• greetings, gentle reader)

GREETINGS, GENTLE READER • EDDIE KOVSKYI03

° I hope the essay writing season has not 

brought your spirits down too much. Seminar 
essays are only the sign of the beginning of the 

end. In a round about way this is also a bad 

metaphorfor the coming of spring. And the coming 

of spring is another bad and overused metaphor 

for change. But in the spirit of change we here at 

the Moon are shifting things around yet again. 

Cathy Garcia is our new layout guru. Annette 
Prapasiri is moving on to bigger challenges (like 

junior year) after nearly a year of creating a graph-

ic design renaissance for us.

This is also the penultimate issue of the year. 

That's right. Only one more. If you've been mean-
ing to write something for the Moon all year but 

just haven't gotten around to it the time for pro-

crastination is quickly fading. There's only one 
more chance for you to have your name immortal-

ized in print. Submissions are welcome from all 

members of the college community and, as has 

been since the dawn of time, can be sent to 

moontag@stumail.sjcsf.edu.
I'm afraid I'm at a loss for further commentary, 

so enjoy the remainder of the semester. •

CORRECTION —BVG PLENARY SESSION REPORTS: ERIN HANLONI03

The name of the new Assistant Dean of Annapolis was misspelled in last issue's BVG 

Report. Her name is Judy Seeger, not Judy Seager, as I reported. My apologies to Ms. 

Seeger and any others who may have been offended.

.ANNOUNCEMENT.

The  '

City  of  Santa  Fe

HAS ANNOUNCED THAT AS OF 
March  15

THE Mc Clure  Reserv oir  is at

29%
OF ITS STANDARD CAPACITY.

This  puts  San ta  Fe  at  at

Stage  2 Water  Emerg ency .
Remember  that  Santa  Fe is loca ted  in a  dese rt  and  

that  water  is an  extre mely  preci ous  reso urce .
Please  do  eve rythi ng  you  can  to  

AVOID wasting  water  WHILE YOU ARE ATTENDING SCHOOL HERE.

L_________________________________________________________________________
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LETTERS TO THE EDITORS: J. E. BALKCOM | C. B. NELSON

TO THE MEMBERS 
OF THE COLLEGE COMMUNITY 

JOHN E. BALKCOM|PRESIDENT, SANTA FE 

CHRISTOPHER B. NELSON|PRESIDENT, ANNAPOLIS

° We are sorry to report the death of John E. 
Robson, former chairman and member of the Board 

of Visitors and Governors, who passed away in 
Washington, D.C., on Wednesday, March 20 after 

a six-month battle with cancer. He was 71.

At the time of his death, John was president 

and chairman of the Export-Import Bank, a posi-

tion he assumed in May 2001 after being appointed 

by President Bush. The bank is a government 

agency that provides loans to U.S. corporations to 
support their sales to foreign countries.

John joined the college’s Board in 1973, and 

served with distinction for almost thirty years, 

including as chairman from 1982 to 1985. He was 

named an Honorary Alumnus in 1999.

Along with his wife, Margaret, he was deeply 
committed to the college. As a generous contribu-

tor to St. John’s, John was instrumental in securing 

scholarships for students on both campuses, as well 
as funding for the Student Activities Center in 

Santa Fe. As a candidate for the presidency on the 

Santa Fe campus, he credited former Annapolis 
Dean Robert Goldwin for involving him in St. 

John’s. John wrote in his application that “what 

attracted me to St. John’s was the Program and the 
ferocious dedication of the college to conferring on 

its students the inestimably valuable capacity to 

analyze and think for themselves, orderly and 

rationally, about any issue.” John consistently 

maintained that if learning to think is what a col-

lege education is about, no program does it as well 

as St. John’s. Committed to continued learning, 

John participated in many seminars, including 

those specifically developed for the Eloard and the 

Summer Classics program in Santa Fe, where the 

Robsons have a home.

In his biography distributed to Board members, 

John said: “I never set my cap to be one thing. If 

there is a theme in my life, it is starting something

or changing things.” Indeed, his professional 
endeavors ranged from law, to business, to govern-

ment service. After graduating from Yale and then 
Harvard Law School, John was a partner and asso-

ciate at Liebman, Williams, Bennett, Baird &. 

Minow. He opened the firm’s Washington, D.C. 
office. He joined the just-established Department 

of Transportation in the Johnson Administration 

and became its second ranking officer in the late 

1960s. From 1975 to 1977, he served as Chairman 

of the U.S. Civil Aeronautics Board, where he ini-

tiated airline deregulation.
John’s business endeavors also were successful. 

In 1978, he joined G.D. Searle & Co. as Executive 

Vice President. He served as CEO and President of 

the Fortune 500 pharmaceutical firm until 1986. 

He then became Dean and Professor of 

Management at Emory University’s School of 

Business Administration. In 1989, government 
service again lured him and he was appointed 

Deputy Secretary of the U.S. Treasury in the first 

Bush administration. From 1993 on, John taught 

and served as Visiting Fellow at a number of insti-

tutions, including the Yale School of Organization 
and Management, the Hoover Institution at 

Stanford, and The Heritage Foundation.

In addition to his work on the St. John’s Board, 

John was a member of the board of the University 

of California at San Francisco Foundation. His cor-

porate directorships included Monsanto Company, 

Northrop Grumman Corporation, Rand McNally 

& Co., and the Security Capital Industrial Trust.

John pursued his hobbies with an intensity 

equal to that of his professional life. He loved fly-

fishing and tennis, and two years ago he climbed 

Mount Kilimanjaro in Tanzania with his son, 

[Douglas. He is survived by his wife Margaret and by 

Douglas.

The funeral has been scheduled for Monday, 

March 25, at 4: 30 p.m. at the Naval Chapel, 3801 

Nebraska Ave., Washington, D.C.

Condolences can be sent to Margaret at 2401 

Tracy Place, NW, Washington, D.C. 20008. •
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IN THE STACKS—THE VIEW FROM THE SJC LIBRARY ■ CRAIG JOLLYIMEEM LIBRARIAN

° This April marks the seventh anniver-

sary of National Poetry Month.

What does this mean for St. John’s 

College?

For one thing, it serves as occasion for 

our second library-sponsored Poetry Slam, to 

take place on Wednesday, April 24th, from 7 

pm until 9 pm in the Coffee Shop. The slam 

is open to all students, staff, and tutors. All 

participants should plan to bring three origi-
nal poems, as the slam entails three progres-

sive rounds. Poems will be judged for con-

tent, form, and performance, with prizes 

awarded to the top three finishers. An addi-

tional prize will be awarded for the best over-

all poem. For additional information contact 

Associate Librarian Heather MacLean at 

extension 6045, or Tim Sparkman through 

campus mail.

This year’s National Poetry Month cele-

brates the 100th anniversary of the birthday 

of poet and writer Langston Hughes (a birth-

day also observed by the US Postal service 

with its release, on February first, of a 

Langston Hughes commemorative stamp). In 

recognition of Hughes, the library has assem-
bled a display of the works of both Hughes 

and some of his contemporaries.

With over thirty published works to his 

name (of which the Meem Library carries 

about a dozen), Hughes’ was a powerful voice 

amidst the literary wave that became known 

as the Harlem Renaissance. His works are of 

particular interest to those of us who 

embrace that uniquely American music form 

known as jazz. Hughes’ writing was contem-

poraneous with the first flowering of jazz 

music, and the influence of jazz, both cultur-

ally and artistically, bore heavily upon his 

own literary work.

It seems both fitting, and curiously coin-

cidental, that Langston Hughes should be 

shelved next to Zora Neale Hurston on our 

Library’s shelves. If Hughes is the premiere 

black poet of his time, then Hurston (author

of, among other novels. Their Eyes Were 

Watching God) was perhaps the premiere 
black writer of fiction. The two collaborated, 

just once, upon a play (based upon Hurston’s 
aptly named short story “Bone of 

Contention”) entitled Mule Bone, completed 

in 1930. A copyright dispute soon ensued 
between the two, ending their friendship and 

preventing the play from being performed 
until 1991, sixty years later.

