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NOTICE 

Persons attempting to find meaning in this exercise will 
be forced to listen to Ricki Lake for two weeks; persons 
attempting (and succeeding) to find any relation to real 
persons will be forced to listen to Rush Limbaugh for one 
entire season; persons attempting to find any socially 
redeeming qualities will be forced to listen to the author 
for however long it takes. 

BY ORDER OF GOOD TASTE 



ABSTRACT 

With so many trace amounts of influences to consider, I shall be content to 
mention just the basic matrix necessary to be aware of while reading this draft. Since all 
too many bibliographic appearances reside in all too explicit references already existing 
within the basic text, I would like now to mention those of interest beyond their simple 
textual enumeration. 

My core of reference throughout this colloquium has been the allegory of the cave 
concisely couched within Plato's Republic. The notion of separated yet varying degrees of 
reality has beckoned me since my harsh introduction to them my Freshman year. This 
project is my attempt at a reply. 

The core of this colloquium is the awakening of one person to the reality that what 
he perceives as real and valuable can possess an altered value to others and even to 
himself, given other circumstances. The reconciliation of these disparates is the frame of 
the characters' actions. But, trying not to be a hypocrite, I have also added elements of 
style which do not necessarily work with the deeper implications involved. From utilizing 
slapstick humor, absurdist scene construction, magic realism, and also a meta-fictional 
device in certain scenes, I hope that the method of presentation is as convincing as the 
product itself. 

I very basically hope to carry out the implications of that argument to their logical 
conclusions in a contemporary context. This should be construed as nothing more than an 
experiment with current notions and trends as applied to the age-old wisdom of our 
cultural predecessors. 

Also of brief note to the intrepid reader could be Giles Goat-Bo v. or the New 
Curriculum by John Barth, Homer's The Odyssey, and Thomas Pynchon's Vineland. 



RISING 

Beginning again: A fresh start at a prospect never abandoned. Zigzagging 

within parallel lines. 

Crossing campus that fresh January morning, Syd occasionally flapped his 

arms, musing that he was again rising from the ashes that manifested his prior 

existence— Last semester. 

As he began the last semester of his junior year, the threshold to seniority 

and certified wisdom, Sydney Marshal embarked upon the tail-end of his 

prescriptive odyssey in college with zeal, anticipation, and his usual amount of 

skepticism. 

Coursing shoulder to shoulder against the 30,000 other students across the 

state university's 700 acre campus driven like an erratic dust particle whipped 

around a small room, Syd pointedly looked into his peers' faces with little success. 

They moved in huddled, marked groups: Large plaid Greek letters on their shirts, 

matching athletic gear (for crossing campus?), or even that they wore nothing less 

than complete black, huge voids shifting along campus indeterminately. Some 

were completely bedecked in beads from roots to ankle, with the occasional 

explosion of a psychedelic shirt through the mass of hair, tiny-oval sunglasses and 

dozens of alternative religious icons hanging on leather. Most of these members 

missed Syd's searching eyes staring at their own because the only attention they 

paid to him was a quick glance at his chest. 

Grinning suddenly, Syd mumbled to himself, "all the lonely people. Where 

do they all come from?" The grin was only a brief one. Realizing that the Beatles 

had had something else in mind, he loosened it. Yet, after a few more steps, the 

grin returned and Syd uttered "how tragic, the slaying of a beautiful hypothesis by 

an ugly fact. Thomas Huxley I think. Either way, it will do." Retaining the grin, 



Syd continued moving across campus all the while muttering things to himself and 

occasionally flapping his arms. 

Seven-Thirty a.m. chimed the belltower atop the administration building. 

Responding to the throbbing signal emanating across campus from the heavy 

phallic spire, the huddled groups quietly began dispersing and headed directly to 

their classrooms to do tricks for knowledge pellets. 

Syd did not immediately respond to the electronically produced sound. 

Motionless, his back erect, head lifted, Syd followed the rise of the tower from its 

base up to the ever diminishing spire some twelve stories above the ground. From 

there, Syd followed some invisible arc between the tower's tip and the vastness up 

above. 

After some time, without any other change in appearance than the sudden 

involuntary fluttering of his eyelids, he exclaimed "showtime!" with an odd flick of 

his neck. Setting out with a quicker pace than before, Sydney headed towards that 

fringe area where Thames Hall awaited him. 

Passing by the Student's Union building, Syd saw Grant walking with that 

annoying stroll which connotated an excessive care-free attitude. 

"Grantus Maximus!" Syd called out, invoking their Latin pseudonyms. 

Pivoting awkwardly around and placing his flattened hand over his brow, 

Grant caught sight of Syd approaching him. "Syd Sparticus! Salve, meo amico." 

"Hey Grant. Good to see you. How was my favorite manic personality 

over Christmas?" They shook hands. 

"Not bad. Actually, it was all right. I guess you could say it was positively 

fair." Syd's smile increased at this response. 

"So," Syd began probingly, "Tell me, Grant, what is the status on your 

oscillating major?" 



"Final draft! I swear. I took some time over Christmas and thought about 

my priorities. Here they are," Grant said. "I'm now an English/Philosophy major 

with a Latin minor." After an infinitesimal pause, "what d'ya think?" 

"LIT and LOGIC, hmmmmm. Interesting combo Grant. Why the Latin 

minor?" 

"So I could stay in D'Ammatto's class." 

Syd looked at Grant pensively. "What happened to your dream of using 

Physics equations as musical expression?" Syd's voice was thick with sarcasm. 

"Old-hat by now I'm sure. I wasn't fully given to that field anyway." 

"Or the 'I'm going to be the bard of the business world?" Syd pressed 

sharply. 

Grant didn't respond this time to Syd's derisive voice. 

"Are you ever going to stick with something, captain eclectic?" Syd 

spouted, rolling his eyes. 

"Syd. Back off, man," Grant said recoiling a little, obviously hurt. 

"I'm sorry, Grant. You do have D'Ammatto at ten then?" 

"Yeah! Do you have Beard at eight?" 

"Yes I do," Syd said laying his palm on the back of Grant's neck to prompt 

movement and direction. "Let us go to our appointed rendezvous with 'Dr. 

Dylan.'" 

"Sure," Grant meekly acquiesced. "I heard that for Christmas he flew to 

Hawaii and bought a Harley right there and spent the entire break driving it across 

the islands," Grant told Syd, responding to his movements. 

"Sounds like him Grant. It's probably true." 

"Yeah, but I also heard that he flew the bike back here and sold his 

Eldorado." 

"Could be. Could be. If it's true, I'm sure we'll see." 



Moving at equal paces but with contradicting strides, Grant and Syd 

journeyed Northeast across campus to Thames Hall, traversing past the General 

Academic Building, the multi-purpose Drama Studio/University Radio-Television 

Station/Center for the Performing Arts building, and finally the new peculiar 

looking four-story Physics building, the outside a glass menagerie of odd angles 

and other geometrical anomalies, yet vaguely resembling, to some, a great 

Egyptian pyramid. 

7:40 a.m. The rising sun just a mere hint above the pointed crest of the 

orange-brick building, a mass of potential but not a promise. Syd and Grant stood 

gazing with wonder at the distinctly (distinguished?) older structure which clung to 

the Northeast edge of campus. 

"It's still there!" Grant exclaimed. Syd smiled. 

Thames Hall, the official dwelling of the Honors program, appeared to be 

supported by the two massive pillars which rose from either side of the entrance. 

Directly above the dual doors of the building, hung by a very large noose from up 

above, a marble bust of Rene Descartes swayed gently in the morning's stillness. 

Attached to the base of the statue were the famous words "cogito; ergo sum." 

Observable at the base of the noose from which Descartes dangled precariously 

was the word "Yahweh." 

"I can't believe it's still there!" Syd said excitedly. He squinted hard at the 

bust, seeming to become lost to his surroundings for a minute. Grant looked 

confused at Syd's fixation. He reached out and tenderly grabbed Syd's shoulder. 

"Grant," Syd barked, grabbing Grant's shoulders excitedly. "This is an 

official victory for us. The can't get themselves to remove it. They can't deny its 

truth," he exclaimed clenching his fists. "We have affected something," Syd 

announced with formality, gesturing grandly. 



Grant looked around. Nobody even noticed Syd's performance. 

"I doubt it Syd," he said apologetically. "The suits in the tower probably 

haven't even seen it or heard of it yet. It doesn't have to do with grant money or 

football revenues." 

Syd affected pensiveness towards Grant, then said "You're probably right. 

But it is up there, and we put it up there." Syd turned to Grant and looked 

pleadingly. 

"Actually Syd, you, Teddy, and Sarah put it up there. I had nothing to do 

with it." 

"That's because you didn't meet us at my apartment that night Grant." 

"I was ou t , . . . wandering. It happens." 

"As always. Oh well, it still bodes well for the semester. Shall we enter 

the belly of the beast?" 

"Whatever you say" Grant replied, a little disturbed by Syd's quixotic 

fixation. 

Throwing open the dual doors and passing under the swinging sphinx, Syd 

and Grant entered the spacious center cavity of Thames Hall called the "Picadilly." 

Immediately noticeable under the elaborate, imported 1930's chandelier 

was Andrew Engels. Perched atop a makeshift soapbox in the center of the plaza 

area, under the vaulted ceiling, the squat figure shouted out "Jesus Christ was left-

handed! I have proof!" 

Surrounded by the classrooms and offices pertaining solely to the Honors 

classes, the Picadilly was the center of the Honors students' activity and base-camp 

for Andrew Engels. 



"Damn right it's important whether he was left-handed or not. You've been 

brain-washed into not caring about this stuff. That's why I'm here today!" Andrew 

crooned at the group gathered around him. 

Syd pressed his way through the throng and positioned himself right in 

front of Andrew. The majority of Andrew's crowd were new recruits to the 

program, or, the 'Wide-Eyed-Bumpkins' (WEBs for short) as the veterans called 

them. 

"What propaganda are you shovin' now Andrew?" Syd parlayed at 

Andrew probingly. 

"You wouldn't know 'propaganda* if you shit it every morning you neo-

academic . . . . But that can be changed. There's hope for one so deeply 

entrenched in the system as yourself. Join the fight. Choose now!" the poorly 

combed, razor-shy pygmy of a conspirator spoke to all via Syd. 

"Now you know I don't send donations without receiving any literature 

first Andrew. Come on, be a sport. Clue me in." 

The resident itinerant-social-reprobate of the university's Honors program, 

Andrew Engels licked his lips, relishing the opportunity to orate his propaganda. 

"Okay Syd. First of all, what was your SAT score?" 

"Above average," Syd replied skeptically. 

"Come on Syd, we promise not to worship you." 

"1270." 

"All right then. So by university standards, you're pretty bright, right?" 

"University standards? Sure. I'm a fuckin' genius," Syd exclaimed, 

contorting his mouth and voice in a mocking drawl. 

"You've published also, right?" Andrew queried a little more probingly. 

"Where's this going Andrew? You have a real problem this time or just 

wanted some attention?" 



"Believe me, I have a legitimate grievance, and you're the perfect example. 

So please, work with me." 

"all right. I've published. A little poetry here and there; locally most. And 

some short-fiction," Syd reluctantly replied. 

"Okay, what's your Social Security number?" 

"459-41-9007," Syd responded, a little curious. 

"Great. Now tell me your birthdate." 

"November Thirteenth." 

"Okay, Quickly. Your Driver's license number." 

A brief pause. Syd briefly stared towards the upper left-hand side of his 

eyes. Then carefully answering, "02207887." 

"And your place of birth." 

"What? Uh, Cape Giradeau, Missouri. Hurry up Andrew. Find a point." 

The members of the gathered crowd who were not already mesmerized by 

Andrew's exposition assented with Syd's demand by nodding their heads. 

"Now. What was the name of the Doctor who delivered you on November 

Thirteenth, in what year?" 

"Seventy-one. What was the question? What Doctor? I don't know. Find 

a point Andrew," Syd gruffly demanded. 

"Syd. All that I asked you could be found on either your driver's license or 

your birth certificate. Pretty simple documents which you ought to know, being 

personal stuff, right?" Andrew shot the last remark at Syd rhetorically. He could 

only nod his head in agreement. 

"But you couldn't recall all of that info immediately, could you, if at all?" 

"Apparently not, Andrew." 

"And why not Syd? I mean, here you are, an above average honors student 

with a 1270 SAT score who's published, and yet you struggle to recall some of this 



basic information. Why is that Syd?" Andrew asked, sounding his personal horn of 

rhetorical triumph. 

"Because it's not important to everyday, real life," a rather sharp, promising 

WEB volunteered from the crowd. His marble-white skin was smooth; it seemed 

almost uncut. 

"Exactly!" Andrew roared, looking directly at the WEB who responded. 

"It's nothing more than basic, post-facto information. Do you agree with 

me Syd?" Andrew asked. 

"It does lack relevance to the here and now, yes," Syd returned after brief 

deliberation, stressing the present tense. 

"Precisely. I mean, who cares how much you weighed at birth or whether 

it was natural or not compared to the question of whether you were wanted. Did 

your parents give a shit about your potentiality, or were you just a product defect? 

Did they read to you in the womb?" Andrew rattled on unabated. He faced Syd, 

fishing for some belying reaction. 

"Perhaps Andrew, if you have an actual sequence of logic to continue on, I 

suggest you finish it out now." 

"Fair enough. Now Syd, remember that last exam over John Stuart Mill's 

"Utilitarianism" in our ethics class last semester with Dr. Danish?" Andrew 

continued, extending his arms in such a way that his body seemed to actually loom 

out over the gathered throng. 

"Yeah. What about it?" 

"What was the very first question asked on that exam?" 

"Hmm. Didn't it ask who was Mill's father and Jeremy Bentham?" 

"Uh-huh. Well Syd. Don't you see?" Andrew asked in a warm fashion, 

kneeling down on the box a little to face Syd's eyes level. He resembled a parent 

explaining something obvious that a child refuses to accept. 
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After a moment of staring at Andrew sternly, Syd replied "No, I don't 

Andrew." 

"Yes you do! You just don't want to admit it. I am talking about the fact 

that we study involved subjects. Philosophies, literature, poetry. All of these are 

very deep, rich with meaning under the surface. A person cannot be expected to 

grasp it all immediately, but should be given time to understand and interpret the 

material. Am I wrong?" he shouted to the crowd with clenched fists. 

Most were quiet. Andrew's oratory had run too long for some to pay close 

attention. Syd stood still. The young man who had responded earlier fervently but 

ineloquently yelled "Hell no!" Others mildly bobbed their heads up and down. 

"So why do they test us every couple of weeks and ask us silly questions 

which have nothing to do with what we're reading? I'll tell you why. They're too 

busy researching and getting published to actually help us understand the 

importance of what we read. They want to see their names in print and to get big 

grants, so instead of helping us come to grips with the concepts and their 

implications in the books we read, they give us trivia and a little history they copy 

out of an encyclopedia. It's called a wild goose chase. They keep us occupied so 

that we don't come up with anything original which they must consider and prepare 

a thoughtful, time-consuming answer for. That's what I'm talking about. They're 

robbing you of your education." 

"Come on Andrew," Syd said with a level voice. "Just where do you get 

this? How can you ignore the importance of the fact that Mill was the son of 

James Mill, good friend of Jeremy Bentham. Mill was raised to be the perfect 

Utilitarian. It's vitally important to understand that. It explains the development of 

his ideas." 



"It is not important to understanding his treatise on Utilitarianism. Paying 

attention to that stuff detracts from the ideas he expressed in the text. Pay 

attention all. This is a matter of your future," Andrew called to whole crowd. 

"Wrong!" Syd said with a raised voice. "Knowing that Mill had a nervous 

breakdown at age twenty shows that Bentham's system was a bust. Mill realized 

that and re-evaluated it, writing his "Utilitarianism" to present his improvements to 

Utilitarianism. Deny the importance of that." Syd stood tensely firm, like a boy on 

the beach straining against the sand caving in under his feet in the tide. 

"I won't Syd, because I'm not here to argue over Mill. I'm here to start a 

movement to ban all testing in the honor's classes until the end of the semester. By 

making us focus on all those little details so that they only have to grade a simple 

scan-tron form or a short answer test, we're kept from looking at the books as a 

coherent entity. We focus on pedantic facts and miss the big picture. What's more 

important about a book? What the author wrote or the history of his life?" 

Syd stood pensively. 

"Ban all testing until the Final exam?" a girl near Syd asked. "And then 

have one big, 400 question exam or something?" she added, not following 

Andrew. 

"No. A large essay. Just like they do in good universities, like Harvard, 

Oxford, Rice. Over at those private schools, they attend lectures and seminars all 

semester long. They're not tested. They turn in one or two extended papers in 

which they analyze the meaning of the work, follow independent lines of inquiry, 

do something which personally interests them. Hell, over there they're allowed to 

question whether or not the author is right. Here, if you don't accept Locke's 

Second Treatise as the law, then you're branded a radical. My God, we're in a 

liberal arts honors program. We're not being trained to be stenographers. We 
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should have to write more and pencil in less!" Andrew roared. The group of 

WEBs responded to this remark by cheering. 

"That's what all this is about?" Syd choked. 

"Yes, and you helped me perfectly," he said to Syd. 

Turning to the crowd around him, Andrew said "All those who know that 

I'm right; who want to embrace what we study instead of hacking it to many little 

pieces; who want to be enriched by their experience. Please sign my petition here 

and give me your phone-number. I'll have a meeting later next week." Andrew 

passed the petition along and said to Syd, "I have your number." 

"I know. Little I can do about it." 

"Are you with me on this one, Syd?" 

After a short pause, "Call me and I'll come to the meeting" Syd answered 

through a slight frown. 

"All right then," Andrew said. "Excuse me, do you know how many trees 

are killed in a year to produce scan-tron sheets?" Andrew beamed as he corralled 

some new arrivals. 

Syd returned to Grant who had not ventured past the very outer fringes of 

Andrew's audience. 

"I feel like I have to take a shower." 

"Why do you deal with him Syd?" Grant asked with that strange shaking 

of his long blond hair; a sign of strong feeling. 

"I don't know. He's not a bad guy." 

"He's just always so.. . intense about things. I can't be around him." 

Genuine anxiety shone in Grant's eyes. 

"He's harmless Grant. Come on, we have to get to class." 
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Five minutes till Eight a.m. and already the classroom was filled with 

students. Various bodies ambled around the room garishly lit at night like a meat 

locker. 

As Syd and Grant paused in the doorway, a voice that could peel paint at 

thirty yards cried out "Sydney!" followed by a tiny-boned girl clad in a periwinkle, 

knit sweater and multi-color checkered spandex bottoms who flew from her desk 

and wrapped her arms around Syd's waist. 

"Oh Syd, it's so good to see you. Comment-allez vous, mon grandpomme 

de terre'V She spoke in a sensuous manner, her voice dragging across Syd's senses 

like warm water across dry skin; he tingled to hear. 

"Ditto, Shelly. What did you call me? a sturdy what?" 

"I'll tell you later; when you remember to ask. Hey Grant. Tues bien, 

N'est-ce pas?" 

"Less than brilliant, but not bad." 

"That's good, for you. Oh, I can't wait for Beard to get here. The gang's 

almost all here. Look. Sarah's in her usual corner," Shelley said, emphasizing a 

flannel-clad girl bent over an Amnesty International newsletter, her hair hanging 

wild over her face like the tendrils of a hanging fern. 

"Where's Teddy?" Grant asked. "He would never miss a chance to taunt 

Beard; especially since this is our last class with him." 

"You know Teddy. He can't live without a big entrance," Syd replied to 

Grant with a crooked smile. "He'll probably parachute naked into class or 

something. Nothing else would satisfy him." 

"Yeah. You're right. He'll be here." 

"Just chill guys. Beard will be here any minute. Oh, I can't wait!" Shelley 

said as she returned to her seat. Syd and Grant sat down in two seats in the front 

row, each flanking the center seat which was left empty. 
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After a time, the loud piston-rumblings of an oversized motorcycle swept 

into the classroom through an open window from the street outside. Grant and 

Syd immediately made eye contact. Syd gestured towards the window with his 

head. Grant straight-away ran to the window and peered out as Syd pulled out a 

folder and opened it to the first page. Grant pulled open the blinds institutionally 

lowered across the openings. The morning's light opened up its expanses, giving it 

some space. 

"It's him," Grant squeaked from the window. "He's got a big Harley. He's 

parked it right in front of the building, on the grass! Too cool!" He quickly sat 

back down. 

After a brief amount of time, preceded by plodding footsteps and some out 

of tune whistling from down the hall, Dr. Sam Beard entered the classroom. 

"Well, well, my little Fausts. Who's actually awake at this God-awful hour 

of the day?" the overweight man asked as he slid into the room, his black T-shirt 

emblazoned with the word "EASYRIDER" over a billowing American flag 

hanging untucked over his dull gray slacks. 

"Sam! We're ready to sell our souls, just make us an offer" Syd replied. 

Some in the class giggled. Others stared wide-eyed. 

"Ah yes. I see some familiar faces in here. Well shit. You think I would 

have taken care of that last semester, wouldn't you?" 

"You know what they say doc, we just keep on tickin'," Sarah said. 

