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LETTER FROM THE EDITORS
Greetings,

Another couple of weeks have gone 
by and another MoonTAG has been 
published. This is a wonderful issue, 
one that will truly inspire all who read 
it. Many, many thanks to all who have 
contributed to this issue. We have re
ceived a number of great comments 
from the student body as well as the 
faculty and staff of SJC about the 
quality of the MoonTAG this year, and 
we hope they keep on coming.

In this issue we have a tremen
dously informative article on financial 
aide on this campus. Although Ms. 
Peterson and Ms. Shugars decided that 
their names should be switched in the 
by-line, we all know that these lovely 
ladies go beyond simply oneness, they 
have approached nirvana with this ar
ticle. Also, please make certain to 
check out Mr. Lippart’s uncanny re
view of the new gym. His interesting

perspective for why the college com
munity should work out will either 
make you love him or make you go out 
and buy the newest Ani DiFranco. We 
have included in this issue a number 
of “Onion-esque” style articles which 
are not only entertaining and true, but 
will also make you think about your 
life on this fine campus.

On a final note, we wish to make 
one last plea to the community that 
they please submit letters to the news
paper, and that when they do submit 
that they do so on time. We count on 
the articles that we are told will be 
sent to the newspaper or TAG, and 
when we do not receive them we are 
left holding the empty space to fill. 
Fortunately we were extremely lucky 
to have had a surplus of articles for 
this issue and were not found rowing 
the river Styx without a paddle.

Please enjoy this issue. Have a

wonderful long weekend! (If the 
printers don’t mess this up again this 
will be a wonderful little comment. If 
it doesn’t come out on time, then we 
hope you had a wonderful long week
end.) We’ll be bringing you another 
MoonTAG shortly.

Sincerely,

Aaron Mehlhaff 
Geoffrey Petrie 
Editors, The Moon
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SAILING ON THE WILD ACCOUNTAN
CY

By Lauren Shugars, '01 & Rebekka Peterson, '01

One rarely hears a good word for the 
Financial Aid Office. The word on the 
street is that they prepare unfair aid 
packages, and that they always lose 
things. As for the general competency 
of the office we don’t have much to say, 
neither of us has had a problem. As to 
the first accusation, how are the aide 
packages made? We took a little stroll 
over to the FAO. After a pleasant chat 
with Michael Rodriguez about a usually 
unpleasant subject, WE KNEW ALL. 
Here is the run down on how financial 
aid is awarded at St. John’s College.

Two forms are required to apply for 
financial aid at St. John’s. Both the Free 
Application for Federal Student Aid 
(FAFSA) and the CSS Profile are re
quired. The FAFSA is an application for 
federal aid only that does not factor in 
medical expenditures for ill family 
members, the tuitions paid for other de
pendent siblings, or home equity. Home 
equity is how much money can be 
milked out of the property owned by the 
applicant’s parents. The CSS Profile, 
required by most high-cost, private in
stitutions, does take into account the 
very things that the FAFSA does not. It 
gives a much more in depth view of 
what a student can reasonably be ex
pected to pay. This is rather important 
when the bill runs in the 30 thousand 
dollar range.

Why are you filling out all these 
forms? What are you paying for? Well, 
you are paying tuition as well as, in 
most cases, room and board. It should 
be clearly stated that the FAO does not 
dictate how much these things cost. The 
FAO is told by the board how much to 
bill the students. What the FAO does 
do is use their mathematical magic to 
figure how much one would prospec
tively spend on travel, books, etc... 
These are called “allowances.” A Santa 
Fean student’s travel allowance is small 
in comparison to the travel allowance of 
a Massachusettian. These “allowances” 
are solely a mathematical device to help 
the student. The school neither charges

you for this nor gives this money to you. 
They are simply trying to figure out how 
much you can pay the school and not be 
destitute. The cost of tuition is added 
with room and board and the “allow
ances.” We have achieved Absolute 
Cost. But in the meanwhile the forms 
you (we know its your parents) have 
filled out are doing magical mathemati
cal processes of their own.

From these forms has arisen The 
Family Contribution or How Much This 
Family Can Pay. Slowly we are work
ing our way towards a complete Finan
cial Aid Package. St. John’s has what 
is called a “Self-Help Package.” This 
means that every one, except those who 
pay full tuition, automatically get the 
Federal Stafford Loan put in their pack
age. The amount that can be borrowed 
on this loan varies depending on what 
year the student is entering. The equa
tion begins:

Absolute Cost - Stafford Loan - Fam
ily Contribution = NEED

And oh, how that need is felt! The 
first place that is tried to cover this need 
is the Pell Grant. This Grant is awarded 
to those who show enough need. The 
school compiles a list of all who qualify 
and how much they qualify for and this 
list is sent to the regional office of the 
Department of Education. St. John’s 
College is in Region 6 with a regional 
office in Dallas, TX. We mention this 
because when the college gets audited, 
men in suits come from Dallas, TX to 
look at our files. Money in the appro
priate amount is then sent by the Fed
eral Government to those students who 
qualify and put in their student account. 
Other Federal sources of money are 
Work Study, SEOG, and the Perkins 
Loan. However, these are awarded by 
the school. The Department of Educa
tion takes the figures that St. John’s pro
vides about the number of students, the 
over-all need of the student body and 
then calculates the eligibility of our col
lege. Mr. Rodriguez reports that the 
school receives approximately about
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120 K annually in SEOG, 115 K in Work 
Study, and 20 K in Perkins Loans. The 
School is then free to disperse these 
funds as they see fit. The Pell Grant is 
for high need students and therefore if 
a student is rewarded the Pell Grant and 
still has need the school gives them 
some SEOG to go with it. In fact the 
men from Dallas, when they come to 
visit, check to see if students with the 
Pell Grant get SEOG too. Work Study 
is allocated in the same fashion.

Let us see how our equation is com
ing along, we’ll start with the Need from 
above. Further we are going to have two 
equations:

(1) The student who does not qualify 
for the Pell Grant (or the low need stu
dent)

NEED - Work Study = Institutional 
Cost

(2) The student who does qualify for 
the Pell Grant (or the high need student)

NEED - Pell - SEOG - Work Study = 
Institutional Cost

This means that St. John’s “absorbs” 
it, or pays for it out of the endowment. 
This is unique to St. John’s. There are 
of course circumstances under which the 
school does not absorb the left over 
charge. This is the punishment for Late 
Appliers. Every December there is a 
mass mailing done by the FAO to inform 
students and their parents of deadlines 
and the prices paid for failing to meet 
those deadlines. All parents of depen
dent students are sent this letter and the 
student receives a copy through campus 
mail. All independent students receive 
a copy through campus mail. This let
ter very calmly and mathematical ex
plains the hell-fire that will lick the con
science of our Late Applier.

Date when FAFSA received by St. 
John's and the amount of loan increase 
(decreased St. John’s grant)

March 1 5 - April 30 
S2000.00

continued on the next page



May 1 - May 31 
$2500.00

June 1 - June 30 
$3000.00

July 1 and after 
$3500.00

Apply in time!! Mr. Rodriguez as
sures us that there are a number of stu
dents who apply late every year. This 
causes a bevy of upset students and par
ents to complain to Mr. Rodriguez. Be
ware the hell-fire. At any rate, our equa
tions from above have changed. They 
are no longer equal to Institutional Cost, 
but for the late applier they equal STILL 
MORE MONEY. It is time for our tor
tured student to take out more loans.

There are a couple of possibilities. 
The Unsubsidized Stafford Loan, The 
Parent Plus Loan and the Gate Loan. All 
these have higher interest rates than the 
Subsidized Stafford Loan. All that can 
be said about this state of affairs is if 
one applies late one must suffer the con
sequences. The Perkins Loan is a fed
eral loan that is awarded by the school. 
This particular loan is given to high need 
students and figures into the award pack
age up with the Pell Grant and such. 
However, it will serve to show how stu
dent loans work. All loans are handled 
through the FAO. They are required to 
have entrance and exit interviews with 
students to make sure they know that 
they have to pay this money back and 
how they are supposed to do so. St. 
John’s is the lender of the Perkins Loan 
so the first step is a promissory note 
signed and filed in FAO. Little Johnny 
graduates school in May. There are strict 
federal regulations about how St. John’s 
bills and collects on this loan. Johnny 
is notified that in nine months after his 
leaving school he is expected to begin 
repaying his loan on a monthly basis. He 
is notified as to the date and amount of 
the first repayment. In nine months he 
receives His First Bill (or a booklet with 
the payment amount and date for each 
month). If he pays all is well with the 
world.

If he doesn’t pay the school is legally 
required to send him a late notice within 
1 5 days of the date the payment was due. 
Another notice must be sent within 30 
days. Soon after that the school is le
gally required to find Johnny and de
mand payment. Think of how small our

FAO is. Currently they are collecting 
on 600 Perkins Loans. They don’t have 
the man power to take care of all this. 
The school contracts a Servicer. This 
Servicer does all billing and notifica
tion. When it comes to finding Johnny, 
our Servicer does Skip Tracing and Lo
cator Service. Our dear Servicer calls 
parents, former employers, anyone you 
have put as a reference in your files at 
St. John’s. In the meantime Johnny is 
legally responsible to pay the payment, 
late fees, and collection costs. There 
comes a point when the school is re
quired to take Johnny to Court for the 
money. Now Johnny owes legal fees. 
This is how loans work. The Perkins 
Loan is the only loan for which the 
school is the lender. The Stafford Loan 
goes through banks such as Wells Fargo 
and Bank of America. They have com
plete Locator departments. Imagine 
Wells Fargo looking for you. Back to 
the carefree here and now; every year 
there are people who can’t register be
cause their loan is being withheld or just 
simply isn’t showing up in their ac
count.

