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Dear Readers,

GIANNI is a not-for-profit St. John's College, graduate stu
dent run project, serving as an electrical outlet for liberal 
expression and conversation for the greater College com
munity.

Technically, our future is bright as we are making plans to 
use the light of computer screens to transmit your diverse 
voices. GIANNI'S online version will not be a dot.com. We 
have no interest in commerce. Our only interest is in your 
ideas.

So, look for GIANNI to be a web-magazine that will accept 
and publish your non-mainstream messages, your provok
ing views, and your impassioned dialogues. We will con
tinue the GIANNI revolution of renewing the tradition of the 
liberal arts through the exchange of excited thoughts.

Sincerely,

The Editor 
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The Metaphysics of 
Contemporary Science

fllCXflriDCI! fULDS

I have defended Kant’s view that 
mathematics largely consists of synthetic a 
priori propositions. What sorts of ramifica
tions does this claim have on the natural sci
ences of our own day? Even well before 
Kant’s time, mathematics was known to be 
useful in navigating the great sea of Nature; it 
has been more than a mere raft or lifeboat on 
which we keep ourselves afloat—with the aid 
of mathematics we have deployed a full Navy 
of tools for unraveling her secrets and probing 
her depths. For hundreds of years, by means 
of the scientific method, we have been able to 
capture physical phenomena in representa
tions of quantities such as space and time, 
mass and volume, et cetera, and we have 
always judged these results beautiful. How 
many forces have we conquered and brought 
under our domain? How many mysteries have 
been solved, how many technologies have 
been produced, how many wonders have we 
worked which would make even the great 
Kant’s head spin? (And how proud have we 
become as a result? How arrogant?)

Mathematics cannot, however, get us 
very far without a guiding physical principle 
or some empirical referent. Perhaps it will 
surprise us that today physics has run up 
against an experimental wall. Our largest 
particle accelerators still cannot produce the 
ever-elusive Higgs boson, and still less are we 
able to confirm the outlandish conjectures of 
string theory, with its bizarre compactified 
micro-dimensions and vibrating loops of 
energy, or the completely mysterious dark 
matter/energy which seems to pervade the 
stars: existing everywhere yet being seen 
nowhere. Without the aid of experiment or 
any physical principle, we have left the safe 
embrace of our H.M.S. Empiricist and re
adopted I?* Century metaphysics! In fact 
there are quite a few giants in the field today 
who remain outspoken devotees and disciples 
of those great Rationalists, particularly G.W. 
Leibniz and Barueh Spinoza. With a zealous 
return to pre-Kantian metaphysics, mathemat
ics has become elevated as never before—its 
necessity assuming a divine role—being 
nothing short of the very Mind of God (1 urge 
you to check out Paul Davies’ book by this 
same title, which investigates whether the

universe itself could be called rational, and 
what that would mean). Instead of a superfi
cial set of formulae which is merely helpful or 
useful in parameterizing natural laws, the new 
theoretical physics says that math has, in a 
real sense, become the universe—it is no 
longer seen for what it is: representation. In 
this arena, the mathematical object must 
somehow assume the role of a physical princi
ple itself, either through appeal to its alleged 
beauty or through some other metaphysical 
claim: perhaps by referring to a common 
transcendent origin, shared by math and the 
world. Mathematicians and scientists alike 
have long assumed that the necessary quality 
of mathematical propositions ensures the 
universality of the subject matter, and this has 
led them to embrace a Platonic view of 
mathematics (that the objects or propositions 
of pure math enjoy an existence independent 
of our thought). Many theoretical physicists 
and mathematicians even today hold this 
romantic notion very dear to their hearts.

However, cognitive science, in recent 
years, has produced research which resonates 
more closely with Kant’s conviction: that 
mathematics has no other origin than our own 
intuitions. These are not necessarily vague, 
however. They arise from a very specific 
embodied experience. According to this the
ory, we map, through metaphor (a fundamen
tal cognitive operation), a concrete bodily 
experience onto our conceptual networks. A 
fascinating book on these developments is 
Where Does Mathematics Come From? by 
George Lakoff and Rafael Niiflez. Case stud
ies cited in this book have shown that while 
we do come into the world with some innate 
spatial and arithmetical capabilities (such as 
subitizing: being able to recognize the differ
ence between small quantities of up to three 
or four), almost the entire body of mathemat
ics beyond is extended through the same 
cognitive mechanisms found in the rest of our 
conceptual system: image schemas, concep
tual metaphors, blending and so on. From 
geometry to arithmetic, from sets to calcu
lus—every bit of mathematics takes form in 
our minds through metaphors based on our 
experienee of embodiment: containers, ex
tended spaces and lines, continuous paths of 
motion, collections of objects, and many 
others.

Of course, even without the considera
tions of an embodied mathematics, I still think 
it rash to believe that purely theoretical enter
prises such as superstring theory might actu-
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ally succeed. Galileo, who famously remarked 
that the universe was written in the very lan
guage of the mathematics, could never accept 
pure apriorism as a valid approach to nature, 
"After all, our disputes are about the sensible 
world, and not one of paper". According to 
cognitive science, mathematical intuitions and 
our embodied experience of the world are con
ceptualized together in the same way, through 
identical metaphors; it is therefore obvious that 
mathematics truly is our “language” for describ
ing nature in any sufficiently technical detail 
(though it is certainly not the universe’s lan
guage). It is also not the only language. Re
member: there is also the poet of any language. 
Perhaps these, you will say, are not as usethl. 
But, are they thereby less valuablel My first 
lesson in the history of metaphysics and natural 
science: the mathematical overestimates itself

Still, it is an exceptionally amazing claim 
that the intuitions arising from our own embodi
ment could be extended successfully to all vast 
reaches of the cosmos, even into unseen dimen
sions and down to the most miniscule particle. 
And it would be nothing short of fantastic if it 
were true, but nonetheless it remains a meta
physical conjecture, and cannot be used to sup
port any such physical theory. If accepted, this 
assumption would make possible such theories, 
but it would not prove them.