"Well that's good to hear. Now, you know I was just kidding. I do care 

that you've returned to me and all that other crap. So let's get down to business." 

Dr. Beard pulled out a bandanna from his pocket and wiped the fresh perspiration 

from his brow, running the cloth up and over his greasy, shoulder-length gray hair. 
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"A couple important things before we begin. First of all, for those who are 

new, I'm Sam Beard. Second, and probably more important to know, what course 

is this?" 

"It's a great books of Western Culture survey, Dr. Beard," Grant answered 

matter-of- factly. 

"Oh, is it now? Well, is that what you want to learn?" the peculiar man 

wondered. 

"We want to learn what we don't know. Teach us the important things Dr. 

Beard," Shelley whined sarcastically. 

"Okay, enough now. Here's what we'll do. GOD it is too early for this," 

Beard said rubbing his eyes violently. "Read Homer's The Iliad for next week and 

we'll talk about it. What I also want you to do is to think about any books, poetry, 

essays, songs, movies, cultural rumors, and other graffiti which you want to gp 

over in this class. Bring it on Wednesday and we'll compose a syllabus. Any 

questions?" 

A girl with an extremely tight perm, almost plastic, on the front row 

hesitantly raised her hand. 

"Dr. Beard? Am I mistaken? Is this Great Books of Western Culture for 

the university's honors program?" 

"Well, now little girl. You probably are in some way mistaken, but this is 

the right course," the scraggly bearded man answered rocking awkwardly on his 

heels. 

"Well, that was easy. What else?" he said 

"Yeah!" a familiar student shot up, "do we have to meet at eight? I mean, 

it's so early. You don't like it, nobody likes it, and there's no place to go after class 

that serves beer this early. Can't we all agree to. meet later?" 
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"A valid question Syd with a two part answer. First, there's no problem 

with us meeting later at all. Just tell me when and where. The problem is that the 

higher powers have told me that I have to be here at eight a.m.. I'm not sure that 

they will go with us on an alternate meeting time. But I will look into it." 

"Sam," Grant meekly interjected. "Is it true that you went to Hawaii for 

Christmas?" 

"No. I just went to Hawaii." 

"All right. Why'd you go?" 

"Why are you wearing that shirt Grant?" 

"Come again." 

"O.K. Better yet, why do you have on that turquoise necklace? Or that 

ring?" 

"I, I don't see what you mean Dr. Beard," Grant said, his voice crackling 

like static. 

"Well, when you do, you'll have an answer to your question." 

Again the bulky man swathed the bandanna across his glistening wet 

forehead and scalp. The class sat quietly. 

"What else? No more questions? O.K. then, I'll start my song and dance 

now." 

Tucking the bandanna away and adjusting his pants in a hoola-hoop 

fashion, the unevenly large man began to lurch across the room on one leg in an 

erratic pattern, the other leg kicking impossibly to the side and both arms pumping 

an invisible bicycle pump. 

The sight, albeit not new, caused Syd to wonder whether John Belushi was 

really dead 

— and where did those sunglasses come from. 
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His body ceasing deliberate motions, Beard wheezed at the class "Everyone 

get that? No? All right, one more time." 

Again flailing his body heedlessly, Dr. Beard rocked back across the room 

flapping his arms violently. The same students who giggled earlier giggled again. 

Others were beginning to pack their bags. 

"How was I that time?" 

"Great Sam," Syd plainly said. 

"Pay attention now. I'm not being stupid for its own sake, not now at least. 

Dancing is important to me. It's a legitimate part of literature. Let me recite to 

you some lines from Joy Harjo's poem 'Remember.'" 

Remember that all is in motion, is growing, is you. 
Remember that language comes from this. 
Remember the dance that language is, that life is. 

Remember. 

"Not bad, eh? Language is the formal part of dance. The choreography. 

It's meant to express something. Life is the actual performance of the dance, and 

it's the progenitor of the dance. Language doesn't exist without living. Remember 

that! In this class we're not going to get too caught up in style and form, although 

we're not going to ignore it. But I want us to look at some different dances. 

We're going to look at the essence of a work: The horror that Sinclair felt, the 

penitence of Saint Augustine, the bleak optimism of Satre. If anything, I want you 

guys to walk out of here knowing a few steps yourself. That's all. Any 

questions?" 

The class was too awed to answer. 

"All right. Wow, I'm on a roll. Well, that's all for today. Bring in some 

ideas and titles on Wednesday, I'll do the same. Now get out of here." 
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Some students bolted immediately for the door. 

Standing in an orderly formation outside the door at 9:50 a.m., the small 

but increasing group went over final preparations. 

"Everyone's got De Amicitia, right?" Syd asked of the group. 

"Of course. Who would be masochistic enough to show up to 

D'Ammatto's class without it?" 

"Okay. Grant, how far have you translated?" 

"I'm into the second chapter, Syd. But I've really hammed up the 

translations by composing them in iambic pentameter, sort of, so it'll take at least 

half an hour to get through a paragraph." 

"Good Grant. I've got only the first chapter. But I've prepared a rebuttal 

to his interpretation of the shield scene from the Anead that we argued about at the, 

end of last semester. I'll be contradicting his divine allegory position and argue 

that the whole thing was a political propaganda exercise commissioned by 

Augustus. That too should eat up half the hour." 

"I've got up to the second chapter also, almost chapter three," Sarah 

interjected into Grant and Syd's glibness. "But as usual, it doesn't make sense, the 

words I've got. Complete gibberish. What if he doesn't fall for your looney 

translations Grant or your cynical interpretations Syd? He might try to get through 

all three chapters today and we're not ready. What do we do if that happens?" she 

asked with unassuming concern just as other members sifted into the preparatory 

collection of interested students. 

"We need Teddy. He can always come up with a great question to waste 

time, like that time he asked D'Ammatto what the etymological source of 

'filibuster' was?" Grant became so amused by the memory that he uncontrollably 

broke into his a strange giggle. 
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Other students, some from unfamiliar sections of Latin within the 

University, were beginning to file towards the room. One made a bold move as if 

to enter the room, but the three friends' formation effectively blocked anyone from 

opening the door. 

"Listen," Syd said, somewhat hurried by the encroachment of that one 

particular student. "Sarah, you start off translating if you can. D'Ammatto likes 

you more. Then I'll do some. Then you Grant since you're farther along. Milk it 

for what you can. If worst comes to worst and we can't stall him, I'll just have to 

translate impromptu." 

"Yeah Syd, you're good at that." Sarah agreed. 

"I don't understand two-thirds of the words I see when I do it. I just get 

the gist of the sentence and then follow that line of thought. Remember, I'm 

petitioning to receive a B.S. instead of a B.A.. Reap what you sow and all that." 

Just then an officious, primly dressed girl interrupted them, saying "excuse 

me, can we go in? It's two minutes to ten." 

"Trust me," Syd replied blankly while Shelley ostensibly eyed the girl's 

uncreased dress and leather briefcase unimpressedly. "Wait one more minute. He 

doesn't like people in the room until a minute before." 

"You've had him before? Oh Good. What's he like? Does he grade 

easy?" 

Syd and many others in the gathering crowd stared at her in amazement. 

"You've never had D'Ammatto before? He teaches all the Latin classes 

here." 

"Oh, I'm new. I'm a transfer from Texas Agriculture and Mechanical 

Sciences Academy," she said, her back straightening with the association of the 

top ten national powerhouse football school. 

"You are? Oh, that's wonderful. You must excuse our esotericism then." 
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"Your what?" 

"Uh huh. Could you excuse me for a second?" Syd asked, relief escaping 

from every pore of his body. "Don't worry everybody, we don't need to stall him 

today. You all can relax," he laboriously forced through a smirk to the group. 

"Well, it's a minute till. Please be the first to enter and greet the man himself." 

"Is he in there? He's been waiting all this time?" The girl asked amid 

spurted laughs and fake camouflage coughs. 

"Uh-hush. The man doesn't wait, he's just there." 

As she meekly stepped into the room, the remaining students filed in 

orderly and solemnly behind the girl, gripping her briefcase against her chest tightly 

as she leaned her head around the door. Retracting her head, she straightened up 

again, lowered her arms tightly to her side and strode in with a smile. Syd and the 

others assumed the typical two column formation of entrance and followed. 

Within, directly in front and facing the block rows of empty desks was 

situated a lone student chair-desk and man situated in a fashion which justified 

Syd's description of D' Ammatto. It was very difficult to discern just where and 

when the man and the chair separated identities, becoming two different objects, 

and it had been remarked numerous times from as far back as the distant-past that 

from a distance the sight is necessarily confused for a centaur paralyzed from the 

legs down, the useless limbs horribly shriveled and threatened by the immense size 

of their burden. 

As the students filed in before the being almost processionally, it made no 

movement of any sort acknowledging their presence; not even the involuntary 

blink of an eyelid betrayed awareness from the monolithic man. 

Seating themselves before the man, the students opened a little blue-

covered book and folders already written upon and waited. Time crawled by 
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intensely until, finally, the man's large hand opened up a blue-covered book which 

hadn't been immediately noticeable on the desk-top before him. 

As soon as the large, bald but commanding head raised itself to level its 

eyes on the gathering before it, almost all the students raised their hands, some 

emphasizing the hand with muffled noises. 

It opened its mouth. 

Q. Mucius augur multa narrare de C. Laelio socero suo memoriter et 

iucunde solebat nec dubitare ilium in omni sermone appellare sapientem. Ego 

autem a patre ita eram deductus ad Scaevolam sumpta virili toga, ut, quoad 

possem et lice ret, a senis latere numquam discederem. 

Finishing the lines although never having even glanced at the open book in 

his hands, the man's head pivoted around the room slowly, deliberately menacing, 

and suspiciously not-randomly until his eyes seemed to extend a few millimeter^, 

forward from their sockets and locked onto a particular student. 

"Ms. Marcham. Would you please begin," D'Ammatto asked of Sarah. 

"Yes Dr. D'Ammatto. Q. Mucius the augur was accustomed to narrating 

many things from memory and pleasantly about his own father-in-law Laelio," she 

breathed through a hesitant glance up. "Nor did he hesitate to call this man wise in 

all his speeches. Thus I was introduced by my father to Scaevola having put on 

the toga of manliness, that, as far as I could and it was permitted to me, I would 

never depart from the side of the old man." 

"Okay. Let's begin with that," D'Ammatto spoke as his face appeared to 

gain color and soften into a malleable surface. "What system of worship is this 

describing?" 

"Patrilineal ancestor worship, of course," Grant said. 

"Right. Now this first chapter is just an introduction by Cicero explaining 

his technique of presentation. He explains that, at the request of his friend, 
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Atticus, he has recorded his thoughts in this essay. But, instead of recording them 

directly, he is couching them into the mouths of this who's who list of famous old 

people of Rome. Why would Cicero want to attribute what we believe to be his 

own words to dead, or at least extremely aging, persons?" 

"Modesty?" Syd said trying not to sound smug. 

"Modesty from Cicero? That's almost as likely from him as from you Syd. 

Why not just give it straight?" 

"Well, Romans held that the aged accumulated wisdom, so naturally he 

would only record wise things which he had heard from the old, almost as a kind 

of show of respect" Sarah offered. 

"Sure. But is Cicero one in his other works to shine light on others over 

himself?" 

"Not really," Grant replied through a tilted head, a habit which some 

attributed to collecting his wits. 

"O.K. Remember that Cicero was one of the few senators who wasn't 

born in the Patrician class. He managed to gain all of his offices through force of 

rhetoric and popularity. To some he was a dangerous force," D'Ammatto 

cajoled, trying not to lead the students too far. 

At that moment the prim girl sharply raised her hand. She spoke before 

D'Ammatto acknowledged her. 

"Excuse me. Hi. I'm sorry to interrupt you. My name's Michelle Munder. 

This is my first day in your class and I have a few questions. First of all, I don't 

know what it is you're doing right now since it's my first day, but what has all that 

got to do with Latin?" 

The silence was profound. 
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Gently and deliberately, D'Ammatto began to reply to her. "Excuse me. 

Are you saying that it's your first day of Latin? In that case you have the wrong 

class. You want . . . ," he again almost got off before she interrupted again. 

"Oh no," she began. "It's not my first day of Latin. It's my first day at this 

University. I'm a transfer from Texas Agriculture and Mechanical Sciences 

Academy." Again the slight stiffening of the back. 

"And I'd like a copy of the syllabus for the semester plus some information 

on your grading policies, like whether the tests are multiple choice or not and is 

the curve a straight or bell?" 

D'Ammatto closed the little book, leaned both arms up on the desk, and 

intangibly began crowding her. Syd regretted that there were no round tables to 

turn over as everyone cleared the hell out of the way. 

"I think you ask all the wrong questions young lady. What counselor sent, 

you here? This class is taught in conjunction with the University honors program, 

and we don't generally encourage people outside of the program to take this 

course. I have the feeling that you want to enroll in the vocabulary development 

class which I teach out of this department. In that class the concentration is on the 

semantics and etymology of Latin. Here, we consider the language a holistic 

catalogue of the Roman civilization. Translation is just the beginning. I bear you 

no ill-will young lady, but I feel that you will be happier in the other class." 

"Yes, well. I have a question first. Does that other class show up on an 

academic transcript as a course in Latin or as vocabulary development," her 

question struck out like a point-blank bullet. 

"Admittedly, it shows up as a vocab development course." 

"Well then, I simply can't take that. You see, good medical schools pay 

little attention to 'vocabulary development' courses. I need to be in a 'Latin' 

course, and regardless of what program this course is taught with, you cannot keep 
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me from taking it." D'Ammatto sat for a moment looking at the girl. She exuded 

a resolutness which was beginning to crowd Syd. 

"You are quite correct young lady. I could not withhold you from taking 

this course even if I did desire to. But I must ask you to remember two things. 

First, regardless of the differences in how they prepared you where you came from, 

you must complete this course at least on a par with these other students." 

"Of course," she interrupted him yet again, not masking her displeasure at 

him. "And?" 

"That your decisions belong only to you, the curse and boon of humanity" 

D'Ammatto said as the book again appeared in his hands, already open. 

"An agreement between us then," he continued. 

She remained silent. 

"Now, let's continue from where Ms. Marcham finished. And Mr. 

Marshall," D'Ammatto said to Syd without looking away from the book. 

"Don't raise your hand for now. You are to translate the last half of 

Chapter two at the end of class today." 

"Yes Dr. D'Ammatto," Syd replied, staring intently at his book partly to 

get a head-start on the chapter but also to not risk eye contact. 

Somehow, fate contrived perfect concordance between the minute-hand 

clicking on D'Ammatto's watch and Syd's utterance of the last syllable of Cicero's 

chapter two; somehow, most were not surprised. 

D'Ammatto closed his book as Syd attempted to casually wipe away at the 

sweat on his wrinkled brow. Immediately, as if in response to a spoken command, 

the students but one packed up and exited the room in a reverse of the entrance 

processional. 
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Outside the door, Syd and Grant waited as the procession continued past 

them. From within they heard Michelle Munder ask "what's the assignment for 

Wednesday?" 

Syd and Grant waited outside the door until Shelley and Sarah exited. 

"Grant and I are going to Kim's, you guys interested?" 

"Of course," Shelley whined, again attaching herself around Syd's waist 

effortlessly. "You're not allowed to eat without me, remember?" 

"Oh, I thought that I couldn't breathe without you. Thanks for reminding 

me." Finally breaking from his non-participation, Grant addressed Sarah directly. 

"What about you Sarah. We need to catch up and see what's all going on 

and around, he?" 

"Sorry guys, but I can't make lunch with you guys today. I'm volunteering 

down at FEMA so the regulars can have lunch." 

This was followed by a moment of unconcerting silence during which Syd 

and Shelley disjoined and Grant wispily replied "wow." 

"That's great that you're doing that Sarah. How dedicated," Shelley said, 

putting what appeared to be a comforting hand on Sarah's forearm. 

"Yeah, well, you guys have fun talking, and I'll go with you guys another 

time." 

Within Kim's Diner, the university's last hang-out first/restaurant second 

establishment nearby, impossibly matched, unidentifiable wall colors provided the 

background for time's accumulation of dust which itself provided the backdrop for 

a ludicrous collection of photographs of notable persons, old movie posters, and 

other objects of ostensible although dubious cultural and intellectual relevance. 

The little group from Thames ordered food and sat down at their 

customary table under a tattered poster of "The Misfits." 
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"I think Beard looked healthy today" Shelley declaimed warmly. 

"You're right," Grant affirmed. "He seems to have lost some weight. I 

don't think that he's danced with so much vigor before." 

"And," Shelley interjected. "His left eye no longer twitches all the time. 

What do you think Syd?" 

"He definitely looks less corporal. But what I noticed the most was that he 

didn't sweat half as much as usual. It was amazing." 

"Yeah, you're right." 

"I guess Hawaii was a good thing for him. What a way to spend your 

break" Grant offered. 

"Speaking of spending your break guys," Shelley interrupted. "I began to 

translate Madame Bovary over mine." 

"But you did that last year Shelley," Syd commented. 

"Yes. But last year I translated it into the English. This year I'm going to 

translate it back into the French. Qu'est-ce que tu pense? Je suis un balloon 

rouge?" 

"That's great" Grant said with admiration. "And then see how close you 

came to Flaubert?" 

"No. Not really. What about you Grant?" 

"Oh, I spent most of the vacation looking at brochures of a University at 

Amsterdam. Not much else." 

"Are you going to study there?" Syd asked. 

"I don't know. It's real nice and I'd love to be in Europe for a year." 

Grant's eyes dilated for a moment and his head lolled to one side, then "I sure 

would like to study in Amsterdam." His voice had the quality of emanating from 

the other side of an inch-thick wall of water. 
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Snapping his head back, his eyes clearing, Grant turned to Syd. "What 

about you, Syd?" 

"Oh, I did nothing really. Well, I spent most of the time looking at 

Graduate schools." 

"Ohhh. Well, Syd. Where are you going" Shelley said with a wink at 

Grant. 

Syd was silent, as if reflecting on something. "To be honest, I'm not sure 

anymore." 

Shelley stopped grinning immediately. 

"What happened to 'Berkeley or bust'?" Grant asked. 

Still possessing the absent look of reflection, Syd turned to Grant and said, 

"It's not a matter of the schools themselves. Actually, I'm considering different 

departments." 

Shelley made a noise similar to when a person is hit by surprise in the 

stomach whereas Grant didn't flinch as if he had not even heard Syd. 

"What do you mean 'different departments'?" Grant finally asked. 

"I mean that," Syd began, regaining a focused expression. "I'm not sure I 

want to do an M.A. in literature is all. Maybe Anthropology or Sociology or 

something." 

"What!" Shelley said. "Why? You're like, the best books. You dig 

through all that symbolic stuff for meaning like no one else. You've been so 

excited about going to Berkeley, why would you switch now?" 

"I don't know. I haven't lost my love of literature or anything drastic like 

that. I'm just" he paused unsure, "toying with options, that's all." 

They sat in a merciful silence for a minute, each looking at one and then the 

other intermittently. Soon their meals were brought out and placed in front of 

them. 
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Just as Syd and Shelley began to eat, Grant timidly spoke. 

"I'm shocked." 

Very late that night, located off-center on a lone end table near the center 

of Syd's living room, a squat, blue candle burned dimly on a kettle-black holder. 

No other lights were on as Syd sat just within range of the candle's light. Next to 

his feet on the floor rested a stack of worn books. 

He held one book tightly in his hands, looking so tensely at the pages that it 

appeared as if he meant to look through them to something else. Sweat glistened 

on his body, the muscles of which seemed very taught although he sat at rest. 

After some time, having turned several pages, Syd closed the book and let 

it down to the pile on the floor. His body lost a little of its tension as if every 

muscle of his shrugged. He lowered his head into his palm and stared at the tiny 

flame. 

He occasionally blinked his eyes, looking more intensely as if he saw 

something else, just for a moment. 

After a drawn out minute of this exercise, Syd extended his hand towards 

the flame and squeezed the flicker with his dry fingers. 

SOARING 

The next Monday, as Dr. Beard tapped-danced in front of the class to 

demonstrate the rhythm of Dactylic hexameter used in both of Homer's 
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masterpieces, The Iliad and The Odyssey, explaining between the exaggerated 

gyrations of his unsymmetrical body the emphasis on the first syllable of each 

metrical foot, a pronounced commotion commenced. 

Caught on one foot in mid-step, looking like a silly cupid statue in a 

fountain, Beard was interrupted by what seemed to be the door coming off its 

hinges as it burst open. 

"Play that funky music white boy. I guess all that LSD flashback stuff I've 

heard about is true, eh Dr. B?" Theodore Churchill announced to the whole class, 

striding (strutting?) into the classroom as in a cheap B-movie fanfare scene. 

"Oh God-Damnit, not you again," slid out of Dr. Beard's mouth like 

unexpected phlegm. 

"Yeah! My mom said the same thing when I told her I signed up for your 

course." Their relationship had never been a warm one. But it also lacked the 

frost covered posturing many students associated with professor-student 

companionship. It was a genuine 

companionship between them; they savored it like two schoolboys at recess enjoy 

punching each other in the arm. 