We asked Michael Rodriguez: what 
can hold up a loan? Start at the begin
ning. The application for the Stafford 
Loan is given to the FAO. Carmen pro
cesses the loan. That is, she sends a let
ter to the lender, in this case Wells 
Fargo. Let it be that there are 75 stu
dents borrowing from Wells Fargo this 
year. Wells Fargo electronically depos
its the money for all 75 loans into the 
St. John’s Account. Wells Fargo on the 
same day notifies the school as to the 
amount of the transfer, the names of the 
75 students and the amount each of them 
receives. The school now has 3 days to 
transfer the appropriate funds into the 
corresponding Student Account. If there 
are extenuating circumstances this can 
be extended to 10 days. After that time 
the money is sent back to the bank. 
What are extenuating circumstances? 
Basically if your FAO file is incomplete 
the loan cannot be deposited. If they 
don’t have tax forms or they aren’t 
signed Sharmaine is told to put your 
loan on hold. Sometimes the lender has 
been known to make a mistake. Such 
as sending the money for the loans for 
A -S and not for S - Z. Then the school 
provisionally credits the student and has
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a chat with the bank.
Incomplete files brings us right back 

to our second and more prevalent com
plaint: They are always losing things. 
Another student says this, her last year, 
is the first year they haven’t lost any
thing of hers. Her first year they lost 
the same piece of paper three times. 
Further, it was a piece of paper that she 
photocopied from her files in another 
office every time they asked her for it. 
A JF from last summer says they lost his 
tax returns twice during the summer. A 
senior who took a year off last year, 
filled out the application for a second 
loan in July and submitted it to the FAO. 
She wasn’t hearing anything about it so 
she went in two or three times during 
the summer to ask what the status was 
on the loan. She was told each time that 
it simply was taking a long time to pro
cess and was simply a matter of time be
fore it went through. She went to reg
ister and was told that she owed a lot of 
money. The second loan still hadn’t 
come through. It turns out it was with
held because she had missed a payment 
on her student loans. Eventually she got 
the notification of late payment which 
had been put through Campus Mail to 
her when she was neither a student nor 
working on campus. The loan still 
didn’t go through even though she had 
paid her payment. Protocol is to have 
the Student Loan Company fax a receipt 
saying that she has paid. But she wasn’t 
told this and assumed that the school 
would just call the loan company and the 
loan company could tell them that she 
was clear.

In conclusion, the ideal workings of 
FAO are not only fair but, we dare to 
say, nice. The beautiful system of equa
tions and forms are set up to help as 
much as they can. It seems that the only 
flaw is that of human error. There are 
429 students for this office to process 
along with the people that are repaying 
their Perkins Loans for three staff mem
bers. On the other hand, everybody 
seems to have a story about FAO losing 
something. What can be said is thai 
Carmen, Frank and Michael are very ap
proachable people.



LEARN TO LOVE THE FUNK
There Ain’t No Water, That’s Why the Upperclassmen Smell Funky

by Neoma Kretzmeier, '01

Some of you may have noticed that this is a 
desert. But what many of us may not have real
ized is that the entire Southwest is in the middle 
of a drought. Combined with the lack of snow 
last winter and the summer monsoons not com
ing this summer, there is absolutely no water to 
waste. On August ninth, the Santa Fe City Coun
cil declared a Stage 3 Water Shortage Emeigency. 
According to the Sangre de Cristo Water Com
mission, Santa Fe has never been in a Stage 3 
Emergency before, although they have been in a 
Stage 2 Emeigency.

So what does Stage 3 mean? Well as of this 
week, the reservoir levels are hovering around 
20% capacity, which is where they have been since 
September sixth. The reservoirs depend on run
off from melting snow in the spring and the mon
soons in the summer. According to the water com
mission, our reservoirs received .5 million gal
lons per day in the summer of2000, whereas dur
ing the summer of 1999, they received a whop
ping 20 million gallons of water per day from run
off. Outdoor watering is now limited to once a 
week, since we are an even-numbered address, 
our day to water is Friday, and there is no water
ing allowed between 10a.m. and 4p.m. and new

landscaping is not allowed. I spoke with the won
derful Mike DiMezza about what the gardeners 
are doing. Mr. DiMezza comes in at 7a.m. on 
Fridays to start watering, so some of it has to hap
pen during the restricted hours. He told me that 
one of the biggest inconveniences from Stage 3 is 
that they are not allowed to do any new landscap
ing. We can see that this is problematic in the 
new gym area. If they cannot do the necessary 
landscaping, all the soil will wash away.

Currently I keep running into my fellow stu
dents who leave water running while they brush 
their teeth, while they wash their hands or face, 
and who take long showers every day, and some
times several times a day. What the P** is wrong 
with you people?!! We will die without water. It 
only takes a short amount of time without water 
to irrigate for the desert plants to turn into dust 
and blow away into the wind. I applaud my class
mates and other students who not only look, but 
also smell like dirty hippies.

So what can you do to help out? I realize that 
long showers are nice and relaxing, however the 
amount of water used in this is incredible. So 
only run the water while you are using the water. 
Turn it off while you lather up, and while not lath

ering up, only use what you NEED. Please, do 
not, leave the sink running. This is blatant waste
fulness. Juniors will soon learn, and if seniors 
remember the writings of Locke, we know why 
this is bad. In regard to toilets, I am sure that most 
of us have heard the expression, “If it’s yellow, 
let it mellow. If it’s brown flush it down.’’ This is 
good advice, however it may need to be altered to 
“If it smells, go ahead and flush.’’ Especially since 
we are using power-flushers.

I was unable to find out how much water we 
use as a community, or if during the dorm reno
vations, whether or not restricted-flow shower 
heads were installed. But the Personnel Office 
has put signs in some of the bathrooms telling us 
that “Saving Water Is Always In Season’’ but 
mention nothing about the drought. But at least 
the gardeners are helping out. They use deep- 
root watering, and have cut back significantly. 
And so do the many wonderful smelly-water-con- 
serving people I run into on a regular basis. If 
you still feel compelled to waste water after know
ing about the dire situation our water supply is in, 
feel free to transfer to Annapolis.

SUPER JEBUS STILL MISSING
SANTA FE, NM—Super Jebus, the personal 

heathen deity of the Wagner dorm, is still missing 
as of press time. The graven image of Super Jehus, 
con.structed with a combination of paper, tape, wire 
and “a small, red apple,’’ first went missing Sun
day, October 1 from His perch upon the hand rails 
in the entrance hall of Wagner. Suspects include 
Wagner’s RA, who shall remain nameless, and the 
maintenance crew who spent too much time around 
the divine being on the day He was kidnapped.

Since then, several Missing Posters have been 
placed on the dorm’s bulletin board, all to be even
tually tom down as well. It is assumed that whom
ever abducted the holy idol is also tearing off the 
desperate posters, covering his tracks. What is odd 
about the incidents on the bulletin board is that many 
other items which could only be described as “weird 
ass,” such as macabre painting posters and a tea 
bag plastered onto the window, have not been re
moved from the dorm’s common room, suggesting 
that some sort of personal vengeance against Su
per Jebus, Devourcr of Tomikron, is at hand.

Responses to the heathen being’s disappearance 
have been emotional. “Please, please, if anyone

by Blake Hindley, '04, Heathen

knows of the whereabouts of our beloved Super 
Jebus, please let us poor souls in Wagner know,” 
said Tim Utslcr, designer of the statue, which 
weighs about half a pound and stands one foot tall 
(the statue, that is, not Utsler). “We cannot live 
without our second bom son of Gom. He is sad, 
cold, and hungry. There is a reward!” Utsler added 
hopefully.

“All I know is. He was there, and now He is 
gone,” said a teary eyed Sara “Queen of the Har
pies” Houghton. Houghton was present at the cre
ation of Super Jebus, said to have taken place after 
Seminar on Thursday, September 28, which was 
surprisingly not influenced by alcohol, marijuana, 
or any other mind-altering substances.

Josh Diaz, honorary member of Wagner and 
occasional resident of the domi’s broom closet, .said, 
“To the mofos who kidnapped my Jebus, 1 keel 
you!” The irate Diaz then threw a moist tomato 
slice at this reporter, who cowered in fear and ran 
away.

Utsler remains optimistic about the where
abouts of his precious religious figure. “At least 
we know that our other heathen domi protector.

Spanky, son of Gom and Johnny Cash, is safe from 
abduction on His spiritual quest around the globe. 
Maybe Jebus has joined Him.”

The pagan rituals of Wagner, which include sit
ting on the upper floor balcony and watching the 
sunset sedately, have been hindered by the lack of 
a graven image to project the dorm members’ hopes 
and fears onto. Worship has recently been relegated 
to a small jar containing two dead cat fetuses pro
cured from the science lab. This idol docs not give 
off the same holy aura as Jebus did, according to 
Utsler, as it is already dead and therefore much 
harder to take seriously than a foot tall Apple Man.

Super Jeebus’ chest has a colored, Supennan- 
esque logo on It, and His apple head has been de
scribed by some to “kinda look like [freshman] Josh 
Diaz. Only kinda, though.” Such assumptions 
about the god’s appearance arc based on the round
ness of His head in comparison to Diaz’s. Pictures 
showing the precise stature of the divinity are avail
able for viewing in Wagner.. Sightings of Super 
Jebus may be reported to Tim Utsler at extension 
4123, or to security.
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I’LL TAKE A LEE WITH NUKES, PLEASE
Los Alamos National Laboratory 

physicist Wen Ho Lee was released from 
the Santa Fe County Detention Center a 
couple of weeks ago. Lee, indicted for 
espionage and the mishandling of clas
sified nuclear weapons secrets, had 
spent roughly nine months in solitary 
confinement. These secrets were the 
blueprints to the American W-88 war
head, often called the 'crown jewels' of 
the US nuclear weapons arsenal. Lee 
pleaded guilty in front of the Albuquer
que US District Court this past Septem
ber to one count of mishandling nuclear 
weapons secrets. Lee was fired from 
Los Alamos National Laboratory March 
8, 1998, after a three year long investi
gation into his then alleged mishandling 
of the W-88 blueprints which were be
lieved to have been leaked to China 
sometime between the late 1980s to the 
mid 1990s.

