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Jonathan Morgan
St. John’s College in Santa Fe in 

New Mexico is a poem, a stink, a grating 
noise, a quality of light, a tone, a habit, a 
nostalgia, a dream.

Steinbeck should be rolling over 
in his grave right about now. This piece 
may be overly confessional. But so what. 
We’re deluding ourselves if we don’t 
acknowledge that this place, this stink, 
this quality of light, doesn’t have an effect 
on us. We’ve had our friends, our loves, 
our hatreds, our intangible passions, 
within and because of St. John’s College, 
in Santa Fe, in New Mexico.

St. John’s was the only college I 
applied to out of High School. I left at the 
end of my freshman year, after a semester 
of holding on to passing grades by an 
ever-dwindling thread, convinced that I 
would never return. I went forth into the 
wild world of Silicon Valley and got me 
a well-paying 9 to 5 job. I got bored. I 
looked at Reed College in Portland, OR, 
but dismissed that place after 1 visited and 
found that there were far too many tie-dye 
shirts on campus (this was 2002, after all, 
not 1994 for chrissake) and everybody 
looked askance at me for smoking. After 
returning home, I called up St. John’s 
again.

And I’ve been here in Santa Fe 
for the past three years, straight through. 
Many of the people I loved most in this 
place have left; victims of personal 
tragedy, lack of enthusiasm, and— 
worst—graduation. I’ve changed enough 
in these last three years to get a sense of 
the sadness that comes with looking back 
at your former self. And now that I find 
I’m on my way out, I don’t know what 
makes me more sad: what I’ve lost, or 
what I’ve gained.

This school is a fine place. 
Maybe not as good as it should be, or as 
great as it needs to be, but a fine place. 
We are fine people. Certainly not as smart 
and hard-working as we could be, or as 
exceptional as we would have others 
believe, but fine people nonetheless. We 
as students may or may not be worthy
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of this educational experience, and this 
educational experience may or may not 
be worthy of our money—these are old 
debates that I don’t feel the need to go 
into. I only have one real piece of advice, 
a long-standing beef of mine that has yet 
deflated some, lost some of its former 
force in these last few weeks as I began to 
look more and more beyond this school.

My only advice is, quit your 
bitching and get to work. There’s a 
miasma of entitlement that hangs over 
this campus on still days. If the only 
time the student body can muster enough 
energy to actually plot and plan something 
constructive is when we’re Fighting For 
Our Right To Party, this school ain’t goin’ 
nowhere—and, probably, neither are we. 
So many of us (note the inclusive “us”) 
limp and stroll through our years here 
without putting in the effort to really do 
our seminar reading, let alone address 
problems we have with, say, the conduct 
of the security force. Oh, we talk a big 
game, but we seldom follow through.

I think that there are cracks 
showing in the foundation of our little 
community. There are problems here that 
need to be addressed. There’s so much 
animosity, so much vague discontent, so 
much double-speak, so much petty, bitter 
lashing out, so much passive-aggressive 
bullshit here that sometimes the thought 
of it all is almost enough to work me 
into a lather even now—in my drained 
state. Students aren’t the only ones to 
blame. The Administration deserves a 
share of blame for the state of our campus 
community. The faculty. The staff. The 
BVG. Our problems are systemic. And 
in order to earn the right to ask questions 
such as “Is St. John’s worth it?” and 
“Are we worth St. John’s?” we must 
first make an attempt at real work. Inside 
the classroom and out, we must work to 
better ourselves and our environment. All 
of us.

I never expected to become the 
editor of the Moon. I’m not interested in 
journalism. I took the position because

there was no one else to do it. That said. 
I’ve had a quite a bit of fun with it in the 
last two years, and if it hasn’t made me a 
better student or a “better person,” it has 
at least kept me pretty close to the pulse 
of the community. I have my worries 
about St. John’s, and some of them are 
grave (or would be, were I continuing 
here), but all the same I wouldn’t trade 
my time here for anything. Even if our 
community does follow some of the 
same, old tropes that you find in colleges 
everywhere—doddering old professors. 
Keystone Kops for security guards, 
students obsessed with sex and booze—it 
is still tme that colleges elsewhere aren’t 
like this.

Lest I be branded old, tired and 
ungrateful, I would like to end my final 
editorial with some notes of thanks. 
First, to Eddie Kovsky, Luke Washburn, 
Paul Obrecht and all other Moon editors 
past. Also to my staff—Adam Willson, 
Trystan Popish, Nyssa Travis and 
especially Chris Harris for putting their 
all into this publication. To Grant Franks 
and John Hartnett, Moon legal advisors 
for last year and this one, respectively, for 
teaching us and keeping us in line (but not 
too in line...). To all our contributors, for 
deigning to write for us and for putting up 
with our little bio-blurb jibes (c’mon, you 
know that, deep down, you really thought 
they were funny). And lastly, to the entire 
campus community, for making these 
four years some of the most formative 
and interesting of my life so far.

In Jest,



Adam Willson
Now that my sophomore year is almost over,

I have some time to look back on my time at St. 
John’s. I have a little more space to contemplate 
my life up to this point and to recognize how much 
I’ve changed since last spring when I rumbled into 
Santa Fe to begin my JF year. I could barely have 
conceived then that I would make it this far, and 
now that 1 have, I can barely conceive my making 
it through senior year. But 1 guess that’s how time 
and expectations work, that is how we unwittingly 
grow into those people we barely understand. And 
we grow more. Because such thoughts are always 
on my mind, these days, I now want to write a little 
about my expectations, a little about the passage of 
time, and a little about growth.

Yesterday, my friends told me that I have become 
more cynical than I was when I first came here. 1 
think they’re right. I don’t in any way wish to excuse 
my cynicism (which is inexcusable). It’s just that 
there are certain things I’ve witnessed in these last 
two years that have given me legitimate cause to feel 
a little perturbed. While I don’t think that cynicism 
is laudable, I do think that cynicism often comes out 
of a sensible response to a disconnection between 
oneself and his environment. Our responses to such 
a connection can help us understand what needs to 
be fixed in our own lives and in our communities.

Before I begin to discuss the causes of this cyni
cism, I would like to point out something I’ve tried 
to emphasize throughout my tenure as Assistant 
Editor of The Moon. I AM NOT PERFECT, NOR 
DO I CONSIDER MYSELF TO BE. Ben Mann and 
I were talking not too long ago. He told me that the 
tone of my issue 11 editorial was condescending, to 
say the least. I don’t know whether it really was (it’s 
very difficult for authors to read their own work). 
I do know that I was pissed, and I made a specific 
choice to hide none of my frustration. However, I do 
not want it to be thought that I am some monstrous 
editor in a cave in Peterson, who wakes up every 
other week to gnash his teeth at his fellow students 
and bitch and moan from the bowels of a black hell. 
First of all, I am not completely made of anger. 
Secondly, I am no Cerberus, and what frustration 
I do feel will not be so easily quelled as his was. I 
know I’m not perfect and that most of my frustra
tion is frustration with myself as much as it is with 
my fellow students. I also live a habitual existence. 
I also have my faults; 1 also work hard to quit what
ever fetters bind me to my own errant self. And, 
more importantly, I also know how hard a lot of you 
work toward a similar goal. Simply put, I am noth
ing more than impotent, if I do not try to illustrate 
the struggle with words.

Having said all this, it is important for me to lay 
down a few things I’ve learned about humanity. The 
most important thing I think I have learned here is 
that we must always endeavor to affect a mean in 
our behavior (though some pay too little attention 
to Aristotle’s Nicomachean Ethics, I think it is one 
of the most valuable books we read during fresh
man year).

I am naturally too much of an idealist. But I now 
know that my ideals are worthless, if I do not carry 
with me a sensible conception of reality. This is 
one of the reasons I still have so much respect for 
Machiavelli’s The Prince. This book showed me 
that political scientists are simply wasting their time 
if they neglect to see how the real world actually 
functions. Philosophers must adhere to this motto 
as well, as their true duty is to enlighten the people 
of the world. And if we are meant to gain anything 
from our education here, it is to be some philosophi
cal insight.

In our actions, we must also find a mean between 
judgment and compassion. At St. John’s, we are 
constantly bombarded with the thought that judg
ment is good. It is everywhere in the program. But 
we must know where judgment’s kingdom actually 
lies. It is a generally good rule that we are to judge 
what things in this world are good for us and what 
are bad for us. As students of philosophy, we need 
only to judge things, and we must refrain from judg
ing people. There is no such thing as a good person 
or a bad person, but only a person who does or says 
good or bad things. People are too complex. A per
son cannot be explained by their deeds or words. In 
fact, in very many ways, our words and deeds are 
not really our own. I’ve seen that it’s very difficult 
for students at this school to accept this fact.

There are many other ways in which we must 
search out a mean in our actions and behavior. 
Leaving these two examples to speak for the rest, I 
would like to move to my main point.

There are many things I’ve seen during my time 
here that have depressed me, that have embarrassed 
me, that have surprised me. Having just undergone 
my enablement process and having witnessed others 
undergoing theirs, I now realize that the standard of 
the admission and evaluation of St. John’s students 
is quite laughable. There have been many students 
who I felt (and with good reason) should at least 
have been asked to take a year’s vacation. Most 
of them will be coming back next year and might 
even discover that junior year is every bit as dif
ficult as people say it is. To add to this, one of the 
most diligent and valuable students in my class was

disenabled this year, for what seemed like a poorly- 
constructed reason.