"Christ Churchill, you're worse than jock-itch, you know that? Irritating 

you just makes it worse and medicine only gets rid of you for a couple months." 

Dr. Beard said this just then putting the other foot on the ground. 

"You're looking great too Dr. B-mer. Where do I sit?" Churchill said this 

savoring the obviousness of the answer. 

"Well Gee, I don't know. Let's see. A student usually sits according to 

their personality. People who are just taking the class because it's required and 

don't want to be bothered sit in the middle area. The real students with an 

occasional idea always sit in the back. Sycophants and no talent ass-kissers camp 

out on the front row." 
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"So how about it B, where do I belong?" 

"Middle seat, front row. Now sit down and leave me alone." 

Exalting in his ascribed social position, Churchill ceremoniously planted his rear 

in the middle seat of the first row and blew a sardonic air-kiss at Dr. Beard as the 

man again began to dance. 

"Great to see you Teddy! Where in the underworld have you been for the 

last week," Syd asked, grasping Theodore's hand after class and pumping it 

violently like a jack-hammer in that male ritual of reunion. 

"Kebran and I went to New York and tried to get in the audience of the 

Rush Limbaugh show." Teddy's dry, matter-of-fact delivery formed the perfect 

dichotomy with Syd's ejaculated response. 

"Rush Limbaugh? What gives Teddy. Don't you normally refer to him as 

'Jus Limburger?'" Syd asked, dropping Teddy's hand. 

"Don't be so linear Syd. Of course I still think that the man is conservative, 

rectal licking pond-scum. I puke watching his propaganda show. SEE! That's 

why Kebran and I wanted on; to reek havoc on his set so that he couldn't finish the 

show for the day." 

"Well, did you succeed my liberal kamikaze?" Syd, an occasional political 

terrorist himself, glowed at the prospect. 

"No. Would you believe that they run a check on you and ask to sign a 

statement of good faith?" Teddy shot rhetorically at the whole world. 

"Bullshit! So what did you two do instead?" 

"Spit on his limo and watched Phantom of the Opera. I liked it allot." 
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"A whole week Teddy. Just to catch up with the work alone will be 

impossible. But how are you going to convince him to even acknowledge that you 

exist?" Sydney postulated to Churchill on the way to their ten a.m. Latin seminar. 

"He won't be able to deny my existence, believe me," Theodore assured 

Syd. 

"You know what I mean. He's a task-master. You're a week behind us. 

He might not want to waste the time on you." 

"Don't concern yourself Syd. I'm going to go in there and tell him the truth 

about. .." 

"But do you know how to tell the truth?" Syd interrupted genuinely. 

"No matter. People are more likely to swallow a polished apple rather than 

one picked fresh from the tree. Either way, it's the same apple" Churchill said 

grasping Syd's shoulder for emphasis. "I'll just do what I do best," he said as they 

reached the threshold of the classroom. 

Passing through the doorway to room 317 together, Syd immediatley 

detached himself from Teddy's side. 

"HEY Professori. How ya' Doin'?" 

Imperially sitting in a tiny wooden chair, Dr. Antony "The Claw" 

D'Ammatto looked up at Churchill without response. 

"Last semester. This Room. Teddy C. Remember?" Teddy interjected 

calmly into the empty space where D'Ammatto's answer should have been. 

"Yeah, that's the problem. You were here LAST semester. This is a 

different one." 

"I know I'm late, by two weeks even. I had an interesting Christmas. But 

Hey! Somebody has got to go stand up to these damn Republicans and tell them 

where to. . ." 
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"Bastal" D'Ammatto ordered slamming his open palm on the table. "It's 

not a matter of where you were. I'm teaching a class you understand. And I 

respect you students by showing up everyday prepared. But you have to respect 

me too. And by missing two weeks and just now showing up all smiles Churchill, 

that's disrespectful. You don't respect me," the robust man said with all the 

disinterested seriousness that a judge delivers a life sentence. "You don't respect 

me!" 

Cautiously observing the scene from his front row seat, Syd wondered if it 

was a figment of his imagination that D'Ammatto was speaking and exhaling at the 

same time and that he also could hear mandolins playing traditionally somewhere. 

Suspended in the room's tension like a fly in amber, Churchill faced 

D'Ammatto grimly for a second and then made his move. Falling straight to his 

knees before D'Ammatto, Teddy grasped his left hand and kissed the plastic pinkie 

ring, saying "please forgive me. I didn't mean to disrespect you. I'll fix it up right, 

I promise. You have to give me another chance. I'll show you." 

Some of the students in the class who had never had Dr. D'Ammatto before 

stared at the spectacle in intense bewilderment. Some were even beginning to fill 

out drop-slips. 

Without flinching at Teddy's numerous kisses on the smallest of his huge 

fingers, D'Ammatto retracted the hand and said "you're a gutsy little finglio de 

putana. Maybe I'll let you stay. But you have to do two things for me." 

"Whatever you want D'Ammatto." Teddy calmly and obediently replied. 

"First, you're going to translate chapters one, two, and three of Cicero's De 

Amicitia and meet me in my office on Friday before class so that you'll be caught 

up with the rest of us. O.K.?" 

"Of course professori," Teddy said still on his knees. 
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"Second, and the more important, to prove your devotion, I'm going to 

have to give you 'the claw.'" Teddy's response to this demand came quickly but 

not with his usual blind swiftness. 

"If that's what itll take, then do it." Teddy got up off his knees and 

stoically prepared for the test. 

Rising, not swiftly yet with a certain amount of anticipation, Dr. 

D'Ammatto maneuvered his imposing frame directly opposite of Teddy's, 

threatening to engulf it. When D'Ammatto began to roll up his sleeves, some 

portion of the class actually began to feel afraid for the valiant student. 

"Churchill," the aged juggernaut said grasping Teddy's forehead in his right 

hand, "do you really want to be in my Latin class this semester?" The last syllable 

had not left D'Ammatto's mouth when he used his left arm to support his right one 

and lifted Teddy almost a foot off the ground by his temples. 

". . . Yes professori. Please let me . . stay." Churchill said, his words as 

suspended in air as his own body. 

"Okay Churchill, but don't be late again. Grab a seat." 

It was over. Teddy was gently lowered, and D'Ammatto returned to his 

tiny chair, sublimely appearing to meld with it. Sitting down next to Sydney, 

Teddy congratulated himself and began wondering how long he would have red 

marks on his temples. 

Unobserved to Teddy, three students went up to Dr. D'Ammatto and had 

him sign their drop-slips. Syd and others noticed that Michelle Munder was not 

one of them. 

"God Damnit, we've got to polarize the issues here and get some 

opposition going you guys. This place is completely dead," Teddy berated the 

group gathered around the table at Kim's Diner. 
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Those who bothered to look up from their meals didn't pay him actual 

attention but instead stole surreptitious glances at one another, not suppressing 

warranted smirks. 

"It's already the second week and you guys should have armed insurrection 

planned along with other spontaneous eruptions of justice and the human spirit god 

damnit." This time Churchill emphasized his ire with a fist on the table with which, 

since it landed so conveniently, he picked up his fork and took a bite out of his 

pre-cooled meal. The experienced staff at Kim's knew it was a waste to actually 

serve him hot food. 

"Gee, Teddy," Syd protested. "Grant and I can't polemicize with the 

pontificates like you. But we have organized a forum discussion on the inherent 

evil of those 'where's the beef jokes.'" Shelley and Grant giggled while Sarah 

sipped her cup of coffee. 

"Har Har my fully-scholorshiped member of Apathetic State U. We have a 

moral obligation to facilitate the public clashing of opposing viewpoints. That's 

the whole purpose of a university you guys, to provide an arena for the disputation 

of ideas so that truth can be gleaned from the struggle." 

Teddy glared at them accusingly. They sat quietly absorbing his intended 

affect, the routine a familiar and well-rehearsed one among the group. 

Finally, Syd spoke up as the collective's devil's advocate. 

"Ahem, I thought that you went to college to get an education Teddy, so 

that you could get a job." 

"Not so! If all you want are job skills, then the last place you should go to 

is a university. Go to Devry and get that vocational training, but don't come to a 

university because there so much more expected of you. You'd be better off there 

if all you want are job skills because you would be able to concentrate on your 

field one-hundred percent of the time. There's so much distraction here that it 
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takes twice as long to learn the same amount, and you're unfocused towards your 

training. 1 mean, if your goal is solely to acquire a skill to get a job, does it not 

seem utterly illogical to minimize your ability to learn a job skill effectively while 

maximizing your time learning it, all at personal cost?" 

Teddy menacingly took another bite of his meal and then violently yanked 

the fork from his mouth and pointed the instrument at Shelley. The abrupt 

movement startled her into saying "sure." 

"Depends on your motivation first of all. But what are you getting at about 

the differences between a university and a trade-school Teddy? You make it 

sound like attending a university is a very impractical thing," Syd continued to 

postulate to Teddy. 

"Exactly. It is an extremely impractical method of learning a skill, and 

there lies the difference. The unique advantage a university offers is the chance tp 

interact with others of opposing viewpoints, and that is all. If a student is not 

interested in dealing with the opposing viewpoints of others, then they should 

simply apprentice themselves in the field they want to work in. Ultimately, a 

student pays tuition fees simply to be around other students. Therefore, there is an 

obligation to bring about discussion on issues so that students can see the different 

aspects of them and gain a more clear perception of what truth could be. Wrong 

opinions and ideas will yield to correct facts in an argument, but they must be 

brought to the public's attention for it to make a difference!" Teddy had begun to 

perspire between the constant flux of orating and masticating. The others, 

between the occasional good natured rolling of the eyes, grew more interested 

with the direction of the discussion. 

"But there's a fundamental flaw in your argument Teddy. Tu es une 

stupide bananeShelley animatedly retorted. 

"And what's that?" 
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"Silly," she exclaimed through a gaping look of humorous disbelief. 

"There's no such thing as a right or wrong opinion. One person's opinion is just 

as valid as another's." 

"Oh god, don't give me that relativistic crap. Are you trying to tell me that 

there is no such thing as Truth?" 

"Of course there's 'truth' Teddy, but it's not an either/or kind of thing that 

you debate about and decipher on the spot. You don't corral truth like some poor 

animal and then charge people to trot around on it for a while. It's a principle 

applicable towards all opinions or facts. The truth is above argument Teddy." 

"Yeah, whatever. But nevertheless, can you say then that all 

argumentation over issues is futile?" 

"No of course not. All I'm saying is that I don't agree with what you said 

about there being correct arguments and opinions; the rest sounds okay to me.", 

"Then please could you refrain from needlessly sidetracking me? Now 

where was I?" 

"My fellow Americans," Syd Nixoned with upraised v-signs. 

"Can it. What I'm screaming at you lethargic baboons about is that we as 

students have an obligation to conceive and argument different issues to help 

round out our general understanding, right? And we as advanced students have an 

even greater obligation to help promote public conflagration on issues, doing our 

damnedest to get in the faces of regular students to help promote the former 

process. And what the hell have you been doing or not doing while I've been 

gone!" Teddy again abruptly lowered his fist on the table and polished off the last 

visible piece of his meal in the same motion. 

As Teddy glared at the grouped, Syd looked at Grant and used his own 

fork to expose some remaining food covered up on Teddy's plate. 
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"Uhm, why aren't 'regular' students capable of doing this for themselves? 

I mean, you make it sound as if they are completely incapable of doing any 

thinking for themselves. To be honest Teddy, you sound like you are going to 

properly educate all of those heathens yourself. It almost seems demagogic," Syd 

asked grinning. 

"Listen, it's not that they are incapable. What I am saying is that most 

regular students don't have the outlet for this kind of rationalization process that 

we do. Business students don't have time to chat about the categorical imperative 

in their statistics course. Music students can't interrupt a jury to ask the jurors 

whether or not existentialism actually has philosophical implications. And it's not 

their fault. Are any of us intimately aware of issues that are a daily demand of 

other fields? No, of course not. I couldn't tell you jack about the relationship 

between interest rates and fiscal growth or the foundation of atonal composition. 

We're lucky that all of our fields of study revolve around the humanistic ideal of 

learning, and therefore we naturally must address what is the t ru . . . , I mean issues 

pertaining to truth" Teddy bowed his head towards Shelley. 

"So it's only natural to me that we have an obligation to establish a forum 

where issues can be debated by those students who are willing to. I don't desire to 

compel attendance or anything like that. But I do feel that I should help people in 

more technical fields to get a chance to be around other people who are interested 

in the kind of learning that is more than just their classes." Teddy's last comment 

was followed by the first genuine silence of the afternoon. 

After an amount of time in which it seemed everybody tried hard to do 

nothing, Sarah took another sip of her coffee and spoke. 

"I like debates. If you're serious, then what we should do is canvas people 

we know to see what's topical, what could draw 'regular' (Sarah seemed a little 

uncomfortable with the word) students' attention. Then we should try to find 
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some recognized authorities, probably professors, to give a brief talk on the issue. 

After that I think that the students who attended would naturally begin Teddy's 

process, and we could open up the floor to questions. It could all be taken care of 

in a couple of hours. How's that sound?" 

Tender silence answered Sarah's suggestion. 

"I mean, it wouldn't really be too difficult to organize if everybody did a 

little. Is that what you had in mind Teddy?" 

"Yeah, that's what I mean to bring about. I'm just surprised that you guys 

haven't done it yourselves already," Teddy said, meekly shoving his plate away 

from him, appearing to have lost his appetite. 

"I guess that it just takes a leader to set things in motion Teddy. Next 

week when we meet, I'll be glad to carry out your decisions on how we should 

approach this forum discussion group." 

"Great, thanks Sarah." 

"But right now," Sarah said sipping the small remaining portion of her 

coffee. "I need to leave. See you guys on Wednesday." 

After Sarah's swift departure, a brief interlude of silence ensued which was 

eventually broken by the increased agitations of Grant. Finally. 

"You know Teddy. I get along with you pretty well. But it's times like 

now when you get a l l . . . . INTENSE. I mean, you're not wrong that we ought 

to be doing this, but why do you have to pour so much energy into it man. We are 

totally behind you on this premise, but must you go into your terminator-mode?" 

"I'm afraid so Grant. With me, it's not a matter of how much it takes to 

get there, but instead I operate like a burnt-out speed-freak looking to lap myself." 

"Speaking of freaks," Shelley interrupted, desiring to avoid another 

window for a Teddy tirade. "I understand that Andrew was recently spotted 

perched atop the big eagle statue next to administration, ranting directly at the 
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Chancellor's window about pushing a conservative agenda supported by the 

religious right. Somehow he tied the growing Greek system here and football to it 

all. To top it off, I understand that he kept reading from some rolled up scroll or 

something to the effect that "The lord said 'verily I shall erect a pillar of fire 

between the church and state. Let no man paint the ivory tower green, lest he 

sacrifice my truth for his benefit.'" 

"What the hell is he doing that for" Teddy spat. Shelley laughed at her 

own recollection while Grant slightly shook his head. Syd initially looked puzzled. 

"That's strange. What happened to his drive to end standardized testing in 

the Honors program? I haven't heard anything else about it since last week." 

Syd's sincere wonder drew looks of disbelief from the others. 

"You must be playing a phenomenal joke Syd," Teddy shot out in partial 

disbelief and disgust. "How in Hades can you even entertain the notion that 

Andrew actually means any of the crap he does?" Teddy appeared very agitated, 

unintentionally slamming down his fists, much quieter than before, but with more 

effect. 

"C'mon Teddy. Lighten up. Just because he steals some of your rhetorical 

thunder doesn't mean you should immediately drub him a charlatan." 

"That is a strawman argument Syd. He is a self-aggrandizing demagogue 

wanna-be." 

"That's not exactly so. He inight have a difficult time following through on 

many things, but still, he is trying to make things happen. They are real ideas." 

"Oh Syd," Shelley whined, scooting her chair next to him and lying her 

head on his shoulder. "You haven't fallen under his spell have you?" 

"They're right Syd. There is something hollow about his arguments. It's 

all adrenaline and no logic sequence. It all seems to be based on power." Grant's 

concern overshadowed the others'. 
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"He doesn't care about change or a cause Syd. He uses those ideas to win 

followers who worship him. Every year he begins with a big apocalyptic 

monologue and recruits WEBs who become his little thugs. Half drop out and the 

others just become irritants." 

Syd folded his hands, right over left fashion, and focused his stare directly 

forward, all without betraying a sound. The others allowed his withdrawal, a 

common practice of his when confronted with cognitive dissonance. 

Shelley slowly extended her doll-like arm and perched her hand like a small 

bird on his shoulder. Teddy remained stern; Grant sat passively. 
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There was only a fraction of a second's worth of the sound of squeaking 

wheels before Beard burst through the door of the classroom at 8 a.m. perched 

horrifically atop a red wheelbarrow, one leg on, the other pushing. He steered 

through a few of the desks in the classroom asking "anyone got a chicken?" A 

sheet of perspiration began to fall from his forehead onto the wagon, forming a 

glaze of moisture; he raced with the wagon back out the door. 

Immediately re-entering without the wagon, he closed the door as far as it 

could (the hinges having become even more distorted from this plus Teddy's 

earlier entrance), saying "it only works if you have a chicken or two." 

He turned to the class and rubbed his eyes. 

"Sorry Syd. Official word is that we're going to be meeting here at eight, 

and that roll WILL be taken also." Syd and others consciously muffled moans of 

disappointment. 

"Now to continue, we are going to begin Plato's The Republic today. I 

asked you only to read the allegory of the cave though because it prepares you for 

the basis of the entire history of thought from there onwards, or so I am told." 

Beard reached around his back, apparently searching for something. He 

pulled out several items and arranged them on the desk which he touched for the 

first in the semester. 

"all right everybody. Get up and gather around. I want you to look at 

what I've got here." The first item on the desk was a silhouette of a young man 

with short hair, on the lower right corner "Samuel Beard, 1956" was written. 

Next to it was a caricature of Beard with a grossly large head, a hot dog in one 

hand and a beer and METS pennant in the other, winking at a tragically well-

endowed girl in a bikini walking by; it read "CONEY ISLAND, 1971" across the 

top. Next to caricature was a Polaroid photo of Beard sitting on a lawn chair in 
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some park, a paper plate of food on his lap and a beer in his hand. Scrawled in ink 

on the bottom was "FACULTY PICNIC, 1993." 

"O.K.," Beard said, positioning himself at the edge of the desk next to the 

Polaroid. "Big test coming up to see just how mega-smart you honors kids are. 

Can you detect any theme or similarity between these three items and myself 

here?" 

. He straightened up, arms at his sides, and stared straight ahead, attempting 

not to blink but unable to cease sweating for two. 

"Tragic misconceptions about fashion?" Teddy said. 

Beard stared straight ahead, not responding. 

"'Just Say No?" Syd offered, to which Beard slightly shook his head. 

"It's a Weight Watchers ad, only backwards. Right?" Shelley squeaked in-

between epileptic giggles. 

"No," Beard grunted, puffing out his cheeks. "I guess my hunch about you 

guys is right." 

A few younger students became alarmed by Beard's apparent exasperation. 

"The theme is you Dr. Beard," one called out nervously. 

Beard relaxed his pose. "Yes. You are correct. So let's now talk about 

the pictures' relationship towards one another, all the while keeping in mind 

Plato's allegory of the cave. Any thoughts?" 

The class stared between the pictures and Beard, but no one ventured a 

guess. 

"Dumb question I guess," Beard scoffed. 

"I don't see any connection whatsoever between this stuff and Plato," 

Teddy complained. "Plato's allegory of the cave is about Truth and where you 

find it." 
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"O.K. class, Mr. smartypants here has ventured a guess about the text. 

Remarks? Comments? Disdain?" Beard almost appeared to be pleading with the 

class. There was evident in many's eyes an unwillingness to take issue against 

Teddy. 

"Well sure it's about Truth" Shelley broke out daringly. "But Teddy is 

warping it to fit his belief that Truth is one-size-fits-all." 

"You would say that," Teddy spat. "'One man's garbage is another man's 

Truth.'" He mimicked her whiny voice very well. 

"And of course you would disagree." 

"Now stop snipping at one another and discuss the differences between 

your interpretations," Beard chided, shaking his finger at them. 

"We already have," Shelley said. 

"Right Beard. She's a relativist and I believe in Truth. It's that simple." 

"Oh gee Teddy. I guess you guys have explored all the possibilities. 

Right? So let's adjourn for the day." Shelley and Teddy shrunk a little. 

"O.K. Let's begin, as a class, with what Teddy said. Is it the Truth, the 

whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth?" 

"Yes" Teddy said. 

"No" Shelley replied. 

"Both" Beard growled. "Now get with the program kids." 

"Both?" Grant asked. "How can that be. They both believe the exact 

opposite of the other." 

"Now wait a second guys. You're going to have to work with me on this. 

I'm not here to fill in your blanks. Teddy has said that the allegory of the cave is 

one about Truth and two about where you find it. All those who agree with the 

first part, that in any 
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way, shape, or implication the allegory is concerned with Truth, raise your hand." 

Most of the students raised their hands. 

"O.K. Now all those who disagree, raise your hands." This time no 

students raised their hands. 

"Oh come on. You had to have read the assignment. It's only thirteen 

pages long. Either you think it is about Truth or it's not. So either give an 

opinion or guess, but don't just goddamn sit there. Is it Truth or not?" Beard 

bellowed. 