Yet I would recommend extra caution 
when inquiring into wholly unfamiliar entities: 
black holes, the big bang, compactified micro
dimensions and so on. Such bizarre environ
ments may be at severe odds with our own 
embodied experience. To argue on the grounds 
of mathematical consistency or elegance alone 
is to commit a logical fallacy. We cannot say 
that a theory demands such and such symme
tries, and therefore it must be so; this is to argue 
circularly, because such “demands” arise only 
from the fact that our mathematical intuitions 
are grounded in a specific embodied under
standing—we simply cannot cognize it by any 
other conceptual metaphors. If cognitive sci
ence is on the right track, then essentially they 
will have resurrected Kant’s position, which 
means only that appearances will always and 
everywhere be brought under the laws of our 
intuition (which, as it turns out, is determined 
by our embodied experience)—not the other 
way around.

Thus embodiment presents a challenge to 
theoretical sciences, because to affirm a theory 
about unobserved entities on purely mathemati
cal grounds is to assume that they possess sym
metry with our own experience. Is mathematics

really capable of describing the birth of the 
universe? Careful: allegedly the entire space- 
time continuum as it is extended today was 
crunched into one singularity! The density and 
temperatures within such an object (if it can 
even be called an object—I don’t think it can 
be) is unfathomable. Our intuitions are almost 
useless in this scenario; time itself can hardly 
even be said to exist at this point (space and 
time were bom with the expansion of the cos
mos) and causality therefore breaks down. It is 
difficult to say whether the laws of physics, as 
they stand today, would even be the same under 
such extreme conditions. I will certainly grant 
that humans may be capable of mathematically 
describing the big bang—if and only if they 
could have an experience of it!

I believe we are creative enough crea
tures to observe even the most bizarre phenom
ena and yet find a way to adapt our conceptual 
metaphors to fit the data (quantum mechanics is 
good evidence of this). But the birth of the 
cosmos is not a phenomenon anywhere to be 
seen or experienced, and cannot become repre
sentation as such. Hume, the staunch empiricist, 
warned against speculations regarding the origin 
of our universe, humorously remarking that 
creation is one experiment which cannot be 
reproduced!

Cosmology has high hopes, however, of 
one day being able to look so deep into space 
that we might witness the creation event as it 
actually unfolded! After all, looking out is in 
fact a looking back, through time. As it stands, 
we can already capture images of the forming 
cosmos Just 300,000 years or so after its birth. 
There is a small chance that cosmologists may 
produce the first concrete evidence in favor of 
(or against) the new particle theories, such as 
superstrings. Still, I choose to remain skeptical, 
if only for some silly philosophical reasons. 
Although I suppose we could hold out hope that 
the Platonists are correct—then perhaps it will 
he only a matter of time before someone clever 
enough gets a sufficient glimpse of the right 
mathematical object or Form to solve the theory 
of everything. Sound silly to you?

Well, go look it up for yourselves: within 
the last decade or two, a small library of popular 
literature on the subject has suggested that lead
ing physicists believe this very same proposi
tion. It is the hope of discovering a unique 
theory of everything. I recommend Brian 
Greene, Michio Kaku, or Paul Davies for further 
reading. Others, who have come to recognize 
the futility of singling out one solution among 
the hundreds which string theory suggests, have
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instead adopted the (no less bizarre) view that 
our universe is but one in a series of infinitely 
many—that each solution to the string equations 
represents a valid and actually existing universe 
among a vast sea of them. This is the multi- 
verse theory. For this account, I wholeheartedly 
recommend Leonard Susskind’s The Cosmic 
Landscape, which also contains good commen
tary and criticism of the “anthropic principle”— 
a controversial idea in science today: the claim 
that this particular universe must have been 
selected from among the vast number of possi
bilities (or developed in such a way) so as to 
support intelligent beings. If you read up on

what “scientists” are doing today, you will 
undoubtedly find yourself exclaiming, “Wait... 
How is that any less speculative than pure meta
physics?” The only answer I have been able to 
extract seems to be: because, unlike metaphys
ics, it is an exercise in pure mathematics! Great, 
if you happen to be a Platonist. But should 
cognitive science pronounce the last word on 
the ontological status of these objects... 
physicists may have to reevaluate their new
found method, or even abandon it altogether!

00O

THE UNITED NATIONS 
DECIDES ON THE POTATO

By Eric Knudson

Seeking to promote its Millennium De
velopment Goals, the United Nations recently 
made 2008 the Year of the Potato. Although 
seemingly absurd, the Year of the Potato is an 
important development. According to the 
Economist (March 1*', 2008), potatoes are the 
world’s fourth most important food source (by 
calorie), following only com, wheat, and rice. 
This fact, combined 
with the ability of pota
toes to be effectively 
grown in diverse cli
mates (from sub-arctic 
to tropical) makes the 
potato an ideal crop to 
be promoted to farmers 
in developing counties.
Besides the ability of 
potatoes to be grown in 
many places throughout 
the world, they also 
require less effort per calorie than most other 
crops. The Year of the Potato means that the 
United Nations is not only promoting the potato 
as a subsistence food to farmers throughout the 
world, but it is also being promoted as an indus
try, whose development is hoped to increase the 
fortunes of farmers and non-farm laborers alike.