It seems appropriate, during National 

Poetry Month, to mention the poets in our 
midst: Charles Bell, George Aigla, Charles 

Fasanaro, William Alba. Each of these tutors 
has at least one volume of poetry among the 

books in the Meem Library collection. David 

Mutschlecner, a recent GI graduate from Los 

Alamos, has also recently published his sec-

ond volume of poetry (Esse) rife with allu-

sions to, among other Program authors: 
Aristotle, St. Thomas Aquinas, and Dante.

Poetry, of course, is meant to be 
heard as much as read. This, too, is possible 

in the library, whose audiocassette collection 

includes readings by Wallace Stevens, e.e. 

Cummings, Galway Kinnell, and T.S. Eliot, as 

well as readings by others of the poems of 

Baudelaire, Cocteau, Apollinaire, Rimbaud, 

Verlane, and a sampling of ancient Chinese 

poets.
Also in this collection are audio copies 

of each of the College’s Friday night and 

Speaking Volumes lectures—a second chance 

for those of us whose personal obligations 

sometimes prevent us from attending, and a 
chance for a second listen for those who 

found their attention sometimes wandering 

the first time around. Among these are 

numerous lectures on both the craft and sub-

stance of poetry: William Darkey speaking on 

“Four Poems on Love and Thought by Robert 

Frost”; Charles Bell on “The Buckling of the 

Sonnet, When and Wherefore”; Joshua Kates 

on “What, Then, is Poetry?”; Dana Levin on 

“The Wounded Healer: Poetry as Self-
CONTINUED ON P5
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The Polyphonic Spree 
Live in Austin, Spring Break '02

The Beginning Stages of...The Polyphonic Spree
Good Records 

www.thepolyphonicspree.com 
www.goodrecords.com

° My eyes are filled with rubies and glit- 
tering silver, aging wine flows from my fin-
gernails and the dwarves to my left and right 

crouch as to lower themselves more fully in 

the presence of glory and stories. Facing 
impeachment and casual usurpers, my head 

begins to “spin around. I’ve found my soldier 

girl, she’s so far away, she makes my head spin 

around” lose the cobwebs of the winter 

months, the king spiders of despair are van-

quished by these flies, these men of song, 

these men of grass and trees and suns.

The Polyphonic Spree are in their third 

song, a beautiful, nay, good vibration, of men 
and women and children and theramines. My 

friend Dan and 1 have come to see The Shins, 

but nothing could begin to describe the

O
SUN! SUICIDE IS A SHAME" • DEVIN KINGI03

shock when we saw a timpani on stage. 

Walking in to the humble and worthy strains 

of “The Age of Aquarius” from the Marv 
deMahv- and Kate Perri-pleasing musical. 

Hair, The Polyphonic Spree took the stage at 

Stubb’s Barbecue in Austin, at least 20 
strong, clad in white robes with players of a 

Moog, guitar, French horn, trombone, 
theramine, 4 track tape recorder, flute, picco-

lo, violin, piano, bass, singer, drummer, per-

cussion (most notably, the timpani), and a 

motherfuckin’ chorus of nine. The singer, 

Tim DeLaughter, with a big ole grin on his 

face squeals “Hello!” and damned if they 
don’t launch into the most pleasing and 

sunny pop music I’ve heard in a long time. 
And damned if they don’t stop once during 

their forty minutes. And damned if I’ve ever 

seen anything better (including The Rolling 

Stones, who had the Astrodome, a giant set, 

screaming fans, and the rock and roll on their 
side).
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CONTK'iUED ON P!3

IN THE STACKS—THE VIEW FROM THE SJC LIBRARY ■ CRAIG JOLLY|MEEM LIBRARIAN
CONTINUED FROM P4

Transformation”; Anselm Hollo on “Inno-

vative Poetry: Life Outside the Box”; and 

Michael Scofield on his second career as a 

poet in “Younger in Santa Fe.”

Although these audio recordings are 

non-circulating, and must be played within 

the library’s listening room, the library is cur-

rently in the process of converting these 

original masters into a circulating collection 

of audio CDs, as part of a larger project to 

circulate music CDs and expand our circulat-

ing video collection.

Finally, this being National Poetry 

Month, 1 cannot end without a plug for a 

favorite poet of my own, who follows Hughes 

and Hurston on our library shelves: Robinson 

Jeffers.

The current (April 11) issue of the New 

York Review of Books contains a review piece 

on Jeffers in which the author, Charles 

Simic, says: “Jeffers, who died in 1962 and is 

little read today, was the author of at least 

thirteen sizable collections of poetry. This in 

itself would not be particularly unusual 

except that, in the 1920s to 1940s, he was 

reputed to he one of the greatest poetic voic-

es this country ever produced and was com-

pared to Shakespeare and Homer by critics 

who loathed poetry.”

Classically educated (he began Greek at 

age five, and by the time he graduated high 

school knew Latin, French, and German as 

well), his poetry gives clear evidence of his 

schooling. From the stone house he built on
CONTINUED ON PIS
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the answ
er girl 

♦ at last, all m
ysteries solved

ANSWER GIRL ■ BECKY DWYER|03

° "To profess to solve all problems and 
to answer all questions would be impudent 
boasting, and would argue such extrava-
gant self-conceit as at once to forfeit all 
confidence." —Kant

Dear Answer Girl,
Why should I wash my hands after I go to the 

bathroom? I'm trying to save water by not flushing 
and not washing my hands after going to the bath-
room. But the other girls on my floor give me dirty 
looks when I leave without washing. Why is that?

—Environmentally Conscious in Wagner

Dear Environmentally Conscious in Wagner,
Congratulations on helping the environment! 

Because we live in a desert climate it is important 
to save water whenever possible. However, I don’t 
see any reason why you should sacrifice your 
hygiene.

Millions of bacteria live in your intestines, and 
many of them are harmful, if they are moved to 
other parts of the body, like your eyes, your mouth, 
your nose, or other orifices. WebMD says, 
“Infection may be transmitted by direct contact, by 
indirect contact, or by vectors. Direct contact may 
be with body excreta such as urine, feces, or mucus, 
or with drainage from an open sore, ulcer, or 
wound. Indirect contact refers to transmission via 
inanimate objects such as bed linens, bedpans, 
drinking glasses, or eating utensils.” Toilets would 
naturally be included in this list of indirect con-
taminants. Then, from your hands, these germs can 
also spread to the door handles to infect everyone 
that leaves the bathroom or enters your room.

A water friendly alternative to washing your 
hands is antibacterial lotion. This type of product is 
often seen in port-o-potties and can be used with-
out water. In fact, it’s not supposed to be with water. 
TTiis will kill many of the germs on your hands, and 
can act as a moisturizer and make them smell nice. 
Not only that, but people won’t feel bad about 
shaking your hand after you use the bathroom.

—Answer Girl

PS. Flushing helps keep the stench of your 
wastes down in the bathroom and several people 
will flush before they use the toilet anyway, destroy-
ing your effort.

Dear Answer Girl,
The guy next door has a loud girlfriend. And 

when I mean loud, I mean loud-during-sex. How can 
I get them to stop?

—Sleeping in Poly

Dear Sleeping in Poly,
Deal with it. Eventually you’re going to have 

sex, and it’s going to be good and it’s going to be 
loud, and how would you feel asking your girlfriend 
to keep it quiet?

—Answer Girl

Dear Answer Girl,
The guy next door plays really loud music 

at awful hours. How can I get him to stop?
—Sleeping in Clio

Dear Sleeping in Clio,
What sort of hours are these “awful” hours? 

Are you trying to sleep during the day, or at night 
like a normal person? Are you trying to do home-
work? I’m wary of telling anyone the “right” times 
to tell someone to shut up. (I know how much it 
sucks.) There’s really no basic rule.

The difficulty with trying to arrange “quiet 
times” is that for many, they feel that it imposes on 
their right to listen to music, anytime they want. 
What people have to remember is that they do not 
have the right to impose their music upon others. 
Also, many different people have many different 
study and sleep habits. Some study with music, oth-
ers can’t concentrate with it. Some go to sleep at 
11pm and get up at 7am. Others can’t sleep before 
3am and likewise don’t want to get up until noon.