The entire class raised their hands. 

"Eloquence begets acquiescence," Teddy muttered. 

"O.K. What's Plato's take on the Truth. Teddy, you seem to have an 

opinion or two about this. Try not to do too much damage." 

"The majority of the world believes reality to be one thing, in the allegory , 

it's the shadows on the wall. These are false. True reality exists outside the cave, 

in the sun. But only a few can determine this." 

"Discuss" Beard grunted at the class. 

"What about the objects on the track which project the shadows from the 

fire's light?" Shelley asked. 

"They're just as false as the shadows on the wall. I mean, sure it's more 

noble when a person manages to break away from his natural-born condition of 

ignorance and attempts at Truth. But the fact of the matter is that the objects are 

not what's real. Reality is ultimately outside the cave." 

"I don't know Teddy. I'm not positive, but it seems to me that there is 

allot of middle ground between the chained people and outside the cave" Grant 

pondered. "The shadows are not equal to the objects that cast them." 

"Wow!" Beard chuckled. "This is great. You guys can be so good at this! 

Let's recap for a second. Teddy says that, of this various collection of shadows, 
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objects, and landscape, there is a difference in value of reality. Yet Grant claims 

that although there is a difference between them, there is also some amount of 

relationship of degree. Wow! Let's keep all that in mind and look at the pictures 

on the desk." 

The students peered at the pictures on the desk with a renewed interest, 

like the simple people transfixed by TV magicians hoping to catch the sleight-of-

hand. 

"They're different pictures of you O Bearded One," Teddy said. 

"True. So we've established that they're all about me. Are they all the 

same?" 

"No," Shelley said. "One's a silhouette, one's a caricature, and one's a 

Polaroid." 

"And don't forget that I'm here on the end, part of the collection," Beard 

added. 

"So, with me as the theme in a variety of different forms, what relation do you 

guess this has with the allegory of the cave?" 

Syd imagined he could feel some strange force sucking all of the sound out 

of the room, actually increasing the silence in volume. 

"Hmmm. That's O.K. guys, I'm asking allot of you. Let's give you a hint. 

I think that if you invert a famous little saying, then you'll have an idea of where 

you need to begin: 'Can't see the trees for the forest.'" Beard looked around the 

classroom. "That help?" Still no response. 

"Teddy began by saying Truth. The allegory was about Truth, and I agree 

that he was right if not accurate. You are all assigning the world outside the cave 

as being 'the realm of Truth.' Now Shelley mentioned that the objects in the cave 

possessed some validity as well, and I think she's right on the money with that. 

Truth is at stake here, but don't disclude anything which rests inside the cave. 
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Now, processing all this, look at the different representations of me before you and 

try to make a connection. Anything guys. I know it's tough." 

Finally, after an uncharacteristic silence, Syd snapped his head a couple of 

times between the pictures and Beard. "The pictures seem to represent a 

progression from one stage, a simple one, towards a, uhmmm, more advanced 

stage," Syd paused, internalizing some reaction. 

"Yeah, I know" Beard wheezed, chuckling outwardly. 

"So," Syd continued. "It's not about Truth but a maturing process where 

one learns to better know the Truth?" 

"O.K., slow down there Syd. Good work, I mean it. But let's digest what 

you first said. Look a the difference between the first and second representations. 

What exactly are the differences?" 

"Look," Grant squeaked. "The first is a silhouette. It's your shadow!! I 

get it." 

"Very good Grant. The first is my shadow projected onto another surface. 

An obviously outdated shadow though. Now, look at the second one, the 

caricature. Which one is more accurate, more close to the reality of me?" 

"The caricature," Shelley quickly said. 

"Yes. Now, is the silhouette completely false?" 

There was a moment's pause of indecisiveness. Then Syd, his eyes nearly 

dilated, spoke. "No. It's just not as accurate as the second, but it still bears a 

small amount of relation to you." 

"YES! Great Syd. Try blinking your eyes a little. Now, quickly. The 

caricature and the Polaroid. Same process guys. Which is nearer to me?" 

"The Polaroid," numerous students began bleating. 

"Yes! Great. And now I stand before you. Assessing all four pieces of 

evidence, what do you think is the most accurate?" 
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You All responded in unison. 

"Great now pretend that all these objects occupy different places in Plato's 

allegory. Where would the silhouette go?" 

The Wall 

"And the caricature?" 

The Fire 

"The Polaroid ?" 

The cave's entrance 

"And finally me?" 

Outside in the sun 

"WWHHEWW!!" Beard whistled loudly, wiping torrents of sweat from his 

face and neck. Some students were doing the same. "How was it for you? I'm 

not disputing any opinion given here today. Teddy is right that the allegory is 

concerned with Truth. But that's a case of putting the cart before the horse. Plato 

is concerned with different levels of reality. This is a matter of perspective. 

Although the shadows on the wall cannot compare with the accurateness of the 

objects that project them, they still possess a certain amount of reality, shallow as 

it is. They are not wrong, only incomplete. Listen guys, that was great work 

today. I'm exhausted. Let's break," Beard began to say when Syd grunted. 

"Different levels of reality? I don't quite follow." 

"Syd, you're not supposed to follow on day one. Take a good look a the 

pictures and then reread the allegory. Pay close attention to the way Plato 

continues to use phrases like 'more real' or 'more genuine.' You will see." Beard 

paused for a second and cleared more sweat from his face so he could speak 

clearly. 

"Well well, that's enough contemplation for today class. But as you leave 

to collaborate and coagulate, I would like to mention two things. First, and of 
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undoubtedly more importance due to the fact that I was told via a generic memo 

this morning that I would announce it," Beard said holding up a small piece of 

paper which he began to read very slowly from '"Please announce to your class 

that the Annual Honors Program picnic is to be held at 4:30 this Saturday at 

Patrician Park. Come spend some quality time with your community of scholars, 

faculty, and even some local business and government celebrities.' It also says," 

Beard squinted down near the bottom of the memo, "that I am not to read this 

part. 'All faculty members are required to attend for at least two hours.'" 

"Having said that," he paused and meaningfully stroked what appeared to 

be a thoughtful chord on an obviously warped air guitar, no doubt acoustic, "my 

annual 'Dylan for a day' performance will be dispatched at 'The Crooner Country 

Western Palace' this Sunday, probably around nine O'clock." 

Teddy stood up violently, slammed his fists down and screamed "YESi" 

Syd looked hypnotized. 

"Well, by your reaction Teddy I can see that either you're excited or 

epileptic" Beard said. 

"That's great Sam. What are you going to play?" Syd asked, snapping out 

of his trance-like state. 

"Oh, I'm not sure. Last year's twenty-two minute performance of All 

Along the Watchtower didn't go over all that well. I'll probably try to throw in a 

wide variety of things this time. Maybe you can make a request?" 

The same girl with the slightly frosted perm from the first day raised her 

hand. Syd thought that she must have had it refrosted recently because it appeared 

a little more gray than on the first day. 

"Excuse me, Dr. Beard. What is this Dylan for a day thing you're talking 

about. Is it part of some assignment or homework?" 
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"Oh dear no. It's just a little thing I do every year, performing Dylan's 

music in public. I just always invite my students if they want." 

She absorbed this for a moment and opened her mouth again, but Beard 

interrupted her. "No. In no way will attendance affect your grade. It's just for 

fun." 

"For fun? It's so much more than that." Teddy spoke characteristically 

loud;. Beard nodded his head. 

"Every year Dr. Beard performs Bob Dylan's music at some club on 

amateur night" Syd said, his eyes widening as if a great secret was being shared, 

but very few in the class acted as if they understood. 

"Don't you see?" 

"Apparently they don't" Shelley said. "Why don't you explain." 

"Yeah," asked a student from the back. "I don't get it. If it's an annual 

thing, why do it at an amateur night?" 

"That's what is so important about it," Teddy began. "Dr. Beard uses the 

messages of Dylan's music to enlighten people on the mysteries and complexities 

of life. To be truly effective, he's got to go to the people who don't pay attention 

to those very qualities which Dylan's addressing, those who accept their 

comfortable little routines of the day as the measure of existence. So instead of 

performing at a club filled with people already aware of Dylan's message, Beard 

goes to a place having an amateur night because it's filled with people unfamiliar 

with these issues. It's about bringing the music to the people who need it." 

A deep silence answered Teddy's panegyric until Dr. Beard wheezed 

gleefully. 

"Yes" he said bringing his arm around his body until his fist rested before 

him, shaking it slightly. "Can't beat that kind of spin-doctored endorsement, can 

you. But the fact of the matter is that I like Bob Dylan's music, to listen to and 
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playing it for people. That's all. But I can't fault somebody who gets so much out 

of it." 

"But you do care about the messages of the songs" Syd gingerly asked. 

"It's more than just the playing, isn't it?" 

"Well of course it's more than just a sequence of chords to me. Dylan's 

strength is his probing of ideas through story-telling. I'm not trying to preach at 

people when I play, but it's true that I do hope to use the issues he brings up to 

explore shades of meaning about value." 

"That sounds pretty cool Dr. Beard" a semi-fresh student in the back said. 

"Why don't you ever try doing that with us?" 

Dr. Beard's face immediately drew tight, deep folds erupting all over his 

smooth spherical head. The entire class shrunk from his alien behavior. After a 

few imposing moments, Beard looked directly at the kid. "I do every Goddamn 

day!" 

There was a high amount of agitation in the corridors of Thames Hall as 

Syd and the others left D'Ammatto's class. A student inefficiently clad in some 

khaki grunge-nightmare outfit was streaking through the corridors in a Brownian 

fashion screaming remarks like "Eagle has landed," "He strikes at Goliath," and 

other non-sensical phrases. 

As the student neared the group on a passing run, Syd recognized him as 

the promising WEB at Andrew Engles's initial meeting on the first day of the 

semester. Syd called out to him. "Hey, what's going on?" 

The student rushed by and yelled "He comes as both a friend and a lion!" 
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The student continued racing around the Picadilly yelling absurdities. On a 

second pass by the group, Syd again tried stopping him for information and again 

the student refused to slow down, this time yelling "it's Armashreddin." 

On the next pass near the group, Teddy grabbed the scruffy student, 

slapped him hard across the face, and screamed "snap out of it man!" The student 

immediately stopped and lost the intense gleam from his eyes. 

"Just what in the hell are you ranting on about?" 

"You see," he began shyly, "Right now Andrew Engles is at the 

administration building attacking the beaurocratic parasites of the university and 

one of their infidel co-conspirators on their own doorstep." The gleam again 

began to appear in his eyes and his voice intensified. "Yes! He's striking a . . . " 

Teddy slapped him again just as the first time. 

"That's enough Teddy," Shelley said. 

"He's attacking who?" Grant queried. 

"Senator Scrub," the student answered rubbing his jaw loosely. 

"Oh dear lord" Grant replied. 

"I can't believe it!" Teddy spat. Teddy saw Syd and Shelley's confusion. 

"Senator Scrub is visiting campus today and the Regents are touring him around in 

appreciation for his getting that fifty million in funding from Congress. There is 

going to be a rally for him at the courtyard at noon. What's Andrew up to?" 

"That's in just a few minutes. I think we should go and see," Shelley said 

grabbing Syd's hand. 

"No. Let's not," Grant said. "Don't waste time on him. All he wants is 

attention." 

"Infidel!" The student gasped. "He is fighting the perfidious 

metamorphosis of this university into a production line of model citizens. His is 

the calling o f . . . " he tried to say just as Teddy swung heavily at him again. Syd, 
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who had remained very inert, suddenly sprung and intercepted Teddy's arm from 

reaching its target. He then grabbed the WEB by the shoulders and squeezed 

tightly. 

"Listen to me and speak English! What exactly is Andrew going to attack 

about Senator Scrub?" 

"That Senator Scrub is aiding the administration's attempt to change the 

learning process here into a grocery-store class schedule, football-frenzied, Greek 

recruiting social club. You know, stop learning to experience process and just get 

the facts for tomorrow's exam, as if we were some vocational school." 

The others looked at Teddy. 

"Let's go," Teddy said. They all followed wordlessly. 

At the courtyard there was a distinct platform and crowd gathered around 

it, and then there was Andrew Engles. 

The main platform rested in the field between the Union and 

Administration buildings, right next to the looming statue of the Eagle. The 

platform was covered in the school's colors while the center podium was decked 

out in red, white, and blue. Senator Scrub had not arrived yet. 

Across the field, just at the safe distance within the free-speech area, 

Andrew, clad in dark kneeless pants, a sleeveless camoflauge shirt, black beret and 

sunglasses had set up with some similarly clad followers of his an impromptu 

mound of old-fashioned soap boxes. 

As the group approached, they could immediately see Andrew perched 

atop the makeshift platform exhorting at the vaguely interested crowd gathered to 

see the senator. The closer they got to him, the more they could hear of his tirade. 

"We must not laud the madman who funds our lobotomy. His is the gift of 

endocrine decapitation." Syd and the others joined the anemic circle around his 
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podium. Only a small number of the gathered students paid attention to Andrew. 

The majority of them milled around, talking to those of similar distinguishable 

clothing. The few that listened laughed at his appearance and the shambles which 

he stood upon, not to mention the rag-tag bunch gathered around, surrounding his 

pyre, attempting to strike somewhat intense poses. 

Andrew gazed across the crowd. He was becoming visibly agitated that no 

one was paying him any attention. Most still milled around, uninterested in his 

high-rebellion remarks. After a few more moments, a nefarious grin replaced his 

face and he hunched down on all fours, ready to pounce. 

"Ladies!" Andrew yelled at the top of his lungs, rising up with 

outstretched arms. After a sufficient number of people had turned towards him, 

he stopped yelling. 

"You're not going to like to hear this, but someone's got to tell you." He 

paused and looked around, milking the effect. Then very abruptly, "it's your 

fault, ladies, that we're in such an economic mess. Yes! You go into the 

workplace, defy the will of God and nature, and therefore cut wages in half for 

everyone." 

For the first time, people turned their heads in earnest towards Andrew. 

As some began walking towards his platform, Andrew pressed his ploy. 

"You know what I'm talking about," he pointed into the amassing crowd. 

"It used to be that one man could have one job and comfortably support himself, a 

wife, and two kids while owning a house, a car, maybe a boat, and a dog. No 

longer!" 

Several women in the growing crowd booed Andrew while others shook 

their heads emphatically; a lone, gruff male voice cried "Yeah!" 

"I'm sorry, but God and Nature did not intend for women to compete on 

the same level as men. When we were created, He emphasized the differences in 
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man's favor. What goes on today is an aberration. Man was to go out of the 

home and provide whereas the woman was to stay at the home and nurture. Our 

breaking of that covenant today is the cause for our woes. We are being punished 

by God. What do you think of that?" Andrew shot out at the audience. 

Vehement cries like "It sucks," "Pig Bastard," and "No" sounded across 

the amassed crowd in response. 

"How does that make you feel? It makes you mad, doesn't it!" Andrew 

said, taking the steel edge off his voice and lowering his hands from up high for the 

first time. The now large crowd grunted in various belligerent ways. 

"Well, if it gets you so mad, which it rightly should, then why are you here 

to see senator Scrub?" Andrew jumped off of the platform and faced the crowd 

directly, actually asking one girl the question directly. 

"If you're you so mad at me for what I'm saying, then what do you think of 

your senator considering that he lobbied vigorously against and voted down the 

Equal Rights Amendment?" The girl was bewildered but seethed rage at him 

defensively. Andrew adopted a more conversational tone. 

"I'm sorry. But what about the fact that he led the conservative Judiciary 

Committee that failed to convict Senator Driftwood of Sexual Harassment, despite 

overwhelming evidence against him? Come on, please tell me, why are you here," 

he said a little more soothingly. 

"Well," she said hesitantly. "He's our senator and he got us all that 

money." 

"Yes!" Andrew shrieked, jumping back up to the platform. "He got us all 

of that money. Do you know how he got it? Probably not. He piggybacked it on 

the big Defense Expansion Bill. How do you feel about that?" 

A pensive silence answered him. 
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"Unless you're a full-fledged nut-case, commando wanna-be," one lone, 

primal scream rose from within the crowd, "I bet you don't feel too thrilled about 

that. Well, that's where your money is coming from, riding shotgun to fully-

automatic machine guns, armor piercing bullets, land-mines, and other atrocities to 

humanity. You can thank your senator for that." 

"Who cares? It's money," a voice shouted from the crowd. 

"It's more than money! It's a bid on your education, your future, and your 

soul at an auction held by the Administration." 

"Oh shut the fuck up,' a well-sculpted guy wearing sunglasses and a Greek 

shirt exploded. Although the frat-guy exemplified most of the crowd's sentiments, 

Syd could sense that Andrew's energy was beginning to so spread to some. Not 

as many people were heckling him as initially, and a few were possibly grunting in 

agreement. 

Grant grabbed Syd's shoulder and pointed back towards the larger 

platform. People in suits were filing onto it; The senator was on his way. Andrew 

noticed the same when patriotic march-music began blaring from speakers on the 

platform. 

"He's coming here to let you pat his back for getting you this feed-money, 

to adulate him for squeezing money out of all honest people. You should ask just 

what that money is earmarked for. I bet little if any goes to building a new library 

for our surplus of books. I think you should ask," Andrew tried to compete with 

the loudspeaker. 

The chairs on the platform had completely filled, and a familiar good-ole-

boy-type University Regent had approached the podium. He glanced at Andrew's 

mound suspiciously. After whispering something to a chiseled man wearing an 

ear-phone, the regent called for the crowd's attention. People turned their 

attention towards him. 
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"Would you now please welcome a great friend to the university, Senator 

Wilbur Scrub." 

The regents on the platform clapped vigorously while the crowd, caught 

indeterminately between the two platforms, applauded in a mild perfunctory 

fashion. Andrew folded his arms. 

The Senator walked to the podium waving and smiling, appearing oblivious 

to the ambivalent applause he was receiving. 

"I always take great pleasure in visiting a college campus when I have the 

opportunity," he greeted, smoothly reviewing the crowd with an immense smile. 

He was responded by a moderate scattering of students blindly applauding his 

opening remark. 

"Today is the first day of a new era for this university. An era of new 

prominence and importance for an already sterling institution." He paused and 

received less applause from the crowd of students. They could sense a catch. 

"Today, I'm here to present a gift, a fifty million dollar endowment to this 

university to establish a Business Ventures Department. It will be a daring but 

indispensable link between the University and the real world of competition and 

opportunity, where the university will employ real businessmen from real 

companies all over the state to teach the real lessons of the business world, to 

provide necessary links between the university and the business world, to help train 

students early on to be prepared for their role in the business community, and be a 

natural bridge directly into that community." 

For a brief moment there was that resounding hush of anticipation which 

always just precedes an outburst of applause, but just before it could Andrew 

Engles screamed a frighteningly all too human "NOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!" 

Disbelief accompanied the entire swing of attention towards Andrew. 

Teddy put his hand to his forehead, Shelley whispered "Holy Shit" in disbelief. 
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"You cannot rape these students here," Andrew continued, completely 

unconcerned by his exposure. "This is a sanctuary," he got out before security 

personnel, lead by the chiseled man, had grabbed him from out of nowhere. 

One of the Regents on the big platform went to the microphone. 

"Everybody remain. Sorry for this disturbance," he chuckled. Many of the crowd 

shared his humor. But before anyone could make a final move, Senator Scrub 

smoothly regained the microphone from the Regent and took control. 

"That's quite allright. Nobody touch him," Scrub persuaded. "It's his 

right, and yes, even his obligation to speak his mind." Scrub's unique reaction to 

the situation caused a mass paralysis. In the rush of words and action, few 

attending were able to consider that Scrub had first become popular by publicly 

bashing liberal-but-rhetorically-challenged idealogues of college campuses with 

cold, hard fact;.his conservative foundation reveled in it. 

Having soothed the Regents and others, Senator Scrub faced directly 

towards Andrew and somewhere Syd knew he could hear the infamous whistle and 

wondered where the 'Good' was. 

"Young man, your concern is well taken and admirable, but unfortunately it 

is also completely unfounded. We are establishing an important system by which 

students can more efficiently be trained for a prosperous future." 

"You are privatizing this university is what you're doing sir. You've just 

disguised it very well How can students be able to experiment and experience the 

process of intellectual and moral maturation when you place them in the middle of 

the sinful world on day one. You're inverting the way it's supposed to be, don't 

you see," Andrew interrupted unabashedly. 

A twitch developed on the left side of the Senator's calm demeanor. 

"Listen here boy," he said, unable to disguise a slight drawl, "You haven't the 

notion of what you're are implying. This is just too far over your head. I'm 
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afraid," he again regained his polish, "that you are just upset that this money 

doesn't directly benefit you on the first day." 

"No sir. I'm simply lamenting the loss of teaching at this university and its 

being replaced by acquiring. Long gone are the days when professors could 

discuss notions of value, right and wrong, a priori laws and such. They are hunted 

down and fired what few are left. There is no room left for anything else but, 

programmers, any more." 

"I think that you are suffering from delusions, young man, that things here 

are in any such state. This is a fine university with fine, outstanding graduates," 

the Senator said, stretching his arm across the crowd of students. 