When I first thought of coming to St. John’s I was 
seduced by all of our school’s publicity campaigns. I 
read on the school website that reason was the only 
authority at St. John’s. I was roped in, and I come 
here to find that in the student and tutor communi
ties at this school, there are still internecine rivalries, 
senior-stick wavings, fawnings, flatteries, slackings, 
hackings, and debaucherie (physical and mental). 
I’ve come to realize that this would-be haven is, at 
its best, not very different from a cliquish, insular, 
and reckless state university in Ohio or some such 
other place. This is what I’ve seen. But I know that 
this school could be so much more. I find the ideal 
program and method of education at this school to 
be no less than perfect. However, I’ve also seen 
that the reality of this school jars against its ideal 
nature.

There have been many occurences here like Mr. 
Horton’s incident, like the pizza-smearing incident, 
like all of the other acts of vandalism and disrespect 
toward the community. All of these have made me 
very sad and very ashamed to be here. I only have 
one more thing to say after such a year, which is that 
I hope in my next two years here, I will be able to 
do my part to help rebuild the St. John’s Community 
into what it was always meant to be. I would also 
like to commend and thank Mr. Davis and all of the 
other faculty and staff who have tried to make our 
communal struggle a little smoother and easier.
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Don’t like what we’re doing with the 
Moon?

Oops! Too late.
The editorial staff of the Moon is constantly being bombarded with 
questions, comments, and threats about the content of this or that 
Moon issue. Our stock response is to gently suggest that the individ
ual accosting us write a letter to the editor. Almost universally, this 
suggestion has the effect of causing him to stammer, avert his eyes, 
and shuffle away, often while muttering angrily under his breath. 
Inevitably, no letter follows.
Why oh why are you so silent, campus mine? We want your input! 
Are you too meek to voice your opinions in a public forum, too lazy 
to type up a statement of your grievances, or do you simply have 
nothing to say?
C’mon. We know you’ve got at least 95 Theses in you. Nail ‘em to 
the door.

Send constructive criticisms, destructive witticisms, or threats of 
death and dismemberment to moon@sjcsf.edu

\_______________________________________________________ /
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LETTERS TO THE EDITORS

--------------------------------------------\

Editors to the Letterers,

The Moon staff would like to thank 
all of our contributors. The Moon has 
published an unprecidented thirteen 
issues this year. Issues filled with 
content of surpassing quality, in our 
not-so-humble opinions.

Whether your contributions were 
insane and irreverent, or serious and 
scholarly, we thank you. Whether 
you’ll be here next year and plan to 
contribute or not, know that you have 
helped keep a 20 year old St. John’s 
institution alive. You guys made it 
happen.

Love and Kisses,
^ The Moon Staff______________ ^

Dear Mssrs. Willson and 
Morgan

Allegations of a cover-up surrounding 
Mr. Schanker’s disappearance are not 
unfounded. In the last issue you ran a 
letter from GI Director Mr. Venkatesh. It 
claimed that no student named ‘Robby 
Schanker’ attends or has attended the 
GI program. If, as I’ve heard wrongly 
bruited, both Mr. Schanker’s existence 
and disappearance are simply Gideon 
Culman’s fabrications, how did Mr. 
Venkatesh know that Mr. Schanker’s 
name is ‘Robby Schanker’? In the Case 
Closed article, intercepted from Mr. 
Culman’s mind in crass violation of basic 
constitutional rights, we only ever see 
the name ‘Schanker’ mentioned — not 
‘Robby Schanker.’ This proves beyond 
any doubt that Mr. Venkatesh knows 
more about Mr. Schanker than he has 
been willing to admit. It’s safe to say that 
the entire community knows about Mr. 
Schanker’s disappearance and that, gag 
orders on our tutors notwithstanding, the 
truth will out.

Respectfully yours,
Wade Giles, GIEC ‘05

Dear Editors
I wanna to tahnk jefry darma for 

stepnig up to the plait and righting the 
turth abuot robi shankar when gidoen 
coldman chiknedd out (are we suprized?). 
I also wannta thank the moon for not pirn- 
ting all the salnderus artacles eritten aoubt 
me atfer October, plese dont print this ,but 
for this yuolbe reworded amply.

censerily, 
johnnie neschintz
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Thanks, Ms. Honeywell
Rebecca Kopp

I would like to thank Ms. Honeywell 
and the SJC writing assistants for holding 
the freshmen writing workshop on April 
13*! The session was very informative, 
and I hope the school will choose to con
tinue it in the following years. In addition 
to the workshop, a peer review was held, 
and few students attended. The review 
(unlike the workshop) was open to all stu
dents. Hopefully more people will show 
up next year because we can all improve 
our writing and this is a great opportunity 
to obtain feedback from older (and wiser) 
students.

Thank you,
Rebecca Kopp

Thanks, Ms. Mora and 
Mr. Carl
Jacqueline McCabe

I am deeply grateful for the letters of 
recommendation written on my behalf 
by Ms. Mora and Mr. Carl. As I was a 
liberal arts major applying for a popular 
psychology internship, I thought my 
chances of acceptance were slim. Thanks 
to Ms. Mora’s recommendation however, 
I was granted the internship and thanks to 
her and Mr. Carl’s recommendations to 
the Ariel committee, I received funding 
necessary to accept the internship.

I am indebted to you both,
Jacqueline McCabe

Thanks, Mr. Goldfarb
Eric Schmidt

I suppose, mostly, in writing about a 
professor or tutor or mentor, something 
along the lines of a song of praise for that 
teacher is considered best. I do not think 
I am qualified to sing the praises of Mr. 
Goldfarb, although honestly I have no 
idea what that phrase means or what it 
would look like in this case. However, I 
believe and know that quite a number of 
the students at this school who have had 
him already know his gifts as a teacher. 
For myself and for this letter, I would 
rather share a memory. Over paper 
writing period, I quite frequently would 
have an attack of some vague anxiety 
and call Mr. Goldfarb to question him 
on my paper. On one occasion the attack 
or whatever was something quite other 
than vague; I called, he answered, and 
instead of questioning me back, perhaps 
on an intuition, he engaged me in another 
argument. It was a rather foolish argu
ment over whether or not Bizet wrote The 
Pearl foolish because, first, it
was over Bizet, and second, because I 
was obviously right. He looked up the 
answer in an opera guide, admitted I 
was surprisingly correct, and we ended 
up talking jokingly for a few moments 
about who wrote what and when before 
I went, somehow calm again, back to my 
paper. This memory seems a bit mundane 
in the writing to me now, but it has kept 
with me, vivid in my mind nonetheless. 
It would perhaps be most appropriate to 
tell of any number of times when he and 
I talked about things, where, for better or 
worse, he would not back down, where 
I would search and he would search and 
question and push, where I, and maybe 
sometimes we, began to see things be
fore unconsidered or passed over. Those 
moments, perhaps, can change whatever 
you call your life, or maybe they are just 
filed and forgotten. But the memories, I 
think, of the seemingly random kindness



in friendship are what stay present with 
you longest, can have a meaning, with all 
hope, to be carried with you. I probably 
have many things to thank Mr. Goldfarb 
for, and I suspect many of the other stu
dents do as well. As I leave this place, 
I hope that it is these memories—this 
something like friendship—with my pro
fessor, and many others, some friends and 
some teachers alike, that I can hold close 
to me. ‘Thank you’ always sounds a little 
hollow and, beyond all doubt, unable to 
express what it is at least intended to ex
press, but here it is nonetheless: Thank 
you Mr. Goldfarb, and goodbye.

-Eric Schmidt

Thanks, Mr. Bolotin
Alexis Segel

When I came into seminar one night 
with my bible of Italian Songs, Mr. 
Bolotin picked up the book and asked me 
what I was singing. He looked at the table 
of contents and asked, “Oh do you know 
this one? We should get together and 
play through these some time.” We got 
together one night before seminar, and 
played through the songs we had decided 
on, finishing with time to spare before 
class. “Let’s read through another”, he 
said. I was pleased that he wanted to go 
on, but nervous about singing though a 
song I hadn’t learned. “Sight singing,” 
I said to him, “Is not my strongest point.”

He didn’t seem to care because he 
picked another song and began to play. I 
did my best to keep up, slaughtering the 
Italian language and the musical phrases 
it had been set to. “No! No! Ms. Segel,” 
he would say when I made mistakes, “It’s 
this,” and he would play the phrase on

the piano and sing it out for me. “This 
isn’t hard! Again! Do it again!” I was so 
pleased to find my seminar tutor pushing 
me to do something I found difficult out
side of and completely unrelated to the 
seminar.

I was delighted to have Mr. Bolotin ac
company me in the student voice recital 
and am so grateful to him for the many 
hours he spent at the piano in preparation; 
for all his time, energy, and enthusiasm 
this semester; for pushing me in practice 
and for realizing the importance of music 
in one Johnny’s life. It has been a plea
sure for me to have worked with such a 
dedicated musician.

