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JUST ANOTHER SATURDAY NIGHT

Someone had to write the Senior Car-
nival review, so why not someone who 
hasn’t been here long enough to know what 
last year’s festivities were like? Apparently 
ignorance can be useful. At any rate, allow 
me to take this opportunity to share a few 
of my ideas on last week’s corruption. 
Please pardon my soapbox.

So, for any of you who missed the clever 
decorations, or simply had someplace bet-
ter to be, the Senior Carnival was put on 
Saturday night to welcome the incoming 
freshmen, myself among them. Judging by 
stories of last year’s welcoming party, I 
would guess that very little changed this 
year. Not even the initials. So it would 
seem those rumors of the cancellation of S 
&C were greatly exaggerated (Like that was 
some sort of secret...). So in spite of what 
you might have been told, lust and deca-
dence are still alive and well, and appar-
ently very fashionable as well.

After attending the evening’s festivities, 
I left with what I can only describe as mixed 
feelings. I could only wonder if this was the 
final death blow to romanticism as we know 
it. On the other hand, sometimes a party 
is just a party, and there’s really no reason 
to get so hung up on such cosmic questions. 
After all, that’s what the rest of the year is 
for.

Nevertheless, I just couldn’t help but get 
hung up on the bigger questions that 
seemed to come spilling out of an evening 
like this. Did I really want to give in to the 
cheaper side of love that this party made so 
accessible? Or were the rumors that roman-
ticism and true love were dead not as exag-
gerated as I hoped, and was I then left with 
little choice but to give in?

Personally, if I had found anything bet-
ter to do with my Saturday night, I wouldn’t 
be writing this now. I would much prefer 
to be involved with someone I cared about 
than “taking a break from high maintenance 
relationships.” But I showed up anyway, 
and got just what I was expecting. Every-
where I looked, I found myself drowning 
in the shallow side of love. There was some-
thing quite bizarre about dancing with 
women who I liked and respected, but un-
der current circumstances was forced to 
treat like pieces of meat. After looking

A Review of the Senior Carnival

by Ed Kovsky, '03

around the party all evening, it came to my 
attention that at least one lady who had 
caught my attention recently but had cho-
sen not to show up for the evening's indul-
gences. I must say that 1 wish I had her wis-
dom to sit out instead of showing up for 
something I didn’t really believe in to begin 
with.

Don’t think that by this point I’m saying 
that Senior Carnival shouldn’t have taken 
place.

It does serve a purpose, just not one that 
we should be at all proud of. As I mentioned 
at the beginning of this article, we have the 
entire year to ponder the important questions 
of the universe. There’s nothing wrong with 
taking a night off. By getting in touch with 
our darker side, we perhaps have a better idea 
of what we finally want. Personally, I felt 
that attending the party only helped to fur-
ther solidify my belief that I wanted some-
thing better. Those of you who attended Mr. 
Jarvis’ lecture a few weeks ago may recall how 
he made a very convincing argument about 
the nature of human sexuality, and how we 
can make it as meaningful or as trivial as we 
like. And perhaps many of us have trouble 
with the intensity that the meaningful side 
entails. Or even more likely, we just have 
trouble getting off that first word to some-

one we really do care about. In that respect. 
Senior Carnival gives us an opportunity to 
express our feelings (but expressed more by 
action than words) without having to con-
front the pain of rejection. This part of hu-
man nature is not necessarily pretty, and I’m 
sure we’d much prefer to think that this part 
of us didn’t exist, but every person has the 
right to decide whether or not to explore that 
part of themselves. It is not the role of any 
administration to decide which choices we 
can and cannot make for ourselves. Like it 
or not (and I would hope that deep inside 
most of us don’t). Senior Carnival should 
continue to take place.

But a party is a party, no matter what its 
connotations might be. And I’m sure we all 
feel better having gotten that out of our sys-
tems. Now maybe we can start telling each 
other how we feel, instead of expressing our 
feelings through some bizarre mating dance 
set to the tune of bad rap music. And if ro-
manticism is dead, maybe some of you would 
be interested in trying to breathe some new 
life into it. After all, there’s nothing more 
romantic than a lost cause.

photo by Suzannah Simmons, '01
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THE LAND OF PLENTY FOR A FEW, AND THE 
HOME OF THE FREE FOR THE RICH

I think it’s time we began to re-examine exactly 
what we mean when we refer to this fine land of ours, 
its political and social composition, and its practices. 
Let’s start with our political establishment, and its 
rhetoric. We are a country of free and equal men 
operating on a two-hundred-twenty year old demo-
cratic constimtion. Unfottunately 13.3 percent, or 
36 million, of these people live beneath the poverty 
line (19.9 percent of all children!), and 5.5 percent 
live like isolated longs in their distant casdes. The rest 
M somewhere in between, most getting by accept-
ably from one paycheck to the next (at least they pos-
sess enough goods to keep themselves busy and 
quiet—lucky for the government, no coincidence). 
And of all these free and equal people in our democ-
racy, 45 percent actually vote. So what does this 
amount to? Do I have to do the math? A democ-
racy offree and equal men who are quiet. Nowwhat 
is a democracy, a government of the people, if they 
do not speald I will tell you. It isn’t a democracy. I 
know it sounds shocking. Maybe you resent the im-
plications. But add it up. Two and two is four. Sub-
dued, stratified, and inactive people do not equal a 
democracy. So let’s thinkagain,ifwe are not running 
the government, which has been established “for and 
by the people,” who is? Who are our “representa-
tives” representing if they are not taking the cues from 
us? Who is navigating this monstrous ship of 274 
million lives, some of whom are galley slaves, while 
others ate gendy entertained in the first-class com-
partments (unaware, or unconcerned with who is 
propellir^ them below), leaving the remainder to push 
against each other like sausages, trying to ga a peek at 
the elite quartets? Who?

I will place a wager. I say that the captain is not 
even a “who.” The captain is more like a “what.” A 
dark, ambiguous, subhuman existence that has more 
power than any one man could ever dream of pos-
sessing. What’s more, I say that this nebulous mass 
surrounds us. I say we support it, embrace it, even 
give it our money. So if it is not the government, our 
public proteaoiate, that is getting this lai^ sum of 
our money (i.e., it’s not our cosdy taxes that leave us 
uneducated and unhealthy)—who, or what, is it? 
With three bland words I can name it: the corporate 
worid. The world run by commercials, patents and 
plans. The worid run by profiting off of our weak-
nesses and impulses and diseases (they do profit from 
our illnesses, you know—they even sit on the cures 
for this reason). The worid that makes the worid go 
round, founded on the imaginary merry-go-round 
of the stock market, which determines everything, 
althoug)i it’s merely made of paper and numbers and

by Anthe A. Kelley, '01

electricity. The world that particirlarly profits off of 
our world dying, of warring and revenge and sacri-
lege.

How much stock are you willing to put in this 
wager of mine? Let’s draw this out more clearly, so 
that you can feel secure with yoirr investment in me.

Now I do not claim that the corporations run 
rampant over all rule, unseen. Rather, it is quite the 
opposite. They are enabled and catered to by our 
federal government—the government for and by the 
people, supposedly representing our human interests. 
So, if you find that yoirr human interests are not be-
ing met, and you look around and see countless oth-
ers in worse predicaments, perhaps you should con-
sider why, and investigate into whose interests are tak-
ing precedence over yours.