"What I am saying, Senator, if you will refrain from using any strawman 

arguments, is that the students here are fine, but it's the teaching methods that are 

blasphemy. I agree that a large portion of a student's time should be spent 

preparing for a career, but that is only a part of the big picture isn't it?" The 

Senator gave no answer. 

"ISN'T IT!" Andrew bellowed just at the edge of control. "But instead, 

you would have it that students come here, learn skills like tools on a utility belt, 

and then go perform their duty questionless. Well," Andrew's voice cracked and 

his face registered violent intensity. "I think that sucks." Andrew was clearly in a 

ferverous state, frothy saliva catching at one corner of his mouth. "Teaching 

methods here should be radical and unstructured, not merely a timetable of 

multiple-choice exams." 

Andrew's voice cracked again and he began shrieking. Scrub whispered 

something to the Regent whom nodded at the stock-still security guard. But 

before they could act, Andrew turned his head directly towards the sky and yelled 

"send me a fiery messenger of your approval." 
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At that very unfortunate moment, Dr. Sam Beard came tearing across the 

adjacent campus field, saw the crowd, and waved as his big Harley loudly shot 

grass out behind it. 

There was a general gasp of surprise, (and yes) even a few shrieks of 

horror, as the entire gathering of students turned their heads from the platform 

towards Beard as he disappeared from view. All attention on Andrew and the 

Senator had been erased. The university's Chancellor could be heard by some 

cursing "of all the dumb luck." 

When Syd looked up, Andrew was gone. With the crowd no longer paying 

any attention to the Senator's podium, Syd and the others walked towards it 

unhindered. Arriving at the little plastic strip separating the students from the 

platform, they could hear Senator Scrub ranting in a thick Southern drawl. 

"I demand the name of that little commie and especially that crazy old 

fucker on the bike. Who is he?" 

"He's one of our faculty. A little eccentric, but a highly respected 

educator," the Chancellor offered meekly. 

"I don't care if he's blowing me and my wife regularly. That is a 

completely unacceptable image of this university, and if you want me to make this 

the biggest university in the state, you'd better not buck me. Come on," he said 

storming off. 

"Oh my God Syd," Shelley said. "Dr. Beard is in trouble, isn't he?" She 

had an expression of total devastation. Syd held her tightly for their mutual 

benefit. 

"I don't know Shelley." 

"Hell! They're not going to do anything to him," Teddy chided them. 

"He's far too important for this little incident to affect him." 
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"I don't know Teddy," Grant spoke. "He embarrassed the Senator pretty 

bad. You heard what he said." 

Teddy looked unconvinced. "He was just posturing, the blow-hard. 

Beard's got tenure, so they won't touch him. I'll tell you who's in trouble. It's 

Andrew. He's the one who pissed off the Senator. Beard was just an 

inconvenience. This incident is too small to affect him. It would take a much, 

much more serious incident to be a problem. I don't think Beard could screw up 

that bad by himself." 
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No one at the Honors Program picnic at Patrician Park noticed the tiny 

group of long-haired guys laden with large cases as the walked to they empty, 

nameless field next to the ritzy suburban park, led by a curious squat figure in a 

trenchcoat, hat, and sunglasses. And still no one noticed when they began to open 

the cases and produce instruments from within. 

But when the person clad in the trenchcoat removed it and the sunglasses, 

revealing himself to be Andrew Engels, quite a few students at the high-brow 

gathering became all too cognizant of something. 

"Excuse me, Dr. Schwartz," Syd, not cognizant of what was transpiring 

nearby, approached the new director of the Honors program, successor to the 

recently retired Dr. Jack D. Lamm. Dr. Schwartz was a recent acquisition by the 

university; she brought an imposing reputation, and Syd was slightly nervous. 

"Yes," the smartly dressed woman replied. She had been speaking with a 

group of well dressed people. Syd had the notion that he had interrupted. 

"Your name please?" She asked him abruptly. 

"Sydney Marshal." 

"Yes, Mr. Marshal. I've met you through your record. This," she turned 

to man next to her, "is Dr. Lamplet, Chancellor of the University. Next to him is 

Mrs. Critearon, a Vice President of MicroGross Instruments. And here at this side 

is Senator Scrub, our representative. Lady and Gentlemen," she said turning 

towards Syd. "This is Mr. Sydney Marshal, one of our finest students. What may 

we do for you Mr. Marshal?" They all smiled heavily at him. Syd noticed that the 

Senator's eyebrows had grown together forming one immense brow, his popular 

campaign trademark. 

"I suppose that I've come here for advice Dr. Schwartz," Syd began 

uncertainly. "I have recently experienced some unsettling feelings about, well, the 

direction of my future." She looked at him blankly for a moment. 
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"Well Mr. Marshal. On a glorious day like this, I don't feel that you should 

be experiencing anything of the sort. But if I remember correctly, you are an 

outstanding member of the honors program with a very high potential. Your GPA 

is commendable. What misgivings are you experiencing?" 

Syd looked blankly for a moment. "Uhm, it's mostly that I've taken all 

these English courses, and I love literature and all the different layers that exist 

within it. But, I've begun to think that a book is just, well, a book." Dr. Schwartz 

squinted at him, obviously not following. 

"Well, it's not just that. I mean that, I think a book is more than just a 

book, or should be. But sometimes I can't shake the idea that it's nothing more 

than, a simple book. You read it, you think about it, you write about it. Do you 

see what I'm meaning?" 

"I'm sorry Mr. Marshal," she said, "but I am afraid that I don't follow you. 

And I'm also afraid that I will be completely unable to assist or advise you until 

can clearly state what it is that troubles." She stood another moment flanked by 

her illustrious entourage. 

"That's quite allright Dr. Schwartz. I thank you for your time." 

"Syd. Today at this time is not the place for this discussion." Her face had 

warmed up a little and she smiled. "I have the feeling that your questions will be 

your answers. But it might not be a bad idea for you visit Dr. Lamm. I know for a 

fact that he has only taken a leave of absence before returning to full-time teaching 

and is still in town. Go see him, Syd. He will be in a better position to respond." 

As Syd walked away from the little group set off from the rest of the 

picnic, Shelley ran up to him just as some loud music began to be played at the 

field next to them. 
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"Syd. Andrew's started up some weird punk party right next to us. This is 

embarrassing." They walked to the edge of the park and joined Grant and Teddy 

along with a few other students. 

"Fucking parasites," Teddy said to Syd. 

Across the boundary marker from the park, a large mass of grungy bodies 

were beginning to swell and surge to the band's music. 

"More like Sirens," Syd amended noticing that the band did not fit the self-

complacent musician stereotype. Although not dressed for success, they wore a 

basic blue-jeans and white shirt combo with only moderately outlandish hair. Also, 

they did not thrash around on the stage but instead kept tight control over their 

music as well as their bodies. 

Teddy looked at Syd somewhat confusedly. 

"Andrew has got so much gall," Shelley said. "He knew the Senator jvould 

be here today and yet he still must show his face, even after the fiasco on 

Monday." 

"Gall and stupidity are two entirely different things," Teddy growled. 

"Stupidity is also not so calculating" Syd rejoined. 

"Is that Sarah," Grant asked pointing towards a distant flannel-clad girl 

talking to the band's singer. 

"Holy shit" Shelley whined. 

Staring out across the gray-grassed divide between the two non-congruent 

gatherings, they had no doubt that Sarah had posited herself on the wrong side. 

They looked horrifically at her, unsure of the portent of the situation. 

"She's turned," Teddy coughed like bile. 

"Zut alors!" Shelley whispered, sounding defeated. 

Then, as they watched and prayed for disbelief, Sarah reached over and 

hugged the singer, kissing him briefly before he went back on stage. They froze. 
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The band began playing again, this time more loudly and shouting an 

occasional obscenity. Andrew's little gathering had begun to draw more attention 

than just Syd's. Along the invisible but recognized line that divided the two 

camps, many other students had gathered along with the occasional professor (no 

doubt putting in their two hours). They all stood warily yet looked curiously as 

they toed the line. 

Many of those professors dispersed when Dr. Schwartz appeared, a look of 

deep concern on her face. 

That same look erupted into something mutually frightened and frightening 

when the unnoticeable faint piston-rumblings of a large motorcycle quickly grew 

into a raucous entrance fanfare for Dr. Beard who rode his Harley into the chasm 

between the two groups. 

He circled the bike a couple of times, appraising each group individually on 

each run until he stopped dead center between them and lowered his kickstand into 

the ground. 

"This is fucking silly," Syd and no doubt others heard Beard laugh as he 

got off the bike and propped himself against it. 

Syd and the others watched Beard stand there in the gap for several 

minutes. They were afraid to breath. While they watched, Senator Scrub 

approached the edge of the field. 

"It's that crazy old fucker again," he bellowed at Dr. Schwartz. "I thought 

that we talked about this." 

"Please Senator Scrub," she whispered harshly at him. "Not here." 

"I don't care. And look there" he pointed at Andrew Engels who was 

walking across the space from his group to Beard. 

"There's that little commie. I haven't forgotten his face. What the hell is 

he doing here?" 
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Andrew walked up to Beard and shook his hand. They talked for a minute 

while everybody watched. Beard looked towards the Honors Picnic and waved 

for people to come over. 

Senator Scrub exhaled violently, grabbed Dr. Schwartz's hand, said "come 

on, we're going to talk right now," and walked off with her. 

Andrew's annexing of Beard had opened up the mid-space of his party 

which was quickly filled with more and more people. They were close to the 

Honors Picnic. 

"This is so bad," Shelley said choking back tears. 

"I in no way can account for or comprehend this. They both should know 

better" Teddy chastised. 

"I don't know if I should just stay right here, go somewhere else, or go 

home," Grant added. 

Syd studied how the gap quickly filled up where Andrew crossed and how 

Beard just sat on his cycle casually talking as the people swirled around him. The 

others were too surprised to even gasp when Syd took that first step and began 

crossing his half of the gap to where Beard waited. 

"Hey Syd. Absolutely great of you to join us," Beard said actually hugging 

Syd as he joined them. 

"Greetings Syd," Andrew said extending his hand. He attempted a smile 

which could only be described as slightly mocking. Syd looked at the hand 

skeptically. 

"Andrew" he replied curtly. "What is all this?" he asked of both of them. 

Andrew grinned with a mixture of unassuming maliciousness while Beard 

literally looked around him in confusion. 

"Something wrong Syd?" Andrew queried. 
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"No. Nothing is wrong, so to speak. But it seems that you have 

manufactured some, what I would call, volatile circumstances. Anything in mind?" 

Andrew laughed ambiguously. 

"Hey hey, lighten up Syd. It's just a party" Beard cautioned. 

"I don't know Sam. It's two parties, isn't it?" Syd asked. 

"I don't know Syd. Look behind you," Beard replied. Syd turned around 

to see several students and even a few Honors faculty crossing the gap towards the 

middle ground. 

"Things are certainly picking up," Andrew said still mockingly as the 

fissure between the groups disappeared into common ground. Although Syd knew 

that he should be resisting what was happening, he was beginning to smile. 

"What about you Beard. Is this part of your design?" 

"I'm just putting in my two hours Syd. I wasn't told where to stand J' 

Shelley walked up and joined Syd, Beard, and Andrew. She was wide-

eyed. 

"Syd. Schwartz and all the important people have left. I think the picnic's 

over." 

"And I think that you should go listen to the band" Beard said abruptly 

nudging them away from him. Following his indication, they saw Sarah standing at 

the edge of the crows next to the stage, clapping her hands and smiling at the 

singer. They joined her. 

"Hey guys, how are you?" she asked without missing a beat of the music. 

"We're all right. And you?" Syd returned. 

"This is great, isn't it?" 

"Yeah? You think so?" 
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"Oh yeah. Everybody's dancing, relaxing long enough to remember how 

to spell F-U-N. Long overdue, don't you think?" Sarah asked flaying her tendril-

like hair dangerously around. Syd looked incredulously at her. 

"Sarah," Shelley interrupted with concern. "What are you doing here?" 

Sarah laughed uncontrollably. "Oh, Shelley. You're so funny. Ben is 

performing," she said beaming a smile at the performing minstrel on stage. 

He briefly grinned at her, beginning a slower tempo which the band 

immediately picked up on. The song drifted deliberately yet smoothly over the 

audience. Unfortunately, the open air circumstances, impromptu set-up, and 'of 

the moment' energy sacrificed the clarity of the lyrics. Yet Syd tingled at the way 

the band constructed the rhythms, melodies, points/counterpoints around the 

occasional discernible phrase like "beat the time like a mime" or "never take me 

seriously unless I'm making a jokeV He desired a second listen. 

Finishing his set, the singer grinned again at Sarah, executing a complicated 

variation of what Syd recognized to be the 'Romance' section of Prokofiev's 

'Lieutenant Kije Suite.' 

The band ceased playing and the singer jumped off the stage into Sarah's 

embrace. They whirled each other around, grinning annoyingly. 

"Ben," she giggled immaturely, "these are some friends of mine. Syd, 

Shelley. This is Ben Gross." 

"Nice to meet you," he nodded at each of them. 

Watching Sarah display such affection and expression in circumstances that 

were disturbing to them caused Syd and Shelley to feel very disoriented. 

"Hi Ben," Syd spoke dazedly. 

"You two from the Program's picnic?" Ben asked, nodding towards the 

sparsely populated park. 

"Yes," Shelley self-consciously gasped. 
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"We were, I think," Syd spoke a little more clearly. 

"What do you think?" Ben asked shrugging his shoulders. Around them, a 

number of Honors students mingled and danced with others from the first party 

while a few professors walked around chatting with students and non-students 

who followed and listened. 

"Not bad, I guess" Syd answered. "That was something from classical 

music you finished with, wasn't it?" he asked with interest. 

"Yeah?" Ben answered excitedly. "I love some of the more pure 

expressions which classical composers which have used in the past." Ben smiled 

like a young boy given a golden star. 

"Ben's getting a Masters in performance here," Sarah beamed towards 

them. 

"Really?" Syd queried sincerely. 

"Sure," Ben shyly admitted. 

"What instrument do you play?" Shelley inserted awkwardly. 

Sarah burst out laughing while Ben smiled warmly. 

"Most" he replied. Bewildered, Shelley simply smiled. "But mostly," he 

continued, "I prefer the guitar or any instrument which lends itself to informal 

performance," he added. 

"I have to admit," Syd interjected. "I've really liked what little I could 

here. What's the name of your band?" 

"It's 'Tabula Rasa,"' Ben submitted briefly. 

"'Tabula Rasa?"' Syd ejaculated. "As in John Locke?" 

"Maybe," Ben blushed. "Maybe. I guess thhat you could say Locke is the 

key." 
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"/ wouldn't say that!" Dr. Palmer, the biggest professor in the program, 

chuckled as he walked past with a large paper plate of food, followed by several 

people. 

"What does it mean? As in you are a blank slate?" Syd asked, salivating 

slightly. 

"Actually. It's more like not approaching everything as if you already have 

all the answers." Syd and Shelley remained quiet, absorbing. 

"Well, it was nice to meet you. I've got to go back on stage," Ben smiled 

at them while hugging Sarah uncoordinatedly. 

Syd and Shelley remained silent as Ben jumped back on stage and strapped 

on a sleek red guitar. He continued from the motion and began a quick series of 

chord progressions which the band immediately responded to. 

Almost in synchronicity with the band's expansion of its song, Syd 

appeared to see more and more before him. His eyes widened, pupils focusing 

well beyond the objects immediately before them. 

Syd initially didn't respond when Sarah grabbed his arm. But, when she 

shook him a second time laughing, he snapped his head inaccurately towards her 

with the most ridiculous look on his face. 

"Syd," she asked almost literally squealing. "Would you like to dance?" 

He looked at her, forming the smile of a child given an undeserved gift 

forming. 

"Oh yes. Please!" 

Shelley just stood and watched as Sarah and Syd grabbed each other's 

shoulders and stomped ludicrously on the grourid at imaginary bugs, squealing. 
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Standing just outside the swinging doors of "The Crooner Country 

Western Palace" that Sunday night, Syd thought he could feel the air irrevocably 

change. Looking over at Shelley, Grant, and Teddy, he wondered if they felt the 

same. 

"Can we say boonies?" asked Grant. 

"How about B.F.E.?" Teddy cajoled. 

"I don't like this place. Je ne suis pas une heureuse vascheShelley said, 

grabbing Syd's hand tightly. The bar Dr. Beard had chosen was a full fledged 

honky-tonk which rested along a little-noticed Interstate nearly twenty miles 

outside of town. The building was barn-like, the front just a row of planks rising 

into an obtuse triangular formation. 

"But I guess that it's all the better that it's here," Shelley quietly squeeked. 

"I'm sure Beard's got everything in hand," Syd offered. 

"Come on you wimps. So we have to be proximate to a bunch of primates 

for a few hours. This is Beard's big night, so buck up and tough it out," Teddy 

chastised their indecisiveness as he blindly strided (strutted?) ahead, swinging the 

doors unnecessarily wide as he entered. 

Crossing the threshold, the students could immediately tell how much 

attention they attracted. The predominantly pastoral patrons all looked up from 

their activities and stared while one passing cowboy took a minute to slow down 

and inspect them with the intimacy of an unfamiliar dog; if the jukebox had been 

playing, it would have scratched to a halt. 

The bar was one extreme all-wood hall filled with dozens of identical 

wooden picnic tables and a raised platform at the end opposite the entrance. There 

was a ceremonial framework of chicken-wire around the entire stage, alluding to 

the bar's original rough-and-tumble status. 
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On the stage, a six foot two good ole boy in Wranglers, Stetsons, and a 

deep black felt hat was singing along to a recording of 'Small Town Saturday 

Night.' Next to him on the stage a sign read "First annual Kowpoke Kareoke 

Kontest." 

The crowd, having reached the limit of their attention spans, ceased staring 

at the students and resumed stomping in rhythm with the record (a little more 

accurately than the singer sang) and occasionally punctuated their participation 

with a loud yelping noise. 

"Herot!" Teddy unabashedly announced, extending his arms. 

"Teddy," Shelley whispered, hitting his arm. 

The group spotted Dr. Beard sitting at a table in the far corner, his guitar 

and case propped up next to him and a few other adventurous but timid souls 

flanking him. 

"Hey Sam," Syd greeted walking up to the table. 

"Hello Syd. Glad that you're here. In fact, I'm extremely thrilled that 

you're all here." 

Just then Teddy popped into view from behind Syd. 

"The B-minator. HI-OOOOO," Teddy sprayed well too ostentatiously. 

"Except you," Beard replied, not missing a beat. 

"Aw come on, you love me!" Teddy chortled putting his arms around 

Beard annoyingly. 

"Now stop that Teddy. That kind of vernacular is aboo-tay round-aay ere-

hay. Got my meaning," he rasped, surreptitiously nodding towards a nearby table. 

Teddy snorted obliviously while Syd did notice a few eyes proximate to them 

peering at Teddy. 

70 



They sat down, Syd and Shelley sharing one seat next to Grant's while 

Teddy grabbed an empty chair from the neighbors' table and slid it directly next to 

Beard's while blowing a trademark sardonic air-kiss at him. 

Beard nursed a beer in a cloudy glass mug (a little of it on his beard), 

surveying his audience between controlled sips only a little less nervously than the 

rest of the table. Shelley's eyes were so wide that she appeared to have been born 

without the luxury of lids. They sat quietly as if in reverence of the silence or fear 

of breaking it. Then Syd gingerly broke the quiet. 

"Kareoke Sam? Are you not going to play?" 

"Oh no, I'm going to play. I won't use their music." 

"Then why did you choose this place?" 

Then suddenly Teddy snorted loudly in contempt. 

"Here here! Just why in the hell did you choose to perform at Dante.!s 

version of Hee-Haw meets 'Deliverance' Beard? This is truly disgusting." He 

made no attempts at lowering the volume of his voice. 

"Shhhh Teddy," Shelley said fearfully looking around. 

"No I will not. This bites sitting here in the land time forgot. These people 

and their little paradoxical lives infuriate me. Look at them. They're sitting here 

in 300 dollar boots, 200 dollar hats, and 75 dollar belt buckles, whoopin' it up 

about life on the prairie and roping horses and other such nonsense when it looks 

like not a single one of them has touched a real horse in years. And look outside. 

I can't remember how many extended cab, six-wheel pick-ups worth 45,000 

dollars I saw out there, but I do know that one had a 'Lost Acres Country Club' 

sticker on it." 

Just as Teddy paused for a breath, the singer on stage raised his voice 

several decibel levels for the finale of his performance, singing "howl at the moon, 
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shoot out the light. It's a small town Saturday night" and Yea-hawed violently, 

saying "shout at the moon yawl!" as he stumbled off the stage. 

"Allright, thank yeow," another cowboy said getting on the stage. "That 

was Joe Bob Bandairlo singing 'Small Town Saturday Night. Give 'im a hand an' 

a holler! Next up at our first annual 'Kowpoke Kareoke Kontest' is Jimmy 

Vanderhorn. Letz here it for him!" 