In dollar terms, the potato industry is 
tiny, with global sales of only $350 million in 
recent years, however, potato production has 
doubled (in developing countries) over the last 
15 years, and its growth has continued at a 
steady 4.5% per year according to the FAO. 
The promotion of the potato is not only impor

tant given the potential growth of this global 
market as a traded commodity, but also as a 
food-source hedge against the incredible explo
sion in wheat prices, which have seen at least a 
four fold increase in the past two years while 
also sparking fears of famine in developing 
countries as domestic grains have been drawn 
away from local markets by higher yields 
abroad. Given current market conditions pota
toes are likely to remain in local markets giving 
residents in developing countries continued 
access to good food at prices they can afford.

If the potato is able to play a similar role 
in developing countries today, as it played in the 
industrializing world of the 18* and 19* centu

ries, we could be at the 
dawn of a new age of 
industrialization and 
production. In Europe 
and North America an 
explosion in the produc
tion of potatoes liberated 
thousands of workers 
from agricultural pro
duction, freeing them to 
work in the burgeoning 
factories of new indus
trial centers, a change 
that the Economist said, 

led Fredric Engels to “declarje] that the potato 
was the equal of iron for its ‘historically revolu
tionary role’”. A similar change in the modem, 
developing world would allow currently impov
erished countries to begin a path toward mod
ernization the effects of which could be truly 
astonishing in both human and industrial terms.

So sit back, have some fries and celebrate 
the Year of the Potato.

O0<3>
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN 
THEN AND NOW 

BY David Straub

Notice: This article contains language that some readers may 
find offensive. If you are offended by such language please 
skip this work of historical fiction.

I built a time machine and went back to 1864 
and spoke to 4 different people in New York 
about my personal hero, Abraham Lincoln.

1

DS: Sir, sir, Abraham Lincoln is the best presi
dent that this country has ever had. What is 
your opinion on that?

Sir: Damn right son, finally met someone who 
understands.

DS: Why is he the best president?

Sir: This country hasn't had an army since 1812, 
and even then it wasn't much of an army, least 
not by today's standards. Now, praise Jesus, 
Mary and Joseph, (but by no means those Papist 
niggers), we have the largest armies the world 
has ever known: the army of the Potomac and 
the army of the West. Think about it: every 
man needs a uniform, a gun, bullets and a kit! 
Then, we need a railroad to transport them! The 
government's so desperate they'll buy anything! 
Praise be, we also need ships to blockade the 
South! Then, the South would have dock-loads 
of cotton that they couldn’t even export! But, I 
could! Oh yeah, we also need hardtack and dog 
shit to feed the army! 1 should get into that too! 
Business is booming! Booming! Booming! 1 
had a friend who's making a fortune in the cof
fin business; he's even got a special deal with 
the railroads to ship the body home as part of 
the package!

DS: Should we withdraw from the South?

Sir: Hell no, business is booming!

11

DS: Sir, sir, Abraham Lincoln is the best presi
dent that this country has ever had. What is 
your opinion on that?

Sir: You got me, I don't know. Listen, 1 funda
mentally believe that slavery is wrong, a sin 
against the American ethic. Old Abe began by

splitting rails; now, look at him. Thafs what 
this country should be; it cannot have an en
trenched slave-holding aristocracy. After Dred 
Scott, they were going to repel the Missouri 
Compromise, allowing slavery to grow and not 
die a slow death as the founders intended. 1 
agree that that was unacceptable. When Abe 
argued with Douglas, he was not talking about 
freeing the darkies; he was only talking about 
stopping the spread of slavery and allowing it to 
die overtime, a natural death. 1 could cheer that. 
1 can't cheer this. This escalation has been 
unacceptable. The carnage! Who would have 
thought? Maybe Abe should have stepped 
down in 1861 and brought in a president more 
amenable to the South . Then, we'd probably 
have slave auctions back in DC; what a travesty 
that was! Still, the Union is important, the 
Union is everything. Abe claims to be saving it, 
but is he really? It was all the Battle Hymn of 
the Republic after the Emancipation Proclama
tion, but where will all those darkies go after the 
war? Tocqueville predicted a race war. We 
may have one yet. We certainly don't want 
them here. Miscegenation is a sin before god.

DS: Should we withdraw from the South?

Sir: Well, I'll tell you: we have an election com
ing up, election of 1864. It's down between Old 
Abe and George McClellen who advocates 
peace with the South. Unless the heavens open 
and Old Bobby Lee gets kicked really hard in 
the ass, McClellen's going to take it; fve heard 
talk that Old Abe has predicted it himself 
However, I don’t like McClellen either; the little 
Napoleon certainly didn't do anything for our 
boys in blue. So to answer your question, I 
don't really have to choose whether we with
draw or not; I just need to decide between these 
two candidates. If Old Abe could prove to me 
that he could win the war, I'd Jump in glee; 
however, pigs may fly, but I doubt it. [Lincoln 
would win, but only because Sherman captured 
Atlanta just prior to the election] You know, 
there's even talk in the South about emancipat
ing blacks who fight in gray and if things get 
bad enough, it may happen. Can you imagine 
that? [The South would do it in 1865] Mean
while, in the North here, Harvard and Yale still 
have their crew race each year. We have a 
zillion times the men and a zillion times the 
industry. We should won the war in a 
week.. You know. Old Abe stood behind that 
dumb ass McClellen for two years...You know, 
the fear of Southern artillery, which turned out 
to be wood, kept McClellen and his army in 
Washington for months! His invasion of the
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South: a disaster! Bobby Lee is the greatest 
general since Alexander the Great, he bloodies 
the nose of our generals and they run away and 
cry... McClellen could have destroyed Lee at 
Antietam...Meade could have destroyed him at 
Gettysburg...Lincoln, out of some perverse 
loyalty kept these incompetents in office, the 
war has been totally mismanaged, totally mis
managed...! could talk about Hooker and Bum- 
side too; these guys were so stupid that I'm 
impressed they can even wipe their own 
asses...Burnside at Fredricksburg: Lee's en
trenched behind a wall at the top of the 
hill...“Hmm, I could outflank them, cut off 
supply lines, but, no. I'm so much smarter. I'm 
going to send my boys to the top of the 
hill”.. Massacre. How did that man ever be
come commander and chief . .Of course, Lincoln 
doesn't have an easy job; hell, no one thought 
that he was up to it; hell, things were so out of 
control that Lincoln even brought his worst 
political enemies onto his cabinet...Still, that 
doesn't excuse all this needless blood.