I could cite endless examples alluding to the 
malpractice of our overseers, but for the sake of im-
mediacy I will selea one current, bloody example 
among many. Let us cast our eyes afiir for a moment 
to see how our federal government, our peoples’ gov-
ernment, wields its power in the worid (not just do-
mestically) in the name of “our interests.” (And don’t 
be shocked if you had nothing to do with the deci-
sion of what was best for “our” interests). There is a 
wasteland in the making in East Timor, an area that 
lost its independence to Indonesia twenty four years 
ago with the assistance of our fine federal fathers, of 
course. The situation has reached catastrophic pro-
portions, and the death and destmaion exceed that 
of Kosovo. Yet, our government has done little to 
interfere, or even forcefully condemn, what is plainly 
a horrific annihilation of human beings. The reason, 
as confessed by our heads of state, is that such a con-
demnation is not in “our interesL” (There is that 
little catch phrase, again). And since I was being spo-
ken for, once more, in a situation that I knew little 
about, I decided to do some research into what was 
behind my “interest” in the slaugjitering ofhumans. 
Unfortunately I have found that, once again, our presi-
dent, and the government as a whole, has sold-out to 
the corporations that spawn the war machine, the 
most profitable representative of all our interests- not 
just human. So in another typically American move, 
our gpvemment “atmounced” the termination of mili-
tary ties; but without cartting off arms sales, and while 
declaring East Timor to be “still a part of Indonesia,” 
■which it is not and has never been. Moreover, our 
government has been training the Indonesian soldiers 
(as ■wdl as the military in Colombia) to become skilled 
killers, and has been for years. (Thus once again we 
trained the men who overthrew the local government 
to establish their own regime which caters to our gov-

ernment and business interests- neglecting all humani-
tarian principles). Therefore, in situations like these, 
we must support our ties with such mineral-rich na-
tions as Indonesia, to ensure that our corporations 
continue to profit (with the assistance of perfeaed 
tactics of exploitation, of course).

I hope that Milton’s wrong, and it’s not only God 
who can discern hypocrisy.

Domestically, there are even more situations 
which daily undermine our well-being for the sake of 
corporate interests. Itistrulyffigjitening. But what 
is even more fiightening is that the corporations have 
the money. We don’t. So -who is going to listen to us 
when money talks, and we are silent? There are many 
■who take action in the name of true human interests, 
but too often these people ate too ■widely dispetsed, 
and not well-funded. Plus, there are more situations 
that must be addressed than there are people to ad-
dress them. Our “National” (publicly funded) For-
ests are sold off in sections to the logging industry. 
Uranium mining is performed on Indian Reserva-
tions, destroying their eniironment and health (as if 
the government’s more overt attempts at genocide 
weren’t enough). The list of the unthinkable goes on 
and on. (Let’s not even mention the genodde that is 
all too often a casualty of capitalism). What’s mote, 
our “free press” doesn’t even report these things be-
cause they too are paid off by the corporate worid 
(ensured by Uncle Sam), and therefore must operate 
within admissible parameters. In turn, by the time 
we hear about most catastrophes it is too late to stop 
them. For the evil groundwork had been laid long 

ago.
All this is wont to leave me in a terrible state, as 

well as many of my fellow citizens, and I fed respon-
sible to start seeking solutions to the propelled pow- 
eriessness of our people. Either we start finding ways 
to pull together in the name of our real interests, and 
perform our duties as a democracy, or we should be-
gin to rename the gpvemment and its components 
so that it reflects the reality of our situation. For ex-
ample, ■why do we have a Democratic party that has 
so little to do with democracy? And the Republican 
party—what republic? Whose republic Who are 
these people kidding? The way it stands right now, 
our land of the free might as well proclaim one party. 
The Corporate Party. For ■whose interests ate really 
being met, and who makes the most mone)^

As for all the buffoons and mimes currently in 
office they might as well be dubbed the Federal Show-
men. And this, I am afraid, came straight from the 
Donkey’s mouth.
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AN AWAKENING TO THINGHOOD
An Introduction to a Series of Forthcoming Articles on Objects

by Ben Shook, '00
My present position: a dark room or cell. I am sensitive to a 

prolonged confinement; perhaps six or eleven days, though it is 
hard to judge in the dark by an absent standard of measurement. 
It is true, I think I agree with Aristotle on this point, that even 
when a man is locked in a cavernous space, devoid of all neces-
saries, he continues to sense the motion of his own spirit. I have 
just fallen asleep, though, and do not know whether that sleep lasted 
three minutes or so many days—while I remember the motion of 
my dream and all the vividness of the jungle I dreamt.

I am very thirsty. I can see nothing.
Light seems to accompany the multitude’s understanding of 

how much time generally passes, for it is by the different epochs of 

the sun’s light that we set our standard.
The combination of the peculiar passage of time I am experi-

encing along with this utter darkness together congregate into an-
other phenomena of my brain which apparently is not shared with 
the multitude: it is the hypersensitivity to my own insanity. I think 
I see my own hand waved before my eye, but nothing. The objects 
of my nightmares take on a substantial form before me in the dark-
ness, but then vanish. I am caught in some lacuna precisely be-
cause I cannot locate myself in time; I don’t know whether I have 
dropped out of the passage of time altogether and gone mad within 
one moment, a moment which will extend to the bounds of eter-
nity, or whether I have already aged ten fold what friends and rela-
tives have experienced. All memories and thoughts of youth are 
fleeting and mock me from a place I cannot reach.

I am thirsty; another paradox; I have had recourse to pee within 
my own chamber and at the same time must, more than ever, slake 
my thirst— urine, though, must be ultimately dehydrating. All this 
because there is no light. I miss the other world of light and sensa-

tional passage of time.
Certain strangely unfamiliar episodes are the only marks of any 

temporal movement when one is confined to a dark place for unde-
termined stints and even then, how does one relate and space them? 
For instance, an acute throbbing lately came into my big toe and 
the only way I could place the queer onslaught on my nervous sys-
tem in time was to frame the pain by the vexatious “events” which 
have become frighteningly familiar to me in my chamber and do 
not aid in decreasing the rank and sultry atmosphere. For all of 
these necessaries, to my eternal shame and embarrassment, have been 
committed in this room... Another time, very hungry (I am also 
without any form of victual in my chamber), I began to lick some of 
the dust off my floor to check whether it could afford any nutrition 
to my feeble frame —none— and all that remained was a bitter 
taste, like that of the putrid atmosphere in the room, now solidified 
in a small morsel on my tongue; it really just made me thirstier.

There are queer and haunting voices that come from far away in 
spells; as in a dream, they seem like some ethereal host of demons 
created by my God only to afflict me. Some people like the buzzing 
of bees, but not me; for if I am stung I will die instantly.

These half conscious and eerie illuminations continue without 
end, or special sequence (which I now desire as a property of my

"^'by%'d(lBh Lucia, VO

In d/e last issue ofJjieMoi in, the thnn ,»oL
mittee for the Signs otihc Apoa\y\i'^c Opimon, lX.pjUment aeykctedan lype, along with die Dodge insignia. It isoka^-to b^ide^cnt
important fact. The sttdients'whewhork the night shiji at the Aramark’Pf^sk't ad: When you buy Doiige products, you ar^cxpic.vsm;- ..............
Coffee Shop on Monday avJVnuisdayeieninpsly,oe a greulinteust in the :ituityandindniduality..Such_isthcipneofthetnagazine’sconsiuner- 
preservation ani%rolifera!io)i ofcommunhy ;thi:. Spirit 'hne nieam ismpreservation andfroiferation of community Spirit. "Spirit’’here ^
something likeMUring'’and "soul". The chairman for de Committee of One especially disturbingadvertisement comes frorn tb c. 
fJorrections at^^tdsions apologizes for the omissionX" > poiation, whose siveatshop labor practices in southeast Asia. h|.\^e|e|,^

Outside maga/Jne is a mmi chly publicafion='ihick witii adverS^cently receded out of die public spodight. ,Tlie ad sliows a deflated and 
mcmi' glossy colot pages, at.d 'outdoorsv wi’.t ng in ihe .spirit ofji^^ folded blow-up pWdorSex doll (yes, i^c kind that lonely or especially 
treme" outdoorand man's glorious conquest over nature.,ifft'is''’‘ kinky men and/^r women ii^ate,.undress, lay down, and make love.
= imcd towards an audience oi'.SUV-di i vi ng wc ekenders. gearheads, to),-die wprds^:Alf is what makds It good," and the Nike AirTunedMax