The People's Republic of China used 
information on the W-88 to arm their 
Dong Feng-31 missile, a new missile 
that has a range large enough to reach 
the continental US. The W-88 warhead 
was designed for the Navy's Trident II 
missile, a Submarine Launched Ballis
tic Missile, and is believed to be the 
most sophisticated warhead in the 
world. The Trident II can carry up to 8 
W-88 warheads, with each warhead in
dependently targeted at different loca
tions and can deliver 475 kilotons of ex
plosive yield. The bomb dropped on 
Hiroshima, which the Japanese govern
ment estimate to have killed between 
100,000 to 140,00 people, had a yield 
of 1 5 kilotons.

For forty years the physics and en
gineering of nuclear weapons required 
that the pit of a nuclear weapon be 
spherical. In modern thermonuclear 
weapons, the pit of the weapon is a hol
low sphere of plutonium the size of a 
grapefruit concentrically surrounded by 
high explosives. These high explosives 
detonate and compress the pit until the 
plutonium starts a chain reaction; a pro
cess that is called 'going critical' or 
'criticality.' The W-88 changed the ba
sic engineering of this process. Instead

by Colin King, '01

of a spherical pit, the W-88 pit is oval 
shaped and takes up less space thereby 
allowing a missile to have more war
heads deployed on it.

Lee had access to some of the most 
secure computers at the laboratory at 
the time because he was a member of 
the most secret nuclear weapons team 
in the country, called the X Division. 
The X Division is the same team that 
lost the hard drives of all the design 
specifications for the US nuclear weap
ons arsenal behind a copy machine at 
Los Alamos National Laboratory back 
in late May of this year. Lee down
loaded information off the secure labo
ratory computer onto 20 data tapes to 
use on his own computer. Lee claimed 
that it was common practice by weap
ons scientists to download this type of 
information onto an unsecured com
puter. Although Lee stated that he later 
destroyed 17 of these tapes, he has 
never been able to shed more light on 
how they were destroyed nor when. 
Three of the tapes were found in his of
fice during the beginning of the inves
tigation.

On December 10, 1999, an Albu
querque grand Jury indicted Lee on 59 
counts of mishandling of classified 
nuclear weapons secrets. Later that 
day he was arrested and placed in soli
tary confinement.

For 273 days Lee was held in soli
tary confinement, his legs shackled, 
and only allowed to come out of his cell 
for an hour a day. All of this was done 
despite the fact that there were no of
ficial charges against him. The case 
against Lee was very circumstantial. In 
1988 Lee had a secret meeting with 
some very senior Chinese officials 
while visiting Beijing. Lee admitted 
that these officials had prodded him to 
give them US nuclear weapons secrets. 
There was no evidence that Lee ever 
fulfilled the request made by the Chi
nese officials. Another factor that may 
have made Lee appear suspect is the 
fact that he is originally from Taiwan. 
The justice Department felt that it had 
the right to arrest him and claimed that

he was a threat to national security.
In addition to the circumstantial na

ture of their case, there were several in
stances of mishandling and tampering of 
evidence by the investigators. The first 
was when the FBI admitted that it had 
claimed that Lee had failed a polygraph 
test. At the time investigators were 
questioning whether he handed the data 
over to the Chinese. Later the FBI ad
mitted that Lee had passed with a very 
high score of reliability. Another in
stance was when an FBI agent gave false 
testimony before the court during one 
of Lee's bail hearings.

The Asian scientific community was 
outraged by the treatment of Lee by the 
Justice Department and the FBI, calling 
it racial profiling. Many called Lee a 
scapegoat for a problem that was ap
proaching a pandemic at the US national 
labs. The laboratories have all been suf
fering serious security problems and the 
Department of Energy's own Inspector 
General's Office gave Los Alamos a fail
ing grade for its security. US counter
intelligence reports verified that China 
had acquired a weapon much like the W- 
88 and had tested it. Although US in
telligence was aware that China had 
been aggressively spying on US nuclear 
weapons facilities, they could not catch 
China with its hand in the cookie jar. 
The Wen Ho Lee defense claimed that 
the US needed to nail someone in order 
to prove to Washington that the security 
problems plaguing the facilities were 
not as bad as they seemed. Wen Ho Lee 
just happened to be at the wrong place 
at the wrong time.

There is no doubt that Lee is guilty 
and he admits that he is guilty, but not 
necessarily guilty of what the Grand 
Jury indicted him with. Lee, who 
pleaded guilty to copying nuclear design 
secrets illegally, must now tell the FBI 
all that he knows about the missing 
tapes and what happened when he was 
in Beijing as part of his plea bargain. 
As of now this information is not pub
lic. Lee will not serve any additional 
time.
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S&C, TRUTH AND BEAUTY,
by Eddie Kovsky, '03

To quote Woody Allen (actually, to 
rip him off): “Here comes S&C bring
ing with it the everlasting promise of joy 
and happiness in its most primitive 
form.” That’s right, I’m shamelessly 
using Mr. Allen’s words to express the 
nature of Shady and Clandestine in a far 
more poetic manner than the event is re
ally worthy of being spoken of. An un
fortunate side effect of the First Amend
ment (which our founding fathers 
couldn’t possibly have foreseen, other
wise 1 would hold them personally re
sponsible) is that displays of sexual 
frustration and bad taste are allowed to 
exist alongside the most sophisticated 
works of art. (Coincidentally, this may 
have something to do with explaining 
why house music was so prevalent at 
S&C, while turnout for classical con
certs at this college is almost non-exis
tent and limited to townies.)

Sure, 1 could rant and rave about the 
degeneration of good taste on this cam
pus. Maybe point out a few quotes from 
Plato, Aristotle, or Allan Bloom. Such 
gems from Mr. Bloom as “the eroticism 
of our students is lame” or “Perhaps 
young people do not say ‘1 love you’ 
because they are honest.” Socrates’ plea 
to “know thyself.” An obligatory quote 
from Aristotle’s Nicomachean Ethics: 
“Most people seem, owing to ambition, 
to wish to be loved rather than to love: 
which is why most men love flattery.” 
Words of wisdom from Plato: “Great are 
the heavenly blessings which the friend
ship of a lover will confer upon you” or 
“You cannot persuade people who won’t 
listen.” Or the shining wisdom of my 
roommate, Mr. Zecher: “S&C sucks a 
fatty monkey dick.”

Or even a rant of my own creation: 
It has been my opinion of late that ro
manticism is dead. Human beings (yes, 
we students are in fact human beings) 
have lost the ability to relate to each 
other at the most intimate levels. Our 
generation (as the members of previous 
generations have said about themselves) 
is unique, and has its own unique prob
lems to sort out. Perhaps the biggest 
theme underlying all the challenges we 
face is the infinite range of opportuni

ties we have available. We have more 
wealth, more information (Thank you A1 
Gore for giving us that internet thingy), 
and more leisure time available to us 
than any generation before. This also 
means that we have an infinite poten
tial for instant gratification. Anything 
we desire is available for immediate 
consumption: media, food, cars, and (of 
course you knew this was coming) even 
sex. And this ease of availability in turn 
means that we are no longer required to 
pick and choose. And why should we? 
Our generation is like a small child run 
amok at the Wonka factory. When you 
can have everything you want whenever 
you want it, it all begins to taste the 
same. And then you throw up and have 
a tummy ache. And you don’t want any 
candy ever again.

But perhaps I’m using the wrong 
word. It isn’t so much that romanticism 
is dead as it is that passion is pushing 
up the daisies. I might not be so criti
cal of S&C if the passion behind it were 
legitimate. But S&C is predictable and 
boring. The Eros is lacking. There is 
no fire behind this particular party. We 
all know what to expect before the cel
ebration begins. There’s no risk to any 
of it. We’ve seen it all already, we’ve 
been so over stimulated that there is 
nothing remaining that is of any inter
est. We’ve had it all, and decided that 
it’s all the same.

In addition, it is something of an em
barrassment that a college whose stu
dent body prides itself on maintaining 
the lost art of conversation must resort 
to animalistic, ritual dances to express 
our feelings, if for no other reason than 
that we great conversationalists some
how lack the ability to express our feel
ings to another human being in a more 
straight forward and meaningful (or pas
sionate) way. Which isn’t to say that 
expressing one’s feelings is a particu
larly easy thing to do. But 1 would think 
it would be better to wait until the right 
words came easily than to express your
self in a way that you didn’t really 
mean.

Perhaps the problem lies solely with 
me. Perhaps 1 am the one who is blind.
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AND SHEEP!
It’s entirely possible that my take on the 
situation is wrong, and I should have 
stopped before I began. It’s a possibil
ity I’ve considered. But I don’t think it 
is very valid. Generally speaking, it 
seems that the student body felt S&C 
left them feeling rather hollow. I over
heard one lady, who was dressed in an 
outfit that barely covered the top half 
of her body, relating to her friend how 
appalled she was that some guy had 
fooled around with her for a while and 
then walked off. She thought it was in
conceivable that he would treat her like 
“some kind of slut!” Students here, 
again speaking in very general terms, 
seem to want something more satisfy
ing than what S&C offers them. And 
this particular woman didn’t seem very 
happy when she realized what the re
sults of her actions turned out to be.

But, if Plato was indeed right on at 
least one specific account, why bother 
with such arguments? I can think of no 
better time than this to admit the truth:
1 have been enlightened. 1 have seen the 
light, so to speak. (Okay, so it was re
ally just the strobe light on the dance 
floor.) Or maybe 1 just drank enough 
this year to convince myself that becom
ing enlightened actually is a good idea. 
Dionysus had his Bachic worshippers 
back in the day, and nothing too horrible 
came from that, right? So what harm 
could possibly come about from my 
change of mind? S&C IS truth and 
beauty!! In fact, 1 think I’ll go write a 
chant about its beauty, as soon as I’m 
done writing this article about its 
truths!! But before 1 leave you, dear 
reader (or possibly enraged reader), I 
would like to make this last request. 
Next year should be something really 
shocking. We need louder music, more 
nudity, and sheep! That’s right, sheep. 
Nothing pushes the fringes of good taste 
like sheep!!