DS: Should we withdraw from the South?

Sir: I think I'm going to go McClellen even 
though the continuation of slavery sickens me. 
You know Lincoln doesn't even have a plan for 
what happens after the war. 1 mean we got back 
Louisiana and it's in chaos, martial law, the 
whole bit. What will we do with all these 
blacks after the war? How will we quell the 
hate, between North and South, and between 
black and white? Even if Lee gets beaten, a 
guriella war will probably continue indefinitely. 
Just takes one hothead, then there's retaliation 
which pisses other people off . which pisses 
other people off..which pisses other people 
off...Then, there's how to recreate the Southern 
economy and build, not rebuild, its infrastme- 
ture; then, there's how to constitutionally bring 
the South back into the Union. If Lincoln could 
win the war and we could have a united country 
that somehow overcomes all these problems, 1 
would totally go for it. 1 just don't see how 
that's possible. We should withdraw from the 
South.

Ill

DS: Sir, sir, Abraham Lincoln is the best presi
dent that this country has ever had. What is 
your opinion on that?

Sir: What are you, some dumb nigger lover? 
Don't waste my time.

DS: Abraham Lincoln emancipated the slaves 
and united the country!

Sir: I'll tell you what he did, you dumb nigger! 
If 1 weren't Irish-Catholic, I'd get some of my 
friends to beat your head in and hang you! If 
there's anything that I hate it's a nigger! Lincoln 
got my son killed at Gettysburg! They drafted 
him just as we got off the boat, while those 
nigger loving whores up on Park Avenue buy 
their way out for $300! You know at Gettys
burg around 25,000 god-fearing Union boys 
died in three days...They say you could smell 
the battlefield for twenty miles...My son is 
probably being eaten by wild dogs as we speak. 
(He cries)

DS: What do you believe should be done with 
the African Am—I mean niggers.

Sir: I'm a god fearing man; I listen to those 
abolitionists and they make a lot of sense. 
Niggers may be a lot dumber than we are, but 
that's no excuse to enslave them; they are our 
Christian brothers. Goddamn it, I don't hate 
niggers; 1 just hate niggers in New York...! don't 
want to lose my job, and 1 sure as hell didn't 
want my son to die just so they could take my 
job! I would be okay with a week long war to 
free the niggers. We beat the South and put 
them on a boat back to Africa. Neither of those 
are going to happen. The South has Bobby Lee 
and I never knew how many niggers the South 
had until they started coming North. We have
n't got the boats to ship them back; God in his 
kingdom doesn't have the boats. We should 
withdraw from the South.

IV

DS: Sir, sir, Abraham Lincoln is the best presi
dent that this country has ever had. What is 
your opinion on that?

Sir: He's a damn tyrant, has made scraps of the 
constitution and ought to be hung, drawn and 
quartered along with King George III.

DS: Why?

Sir: First of all, the Southern states have a con
stitutional right to secede and Old Abe just 
ignores that. Of course, that's not directly in the 
constitution, but think about it. If the founder's, 
or at least their constituents, wanted a lock-solid 
union, they would have built one when combat 
ended around 1783. However, there was no 
constitution until around 1787. Think about it: 
these people had just overthrown a tyrant and 
they didn't want another one in Washington.

DS: However, all the states did approve a con-
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stitution in 1787. Maybe, they changed their 
minds and wanted it then.

Sir: Let me tell you, that constitution was a 
creation of necessity, not a creation of choice. 
When the storm that caused the constitution 
passed so could the constitution. After the 
Revolution, all the states tried to independently 
pay off their war debts. This created all kinds 
of problems, albeit some of which are exagger
ated; let me tell you about Rhode Island. There, 
wealthy merchants bought soldiers' war bonds 
(which they had been paid for their service in 
lieu of currency) on the cheap, and wanted the 
bonds to be paid back ASAP. The soldiers 
themselves, almost all farmers, wanted more 
currency to be printed in order to inflate it 
which would then reduce (in real currency) 
what they owed the latter merchants. The deci
sion whether to inflate or not inflate almost 
created open class warfare in the state. You 
know, despite this, Rhode Island did not sign on 
until George Washington was president. On his 
tour, he went around Rhode Island and then 
Massachusetts talked about invading, then, and 
only then, did Rhode Island sign on. This is just 
the most egregious example. None of the states 
were doing cart-wheels for the constitution. It 
was a long, hard fought battle. The constitution 
doesn't talk about secession. Therefore, we can 
only talk about intent. If these states knew that 
they were going to be locked into an iron union, 
they never would have signed on. Even today, 
we say: “The United States are; not is.” Did 1 
also tell you that Lincoln, without the approval 
of congress, raised an army, thereby implicitly 
declaring war, and suspended habeas corpus. 
I'm not a lawyer, but my friends can cite the 
cases. Without trial, they just lock them up and 
throw away the key. Horrible. Absolutely 
horrible.