■^11-seekers vdio .spend 'more time lookirigiat’photographsnf mqtui-i running Aoe.^)eflated, die doll does not provide satisfa<;tipn loi the 
^s on the infect than ,duy do aauall)|iildng.':BMWmdtorc^les, determined I<^. Inflat64 the lover triumphs. So with the Nile-Air 
lEddie Bauer, Ni;^, altavi$ta,cdm,,Qualcomm, Dodge, FinlaiidiaVodka, shoe ^uch the ad.promotes; the athlete slips his phallu fmsi
Hennessy Cognac, and &oids all idverdse in Outside. One can hari^y the soft shoe ai^ finds himself able to run wice as fast and^wice, 

tell that the maiiaziiie's Mipnosed theme is exercise and recreation out- ^Klont' as he could before hc.bought the shoes. What stamina! What 

orsi^latbwtled aie its pages with apparendy umelatcd advertising. ;
,^lrt^dvermemems run imputsid^^m sllj^t^^ore "re^^„^and 

’lI®'M"'dian ochfe'inainstream magazines, dftyn atfepti^ to-apppl 
Ihos'e consumers Who ^ dhymselves as set apart from the status^q. 

ic Dodge advertisementiTor,example,'is a two-page spread ■\\'idyjt|ic
word Ssamc" printed 198 times in black sans serif type. In the bottom'<

j^lot^ as|ie diuld &fore hc^bought tie shoes., Whm stamina! What 
i^cd »Scx is nothing neW in|dvertismg, but tiiis ad riches new i erri- 

^ry; fetish^ and fantasies |liat -would be,shunned in other periodicals 
^ nidre conservative publications, Nikcsircsses "hard work" and ”sucj' 

•ess*^) arc used as a humorous hook for the more "open" cor^me 
> magazine ilbase^mSafita,FeJNewMexic

4



own thought), and afford little enjoyment.
When I left the classroom, entering the 

staggering brightness of the corridor, I was 
overwhelmed by the distinction between all 
things in the hall. I was especially aware that 
my sense of hunger and thirst proceeded 
from the same place as that which allowed 
me to make distinct all the objects I now 
beheld. The most peculiar thing I looked at 
was some kind of handle; it shined and de-
fied all that it was connected to. No, now I 
remember, it was a doorknob and its silvery 
demeanor, following its immense spherical 
body, suggested that someone approach it 
and touch it. This I did. Again I was filled 
with terror, remembering the late confine-
ment; I realized that I must pursue the aim 
of the doorknob, which is to open the next 
door, and let it deposit me where it will.

These objects hold us and enslave us. We 
can be on either side of them: living for them 
or letting them live for us. Where distinc-
tion is not made, which docs not require the 
absence of light, a void enshrouds and con-
fines us. It is in view of the remarkable and 
terrible time I spent in that chamber, remark-
able because I still live, that I pen the intro-

duction to a narrative about things, chases, 
objects, and our reality within them.

Check out 
the new SJ C 
Bookstore 
website at:

ivrmu.ycsf.edu/bookstore

It's super-cool!
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DAVE ADVICE-KOPF SOLVES THE 
FAMED BALLENTINE CONUNDRUM!

by Dave Weiskopf, '01

Dear Loyal Readers,
After my debut column last wci.l', the 

switchboard has been literally flooded with 
the deluvian deluge of letters from you all. sl 
thank you for your support and must admit 
that I am somewhat flattered that you all 
value my opinion so highly. After spending 
thousands of hours poring diligently over 
every single letter, answering some in person 
and others by courier hens, 1 have ehi'.Ni ii otily 
the most compelling of the millicms. n:tv, 
billions of questions to appear in print for! 
the world to see, Keep them 
letters cornin’!

Love, !
Dave Advice-kopf 

Dtjr Dave,
In seminar, I have a 

hard time participating be- 
causeall I can think is, "Boy, 

iiithat Brian Ballentine is one 
sattractive man!" i liave tried 
several times to gear this 
point into the conversadon,i 
but the thread usually gets 
quickly lost. At this rate, I 
fear I may nes'cr win a semi-
nar.. Please help me Dave 

' Advice-kopf; you're my only hope! , ' . 

3.,. . 'live,
Brian Ballentine

Brian,
age-old problem has stymied every 

,)i .some iinu oi .inoAer ever since 
e insiitini.in of ihi- New I’nigtams*; 

j^trinj'.fsllow B,ur sayN in his piivate mem- 
ioirs,.,"! have high hopes for the New Pro- ' 
gram'f'“'- and tiie New (iym'f‘'L but all will

■
ItKt if I can't get that Brian Ballentine out- 

my head. Even the smartest of the smart 
%ien I have assigned to die program cannot 
’Solve tills problem." I have, however, found

1) ('.liioK etlef.sivelyhoi!'. ;iie iniiodi.c- 
tion and f.iounuc.s.

}.') DelLiid ail ikiims .m ihe ba.sjs o' 
Aiistoile.

3) Talk about how mucli better your 
liausl.uion IS than any otheis in the looiti.

4) Use Latin whenever possible.
5) Hurl nearby objeas (e.g. banana-; 

peels, rocks) across the room,

(A Si.iiict up 1'-. iote you be<'i:i -.peak ng. 
/’) CVoiC yoiit book piompily ai !(i 

o'clock at id walk ou I.
fotse n;cI:^od^ diould 

haveyou winning seminars 
in no time, Brian Ballentine 
or no Brian Ballentine.

lx)ve,
D.i\c Advice-ko])f

Deal Daw Advict- 
kopf, . , -,

Wliy do they play Ma- 
(iojma at evtiy school dance 
ii'i> iidhss of the dance’s 
llanic?

■
 1 .ove.

Drew fiheriey

.'since your (juesiion 
doesn't actually icajiiirc- me to ailvise you 
in any way, I think it would be over-step-
ping my bounds to resjiond to inn anyway 
in this forum.

y h:||jHlph '|3|^i^|||||jj|||||P
D.uc Advic.e-ko]if

Dear Dave,
Was that one about Madonna teally one 

of the most compellmt’, Icneis lli.it you le-

a solution. Focus all of your energy on de-
feating your seminar opponents. Hours 
re.search by a crack team ofsdentific research 
experts and an infinite number of monkevs 
•hassltown the most effective way of winning 

seminar to be exhaasting your opponents -; 
In die following ways; -

li-

..

Hiiiii
Deal Obicctoi. 
Yes Ycsiisvas.

An t)'.'

1 o\c,
Date Advice-kojif
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AESCHYLUS MEETS OKLAHOMA
Some of you may remember the attempt 

made a few weeks ago by the Utah Theater Group 

to perform Aeschylus' Libation Bearers. I say at-
tempt because, sadly, the result was a very mod-
ernist, and some might say meaningless, mix of 
modern jokes and song-and-dance routines.

Don’t get me wrong, I love theater. I had the 
pleasure of attending last year’s performance by 
the Utah Theater Group, where they did a mar-

velous performance of Women ofTracchis. To bor-
row a line from Aristode: I am a friend of the 
Theater Group, but I am more a friend of good 

drama.
In my humble opinion, good drama requires 

four things: 1) a good story line, 2) good acting, 
3) a cast that works well as a team, and 4) good 
tech-support. A play can survive with any three 

or even two of these, but, afrer seeing Libation 
Bearers, I wondered if this performance achieved 

even one.
Case in point: all the random Greek. I know 

from past shows that reciting certain passages of 

the original Greek can do wonders for a Greek 
Tragedy: I saw a moving rendition of the play 
that ended with the final dialogue between Jason 
and Medea all in the unaltered Greek. The sheer 
force of the author’s words can still be heard by 
us, thousands of years later. But what was with 
the “Memnon, Aga!” chant? I mean, why chant 
the syllables of Agamemnon’s name, backwards, 
when the author gives you very moving passages 
in Greek that would make much better chants? 
Why did the group insist on yelling at every word 
one of them said?

by Edward Conway. '02
And why did they have to sing every other 

speech? The director made a claim that the origi-
nal Aeschylus was, in effect, a musical. Hmmm... 
for some reason I don t see the author looking 
kindly on childlike song-and-dance numbers 
thrown in at random points in his play.