The best way to handle any conflict is by 
expressing your needs in a calm and polite manner. 
Hopefully, the offending party will be polite 
enough to realize that you’re not doing this because 
you’re mean, but because you’re tired or reading 
Kant. If this doesn’t work, call your RA. They’re 
supposed to resolve conflicts like this.

—Answer Girl

Dear Answer Girl,
What does qua mean?
—Reading Artistotle

CONTINUED ON P7
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CONTINUED FROM P6

Dear Reading Aristotle,
Webster’s Universal College Dictionary says 

that qua is an adverb meaning “as being; in the 
character or capacity of.” Fill in qua with “as 
being.” Example; A doctor builds a house, not as 
being doctor, but as being housebuilder. (Aristotle’s 
Physics, 191b5)

—Answer Girl

ANSWER GIRL • BECKY DWYERI03

Dear Answer Girl,
Is there a God? 
—Sophomore

Dear Sophomore, 
I don’t know.
—Answer Girl •

THE PIMP- NICOLO MACHIAVELLI: TRANSLATED BY BLAKE HINDLY|04 AND JEFF LAUX

° Recently a new treatise by Nicolo 

Machiavelli has been discovered. This dissertation. 

The Pimp, is the first modern handbook on sexual 

politics. Presented here are selections from a trans- 

lation being created by diligent St. John’s students 

Jeff Laux and Blake Hindley, which is made even 

more amazing by the fact that they don’t know any 

Italian.
From CHAPTER 1: How Many Kinds of Pimp- 

ipalities There Are, And By What Means They Are 

Acquired.
All men, who may be truly considered men, 

are in fact pimps. Their pimp-ipalities, be they 

hereditary, mixed or new, may be obtained and 

maintained through a combination of physical 

good looks, smoothness, fine champagnes, roman- 

tic virility and the ability to freak nasty.

From CHAPTER II: Concerning Hereditary 

Pimps.
Pimps who have attained their status as 

unquenchable mountains of man-love through 
hereditary means have fewer difficulties in holding 

them, their pimp-ipalities. Those long accustomed 

to the comeliness of the family of the pimp know 

already of this pimp’s potential for mad lovin’. This 

pimp may deal prudently—but never prudishly— 

when an attractive pimpette may cause him to 

arise, for his pimp-like powers allow him to main-
tain himself in this state without fear of upheaval 

from any of his members. Historically the pimpdom 

of “Duke” Vitellozzo Valentino Andolonzi Ramonzi 

Piero Gonfaldiani Soderini Vitelli Savonarolizo 

Bologna Italiano Corleone falls under this category.

From CHAPTER VI: Concerning Pimpdoms 

acquired by One's Own Arms, or One's Own Legs, or

One's Other Own Impressive Bodily Parts.
In keeping control over one’s pimpdom, one 

must be never afraid of beating certain members 

when they try to rise up at inopportune moments. 
Concerning those he-whores who have reached a 

desirable position due to their attractive and virile 

flesh, they have cum not so much due to their own 

efforts but rather through sexually advantageous 
partnerships. 1 say that, historically, the great 

Achilles may be considered one of these man-sluts, 

though one may find issues with his masculinity 
due both to his less-than-comely ankles and also 

due to his queer preference for Patroklos. As we 
know, a pimp must associate himself with subjects 

who do not threaten his own pimp-ipality.
From CHAPTER VIII: Concerning Those Who 

Have Become Pimps Through Smoothness.
Concerning those pimps who have become 

pimps not because of hereditary attractiveness, but 

through their own smoothness and abilities to 

sweet talk the ladies, baby, 1 say that their pimp-
doms are harder cum by, but easier to hold stiff once 

achieved.
From CHAPTER XI: Concerning Ecclesiastical 

Pimps.
Pimps who use their ecclesiastical postures, 

most notably the missionary position, demonstrate 
how the Church has attained greatness in seductive 

power. Occasionally a courageous pope may rise up, 
like Sextus [LXIX] the Pontiff, to pontificate and 

fornicate with the use of his little, bald, one-eyed 

monk. The problem with these pimpdoms, howev-

er, is the predilection for the holy pimps to sodom-

ize altar boys.

(07)
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poetry 
* from the desk of)

FROM THE DESK OF • ROBERT CULBERTI04

I am not a poet 

the world is not my glass 

1 know not what that lovers do 

nor how the seasons pass

1 am not a poet 

1 claim nothing unreal 

1 suffer not in bittersweet 

1 speak not what 1 feel

1 am not a poet 

I cannot talk in rhyme 

I’m mystified by things like verse, 

stanzas, and meter’d time

My metaphors are overt 

as any fool can see 
my insights are as pointless ^ 

as the pointless Swiss army

1 see beauty in things like... trees 

Like other poets do 

I toss around my broken heart 

in search of things to do

1 always look for symbols too 

(most poets do the same) 

then try to symbolize them well 

with words that fit like “game”

1 try to embrace nature 

“oh nature, God of mine!”

1 ruminate and suffer 

and it works every time

But still I’m not a poet 

I do not speak in thyme 

I’m mystified by things like words 

and I say it’s a crime.

r
You are cordially invited to

THE SECOND ANNUAL ST. JOHN’S COLLEGE

POETRY SLAM

April 24th from 7 to 9 pm 
in the coffeeshop

(08)



1 54 X 250 CM. ■ DEVIN KING|03

mostly feeling

poetry 
•

tablecloth, a theatre scrim for spoons of lit grease sparkles
en

these are rainbows

these, ours look there X
a lion. KjkJi

look there o
your eyes.

cm

colored jails tin cups harmonicas huzzing hollow escapes in fantastic openings

these are jumpsuits ripped at the knee.

these slippers are paper.

ON MOURNING AN EX ■ ANNA PERLEBERG|02

n
r^,

rD
rt
i-t

O

o
-5

.—>0^

H

1

Our children, never bom, were golden-haired.

Ran naked through the house and yard, were taught 

To shoot, sew, cook, read French; and they were scared 

Of nothing, since their parents loved them. Ought 

This to have been? We were so sure it would.

We had rules, education, numbers planned—

Six was the limit, four seemed pretty good—

But then you left; 1 didn’t understand.

We fell apart so quickly, we who were

Once bound so fast; your beauty, rare when new.

Lost its eclat; soon I wanted fewer 

Challenges, less scrutiny, more love of who 

I was. While we could not, by force of will.

Make love last, yet I mourn our children still.

(09)



poetry 
• a report on the desk clerk's late night shift)

A REPORT ON THE DESK CLERK’S LATE NIGHT SHIFT • DAVID CARL ITUTOR

motion flashes and the brain plays 
over once again that familiar refrain

for such a complex organism its seems 
so simply fated to repetition 
the same words and impulses 
doubts and desires
provoked year after year by the same shapes
and images, the same fancies and phrases
of which we know nothing
but respond nonetheless
year after year, again and again
as if there were some newness in this same 

* * *
Refracted through the half empty (half empty 

indeed!)
bottle teetering on the dark grained table top 
the light, Newton’s own child, split and spilled 
across the table’s remaining contents, 
a packet of cigarettes and silver lighter, 
and his own gray hand trembling on its surface.

* ♦ Jfc
From his perch behind it all 
above it all, he sits on the raised stool 
in a white shirt and red vest, 
a book open and unread on the counter 
an ashtray brimming with all night hours 
bloodshot smiling eyes greet each returning guest. 
There are words for each of them in turn, 
for the blonde woman no longer blonde, 
and the business man long out of business, 
the young writer no longer even struggling 

to make it
the waitress still young and that’s the worst of it 
for soon enough she won’t be—no matter how 

far off,
it will be soon enough; for the man who walks 

his dog
and the card players who drink from paper bags 
which he pretends not to notice not for 

the meager tips
offered with such sad conspiratorial flourish, 
but for their smiles; and for me too to whom 

he hands
a key, a key and a number, a large brown 

plastic diamond,
with the number in white and slightly raised, 
so that even in the dark your fingers might tell 

the cipher.
Even in the dark they’ve got your number, 
and he knows it and he hands it to you with his 
bloodshot smile.

and a few words, a few words for each of us, 
each evening, upon returning to this our home of 

sorts.
♦ * *

Before our eyes we see spinning acts 
of restitution and eager opportunities 
to make good on old debts and who 
cares anyway so long as the dance goes 
on we’re not even enjoying it but 
so long as the dance goes on we’re 
here like the dancing of insects 
before our very eyes like a treasure’s 
eye unblinking in the sun like the wailing 
sound of unheard solos and here the sky 
is ready and the ground is low and eyes 
swirl in lose sockets and hell itself 
has joined us today in a vast field
of indifference and denial.