DS: How about “All men are created equal.” 
How about the founders' efforts to limit slavery 
so that it would die a natural death. It isn't all 
just in the constitution.

Sir: Fine. 1 agree. Why couldn't Lincoln do 
both? The founders wanted to limit slavery and 
thus allow it to die over time; they didn't want 
to immediately emancipate the slaves...Sweet 
Jesus, no! Lincoln was a rabid abolitionist and 
that clouded his judgment. Maybe he could 
have brokered a compromise with the South: Pd 
step down and we’d restore the Missouri Com
promise. Like everything, this can be debated, 
but Lincoln has expanded the power of the 
presidency by leaps and bounds; that cannot be 
debated. This frightens me very much, like

having a rabid dog under my bed...Mind you, 
my grandfather fought in the Revolution. 
Where will Lincoln stop? Will he ever step 
down from power? To protect our liberties, 
Lincoln needs to be kicked out in 1864.

»»♦

Later, I talked to people in 1865, a year after 
Lincoln's assassination. The radical republicans 
still accused him of being too easy on the South, 
but, by and large, people, in the North and 
South, now saw him as a great president. In the 
North, he had restored the Union, which mat
tered very much to people's collective identity, 
and he also ended slavery, an abomination 
before God. Maybe after so much loss, that loss 
had to mean something; thus. Old Abe had to 
mean something. Facilitating this, our good 
Irish man's fears of a black inundation proved 
unfounded, such would not happen until WWl. 
Why, you may ask? Black Codes were passed 
in the South to keep blacks slaves, and this kept 
them in their place. Granted, to punish the 
South, congress would later strike down those 
codes and pass the 14* amendment, but this was 
just a passing political fancy; the old aristoc
racy, and race order, would be restored riding 
on the white dress of the KKK; the North just 
stopped caring. In 1865,1 also talked to people 
in the South. Surprisingly, many people there 
had softened their opinions of Lincoln. I was 
told that he would have given them “a fair deal” 
and not attempted to punish them for merely 
exercising their “constitutional right.” Lincoln, 
had he lived, couldn't possibly have pleased 
both the reunionists and the radical republicans; 
being shot was the best thing that he could have 
done to ensure saintly immortality.

In 20 years, I wonder how we will be talking 
about George W. Bush? History and democ
racy are very funny things.
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T4£ Dnvip Cm lnT£Rvi£w
(Interviewed by Luke Schroeder)

gianni: So this is the first time I have ever 
interviewed a poet. I'm a little nervous. 
I've had a couple bourbons.

David Carl was in a Hawaiian shirt, 
his motorcycle helmet set on the table with 
The Aeneid held in his hands. Mr. Carl, a 
St. John's Tutor, is on sabbatical and he 
was waiting for me to arrive so we could 
start the interview.

Reviewing Carl's newest work. 
Fragments, the author defies structure by 
challenging the reader to consider his 
sentences as para
graphs; or as frag
ments. With the author 
handing over a portion 
of the page to the 
reader, these fragments 
create a careful and 
deliberate effect. They 
curiously seduce you, 
as you find yourself 
subtly making use of 
the white space be
tween each line and 
meeting the author in 
the event of creating 
poetry. Carl admits he 
is not the first to use 
this form of writing.
Wallace Stevens’ Ada- 
gia and Gertrude 
Stein's Tender Buttons have been strong 
influences to his understanding of frag
ments as a literary genre. And yet, like a 
flip-book with certain pages torn out, 
Carl’s fragments distinctively evoke and 
provoke a sense of story-telling. They 
discover philosophical ideas, while pon
dering language and thought. Carl’s 
prose paragraphs are encrusted with deli
cious poetic imagery.

Fragments (100 pg), by David Carl, 
will be published in early May 2008 by 
Green Lantern Press in Chicago. A read
ing will also be scheduled next month on 
campus where copies o/Fragments can be 
purchased.

David Carl: Well, I have mixed feelings 
about thinking of myself as a poet. I’ve 
certainly struggled with the writing of 
poems over the years, but I’m not sure that 
most of what I’ve been writing, in say the 
last 5 or 7 years, really counts as poetry. 
My friends who are “real” poets, (i.e. who 
publish books of poetry, give poetry read
ings, and teach poetry in creative writing 
classes at colleges and universities) proba

bly wouldn’t consider 
what 1 write as “poetry”, 
but my friends who are 
novelists don’t consider 
it fiction, and my friends 
who are philosophers, 
(i.e. who teach in phi
losophy departments) 
don’t consider it phi
losophy. So what is it?

gianni: You graduated 
from Pomona College in 
1990. Did you know that 
in 1987 Teen Wolf Too 
was being filmed at 
Pomona College?

David Carl: Yes, but I’m 
afraid the sequel didn’t live up to its 
predecessor. 1 also remember specifically 
some horrible arm wrestling movie staring 
Sylvester Salone. But I think we at 
Pomona had something of an inferiority 
complex, because they were filming Buffy 
the Vampire Slayer on the campus of Oc
cidental College, and that is one of the 
best network tv shows ever made (along 
with Patrick McGoohan’s The Prisoner 
and Judd Apatow’s Freaks and Geeks). 
I’ve got a lot of respect for Joss Whee- 
don’s work.

gianni: So what is it that allows you to 
write creatively?
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David Carl: It was the forced exercise of 
writing my dissertation, between 1998 and 
2000, that finally taught me the discipline 
I needed to pursue my own “creative” or 
“personal” writing in a serious way. As 
my advisor told me at the time, in order to 
write a dissertation you need a lead ass: 
one that can stay put in a chair for long 
periods of time and one that can withstand 
the constant kicking it will receive from 
various readers. I’ve come to feel the same 
way about “creative writing.” I no longer 
put much faith in inspiration; instead 1 find 
that all you need to write is the discipline 
to hold to a regular schedule and a certain 
amount of metaphysical angst to help 
provide motivation.

gianni: In 2006, you published your first 
book, Heraclitus in Sacramento. What 
were you trying to accomplish with this 
work?