HOW THE NEW GYM WILL HELP GET

1 know what you’re all thinking. Is he seri
ous? How in the name of all that is holy can some
thing as mundane as the new gym help me get 
chicks? Trust me. I know your pain. All those 
lonely nights, lying in bed after seminar, wrapped 
snugly within the loving folds of your tattered blan
ket while drinking ginseng tea, gazing fondly at 
the life sized cardboard standup of the lovely John 
McCarthy slumped over in the comer of your sad, 
lonely room. Nothing takes the edge off a Kant 
reading like the soothing caress of a great woman, 
but we all know how much our oh-so-proper so
ciety looks down upon grabbing random women 
from your classes and carrying them up into the 
mountains while giggling maniacally. So, what 
is one to do? I had these same questions myself, 
brothers, until that fateful day this week when I 
found the joy that is the new gym.

First, some background infonnation, if 1 may. 
With the closing of the old gym (snift) at the end 
of last year, I and all the other formerly huge souls 
who inhabit this campus, have been without ac
cess to any sort of workout equipment for going 
on four months now. As a result,-1 have become 
pale, flabby, and irritable, much like an indepen
dent party candidate on Election Day. ITiis can 
be proven by asking any of the inhabitants of the 
suites, who have surely seen me mnning to and 
fro on my balcony completely naked whilst 
screaming the seminal eighties pop anthem “I 
Think We’re Alone Now” by Tiffany, as is my 
wont. My condition had deteriorated so much 
from my fonner huge self that just the other day I 
was sitting upon my couch, innocently thinking 
about sexist things 1 could say in my French class, 
when not one but two people sat on either side of 
me and began teasing yours tally aUiut his ap
palling physical condition. They went so far, detir 
reader, as to grab my anns and shake them, mak
ing fat swooshing noises. So tom up was 1 by 
these events, in fact, that 1 lacked even tlie strengtli 
to grab my trusty steel chair and give them a sound 
bashing, in taie Jersey fashion. 1 realized then 
and there that something should, nay, mu,st chtinge. 
It was at that moment, my darkest and most 
unhuge hour, that I was told tliat the new gym 
would be open for business on the morrow.

Tuesday afternoon, Seigio M. Preston (here
tofore referred to as Latino Heat) and myself made 
our way douTi to the gym. As per usual, we at
tempted to pick up women along tlie way by show-

YOU CHICKS
hy Matthew V. Lippart, '01

ing a little leg and flexing, but such was our piti
ful state that we couldn’t even manage to get those 
gap-toothed, clubfooted freshmen chicks to talk 
to us. As we approached the imposing edifice 
Latino expressed trepidation. "Will we really get 
chicks, Matt?” his soft, lovable eyes seemed to 
say. A quick kick to his nose with my steel-toed 
equalizers knocked the impudent look clear off 
his reasonably handsome face, and we walked 
inside.

Once within the walls of this mighty construct, 
wc immediately noticed that the weight room 
(where our manhood would soon be reclaimed) 
had a whole bunch of shiny metal equipment, 
which we knew would draw the ladies when the 
sun hit it jast right. We all know how much women 
dig .sparklies. ALso, it was walled on all sides by 
windows, making it possible for the adoring 
women to fawn and preen towards you at every 
angle while you got huge. The windows also 
makes it possible for them to breatlie heavily upon 
the glass and write naughty little limericks about 
radically feminist leprechauns, which is what 
working out all boils down to, ;inyway. One last 
plus is that the way the light shines into the room 
in tlie afternoon tends to enhance the grotesque 
features of those unf ortunate people whom God, 
in his anger, cursed with unattractiveness. Tliis 
could only serve to make beautiful people like 
Latino ;ind my,self appear even more godlike in 
comparison.

Once we were satisfied with the layout (the 
basketball and racquetball courts were nice, but 
didn’t have that stime chick magnet quality we 
were looking for. Have enough open space tliat 
they could possibly be used to store extra broads, 
though), we got to work.

We started the radio that 1 made Latino ctirry 
down with us, and our master plan was in eft'ect: 
We took up positions by the windows, and started 
lifting just as the first ,strains of “Every Rose Has 
Its Tlioms” by Poison came wafting through the 
spetikers. Gentlemen, I say tliis to you ;ind kid 
you not. No matter what they say (tind by they I 
mean chicks, not those refined "Lady” types 
whose idea of a good time is ;ui in depth discus
sion about Ayn Rand followed by a nice night of 
Hulgarian cinema), no chick in tire world can re
sist the siren’s call of bad eighties rock. GtxJ's 
honest tnith. Thus ennobled, we worked out, 
stunned, as our bodies became more and more

huge with each exerci,se. After twenty minutes or 
so, it became downright scary, in fact, as our bod
ies swelled to mammoth proportions. It was ap
parent that in only a few moments, the word huge 
would no longer be a fitting appellation to describe 
what had turned into towering hulks of ma,sculin- 
ity. Grandiose, perhaps. Magnificent, maybe. But 
describing our incredible bodies with such a mun
dane term as “huge” would be .sort of like calling 
Tipper Gore a “brain dead ntizi wannabe Hillary 
Clinton rip-off’. Such a phrd.se could only scratch 
the surface and peer sadly into the immeasurable 
depths within. We only had to wait for the inevi
table explosion. But, it turns out; we didn’t have 
to wait long.

Our workout completed, we looked up from 
the machines to see a gigantic herd of women 
standing outside, gazing inward at our hard fought 
beauty. To avoid embarrassing ;uiy of our fellow 
students, who were unwillingly caught up in the 
maelstrom of our sexiness, no munes will be pro
vided. Suffice to ,say, one lady (we shall call her 
Ms. . . .uli . . . Ms. Shoe. Yeah.) was so over
whelmed by our presence that she .screamed like 
a dmnken banshee, stripped to the waist, and ran 
screaming towards tlie gym, jumping headlong 
onto the window directly in front of us. Some
how she managed to stay in that (xisition, sighing 
entreaties to us in a husky voice \\ bile raising her 
eyebrows suggestively. We done kept her. And 
about twelve otliers, tcxi. Sure, it's wasteful, but 
we were tired from tlie workout, eh? Hie rest of 
the ladies were visibly upset at Ix’ing turned away, 
but we fixed tlieir woimded hearts with a few well- 
timed po.ses.

Hie moral of this stoiy is simple. If you're 
lonely and miserable, go to tlie gym, get huge, 
and play eighties rrK'k. file chicks w'ill come, i 
promise. And il'you don't beliexe tliis tale, come 
to my suite. There you shall see me and Latino 
on the balcony in green loincloilis. learning to bend 
time only using tlie incredible force of our Ilexes. 
But you must be ctireful, dear reader, because tlie 
gravitational pull ol'our huge bodies is so strong 
that we have about tliirty [X'ople trapped in our 
suite HOW', unable to overcome the force of our 
pecs. GrxKl w'ay to get dates, though ...

It's true. He's huye. In fact, that's an un
fair statement. He is so hiy. it is hevoiul mv 
voeahularv. -ed
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YOUR POLITY MINUTE
brought to you by Raife Neuman. '01

Dear Students of St. John’s,
I write to you today to inform you of the 

actions of the student Polity. In other words,
1 write to inform you of where your money is 
being spent. But before I begin, there is 
something which must be said;

On behalf of the student polity, I sincerely 
apologize to Mr. Geoff Petrie for the slander 
he suffered in the Polity minutes of two weeks 
ago. 1 will not repeat the slander for it should 
be left in the past. I would also like to thank 
Mr. Petrie for his mild and just reaction to 
the vile words written in regards to him, and 
to congratulate his parents on raising an up
standing young man we should all try to emu
late. Mr. Petrie, you are truly beautiful.

Well now, I guess we should get down to 
business. Currently, Polity has spent S8,145 
out of our $10,800 budget. We have funded 
this very paper you are reading, the Senior 
Welcoming Party you attended, the movies 
you see, the plays you will see and the com
mon room renovations which are currently 
taking place. We will also be sending two 
student representatives to the Board of Gov
ernors meeting taking place in Annapolis later 
this fall. It is important to maintain commu
nication between the students of the college 
and the people deciding which direction the 
college will take in the upcoming years. An 
article will be written for the Moon inform
ing the student body of the content of this 
meeting.

It is now time for the more reflective 
portion of my article; I will talk of what de
cisions 1 see Polity making in the upcom
ing months. Now, the other evening I 
watched the first presidential debate (didn’t 
Jim Lehrer look great?), and I must admit. 
I’ve been inspired.

At the next Polity meeting, I will intro
duce a measure which would abolish all 
work study for non-full paying students. 
The way I see it, the rich kids are the ones 
who keep this sinking ship afloat. Shouldn’t 
we reward them for that? If the rich have 
more money, then they can hire the poorer 
students to conjugate their Greek verbs, 
write their papers and do their laundry. In 
this manner, the overall school economy will 
equalize, the poor will do more work and 
become more intelligent, and then maybe 
they can become good rich people later on 
in life.

1 have also noticed that the school’s en
ergy consumption is very high due to the 
inefficient lights in the seminar rooms. 
Now, some may say that there are more ef
ficient lights out there that we could pur
chase, but 1 say, “The mountains are chock 
full of coal! We don’t need to support no 
communist foreigners and their technology. 
Let’s get out there and build some strip 
mines!’’ (1 should also add that this would 
create jobs for the poor students- you’ve 
read about the cave, now get out there and

live it.)
Furthermore, due to the small security 

force on campus, 1 believe an electric chair 
should be purchased for the Student Review 
Board in order to deter crime on campus. The 
kids who stole from Aramark?- Fry ‘em, it 
will make the rest of us better people. Those 
of low intelligence who ruin seminar, don’t 
you realize you’re stealing from the rest of 
us?- Fry ‘em, a mental inability to realize 
right from wrong is no excuse for a crime. I 
hope every student recognizes that those who 
do wrong to us do wrong to God and the 
American Family and shall be judged.

Well, I guess that does it for now-1 hope 
you all have a wonderful day and that you 
vote for those who have the best interests of 
our freedom and morality in mind.