* *
To place the screw thus on infinity

the skew of certain toppling 
* *

what treasured moments of purposelessness 
and he feels for an instant that drifting freedom 
of neither knowing or needing to know 
of nowhere to be or go so that motion, 
swift but without aim, is all about him, 
and he experiences once more what Stevens 
called “the pleasures of merely circulating”

* * *

He scrawls poems in the margins
of the hotel register which no one signs.

* * *
shores of the mind in state of fire 
where water meets sand and earth ends in water 
this constant flux of matter 
opens and opens and the wrists are exposed 
and the mind, the mind is restless 
and in the lobby the chair takes the weight 

of the man
slouching near the collapse of fatigue
and his head runs amok with him
he has relinquished control and his very thoughts
his very thoughts fly past him
he cannot say or see or show
and his mind on fire with thoughts not his own
disown him, disarm him, leave him unbalanced
and slouching in a sagging chair
and he cannot carry his own weight
can no longer hold himself upright
cannot imagine how things came to such a state

CONTINUED ON Pll
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* * *
bits of unconnected language 
drawn together from out of comers 
holding it all for a moment still 
before the vague whirl resumes 

* * *
his shift at times is crossed 
by the janitor’s lumbering trajectory 
a vector of stealthy efficiency 
which serves no purpose

a staccato rattle that rattles
in his chest when he coughs
through the walls of the yellowing building
dragging his mop and bucket
from one room to the next
down hall and stairwell

behind doorways men curse 
in their underwear and women 
in bathrobes and curlers stir 
endless spoon after spoon of 
sugar into gray coffee

and the buzz of life is hardly humming 
where are the children?
tenants moon-eyed and silent before televisions 
barely move with the change of seasons 
what work is done here? 
how has attention been parceled out 
among these rooms and solid figures 
dull to the passing of the mopping man 
equally indifferent to the sliding by of each day? 

* *
barely does motion crease the seams
an ache so still and longing
searching without moving
undisturbed along the edge of some fragile shore
threatening to break
fold in upon itself
leaving the closed and shattered
painful edges of a solitary moment

with the dull stirrings of a new morning 
the crust and frizz of sleep sloughed off 
in renewal of the day and the gradually 
increasing intake of air as the body 
prepares itself for confrontations and 
commencements, the stuff that wakings 
are made of, it is time, arise and face
the day, it is time, arise

^ *

Each day, so far as opportunities go
is part of a larger whole which
like the curve of a parabola approaching zero
increasingly dwindles into nothing
as it reaches toward infinity.
Thus Blake, holding eternity in the palm 
of his hand, knew nothing of the shrinking 
possibilities of striking up a conversation 
with the pretty girl you’ve worked alongside of 

all these years
with whom you’ve not yet dared to speak.

♦ * *
He watches them return at all hours
to leave in the light and return under cover
of the dark or dawn and some like vampires
that stir at dusk while others never venture
beyond tbe dull and fading furniture
of the lobby with its brass studded dull red leather
or the unused dining hall set up for cards.

* * *
cupped in words 
molded by the tongue 
held back along the shores 
of waste and wanton 
disbelief following 
upon relief a mood 
a sudden mood 
before all falls back 
reigning again in silence

there is time are times 
and so full the emptiness 
no room even for hope 
left over and it is despair 
or comfort he can’t decide 
rolled up on the couch 
cursing everything and 
wishing it away yet holding 
it closer all of it closer 
as he wishes it away

* ♦ *
he can spread out the hours 
like the fingers of a hand 
spread out to abjure 
the innocence of a fist 
like ample clouds 
inside a restricted sky

he can spread out the hours 
like the fingers of a hand 
spread in a gesture of innocence 
like dissipating clouds

CONTINUED ON P12
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BAREFOORT AND SHAMELESS ■ CAROLYN CERF |05

My feet are said to be dirty 

Because I once ran down my street 

Barefoot and shameless.
The fade-away orchards of 

A harkening youth contained me 

For only so long

And so poetry is always lost innocence 

And the confusion of its reconciliation and its 

refusal.

1 once wrote two poems,
Singing to me and glad to be written,

But 1 lost them somewhere 

While the apples were getting red 
And the barley was growing shaft.

They seem a long time ago;

It seems a long time ago that 

Home was patrie.
And since then, it has become instead what is 

novel.
What is made in the vision of my eyes.

And so also ••

Comes the confusion of switching sides.
From the ancient to the self-made.

The a priori to the acquired taste.

Seen from two eyes that are ripe apples,
I am still green;

And the lemmings, run asunder, seem the smart 

ones.
Wheat is not the only thing harvested this year.

Our scalps, perhaps, or tongues

Which grow on human trees

And blow in the wind and rustle together

On Earth as they do in Heaven.
Leave it to the lemmings to run themselves asunder. 

Reaping wheat and scalps and oddities 

By the threshing of their paws under foot.

And the bread one bakes with flesh may be 

The staple of a lemming’s life.

The tearing of blossoms from the human tree 

And the tax of secrecy from 

Our green apple loss.

A REPORT ON THE DESK CLERK'S LATE NIGHT
CONTINUED FROM PI1

spread across a curious sky 
crouching above his head 
like a cat of inquiry and smiles 

* * *
Those were the days,
that day particular which
memory serves though he
does not remember, only
sees again that day, happening
to someone else and from a distance.
He is close enough to that distance 
to see without remembering a day
like that. That day, those days, he sees.

* * *
Inside his head he wonders
where the hair comes from
inside his head
and he moves cautiously
watching the sky for birds
and the trees for squirrels
and the ground for holes and insects
and he moves through this lush

SHIFT • DAVID CARL|TUTOR_____________________________

range of possible life
that somehow threatens him.

* * ♦
that indifference could lack all aspect of intensity 
and yet still cut with such acutely savage edge 

* ♦ *
There is then this
hold it here, close to the light
and see
that what is here 
this very thing 
is this
and see it now held up against the light 
and washed in the colors of day and night 
here, along the edges of its self 
here

* * *
Under the reception desk are a pile 

of library books
he has no intention of ever returning, 

they are so long
overdue, a 21 inch shotgun (the minimum

CONTINUED 0NP15
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JOHNNY LOVE STORY: A ROMANCE IN MANY DEMENTIA/PART4 • CATHY GARCIA|03

° What was going on when I last left you? I believe 

I left you while I was staring at her bookshelf, noticing 
the green volume and all I could really think of were 

two diametrically opposed thoughts. The first was that 
I wanted to strip off all the clothes from her body and 
run my mouth all over her venus mounds. The second 

was that I knew was too nervous to to be able to per-
form adequately and be able to satisfy her properly. I 
was already developing the feeling of turning and run-
ning from the room while there was still time. I was 

intimidated by her. She was so much more than the per-
fection I had ascribed to her in my imagination. I was 

scared. But Severin never did run away.
I was playing nervously with my hands when 1 

heard the door open behind me.

“Do you still want to pack that bowl?” Now, 

then, was the moment of truth. 1 knew that there 
was still this drunken multitude outside the door, 

and the idea of facing them was much worse than 

anything else 1 could have envisioned. 1 was trying 

not to think what was going on out beyond the 

doorway, but it was impossible to try. 1 knew Colin 

was, even at that very moment, informing every-
one he possibly could that 1 was in Rio’s room, 

even at that very moment, having crazy barnyard 

sex. The truth, indeed, is stranger than fiction. All 
1 was doing was staring, at this point, at the floor. 

Dear God, 1 suddenly thought, was this going to 

wind up in that ridiculous society column? Would 
everyone be smiling knowingly the following day 

in the dining hall, awkawardly avoiding my gaze, 

but gossiping about it silently at their separate 

tables? But when 1 saw her sit down on her bed, 

when 1 saw her reach into her dresser drawer for 

her piece, when I saw her whip her hair behind her, 

1 suddenly didn’t give a shit about what anyone 

else would say.