David Carl: When I finished my disserta
tion, which was about the Fragment as a 
literary genre, I decided to try and write a 
more creative work that would embody 
some of the theory I had employed in my 
academic work. I wanted, basically, to 
write a personal complement to my disser
tation, which I had invested a great deal of 
myself in, but which I felt little attachment 
to once it was finished. I haven’t read it 
since turning it in, can’t imagine ever 
doing so, and would never encourage any
one else to read it either. So the Heraclitus 
in Sacramento book was cobbled together 
from a series of failed attempts to write 
other books. But that’s what fragments 
often are: a series of failures which taken 
together comprise a different kind of suc
cess. I worked on that book for over 6 
years, and finally decided to publish it 
myself in order to be free of it, to force me 
to move on and start something else.

gianni: You were also a 'Poet in Residence' 
for Shakespeare and Company Bookshop 
in Paris, a place that many famous writers

and poets have mentioned, including 
Gertrude Stein. Has Stein's experimental 
prose had an effect on your poetry?

David Carl: I like that you say 
“experimental prose” because people have 
the same problem with Stein’s writing that 
I have with my own: what to call it? Is it 
poetry? fiction? prose?

Stein has been a tremendous influ
ence on me, though I don’t spend much 
time reading her now that I’m at St. 
John’s. I’ve considered offering a precep
torial on her, but so far I’ve always chick
ened out. I’m really not sure what to say 
about her writing, except that in some 
sense she took written language as far as it 
would go. After her if people were going 
to continue writing they had no choice but 
to turn back. One simply couldn’t go on 
beyond her. Tender Buttons is absolutely 
insane. Most people I know hate it, be
cause it’s meaningless or frustrating, or 
worse. I wrote one of the chapters of my 
dissertation on Stein and Tender Buttons 
in particular, as well as other chapters on 
Friedrich Schlegel, Nietzsche, the Euro
pean Avant-Garde, William Carlos Wil
liams, and Wallace Stevens. But for quite 
awhile I was pretty obsessed with Ms. 
Stein.

gianni: GIANNI considers the Fragment to 
be a literary genre. We see it as another 
medium for expressing a message or idea. 
But why does your publisher consider the 
Fragment to be a literary genre?

David Carl: I’m not sure my publisher 
does consider the Fragment to be a genre. 
I’ve had a number of exchanges with my 
editor about whether to consider my most 
recent book prose or poetry, fiction or 
nonfiction. In one sense it really doesn’t 
matter what you call it, but in another 
sense—the sense in which it is a kind of 
writing that asks its reader to think about 
these distinctions, why we make them, 
why they matter, how they limit us and 
how they enable us—it does matter.
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glanni: You mention French Philosopher 
Roland Barthes in the beginning o/Frag
ments. Is writing more about the language 
than the reader?

David Carl! Not necessarily more about 
language than the reader, but more about 
the reader than the author. And yes, per
haps more about the author’s relationship 
with language than the author’s relation
ship with a reader.
Barthes is another author I’ve considered 
offering a precep on. He is, first and fore
most, such a great reader. And I guess I 
don’t think of myself so much as a writer 
as I think of myself as a reader who has 
turned to writing as a way of deepening 
my relationship to reading. Writing is a 
way of making reading more my own, and 
most of my writing, even though it doesn’t 
take the form of conventional criticism or 
essays, is still largely in response to what I 
read, which is one of many reasons why 
being a tutor is such a great opportunity for

gianni; How should the reader approach 
reading Fragments.^

David Carl: The book is confused. It’s not 
sure what it’s trying to be, and perhaps it’s 
asking the reader to help discover that. A 
fragment is an invitation to the reader to 
participate in the act of creating beauty, 
meaning, humor, insight, and possibility 
out of language. An involved reader is 
sometimes discovering, sometimes creat
ing these and other things through the act 
of reading.

In June 2008, Mr. Carl will be moving 
from his Tutor’s office to the Office of 
Assistant Dean. He is eagerly looking 
forward to connecting with the St. John's 
College student-body and faculty in this 
new capacity.

0O0

Fragments
By David Carl

To write is not to enter into an easy relationship 1 myself only write sentences
with an average of all possible readers, it is to down here. And why?
enter into a difficult relationship with our own Wittgenstein, Notebooks
language. Roland Barthes

“In the end, the most constitutive 
characteristic of the fragment may 
lie somewhere between the inten
tion of the author and the approach 
of the reader; the former always 
undiscoverable, the latter always in 
the act of discovering.”

There was no desire for arrival.

The furniture, like the weather, changes without anyone noticing.

The dwindling time between arrivals and departures drew her attention to the outdated calendar, an ancient time- 
map in which she had lost her way.
A constant tinkering.

She navigates among the geography of shadows.
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Her fragile mouth.

Orisons for paper cuts.

Once upon a time there were any number of alternatives.

They share a chapter in the history of tingling.

He likes the circles and curves and arches of uneven thinking.

Call flesh the name of angelic letters.

Neglected ear charting for itself a course across their daily sounds.

As if by so feeding his brain some conjugal growth might visit itself upon him.

Comestible language might ooze off the page through the ravenous stretches of mind reaching out.