Just FYI, The MoonTAG is not entirely 
funded by Polity, only partially. The rest of 
our money comes from subscribers, -ed

A PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT
FROM H & B&G

Attention on-campus students:
If there is something wrong with your 

room, you need to have a written work order 
for Buildings & Grounds to fix it. Please get 
with your Resident Advisor to have one filled 
out. If you cannot find your RA and need the 
problem addressed immediately, write the 
problem on a blank sheet of paper. Include 
the following information; your name (first 
and last), your dorm name, your room num
ber (with left, right or middle, if applicable), 
and the date. You may then deliver it to B&G

in the basement of ESL or via campus mail.
Please do NOT call B&G and leave a voice 

mail, unless this is an emergency (e.g. burst 
pipe/flooding, nuclear attack, or the equiva
lent). Voice mail messages are often lost; there 
must be a paper trail.

Thank you.
Housing and Buildings & Grounds
Remember, this is only for on-campus stu

dents. All you folk who live off campus will 
not be able to use B&G to fix the problems in 
your own off-campus home. In fact, those of

you who live on-campus can not expect that 
B& G will fix anything other than things wrong 
with your room. Do not ask them to help with 
your personal problems, your poor hygiene, 
or your homework. On top of this, it is quite 
doubtful that a phone call to B&G during a 
nuclear.strike will he very effective. They have 
first dibs on the SJC bomb shelters. How
ever, no one has .sent them a note about the 
problems with them for a while so you are 
probably belter o ff not hiding in the shelters 
anvwav. Good luck! -ed
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THE ALMOST-SILENT EPIDEMIC
ril get right to the point. Somebody 

needs to explain to me the reasoning be
hind coming to a school where conversa
tion is the crux of the program (a fact which 
is well-known to all who apply, and which 
is quite frequently the main impetus behind 
applying for most students), and then 
choosing to ruin this unique program by 
mumbling? I realize that by saying this 1 
run the risk of putting myself in the dog
house with a number of my classmates, but 
after three years’ worth of begging and 
pleading for people to speak up in class, to 
no avail, I’m beyond caring.

Now, don’t fool yourselves by thinking 
that I just can’t hear very well. I’ve actu
ally had my hearing tested by a doctor and 
I checked out just fine. Indeed, if the prob
lem were merely my own, why is it that 
it’s not just the fact that I can’t hear any
body, but instead, it’s always the same 
people who get asked to speak up every

by, "Screaming" Giovanna Vecchitto, '01

time? And I can assure everyone that, al
though I may be the one student in class 
who expresses a desire for people to make 
themselves heard, I most definitely am not 
the only one who feels this way. I am sim
ply the most vocal about it.

I’ve done a lot of thinking about this 
phenomenon and I’ve come up with three 
possible reasons behind mumbling in class:
1) You’re a shy person. 2) You’re not con
fident about what you’re saying. 3) You 
think it’s cool to mumble. Not surprisingly, 
I have also come up with three responses. 
1) You’re at the wrong school. 2) Say it or 
don’t - don’t waffle inbetween. 3) Grow 
up.

What astounds me the most is the lack 
of self-awareness inolved in a continuation 
of the mumbling after you’ve been asked 
once to speak up. It seems to me that no
body should have to be told more than once. 
What I’ve found on the other hand, is that

when I ask someone to repeat him/herself, 
I either get a re-phrasing of the question as 
if I hadn’t understood the way it was stated 
originally, or the person turns towards me 
but doesn’t increase the volume (thereby 
cutting off the people who are now behind 
the speaker), or a feeble attempt is made at 
speaking slightly louder at the beginning 
of the statement which nevertheless winds 
up fading out of existence again by the end. 
Regardless, the next time the person 
speaks, the cycle begins anew.

The fact of the matter is that it’s just 
plain arrogant self-centeredness to make 
the class have to continually strain to hear 
you, and the constant requests for clarifi
cation really break up the continuity of the 
conversation. Might I suggest that, rather 
than continue to be detrimental to the con
versation, you suck it up and make your
self heard.

SOPHOMORE AMAZED AFTER DOING
SEMINAR READING

Last Thursday, sophomore Rex “K.id” 
Duma had an amazing experience in semi
nar after doing the reading for the first 
time in his two years here. “It was like 
we were all on the same wave length man, 
it was just unbelievable,’’ Rex was over
heard saying after the seminar.

Although Rex has never done the semi
nar reading before, he is consistently one 
of the most vocal people in the class. 
“Yeah, I usually talk a lot, but it seems 
like people don’t usually understand what 
I’m trying to say,’’ Rex said in an inter
view. “I’ve gotten used to it though. I 
could understand how it’s hard to compre
hend what someone with my level of in
telligence is trying to say. You know, like, 
sometimes people are just talking about 
stupid stuff- a war, some dead guy- and 
I’m trying to tell them how it is, but they 
just don’t seem to hear me."

As a testament to his intelligence, Rex

by Raife Neuman. '01

credits himself with 9 seminar victories- 
“and that’s just this year.” When asked 
about his greatest triumph Rex responded, 
“One night there was this really shy girl 
who never talks and she was saying some 
shit about how profound God and Moses 
were or something, and I just said, ‘Look, 
Moses can’t even talk right, and neither 
can you, so shut up.’ Well, she started 
crying and stuff and I said, ‘That’s right 
sucker. I’m going to erect a trophy on your 
ass, just like Orestes did to Hector.’ Man, 
that was the best.”

When asked about Rex’s performance 
this year, seminar tutor Mr. Lorn Ramilsk 
responded, “Mr. Duma seems a little un
focused sometimes. But, he does have a 
lot of energy, 1 would just like to see him 
direct it to the text a little more.”

Rex’s performance has met with mixed 
reviews with the other students here at 
school. “Quite honestly, I don’t think it

did him a lick of good,” said classmate 
Gina Farelley, “The only thing that could 
help him would be to cut his tongue out.” 
Jr. Dani Ramira had quite a different take 
on the issue; “1 can’t believe he sold out. 
I’ve been here for three years and ain’t 
never read one of those books- hell, I 
haven’t read anything but Woman’s Own, 
and I’m ready to get me a rich man and 
take on the world.”

When Erik was asked if his enlighten
ing experience encouraged him to do his 
seminar reading more often he replied, “At 
first 1 thought so, but now that I’ve had 
time to think about it, I would have got
ten a lot more points if I had said that stuff 
without doing the reading. Besides, I’ve 
got a lot of video games to play.”

10



I HAVE A SURVEY FOR YOU
by Blake Hindley, '04

When you’re done with this survey (assuming you actually fill it out) simply cut it out of The MoonTAG, disregard
ing whatever high quality articles are behind it, and return it to the first person you see. It will eventually find its 
way to the powers that be. Thank you.

1. What do you feel threatens your security on campus the most?
A. The security guards E. Ghosts of the dissected cats
B. The tutors (especially the new ones) F. Pig Lies
C. Your roommate who just moved to Lowers G. The people who take fencing
D. Those weird flapping bugs by Santa Fe Hall H. Your own dumb judgment

2. In case of an emergency, whom would you be most likely to call?
A. Your local congressman D. Domino’s
B. The dean E. Your mom
C. Ghostbusters F. Ralph Nader

3. Do you lock your dorm room? Yes No It doesn’t have a door
What dorm room do you live in?
What valuables are in your dorm room? (use extra space as needed)

4. The presence of Campus Security makes me feel...
A. On cloud nine F. Schizophrenic
B. Dizzy G. Stoned
C. Incensed, outraged, and infuriated H. Clammy
D. Apathetic 1. Voyeuristic
E. Horny J. Like a citizen of Communist China

5. Do you feel that your car is safe when you park in France?___Yes___ No
In England?___Si ___ No
In Kosovo?___Ja ___ Nyet ___ Damned Europeans!

6. What would enhance security on campus?
A. Security enhancing steroids E. Supcmian
B. Posters declaring “Big Brother is watching you’’ F. Random beatings
C. Additional lighting directly into your dorm room G. Eycn higher tuition
D. Shooting anyone found outside after 11 PM H. Nothing can!

7. Do you think these pants make me look fat? Yes No 1 low fat?

I am: ___Female ___Male ___Uncertain at this point
I live: ___On Campus ___ Off Campus ___ In a tent on Monte Sol
I am: Human A humble beast



THE END OF CRUSHES
by Larissa Archer, '01

Have you ever watched the sparkle in 
someone’s eye dim? Have you ever wit
nessed the collapse of your charm and 
struggled vainly to hoist it back up? Our egos 
relish romantic attention, even to a certain 
perverted extent, attention that comes from 
someone whose interest we do not recipro
cate. After all, it’s validation that someone 
besides our mothers thinks we’re the cat’s 
meow. But what happens when a person who 
found us attractive and captivating changes 
their mind? Are they fickle? Or do we ruin 
our allure with the disclosure of those less 
attractive aspects of us, in other words, the 
revelation that we are humans and not roman
tic muses whose purpose is to inspire dreams 
in the Don Quixotes in everbody?

Remember the early hours of that ro
mance. You are adorable beyond resistance, 
all shimmering sex-appeal and smiles. Your 
splendor swells with everything you do and 
say. An observer might denounce this 
perfomance as brazen, shameless flirtation, 
a whorish rejection of all restraint, but you 
know these criticisms spring from naivete, 
envy, and at worst, ass-aching Puritanism. 
They don’t understand that every movement 
on your part, every melodious giggle or 
flicker of your eyelashes displays not a per
formance but an organic outburst of delight 
in yourself, delight in your sweetheart. How 
can something so uncalculated, so 
unchoreographed, so unself-conscions work 
so beautifully in your favor? Perhaps you 
are the most enchanting person on earth, just

like this person sitting enraptured next to you 
seems to think. And how blissful for you that 
this person you’ve bewitched has a similarly 
dazzling effect upon you, for would you want 
to waste your luscious self on someone less 
dear?