“Yeah,” 1 said, feigning composute. 1 thought I 

sounded like a lame-ass. 1 didn’t think that there 

was anything I could say in this situation that 

would make me worthy of even looking at her. 

Already, 1 was enslaved. 1 was worried she would 

lose respect for me because of my subserviency.

But then 1 realized she was drunk. A com-

pletely new, different fear enveloped me. I feared

that this would be it, that once would be all I 

would ever get. A girl like this: headstrong, impul-
sive, remorseless, and determined. 1 just might get 

used.

To keep this as short as I can, I'll skip the minute 

details. I’ll skip to right before the moment when we 

started making out.
We had reached an awkward silence: that 

awkward silence. The one that indicates to both 

parties that the other knew what was going to hap-

pen next. 1 leaned over and kissed her and to my 
surprise, she did not back away. She opened her 

mouth slightly, inviting my eager tongue into her 

mouth. 1 lingered on her lips but could take it no 
longer and caressed her tongue with mine. 1 

reached my hand onto her side and held her not 

too tightly, and I felt her hands running through 
my hair. I felt her eagerness under me. 1 felt her 

shift her weight and the bed creaked slightly. 1 did-

n’t want to exceed all levels of impropriety. 1 wait-

ed until she could take it no longer. 1 felt her hand 

on my thigh and thought 1 now had her permission 

to proceed at my own leisure. 1 was right. She gave 
in to my every suggestion. 1 leaned her back onto 

the mattress, and felt her leg spread a little. It was 

happening, it was wonderful.

And then, goddammit wouldn’t you know it, 

someone knocked on the door. It was Rio’s room-

mate informing us that the cops had just arrived 
and were asking everyone to shut the hell up and 

get out. There had been complaints from the 

neighbors. A window had gotten smashed. And 

someone’s hand was bloody.

We got up, and went outside. 1 found Colin, 

and felt that since she and 1 had been so rudely 

inturrupted, and that since 1 had made some head-

way, 1 could leave with him, and it would be okay 

with her. Under the circumstances, I thought she 

just might want to get some rest. She said she 

appteciated my consideration and said she would 

call the following day. She was still drunk.

1 feel obvious telling you that she didn’t call. 

That’s to be expected from people like her. In fact, 

she didn’t call at all. 1 ran into her at the (!) library.

“Hey John.” I turned, of course. “I’m sorry I

CONTINUED ON F!4
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JOHNNY LOVE STORY: A ROMANCE IN MANY DEMENTIA/PART3 • CATHY GARCIAI03

CONTINUED EROMPI3

didn’t call. There was some bullshit with the land- 

lord and oh god I don’t even want to talk or think 
about it.”

“That’s fine.” I was behaving coldly. 1 meant it 

though. I was quite pissed off. But what did I 

expect, after all? Respect?

We spent the next couple of weeks in awk-
wardness. Uncomfortable phone calls were made, 

and I assure you I behaved not at all like a gentle-

man. I thought she was fucking with me. We final-
ly got angry about it.

She had invited me over for dinner on one of 

these occasions, and we were trying to be cold to 

each other, when anybody else but us could tell we 
both wanted to fuck on the kitchen table. Oh, we 

accused each other of insincerity, insecurity, gen-

eral asshole-ness, and maybe some things about 
intimacy issues. Finally, she sits down and says,

“It is almost always through excess of love, 

almost invariably because women give themselves 

too quickly, that we lose the respect of the men we 

adore. John, you would have loved me better if I 

had loved you less quickly—and you have pun-
ished me for my weakness.”

Oh my god, she actually likes me. I didn’t 

know how to respond? Me not respect her? I stam-

mered that there was no way she could have 

respected me either, being so eager as I was. No 

woman, I told her, is going to respect a man that 
comes when he’s called. Had I not dropped every-

thing just so I could have dinner with her? Did I 

not throw myself at her, practically begging her to 
love me?

We did not part on speaking terms. I thought it 
was going to be temporary. I was still certain that we 

would wind up together.
A couple weeks passed, and during this time, 1 

had a fling with this girl who I call Evil Madisson. 

She’s not very, uh, bright, or anything, but I hap-

pen to think she’s got the most attractive body of 

anybody on this campus. What drove me to this 

relentless hedonism? Well goddamned if it wasn’t 

to vindicate myself in Rio’s eyes. Again, during 

this time, Fasching had taken place, and damned if 

we weren’t both so proud so as to not ask the other

to the dance.

I saw her talking to some guy all night. She 
barely acknowledged my existence. She was enrap-

tured by this jackass who graduated from Caltech 

with a degree in rocket science or some other bull-

shit and she was quite impressed with that. I saw 

them leave together. I was with Evil Madisson all 

night, so you’d think that since I was gonna get 
laid anyhow, 1 really wouldn’t give a shit what Rio 

was doing with Anonymous Jackass. But of course 

I did. All I could think of that night was his hands 
caressing her where I nearly did; his inflamed self 

entering voids 1 did not have the opportunity to 

penetrate; her mouth wrapped around him when it 

should have been wrapped around me. The 

thought of her with another man disgusted me. I 

made Evil Madisson come that night in record 

amounts. To this day, I have not been so successful 

as I was with Evie.

Fasching came and went. Spring break was on 
the horizon, and nothing too eventful happpened 

there. Okay, there was some whit with a coupl of 

my ex-girfriends back home, but I don’t really want 

to get into it. You can ask Colin or Collette about 

it. They’ll spill themselves, but you’re not gonna 

hear it from me.

Once we got back from spring break, 1 thought 

everyone caught a case of the crazies. Some fucked 

up spring fever shit started happening and you 
couldn’t sit on the grassy knoll without (1) being 

hit with a croquet ball, and (2) seeing the ostenta-

tious display of the couple parade march in front of 

ESL. Rows of them at a time would pass, all of 

them holding hands. Some matches were pre-

dictable, comfortable and unalarming. Others 

were shocking. I won’t name names. Apparently 

that could be slanderous or libelous or some such 

and the legal advisor doesn’t want The Moon get-

ting sued. I’ll refrain. •

NEXT TIME ON JOHNNY LOVE STORY: I might like 
you better if we slept together: Rio and John spend 

their last night together. Candy is dandy, but liquor 

is quicker: Will the drunken debacle be spent a- 

fussin' and a-feudin' or a-huggin' and a-kissin'? 

Find out! Stay tuned!

(14)
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TANTRIC KOAN ■ MOIRA ROSE BLACKSMITH|03

Rename my body with your hands, 

Teach it to flow in new lines;
1 will draw you into a hot alchemy,

And restore your soul to its original face.

A REPORT ON THE DESK CLERK'S LATE NIGHT SHIFT • DAVID CARL|TUTOR
CONTINUED fR0MP12

permitted
by state law) provided by the management 

and never once
fired or even so much as brandished so far as 

he can tell,
and he’s not even sure its loaded and wouldn’t 

begin to know
how to check, and a collection of objects 

left behind
by departed guests, dearly or otherwise, 

bound for one
destination or another, unlikely to reclaim 

the cheap watches,
framed photographs, pen knives, tie clips, 

and other
paraphernalia of a life in transit, as they all are, 

only some
seem to live this transience better than most.

* * *
he thinks,
the years have sped by 
silent and without pause 
while 1 have stayed behind

a thin layer of ice forms 
over his face cold from long smiling 
into the eye of vast wastelands 
exploration of some hesitant territory 
a tentative reaching of no conclusion
other than, for the time being, to continue 

* * *
and he’s making progress, but at such a price.

* * *
The desk clerk sits considering the worst 
poem he’s ever written, a montage of 
Aristotelian resonance and chocolate cake 
the kind nearly inedible for all its cherries and 
mountains of sickly sweet whipped cream; 
it looks tempting from across the table
but he dare not stick his fork in it.