Vistas he knows exist and yet fails to grasp.

That the mind is but gently balanced and with the slightest nudge might topple from its isolate pedestal like 
Milton’s proudest Satan, into a pit of knowledge unknowing.

That the alchemy of language might turn leaden thoughts into golden vistas of thinking.

Part of them emerges on the other side of something they know not what nor begin to guess its thickness.

Language laps at the edges, spills over the boundaries, washes away the barriers, and yet still they remain con> 
fined.

For example: skin and poetry.

Blood remains the most complicated language.

What about the fact that we have decided to allow the combination of approximately two dozen consonants and half a 
dozen vowels to represent everything we are capable of thinking, feeling, and imagining?

Thought’s efforts to no longer be thought.

An obsession bordering on the religious.

No book can live up to a person’s desires because books are only records of other people’s desires (and whether these 
books stem from abundance or indigence, what one takes away from a book always depends on what one brings to it).

As if your eyes were the page on which the story of my own eyes were written.

A sphere out of control.

Harassing vocabulary.

Man imitates what he sees and is always ready to adopt desire.

What stirs.

Excitement by proxy.

He thought of her as one who bore her loss with admirable disdain.

She was feeling a bit translucent.

From the window they watch a boat floating in a muddy puddle.
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All of life is a lie in response to the truth that whatever beauty does not end was never there to begin with.

A discourse that made no provisions for the future.

What she calls poetry is a certain inability to see the world.

She sees life as an affair chiefly of pronouns which she can neither order nor use in their proper relationships to 
people or objects.

The piles of fruit in the bowl have no mythology by which to peal them.

She threatened to continue striking him over the head with her forms of insistence until he repeated after her the 
words she feared to speak alone.

“If you were a book on a shelf, what two books would you want to be placed between?” she asks.

There are objects surrounding them other than the objects they have chosen to surround themselves with.

Each turned page an attempt at prayer.

Fragments on the backs of postcards sent from a dirty room in Istanbul.

Foiled by such preposterous instruments as language wields.

“You’re beginning to get a picture of just how non-renewable your resources are,” she says.

Shocked at the thought of bams.

Shallow without surface.

To find room for everything.

He remembers.

There were times like these that reminded them of other times unlike these.

The secret terror of those who believe in God is the fear that they are wrong; the secret terror of those who do 
not believe in God is the fear that they are right.

The page is the repository for an organization of words that points away from its own finitude to something 
more.

A full dose of the missile’s accuracy.

The “long poem” fills him with fear and trepidation.

Still quivering after having been coaxed from beneath the refrigerator.

Pierced by a ceitain knowledge.

There was something about the sheets of plastic taped over the outside windows that lent a charming opacity to 
their interior world.

Below the level of responsibility an elevator starts its descent.

Bones stacked in piles along either side of the tollbooth.

Although this is not “all there is,” that is the misconception that allows them to go on.
<3>00
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Canonical Caricatures:
Casino Royale's '64 Aston and Aeneas' Purple Briefs: 

Displacing Identity for Myth Creation, or, Responding to Canons

By Daniel Dube
(Eastern Classics)

What does it mean for a motif metony- 
mous with a character to be parted from that 
character and then to be returned to that charac
ter? In Casino Royale, the 2006 James Bond film, 
our hero drives a sedate Ford sedan to MI6 in 
London. He subsequently watches security foot
age of some rich dweeb stepping out of a '64 
Aston Martin, one of the original Bond cars. (The 
first Bond car was a little Ford roadster in Dr. 
No.) As this dweeb is the man Bond is looking 
for. Bond inquires of a hotel receptionist to 
whom it may belong. I expected the woman to 
reply; "Why, Mr. Bond, it of course belongs to 
you-it's your Lietmotiv, after all." Indeed, it is 
not long before the dweeb loses the Aston to 
Bond at poker. Without delay, the camera flashes 
to my hero giving a fast ride to the 
dweeb's concubine, the Lietmotiv being comforta
bly returned to his power. I thought 
this displacement and return of motif an exquisite 
touch on the part of Martin Campbell, the 
new director of Bond films. Why did this feel so 
exquisite, though?

A greater realism was certainly achieved 
with this gesture or jest. I e., a man trying to keep 
a low profile would generally want to avoid 
driving around in a '64 Aston, a '66 Rolls-Royce 
Silver Cloud, and so on. He may do better to 
sport around in my not-so-trusty old Saab and 
leave me to commute in his Lietmotiv. In an 
interview with Jeanna Bryer, the director himself 
said: "The action scenes are very Bond but hope
fully a little more realistic than previous Bond 
films." However, what does it mean to have 
greater realism within a twenty-one film 
canon about the modem Western archetype of 
masculinity? I would argue that this gesture 
or Jest of displacing the Aston motif greatly 
contributes to the gestation of mythology within 
the viewer/reader.

I called the twenty-one film archive a 
'canon'. 1 do not imply that the films hold any 
value to the writer beyond allowing me to lie in a 
post-semester comatose state in preference to 
earning a hangover. I mean merely to say that the 
films talk with one another. Perhaps it is not 
enough to speak with one an other, but that there 
be a strong element of insularity. The displaced

motif is not the only instance in Casino Royale of 
speaking to the archive. No, it is as full of insular, 
i.e. esoteric, i.e. self-conscious, reminiscences 
and responses as a parody would be. In fact. 
Casino Royale as title is itself displaced from a 
parody outside the canon, an all-star production 
of 1967 reflecting on what was then a five-year 
archive. To adopt this title for a new film hints 
that a canon may always be on the verge of par
ody.