That was fun. Drunk on your own roman
tic power, you still felt blessed that your most 
ardent fan was someone so worthy of your 
graces. It seemed they would never tire of 
their idolatrous concentration on you, and you 
would certainly never grow weary of their 
attention; indeed, you hadn’t realized you 
were so attractive until they professed it — 
you were beautiful because they found you 
so. You were divine because they worshipped 
you.

But —... things happen... life happens, 
...what was sweet turns sour.

For whatever reason, your darling does 
not consider you so darling anymore. 
Yesterday’s effortless, exciting conversations, 
so delightfully brittle with erotic tension, 
have been replaced by dull, thudding silences 
that hurt your head and confuse you, silences 
only interrupted by the two of you bickering 
over nothing and calling each other names 
you don’t mean. At leastyow knowhow don’t 
mean them. What happened? You don’t feel 
any differently about your beloved, why 
should they feel differently about you? You 
haven’t changed; you remain that same spec
tacular and fascinating monument to desir
ability that initially enkindled their zeal!! Or 
do you? Maybe you have changed. Para

noia crawls into your skin like scabies, and, 
of course, further poisons your interactions 
with this person who’s fast transforming into 
a stranger. Once bold and self-assured, your 
nerves now have you whooped and you are 
Insecurity’s bitch. No longer at peace enough 
to just allow yourself to exist in their pres
ence calmly and genuinely, everything you 
do is calculated, choreographed, and self-con
scious, and how it sickens you. Finally, sadly, 
you sink into the realization that, even you 
wouldn’t like the person you’ve become. But 
you can’t help it; you are not free.

1 guess “what happened?” is not the ques
tion to be asked here. Rather, what does one 
do when confronted with the mortality of 
one’s appeal? Friends say to move on. Oprah 
says recapture your spirit (yeah, why didn’t 1 
think of that?). Your parents want you to 
talk to them. The vagueness of these direc
tions comes, I think, from the fact that 
NOTHING CAN BE DONE. Bruised pride 
and a broken heart will only be endured, will 
only respect endurance, so suck it up. I don’t 
believe (and 1 am an expert) that one can 
chase these away with therapy, drugs, shop
ping sprees, food binges, and other such tem
porary distractions the miserable of the world 
run to in their desperation. Your head was in 
the clouds, so you thought you were in 
heaven. Well, you were wrong, and it hurts, 
but there is satisfaction to be gained from 
endurance. Perhaps not the titillating, orgas
mic kind of satisfaction, but it’s better than 
nothing. Surprisingly better.

WHERE DO I SIGN UP?!
Hey folks! The Film Society needs you! We’re still looking for officers to fill positions this year, 

and we’d also love to have more people come work the movies on Saturday nights, so if you like 
watching movies and have about an hour a week to spare, come talk to us any Saturday night or give me 
a call at extension 4356. Good times and free flicks - what more could you ask for?

Giovanna Vecchitto r
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AN HOMAGE TO STARCRAFT
By Adam Lawson, '01 (with the aid of Sergio Preston, '01 and Colin King, '01)

Fellow computer users;
1 have been urged by others, and inclined 

ourselves, to tell you about a certain computer 
game which stands above all other computer 
games as the greatest. Ever. Although this 
game’s extreme popularity (one of the best 
selling game of all times) is an initial turn off 
for many of us, 1 must explain in detail why 
this game will appeal to both the ganglia of a 
hideously base fifteen year-old computer geek 
and the “highly refined” taste of a typical St. 
John’s student.

The game is a work of art. Well-balanced, 
beautifully rendered, and never boring. For 
many, it may seem ridiculous to give a game 
such praise. But it is high time we recognize, 
in certain ca.ses, the large amounts of creative 
energy put into a well made video game. This 
is not your average shoot em up. This is not a 
complete waste of time. This is not “Deer 
Hunter.” It is a game with many levels of un
derstanding. It can change the way we per
ceive the world. It is art, and should be treated 
as such.

The game falls into the vast genre of “real
time” strategy games. That is to say, it differs 
from turn-based strategy games which allow 
the player to perform a move or group of 
moves in cycle with his opponcnt(s). Chess 
is a turn-based strategy game for example. In 
StarCraft, however, everything occurs simul
taneously (as much as anything can occur si
multaneously, anyway).

The environment is a map seen from a 
birds eye view. Each player begins with a 
building on this map near a collection of “re
sources,” and a set of units designed to collect 
these “resources” for the use of the player. The 
oracular people at Blizzard, the game's cre
ator, have predicted that one day we will no 
longer need resources such as gold, iron, and 
com. In the future we will instead harv est blue 
crystals called “Minerals” and, with the aid of 
assimilators, green “Vespene Gas.” These two 
types of resources, once collected, may be used 
to build additional buildings and units which 
compose the “anny” of the player. The game 
is a battle for resources for the sake of pro
ducing an army to defeat one’s opponents.

In any real-time strategy game, there are 
usually different “races” of units which the 
player may .select before the game begins. The 
abilities of a given race are different, and the

player must know how to use these abilities in 
order to defeat his opponent. The difficulty 
of designing these strategy games is then a dif
ficulty of balancing the races’ abilities. No 
one race should be better than the others. Oth
erwise, everyone would use only that race, and 
the game would lose most of its interesting 
dynamic. StarCraft is, from what 1 have seen, 
the most balanced of the real-time strategy 
games.

The three races the player may choose 
from are the Zerg, Terrans, and Protoss. The 
Zerg are a race that mixes the concepts for the 
aliens in the “Alien” movie series and the 
“Borg” from the ever-popular “Star Trek; The 
Next Generation” making them a hyper evolv
ing, hive minded race of extra ordinary pro
portions. The Terrans are futuristic version of 
human criminals, banished from Earth and sent 
to colonize distant planets. They are like Aus
tralians with space ships and southern accents. 
The Protoss are highly intelligent, as well as 
telepathic. Their social structure resembles 
that of Plato’s Republic. 1 will not explain in 
detail how these races work. However, we 
will say that the balance is almost perfect. No 
race is better than the other. Each has abilities 
to counter another’s strengths, and weaknesses 
to be exploited.

Now 1 will tell you why this game is so 
good.

First, the game is unbelievably intense (1 
do not use this word lightly), and it stays in
tense. Most people 1 know, when playing, lit
erally sweat and/or shake in nervousness and 
excitement. Even a veteran player, although 
he tends to be much more controlled, cannot 
help but be frightened as he watches a mass of 
enemy units scuttle across the screen to swal
low his pixilated city whole. He tries desper
ately to defend his base of operations against 
the oncoming onslaught while his opponent, 
at the other end, drools with ecstasy as his 
opponent’s buildings burst into blood and/or 
flames.

Secondly, the game is very well designed. 
It has no boxy 3-D polygons, so the speed of 
the game, even on older computers, is fairly 
good. There are few, if any, bugs, so you won’t 
find your computer freezing in the middle of 
a game. Furthermore, the game’s controls, al
though difficult to learn at first, are finely tuned 
to allow a player to have easy control over the 
overwhelming mass of units he has to deal 
with.

Third, the game is beautiful. The units. 

Continued on Ne.xt Page
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An Homage to Starcraft continued from page 13

the buildings, the maps, and even the sounds 
are very well-rendered. We have nearly been 
brought to tears by the sight of attacking car
riers; large, lotus shaped ships from which 
emerge a profusion of smaller ships to cover 
the screen. Even watching a fleet of zerglings, 
(a small ground unit) moving across the screen 
like ants, can be awe-inspiring.

Fourth, the game is infinitely complex. A 
single game lasts anywhere from a half an hour 
to 3 hours, and in each game, there are count
less possibilities. Variations in the map, quan
tity of resources, kinds of units produced, or
ganization of one’s buildings, speed of pro
duction, and etc. all come into play in the 
game. No one game is exactly like another. 
The strategy required and the quantity of vari
ables is nearing, if not exceeding, those of 
games like Go and Chess. Although the ele
ments of the game remain the same, the game 
is constantly changing.

Fifth, it has lasting power. Because of the 
game’s complexity, beauty, design, and inten
sity, it never really gets to be old hat. I’ve 
been playing on a weekly basis for about three 
years now. Yes, three years. It is the only 
game that has never become tiresome after a 
few weeks of playing.

Finally, it’s a very interesting form of com
munication between individuals. Discussing 
the game with someone and even playing with 
them can teach you a lot about how a person 
thinks and feels. How do they defend their 
base? What do they attack with? What are 
their favorite kinds of armies? The answers

to these questions differ for every player, and 
often correspond to the way they interact in 
general.

I have taught about three people how to 
play this game directly now. Admittedly, the 
game is tough to learn. But 1 have noticed, in 
teaching, that there are levels of understand
ing the game that develop as a person plays. 
At first, the player only attacks with one kind 
of unit. He expands to new bases for resources 
rarely, and is very frightened of losing any
thing he has built. Soon, he realizes it takes 
more to make an omelette. He mixes his units.

takes risks, and sends hordes against the op
ponent which he knows he will lose; but he 
does so nevertheless for the sake of weaken
ing his enemy. Then the player begins to real
ize that there are better ways of playing. He 
begins to see the battle on a purely economic 
level. He wastes less. He becomes more effi
cient. He masters the units with which he is 
playing. In a word, he sees the game in its 
whole. Each unit is vital, but each is a cog in 
something larger. It's wonderful.

Now a word of warning: StarCraft is ex
tremely addictive, and at first, very time con
suming. But in moderation, the game can be, 
in a strange way, enlightening. It requires dis
cipline and intelligence. A good player needs 
technique, critical thought, and insight. With
out it, he fails. Without technique, he cannot 
match the speed of his opponent. Without 
analysis, he cannot predict his opponent’s 
moves. Without insight, he cannot produce the 
right units to defend against an attack. It's 
tough, but rewarding.

As bourgeois capitalists, we thrive on com
petition. StarCraft provides an arena for com
petition to take place without the shedding of 
human blood. The perfection of the arena is 
itself awe-inspiring. It is as if one were at last 
given a place to perfect all those strategies 
learned from Herodotus, Tacitus, and Sun-Tzu. 
Put your education to use!