Sincerely,
Alexis Rhodes Segel ‘ 05

P.S.
Mr. Bolotin, I am still waiting to be 

convinced that the nothing is finite. It is a 
Very important question.

BiphagraphiGB^
Printshops Of The Future”

2002-C Cerrillos Road • Santa Fe, New Mexico 87505
(505) 473*1300 • Fax (505) 473-3460

Email: us494@alphagraphics.com

ISO 9002 Certification 
What does this mean to you?

• Reliability - Your order will be delivered correctly
and on time.

• Quality - Your order will be checked at each stage
of production for accuracy.

• Efficiency - Alphagraphics is required to operate at
greater than 97% efficiency.
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NEWS/OPINION

Perverse Pizza Incident
by Jeff Stott

I’ll keep this short because I don’t think 
that much needs to be said. For those of 
you unaware of the “pizza incident,” here 
is a brief description. Sometime in late 
February or in March (the particular de
tails are unimportant), someone smeared 
a pizza all over the interior and exterior 
of a Domino’s delivery driver’s car. The 
Domino’s employee had parked his car 
somewhere near Suites/Apartments, and 
he was delivering pizza to a St. John’s stu
dent. When the said employee returned to 
his car, which he left unlocked, there was 
pizza smeared about on the outside and 
inside of his vehicle. Someone—presum
ably a passerby Johnnie—saw fit to enter 
the delivery driver’s car, take one or more 
of the pizzas inside, and defile that man’s 
property. Keep in mind that the vehicle 
was the delivery driver’s own vehicle, 
and not the property of Domino’s.

Suffice it to say, this was an outrageous 
action. In fact, I am baffled by it. I don’t 
know what the motive was, and I don’t 
care to speculate. I simply want to let 
the college community know about the 
incident, for I myself did not hear about 
the event until weeks after the event took 
place. Maybe I skipped that particular RA 
meeting. The offense described is so un
equivocally wrong, that its mere portrayal 
to the student body should evoke our col
lective disapprobation.

The event took place quite awhile ago. 
I am not aware that anyone has taken re
sponsibility for the action. If they should 
choose to do so, and would like to remain

anonymous, then the guilty party can 
speak to someone on the Student Review 
Board. My purpose in writing this article 
is, as I said, to inform the college commu
nity. I am sure that this “pizza incident” 
is news to many of you. In light of this 
event and other recent disturbing actions 
(including the theft of Mr. Starr’s com
puter, people drop kicking the ground 
lighting in lowers, etc.), I want to remind 
us of these facts. If you see someone who 
is egregiously breaking the common- 
sense rules of the community, please do 
something. Anything less is unfair to the 
college. I’m sorry this article is so late. 
I meant to write it earlier in the spring. 
These issues lose their relevance as time 
passes. But I think it worth mentioning re
gardless, especially since there has been 
much discussion of late about the “ethos,” 
if you will, of the college community.

IThe offense described is 
so unequivocally wrong, 

that its mere portrayal to 
the student body should 

evoke our collective 
disapprobation.



I’ve never been so 
conflicted in my life, 
so happy both to stay 

and to go.

Freshman Perspective 3: 
Freshman for a Few Days More 
by Trystan Popish

Before you even begin reading this, I 
just want to apologize. I’ve tried to write 
this article several times. It’s been rather 
difficult. I had intended to eloquently 
sum up the experiences of my first year 
of college. To tersely and acutely detail 
all the major experiences that I’d had. 
To remember with pleasure all that I’d 
accomplished or overcome. I can’t do it. 
Despite any gift with words I might have, 
they have deserted me today. I’m at a loss 
for what to say, let alone how to say it. 
For the first time in my life, I am between 
two worlds, worlds in which I am equally 
happy but which can never coalesce.

This week. I’ll take down the pictures 
that have accumulated on walls over the 
year. I’ll spend my last night in my once 
homey dorm room with the walls as bare 
as the day I moved in. I’m dreading this 
night, this period of transition between 
my two worlds. I knew at the begin
ning of the year that I’d be going home 
for summer. I just never imagined it 
would feel like this. I’m so happy at the 
prospect of going home, but along with 
this joy is a subtle sadness. I’m excited 
to see my family and friends back home 
again, especially to spend time with my 
newly loquacious two year old nephew. 
I’m somewhat grieved to leave friends 
behind here for three months. I’m leav
ing behind so much here, more than when 
I went home for Christmas or spring 
break. I’ve missed my family, but these 
people have become my family. For the 
last eight months or so, we’ve eaten every 
meal together, talked late into the night, 
dealt with crises, and shared (sometimes 
small) victories. I’m excited to have new 
classes (and tutors and classmates) when 
I return, but disappointed not to have 
classes with the people with whom I’ve 
become comfortable. I’ve never been so 
conflicted in my life, so tom, so happy 
both to stay and to go.

The best advice I’ve heard this week 
came from my Greek: she told my class 
one day that “you’re always in the mid

dle.” In the middle of translating, in the 
middle of learning a language, in the mid
dle of life. I have no choice but to move 
on from this year’s happiness and yet 
remain in the middle. And while I do so 
happily, it’s bittersweet. Bittersweet has 
always been one of my favorite words. 
It’s a cherished pain, a sign that what 
you’re leaving behind must have been 
worthwhile for you to miss it so much. 
It’s sad, but only in the way that losing 
past happiness can be sad. Though you 
miss it, you move beyond it, on to your 
next middle and new happiness. You’ll 
leave this, too, eventually, with the same 
mix of regret and certainty - regret that 
you must let go but certainty that it was 
worth having for the time you held it.

As this year ends. I’m filled with con
tradicting emotions, ultimately happy but 
pained underneath. And I don’t know 
how to deal with it; I only that I will be 
able to eventually. I have a better idea of 
what to expect next year, and a few more 
tools to deal with it. While I wish that I 
could say I’ve conquered all my obstacles 
and emerged victorious, I haven’t. I’ll put 
them away for the summer, and drag them 
back into the sunlight again in August to 
do battle with them. I’ll probably never 
conquer them, but I’ll get closer. Each 
year and its bittersweet events will be
come more familiar, though perhaps not 
any easier to bear.

I wish I could have had some resolu
tion, something I could elegantly tie up 
for everyone in my last article as a fresh
man. Something more articulate and poi
gnant and not as scattered. But I don’t. 
I have nothing more to give you now, 
only my thanks. Thank you for reading 
this and trying to understand, or know
ing even before you began reading what 
I meant to say.
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Lazy Summer Afternoon
by Sarah Davis-Goff

So it’s me -I’m, like, 16, my two little 
brothers Henry (‘E-E’) and James (‘Little 
Man’), my older brother Will (‘Willis’, 
‘Billy’, or sometimes ‘Mcozi’, the Zulu 
word for ‘young master’), and his friend 
Crazy Eddie. We’ve all been let out of our 
various boarding schools for a few hours 
because it’s Sunday, and we’re sitting out 
in the Front Paddock, the scrubby field 
in front of our house on the outskirts of 
Dublin. It’s sunny, for Ireland. I mean 
there was definitely blue between the 
clouds, so we were all in a good mood. 
Even me, which is rare when my brothers 
are all together, because all that usually 
consists of is my younger brothers pre
tending that they’re as cool as my older 
one. They’re not, though, no-one is as 
cool as Willis.

We’re smoking cigarettes. I’ve been 
watching the Little Man, and he’s not 
even bloody inhaling. Cigarettes are hard 
to come by, so it seems like a waste. I’m 
thinking about saying something, but I 
don’t, not because I know that it would be 
cruel to embarrass him in front of his idol, 
but because I’m too lazy. I just lie back 
on the grass and watch the clouds racing 
each other.

We’re waiting for Papa, but he’s going 
to be about another half-hour at his cigar 
and newspaper. This hour after lunch 
-papa’s ‘quiet time’, had always been the 
bane of our existence. We wanted to play 
yard cricket, but knew from long experi
ence that it just wasn’t worth doing unless 
Papa was there to play too.

Willis was 18, and Henry and James 
only 11 and 9, so because of boarding 
school which starts traditionally when 
you’re 7 or 8, in my family anyway, in 
many ways Willis and I had grown up 
together, and the Little Ones had grown 
up together, the two groups distinct from 
each other. So I knew what no-one else 
knew. I could almost feel the cogs of my 
older brother’s brain clicking and whir
ring. In a few minutes he’d probably sit 
up.

A few minutes later, he sat up, scratch
ing his thatch of dark blonde hair.

“Okay. We’ve got the Lada, this big 
plank of wood, and there’s a big stone 
over there.”

A Lada is an old type of Russian car. 
You could probably get about 4 for a punt, 
they’re that cheap. Our Lada, which was 
the shade of rich brown approximating the 
colour of poo, had been the family car but 
had been assigned to the scrap heap a few 
years ago. I had been thrilled; that car was 
nothing but an embarrassment. I remem
ber when Will and I had still been going 
to the school that the Little Ones were at 
now, we used to dread being picked up 
almost as much as we loved going home. 
There were pretty big ramps going up the 
drive-way to the school, you see, and the 
Lada simply didn’t have enough power to 
get over the ramps if there were too many 
people with luggage in it. So Will and I 
would have to get out at each ramp and 
help push it over.