* *
once more seething

seeping oily water
and his footsteps
dragging their traces
through the city
his perpetual landscape
his inevitable escapade
his city, crumbling around him
inside him, welling up
and pouring out in
its sad statement of exposure
when nothing is hidden
and nothing seen embraced
and the city alone is his

there are so few body parts
despite the doctors frantic gestures
so little to know or learn
about the moving parts of the body
these implements of destruction
with wanton use disposed toward mayhem
our eyes and fingers web-like in their roving
catching all and holding it unto death
stiff moving corpses still staggering from habit
dirt under curled fingernails
crust around the edges of bleary eyes
a dark view of a firm grasp
holding, still barely holding, on 

♦ ♦ *
These are all the moves that he can make 
pursuing the poet’s prerogative, to say things 
no one understands and wisely nod, hoping 
someone catches on and laughs or sings 
leaving the room scorning philosophy 
and humming beneath his breath a catchy tune 
born of the poet’s prerogative.

For what’s left over, for those caught in between,
neither poet nor philosopher, but still
enslaved by language, impassioned by words,
with nowhere left to put them down
and no well in sight
from which to draw or drown them? •
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THE PIMP- NICOLO MACHIAVELLI: TRANSLATED BY BLAKE HINDLY|04 AND JEFF LAUX|04
CONTINUED FROM P7

From CHAPTER XIV; That Which Concerns A 

pimp on the Art of Love.
A pimp ought to have no other aim or 

thought, nor select anything else for his study, than 

love and its rules and discipline. He must train his 
members to be ready for any potential invasion, 

how to traverse the mountains and valleys and 

infiltrate the damp marshes. The knowledge of 

locality differs little from one conquest to another, 

varying only in the relative size of the mountains, 

&.C., so the pimp should intimately learn the 

aspects of one land and become familiar too with 

the uses of his own straights. The pimp must be

well trained at blows and in use of the sword, and 
he should never stand idle.

Other chapters from which selections have 

been translated include:

CHAPTER XVIII; Concerning the Manner in 

Which Pimps May Remain Sex Machines,

CHAPTER XX; Are Prophylactics, and Many 

Other Tools to Which Pimps Resort, Advantageous 

or Hurtful?,

CHAPTER XXIII; How the Non-Pimp-Like May 

Be Avoided, and
CHAPTER XXVI; An Exhortation to Liberate Italy 

From the Gigolos. •

THE ST. JOHN'S SOCIETY COLUMN- LADY CATHERINE GARCIA|03

° So many very interesting and exceedingly 

neat things have been ocurring on the St. John’s 

social scene as of late. Of the few events 1 have had 

the pleasure and the honor of attending, the 

“grande fete du M.S. et J.C.” was the loveliest of all. 

The cosmopolitains included the residents of the 
manor, and their close and personal friends. The 

general crowd was that of upperclassmen, but there 

were some underclassmen present, looking fright-
ened and not knowing what to do with their hands. 

The upperclassmen did their best to make the new-

comers feel at ease, but many left the event early, to 

the dismay of the upperclassmen looking to “score.” 

After the presentation of meat and refreshments, 

there were merriment and games, due in large part 

to the alcoholic strength of the refreshments. The 

horseshoe competitions got indeed quite heated, 

and many a gentleman exceeded his annual income 
by wagering on the matches. The ladies, looking 

quite disinterested by the proceedings before them, 

gossiped about the day’s events. At dusk, a song was 

sung in honor of the two aforementioned gentle-

men—who were celebrating their birth-days—by a 

chorale of talented and accomplished young ladies. 

These included J.G. and S.A., who wrote the song 

entitled “trainstationhighwaystreettypical,” and a 

few other ladies 1 was unable to observe, as many

rude gentlemen were a-blocking my view of the 

performance. At the close of the evening, it was 

remarked to me by a dear acquaintance that J.L. 
and R.D. were seen entering a carriage together, 

before the arrival of the constabulatory. There is 

much speculation as to these attentions: are they 

amorous in design, or have they merely struck up a 

close friendship? Stay tuned to this column for 

more information as it develops. Once the peace 

officers arrived on the scene, everyone was 

informed that they must needs move their buggies 

out of the road-side, and thus was the end of this 

wonderful soiree. Party-goers had no need to fear 

that the fun was to be all over, as another party, also 

in honor of the celebrated gentlemen, was to take 

place later that same evening at a dormitory of dis-

tinction and notoriety. Here, the underclassmen 

felt more in their element, and they outnumbered 

the upperclassmen in a ratio of 3:1. This pleased 

N.S. immensely, as his chances to “score” were 

increased dramatically as a result. The night pro-

ceeded uneventfully: couples danced minuets 

together, and drinks were served liberally.

The following evening, the musical 

ensemble O— 1— B— L— was playing a show at 

the famed nite-club. Warehouse 21. Despite the 

extreme talent of these musicians, there were few

CONTINUED ON PI3
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JOURNAL ENTRIES FOR 1997: ON PRIDE • NATHAN KRAUSI04

03 January Whichever face I wear, will you 
condemn its surface? Not necessarily. Although we 
are each doubtful of our own ability to get beyond 
cursory matters, it is not simple negativity that bars 
us from knowing one another deeply.

What is prior? To surmount satisfaction. We 
must discipline ourselves with regard to the most 
“dissatisfying” prospect of all. Direct yourself 
toward the pale and beyond it you may yet discov-

er....
The worst person you can be sees, participates, 

is affect’d and yet does never intentionally effect. 1 
have been him and I’ll not be him anymore. [Still 1 
ask his witness, 1 want my history/testament publi-
cized. To broadcast the seed and inflict others, that 
seems my likely goal. No.]

Clandestine effectiveness/operation serves 
otherwise; my acts will never directed and so they 
will never be counted to my credit.... A decision: 
keep me cloaked OR (become) evident, become 
who you can be; Clarity—Yes, [clarity] is not your 
standard but the ‘other’ one which “accounts” and 
which must be protected, served. (To be ‘glad’ was 
once to be ‘honest’—now these glad eyes are 
unscrewed)

74 January Who cares “what people say,” and 
what 1 have not said? We are all sentenced to be 
fullers; cleaning cloth from which no-one will ever 
pattern garments/wear! So, why “say” @ all? 1 shall 
go on doubting that I’ll/you’ll be heard. (Must a life 
be hijacked in the process!)

“Our doubts are traitors. And make us lose the 
good we oft might win. By fearing to attempt.”

RE the trad, [ition] of copying books, i.e. say-
ing nothing:

Strive no longer to become the reader, wearied 
by fleeting glances, but BE already the copyist who 
is alive inside, intimate with the text of your life.

Something 1 scribbled out December last: 
“The spectre of Death the Dead alighted in(side) 
me; not putting down its wing to rest but raising, to 
join with the draft. Winging away, “finding” for 
some push higher in the reach of (my) soul, (“find-
ing”: to search and succeed in searching alone; 
non-standard finding.}”

15 January To be tortured/racked; You never 
walk away from the experience. “Racked” isn’t 
merely a ‘stretch’; this practise actually nullifies life 
as it was . . . funny the effect of physikal brutality

on a timidity [on a timid mind]. I ask: Do such les-
sons teach you for all time or do you walk away 
crippled, unrecoverable?

Eidolon, 1 shall make you when 1 am ready to 
do so. Do not be impatient for creation, my 
Child—dear by-products are still the makeshifts of 
past ages/truths and can never live but as a “copy.”

Athenian Pheidippides is scarce bom at the 
“Boston.” I.e. modem “Marathon” is not a footrace, 
but a solitary activity empty of individual pride, 
replete in victory. (What about fame?)

19 January I’m at risk of being misunderstood 
again. TTie crowd believes that today’s Pheidippides 
runs as a hare or even as the harrier, as a precur-
sor/courier drawn forward for their benefit. No. His 
care is only so broad as his own self-recognition. 
(Meaning what to the crowd? have they lost any-
thing because of him? [Modern] Lives need some 
recourse in marketability?!)

One option: Deserted by colleagues and 
friends, you no longer matter to yourself (you exist 
only in them) . . . when you disregard yourself fully 
you can survive anything . . . shall I? Why does 
Pheidippides endure?

The arduous run is a sure thing—you train to 
do that every day!—but does Pheidippides survive 
the finish-line?

Welcome to your doom. Welcome to the run-
ning-man’s bright recognition! to your super-afflic-
tion/preexisting condition! This is the draw you 
received long ago and yet seen only presently it 
seems rather impossible.