What’s with all the stupid modern jokes and 
references? It really ticked me off when, j ust when 
I was starting to feel for Electra, Orestes comes 
on stage and they start swing dancing! I mean, is 
it so hard for actors and directors to come up 
with ways to show emotion that they have to steal 
cheesy dance moves to make the audience feel 
hip?

All this I could take in stride, considering that 
this is a “modern version” of the play (put on, by 
the way, to impress the folks at the Kennedy Cen-
ter with a “hip-n’-meaningless” version of 
Aeschylus), if it weren’t for the fra that, frankly, 
the acting sucked. Speaking from my humble 
experience, when you do a play, the aaors have 
to make the audience feel the emotions their char-
acters are experiencing, or no amount of pretty 
costumes will save the play. Of course, one might 
say that this was an impressive rendition of the 
group’s primary emotion: boredom. Such spec-
tacular expression of “I-don’t-care-what-I’m-say- 
ing” would make the hardest rock yawn. If this is 
what the group was striving for, then let me be 
the first to congratulate them on a job well done.

By trying to capture the “mob-mentality” of 
the chorus, this group sadly tossed out the very 
moving lines of a great tragedy. It appeared to me 
that the director thought this play should be pre-

formed by a group of random people taking ran-
dom parts at random points. I question if it is 
possible to do this and maintain good aaing. This 
might have succeeded with a group of seasoned 
professional actors and actresses, but sadly this 
troupe was anything but. The aaors and actresses 
threw away their lines, said the words without 
meaning or emotion, and the audience could only 
yawn (and occasionally laugh at a particularly bad 
joke or song).

Afrer the play was finished, I sat in on the Q 
& A session. Sadly, I noticed right off the bat 
that the group could not agree on anything about 
the play, or even take turns talking. They men-
tioned quite a few vicious fights over interpreta-
tions, and even demonstrated for our enjoyment. 
I have been a part of performances that have suc-
ceeded, as well as quite a few that fell and died 
horrible deaths on stage. If a performance is to 
achieve greatness, there MUST be a unity of pur-

pose. Any of you who saw Macbeth last spring 
saw how wonderful a play can be when the ac-
tors, actresses, techies, and direaors come together 

as a team. Those of you who saw Libation Bear-
ers, unfortunately, experienced the opposite.

To the Utah Theater Group, I offer the fol-
lowing challenge: Bring us a play faithful to the 
original, one where we can cheer for the protago-
nist. Bring us a play where we, the humble view-

ers, can feel the effect of each charaaer’s emotion. 
Bring us a play where the cast, crew, and director 
work together. Bring us a great play, and ye shall 
feel the force of my praise.

YOUR FRIENDLY NEIGHBORHOOD PHALANX
A Review of50Q by Frank Miller

A GI friend of mine said to me this summer, 
“You should read sci-fi, Aaron, you’d like it. It’s 
like comic books for grown-ups.” Think what you 
want, I say you’re missing something if you don’t 
give em a shot. But, then again. I’m a comic book 
junky (all thanks to my Dad, Thanks Dad!). There 
is nothing quite so inspiring, quite so exciting as 
the mk of visual and literary media. More inti-
mate than a movie, more effortless than a novel, I 
can slide out of my mind and into a comic book 
more easily than I can instigate the urge to jerk off. 
And so I’ve taken finger to keyboard today to pro-
vide some thou^ts on an all time favorite of mine.

The work at hand is a five issue mini-series 

entided300, aeated, written, and drawn by Frank 
Miller, colored by Lynn Varley, and published by

by Aaron Mehlhaff, 01
Dark Horse Comics. The story is inspired by the 
l^end of the battle ofThermopylae (recounted in 

the Histories of Herodotus). Here’s a quick over-
view for those of you who are a bit farther from 
freshmen year: The Persians are advancing towards 
the Peloponese and the Spartans plan a defense, 
but King Leonidas only brings his 300 man guard 
because everyone else must remain until after the 
festival of the Cameia. So, with his 300 troops, 
and a few thousand troops from various other cit-
ies, Leonidas confronts the Persian army at the “Hot 
Gates” (Thermopylae), a narrow gap in a cliff in 
the path of Xerxes. Using the confined area to 
their advantage, the Greek forces fare excepdon- 
ally well until a local named Ephialtes shows the 
Persians a goat path that leads around behind the
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Gates (that’s like howllost my last girlfiiend...damn 
goat paths...).

So what does Miller do with it? His telling 
differs gready from Herodotus’ (here’s a question 
for our tutor-readers: Is there another telling of 
this story?), many of the variations I suspea being 
created by Miller to make Spartan reasoning intel-
ligible to modems (why would they not send their 
whole force, just for a festival?). He also empha-
sizes the incredible dedication the Spartans have 
for their way of life, making them even more hard-
core than amateur-pro-wresding phenom Matt 
Uppart. I think Milla did go a litde too fiu: though, 
Leonidas at times coming off with modem-aaion- 
flick cliches, and the other Spartans using a litde 
too much, like, colloquial English. I like my pe-
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"300" continuedfrom page 6 
riod works of fiction to try and capture a sense of 
the rimes and cultures in the manner of speech.
(Remember Kevin Costener’s Robin Hood? Yeck.)
However, Leonidas does have some monologues 
that are quite well done, and nicely Spartan, as do 
other characters on occasion.

What really takes the story to another level is 
the art. There are a few shots where I felt the ex-
pression of the hice could be done a litde better (a 
common bitch I have with comics). But those 
aside. Lord above! Frank Miller does a lot of work 
in black and white (notably his Sin City series), 
and his talents in that area show here in his inge-
nious layout, composition, and inking (that’s 
comic-talk for "use of black"). Xerxes’ and an 
oracle’s divine appiearances are rendered in this two- 
tone fashion with exquisite results. I catch my 
breath every time I come across those panels. Frank 
Miller, nay, comic-book art, at its finest. His pen-
cil work and eye for point of view, even in some 
shots that are only of Spartan helmets, convey so 
much tension, liveliness, and emotion, that they 
can tell the story on their own. The composition 
of his batde scenes further carries his claim of Spar-

tan arete, the Spartan forces being united, and 
strong, drawn in thick, dark lines with a focused 
composition and the Persian forces looking like 
dry, scattered leaves blowing aimlessly across the 
page. But then the images of engaged battle, Spar-
tans versus Persians, show this contrast of forces 
less, and focus on the chaos of a melee battle field 
in a manner comparable to Braveheart’s efforts to 
that goal. Blood is flying, limbs are hacking or 
flailing, bodies mash together, and Frank and Lyim 
give us a taste of what it means to be a warrior, and 
one more reason to respea the Spartans, warriors 
par excellence. And not to leave Lynn Varley out,
Varley’s coloration blends perfecdy with Miller’s 
often colorless style. The subdety ofVarley’s paint-
ing relates to the subdety of Miller’s inking to evoke 
all of the effects noted above, in even finer execu-
tion. Battles and marches tinted in different col-
ors adjust moment to moment giving one a sense 
of the altering tone and sensation of such an epic 
undertaking. The Spartans grim dedication, love 
of batde, and awe of their leader, are all painted in, 
like a mood ring that aaually works.