But Will and I could never hold 
grudges, due on his part to a sort of in
nate goodness, and on mine to a terrible 
memory. The discarded Lada had been 
promptly set upon by my three brothers 
who had fixed it, taken out most of the 
seats and other junk that was ‘weighing it 
down’ (what were they trying to do, make 
it into a rally car?) and then asked me to 
paint stripes and the number 56 on the 
bonnet and doors. (Yes, the fact that the 
old car began to shake after 40 mph, and 
had never been able to make it above 60, 
apparently not deterring them.) I had, of 
course, assented. Yeah, all my brother’s 
cars, starting from Will’s first, which he 
had acquired from the next door farmer 
when he was 8, had numbers. My broth
ers went through cars like Mama goes 
through G&T’s. I used to wonder if they 
were related. By the ripe age of 161 knew 
for sure.

Anyway, the others were still trying to 
work out what idea he’d managed to get 
into his head, but I was already into the 
‘Ah, shite’ (Irish for “Aw, crap!”) part of 
the plan.

“I’ll get the fire extinguisher”, I said, 
and trotted off back to the house.

I knew what no one else 
knew. I coul(d almost 
feel the cogs of my 

older brother’s brain 
clicking and whirring. 
In a few minutes he’d 

probably sit up.



Endnote
by Ben Mann

This column is due tomorrow, though 
I doubt anyone will be holding me to that 
deadline. I’m supposed to be in seminar 
right now, but since last night I’ve been 
having a little bit of a breakdown. So I’m 
not going. Also, I did the wrong seminar 
reading. Never happened before. I had to 
laugh.

I’m not sure what’s causing me to freak 
out. Probably all sorts of things. What 
triggered it was when I started packing 
everything up. Putting all the books and 
records in boxes. It made everything feel 
cheap. Packing up your life, leaving no 
trace. It’s depressing and I’m not used to 
it. Everything’s called into question and 
you feel like you’re nothing more than a 
heap of stuff and habits. Take it all apart 
— what’s the point?

The really bad depression hit last night; 
I thought it would be gone today but it’s 
not. That familiar feeling of inner war, 
two equal resolutions. One side wants to 
take drastic, violent action while the other 
side is frozen . . . paralyzed. I can’t do a 
damn thing.

I’m not coming back next year. It’s 
not a permanent departure from the 
college, just some time off. Sometime 
last November, I just realized that three 
months of summer wouldn’t be enough 
time to get myself together for another 
round. Maybe I’d be able to do it, but 
not the way it should be done. Not all the 
way. You need momentum for that. And I 
was feeling too weighted down.

"See how you feel at the end of this 
year, ” people told me. But I feel the way 
everyone does right now. Tired, burned. 
Can’t breathe, don’t want to talk. You 
know the feeling. Difference between 
you and me is, I won’t be itching to come 
back in three months. I’m a little too tired, 
a little too dead.

I think I pushed it too far. Pushed 
everything a little too far. Turned my 
academic work ethic into compulsion. 
Turned physical exercise into pointless 
punishment. Turned infatuations into ob
sessions and good will to bad. It all adds 
up; it’s all too much.

This place celebrates intensity and 
obsessive focus. Those are things I can 
do. I can do those things until I drop. 
Sometimes I feel like I can’t do anything 
else. Like all I ever do is set myself on 
fire, sprint into walls. Why do I do this? 

***
Tonight I’ve hit the ground again, but 

it’s not like usual. I won’t get up and 
start running again right away. I’ve hit 
the ground and I’m just lying here. The 
stillness of the night — the stars — even 
the pain and exhaustion feel like some 
kind of peace, when you just let them. 
Cool breeze blowing through the ruined 
city. It makes as much sense as any manic 
euphoria.

You can always power through exhaus
tion, but I’ve got no reason to do that 
tonight. There’s a sense of wounded pride 
in collapsing before the finish line — but 
I know that the only real finish line is the 
one where you collapse for good. That’s 
the real end of the race, and this year’s 
just another mile. It’s only over when you 
die. I may be lying on the concrete but 
I can still see the stars. I’ve got a pulse. 
Nothing’s over.

Still, there’s one real danger in com
ing to the kind of full stop I’m at tonight: 
when you stop, you start to think about it 
all. It all comes back. Everything you’ve 
neglected, every mistake you’ve made, 
time you’ve wasted. Everything you re
gret, all your frustrations. Birds-eye-view 
of the damage. When you push yourself 
hard, then suddenly stop, it’s all there 
waiting. You can’t really escape it. And 
it’s never really a surprise. Not anymore.
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Sometimes you just wonder if you’re 
still human. Wonder if this place is taking 
it out of you, sucking the life out of you. 
Killing your youth. Do you really want 
to grow up this way? I’d kill for a city 
to lose myself in the way I used to. Need 
the city-things . . . black coffee and bad 
diner food, to prove 1 exist. Instead I’m 
growing up in books, under fluorescent 
lights, alone.

Only philosophy I actually feel like 
reading anymore is crazy old samurai 
stuff, how to grit your teeth and live like 
you’re already dead. I still practice Zen 
every day, but school takes too much 
out of me and I don’t dedicate myself to 
meditation as much as I know I should. 
Just another important thing I’m neglect
ing — along with family, friends, sleep.

And for what? Those are the sort of 
things that sustain other people — I should 
probably know better than to try living 
without them. But I’m a slow learner and 
I always think 1 can survive on less.

***

Maybe you’re like me. Maybe you live 
this way. Maybe not — it doesn’t matter. 
Everyone has their breaking point. What 
did 1 really learn here? How to push my
self to that point over and over again, I 
guess. How to work too much. How to 
care too much. How to push myself too 
far. How to bum out and come back. 
That’s what I learned.

“Acting on will — the test is the 
reaction.
Opening your heart - the test is the 
emotion.

Rolling the dice — the test is the 
agility.
Burning out your mind — the test is the 
recovery. ”

—Bad Religion
I learned philosophy, I learned math. 

Sure. But it’s all a long-distance run to

me. Just something you get out there and 
do. Just wearing away the tread whether 
you want to or not on that particular day. 
Today you don’t want to, tomorrow you 
might. And when you have to stop and 
rest, you do.

“The farther 1 go the less I know —
One foot goes in front of the other. ” 

-Fugazi
I try convincing myself that there’s no 

failure in it. That everyone gets tired, ev
eryone has their limits. That I kicked this 
place’s ass for two years and passed this 
year, no problem. But it feels like failure 
to be leaving. To hit that limit, feel your 
stride slowing down. It feels like failure.

To be putting everything in boxes, it 
feels like failure. To get tired and give up 
on a romantic relationship that was great 
half the time, it feels like failure. And to 
see your friends moving on to the next 
year. And to picture yourself working in 
some record store next year, getting off 
work just to come home to your record 
collection...

Whatever. Enough. This is where I’m 
at right now, true, but it’s not what I want 
to leave you with.

I wish all of you bastards the best in 
this upcoming year while I’m gone — se
riously. But I care especially about those 
of you who bum yourselves out habitual
ly, who can’t seem to do something unless 
you do it all the way. This is for the ones 
who live by destroying and rebuilding. 
My heart goes out to you. I’m not gonna 
tell you “good luck.’’ It’s not about luck. 
Keep going while you can. Ride into the 
flames. Fight till you die.

Thanks.
Love,

Ben.

Sometimes you wonder 
if you’re still human.



How could a virile young 
non-Christian have come 

to believe this absurd 
proposition?

The Sin of Premarital 
And Promiscuous Sex 
by Mark Ingham

Received opinion in the cave of my 
youth programmed me to be blind to mor
al truth. I grew up in the grip of West- 
coast cultural relativism. In contradiction 
to the dogma of my youth, I now believe 
that sex before marriage is a sin. By sin, 
I mean, contrary to your long-term hap
piness-contrary to the increasing of the 
kingdom of heaven within you, if you 
prefer an image from Christian myth.

You are all judging me in one of two 
ways. Either sophomore year saved my 
soul (I saw the light of Jesus in Annapolis 
and turned from my wicked ways). Or 
I have grown feeble in my old age of 
29 (like Kephalus in the opening of the 
Republic, Eros has abandoned my with
ered soul). How could a virile young 
non-Christian have come to believe this 
absurd proposition?

I am addressing all virile young non- 
Christians among you. Premarital sex is 
the step in the direction of a life that gets 
worse, not better. Yet many of you will 
choose this path, unaware of how this 
will curse the fullness of your future 
happiness. I hope that each of you will 
openly face the contradiction of two de
sires: (1) your healthy desire for sex in 
the prime of your vigor, pitted against (2) 
your desire for long-term happiness—for 
a life that gets better, not worse. I want 
you to consciously face this contradic
tion— proceeding henceforth with your 
eyes open.

The books that we read attest to the 
long tradition of marriage, but also, a 
long tradition of cheating, prostitution, 
and bastard children. Human nature is 
driven towards two contradictory goals in 
the realm of sexual fulfillment: (1) stable 
loving family, and (2) reckless abandon. 
I will postulate that children produced by 
stable families have a better chance of liv
ing happy lives, than those, like me, who

come from homes broken by dirty secrets 
or outright scandals.