Another cowboy in Wranglers, Stetsons, and a black felt hat jumped up on 

stage. The crowd hooted and clapped. The music began and they screamed 

violently and stomped their feet as he began to sing 'Small Town Saturday Night.' 

Teddy snorted even more derisively. 

"And this guy. Why do they keep singing that song. This is not a small 

town. My god, we're only twenty minutes away from a metropolitan area of five 

million people and yet these rustic retards insist that this is Mayberry simply 

because it demands less effort from them as Homo-Sapiens!" Two large cowboys 

at the next table unsubtly glared at Teddy in reaction to the word 'Homo.' 

"We'll gee Teddy, just have a cow why don't you," Beard wheezed, 

slacking his jaw stupidly. 

"There you go again Teddy," Grant said. "Just go ballistic why don't you, 

just because a few people like John Wayne movies instead of Oliver Stone Docu-

Shockers. Can't you relax for one evening without fearing that the world will 

reach Defcon 1 ?" 

"Back off Grant. I'm not overreacting" Teddy growled. 

"I'm afraid I have to agree with Teddy Grant," Syd abruptly broke in like a 

leaping man interposing himself between his mother and a bullet. "Take my word 

on it because I've seen all this before in that little desert town I went to high 

school in." Syd paused and noticed the slight tension in the group's attention. 
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"I've never thought bad about a cowboy before. Let's make a distinction, 

shall we? A cowboy ultimately is someone associated with the ranching industry. 

I've seen plenty. They ride horses to better manage the cattle. They wear boots 

because of the terrain and a hat because of the prolonged exposure to the sun. 

People who wear boots and a hat but don't work with cows are not cowboys, they 

are hicks." 

"A hat doth not a cowboy make" Shelley giggled. 

"More or less, but Teddy is right. It's one thing if these hillbilly wannabees 

want to dress up like John Wayne; that's harmless and mildly amusing. But when 

they have to gather and distort reality, that does tick me off. The difference is that 

a real cowboy, a historical cowboy, is always the one leading, protecting. This 

bunch here, they're nothing more than a herd waiting for a cowboy." 

"That's right" Teddy sneered indiscriminately while Beard began to clqp 

loudly walrus fashion. "Here here! How poetic old bean." Beard spoke with a 

pretentious British accent. 

"Yes, well," Syd said somewhat disconcerted by Beard's reaction. "I think 

I'm going to get a beer. You want another Sam?" 

"No thanks. I think that I'm going on pretty soon." 

A little nervous about leaving the table stocked with his own kind, Syd 

walked cautiously across the cavernous room to the bar. 

"Kin I help ya?" the bartender asked through his drooping mustache. 

"Yes. What imports do you have?" 

The bartender slightly cocked his head and eyed Syd up and down. With a 

completely unimpressed look on his face, he replied, "'WE' don't drank no 

imports." 
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Syd was silent for a few seconds, then he lowered his head and smiled 

condescendingly. "Well then Jeb, jes' give me a bud" he said perfectly mimicking 

the bartender's accent. 

The bartender grudgingly brought Syd a glass mug of transparent beer. 

Taking a sip off the top, Syd turned around. 

"When Dorothy arrived in MunchkinLand" the man sitting next to Syd at 

the bar said, "She didn't walk up to the first Munchkin she saw and say 'excuse 

me, could I borrow some change? I'm a little short.'" 

Bewildered, Syd turned to face the stranger; his mouth unconsciously hung 

wide-open. 

Lean and older, the man's suspiciously crisp jeans and shirt fit him 

awkwardly; Syd even noticed that his boots had not a single scuff or mark of age. 

But what riveted Syd's attention were his eyes. Sunken slightly in the gaunt head„ 

surrounded by wispy gray hair, they surprisingly looked like those of a twenty year 

old: Extremely active and intense. Looking at the man, Syd, although at a loss, in 

no way felt defensive towards him. 

"You'll have to excuse me. It was a petty reaction, but I just don't really 

respect this country-mystique." 

"That feeling of yours is a fair one, but I would think that a vegetarian 

wouldn't be caught dead at a rib joint. Don't you?" The question stunned Syd. 

"Well, I'm here to support a friend." 

"Oh. I see," the man said peering over at Beard's table. 

"But that doesn't change the fact that I have a right to protest something I 

find wrong. I mean, this whole lifestyle is predicated on a constructed fallacy, a 

distortion of reality. They absolve themselves from a world they are 

incontrovertibly linked to." Syd spoke hoping to drown this dangerous fellow 

patron in a sea of polysyllabic non-sequiters. 
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"That's funny. I've heard people say the same about students before. But 

nothing changes one's right to protest or even to carry out any action desired, 

barring stepping on someone else's right. As a matter of fact, I'd encourage nigh 

near anybody who'd listen to occasionally protest something, but there is always 

the issue of common sense or otherwise worthwhile protesting to be considered." 

The man paused to sip his beer. 

Syd stared perplexed at him, possessing no idea of just how serious the 

pseudo-cowboy was attempting to be. Syd was about to question him concerning 

his imperfect cowboy outfit when he put down his beer and began again. 

"It comes down to actually being sure of what it is you're taking a shot at. 

I'm just saying that it's very important to be absolutely clear what it is you're 

arguing about in these cases. A clear set of cross-hairs is more useful than any 

high-powered rifle that exists." Syd looked thoughtfully at the man. Although the 

man asked no questions, Syd felt that answers were imminent. 

"Well," Syd began almost humbly. "What always upsets me about the 

cowboy-mystique is not how they dress, how they talk or anything. Attitude. It's 

their denial and avoidance of reality." He paused as if unsure of his words. 

"What you're saying is that 'cowboys' typically wrap themselves within 

their false-reality, like a blanket, and mute the real world going on around them. Is 

that it?" the man asked Syd. 

"Yes! That's it exactly." 

"Humm." The man appeared to think as he sipped his beer again, then 

turned towards the stage where a third cowboy had begun to sing 'Small Town 

Saturday Night.' He looked back at Syd. 

"You don't like this song, do you." 

"No I don't." 
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"Because it celebrates a lifestyle that is unrealistic in today's metropolis-

society?" 

"Yes. Exactly." 

"Because it says to yell at a celestial object and turn off the lights..." 

"Which is a direct imperative to close your eyes to the world around you" 

Syd attempted to declare. 

"O.K. Wait a minute and we'll make a wager. Pay attention to the next 

lyric." the man said as he put his hand on Syd's neck to prompt direction. 

The singer on stage was just finishing the song's chorus. Then he stopped 

screeching and attempted to adopt a serious demeanor as he faced the crowd. 

Lucy's got her lipstick on a little too bright 
Bobby's gettin' drunk and lookin' for a fight 
Liquor on his breath and trouble on his mind 
And Lucy's just a kid along for the ride. 

Syd turned back to the man to say "so what," but the man gruffly 'shushed' 

him and wrenched his neck back towards the stage. 

Bobby told Lucy "The world ain't round. .. 
Drops off sharp at the edge of town 
Lucy, you know the world must be flat 

'Cause when people leave town, they never come back." 

At this, Syd again began to attempt an exercise in free-will, but this time 

the man attempted a Vulcan-nerve pinch on Syd to keep his attention focused on 

the stage. 

They go ninety miles an hour to the city limits sign 
Put the pedal to the metal fore they change their mind. 
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. . all right, that's enough" the man yelled in Syd's ear, cranking his face 

back towards him. Then he removed his hand from Syd's neck and extended it 

towards Syd. 

"I'll wager you that you, at one time or another in your short life, were in 

those two kids exact situation." 

"I most certainly was not." 

"You mean to tell me that you were never out drunk, whoopin', and 

hollerin' just to stay away from the mess around you, regardless of who you were 

with or what you were doing?" 

Syd sat silently for a moment, all too aware of his answer. 

"Not consciously," he attempted. 

"Not consciously? Is that an answer? So you have done something like 

that before?" 

Feeling his Metaphysical butt backed into a corner, Syd prepared himself to 

fight back. "I was so young at the time that I couldn't spell 'responsibility.'" 

"How long ago was it? Last year or last week?" 

Syd began to feel heat develop in his right cheek, threatening to spread if 

he answered. He crossed his hands in front of him. 

"You know what I see in that situation?" The man immediately shifted his 

tone in response to Syd's imminent withdrawal. "I see two immature persons, 

didn't say nothing about them being young. I see two immature people feeling a 

void in their lives, a very nauseating sensation of incompleteness. The song talks 
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about the everyday attempts at covering-up of those feelings by blowing out their 

senses with booze and physical sensations like cheap sex and shallow 

relationships." 

"The song didn't say anything about sex," Syd quietly protested. 

"No, it didn't spell it out. You're right about that. So what do you think 

those two are doing to cut through all that tension that the song does spell out?" 

Syd looked blankly ahead for a moment. 

"All right. This has obviously gone on allot. But one day Bobby figures 

out that the city limit sign might not be an end but a boundary. Yeah?" 

Syd focused on the scene: Two kids in a pick-up shooting at a cliff's edge, 

huge, satisfactory grins of anticipation on their face. "Yeah." It seemed almost 

natural when Syd thought about it, his face lighting up like a light bulb. "It does 

make sense. They willfully left." 

"Well, yes." 

"They sat around in their pitiful lives long enough until they realized that 

there was something bigger, better beyond their prescribed boundary of reality. 

They made the conscious decision to seek a higher reality, beyond that of the 

city's boundaries. That's what the song is about, isn't it. Seeking a higher level of 

reality. Right?" 

"Whoa, ease up there doctor Spock. Great diagnosis, poor prescription." 

Syd, still wide-eyed from his earlier epiphany, gaped a little at the man's 

remark. 
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"You're right that it's about those two kids moving past the boundary that 

had been given to them, into a higher awareness of the world around them. But 

let's be careful about assigning a meaning to the song. Remember that this is a 

country song. Most country songs have a consistent focus." The man looked at 

Syd as if he expected a remark. 

"You mean drinking and their pick-up truck" Syd obliged. 

"Not exactly. There's a certain dissatisfaction where they're at. They 

leave as a form of escape, true." 

"The escape is a form of remedy by finding a higher level of reality, right?" 

Syd asked anxiously. 

"Well. I wouldn't call it a 'higher' level of reality." 

"What would you call it then?" 

"I guess I would call it a different level of reality instead." 

"A different level?" 

"Correct. Instead of dividing these levels by hiearchal values, I'm more 

disposed to think of them as various levels of focus or attention, sometimes 

overlapping, with some broader and less intense than others. You see, those kids 

didn't find a remedy for their problems by leaving, they just removed themselves 

from the cause. I think that the song is lamenting the fact that there is allot of pain 

and distress in underdeveloped situations like that one. But remember that when 

people leave town, they never come back. Country songs have always been 

concerned with a much smaller realm of reality, usually the most intimate and 
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simple. Love, loyalty, pain, suffering, and even catharsis. I think that the song 

wishes that a few of those people who left would come back and talk to the others, 

to relate of other levels of reality. Lessons can be good, can't they?" he asked 

Syd through a crooked grin. 

Syd was silent for much more than a moment absorbing what the man said. 

He felt completely out of focus with what was going on, as if he and the man were 

moving at a different speed than everything else around them. He briefly 

considered the absurdity of the entire situation, how disjointed it was with the 

nature of its surroundings as if it were some synthesized insertion into the bar, a 

non-sequiter assuming almost fictional proportions. That thought redirected Syd's 

attention to the unconvincing attire that the man wore. 

"One thing I've been meaning to ask you" Syd began. "We've established 

that I don't fit in and why I'm here. But I'm certainly not convinced that you are a 

local frequenter yourself. Just why exactly are you here?" Syd asked actually 

moving closer to the man to pin him down. 

The man sipped his beer and became animated at Syd's question. "Well, 

that's easy. I'm hear because I like a good performance." 

Having said that, he turned towards the stage and Syd noticed that Beard 

had ascended it and was setting up. Syd also noticed that much of the 

accompanying hoots and hollers died down when Beard pulled out his harmonica 

neck-brace and attached it around him like some Dantean dental torture device. 

Pulling out his beat-up guitar, Beard blew dust off of it and sat down. 
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"Hello. My name's Sam and I'm not going to need any music. I'll provide 

my own. So here goes." 

Using his feral fingernails as a pick, he began a heavy syncopatic strumming 

of chords, his foot tapping to some unknown, incongruous rhythm for a minute 

before his mouth slacked open, head tilted sharply with eyes closed, and words 

flowed out with little assistance from contortions from his lips. 

Come gather 'round people wherever you roam 
And admit that the waters around you have grown 
And accept it that soon you'll be drenched to the bone. 
If your time to you is worth sayin', then you better start 

Swimmin' or you'll sink like a stone, for the 
Time they are-a-changin'! 

He continued with similar verses, dividing them with varying versions of 

the original heavily syncopated melody and harmonica rhythms, grotesque-

appearing due to the way his mouth indiscriminately fit around the instrument, 

threatening to swallow it at times. 

When he finished the song on a recap of the original verse and one brief 

crescendoed note, he stomped his foot and opened his eyes to look at the crowd. 

The silence of gaping orifices greeted him. Behind him, Syd could hear the 

bartender call the police. Peering out across the crowd for a moment, Beard 

twisted his head and cupped his ear towards the audience. 
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"Man," he chuckled. "Listen to those crickets. O.K. Maybe you'll like 

this one better" he said, beginning to pick a very country-like rhythm on the lower, 

deeper sounding strings of his guitar. The tension in the vast room felt to lessen a 

bit in response. Syd even noticed that a few cowboy hats minutely bobbed up and 

down in the front row accompanied by the faint sound of boot-tips striking the 

cement floor. 

Beard began to sway to and fro into the music, twisting his head in feeling. 

His eyes were closed again, his face a layer of flesh oozing empathy and 

expression. 

Hollis Brown he lived on the outside of town 
Hollis Brown he lived on the outside of town 

The crowd began to yelp wildly after the first verse, responding to the 

mention of living outside the town. But Beard continued. 

With his wife and five children and his cabin broken down 
He looked for work and money and he walked a ragged 
mile 

The assembly quieted at the mention of poverty (at least of the inglorious 

sort). Their silence increased and evolved even more as Beard began to sing of 

starving children, screaming wives, rats, and suicidal contemplations. They looked 

incredulously at him when he described Hollis Brown reaching for a shotgun and 

turning it on his family. 

There's seven people dead on a South Dakota farm 
Somewhere in the distance there's seven new people born. 
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He accentuated the ending with a macabre selection of chords, pulling his 

hand across the strings violently and growling the last verse. Perspiring like the 

fountain of Trevi at midday, he played the last chord and threw his arms up in the 

air, splashing the front rows of the audience. 

He looked out again over them. Instead of greeting him with silence, a 

threatening, low rumble erupted immediately. People booed and hissed, some 

yelling obscenities while an occasional bottle smashed into the decorative chicken-

wire, a harbinger of future possibilities. 

Beard, with what must have once been an uncanny ability of perception, 

sensed his level of popularity and hurriedly packed up his gear. Attempting to 

walk off the stage, several drunk cowboys confronted him as he attempted to 

return to his table. 

"What in the Hell is wrong with your head?" one asked belligerently as if 

Beard had muttered a grotesque obscenity to the preacher's wife. 

"Jeeesus man. You 'bout got the sense God gave roadkill, know that?" 

"I'm sorry," Beard deferred, being crowded menacingly by them. "I'm a 

confused old man. Sometimes I do weird things." 

"You got that right you crazy old fucker." 

"That's right" Beard agreed. "Actually, as we speak, I've got adult diapers 

on." 

83 



Several cowboys laughed at Beard's performance, appearing almost to 

smile. But then one staggering (stumbling) cowboy walked right up to Beard and 

pointed his finger sharply into Beard's shoulder. 

"You are the ugliest, smelliest, most brainless old man I have ever seen." 

The man jabbed Beard one more time and then seemed about to pass out 

when Teddy sprung mysteriously from Beard's left and pushed the drunk cowboy 

violently, screaming "you can't treat him like that, he's a Godamn Ph.D.!!!!" 

Although it was a moot point whether or not Teddy actually forced the 

man's head into the table or if the man had already begun the concussing trip by 

the time Teddy got there, the patrons of the bar cared not to debate it. 

Chaos became the happy hour special as cowboys thrashed hapless 

(helpless) students. Syd viewed the transpiring of the incident from his somewhat 

removed vantage point. When the first cowboy hit Teddy hard across the face, 

Syd did not jump to action. Other cowboys converged on the far table and 

grabbed students. When Syd looked back, Beard was wading through the mass of 

bodies, his guitar high in the air arcing down occasionally, producing chords 

similar to the earlier ones. 

Wondering at the incredibleness of it all, Syd was attempting to turn to the equally 

mysterious man next to him for a confirmation when a chair smacked directly across the 

back of his head. 
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BURNING 

Finding it difficult to limp efficiently while squinting his swollen right eye, Syd 

slowly followed Shelley on their way across campus in the stale morning air. When they 

finally reached the entrance to Beard's office, Syd had to bend over and pant loudly 

between heaves. 

"Thanks mama bird," Beard called out to them from inside the office. 

They entered to find Beard confusedly dressing his wounds with ketchup and 

pouring peroxide on fries and a hamburger lying on his desk. 
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"Sam?" Syd called out, not wishing to open his darkened eye. 

"Syd, that you?" Beard called back through two such marks. 

"Dr. Beard," Shelley interrupted gently. "Have you seen today's paper?" 

"Today's? No. Actually, I haven't seen a paper since they began running color 

pictures." 

"Well, we think you should see today's." Shelley reverently held out a copy in her 

hand. He held out his hands, gesturing so that she would place it in them. Once he held 

the paper in front of him, he opened his eyes and squinted at the paper. 

"Hey! Great front page headline// 'Local Professor Leads Students in Bar-Room 

BrawlV That's great. It's got alliteration and even a little meter. And that from a 

journalist. Amazing. Thanks for bringing this to me guys." 

"Sam, that's you they're talking about" Syd groaned, hitting the desk as he 

hunched over to prop himself up on the corner. "They give your name and everything." 

"Oh. I see. Amazing how quickly they reported that, don't you think?" 

Shelley looked at him incredulously. "Are you not concerned?" 

Beard peered ahead at her blankly. "About what?" he sincerely asked. 

She did not respond. "I guess you're not going to worry about it then?" Syd said 

rolling into the uncomfortable chair across from Beard's. Beard, instantaneously oblivious 

to them, did not respond. Syd sighed. Then a peculiar look crossed his face as he stared 

at Beard who nearly took a bite into the soggy burger before he sneezed. Beard looked at 

his watch and wheezed loudly. 

"You guys coming to class with me?" 
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"Sure." 

"Come on then, I've got to stop by the Union first." 

Approaching the entrance to the Union not much before 8 a.m., Beard, Syd, and 

Shelley saw the typical pile-up of students at the glass double-doors: Students on both 

sides were attempting to pass simultaneously through the one open door while students on 

both sides of the closed one stared longedly at each other. 

"Excuse me for a minute guys," Beard said reaching into his bag and pulling out a 

huge cow-bell. Just as they reached the edge of the crowd, Beard raised the bell above his 

head and shook it heavily, yelling "MOOO! MOOO! I'm the head cow now. Follow 

me!" Still screaming, he plowed through them and opened the adjacent door and strode 

through, pointing ahead and yelling "To Freedom!" 

Outside, Syd and Shelley watched as he was immediately followed by the school of 

students. A few mumbled things like "crazy old fucker" or "Alzheimer's victim" as they 

followed him through. 

They had sat there in Beard's classroom for thirty minutes in silence, the small 

number of students still able to produce any form of locomotion that morning: No one 

knew quite what to do. All they did know was that Beard had entered class with a cow 

bell in his hand, two black eyes and had instructed the students to circle their desks as 

closely as possible and be silent. He then pulled up an adjacent seat and stared at them. 

The exercise had persisted since. 
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Whenever a student occasionally squinted his (even a few hers) black eye and 

broke the silence to ask Beard what was going on, he just shrugged his shoulders, one of 

which hung peculiarly. 

But finally after half the class-time of this, Teddy stood up snorting with 

impatience. "Dammit Beard. Why are we wasting the day like this? I'm game to play 

along, but you have to tell us what the hell the point of this is." 

When Beard again shrugged his shoulders and stared ahead, Teddy grimaced 

harshly, limped over and grabbed Beard with his one utilizable appendage. 

"Dammit, I've had enough. Stop ignoring me." 

"O.K. But only for now," Beard replied standing up and returning his chair to its 

usual place. Teddy's lip quivered slightly, but he remained quite, waiting for Beard to 

continue. 

"Now, how much fun was that? Not much? And that was only twenty minutes or 

so. Care to imagine what it could be like going through that for infinity? Just sitting 

around in close proximity to other people, the same people, with no options whatever but 

to sit there." 

"Well it wouldn't be so bad" Teddy sneered, "if you would not ignore everybody, 

you know, be a little social," Teddy said returning to his seat. 

"Sure, it would make things different. Ever have company over for a long time, 

Teddy? Actually, that's probably a stupid question. Syd," Beard said turning towards 

Syd. "You ever have company over for a long time? Or relatives over for the holiday." 

"Yeah, I have." 
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"What happened?" 