So <pant, pant, pant>, that’s a <huff> luckin’ 
great piece of work. <huff, pufl>. I need a smoke.

Gawd, those two have got a great touch. Damn 
skilled hands. Ifby any chance I’ve intrigued you,
I am willing to loan out my copy of the series.
And one final note, a litde Johnny inside view. I 
remember pederasty jokes being the hot ticket 
freshmen year, but Miller’s actually taken a LOT 
of flack for a scene where Leonidas calls Athenians 
a bunch of “boy lovers.” Huh, I thought the joke 
was funny.

HOROSCOPES
by Ed KovsLy, '03

Aries: In breaking with tradition, you wdl 
continue a meaningful, long-term relation-
ship with an intelligent and attractive per-
son you met at Senior Carnival. Voui par-
ents will not approve.

Taurus: While busy at work in Freshmen 
Lab, someone will hand you their heart and 
beg you to be careful with it. L'ntomm.iu ly, 
this will be during the presentation of ihc 
circulatory system, so the odd^ aren’t ^o g.ood 

iithat tins per.son will be speaking lomami-

Gemini: In the coming weeks, you vsill 
enjoy not one, but at least two ]iioduetive 
seminars where yttu say someihiiu; at tlie ge-
nius level whieh the rest of the efj.ss does not 
ignore. Afterwards, yotircl.es-,r:i.iresw'ill build 
a shrine to wor.ship your imelligenev.

Caiieer: You will build .i .siiiiiie lo woi- 
ship the intelligeiiee of .my Gemini in your 
seminar. As yoti make your saci ifiee, you will 
inadveitenih anger Zeti.s. I le will exact le- 
venge by sending a pLjgue ol stsitois to yoiir 
house, who w'ill eat youi lood and try to se-
duce your sig.nificant f)ther. In ordei to get 
rid of them, you will base tet .show up dis-
guised a.s an t)ld befj'ttr and whoop .soine ass.

Ix'o: You will engage in honoi.tble com-
bat with a tisei. Altei 3^)7 lotinds. the ref-
eree will call it a draw. Ians at the match 
will fight over your di.scarded ainior likeTret- 
jan.s. The kind ofTrojans that got theii city 
leveled because their feat less leader wasn't 
content widi marrying any of the local girls, 
not file other kind ofTrojans. Get youi mind 
out of the gutter, Flonestly.

Virgo: Fm gonna bet that you decide to 
make a short visit back home over the long 

weekend, and become so annoyed writ 11 f.uii- 
ily membeis asking you “What exactly are 
you going to do with a degree like that?” that 
you decide to tiansfer to Annapolis .so you 
don't h.ive to an.swei their questions quite .so

Libra: It’s your biithd.ty! Good for you. 
You managed to survive anothei year! (Guess 
that Darwin gtiy wasn’t so .smart alter all...) 
All tight, this year you’ie gontia nuke some 
changes! Get a haiicut. some new clothes, 
and get out on the town! This year, the world 
is your oyster! Unfortunately, this yeai you 
are also goitig to develop a .seveie allergic re-
action to seafood. Maybe next year.

Scorpio: Youi star is temporalily miss-

ing. It was last seen in the vicinity of a black 
hole, I would cortsult my tarot cards to see 
what this means, but 1 had to sell them to 
pay for college. All we can do is hope for the 
best.

Sagittarius: Go find some stranger’s car, 
and read the btini[)ei slicker on the back. 
(Contemplate it’s meaning. Think real hard. 
That’ll be yotu horost;o[ie. It’s all the same 
stuff anyway. Like you haven’i noticed by!

Pistes: .Si.ty in bed for the next two weeks. 
Do not toiieh anything. You aie a gieat agent 
of evil. Oh. this is bad. I don t even want to 
talk aboiii the trouble ahead. Just st.iy in 
bed.and maybe. . . Oh wait, ihai’s not your 
honest o[se. You’re horo.scope was someihing 
about eternal happine.ss, or some such non- 
.s-ense. And a liipjio.

Aqiiariii.s: Lnjoy a nice breakfast in bed. 
At llftany’s. Now make the rest ofyour week 
that elever.

Capritxim: You’ll conjure up .some really 
niee, heaii-w~.mning, lomantit poeiry for that 
boy/girl you’ve been too nervous to talk to 
for the last month. Unfortunately, this 
person’s roommate will get the poem first, 
and drinking it was for them, will instantly 
fell in love with you. (Such is the pow'er of 
good poetry.) A few years down the road, 
you will write down the entire .story wriiich 
will be made into a m.ijor motion picture. 
This- summer blockbu.ster. starring Keannu 
Reeves and that annoyini', chick from Friends 
as the love interests, will help you make your 
first twenty-three million dollars. Your fam-
ily, of course, will be enraged that you are 
passed up for Oscar consideration.

I’ecfs: While not teehnically an .i.sirologi- 
cal sign, a cynical physics teacher 1 know 
sw'eais he w.ts born under this .sign. Which 
reminds meof someihing all you physic.slov- 
ingjohniescan try: If you calculaie the force 
excited on you ai biith by the star you born 
under, and compaie it to the foice exerted 
on you by the doctor in the deliveiy loont, 
you should discovet that the doctm actually 
had a grcatei influence on the eouise of your 
life than any of the stars. Anyway, your pre-
diction for the coming weeks: .Shit will h.tp-

Ifr.r k -s" ' S* .
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REMEMBERANCE OF THINGS
CAFFEINATED

by Grant Franks, Tutor
Part I: Bad Coffee
I love bad coffee. I love good coffee, too; 

rich espresso, gritty Turkish or freshly brewed, 
dark mocha java, especially with an ounce or so 
of heavy cream to smooth the acrid edge into 
mellow perfection. Good coffee spreads its 
aroma for blocks. Good coffee used to draw 
crowds on Saturday afternoons to Peets Coffee 
when I lived in Berkeley, long lines of neo-hip- 
pies and ex-hippies and hippie-wannabes who 
missed the morning and want serious-but-legal 
stimulants to face the afternoon. Love of good 
coffee, however, is fairly common and easy to 
understand. Bad coffee is a wholly different 
substance. Bad coffee begins with bulk-bags of 
cheap Columbian roast beans. Bad coffee is 
brewed in multi-gallon quantities and requires 
several hours aging on near-boiling hot-plates 
to reach its peak of badness. Oceans of bad cof-
fee are served in diners, cafeterias and offices and 
college dining halls across the country every day. 
Bad coffee is not hard to find, but my first sip 
from a cup of really bad coffee is always very 
special for me because, like Marcel Proust’s 
Madeleine, it brings back to me memories that 
I cherish.

My first encounter with bad coffee was a 
defining moment in my life. There have been 
so many “defining moments” in my life that I 
wonder how it can still remain so undefined. 
Still, there it is. Bad coffee entered my life on a 
bitter cold Saturday afternoon in early Novem-
ber, 1969. I was fourteen years old at that time 
and spent my weekdays attending Swanson Jun-
ior High School in Arlington, Virginia. Week-
ends were mostly free for playtime, reading and 
fantasy, interspersed with occasional excursions 
with my friends. The high point of this par-
ticular Saturday afternoon was going to be a trip 
with two buddies, Rick and Chip, to see our 
school’s football team play against a school in 
Alexandria, the suburban town just south of 
Arlington. Real high-school football games took 
place on Friday nights, but junior high school 
students couldn’t stay out that late, so our games 
were in the afternoons, from 2:00 until about 
4:30 pm. The game-field was about 8 miles ftom 
where we lived, not too far to be a nuisance but 
far enough that my mother offered to drive us 
there and pick us up when the game ended.