What sort of men and women will 
have the best chance at a healthy mar
riage? Picture for a moment the follow
ing scenario. A woman resists all tempta
tions, saving herself for her one tme love. 
She finally falls in love with a man.

This man has spent the better part of 
his youth sowing his wild oats. He did 
not know it was wrong. He finds that sex 
has become rather less fulfilling than it 
once was. It hurt when he broke up with 
his first few girlfriends, but as time went 
on it became easier and easier for him to 
just move on. His life is becoming less 
and less fulfilling. Finally, he decides to 
settle down and get married, seeking a 
more meaningful human experience. He 
marries the beautiful young virgin.

Think for a moment on how life will be 
for this couple?

For the virgin, marriage is a new free
dom. For the first time in her life she 
completely shares herself with her one 
and only man. For the man, marriage is a 
new slavery. For the first time in his life, 
he is limited to only one “beaver”. She 
becomes passionately attached to him and 
is willing to make sacrifices for the sake 
of their mutual long-term happiness. He 
is resentful of his new tethers. His soul 
is not habituated to sacrificing imme
diate desire gratification for the sake of 
his greater long term happiness.

The man’s life gets worse as he gets 
older. Sex became less and less meaning
ful in his promiscuous days. His marriage 
quickly becomes a slavery. Furthermore, 
he has to live with the conscience of hav
ing ruined the happiness of his beautiful 
wife, and for having brought the curse of 
an oppressive home upon the heads of his 
children.
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Mark Ingham will never rest from his quest for Ethics, 
Carnal Forebearance, and the Canadian Way

This is a tragedy. This is the story of 
my parents. Dad did not know better 
when he was young. He never planned to 
have children. He may have heard outdat
ed dogma about the sins of sex preached 
from the pedestal, or from stuffy and bor
ing Christian peers, but what reason did 
he have to take this musty old dogma seri
ously? Sexual taboos made sense for the 
people of Moses 3000 years ago. They 
did not have technology to conquer preg
nancy and disease. Ironically, hippies 
have the benefit of pharmaceuticals to 
cure their bodies (while their souls rot).

Technology has not conquered our 
souls. The deepest fibers of our being 
are still conditioned to know that sex with 
relative strangers is a destructive force to 
the human race. Sex without the love and 
commitment that it takes to raise children 
together is a violation of something deep 
and sacred. If you listen to the whisper 
of your conscience, and if you think for a 
moment about the pain of a broken heart, 
you will know that what I say is true.

Yet, if you are going to sin, sin boldly. 
If you make a decision to have sex, do so 
without being divided by guilt, as much 
as that is possible for your conscience. 
Abandon yourself to destruction, if that 
is what you choose. But do so with your 
eyes open, otherwise how can you respect 
yourself as a free human being?

What of those who are gay? If you do 
not long for a union that brings forth chil
dren of the flesh, are you free to indulge 
in the flesh without restraint? I would 
beckon you not to squander your greatest 
longings by indulging in a great quantity 
of meaningless encounters. Do not ob
jectify and use human beings as though 
they were self-warming friction products 
without souls and hearts.

Let your loneliness increase within you 
the fruitful tension of Eros for a true lover 
with whom you might truly create. Hold

out for that one, or those few, who will 
inspire what is most sublime within you. 
Use your freedom to seek the few, don’t 
yield to the temptation of the easy many.

I am glad, for example, that the great 
artist Plato did not spend himself cheaply. 
Plato dedicated himself faithfully to cre
ating a “Socrates made young and beau
tiful” [Epistle II 314c5]. Plato, a man 
thoroughly gay by all accounts, dedicated 
himself to the creations of the soul, not 
the body. Plato is among the gay men that 
I respect most for his philosophic artistry 
dedicated to one man.

Though you will not perhaps be Plato, 
do not throw yourself into the “gay life
style” and spend yourself as a whore 
among the herd in the “American gay

scene.” Be noble and bear the best fruit 
of your soul. Your sexual options are free 
from the possibility of pregnancy. With 
no responsibilities to children, you are 
free to support one another in other great 
works of creation. Many gays have done 
just that in the history of our tradition. 
Today? Too many spend their lives pre
tentiously preoccupied with their “sexual 
identity.” Gay or straight, get over your
selves. There is more to life than sex.

I invite you to dialogue with me, par
ticularly if you have good reasons to 
disagree with me. My email address: 
markingham@operamail.com
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No, Mr. Kurt, you’re 
wrong,” my classmates 
lay into me. For who, 
they say, am I to talk 

about the truth? I, who 
never sit at the Eastern 

Classics table in the 
Coffee Shop before 

seminar?

The Schanker Sutra
by Gerri Kurt
illustrations by Blake Hindley

“Let’s contact Schanker with the 
ouija board!” Wade Giles says. The class 
cheers and Sgt. Winthrop pulls out a ouija 
board. Neither Ms. Magister at my end of 
the table nor Mr. Lehrer at the other end 
looks eager to intercede. In the far comer 
Zhou Xmo is engrossed in the message of 
his fortune cookie. I wish he would say 
something. The class is slipping fast. Will 
the tutors do anything? I look from Ms. 
Magister to Mr. Lehrer and back to Ms. 
Magister before saying, “The tmth about 
Mr. Schanker is that there is no truth 
about Mr. Schanker.”

“No, Ms. Kurt, you’re wrong,” my 
classmates lay into me. For who, they say, 
am I to talk about truth? I, who never sit 
at the Eastern Classics table in the Coffee 
Shop before seminar? I, who have not yet 
attended one single yoga class offered 
daily by every one of my classmates, 
at either Yoga Sores or Pontius Pilates? 
Is it my aim, they ask, to undermine 
community spirit? Wasn’t losing Robby 
Schanker enough?

Ms. Magister looks vaguely fascinated 
by the tone of conversation. Mr. Lehrer 
drools in his sleep. Rather than listen to 
any more unkind accusations, I take out 
my new Apple iChing and start feed
ing in coordinates. I’m worried, given 
the way things are going, that I won’t 
progress quickly enough to reach Level 
8 Enlightenment by August. Everyone in 
this program is supposed to reach Level 
8 by graduation, but I don’t buy it. That 
said, it seems rather puzzling to me that 
last week I had reached Level 4, but now, 
according to my iChing, my enlighten
ment has slipped back to Level 3.

“How about we stick to the syllabus 
and talk about fortune cookies?” I say. 
“There’s nothing to be gained by trans
forming this seminar into a seance.” Even 
though this statement is packed with vir
tue, my iChing registers no boost in my

enlightenment. Above and beyond my 
will to enlightenment. I’m actually kind 
of interested in what our fortune cookies 
say. Some people claim fortune cookies 
help us glimpse that profoundly intan
gible web of meaning that suffuses the 
universe and manifests itself through 
neat little aphorisms packed into sweet 
cookie shells. But hoping to benefit from 
talking about fortune cookies with the 
same crowd that butchered the China 
Monologues last week seems reasonably 
unrealistic. I decide to just go with the 
flow. No point offering resistance. If the 
people in my seminar want to contact 
Schanker, I might as well contemplate my 
own fortune cookie and let them do what 
they must.

Jeffrey Dharma gets up to turn off the 
lights. Dr. Jones, Jen Sequoia, and Devon 
Augury sit cross-legged in the middle 
of the seminar table, chanting chants, 
humming Aums, and holding hands. I 
shake my head, close my eyes, and try 
not to think about how much of a prick 
Schanker really was. Because let’s be 
honest: that’s all he was. And just because 
he’s gone now doesn’t make him any less 
of a prick. Last September, when I was 
already seeing Zhou Xmo, I guess I kind 
of also liked Schanker. And Schanker 
knew how much I liked him. I mean, he 
was a likeable guy. He was the kind of 
person you find yourself talking to at a 
party and absolutely enjoying but then he 
busts out a sob story about his poor barren 
mother and you suddenly know he needs 
you and you know he needs you bad but 
you’re also out of earshot of everybody 
else and now he’s got you up against a 
wall in some dark comer and there’s no 
distinguishing his breath from yours and 
his hands and then

You: Stop.
Him:
You: Robby, I said stop.
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The silverback smashes his fist right into the source of the vision.

Him:
You: I can’t do this to Zhou.
Him: What do you mean, Gerri? Look 

how my relationship with Jen Sequoia is 
open.

You: Mine isn’t.
Him: Don’t worry, babe. I’ll open it 

for you.
And by ‘you’ of course I mean me. I 

kind of can’t believe I’m actually telling 
you all this. Well, to my credit, after the 
first dozen or so times, I stopped falling 
for Schanker’s bullshit and I never had 
to wake up next to him again. But dur
ing all this time I failed to realize what a 
great guy my then-boyfriend Zhou Xmo 
was. It’s no accident that people call 
him the Man-Date of Heaven. Sad thing 
is, when Zhou found out about me and 
Schanker he cleared all my stuff out of 
his house, changed the locks, and left me 
a cloud message that kindly told me to get 
lost. That’s how I lost the Man-Date of 
Heaven, thanks to that dumb prick Robby 
Schanker.