"Well. I once had a friend from England visit for a month. I ended up cringing at 

his every word and couldn't wait for him to leave. Same happens whenever the relatives 

come over. The first week is fine, but then they begin to become predictable and their 

annoying habits become unavoidable." 

"Well, is that a common thing guys?" 

The class members who could tenderly nodded their heads. 

"So I guess that you now know all there is to about Sartre's No Exit. Right?" 

Beard said looking at his watch as if preparing to leave. The class remained non-

committal. 

"Well? When you sit around in a room with a bunch of people for a while, you 

end up getting annoyed, right?" one student wetly coughed. 

"Is that what Sartre was getting at when he said 'hell is other people?"' Grant 

asked, being the only male in the room unmarked by scars or bruises. 

"You have no right to talk today, Grant" Teddy shouted out, cupping his lip which 

then began to bleed. "When the shit hit the fan last night, you were nowhere to be found. 

Therefore, you may not participate." 

Grant looked around but found little sympathy from anyone nearby him. 

"That's not true, Teddy," he attempted to defend himself. 

"Bullshit, Grant. Right before I got hit by that second chair I saw you under the 

table next to the guy that hit me." 
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"I,.. I was. I had his leg, Teddy" Grant squeaked as he bowed his head. Teddy 

snorted and looked away from Grant. 

"Let's, let's get back on track guys," Beard interposed, actually appearing to be 

unsure of himself. He stared ahead as if confused for a moment and then looked up at the 

class. "Where were we?" 

"'Hell is other people,' I think" Syd offered while Shelley handed Teddy a Kleenex 

to wipe away the blood he was obliviously smearing over himself. 

"Right" Beard paused, looking at his feet. "Hell is other people. Is that so?" He 

asked looking up at the students. 

"Sometimes" Teddy grumbled, looking up through his bruises and blood at Grant. 

"I mean is that what Sartre meant?" 

"Sure. We're way past the garden of Eden. Things were better before we 

overpopulated the planet and urbanized society. There used to be room to get away and 

relax." Teddy said this without his usual aggressiveness, as if he was momentarily lost. 

"Like Jefferson's Agrarian Federation?" Grant asked looking directly at Teddy. 

Teddy, still appearing somewhat lost in reflection, turned his head towards Grant 

and perhaps nodded. 

"But that can't be the sum total of it" Shelley spoke out. "It can't be that 

depressing. Social interaction can produce good things too." 

"Yes. But the sum total of historical data shows that prolonged social proximity 

inevitably upsets people. Up to a point, it is good, but after that threshold, just like in No 

90 



Exit, it becomes vexing, creating a hell-like environment. Right Beard?" Teddy asked 

genuinely. 

Beard started at the question as if from sleep. He looked meaningfully around the 

room, pausing over some students longer than others, but none longer than Teddy. 

"Well, I always think that but keep coming back to the last line where Garcin 

suggests 'shall we get on with it?'" 

Just then the door to the classroom squeaked open and a man in a tabular suit 

entered. He surveyed the random seating arrangement and then focused onto Beard with 

a look of near horror. 

"Dr. Samuel Leviticus Beard?" He asked. 

"Ja-vol mein fuhrer" Beard responded. The man looked scathingly at him. 

"I am an assistant to Provost Willibee. I am here to dismiss your class and to 

escort you to his office." 

"Is it a party?" Beard asked appearing genuinely excited. 

"No. It is an audience with the Provost, the Chancellor, and Senator Scrub. Now 

please leave the classroom and wait outside so I can dismiss the class." 

"Don't worry, I'll just miss them and save you the trouble." The man snorted in a 

sophisticated manner and then looked at Beard incredulously. 

"Is it true that you graduated from Princeton?" 

The look of mirth which always rested somewhere within Beard's expressions 

instantly dropped and disappeared like Jimmy Hoffa at a Republican convention. His face 

lost all color and his eyes seemed to take on a reddish glint. 
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"Get the livin' hell out of my classroom you livin'sack of shit. Now!!" Beard 

screamed, inadvertently hurling his desk when he stood up abruptly. 

The man made a peculiar sound and left; Beard also made one and went to his 

desk. There, he gathered his folder and looked around the classroom again. Appearing 

satisfied at what he saw, he reached into a desk drawer and pulled out a rubber chicken. 

"Class," he paused. "Is finished." 

"This is so horrible" Shelley cried into Syd's shoulder at Kim's Diner. 

10:32 in the morning and the sizable group of students were well near inebriation 

at Kim's (which had recently begun to covertly sell beer early in the morning). Syd sat 

next to Shelley with a Shiner in his hand as well as on his eye. He seemed catatonic the 

way he stared ahead as if looking through Teddy, the tables, and the wall. 

Teddy, never a drinker, was crying into his own arms, head down on the table next 

to two empty beers. 

"Itez my gehd damm fult. Newbudy elzez bit mine" he sobbed heavily, knocking 

his head against the table. 

Grant had removed his ubiquitous turquoise and silver jewelry and was examining 

it on the table before him while Sarah sipped at a cup of coffee. 

The elderly waitress, more of a fixture than the diner itself, brought some more 

beers and shook her head at them. 

"You all look like some one has died." 
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"Meh fult gehd dammit" Teddy began wailing, hitting his head harder and faster 

against the table. 

"Sorry" she laughed and walked off. 

"You know guys" Sarah calmly began. "She's right. Beard is not dead." 

"O fuggn kem'on" Teddy spat, lifting his head exagerratedly. 

"You saw what happened in there Sarah. He's finished" Shelley whispered 

through sobs. 

"All we know is that he has a meeting with the Chancellor and Senator." 

Syd blinked at her remark. The others all turned to him, surprised at his sudden 

movement. 

"He does have tenure," Sarah continued, "and he hasn't actually broken the law. 

Speaking of which, why weren't you all and him arrested last night?" 

"When the police got there," Grant began, "They assumed that we were just 

another bunch of college students doing an experiment. It turns out that a year ago an 

Anthropology seminar went to that very bar to conduct an introduction to ethnography 

class. The cowboys beat them up also, so the cops took us home and asked us not to 

press charges." 

"Sarah's right" Syd said abruptly, immediately rising and gathering his things. 

"Where are you going Syd?" Shelley asked. 

"Beard's got tenure. They just can't immediately fire him unless he actually breaks 

the law or something drastic. I'm going to go find out what I can." 
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Still packing, Syd did not notice the squat figure in a trenchcoat, hat, and 

sunglasses approach him from behind. The others were too bewildered to warn Syd. 

"Pssst. Syd" the person hissed. 

"Andrew." Syd said not turning around. "Go away Andrew." 

Looking around, Syd might actually have been unsure of the person's identity had 

the ridiculous sunglasses not been burned into his consciousness. 

"Syd," Andrew continued to whisper. "I need to speak to you." 

"Not now Andrew," Syd said beginning to hurry by Andrew. 

"I'm here with news about Beard." 

"Syd, I've been sent to tell you that Beard is going to be brought up before a 

special committee of the Faculty Senate," Andrew confided to Syd outside of Kim's. 

"Wait a minute Andrew. What do you mean he's being brought up before the 

Faculty Senate?" 

"I don't know the answers Syd. I'm just a messenger." 

"A messenger? Who sent you?" 

"Professor Emeritus Clay Virmensch." 

Syd actually froze as if he had seen another chair arcing towards him. 

"You mean THE professor Virmensch. Awlrite Scholar of Humanities, Bootey 

Reader for the President's Council on the Arts. That professor Virmensch?" 

"Yes. He wanted me to bring you to him as soon as I found you." 

"Andrew. Is this a joke? I've never met him before." 
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"No Syd. He asked for you specifically this morning." 

"This morning? You know him well?" 

"Well, let's just say that he has maintained a . . g r e a t interest in what occurs 

here." For the first time that Syd could fathom, Andrew smiled with unquestionable 

sincerity. Bewildered, bruised, and blighted as he was, Syd took Andrew's extended hand. 

Syd followed, at Andrew's caution, several steps behind him as they crossed the 

street mysteriously towards campus. Andrew had said that professor Virmensch was "on 

top of it all," but when he turned and began ascending the steps of Thames hall, Syd still 

failed to grasp what he had meant. 

Passing under the still swinging sphinx, Andrew appeared to nod his head and 

began to purposefully (however one does that) stride towards the large staircase at the 

center of the building. Ascending, Andrew again attempted to look inconspicuous while 

Syd followed, still too bewildered and buzzed to question. At the third floor, Andrew 

peculiarly veered down a minuscule hallway adjacent to the stairway which possessed the 

sign "Janitorial Causeway" next to it. In Syd's three year involvement with the building, 

he had never noticed it before. 

They progressed through the completely unlinear hallway which meandered like a 

lonely "West Texas creek until they reached a door at the end of the Escherian rough draft. 

With the least amount of ceremony that Syd could imagine possible for him, Andrew 

knocked on the door. 

"Good luck" he said to Syd and walked away. 
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Syd, sluggish from the nervousness of meeting the most illustrious member of the 

university ever, hesitantly opened the door and entered an oaken Eden from somewhere 

out of the ivy league's glorious past. He realized that this heaven-hewn paradise was the 

crown of Thames hall, the inside of the peculiar triangular top of the building which had 

always been assumed to be light decoration. 

Syd, so awestruck by the mahogany vision of bliss which surrounded him, did not 

initially hear the deliberate coughing from the desk at the other end of the room. And 

when he finally did, Syd was equally amazed at what he turned to see. 

Sitting there before Syd, a little less regally than his surroundings, was the 

mysterious cowboy from the bar last night. 

"You," Syd gasped. 

"Hello young man. That is a beauty of a shiner. Wear it with pride, it could be a 

momento of 'the last stand.'" He sat there behind the lovely mahogany desk, in the classy 

suit, and retained the same wry smile and wistful eyes as the prior evening. 

Unsure of the validity of the scenario, especially considering Andrew's 

involvement, Syd abstained from speaking. 

"No need to circle the wagons Syd," Virmensch responded. "I am everything that 

I have said I am, last night and today. Andrew too, in his own way." He emphasized by 

smiling deeply and resting his Harvard leather shoes up on top of the desk. 

"Come on Syd. Have a seat. We really do need to talk," he said pleasantly yet 

expressing a deep seriousness. Syd sat down. 
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"Syd. You and I share, among other things, a sincere interest. The welfare of Sam 

Beard." Syd's eyes widened at the statement. "It seems that last night's minor debacle 

has catapulted Sammy," Virmensch paused as Syd couldn't suppress a giggle at the 

familiar moniker. "It seems that Sam has been catapulted into the machinations of one 

Senator Joshua Scrub." Although Syd wanted to express his surprise and curiosity, he 

suppressed the reaction to allow Virmensch to finish. 

"I've been monitoring Scrub's unusual interest and increased participation with 

this university for some time now. I've learned that he intends to build this university into 

a huge, all-purpose state institution, fully equipped with a nationally competitive football, 

basketball, and other sports programs. He desires it to become the 'school of choice' for 

the state. I believe it to be a move to boost his district approval as a foundation towards 

bigger offices some day. Point being," Virmensch quickly offered in response to Syd's 

look of confusion. "Beard has become a symbol of what Scrub wants purged from here so 

that it can be a safely marketable university. He posits dangerous ideals that conflict with 

Scrub's notions of 'Hire Learning.' Would you like to guess how all this relates to last 

night's little kung-fu two-steppin"?" 

Fathomless, Syd shook his head. 

"Ever since Sam broke up Scrub's big day at the Union, Scrub has been exerting 

pressure on the administration and regents to get rid of Beard. Poor guys. They want so 

bad to get the support Scrub promises that they are willing to do about anything that's not 

outright illegal to please him. I've heard it from a source that this Senate Faculty hearing 

has been planned all along and that they were just waiting for an excuse." 
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"This Senate Faculty thing," Syd asked, finally breaking his silence. "Are they 

officially charging him with something?" 

"That is a good question Syd. From what I've gathered, it seems that they are 

trumping up a charge that he uses improper teaching methods which have, if I remember 

my source correctly, 'a detrimental effect on the intellectual and moral direction of 

students.'" 

Virmensch replaced his usual wry grin with a look of distaste. Syd just sat there 

blankly, not pretending to begin to comprehend the situation. 

"Syd," Virmensch said strongly, sincerely. "They are going to perform an old-

fashioned witch trial on Sammy. The lynch mob has been primed, waiting for its cue, and 

it makes me just damn furious. That's why I need your help." 

Syd could have stood straight up from shock he was so unable to conceal his 

surprise at suddenly being implored by one of the most noted men in the state's history. 

"There is a lot of detail here which I won't go over with you. But the important 

thing is that Sam needs someone to argue his case. I can not nor will he. Last night, you 

showed allot of concern for Sam and also a good dose of real feeling. I would like you to 

be Sam's spokesman at the hearing which will be held this Wednesday. I know it's not 

much time to hitch yourself together, but would you do it?" 

"Are you asking me to defend Sam, as in a trial?" Syd asked with unabated 

disbelief. 

"What I'm saying Syd is that I feel that you should speak for Sam at the hearing. I 

can't without comprising the nature of the whole thing." He paused. "You have two days 



Syd. I think that you could be the most qualified person to understand and state Sam's 

case. Actually, I think that more things in this place and others depend on you doing it, 

Syd. In short, would you?" 

"Sure," Syd answered vacuously, pausing only to wipe some saliva from his chin. 

"Excellent. Now, ultimately, you have to decide for yourself where to go and 

what to look for. But I think that the best place for you to start is at Dr. Lamm's house. 

Where," he grinned, "if I'm not mistaken, you already have an appointment of sorts." 

Pressing the bell outside the quaint residential home of Dr. Lamm not much 

later that day, Syd still felt the lingering effects of the morning's alcohol and the 

mysterious revelation brought by Virmensch. It was a mind-numbing combination. 

No one answered Syd's initial ringing, and after several more attempts, Syd 

began to walk away disappointed. But when he walked past the fence that 

obscured the side of Lamm's backyard, he heard the familiar doughty chuckle of 

Sam Beard himself. 

Disoriented, Syd doubted the validity of his hearing. But then he also 

thought he could hear D'Ammatto's commanding tone slide through the fence of 

Lamm. Intrigued, Syd approached the barrier. At it, he realized that it was a fence 

in name only, the planks spaced out so that one could easily see through it up 

close. Syd kneeled down to do just that. 

Past the fence, Syd could immediately see Beard seated on a shaky lawn-

chair wearing an absurd Greek Sailor's hat. Next to him was Dr. Palmer; he had 
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on a Fedora. After Palmer was D'Ammatto atop a rickety stool with a fez atop 

him 

It was an awesome sight for Syd to see the three most weighty professors 

together. Each one was an immensity in size by himself, but together they formed 

an anchor of the university. 

. They were talking when the glaringly petite Dr. Lamm appeared from 

within the house wearing a brown Bowler. "Nobody was there when I checked 

the door," he spoke in his very nasal way. "But we can expect someone soon. He 

just called." Lamm put a certain emphasis on the word 'he' to which the others all 

quietly responded. 

"But, until then, let's begin what we came here to do." 

"Allright," Beard said excitedly getting up and opening a small cooler next 

to him. He pulled out four unmarked brown bottles and handed one to all but 

Lamm. 

"Now Jack. Although you should be the first to drink, this being your first 

time with us, I feel that I should give you a warning. This particular home-brew I 

made here has allot of kick to it. I call this batch 'Hemlock.' It's a stout that I 

fermented with, well, you really needn't know" he paused to chuckle 

incredulously. "But it takes a little getting used to. So let us all drink first and 

then you can begin with this bottle I brought just for you." Beard handed Lamm a 

tiny bottle which probably held only six ounces. 
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Beard sat down and popped the top off his bottle. Bringing it to his lips, he 

took a long but patient swallow. When he lowered the bottle, Beard's hat 

appeared to actually leap a few inches in the air and twirl around once before 

landing back on his head. Syd, completely clueless about how else to respond to 

the absurd scene, rubbed his eyes. 

"Yummm, that was good" Beard said. 

Palmer immediately popped the top off his bottle and drank deeply. 

Similarly, and again to Syd's disbelief, his little Fedora leapt up and pirouetted 

before returning to his head. 

"I needed that" he said with his eyes still closed. 

D'Ammatto wordlessly drank from the container, quickly resting the 

emptied vessel on the ground. His stern face remained motionless when the little 

Fez leapt up and back down, its tassle briefly continuing to twirl after the hat had 

stopped. He offered no sound. 

"That looks so good. I just would like to thank you all for allowing me to 

join your little meetings. I've now realized how much I missed this part of 

teaching. Right now means more to me than my previous twenty years of service." 

With that, petite Dr. Lamm lifted the proportionally petite bottle to his lips 

and sipped gingerly. In reaction, his entire body lifted back off the chair, resulting 

with him landing on his back a foot behind the overturned chair. 
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The other three all chuckled good-naturedly as Lamm slowly got up and 

brushed himself off. Although he had spilled the remaining beer and crushed his 

Bowler, he smiled gleefully. 

"I told you it took some getting used to, but it gets easier the more you do 

it," Beard told Lamm still chuckling. 

"All I can say is that it is about time" Lamm replied through a grin of 

satisfaction. 

Syd returned back to the front of the house to knock loudly this time. The 

door quietly opened and Dr. Lamm's cheerful face smiled at Syd. 

"Why Sydney. How nice that you've come to visit." They both smiled 

knowingly. 

"Beard was there also," Syd mentioned skeptically when he returned to 

Virmensch's elevated office that dusk, as instructed. 

"Yes. I see," Virmensch grinned. Syd knew to not press it further. 

"I spoke to Lamm. We discussed the issues involved, and what he thought. 

I get the feeling that this impending metamorphosis of the university had 

something to do with his stepping down as Chair of the Honors Program." 

"Maybe." 

Syd looked suspiciously at Virmensch. 

"I got the feeling that he avoided giving me any direct answers to my 

questions. What do you think?" 
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"How about that. But did you get anywhere?" 

"I think so. But I'm still not sure what I'm supposed to be doing," Syd 

said looking at Virmensch pleadingly. 

"I think that you are preparing the best way possible," he responded 

simply. 

Syd's back appeared to hunch over a little at the curt response. He did not 

smile. 

"What else did you do while you were there?" 

"Not only Beard, but also professors Palmer and D'Ammatto were at 

Lamm's. I think that I spent most of the time just chatting with them." 

"About?" 

"About lots of things actually. They were having some sort of meeting 

before I got there," Syd hesitated guiltily. "I don't know what about though." 

Syd flinched slightly when Virmensch subtly licked his lips. 

"Continue," the man prompted. 

"It was really strange because we spent most of time discussing the hearing 

on Wednesday. But they kept referring to it concerning my involvement in it, as if 

Beard had nothing to do with it. Maybe they didn't want to talk about it directly 

with him right there." 

"Maybe. Did you talk to Beard about it?" 

"Of course. He acted clueless most of the time as if he had no idea what I 

was referring to. I actually got frustrated with him." 
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"And was that all?" 

"No. I asked him if I could speak to him personally tomorrow night. He 

agreed, but it was a little peculiar. He said to come over to his place at eight, but 

to 'wear some old clothes.'" 

Virmensch giggled at the remark. Syd reacted oppositely, beginning to 

look accusingly at the man. 

"To be honest, I'm becoming scared to death about this whole thing. I get 

the feeling that I'm the only one taking it seriously. Just what exactly am I 

supposed to be doing in the big scheme of all this? I can see that I'm some sort of 

pawn, but at least give me the courtesy of sharing your designs with me." 

Virmensch rose from behind his desk and approached Syd, a serious look 

of bearing on each face. 

"First of all. You have asked for a noble but naive thing young man. Full 

comprehension. That kind of thing comes around only moments before death." 

Virmensch began pacing around Syd who appeared to have rooted himself to the 

floor. "You've got enough grit for a mule-train boy, but that's why I called on 

you. So here's what I can tell you about this whole thing. First of all, I'm Clay," 

he paused. "No more of this Mr. or Professor stuff. Second, this whole thing has 

almost nothing to do with Beard. You want frankness? Then I'll tell you that on 

Wednesday Beard's individual significance will be absent. Scrub has already won 

the hour. We have lost the day!" Virmensch nearly shouted at Syd. Ceasing to 

pace, he grabbed Syd painfully by the shoulders. 
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"We want to scare him, Syd. And you can put more weeds in his garden 

than anyone one of 'us.'" Virmensch squeezed Syd hard, not relenting the 

pressure, looking Syd portentiously in the eye. Syd noticed a brief ripple of 

desperation swim across the older man's young orbs. 

"You still going to be there on Wednesday?" 

"Yes. But I'm still scared with no idea of what I'm going to do." 

"Great," Virmensch breathed a sigh of relief. "Now, to just ease my soul a 

bit more. What are you going to do tomorrow?" he asked returning to his seat 

behind the desk. 

Sitting on Beard's garage floor, Syd did his best to keep the engine parts 

Beard kept handing to him carefully arranged. That quest of his was experiencing 

more success than his ardent desire to avoid getting smeared with grease. 

"Why did you sell the Eldorado Sam?" Syd queried, frustrated with 

Beard's circumventing any discussion of the hearing only twelve hours away. 

Beard pulled his grease-covered face away from the exposed bowels of the 

vehicle. 