In retrospect, I don’t know why we decided

to go to the game at all. I didn’t have any en-
thusiasm for most sports in general beyond the 
obligatory television football rituals at Thanks-
giving and New Years Day. I had a brief run at 
traditional American baseball fandom, listening 
to my home-team’s games on the radio and fol-
lowing statistics in the newspaper. That flirta-
tion with normality was crushed when the Wash-
ington Senators, my home-team, was sold off 
and moved to become the Texas Rangers. As 
for my junior high school football team, the 
Swanson “Admirals”, I had actually tried out to 
be a member of the team in the summer before 
9th grade, but abandoned the effort after two 
preliminary practice sessions. Football tryouts 
take place in late August, when the heat and 
humidity of the Washington area summers are 
near their peak. Football coaches have appar-
ently discovered over years of trial and error that 
the qualities needed in effective players display 
themselves best if candidates put on heavy cloth-
ing and helmets and run up and down steeply 
sloped hills in the late summer swelter until they 
are blinded by their own sweat and their legs 
scream in agony. It sure worked for me. After 
two days, I knew with syllogistic clarity that foot-
ball was not my destiny. The realization came 
to me as I lay on the ground, swatting gnats and 
gasping for air. A voice sounded in my mind 
and asked a simple question;

“Why are you here?”
I paused. I looked within myself, as deeply 

as I could under the circumstances. The souls 
of fourteen year old suburban males don’t gen-
erally contain tremendous depths. But when 
the Inner Voice speaks, it demands honesty and 
integrity. It casts the spirit into the furnace of 
introspection and forges it on the anvil of self-
understanding. I hesitated for a moment, and 
then replied:

“To meet girls.”
It was the Truth, and I knew it. The test-

osterone-driven masculine body-slamming of 
football was just a hominoid version of what 
mountain goats and elk do with their antlers. 
Futile and far-fetched as it seemed, the real rea-
son for my puffing up and down the hill, sweat-
ing into my shoulder pads, was to impress girls. 
The Inner Voice, too, knew that I had spoken 
the Truth and was prepared with its next ques-
tion:

“Are there any girls here?”
Of course there weren’t. I was surrounded 

by sweating, panting guys whom I had no in-
terest in impressing, rehearsing drills that var-
ied from tedious to humiliating to painful, if 
not life-threatening. The Inner Voice spoke no 
more, but within a week I had quit the football 
team and joined the Dramatics Club, which 
involved spending long hours of rehearsal in an 
air-conditioned auditorium in actual physical 
proximity to people of the opposite gender.

So, I was not going to the game out of any 
enthusiasm for football. I have no memory at 
all of the game itself, except that the bleachers 
were cold. As partisans of the visiting team, we 
were sitting in a section that was shaded by the 
nearby gymnasium as the winter sun sank low 
in the sky. I can only guess that we had gone in 
search of some social opportunities among the 
other spectators. In any event, after we had sat 
for an hour and a half in the bleachers, the game 
ended early and my friends and I found our-
selves bored and cold, waiting on a windy street 
corner in Alexandria, Virginia, for my mother 
who would not arrive to pick us up for another 
forty minutes. Chilled to the bone, with no 
protection from the cold except our stylish-but- 
flimsy windbreaker jackets, we turned our full 
attention to the question of staying warm. At a 
less sensitive time of life, we might have em-
braced one another in an attempt to conserve 
body-heat, but early teenage male taboos against 
any even potentially questionable physical con-
tact were — and for all I know may still be — 
very powerful. Death by hypothermia would 
plainly be preferable.

The answer to our problem stood across the 
street: a Howard Johnson’s diner. The building 
had the traditional design, with a steeply pitched, 
turquoise blue shingle roof, blue and orange 
leatherette stools on chromium posts standing 
before a genuine wood-grain Formica™ 
countertop, opposite large sheet glass windows 
from which we could watch in warmth for my 
mother driving up to find us in our family’s car. 
However, we were sure that we couldn’t just 
perch at the counter for a half-hour without 
buying something, and a quick inventory re-
vealed that we had only $ 1.69 among the three 
of us. With that kind of money, there are very 
few things you can order that would take a half-
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hour to consume, but in those days a “bottom-
less coffee cup” cost only 35<f . Our course was 
clear, but one of my friends resisted.

“I don’t know,” said Rick, “why don’t we just 
wait here?”

“It’s still another half-hour until she’s sup-
posed to come,” replied Chip.

Rick tried to look brave. He could endure 
that long if he had to.

“And she might be late,” I added. Rick’s 
facade crumbled. A half-hour, it turned out, 
was the absolute limit of his strength. Even the 
possibility that the goal might slide forward by 
a minute or two completely broke his spirit. We 
marched together across the street, leaning for-
ward against the biting wind, and shoved past 
each other into the restaurant. The seats at the 
counter were nearly empty. The whole place 
smelled comfortingly of french-fries ... and cof-
fee. We took three stools in front of the win-
dow. Rick picked up one of the laminated 
menus that had been wedged between the sugar 
and the ketchup and pretended to read it. A 
waitress in a pale aquamarine uniform walked 
up to us on the other side of the counter. She 
was closer to our parents’ age than to ours, and 
her hair was pulled back in a tight bun and cov-
ered with some sort of netting.

“What can I get for you boys?” she asked.
Desperately nonchalant, I tried hard to lower
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my voice an octave or so.
“I’ll just have, ah, a cup of coffee.”
There was a moment of tension. I was sure 

that she would ask to see my driver’s license and 
then toss us back outside. Coffee wasn’t a drink 
for children! It was for grownups! Did our par-
ents know where we were? How much trouble 
would we be in when she called home. Or 
maybe she’d report us to the guidance counsel-
lors at school. Could she call the police? The 
scene flashed before my eyes: detectives in 
trenchcoats clustered around, with the flashing 
red lights from three or four police cruisers 
perched outside as we were handcuffed and read 
our rights. “Book ‘em, sergeant.” “What are 
the charges, lieutenant?” “Juvenile delinquency, 
loitering, attempting to buy coffee while under-
age.” “Geez, the electric chair ain’t good enough 
for cm.”

When I returned to reality, however, noth-
ing of the sort had happened. The waitress had 
just muttered, “Coffee, okay,” and moved on to 
Chip, who ordered the same thing. Rick 
chickened out and ordered a hot chocolate, 
which made me grab the menu quickly to see 
whether he had broken our budget. No, hot 
chocolate was 50<t. We were okay.

The waitress disappeared to get our drinks. 
The scene changed altogether. We were no 
longer scared, lonely kids. We were world-weary

adults, bangin’ out at the bar over cups of java. 
We weren’t cold anymore; we were cool. We 
were Edward Hopper’s Nighthawks.

The coffee came in little conical white plas-
tic cups that needed brown plastic holders in 
order to stand up. It was delightful just to hold 
my frozen fingers in the steam that rose from 
the cup. I tore the paper lids off of two little 
plastic containers of half-and-half and poured 
them into the coffee, along with two small en-
velopes of sugar. I come from a mixed-faith 
household. My mother drank her coffee black 
but my father used cream. In that instant, with-
out premeditation of any sort, I joined my 
father’s side of the family. This stuff didn’t smell 
all that great, so I decided to try anything that 
might mask its flavor. What I finally drank was 
not that far from soupy coffee flavored ice-cream. 
Still, it was warm and the warmth mingled with 
the excitement of playing at being adults, the 
little caffeine-rush of having gotten away with 
something while all the time sitting in the bul-
let-proof safety of a Howard Johnson’s restau-
rant where we were waiting for my mother to 
come. All of this — childhood safety and ado-
lescent daring, comfort and excitement — were 
instantly and permanendy bonded to the dis-
tinctive taste of bad coffee. They always come 
back to me when I smell or taste it.

GEOFF ANGER
The hounds of Hell are hungry. The dogs need 

to bite into something and chew. The Anger is their 
keeper and will feed them until they are satisfied. 
What better sustenance could there possibly be for 
the canines of Hades than that which feeds the stu-
dent body of St. John’s Colley?