Devon Augury, our seminar’s channel- 
er, can’t get through to Schanker. Instead 
she chats up the well-oiled soul of a 
Brazilian used car salesman named Paulo. 
I steal glances at my iChing but it still 
only registers a Level 3 Enlightenment. 
I meditate on the inscrutable message of 
my fortune cookie. The weirdness of to
night’s seminar rivals only the weirdness 
of the seminar during which Schanker 
went missing. Remember how “astute” 
Schanker was toward the beginning of 
the year? He was quick to point out who 
was right and who was wrong every time 
anyone said anything. It got worse as the 
year progressed until finally something 
inside him snapped. I’m not sure what it 
was that went but I do know that he was 
no longer himself during his final seminar 
with us.

It was the seminar on the Mahagatsbhi 
and we were fleshing out how the 
Mahagatsbhi tells us what it means to be 
human. That’s when I saw all the objects 
piling up in front of Schanker. He was 
giggling to himself and squinting as he 
lit a Bunsen burner. “Don’t mind me,” he 
giggled even though people were already 
not minding him. He balanced a miniature 
saucepan on top of the hissing Bunsen 
burner. “There’s just something I need 
to clarify,” Schanker interrupted again. 
And that was all he said. He unwrapped 
a pound-block of butter, slid it into the

saucepan, and, as the seminar conversa
tion resumed, he watched it slowly melt.

“Rather than telling us simply what it 
means to be human,” Chaim Lebensbom 
said, “What if the Mahagatsbhi is telling 
us what it means to be a good Aryan?” 
Schanker started spooning white stuff 
out of the saucepan and throwing it 
on the floor. “It’s peculiar,” Dr. Jones 
said, “that this poem should contravene 
all standard Hindu rules of syntax and 
punctuation. Everything else we’ve read 
so far — even the poems — has been in 
keeping with the Comma Sutra. Not so, 
the Mahagatsbhi.” This was my cue. Dr.



Jones had mentioned the language of the 
poem. If I waited any longer, somebody 
else was bound to take my idea and use it 
to further their own enlightenment.

“The proper way to treat any narrative 
text,” I explained, “is to view their story as 
a vehiele by means of which the poet con
veys to us, the reader, his philosophy, and 
so once we absorb the philosophy, during 
the first reading, one must disregard the 
storylines themselves. Now that’s the 
normal way to read a text. But this one is 
different for a number of reasons. One is 
that the narrator, Nikh, is the narrator but 
not the primary main character. Second of 
all, he tells us how they come to a pool 
and find Gatsbhi, the main person of the 
story, floating dead between blue lotuses. 
By having a narrator who isn’t the most 
important person in the story, the poet 
is basically telling us that the story isn’t 
all that important. Because why would 
anybody write a poem where the primary 
main person dies? It opens an abyss of all 
these questions it raises and, as I was try
ing to say before, it breaks all the rules of 
the Comma Sutra. I guess,” I paused to 
make sure people fell to the thrust of my 
argument. “I guess I’m just trying to un
derstand whether the Mahagatsbhi exists 
for the sole purpose of making us engage 
with the typeface.”

I wanted to drive my point home. I 
wanted to talk about the sheer impact of 
the typeface. I wanted to show people that 
a seraphed font is the most obvious clue 
a text can provide to show its sacredness. 
But I didn’t get to do any of this because 
Schanker was already scooping up fog 
from the fog machines that we use in 
Eastern Classics seminars to heighten 
the in-class sense of mysticism. He was 
shaping his lumps of fog into intricate 
little asuras and dragons, breathing life 
into them, and sending them to my seat. 
I was horrified. Surrounded by devilish 
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little creatures made of fog that gnashed 
their teeth at me and barked in terrify
ing silence, I said nothing. I watched 
Schanker grinning at me from his chair 
until suddenly he was just gone. And I 
honestly don’t know how or why. Truth 
told, I don’t even think I care.

But I don’t have to care. The rest of 
my seminar already does. Devon Augury 
gives Paulo her number and bids him 
farewell. She rolls back her eyes, starts 
humming and chanting, and then she 
says, “I see a pink cloud.”

She tunes her mind to our frequency 
and, after a moment of static, Devon 
Augury shares her vision with all of irs. 
The vision takes place in a classroom that 
looks like any of the classrooms in Santa 
Fe Hall. The only real difference is that 
this classroom is in a galaxy bazillions of 
lightyears away from our own in which 
the entire topography resembles one huge 
Santa Fe Hall without beginning, middle, 
or end. The chairs are slightly more com
fortable and the people crowding around 
the seminar table aren’t people. They’re 
gorillas. Even the tutor, a thoughtful 
old silverback, is a gorilla. A muffled 
soundtrack accompanies the vision with 
a split-second delay. The gorillas are 
screeching at each other and pounding 
their books on the table. Since the gorilla 
noise is unintelligible the vision quickly 
corrects itself by means of scrolling sub
titles. “I think, in essence, this book is 
telling us what it means to be a gorilla,” 
a young artsy gorilla says. “You’ll have 
to flesh that out,” the silverback nods. 
“Well,” the young artsy gorilla continues. 
“The Drth Veda isn’t the easiest text to 
discuss, because it’s got so much raw—so 
much raw emotion—” A little zealot go
rilla chimes in “This is no way to talk 
about so sacred a text. I’m not even sure 
we should be discussing the Drth Veda at 
all.” The silverback scowls. “As I was

saying just now,” Robby Schanker’s voice 
says from behind the vision in English 
that requires no subtitles, “We’re trying 
to dissect a perfectly spiritual creation 
story that—” The silverback leaps from 
his seat across the seminar table, reaches 
back, and smashes his fist right into the 
source of the vision. The vision goes from 
static to shaky to normal and a pink cloud 
of blood spray and tooth enamel dissolves 
into the gorilla seminar. Something about 
the feel of the vision suggests that getting 
punched is quite usual and that Schanker 
now heals with inhuman speed. “I told 
you not to talk unless you had some
thing to say,” the silverback grunts. But 
an unusual silence now overcomes the 
gorilla seminar as the silverback eyes the 
source of the vision with what looks like 
suspicion. Conversation resumes. The sil
verback keeps watching the vision source 
with increasing ugly tension. Suddenly 
the whole vision goes black and fizzles 
to nothing.

The tension remains in Devon 
Augury’s rolled-back eyes. “Where’s the 
silverback?” she shudders. “I can’t see the 
silverback!” A bad silence looms over our 
seminar. Devon Augury shuts her eyes 
and trembles. Then she opens her eyes, 
roars, and shoves herself. Dr. Jones, and 
Jen Sequoia clean off the seminar table. 
A gorilla fist the size of a garbage truck 
slams through our classroom ceiling and 
smashes the seminar table into the floor. 
The giant gorilla fist exits the hole in the 
ceiling just as fast as it entered and leaves 
in its wake a gaping view of the starry 
night sky. It takes our group conscious
ness long moments to comprehend what 
has happened but eventually I begin to 
hear myself crying.

There’s plaster dust everywhere. Huge 
chunks of ceiling line the new seminar 
table crater in the floor. Miraculously, 
nobody is hurt. I notice I’m being held by
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Blake and Gideon cranking out the Schanker Sutra during Reality.
a concerned looking Zhou Xmo. This is 
way too embarrassing. But I am shivering 
as my tears mingle with the plaster dust 
on my cheeks and I don’t have the energy 
to make him let me go. Ned Walpin peers 
in through the hole in the ceiling to as
sess the damage. He wants to know if our 
classroom ever had full-spectrum lights. 
Johnnie Neschintz is trying to clear a 
surface that will catch his reflection. 
Even Mr. Lehrer has been roused from 
his sleep.

I scan the rubble for my iChing. A sense 
of foreboding tells me that the warranty 
doesn’t eover destruction by silverback 
gorillas from different galaxies. I find 
my iChing in smithereens. My Level 8 
Enlightenment by August seems doomed. 
Devon Augury comforts Jen Sequoia who

has gone fetal in the comer. The missteps 
in this channeling are driving Jen Sequoia 
insane. They now have to wonder wheth
er it was a bad idea to channel Schanker 
in the first place. Before they channeled 
him there was the positive uncertainty 
that Schanker was alive and well in some 
other existence. But by finding him and 
wilfully tampering with his new galaxy 
they incurred the wrath of the thoughtful 
silverback and almost certainly landed 
Schanker in worse trouble than anyone 
from our own galaxy can fathom 

I didn’t see this disaster spelled out in 
the fortune cookies. I can’t tell whether 
the fortune cookie messages were off or 
whether I simply didn’t know how to read 
them. But what’s for sure is that I knew 
no good would ever come from channel

ing Sehanker. Now that everyone is on the 
ground, hurting, and covered in plaster 
dust it seems like the perfect time to let 
them know how right I was. But as I lean 
forward to get up and berate everybody I 
feel Zhou Xmo not just holding me, but 
actually holding me back. It seems odd 
for the Man-Date of Heaven to restrain 
me at this juncture, when everyone else 
deserves to know the error of their ways. I 
can’t figure out why Zhou Xmo does this 
and it cuts me to feel him gently holding 
me after all the crap I put him through. 
My tears blur the impenetrable Man-Date 
of Heaven as a I turn to him to make 
him let me go. But I don’t say anything. 
There’s too much rage boiling up in me to 
put things into words. My dusty fists can’t 
unclench. The tears just keep on flowing 
and I have to wonder why I’m here.