"Ultimate case of serendipity I would call it. I had gone to the islands just 

to get away. I never went with the Eldorado in mind. I just wanted to be away 

from the regular so I could pay some attention to me. So, there I was hoofing it all 

around the gorgeous backroads of Maui when I stop off for a drink at this little 

grass-hutted bar, and there in the parking lot is this" he emphasized the statement 
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by hugging the bike, indifferently smearing engine fluids over his chest in the 

process. 

"A Harley?" Syd coughed incredulously. 

Beard gasped, dropping his 9/16 ratchet to the floor. 

"This, Syd, is no Harley. Jesus, haven't I ever taught you anything. This, 

my young clueless friend, is a 1942 Indian 442. Probably the motorcycle that 

started America's fascination with the industry. It was called the 'American 

Eagle.' See?" he asked handing Syd the ratchet piece. "Give me a 5/8." 

"No. I don't see in the slightest," Syd replied handing Beard the requested 

instrument. 

"O.K. I guess you've got to start with the Eldorado. I loved that car, still 

do in some ways. I bought that right after my Ph.D. Meant allot to me. I knew 

exactly where I wanted to go and figured it would take me there." Beard paused 

for a minute, withdrawn. 

"How does that relate to the bike?" Syd queried impatiently. 

"Oh, yeah. When I went to the islands, I was questioning just where 

exactly I wanted to be going. Everything had seemed so nice, so right for so long. 

You know? But I felt like it was time to see through another's eyes. So, at this 

shack on Maui, I run across this legend. It is a legend," he coughed peculiarly. 

"Indian motors only made this for a few years. I couldn't believe it when it 

materialized before me. So I run in and find that this really old guy owns it. I 

mean ancient. He was so old that he hadn't driven it in years. Yet twice a week 
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he would start it up and let it idle there in the parking lot." Beard paused and 

looked deeply at the bike. 

"Give me a 2/13 please, Syd." Syd searched errantly as Beard continued. 

"I hung out with this guy for a couple of days, listening to him. I was just floored. 

He had got the bike in '75 from some other old guy— The bike was also in brand 

new condition then— had driven it around the country for years on end. Used to 

do work as an editor, salesman, and hot-tar man. He got the bike from another 

guy he met in a bar in Philadelphia. Guy was too old to drive it around anymore, 

but he kept running it also. After we talked, the guy offered me the bike— so long 

as I always maintained it. Said he was too old to ride it any longer. That he had 

been waiting to pass it on to someone. Just look at it Syd. Fifty-three years old 

and still running beautifully. That's its beauty over the Eldorado. It's the big ride 

instead of the express. Give me a 3.14 wrench please," he asked Syd never having 

received the earlier requested tool. 

"I don't get the difference at all, Sam," Syd pursued, not even bothering to 

look for the requested instrument. 

"O.K. Come hear," Beard coaxed him, eagerly moving over to make room 

for Syd near the exposed engine. Although still shy of touching the thick, 

salubrious fluids all around it, Syd mindfully scooted over so that he too was 

staring directly into the vehicle's exposed engine. 

"Here," Beard gestured towards the bulbous fuel tank of the bike, "is 

where we should begin. A fuel-substance, which in this instance we call gas, 
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travels from the fuel tank, through the fuel filter, and into the fuel bowl which, as 

anyone serious about maintenance should know, is the base of the carburetor." 

Beard traced the serpentine path with his grease-covered finger as he narrated. 

"The filter attempts to cleanse the fuel of extraneous objects or debris which could 

obstruct the process. Here," he emphasized by touching the base of the large 

multi-chambered object, "the fuel in the bowl is then metered through carburetor 

jets, which here are nothing more than simple little holes in the wall since this baby 

was built way back before all that fuel-injection crap. The jets lead the fuel into 

the intake-manifold, here." Beard emphasized the chamber by pointing a 

mysterious wrench at it; Syd could not remember when or where Beard acquired 

it. "This is very important. Here the raw fuel is mixed with air. By itself, the gas 

is not utilizable, but when mixed with air, it gains potential energy. A sort of 

marriage between the exotic ideal and the banal real you could say. After the fuel 

is mixed, a valve opens, shooting the mixture into the combustion chamber. The 

valve here," he lifted the wrench up to the indented piston-chambers, "is opened by 

the downstroke of the piston. On the upstroke, the piston compresses the air and 

fuel mixture. The sparkplug sparks, causing an explosion. The energy of the 

explosion pushes the piston back up, which begins the process again." 

"Wait a minute, Sam," Syd barely croaked, inundated as he was. "It 

pushes the piston back up. If the explosion of the fuel-mixture pushes the piston, 

how could the piston have initially pushed the fuel and air together? How could it 

contribute to its own birth?" 
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"The piston actually never pushes anything. It is strictly reactive, an 

apparatus. The piston is pushed." 

"By the explosion?" 

"Not strictly. The explosion is only a reaction. The piston is pushed by the 

product of the reaction. Energy." 

Syd looked bewilderedly at the small casing which held the piston. In all 

his life, since his father had first explained the combustion engine to him, he had 

thought of the piston as the big lever of the motorcycle, that which made it so 

powerful. He was having a difficult time reconciling the fact that instead of a big 

active proponent in the bike's or any vehicle's locomotion, it was actually a 

reactive device, forced by a byproduct of a liquid and a gas. 

"Energy?" Syd almost despairingly questioned Beard. 

"Sure. The explosion releases huge amounts of CO into the air, expanding 

in the compartment, forcing the piston to move back down." 

"How does the piston go back up then if the explosion pushes it down?" 

Syd queried, appearing to begin to see something within the bike's workings. 

"It's a physics equation, Syd. Force is not so easily lost. The explosion 

exerted a certain amount of force on the piston, and that force would continue 

unabated until an equal force was exerted opposite it. The designers of the 

combustion engine knew that and designed the piston in a sort of carousel fashion 

so that the force of the initial explosion would make the piston go down and then 

lift it up on an axis back to where it started before the force was completely spent. 

109 



Force and energy don't just stop. They must be stopped." Beard clapped his 

hands loudly together in front of Syd and smiled. "Otherwise they will simply 

continue." Syd had begun to run his fingers along the fuel path of the bike 

repeatedly, oblivious to Beard for the moment. Beard did not disturb him for quite 

awhile. 

"Sam," Syd asked after following the fuel's path several times over. "How 

does any of that have to do with why you ditched the Eldorado? Why is this the 

'big ride and not the express?'" 

Beard chuckled at Syd, but not whimsically as usual. 

"No real difference. I never took care of the Eldorado's engine. I actually 

couldn't even if I wanted to because it was so spread out and hidden across that 

big body. Whenever something didn't work like I thought it should, I took it in to 

someone to tell me what was wrong and how to fix it. That got a little expensive 

after awhile. Any guesses?" Beard asked Syd. Syd grinned no response. 

"Now that I'm in a point of my life where I'm as concerned about just 

keeping going instead of the exact coordinates, the easy access of this beauty 

appeals to me." He just sat there looking at Syd portentiously. It almost seemed 

right then that Beard somehow began to become physically distant. 

"O.K. Just one more thing Beard. I sort of understand how this motion 

contributes to its own perpetuation, but what gets it initially going?" Syd queried 

Beard seriously. 
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"Good question. In today's high-tech world of luxurious atrocities, you 

push a button and an electrical current sets things in motion. Until the battery 

wears out that is," Beard grinned subtly. "But with this classic," he coughed 

peculiarly again. "With this classic baby right here, you simply give it kick," he 

said pulling out a little lever attached directly to the carburetor base." Syd looked 

intensely at it, having heard of the old kickstarts but never having understood one. 

"If you've paid a little attention to the maintenance of your engine, kept it 

free of debris, all the parts in working shape, proper type of fuel and all that, then 

all you have to do is exert a little personal effort and you're on your way." Beard 

said this and then quietly began reassembling the parts into their places. Syd 

watched, refusing to blink. 

ASHES 

Early that next morning, a non-conspicuous graduate student assigned to 

conduct Beard's class was waiting in the room when the class entered. Without an 

introduction, he began to give a biographical overture to Charles Dickens as 

prelude to Hard Times, reading directly and deliberately from a yellow pad with 

notes scribbled on it. When Syd entered the room late, the graduate student hardly 

paused. 

But Syd didn't sit down. As the reader droned on, Syd remained standing, 

scrutinizing the room and its contents. After a few more paragraphs, the graduate 

student stopped reading. 

"Can I help you perhaps?" 
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Syd ceased looking around and focused his attention on the speaker. 

"No. I'm sorry. I'm obviously in the wrong place," Syd answered and 

walked out of the room. 

Later that hour, Syd breathed a sigh of relief as more and more of Beard's 

students entered the forum room where the special hearing was to take place. He 

had proceeded straight to the meeting place after making the scene in Beard's 

former classroom, not knowing if he would be entirely alone or not. He had 

already realized that Virmensch's and other key professors' bodies would be 

absent. 

Syd fought the urgent desire to loosen the maroon tie he had purchased the 

night before. It constricted him in an all too expressive way, but he ardently 

wanted to conceal the reptilian-manner in which he believed it to be tightening 

around his neck. 

It was ten minutes until the official beginning of Beard's hearing. Syd was 

sitting at the oblong table facing a row of chairs, just where Virmensch had 

instructed him to late the night before. It was the only concrete thing he had done 

to prepare Syd. 

Already most of the chairs were filled with panel members conversing 

sheepishly with each neighbor as if to avoid scrutinizing Syd's table. The panel of 

professors was constituted largely by obscure members of different departments, 

none having any affiliation with the Honors Program. Jury of his peers Syd 
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thought as he looked around, seeing Shelley, Teddy, and Grant sitting near him in 

the regular seats. The eye-contact was brief but laden with meaning. He also 

noticed Sarah and Ben seated near the back, Sarah in a dress for the first time Syd 

could think of. Ben wore a collared shirt, his mildly long hair tied behind him. 

They both nodded at Syd respectfully. 

Syd looked at his watch; it was only a few minutes till Nine. As the last 

few panel members entered the room, Senator Scrub appeared flanked by two 

assistant-looking persons in dark suits. Syd felt cold water inundate his senses at 

the sight of the Senator. He had no idea that the man would be in attendance. 

Also, the assistants carried stacks of papers with them in an ominous manner. It 

unnerved Syd when Scrub and his lackeys seated themselves at some seats along 

the wall near the panels's area. 

Syd nervously began to wonder where Beard was. Coming in at the last 

minute would not be a good impression, and Syd felt very nauseated there by 

himself. 

Suddenly Syd looked up and realized that all of the panel members were 

seated and looking at him directly for the first time. One panel member appeared 

to be in charge. Syd recognized her as Dr. Lethal, the most ambitious but 

unqualified member of the English department. She was notorious for 

volunteering for every and all non-teaching positions in the department to hide her 

inability to think on equal terms with undergraduates. She would do anything, 
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regardless of her convictions (if she had any) to get ahead; Syd hunched his 

shoulders. 

After a few moments during which she meekly looked at Syd and then 

towards Senator Scrub, she stood up and cleared her throat. 

"I now call this special hearing of the Faculty Senate to order. This panel 

has been selected to review the actions of Dr. Samuel Leviticus Beard and to 

evaluate the accusations that his unorthodox teaching methods have a detrimental 

effect on our students morally and intellectually. But before we can begin," she 

paused and looked directly at Syd. "Where is Dr. Beard?" 

Syd turned red and folded his hands, unable to answer. 

"It's five past Nine, and we can't wait any longer. Will Beard be here?" 

she pressed somewhat desperately towards Syd. 

" I . . . . I don't know." 

The chairperson looked confusedly at the other panel members. They 

whispered for a minute, occasionally glancing around nervously. Finally, Senator 

Scrub coughed very deliberately. The panel hushed immediately. The chairperson 

cleared her throat harshly like she wanted to get rid of something with an 

unpleasant taste. 

"We will begin immediately. Since Beard himself is not here, we will ask 

the main accuser to begin. Senator Scrub," she said blankly, "you may make your 

statement. 
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Syd nearly convulsed with horror and shock when Scrub's name was 

spoken. The man languidly rose from his seat and approached the front of the 

room. 

"Ladies and gentlemen of the panel and those in attendance," he 

emphasized the last one. "My appearance here today is not directed against the 

man Samuel Beard himself. But rather, I am here to make a defense of proper 

values in Academia. This is important. Remember that," Scrub raised his finger 

poignantly in the air and began pacing, "when I make a statement or accusation, I 

am not attacking Samuel Beard the individual, for he is respected man. But I am 

attacking something he contributes to: The perjuration of our children, our futures, 

by facilitating the hedonistic practices which colleges are so unfortunately 
<r 

infamous for. The ones that prohibit a student from successfully mastering a 

career proficiency in his, or her," he emphasized, "time here. This waste ultimately 

comes full circle by burdening this state's taxpayers with many costs. It is time to 

root out these long tolerated practices of waste and emphasize a more efficient 

college experience. This is my contribution," he emphasized by raising his arms 

and extending his palms. The room was immediately flooded with the sound of 

shutters clicking. Syd could not remember seeing so many reporters when he 

entered, but certain things were becoming more clear about the entire situation. "I 

will prove through documented events that Dr. Samuel Leviticus Beard's methods 

of teaching have an irrevocably detrimental effect on those students which he 
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comes in contact with." Scrub's mobile locution had come full circle. He was 

now standing directly in front of Syd's table. 

Just then, the door to the chamber clicked open, and a young man in a 

sharp suit and smartly greased back hair purposefully approached the panel. Syd 

assumed it to be another advisor to Scrub. Reaching the chairperson, the well-

shaven young man handed a folded piece of paper to her. When he turned around, 

Syd initially thought that the he looked vaguely familiar. But although Syd 

unmistakably found something about the youth familiar, he was unable to identify 

what. 

As the chairperson read the note, the young man passed by Syd on his way 

out. Perplexed, Syd turned around one more time just as the youth opened the 

door to leave. Syd broke out into an uncontrollable sweat when he observed the 

man lifting an infamously absurd pair of scratched sunglasses to his head. 

"This note," the chairperson addressed the audience tentatively, "is from 

Dr. Beard. It says that he is unable to attend today's hearing and sends his 

apology." She lowered the note and looked bewilderedly between the other panel 

members, the now salivating Scrub, and Syd. 

"This lack of professionalism and simple courtesy is symptomatic of what 

I'm talking about," Scrub smoothed his remarks towards the now evident TV 

cameras, pivoting quickly their direction. 

Syd felt something in his stomach expand sharply, a rank feeling growing 

within him; he had been abandoned. 
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"And worst of all," the Senator continued. "He has abandoned this student 

here before us. Ran off like a coward, unable to accept the consequences of his 

actions. Leaving this young man to suffer for his sin's. Are those the values you 

want taught to your children?" Scrub rasped at the camera, his jaw jutting out just 

a little. 

"Chairperson," he turned back towards the panel, lowering the intensity of 

his voice. "I think that we should proceed. Dr. Beard has waived his right to 

defend himself, which in itself incriminates him, but I feel that we must proceed 

with a formal hearing to ensure due process and a fair decision." 

The Senator's request sounded like instructions. The chairperson just sat 

there for a moment, eyes unblinking, pleading. Finally, she looked at Syd. 

"Are you willing to continue without Dr. Beard," she asked him. 

Unsure if he wanted to continue even breathing at the moment, Syd cleared 

his throat. He wondered if this was all part of Virmensch's plan, or if Beard had 

actually abandoned him. He was no longer concerned with being up against Scrub 

by himself anymore, understanding that the script was already written. But Syd 

desperately desired a clue about his role in the plan so that he could act properly. 

"Could I please see the message from Beard, Mrs. Chairperson?" Syd 

asked, grasping at straws for a needle. 

The chairperson glanced briefly at Scrub and then handed the note to be 

passed to Syd. When the note reached Syd, Scrub moved directly next to him and 

turned so that he was facing both the panel and the TV cameras. 
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"Just as this young man has the right to fully understand the situation he 

has been placed in, we also have a right to know who we are dealing with," the 

Senator exclaimed just as Syd received the note. 

Opening it up, Syd recognized Beard's scrawl. There were only two 

sentences. I regret that I will be unable to attend the Faculty Senate hearing 

today. I send my 'apology.' 

"In the wake of his flight from the university, Dr. Beard has left behind this 

student. One willing to defend the ideals of a man who refuses to defend himself." 

Syd could not hear the Senator's comments or notice the man edging 

closer towards him. He was transfixed by the quotation marks placed around the 

word apology. 

mr 

"Please. Young man. State your full name and relation to Beard for the 

benefit of all attending." 

Syd did not respond to the Senator who had positioned himself across the 

table, leaning on it heavily. His eyes appeared to be focusing on an object far 

beyond the crumpled piece of ruled-paper in his hand. 

The contrived silence of the room intensified while the Senator hunched 

forward, glaring at Syd. The Senator cleared his throat. 

"Young man. Wake up please," he coughed, rolling his eyes at the camera. 

Syd started as if from a nightmare (let's say he had even begun to sweat, 

just a little on his temples). He stared up into the Senator's eyes and immediately 
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became transfixed on the Senator's trade-mark, the one huge eye-brow which ran 

unabated from temple to temple. 

The Senator leaned forward until he was only a foot away from Syd. 

"Do you have a name?" Syd minutely flinched, the reverberation of a 

strong inner movement. 

"Noman," he answered. A few uncontrollable giggles erupted from the 

student-audience. The panel members, none more than Lethal, looked confused. 

Syd seemed almost as surprised by his answer as Scrub himself; the words 

appeared to force their way from his mouth as his hand interred the crumpled note 

into the breast-pocket of his shirt. Then his eyes suddenly seemed to focus 

correctly again, locking onto the Senator before him. 

"Your name is what?" the man questioned again, this time slowly like he 

was speaking to a mentally-inferior person. The sound of some older voices 

chuckling reverberated through the room. 

"Sydney Marshal, sir." 

"Thank you very much. And your relation to Dr. Beard.?" 

"A student of his, sir." 

"And you are prepared to argue his case here, even though he himself 

refuses to?" 

"Actually," Syd began slowly, "I am not prepared for anything of the sort. 

But I do have a statement. Not a prepared one," he paused, unsure. "Not one that 
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I prepared," he continued. "But I do have one I would like to give before you 

begin." 

Scrub looked skeptically at Syd for a moment and then turned towards the 

nearly forgotten speaker. 

"It would only please me, so long as the speaker has no objections." 

The speaker, apparently caught by surprise by the inclusion, clumsily 

nodded towards Syd. Scrub repositioned himself at Syd's right flank. 

"You'll have to excuse me. I don't have it memorized, but I think I do 

remember its form," Syd said clearing his throat. He glanced at Scrub on his right 

side and then at the panel before him. Then, Syd briskly rose from his chair and 

approached the section of the audience seats where most of the students were 

sitting. 

"And if he had to discriminate between the shadows, in competition with 

the other prisoners," he began orating animatedly, but only towards the gathered 

students. Scrub exhaled belligerently, and although the chairperson looked 

bewildered, she made no initial reaction of her own. 

"While he was still blinded and before his eyes got used to the darkness- a 

process that would take some time- wouldn't he be likely to make a fool of 

himself?" Syd actually asked the students, all of which were too frozen with fear to 

respond. 
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"Mr. Marshal, you are out of order. Please address the panel here or 

refrain from speaking completely," the chairperson remanded him, herself now 

speaking towards the cameras. 

Turning around, Syd stepped a little closer towards the panel. 

"I'm sorry. I meant to be addressing those passing judgment. I'll correct 

myself," he rushed through while carefully walking towards the panel. Then, 

having said that, he spun quickly around and started pacing quickly back towards 

the students. 

"And they would say that his visit to the upper world had ruined his sight, 

and that the ascent was not worth even attempting. And if anyone tried to release 

them and lead them up, they would kill him if they could lay hands on him," Syd 

just finished saying when two security personnel grabbed him by his arms and lead 

him out of the room. 

"Wouldn't they?" he yelled matter-of-factly just as his face was lead past 

the threshold of the door. 
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REBIRTH 

Syd stood at the threshold of Beard's garage, still sweating from the ordeal 

of being ejected from the hearing. He had found the door wide-open when he 

arrived. A peculiar burnt-smell lingered; its alieness worried Syd. 

The inside of the garage seemed barren and desolate compared to last 

night's assembling activities except for a stray cat which had wandered in and was 

sniffing around the new expanse. 

Beginning to breath a little more steadily (but in no way sweating less), Syd 

entered the open space. He perfunctorily knocked onto the pathetic door which 

led into the utility room of the house, but only once. 

He noticed in the trash can next to the door a discarded envelope labeled 

"American Eagle Airlines." He turned towards the center of the garage. In the 

center of the garage he noticed a difference of depth in the dark stain on the of the 

floor. Last night, it was a deep, near-ancient oil stain sunk into the cement from 

the Eldorado over which Beard had put a piece of cardboard when working on the 

Indian. The cement now looked smooth and clean, nearly translucent. It had been 

cleansed and in place of the dark, pool-stain of the leaked oil was now a focused 

black streak of burnt rubber set in the ground, a thin layer of ashes from 

locomotion. It extended from the center of the garage straight out into the street 

where it disappeared. 
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