STARCRAFT PLAYERS ACROSS THE 
CAMPUS, UNITE!
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TAG
FOUR POEMS

One
by Heather Davis, '01

Angel?
Perhaps a fallen one-
Her skin was heavy
With the heat of Texas
Her mouth swollen
With tamales and uncertainty

Two

the road climbs
the mountains rise up and walk toward me 
fallen apples lay bruised and scattered in the dust.

the papery leaves of October
bow to make way for the wind;
if i touched one it would crumble and blow away.

wild golds and violets
explode like fireworks in every direction.

those are her favorite colors, 
those were her favorite colors.

the past tense swallows my heart, 
teaches me its language 
and it is awful and beautiful

Three

1 was carrying the bones of my brother 
after a flood in Mexico.
1 saw a bird impaled on the spine of a cholla; 
it was confused by the water and the darkness.
The skinny prophet knocked softly in his bag 
as 1 lowered him to the ground.
I watered my horse in the muddy river
and he was breathing a strange and irregular rhythm.

Four

walking down the stairs 
i see her white leg perched on the railing 
and the soft light of the blackened lantern 
illuminating his face as he watches her 
i press my face to my icy jar of vodka 
and look toward the moon 
it is waxing, crescent, yellow

THE DRY UNDERBELLY OF TIME
by Ben Judson, '01

Earth find a way 
to fill the empty parts

The river carved them out 
but now the river is gone 
and the sun can’t lay down 
in a riverbed that is 
the belly of emptiness

Earth close up
undo the work of the rain

Rain has tom you 
like lightning tearing the air 
like the pen tearing the page 
the air has healed itself 
but earth you can’t because 
you are like the page

LEGION
by Tim Sparkman, '02

Everybody rolls with their fingers crossed
’til here come the nofunigans,
and thus fuck ’em and their nofunistry.
Crying and strangling people, the nofunigans made the guillotine,
’tis their only smile, and that a thin one
and wickedly off kilter,
speaking in hisses
with all but the honesty
to admit that
it doesn’t know what it’s talking about, either.
Perhaps it has too good a dentist.
Perhaps i enjoy listening to it, 
that i both speak and murder
and perceive the rolling landscape with fading vision.
The nofunigan takes the game too seriously
and has not the irreverence to understand
that prayer is essentially
intercourse with god
which is essentially masturbatory.
Are you angry? Confused?
Either, both, one?
Are you the human equivalent of a quaalude?
Or is that just a toqiedofish in your poopshoot?
Is anybody else enjoying being a host of contradictions?
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TROLLS Their women were women.

By Kyle Wark, '03 The old were old.

There were those
In dead times

And the young were young.

Their fields were rich.
Their beasts well fed.

Who feared
Trolls and elves. Caught up in strength and glory.

They fought bloody battles,
And worshiped bloody gods.

Their culture was healthy
And wise -
A beauty upon the earth.

Their death angels, Valkyries,
Rode flying horses out of Hel,
The kingdom of their Queen,
Who ruled in darkness Below.

But the day will come
Which will spell the end.
The end for everyone.

Or they rode out of Asgard,
From the hall of Valhalla,
Odin’s feasting hall.
Roofed with the shields of fallen heroes.

Ragnarok, the ending War,
Brings doom
To the earth and her
Gods.

They rode to the raven filled battlefields.
And dividing worthy from unworthy dead.
Took men to their godly ends.

And a new beginning, is promised.

LIKE FALLEN LEAVES
End one. by Kyle Wark, '03

These men were called the Vikings,
Though there’s an even older race.

Ignoring the fact.
Aware of the fact

They were called the Norse men - and
Still there are living members of this race.

Staring things into the ground.
Do you find what’s profound?

Their gods are called the Norse gods.
And they were prayed to even in my day.

The red leaves.
Brown dirt

Their champions slew fierce dragons,
Their towns attacked by beasts
Spun from myth.

1 just don’t understand -
Don’t seem like any of it was planned.

Their kings ruled in amis.
Their kingdoms built on blood
Spilled in war.

Is there something else to do,
Then I’ll put myself aside.

Is there nothing else to do?

The earth rises out of strife.
And falls into strife;
Thus,
The earth is shattered.

Then I’ll put myself aside.

Is there another way to see things?
Well, only one thing at a time.

End two.
Is there another way to do things?
Well, only one thing at a time.

Their men were men.
Is there another way to be things?
Well, only one thing at a time.
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OIL
by Ben Judson, '01

The trees in my blood 
are made of oil 
and separate themselves 
from the water there 
forming another 
surface another skin 
forming a movement between 
what I am 
and what I feel.

Their leaves gather light 
and their roots water 
but they are made of oil.

AND THE SEA FOR GIVING
by Ben Judson, '01

A bull attacked me 
in my sleep last night 
threw me 
high up in the air 
over and over last night 
but 1 don’t blame him 
1 blame the thing 
that kept pulling me back 
down to his horns 
and the air
for not carrying me away 
and the sea 
for giving birth 
to that beast

VECTOR ANALYSIS
Ronald: Part One of Six

by Aaron Clewed, '01

They stumbled out of the bar at 2:05 a.m., and, agreeing heartily 
with the bartender’s last words, decided that they didn’t have to go 
home and stumbled on. Shunning the sidewalks, they tripped along 
the deserted cobblestone street, with its stones newly laid by the great 
grandsons of the men who had cobbled these streets the first time, the 
sons of the men who had smoothed over them with asphalt in the first 
conception of urban renewal.

They knew where the car was parked but got lo.st on purpose, turn
ing down late night early morning alleys streets, continually aiming 
their steps away from their destination, through unfamiliar downtown 
blocks ripe for drunken questing. They had carried the warmth of the 
bar out with them, and, instead of being cooled by the empty winter 
sky and the wind tearing through the skyscraper canyons, they were 
invigorated. All three men felt the wind pushing through the backs of 
their heavy coats.

Ronald’s head flopped back and he looked at the sky as last call’s 
final double bourbon finished filing into his brain. He linked arms 
with the men on either side of him. They bore him forward.

Doloch looked across the drunk on his left arm and picked up the 
conversation with a smile and one eyebrow.

“So did you ever pull any of this off?”
“You bet your ass.’’ James was looking straight ahead. “But it 

took me a month of planning. You can’t just break in someplace with
out knowing what’s going on. But it was perfect-a real live pig in the 
dean of students’ office.’’

“College boy,” Doloch muttered to himself, and a little to James.
“College boy!” said Ronald, loudly, without moving any of the 

muscles in his face.
“What do you mean ‘College Boy?’ It was perfect.” He believed 

that it had been.
“Planning and pigs. That’s not ADVENTURE!” Doloch hollered, 

his voice rising like the football coach at halftime.
“ADVENTURE!” echoed his team of two.
They rounded another random comer and Doloch lowered his voice 

but kept the fever pitch.
“Adventure has to be spur-of-the-moment. And it has to be ro

mantic and dangerous with knights and mystical—”
“ADVENTURE!” screamed Ronald.
“ADVENTURE!” came the swift reply.
“We need a quest!” Doloch’s voice bounced off of the buildings 

on either side and returned just in time to meet his companions’ cries 
and rattle with them up and out of the city’s valley, out to the world.

“A QUEST!”

St. Steven’s was the kind of cathedral where bodies were buried. 
At least that’s what the nuns would have their young charges believe. 
They had vowed to bestow an eternal gift, the terror of God, upon any 
child who might come their way and had succeeded so entirely for so 
many generations that now most of the long-term population, whether 
or not they bore the terror of God himself, was at least terrified of the 
building. Children especially in the surrounding neighborhood tended 
to believe that there was something about the place that was too hun
gry for little boys and girls, too alive to be trifled with.

The building played right along. With the requisite glare of Gothic 
architecture and its sheer immensity, its grounds and secondary build
ings, St. Steven’s presented an air of secret doings and mystic power 
even to those who did not grow up feeling its active hands.

St. Steven’s reached out and grabbed Doloch.
“Ah! There’s the place,” he slurred as if this was just the place 

he’d been looking for.
And then they were inside, not after climbing through a window, 

covering themselves in broken glass, but in a foyer filled with boxes 
and a closet for the choir robes. They had come in a door on the side 
which didn’t face the street into an older part of the cathedral. St. 
Steven’s had been unlocked.

“Yeah, this place’s gotta have secrets.”
They all agreed and huddled just inside the door to receive their 

assignments.
“Go conquer this castle. Rescue. Discover. Conjure. Pillage. Be 

MEN!” Doloch’s whisper boomed and his companions swayed under 
its weight.

Cant ’d on payc /<S’
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They each chose a different direction and set out to be men.

Ronald was drunk. He had had the most. He held it the worst. And 
now, stumbling down long straight uncarpeted corridors lined with rooms 
filled with tables and too small chairs, Sunday school rooms, parochial school 
rooms dominated by cartoon Jesuses, he turned on the lights as he went. He 
walked briskly to escape the paths of the other two men, to clear his head. 
Soon he was deep inside the boring part of the church, in its meat and pota
toes, out of their way, and the fluorescent tubes humming above him made 
the whole place seem more real in their stark light.

He meant to wait them out. As soon as this questing thing had found an 
object, a chance of really happening, his adventurous heart had run dry. I 
don’t even remember getting inside. He laughed loudly and the hard hall
way amplified its hollowness. They thought, at the time, that Ronald had 
passed out, and they had carried him in upright, still locked in their arms, 
through the unlocked door. Then he had revived himself I don’t even 
remember getting inside. Laugh. I’ll just lay down somewhere and they 
can come find me when they’re done. He continued down the hall.

The light he had switched on thirty-five forty-one paces ago was light
ing his way forty-five and it was time to find a new switch forty-eight. The 
light was glowing behind him and getting farther fifty-two away. He leaned 
against the fifty-four wall and fifty-five felt with his hands and his left shoul
der fifty-seven for the switch. It was dark now.

Sixty-three was eight inches lower than it should have been, and at sixty 
four Ronald’s chest and the left side of his head smacked against the stairs. 
Here he bounced, felt himself touched by nothing, flew, yawned, noticed 
the breeze, twisted in midair.