Aramark has been the topic of many since the 

semester has started, including our very own Si^ of 
the Apocalypse. The problem, at least as The Anger 
can see, is that no one has given the company of 
Aramark the proper respea in all these conversations. 
Let The Anger correa this injustice.

Sandra, the former manager, is gone. There is 
no turning back for Aramark The reasoning soul of 
the Coffee Shop has been removed and the passions 
of greed and carnal desire have hatched and crawled 
to life. The homage due has been briefly paid to 
Sandra, let us now b^n the execution.

When The Anger entered this college, many 
years ago, he saw that a large coffee was only a dollar. 
Granted that was still steep for a smdent, but one 
can survive. Two years later, a large cup of coffee 
now costs a dollar and fifty cents! (Not to mention 
the faa that there are never any lids for the large size

by Geoffrey Petrie, '01
cup.) How many cups ofeoffee can The Anger buy 
with his pathetic pay from his wotk-study job? Not 
a lot. Let’s face it, how many grounds of actual cof-
fee go into one cup? An insignificant portion. How 
many cups of coffee could The Anger purchase for 
the same price as it would cost, say for a one pound 
bag of coffee that would run for about eleven dol-
lars? (Mind you this is not Jamaican Blue Mountain 
that The Anger is buying, but it would be at least the 
same quality as that which th^ sell in the Coffee 
Shop.) The anger calculated that it would be ap-
proximately nine and a half cups of coffee. This 
does not seem right. How many cups ofeoffee could 
TheAngergetfromjustonepoundofeoffee? Ahell 
of a lot more than nine and a half.

Now that the math lesson is over, let us turn our 
attention to the faa that Aramark has turned capi-
talistic in a ridiculous feshion. Now The Anger is 
not talking about just coffee prices, but their atti- 
mde toward their customer. The other day The 
Anger came in for a steaming cup of Joe. The man 
behind the counter only charged him a dollar and a 
quarter. The Anger thinks, “Good deal, the man 
has respea for voice of the people.” The Anger was

wrong. AsTheAngertookaseatintheCoffeeShop 
to do a litde studying, the man from behind the 
counter hunted him down and apologized for un-
der charging and asked for the extra quarter owed.

Now The Anger would never lie to his public, 
so he will honesdy say that at that moment he nearly 
smiled. The thought that a person would have the 
audacity to request a quarter because of their own 
saew up amazed even the most cynical Anger. The 
Anger, however, did not deny his current victim his 
prize.

The prices have gone up, the personality has 
changed, (except, of course, for those few smdents 
that make it worth going into the Coffee Shop) and 
it is now time that it stopped. The Anga will no 
longer purchase products from the Coffee Shop. 
(Anyway, afta they read this they migjit put some-
thing in the order.) Those fine students who are out 
fund raising for campus events. The Anger cries out 
for you to take the initiative. Take business away 
from the Coffee Shop. The Anger will support your 
endeavor, he will buy your products.

To quote from the fine film Field of Dreams:
“Brew coffee and The Anger will come.”

9



■ /

THfi'^PON

MORE PARADOXES
A paradox, I mused in the last issue. Maybe 

there are explanadons, or maybe there are only more 
paradoxes.

It’s after Seminar on aThursday night here after 
seminar. I’m walking out the door of Santa Fe Hall, 
and I see a group of my friends standing around 
one of the pillars.

“Hey, Conrad, come over here, man, I want to 
talk to you.” My friend Maslow said, as he beck-
oned me to join his group.

“What’s up?”
“I really liked the things you said toni^t. I think 

you nailed livy pretty well.”
“Thanks, I was just trying to relate some things 

I saw, but did you believe that shit Mr. Nader was 
saying”

“I know, wasn’t that nuts? “We Americans are 
no different than the Romans, a bunch of sopho- 
moric juveniles afraid to look within.’ Where does 
he get that stuff?”

“I have no idea, honesdy, that guy is always try-
ing to make the most bnarre connections between 
the text and life today. Why the hell can’t he just let 
the texts be the texts, and our lives be our lives?”

“Yeah, I know. So what are you going to do 
tonight?”

“I’m not sure, stop by later and maybe we can 
do something.”

“Cool, I will.”
So I made my way down to my room in lowers. 

As I unlocked the door to my single, and flicked on 
the lights, I wondered what I should do. I have no 
homework for the next day, a paper due next week— 
but that can wait, and not a whole lot is going on 
tonight. Hmmm. This is the problem I face every 
ni^t after all the work is done: What should I do 
now?

The phone rang rousing me from my quan-
dary.

“Hello, Conrad here.”
Maslow’s voice greeted mine, “Conrad, I’m 

gonna get some beer, do you want some?”
Ah, great, another night of drinking—the too 

quick answer to my question. “No, not tonigjit man, 
I think I’m gonna tty and read some non-Program 
stuff or something.”

“Suit yourself, but we’re going to be in 
Mnemosyne if you want to come over.”

“Thanks, I might drop by if I get bored or some-
thing.”

“Later.”
“Thanks for the call.”
As the receiver clicked home, and contaCT with 

another slowly receded into memory, I found my-

by Tim Mitchell, '02

self alone ag^n facing my bookshelf Glancing along 
the bookshelf I see all the usual suspects from the 
Program, a bunch of Camus, Vonnegut, Kundera, 
Winterson, and...ah, sure, some Howard Zinn to-
night will be okay. Let’s see what this guy has to say. 

Zinn says:
“The idea, which entered Western conscious-

ness several centuries ago, that black people are less 
than human, made possible the Atlantic slave trade, 
during which perhaps 40 million people died. Be-
liefs about racial inferiority, whether applied to 
blacks, or Jews or Arabs or Orientals, have led to 
mass murder.

The idea, presented by political leaders and ac-
cepted by the American public in 1964, that com-
munism in Viemam was a threat to our “national 
security” led to policies that cost a million lives, in-
cluding those of 55,000 young Americans.

The belief fostered in the Soviet Union, that 
“socialism” required a ruthless policy of farm collec-
tivization, as well as the control of dissent, broi^t 
about the deaths of countless peasants and large 
numbers of political prisoners.

Other ideas—leave the poor on their own 
(“laissez-faire”) and help the rich (“economic 
growth”)—^have led the U.S. government for most 
of its history to subsidize corporations while n^ea- 
ing the poor, this permitting terrible living and work-
ing conditions and incalculable suffering and death. 
In the years of the Reagan presidency, “laissez-faire” 
meant budget cutting for family care, which led to 
high rates of infant mortality in city ghettos.

We can reasonably conclude that how we think 
is not just mildly interesting, not just a subject for 
intellectual debate, but a matter of life and death.” 

My mind reeled after that one, and I thought, 
‘Hmmm, does this mean that even our thinking in 
seminar is not merely “mildly interesting” and not 
“just a subject for intellectual debate”, but even semi-
nar is “a matter of life and death” in some ways? 
Damn, that’s just a litde tougji to swallow.’

I was reminded of the very reason I came to 
Saint John’s in the first place, and I bolted upright 
with the realization, and hopped off my bed and 
crossed the room to my desk drawers. I shuffled 

through returned papers and past copies of The 
Moon, and finally found what I was looking for— 
The Statement of the St. John's Program 

I read the first paragraph, which said:
“St. John’s Collie is a community dedicated to 

liberal education. Liberally educated human beings, 
the college believes, acquire a lifelong commitment 
to the pursuit of fundamental knowledge and to 
the search for unifying ideas. They are intelligendy

and critically appreciative of their common heritage 
and conscious of their social and moral obligations. 
They are well equipped to master the specific skills 
of any calling, and they possess the means and the 
will to become free and responsible citizens.”