Gerri Kurt is an Eastern Classicist 
who, like Jeffrey Dharma, is just an
other face in Gideon Culman’s illustri
ous village of gnomes de plume. Gideon 
will be leaving St. John’s at the end of 
the summer to go to China and study the 
lives of the late general Gung Ho and the 
landmark urban planner Fed X’ing. To 
stay apprised of Gideon’s adventures, 
simply email him at gideon@curiouser 
andcuriouser.net. Blake Bindley bides 
his time sitting pretty, collecting royalties 
from his smash-hit Penis Song. Jonathan 
Morgan took this picture of Gideon and 
Blake. He will miss them both. They give 
him a that ‘special’ feeling.
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Three Poems
by Ben Glass

“Get a Grip!”

When you’re doing something new.
And fear that errors lurk,
Don’t think about the worker,
Just think about the work. “Love Letters”

“Winter”

Your letters set me aglow, 
though I cannot see you here.
Your presence I feel I know, 
from these parchments I hold dear.

Like your breath, a word unfurls. 
Two, then three, like rose petals curl. 
Brilliant, bursting - a warm surprise. 
Your thought blooms, anew, alive!

A sentence more. What’s in store? 
Your hopes? Your dreams?

Your family lore?
More paragraphs and pages; 
some soul from ancient ages

touches me. My finger trembles.
The paper shakes, my heart stumbles 
before this woman I can’t see 
but only whiff her personality.

Deep-red and auburn leaves
drip from tips of black trees
like drops of blood. Twigs litter the frigid
ground like stains. The world is halfway under,
preparing for a deep slumber.
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Nothing is sure, and for 
sure nothing is the end of 
anything. Not even death.

It Could Come at Anytime:
by Zacchary Coker-Dukowitz

Dear Hazel,

I’ve been thinking about growing up. 
It seems you have to let go of a lot things 
as you grow up. You don’t know what’s 
important, you find out later that what you 
threw out was what you wanted to save 
and what you saved you’re not so sure 
about any more. 1 don’t think I can help 
with that except to tell you not to hurt 
too much. Everything gets thrown out at 
some point. Just try not to do it too quick, 
like with some of those girls you know, 
who you seem to dislike out of hand and 
right away. Remember about tallness and 
that you can either be above something, 
below it, or otherwise, and that all of 
these are just different places. Nothing 
is sure, and for sure nothing is the end of 
anything. Not even death. But 1 guess 
I’m not really coming out with it, as your 
dad would say. Be free. Move. Anchors 
are for boats, your body is not something 
to be ridden in, it is you just as much as 
what you think with. Move, because you 
are also always what you move towards. 
Sometimes it doesn’t even matter what 
that is, so long as you don’t stop.

What you’re moving from, that’s for 
you and the ghosts. I’ve told you about 
ghosts, I know, them that’ll sneak up 
when your grip is loose and pull some
thing away. But holding tighter just 
makes them more real, just gives them 
something to pull at. You never know 
what could come, or when it will come, 
so don’t worry about it so much. Let 
yourself be moved around by yourself 
and the world, just like the earth, which 
the wind will finally make into valleys 
and canyons if you give it enough time. 
Don’t see them as so different, yourself 
and the world. But be strong somehow in 
this looseness. Those ghosts, people that 
have given up to them too, they’ll look 
for a way to knock you down and you 
know what? they will, they will knock 
you down, but only on the place where 
they stand. If you’re standing while 
you’re sitting or walking, standing while 
you’re holding your chest out to the sun 
and moon, but also while you’re going to 
the bathroom or falling down in front of

Hazel #9

a crowd of strangers, then how can you 
ever be knocked down in yourself?

I remember the way you were with Luo 
when dad first took him away. I guess it 
was time after all, but it made me hurt to 
see you standing like you did, the world 
was over and the boogie man would 
come out at night and the ghosts and 
you couldn’t hardly sleep. But you did, 
finally, like everything happens, finally, if 
you let it, and he stayed in the closet until 
you had him with you even though he was 
in there, where before even when he was 
with you you weren’t sure of it. Be like 
that with life, let it go and hold onto it. 
Walk around and smile big at the bright 
day and each leaf and each petal, and then 
remember these as the dark comes and 
smile at that. Don’t throw it up to some
one else and say, “If it’s not like this then 
I won’t have it,’’ or “I won’t be happy 
without whatever it might be.”

But I see you with those other kids, at 
the Seekers meetings and when you all 
play, and I see how you don’t care what 
they think and I guess you know most of 
this. I just like to get it out sometimes. 
I wonder if you’ll ever read any of these 
letters anyway. Part of me hopes you 
don’t ever need to. Maybe when your 
first real Luo gets put in the closet this’ll 
help. Maybe when this is all you have 
of me and us and you’re so close to quit
ting your ship in some far port - but these 
are just words again, just talking around 
it. Do it however you can. Don’t give 
anything up, but don’t give any person up 
either, yourself or anyone who you know 
cares. Be strong as that maple in the city 
that’d been there over a century, smack 
in the middle of the sidewalk in front of 
our old apartment house, with all the low 
branches good for climbing, but let the 
wind with its gusts strong and soft move 
you. That’s all because I’m starting to get 
sentimental and that’s not for this, that’s 
for when I see you. I love you, I hereby 
command you free.

Love, Mom
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The Truest Winter

by Kyle Bryant Simmons

Dearest,
The first time I saw a girl’s “you-know” 

was in elementary school. First grade. It 
shaped my life forever after. Why have I 
decided to commit these words to paper?
I feel I had best set the scene for you 
and explain why it is I am starting this 
letter about truth (ultimately it’s about 
truth) with a description of a story I have 
already told you. Well, I have thought 
about this for a long time and this story 
has everything to do with you and me, 
and the generations of sorrow we all carry 
around within us. Silently. Haunted. 
And penitent.

Ironically, you were not actually pres
ent for this event. I had not yet met you. 
But none-the-less. Dearest, you and I were 
caught up like leaves in the whirlwind of 
this moment, years later. Two simple 
lives, (so young) colliding as haphazardly 
and randomly as electrons, racing around 
a nucleic heart. I sincerely believe that 
the maelstrom of living and loving in 
my early adult years began on that play
ground in elementary school when Sally 
Hutchings unbuttoned her flamingo pink 
winter coat, trimmed completely in white, 
like piped icing, and without an ounce of 
surreptitiousness pulled up her tan cordu
roy skirt, slightly resembling (faun) deer 
skin, and effortlessly pulled down her 
cartoon panties to her ankles.

This moment irrevocably turned a light 
on, on the opposite side of a door, at the 
end of a long dark hallway in my mind, 
outlining its framed opening, guiding me 
ever forward with its faint luminescence. 
It would be years until I opened that 
door, but I had discovered its existence 
and where it waited, and I was too self- 
involved to know to open it. So self-in

volved and so damn human it makes me 
sick; we are all that sick and sad.

Picture in your mind an elementary 
school playground; blacktop, swings, 
slides, teeter-tooters, basketball courts, 
sandboxes, and grassy areas to graze/ 
play, nestled safely behind a six-foot 
high fence that ran the perimeter of the 
campus. Such was the sanctuary of B.J. 
Hooper Elementary, with its earthen red 
bricks that no wolf would dare huff and 
puff or attempt to blow down. And if 
you dared to go straight up from that 
playground (which felt as big as life it
self to a seven year old).. .straight up and 
straight out.. .it would appear to be speck 
in the grand quilt of the Midwest of the 
mid 1970’s. The asphalt arteries spread 
out from Chicago, wrapping north-west 
around the lake, feeding the farm-land 
turned suburbs where grocery stores and 
gas stations ripened like grapes on the 
vine and every one owned their little-less- 
than-an-acre of the world and rested upon 
their rectangular beds, inside their square 
rooms, beneath their triangularly arched 
roofs. Such was the shape and symmetry 
of my youth.

Sally Hutchings stood with her back to 
the equipment shed, where all the basket
balls, red rubber dodge balls, footballs, 
orange cones, jump ropes, and playground 
paraphernalia were housed. We were far 
enough away from the classrooms where 
the teachers were keeping warm (taking 
breaks to discuss adult life undoubtedly) 
that when a semi-circle of kids (boys 
and girls alike) gathered to stare at her it 
wasn’t as noticed as it would have been 
on a warm, spring day. Disbelief regis
tered on the red-cheeked, hooded faces 
of my elementary school peers. I know

It would be years until 
I opened that door, but 

I had discovered its 
existence and where it 
waited, and I was too 

self-involved to know to 
open it.
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Of course the opposite Is 
what occurred.

because I looked. I was always looking at 
people and how they reacted to things. I 
think it is the writer bom in me that needs 
to look.

One would rush to the conclusion that 
her partial nudity was the obvious reason 
for the disbelief - which Fm sure added 
to it. But Dearest, nudity alone isn’t 
shocking or primal enough to induce such 
disbelief - even when a society pretends 
it is so. No, I think the coldness of winter 
was the majority of the disbelief. The 
sheer truth in the teeth of winter. We 
all watched as her breath leapt from her 
mouth like white steam from a street grate 
or the smokestack of industry. Her chest 
cavity heaved and heaved, and the white 
steam escaped her faster and faster. Her 
knees nervously nestled together and her 
underwear bunched atop her galoshes 
looked odd, restricting her movement, 
keeping her legs from a full range of mo
tion. She couldn’t completely shiver like 
the rest of us.