There was a wall five feet from the bottom stair. When Ronald opened 
his eyes, his cheek was pressed against it. He had not passed out. There 
were only fifteen stairs. He had only touched four. He was very sick to his 
stomach. There was blood in his mouth. He knew he could still walk. He 
knew he was still alive. He stood up too quickly. He had to go back up the 
stairs, but he was done. Beaten. He had his feet under him, but he couldn’t 
get them up off of the ground. I want to go home. I feel so sick. I’m going 
to throw up.

He gazed up the stair case out of the darkness and could still faintly see 
the fluorescent blue. Leaning back against the wall which had hurt him, he 
slid to the right, and the light switch he had been looking for gouged his arm. 
Now I can just turn on the light so they’ll know where 1 am and I’ll lay 
down. God I feel like I’m going to throw up. He swallowed.

Switching on the light didn’t light up the hallway. Instead red light 
seeped out of an open door down the hall and to his right. The hall was short 
and at its end he saw a bathroom.

“I’m going to throw up,” he said aloud.
Ronald could not move. He knew he was going to throw up. He knew 

he had to get to the other end of the hall. He could not move. He leaned 
farther to the righf past the light switch and forced his feet to shuffle under 
him. He went three steps and turned into the doorway through which the 
red light was coming.

His feet stopped. He swallowed the blood which had been accumulat
ing in his mouth and made his stomach feel worse. He looked into the 
room. Leaning forward again his feet shuffled under him, slid along the 
thick red carpet. Four steps. He sat down very slowly in the back pew.

From the carpet to the walls to the dark stained cherry wood which 
made up tire pews where he sat and tire deeply carved altar, everything in the 
little chapel was richly red. Tlie c;indles and tlie cloth on lire imposing altar

Vector Analysis cont’d from page 17
were of the same shade, like cooling coals. The lights which Ronald had 
turned on lined the side walls, three on each side. They had been gas burn
ing lamps, and when the cathedral converted to electricity, the workmen had 
wired in bulbs through the existing fixtures. The opaque red shades on these 
lamps made all the chapel’s light indirect. The room glowed.

The condition of Ronald’s stomach did not improve when he sat down.
If I just sit here I’ll be fine. I’ll keep myself from throwing up. He swal
lowed more blood and clenched his fists, staring straight ahead at the cmci- 
fix, the cross and bleeding Jesus on the altar. The crucifix was also carved 
from cherry and it was impossible to detect a seam between it and the altar, 
as if they had both been cut from one huge block of wood.

He sat motionless and talked to himself
“Just breathe. Becalm. You won’t throw up.” Too much blood. Swal

low. Gag.
“You don’t have to throw up.” He was not getting any better.
“Breathe. Be calm”
“Don’t throw up.”
“Don’t throw up.” The bathroom was ten feet away.
“Be calm. Be in control.”
“Don’t—” his stomach spasmed, “—throw...”
He didn’t breathe. He looked only at the altar, but the whole room 

hummed in its holy red light It throbbed with his stomach. The bathroom 
was ten feet away.

“The bathroom is only ten feet away,” he said as a drop of blood fell 
from his lip to his chest. He could not swallow any more.

His soliloquy shifted. “The bathroom is only ten feet away. You have to 
stand up.”

The drop quickly turned to a stream and his shirt began to hum with the 
room. He let his tongue search the inside of his mouth. He realized that he 
was bleeding from where the molars used to be on his lower left jaw.

He roared like an infant. He sat perfectly still.
“Stand up!” He was crying now and yelling at himself His stomach 

tightened.
“Stand up!” He was screaming. His hands lay flat and motionless in his 

lap. His feet were solid on the plush carpet. He felt his shirt soaked and wet 
on his chest.

Ronald swallowed and stood up. Shuffling, waddling, falling into the 
aisle, he stopped and stared at the door into the hall. The bathroom was ten 
feet away. Walk.

He leaned toward the door trying to jump-start his feet but drunkenness 
and nausea made the move half-hearted and instead he swayed backwards 
and lost his balance. He swiveled to catch himself turning his back on the 
door. His feet ran, finally, toward his falling torso. Tire bathroom was 
thirteen feet away. His momentiun sprinted him forward and backward. 
He raced toward the altar. There was one step up to get to the altar and 
Ronald tripped on it. His knees ground into the carpet and jammed into the 
base of the altar. He grasped the top of the altar, pulling himself up. The 
motion had given him a temporary will, but as he drew himself up fully onto 
his knees, the pain in his knees, his chest, his mouth, his head, tire nausea, 
the bourbon, tire weakness overcame him. He clamped his hand around tlie 
base of the immovable cross and wretched blood and drink on the deep red 
cloth which covered the altar. He lay his head down on tire altar as the cloth 
soaked him up, became redder, darker, and black. The holy room hummed 
and throbbed and died around him. Ronald’s fingers loosened their grip on 
the cross and bleeding Jesus. He sliunped to tlie floor.
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HOW NOT TO SEE
by Greg Grillot, ’01

Now I lie here in bed next to my 
dog, utterly still, welcoming bodily paralysis 
like I do most interminable nights. Long 
ago, my willful limbs refused to ever hold 
themselves awake as the raging fires 
enkindled by my
doubtlongingthoughtpassions burned within 
my head, incinerating any rest in my 
exhausted mind. My body sacrifices itself to 
the coldest master who demands that 
ultimate submission, sleep. By taking these 
chains upon itself, my body becomes 
replenished, free from the exertion imposed 
upon it by the mindful and tainted desires. 
There is no rest for my mind, though. It 
drives on, feeding on its own exhaustion.

Voices unlike my own converse as I 
listen. As soon as I realize I am listening, 
the voices dissolve into one another, 
dissolve into nothing. Alone again I dream. 
But my senses stilt receive impressions. I 
can see, if I only stop trying to look. My 
hearing focuses on another set of voices as 
something rips at my eyelids from within, 
trying desperately to tear them open. This 
terrible gnashing of my eyes cannot disturb 
my body’s wooden repose. But if I forget 
my attacker long enough, I will ignorantly 
see him as he diffuses into my dreamscape. 
My unconquerable dream will envelop him 
slowly, consuming him into its folds and 
digesting him.

1 see him! For the slightest 
moment my eyes grasp him convulsively, 
thrusting him from my dream. Then as 1 
forget myself the emptiest recesses of the 
room melt, drip down, and flow into each 
other, describing an empty form growing 
more shapely and opaque. Legs, a nose, a 
head, a fat distended body; me! The 
conversation swells to a stonny pitch, words 
I have never known, 1 forget to forget to 
listen and cannot see the fonn mutating, 
growing grotesque. My eyelashes flutter, 
buffeted by the rapidly multiplying legs of 
my attacker which extend and harden into 
bloodstained black armor while bending into 
many sinuosities and joints. His nose 
flattens, stretching spastically out and 
entwining itself with his putrid tongue to 
mold a devilish proboscis. His head shrinks, 
devouring his eyes and deforming his 
forehead into a craggy ridge connected to 
his snout, now flailing about, brutally

thrashing his body. His body inflates in 
successive expansions and contractions 
translated from the inner motion of the 
living flood of blood. I see my whole 
enemy, inside and out. He is disgusting A 
monster!

Slowly my body is wrested from 
slumber by an external circumstance: my 
dog licks me, pleading for attention. My 
mind knows it must go into the waking 
world and it waits patiently for the slow 
recovery of my body. I can move my hand 
now and I scratch aimlessly at my dog as I 
keep my eyes closed. Though wakefulness 
seeps inexorably into my body and mind, 
my attacker still faces me. He is real! I see 
a flea struggling vainly to free himself from 
between my enmeshed eyelashes. “Damn! I 
should have washed my dog yesterday” I 
think as I open my eyes and get out of bed.

THE UNDERTAKER

by Paul Obrecht, '02

That mousy undertaker 
at Sterwyn and Krofft 
has the hots for you.
1 wouldn’t say he 
wants your body, 
because that’s a joke 
not worth repeating, 
but that’s what he told me 
and Jimmy the other day 
when we ran into him 
at the bicycle store.

Man, that guy’s got cold hands.
I shook his when 
we were all looking 
at that new Nakamichi.
Somebody told me 
he keeps ice packs 
in his pockets so his 
hands stay clammy.
He asked me for 
your phone number.

1 told him that 1 didn’t 
really know you, that we 
met at my dad’s funeral.
1 said you were dating my cousin 
or something. I made it up.

I think he made a golf course joke 
while we were looking at those 
new low-friction bearings.
You never expect that 
they remember the details 
because for them everything’s 
death, every day. It’s work.
We don’t mention to most 
that his end came with 
a golf club in hand, spending 
money that wasn’t his, a bankrupt 
who-knows-how-it-happened 
part-time limo driver 
gambling away, like I said, 
money that wasn’t his, 
drinking too much, and dating 
a widow I met twice.

But this little goat-footed 
undertaker knew it all.
I swear this town is 
too small. You can be damn 
sure: the scene at this heart’s 
last beat will not be 
on the eighteenth green.
But what still gets me is 
that nothing caught fire 
that day. Nothing came 
crashing down. But he knew 
that, too, and then this 
little squinting gray-skinned 
man had the balls to tell me 
I’m just like my dad, like he’d 
started me spinning 
like a top spinning. It’s all 
in the spinning, he says.
The scene spins by so fast 
it’s almost interesting, he says, 
and everything’s hey-dizzy-dizzy 
where’d-the-day-go? Next thing 
you know—they’re tying up your 
loose ends while you’re 
roller-skating in Heaven with God.

I’m just watching his mouth 
move and his words are falling 
on the floor like marbles.
1 open my mouth to ask if 
he was always spinning too 
can 1 at least learn to know 
him by the remnant eddies 
in the air but then 1 see 
that this is just a gaunt salesman 
hawking death to those who stoop 
no higher than to hope so 1 turn 
to walk away and he says 
to tell you to stop by 
his work any time.
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