Although I was once satisfied with this first para-
graph and the others that follow, I couldn’t help but 
feel as though there is something lacking, maybe 
even a discordant tone stmck—’Isn’t all this ques-
tioning and learning staying in the classroom? When 
I read these books, aren’t I just reading them so that 
I can talk about them in seminar? How seriously 
am I taking these authors and their ideas? Am I 
merely acquiring a commitment to the pursuit of 
fundamental academic knowledge, and the search 
for unifying academic ideas? Am I “critically appre-
ciative” of my “social and moral obligations?” ^X^t, 
no, what do I feel obliged to do at all? I still do 
pretty much all the things I did before I got to St. 
John’s, so what about me has changed?

The last issue oiThe Moon caught my eye from 
the ever lighdy-tickling periphery ‘Hmm, yes, let-
ter to the editor, okay, canceling S & C was a bad 
idea. I’ve got to agree there. Right, we should be 
able to “experience our erotic nature in order to learn 
to rule it.” Wait, rule it? That sounds like some of 
that Platonic stuff from freshman year. Oh my god, 
this person is actually saying that we can apply some 
of these ideas from seminar to our own lives. Hmm? 
I don’t really see any of my friends doing this though, 
ora whole lot of the others living on campus. I won-
der if Mr. Nader might really have something when 
he tries to make analogies between the books and 
life today’

I decided to call him, 10:30 didn’t seem like too 
unreasonable a time to call someone.

“Hello, Mr. Nader, this is Conrad from semi-
nar.”

“Oh...,” his voice was obviously uncomfortable, 
“hello, what can I do for you?”

“I was just thinking about what you were say-
ing in class ton^t, I thought it vras interesting that 
you make analogies between the texts and real life. 
Do you think we can do that with all of our seminar 
readings?”

“well, ah, hmm, that b...”, he drifted into hb 
usual method of telling one he was in deep thought. 
The a^ravating thing about hb deep thinking, b 
that it gives one the impression that he’s searching 
hb memory of all the texts hb read for a suitable 
answer, and so not answering from feeling or him-
self “I suppose one could try ..but listen, would you

"Paradoxes " continued on p. 12
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ADVENTURES IN NEWTUTORDOM

You wouldn’t expect to see the father of 
modern Catholicism and the father of the 
infamous statement, "God is dead,” duking 
it out. Well, I wouldn’t, at any rate. And 
yet, one crisp and subtly autumnal day, that 
is just what I beheld.

Well, no, not exactly. I’m sort of kid-
ding. Well, no, actually. I’m just straight 
up lying. Sorry. Don’t hate me. I had to 
think of an interesting introduction. What 
I’d really like to tell you all is that, believe 
it or not, there are some new faces on cam-
pus—and not just the freshman!

That’s right folks, we have in our intel-
lectual midst several new tutors, aka. fac-
ulty members. I was hesitant to overload 
all your delicate minds with too much out-
side information, so I’ve decided to intro-
duce you to our new educational guides bit 
by bit; sort of like an installment plan.

If this first episode is well received I will 
continue to divulge the rest of my secret 
information.

So, off we go!
First, I’d like to defend my title. Yes, I 

know it’s fabulous and terribly exciting, but 
you may think it’s irrelevent. Let me as-
sure you that that is not the case. The first 
young bud of a tutor I encountered was Mr. 
Ed Walpin. Mr. Walpin (a.k.a.,the Green 
Lantern) hails from good ol’ New York City 
(a.k.a.,Gotham). He went to Middlebury 
College in Vermont for his undergraduate 
work, attained his M.A. in English through 
a Middlebury/Oxford program, and, finally, 
got his Ph.D. in political-science at Duke. 
Here’s where I tie in the title: Mr. Walpin 
(a.k.a., the Green Lantern) did his doctoral 
dissertation on Nietszche.

Hence, his answer to my first question, 
“Do you believe in God?” Mr. Walpin’s 
(a.k.a., the Green Lantern’s) careful response 
was, “I can’t answer yes, but I won’t simply 
answer no....God might be dying, but not 
dead.” To my next question, “Do you be-
lieve in atoms?”, he replied, 
“Ummm....yes.”

Question number three concerned the 
most worthwhile program text. Mr. Walpin 
(a.k.a., the Green Lantern) was unable to 
limit it to one book, but when I allowed

Episode One: Nietszche vs. Augustine

by Jessica Peters, '01

him to give his top two, he answered, 

“[Plato’s] Republic, because it is the first 
great investigation of justice, and 

Nietszche’s Thus Spoke Zarathustra, because 
it is, in a sense, perhaps the greatest attempt 
to reground Western civilization in a period 
of decline of belief.”

My last question, “Do you believe that 
the world will be plunged into darkness and 
chaos at the turn of the century?” seemed a 
bit too leading, so I altered it to, “What do 
you expect from the millenium?” Mr. 
Walpin’s (a.k.a., the Green Lantern’s) re-
sponse was, “Nothing much.”

The second tutor I was able to success-
fully track down (you must realize they all 
have something akin to batcaves to which 
they retreat whenever possible) was Mr. Wil-
liam Alba (a.k.a.. Captain America). My ex-
change with him was much more concise 
than that with Mr. Walpin (a.k.a.. The 
Green Lantern), but his responses no less 
interesting. He is most recently from Chi-
cago, where he was the head of Math and 
Science at the Art Institute. His answer to 
the God question was similar to Mr. 
Walpin’s in its ambiguity, but for different

reasons. Mr. Alba was raised Catholic, and 
said he’d be scared to answer “no,” for fear 
of being punished (now you see how the 
Augustine reference ties in, too?), but still 
he did not answer “yes;” instead, he chose 
the safest bet and said, “I don’t know.”

As for his belief in atoms, on the other 
hand, Mr. America..uh... Alba, recieved his 
Ph.D. in chemistry, and his respose was a 
definitive “Yes.” On a similarly mathemati-
cal note, Mr. Alba thinks the most worth-

while program text is Euclid’s Elements. 
When I asked him why, he replied that it is 
beautiful, it teaches one to think more 
clearly, and, as he is currently doing both 
freshman math and junior lab, he is notic-
ing how prevalent Euclid is in Galiliean 
physics.

Finally, as with Mr. Walpin, the only 
thing Mr. Alba expects from the millenium 
is to get a year older. Hah. Guess none of 
us will escape that...except maybe Mr. Im-
mortal Man!!

Stay tuned for next week’s episode of : 

ADVENTURES IN THE LAND OF 
THE GOOD!

photo by Suzannah Simmons, '01
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ACKNOW^DGMENTS
ANNOLWCEMENTS

Mr. Venkatesh will be starting a series of informal seminars of a political and historical nature. 
The first of these will be focusing on the Vietnam War. On Friday October 8, 1999 there will be 
a meeting to discuss the objective of these seminars, and to see who is interested in attending at 
4pm in the Coffee Shop. If you have any questions call Anthe @ x 4188.

The St. John’s community is attempting to establish an Amnesty International chapter, here, at 
the school. The workings are underway. If anyone is interested in participating, or receiving more 
information please call x4210 or x4l88. There will be a meeting on Sunday the 24th in the JCR

—Anthe Kelley

PARADOXES CONTINUED
mind too terribly much if we took this up some 
other time? I’m awfully busy just now.”

“No, that’s fine. I’m sorry to bother you at 
home.”

“Okay then, see you on Monday.”
‘Well,’ thinking to myself again, ‘I found yet 

another mtor who feels very concerned about their 

students.’
Another gjance at the Howard Zinn showed 

me this:
“I’ve often wondered how so many teachers 

manage to spend a year with a group of students

and never reveal who they are, what kind of lives 
they have lead, where their ideas come from, what 
they believe in, or what they want for themselves, 
for their smdents, and for the world.” —Howard 

Zinn
That was enougji for me, I slipped into my 

shoes, grabbed a sweater and left for Mnemosyne. 
Who wants to stay in a room with these ideas, and 
alone too? Far easier to be distraaed with a beer in 
my hands, and steady company.
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