It was this spasmodic flailing, more so 
than curiosity, that naturally lead my eyes 
to where her legs Joined, book-ending 
the thin peek-a-boo crease of her “you 
know.’’ Now you have to remember, I 
was in first grade when this occurred. 
This event was not sexual, sensual, erotic, 
or anything resembling it. Neither is its 
retelling. It was just an experience. An 
experience that comes back to me when I 
foolishly think I have actually forgotten; 
an experience making an obligatory ap
pearance now and again just to goad me 
— and rightfully so. It was an experience 
that happened mainly on the days when 
Sally Hutchings did not have cookies 
or sweets in her lunch box (or someone 
had taken them) and she figured that she

could obtain some sweets by doing what 
she was being dared to do. Coaxed to do. 
It worked every time. She loved sweets.

I think I should add that Sally 
Hutchings had really thick glasses that 
fogged up as she sucked in the cold of 
the world, warming it before she allowed 
it back out. This made the scene slightly 
comical to the amateur patron of laughter. 
She also had a slightly twisted face, sort 
of all scrunched up, like she perpetually 
tasted something sour. This made the 
scene even funnier to the adolescent eye. 
I should also add that she smiled the big
gest grin as she stood there with her skirt 
up and her knees not knocking but twitch
ing. And she laughed and she laughed, as 
the other kids cheered her on. She always 
had that grin as wide as the whole world 
on her face.

Sally Hutchings was a bom grinner. 
And it’s Sally’s grin that I see as I write 
these words. Dearest - haunting me as she 
involuntarily reflected the dumb grin of 
the world around her. That god damned 
dumb grin directed back at us was every
thing. And it still is. Sally effortlessly 
gleaned our ignorance without saying 
a word. I hate her for that. I also envy 
her for it. Sally Hutchings who couldn’t 
even multiply 2 times 3 (“five” she would 
always say with that dopey smile) dared 
to show us what most of us never want 
or wanted to see. The tmth. (Most of us 
will never admit this. Dearest.) She was 
our own private mirror of truth and we 
mistreated her for this very fact. We all 
wanted to shatter her - I sure know I did 
(I didn’t know it then but I know it now). 
We figured the torture and humiliation 
would send her shards sailing away for
ever. Gone so that we would never have
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to look at her and see ourselves reflected 
so incongruously.

Of course the opposite is what oc
curred. Sally went on to her “special” 
classes the following year and has never 
thought of me again, but nary a month 
goes by when I don’t think of her. Pity 
her. Envy her. Admire her. And at some 
level, love her.

Her stunted intelligence is my stunted 
intelligence; hell, it’s all of our stunted 
intelligence (but ours was learned). Her 
retardation worn on her sleeve is my retar
dation locked tightly inside my heart, (all 
our hearts) cringing from meek (weak) 
minds. Little Sally Hutchings was so 
strong that she could expose herself to the 
unknown world and the gnashing teeth 
of winter, the snarling fangs of laughter, 
while the rest of us successfully managed 
(are managing still) to hide ourselves for 
as long as we can (especially from those 
we profess to love. Dearest). I made it to 
thirty before I admitted this, even though 
most of me feels I knew it the very day 
Sally grinned and laughed, gleefully 
expelling steaming hot air before us all. 
Unashamed.

I only wish. Dearest, that you had 
been brave enough to admit to knowing 
this; had been able and willing to stand 
exposed, naked, facing the laughter we 
all must face. But you were not (and, 
well...you know what happened then). 
Perhaps you could not overcome your 
past and the malaise ingrained by sunny. 
Southern California...for there is no true 
winter there. And perhaps it is because 
you never saw Sally Hutchings like I did. 
(I’m grinning as I write this.) To you 
Sally Hutchings was simply a story that 
you found odd, making vacuous remarks

like: How sad or Crazy retard. I don’t 
fault you; you couldn’t see what you 
couldn’t see. And, of course, none of us 
ever see what we do not want to see; do 
we. Dearest? Just like everyone.

I think when I originally told you this 
story — I was trying to save you as Sally 
Hutchings has finally saved me. But 
I could not. And with a heavy heart I 
know I never will, no matter how much I 
wished it otherwise.

I owe my greatest knowledge to a little, 
half-naked, retarded girl who showed 
off her “you know” in the truest winter 
without flinching. She showed me there 
is an endlessly deep ocean of intelligence 
in not knowing and a beautiful spring 
smile in the hungry teeth of winter. I fear. 
Dearest, that you, in full bloom in a false 
garden with a false sun shining brightly in 
your eyes, will never see.

Respectfully,

K.B.S

P.S. I have often wondered: When do 
the rest of us get to take our “special” 
classes?

I think when I originally 
told you this story -- I 
was trying to save you as 
Sally Hutchings has finally 
saved me. But I could 
not. And with a heavy 
heart I know I never will, 
no matter how much I 
wished it otherwise.



Quotes
Taken out of context

"Being in seminar is generally better than a postcard.” -Mr, Stickney, on substantive 
conversation in Paris.

i "Well, my wife is technically a mutant.” -Mr, Kerr, on technicality.

"You know, it never occurred to me that skeletons don’t hold together on their own until my 
finger came off. ” -Mr. Kerr, on his mutant power.

"I’ll be your Toto any day.” -Anna Christianson, on slipper fetishes.

"Mathematics sucks. That’s a meta-mathematical statement.” -Eric Schmidt, on how he sot to 
j be a lab assistant.

"I’d listen to Colleen if she came to my room in a nightgown.” - Anita Rackliffe, on...oh, so 
tempting. Sooo tempting. Musn’t. Musn’t. Ah Hell, on the power of the imagination.

"Can I at least wash the blood off of my hands?” - Robert Gilbreath, on owning power tools.

"A lot of things look scarier when they’re crucified.” -Simon Navarrette, on why he both loves 
and fears God.

"Crap. Can’t spread seed now. Must kill.” -Chris Harris, on reaping what you sow.

Haiku Personals
We got real haiku this time!

Count the syllables

The mystery dis
comfits me, awake at night 
my mole rat trembles

I track down your scent 
I love your pungent stench—can 
I follow my nose?

mo’ eskimojo
would surefire be right brighter 
than lamps, moons or stars

x4071 x4254

naked and hairless 
if that’s your thing. I’m willing 
to search your tunnel

beer and a shot, now 
that bitch is gonna get it 
where’d I leave my gun?

x4071

Corrections
In response to “Some Thoughts on St. John’s Security” by Mark Morcos in Issue 12:

Mr. Romero from the security department requests that an incorrect statement in 
the article be corrected: the common rooms, dormitory areas, study rooms, etc., are 

visited by security twice, not once, per shift.
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Dante’s Inferno by Blake Hindley

CAMTD
fb you To WHOM T Turn JJ?
InoT TOufcLE Yoo To STOP ANC> SPCAK W.77^^

HAvEFAuueM INTO -TH.s BtiMD WoRuD 
gof P,eCEMT'i-Y.OuroFT>|E SWEET ITALI N 
CouWTRV-^ DO TELL- ME IF THE 
have peace or. WAR; I l/VAS FROM THERE.

O 5:ouU THAT l^" CoHSEALEO IH FlAMeJ"
Ro(AA&HA Is ^JOTNol^^ AnJD NEVER^ l^AS ^
<5uiTE FREE OF l*/AR ;w5/0E ITS* TVRANTJ’ i 
HEARTS ; B^/T A/HEM I LEFT HER/ NoNB
^ BA<»ke«

Ho<M, r PRAV You,TELL ME WH©^YoU 
AR.E.*. C>o NsT Be harder THAW X VE 
BEEH '^'TH You, that iN THE k/oRLD 
yooRHAME ^^AY STILL ENJIORE. _

T, tt/oo&mt mV reply Were, meant
FO^ONE v/h=«ulf Rsn*-«ro
the world, this flame WoolO
/JoRE;ANI> YET^iNCE WoNE ever RETUR^eD 
Aul/E FRomTMiS abyss,-TrtEN WirHouF 

FAC.H<^ INFAMY/1 answer YoO-

TWA5 a maH of=^ arms, thehhsIore The cord, bel,ev/hg
THAT, So &i RT, X MAOS AMENDS; THIS WouLD HAVE BEEnI
true had not tub highest PRIEST - may hb. be 
DA/^ned! - made me fall Into my former wilt Sins.

^NCE roJ CLEAkJ5e'
F\E OF THE SIH 771 AT
I must NOW fall
iHTb/KNOW; LoN6
promises Wiu-

iTteA/ FI^ANcI>5 came. As soom as i
^ WAS DEAD, FoR ME; BUT ONE ©FTHE 

&LACX cherubim ToLD HiM«

promises 1a/IU- 11 i^p j^oME. Doww to mY MENIALS.
BRiM6 You VI^^P^Uhe. CAN'T ABSOLVE AN UNRFPemTEDM^

C'C'. ,

7/

7/

GUIDO da IAOUTEBELTRO ,
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