No, there’ll be no congratulations! illness has 
ever been your own! Enjoy what Is, what is now. 
Welcome to parkland/sport-town, a place con-
scious of your lot—self-recognition to a fault.

* * *
Because 1 am “trained,” when I lose my tem-

perament/good humour, I fall from higher and burst 
greater patience/hesitation than my fellows; thus, if 
1 am not careful (even then, with myself already 
toppled) 1 shall cause a grand uproarious 
impact/splash: Beware the lost patience, it may kill 
you on impact and wreck the moments of others’ 
enjoyment. (Patience is willingness to put up with 
waiting, pain, annoyance, and these are amongst 
the things you continue “to do for other people”— 
why?)

(17)
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IN THE STACKS—THE VIEW FROM THE SJC LIBRARY ■ CRAIG JOLLY|MEEM LIBRARIAN

a bluff above the Pacific Ocean in Carmel, he 

wrote poems in a voice strangely evocative of 

Greek tragedy. His poetry is clear, measured, 
relentless, hard as granite. Many of his longer 

poems are in fact retellings of original 

tragedies, and sometimes of Biblical stories. 

He wrote his own version of Medea, for 

instance, and also Phaedra (under the title 

“Cretan Women”), while another long poem 
retells the story of Judas. A trilogy of other 

works, showing strong classical influences 

but geographically and culturally closer to us, 

is situated on the Big Sur coast at the turn of 

the last century.
These, along with his many shorter 

poems, have earned him the titles of both 

“nature poet” and “misanthrope,” depending 

upon the perspective of the reader. Many of 

his lines came to adorn the Sierra Club’s cah 

endars and books of photography, over the 

years, and his writings are indisputably a 
paean to the natural world. But man’s place 

in that world is not, Jeffers asserts, at the 

pinnacle of things. Mankind is synonymous 
with arrogance, with hubris. In time, Jeffers 

harshly reminds us, man himself will disap- 

pear, even as the natural world remains. 

Jeffers’ philosophy has been called “inhu- 

manism.” And yet, the response that his

poetry evokes is a fundamentally human awe; 

at the stark beauty of language, at the beauty 
at the center of all things. In one poem, from 
which was lifted the title (Not Man Apart) of 

a Sierra Club publication featuring photo-

graphs by (among others) Ansel Adams and 

Edward Weston, he writes;

the greatest beauty is organic wholeness, 

the wholeness of life and things, 

the divine beauty of the universe.

Love that, not man apart from that... 

And in another, more bluntly;

I’d sooner, except the penalties.

Kill a man than a hawk...

The library carries seven of Jeffers’ 
works. Additionally, it carries a small but 

lovely book of black and white photographs 

of Big Sur with Jeffers’ poems on the facing 
pages {Jeffers Country), as well as a biography 

of Jeffers (The Stone Mason of Tor House) and 

a book of critical essays by a mysterious 
Brother Antonious (Robinson Jeffers: 
Fragments of an Older Fury)—in reality, the 

Dominican monk and Beat poet William 

Everson, who attributed the genesis of his 

own poetic career to Jeffers’ influence. •

One of the new security measures NOT adopted by the FAA: the X-ray Dishmachine

(18)
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who wanted to pay the £5 to enter the club. D.W., 

a former student, asked in an unsurprisingly tactless 

form, to be mentioned in the column. 1 do indeed 
hope he is now satisfied. O— 1— B— L— has had 

the distinction to be written up in some of the more 

distinguished dailies, and it is rumored that they 

shall soon be asked to play in honor of the Queen, 

long may she live.

The final event of import was the birthday 
fete of C.B. There were many Long Island Iced Teas 

served that evening, with a recipe posted for the 

uninitiated. At this party, there was also dancing 
and merriment to be had; C.B. personally acted as 

master of ceremonies, much to the delight of party- 

goers, who did not have to then hear bad remixes 
selected by W.D. Spring fever was felt widespread, 

as K.D. and A.H. got cozy on the couch; TB. and

M.E. appalled their crowd with their scandalous 

minuet to the tune of M.G.’s “Let’s Get it On,” and 

D.K. expressed his unresolved sexual tension with 
several young ladies by brazenly grabbing them 

anonymously. One of these days, surely, a true gen-
tleman will stand up to this awful beast, and stick 

D.K.’s penis into D.K.’s own fundament. I eagerly 
await the day. Indeed, do you know what this awful 

beast of a man said to me? He said, “C.G. is a know- 

nothing, short, Californian, with a big mouth and 

an even bigger anus.” You can imagine my shock! 

And this said to a lady! Well, I think indeed I shall 
have him ordered to be killed while he performs his 

disgusting onanism in the bathroom of the Me— 

dormitory. After this horrid display, A.C. passed 

out on the floor, and the following morning still felt 
his shame. •

CONTINUED FROM P5

And I transcended. I mean 1 was seeing 

dwarves for christ’s sake (one should note 

that this was the moment, probably because 

of the robes, that Dan and I felt that we were 

being initiated into a cult—luckily, this 

music was not the tool of evil). And I only go 

into Romantic superlative because that is 
what these people are doing—Brian Wilson 

crazy in a firehat making The Beach Boys 
record Smile, his child’s symphony to God. 

And bands going crazy with grief ain’t got 

nothing on bands going crazy with joy. Cause 

I can bitch about my girl, and you can sorta 

feel the misery I’m going through, but I tell 

ya’, when you (and nine other people) sing to 

me “Hey, it’s the Sun, and it makes me 
Shine!” lord knows 1 know what you’re talk-

ing about. And it’s trite, and it’s dumb, and la 
la la it makes me happy as all hell that I’m 

understanding something this band is saying

________ "SUN! SUICIDE IS A SHAME" ■ DEVIN KH\IG|03

to me, and I’m not playing hide and go seek 

with the lyrics and the music.

Remember all the stupid arguments you 
got in about what the Passion was really deal-

ing with, or what the statue in Don Giovanni 

was doing coming back and sending him 
down to hell for, or how the Eroica totally 

has horses in it, or trumpets, or maybe it’s 

love... or Napoleon? But you know Tristan 

and Isolde, how it really sucks and you hate it 

cause Wagner is beating you over the head 
with the most foolish dissident nonsense for 

three hours? And how everyone agreed that 

it sucked, and it was angry, and obnoxious?

Turn that feeling, that deep anguished reac-

tion to Wagner into the most inexplicable 
joy (cause if dwarves and rubies even begin 

to describe...), surround your eyes, your ears, 

your body, your heart, “with days like this... 

with love like this [’cause] it’s warm.” •

CONTINUED ON P16
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THE MONK MAKES THE SCENE • JAMES M. CROTTYIGI

° After watching the Independent Spirit 
Awards March 23 on Bravo, The Monk came away 
feeling that “independent spirit” has now come to 
mean “bad taste.” John Waters was the emcee. 
While the trash auteur behind such camp classics 
as “Pink Flamingos” was savvy in his satire of 
celebrity excess, The Monk could have done with-
out the frequent references to sex, pom and geni-
talia—a theme that other presenters felt obliged to 
expand upon (as it were). Of course, as with con-
cepts like “DIY” (Do It Yourself), “independent” 
has come to lose not only its luster but its meaning 
in recent years, as so-called independent flicks lure 
big name talent and big-time distribution. For 
example, at this year’s Independent Spirits, widely 
released films like “Ghost World,” “Mulholland 
Drive,” and “In the Bedroom” nabbed major hon-
ors. The lone exception, and arguably the best 
American film of 2001, “Memento,” got lost come 
Oscar time, but thankfully won Independent 
Spirits’ top prize. Besides Mr. Waters, in atten-
dance in the Santa Monica tent were major box 
office stars Uma Thurman, Nicole Kidman, and 
Andy Garcia.

Speaking of Ms. Thurman, The Monk caught 
the blonde (and now buxom) beauty a few days 
earlier in Los Angeles at a benefit auction for the 
International Red Cross and People and Places 
With No Name (which aids victims in 
Afghanistan and forgotten conflicts around the 
world), hosted by Swiss fashion photographer 
Michel Comte, whose gorgeously produced maga-
zine “4” (each issue is dedicated to a different char-
ity) debuted at the Ace Gallery gala. Also on hand 
were Dennis Hopper, artist Julian Schnabel 
(whose “Carpet Painting for the International Red 
Cross” sold to Chateau Marmont owner Andre 
Balazs for $180,000), Daryl Hannah, and Billy 
Zane (the true star of “Titanic”). And those were 
just the celebs I saw. Rumor had it that Chloe 
Sevigny, Geraldine Chaplin, Macy Gray, and 
Patricia Arquette were also on hand. Not that all 
of them caught the auction, as the night’s big 
drama centered around a rogue fire marshal who 
wouldn’t let anyone, including Mr. Comte, back 
into the main room. The sight of celebrities plead-
ing with security guards to let their fellow celebri-
ties back into the auction was a delicious irony no 
doubt lost on the solipsistic brat packers in atten-
dance.

These Hollywood galas have a certain formu-
la to them: a phalanx of limos out front, paparazzi 
sequestered behind velvet ropes, supermodels

galore. Vanity Fair’s Graydon Carter as chaperone, 
and a bevy of casually dressed young stars, congre-
gating in groups of 5-10 like frat boys and sorority 
girls, ritualistically posing for photos with arms on 
each other’s shoulders like buddies from “Friends.” 
As one anonymous observer noted, “Hollywood is 
high school.”

Of course, in digging beneath the superficial 
glamour of charity events one can always find a 
genuine treasure calmly surveying the scene, not 
desperate for his or her close-up. At the Ace 
Gallery event one such treasure was the stunning 
Susann (correct spelling) Atwell, host for 
ProSieben 7, the independent German film chan-
nel. Ms. Atwell covers the Oscars every year. 
When asked why, with such a storied history, more 
German films don’t make it in America, the stat-
uesque anchor adroitly replied, “because 
Americans are lazy.” Now that’s a Teutonic take.

Standing nearby was another treasure, Nick 
Graham, founder of the riotously imaginative Joe 
Boxer line of skivvies, who was in town inking a 
deal with William Morris for a book and speaking 
tour package he calls “The 100 Minute Brand.” 
Nick knows of what he speaks. The San Francisco- 
based Graham is one of the few cutting edge entre-
preneurs who’s managed to achieve mainstream 
success (with even a Joe Boxer billboard in Times 
Square). Graham’s underwear line was recently 
acquired by K-Mart. As Nick put it, “they now 
have the two blondes, Martha and me.”

Back in Santa Fe, The Monk caught the end 
of Lydia Davis’ enthralling literary gymnastics at 
the Lensic. Her interlocutor for the evening was 
an old acquaintance from my own San Francisco 
DIY days, Dave Eggers, author of the best-selling 
“A Heartbreaking Work of Staggering Genius,” 
and editor, designer and founder of the delightful-
ly prolix McSweeney’s Quarterly Concern. Back in 
the day, Eggers and his Might Magazine posse were 
holed up—with the likes of Boing Boing, Cups, 
and A magazines—on the funky ground floor of 
the very building that housed Wired Magazine 
(known to insiders as “the charmed comer”) in 
San Francisco’s Multimedia Gulch, while my fel-
low “Monk,” Michael Lane, and I were publishing 
Monk: The Mobile Magazine from the nearby San 
Francisco RV Park (since converted to PacBell 
Park parking). While catching up after the Lensic 
event, Eggers confided that he had moved back to 
San Francisco, his “spiritual home,” and added 
that a West Coast counterpart to the fabled 
McSweeney’s Brooklyn store will soon open in San

CONTINUED ON PJl
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‘Not long,’ he said 
‘2, 3 years,’
this for a beach-dead whale to go to bones 
—that is, in Mexico 
even decay takes place... manana 
when I’m back again
in bed with the lover and nape and nipples
I’ll be trying to place it
still
like now
only again, tomorrow
when we’re on the road and bitchin’
again I’ll still
be setting slow symbols around this 
like any other like this one 
in this way
encapsulating effects by effects tweaked with affects 
tinged with time moulded
under the weight of whatever commands my mind 
—so much easier the mood than the moment— 
the moments
the fun under the Mexican intoxicated sun
the bitching
differences
agreements and speculations shameless 
the bottles and threats 
and the people;

MEXICAN SENSE ■ TIMOTHY SPARKMANY|02

improbably red young man with an ice cream cart 
and suit to match
announcing his progressive presence above the
shore with a bell
and a golden pot leaf, hissing
‘barato!’
you expect to hear somebody screaming 
fresh fish
or whatever other stock stage prop, 
that perfect
in as much as out of line hilarious, 
the unhappy, sweaty little enigmatic man; 
maybe that’s the wonder and the rub 
the sand in my boogers 
if you will
the little nasty in every morsel of juicy life
—too much and dry it is
of course, too little
and your water, better honey—
miel,
a trip into a semi-culture 
by a mixed breed of burnt skins 
and half-baked minds forever 
novel
because just a bit understood
just a touch at a time
but a tip
but a taste
but tremendous,
incrementally leviathan.

CONTINUED FROM P20

Francisco’s Mission District.
When I told Eggers that I was finishing up a 

Masters at St. John’s, the Santa Fe “great books 
school,” the surrogate Dad—whose story of raising 
his kid brother Tosh after his parents died formed 
the backdrop of “A Heartbreaking Work”—said 
that he’d always hoped his “little brother would go

THE MONK MAKES THE SCENE ■ JAMES M. CR0TTY|GI

to St. John’s.” Hey Johnnies, there’s some celebri-
ty cred for ya.

James M. Crotty once dated a Hollywood 
actress. But the bulimia, paranoia and delusions of 
grandeur proved too much for The Monk. He can 
be reached at Jim@Monk.com. •
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POEM FOR NEW MEXICO • PETER HEYNEMAN1A02

ort)

^3-C

Hi

Grim: your black forest 
where splits the hiding hood 
of red, tender buttonholes.
Once I ate so long at you 
your rattling flesh tumbled to a halt... 
and the apple fell outta your mouth— 
thumped my skull in two!

C Next morning you sucked all the peppers 
off the salad bar at the “Order of Ideas 
Southwestern Seafood Bar &. Grill.” 
Mountain-collar cowboys burp fire, roll down 
out of their chairs... ’round on the floor 
to snuff their gut-smoke, sniff at your skirt 
for indiscretion, for sweet relief 

This was the bathroom 
where we found the soap dirty, the hurry

dirty, dirty swinging door dirty
with a sucker’s pleas and slogans,
and your thighs muffled the curses,
the flatulent tongues, the shrimp-sucking howls
of stuffed coyotes.

“Coming in your front door 
heard your back door slam... 
looking down at me, mamma, saying, 
“wanna gimme a hand?”

Bueno Vistas, belly hair, 
white-caps, verdant in patches, 
motley hologram-shifting retina facets, 
deep cunt, dry riverbed as far as the eye 

can see.

[THE]

T3Orprt

CPi

'T3

R

PINK [OF] SADNESS • XHULIANA AGOLLI|04

"Hey you, out there in the cold 
Getting lonely, getting old.
Can you feel me?"

—Pink Floyd

Hey you.
Can you feel the absence of my body haunting you? 
And what about my wanting you?
Do you miss that?

Do you miss my sleep-talking next to you?
Or my walking beside you?
Or my joking with you?
And what about smoking?
Do you miss that?

Do you miss watching me eat 
With my hands, and lick my fingers?
Or make a mess out of your kitchen 
Trying to cook things you’ve never eaten?
Do you miss that?

Hey you.
Does anyone complain anymore
About the hard mattress on which we slept before?
Or of the dust that’s around you?

Or of the brand of the shampoo?
Or of that of the jeans you wear?
You said I was “brand-addicted,” for sure.
But, in fact. I’m quality-addicted, 1 swear.
And you are the perfect exemplification of my 
addiction.
Which has now turned into my affliction.
Do you miss that?

Hey you.
Do you miss walking with me on the crowded city- 
streets when you’re alone?
And what about talking with me on the phone?
Or sitting with me on your sofa silently watching 
“The Wall”?
In your cold and hard bed when you lie.
Do you miss me, do you miss feeling alive?
Do you miss reliving our first meeting?
Or getting to know me again from the beginning? 
Do you miss that?

(22)
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