The new Casino Royale had an ar
chive more than thirty years longer to respond to. 
Self-references are pervasive. For example, 
when 'M', head of British intelligence, reminisces 
about the halcyon days of the Cold War, she is as 
much recalling the oblique thematics of past 
Bond films; these extenuated the occupation 
of Russia well past the Berlin denoue
ment. Another prime example is when Bond girl 
Vesper Lynd, played by Eva Green, plops down 
in a train-car table across from Bond and says 
"I'm the money." Bond replies, "Worth every 
penny." The last word of each sentence, 'money' 
and 'penny', combine to form 'Money Penny'; 
they conspire to present Bond’s erstwhile secre
tary who is no longer there.

Amongst many, two further exam
ples of insular responsiveness, of function
ing canonically, demonstrate the same displace
ment as the ’64 Aston incident. At the outset, the 
true Lietmotiv, the rabble-rousing guitar rhythm, 
is absent. Only when the credits roll may we 
rejoice in hearing the so familiar: "dung-bah-da- 
daaa-du-du-du." Again, my hero walks into a 
hotel and openly gives his name to the reception
ist as simply 'James Bond’, which disquiets the 
viewer because it does not have the traditional 
statement, recursion, statement structure. Later, 
he introduces himself as ‘Bond, James Bond’, 
quieting the viewer.

One may object that responding to an 
established archive through recursions of motif 
does not constitute canonical, respon
sive discourse. What more is needed is respond
ing more than thematically, but directly to the 
idea behind the theme The idea in this case is the 
identity 'James Bond. Allow me to discurse upon 
embarrassment for a moment in order to then
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speak to the importance of the idea 'James Bond, 
or shall we say, the idea 'Mythic Figure'? We 
may then connect the displacement of motif with 
the increase of realism. With or without dramatic 
recursion, 1 live by my own narrative, entitled 
'Daniel Dubd'. This 'Daniel' would happen to be 
slightly embarrassed if caught in flagrante 
delicto watching his hero drive a '64 Aston to a 
"dung-bah-da-daaa" tune, arresting greedy com
munists, and seducing Money Penny.

The increased realism of Casino Royale, 
by at least deferring the presentation of usually 
suspect motifs, forfends poten
tial embarrassment. It is akin to my pinning to 
my wall a poster of Marilyn Monroe doing a 
chest-press. As post-Warhol pinning up cannot 
but be assumed to be self-conscious, no embar
rassing motive may be imputed to the decorator; 
sexual iconicism may be appropriated through a 
claim to iconoclasm. Let me quote the Money 
Penny scene again, as described by the critic 
Jeanna Bryner: "When Bond girl Vesper Lynd, 
played by Eva Green, plops down in a train-car 
table across from Bond , she says "I'm the 
money." Bond replies, "worth every penny." 
Bryner follows this immediately with: "The line 
harks to past fdms, but with a new twist: Vesper 
isn't blushing pink at the mere sight of Bond, and 
she doesn't sport a bikini."

Director Micheal Campbell has evaded 
the "secretary wanting Bondage" motif, which in 
turn spares the viewer from a blush. Instead, the 
displacement inherent to the Money Penny pun 
keeps the viewer in the pink without blushing so. 
The viewer would have turned red, however, at 
merely being presented with the resistant Vesper 
Lynd had there been no gesture of recursion to 
'James Bond as we know him, or as he, canonical 
creature, knows himself Had Campbell chosen 
to use the Money Penny motif, however, 
the actress could not but have overplayed her 
part; she could not but have been embarrassed to 
be seduced by 'James Bond, canonical creature.

Specifically, I and Eva Green, the viewer 
and the Bond woman, were placed in a position 
of reaction to James Bond which was potentially 
embarrassing. This is because it was not only a 
reaction to James Bond, character, but 'James 
Bond, that identity which had become so overtly 
canonical. The deferral of identity which was the 
displacement of the Money Penny motif obviated 
the referral of a displaced identity which is the 
expression of embarrassment. To be embar
rassed, to blush, is to become self-conscious that 
one is acting out of character. It is the expression 
of that self-consciousness, to blush which rein- 
states identity, which says to the other that one 
will be back in character soon. As such, embar
rassment is both aberration (etym.: a wandering 
away) and a heightening of the consciousness of, 
thereby an acwal heightening of, one's usual

identity. That is, 'James Bond defers (ferry for
ward) his identity (displaced the Money Penny 
motif over time and word-space in the Casino 
Royale scene); hence Vesper Lynd does not have 
to refer (bear back) an identity, her potential 
identity, all the way from 1962. The embarrass
ment is that to act James Bond today is to 
be overtly canonical.

To be 'James Bond deferred is to preserve 
identity without becoming totally canonical, 
totally insular, totally unto oneself, totally not out 
there, totally unreal-in sum, to force the viewer 
into a position of reviewer, viewing himself, 
conscious of appropriating a canon which is 
inappropriate to his daily actions. At twenty- 
three, and James Bond at 46, my mother catching 
a glance of the latter seducing a woman is not for 
me to be caught with adult entertainment but to 
be caught watching a cartoon, a Disney unreal all 
to reel. Rather than reel in emharrass- 
ment, Campbell casts Bond’s identity and then 
reels it back in.

James Bond is a fantastic, a mythical 
figure. He becomes less real the more his mythi
cal identity is reiterated. The greater the reitera
tion, the more his respondents must react to his 
mythical figuration rather than his actual figure. 
By temporarily becoming normal, i.e. more like 
his respondents, he reifies his own identity into 
what it was prior to being overtly canonized. His 
erring, his driving a Ford sedan, his envying a 
dweeb's '64 Martin, his not being able to get his 
compeer into the sleeper car, allow the viewer to 
take vicarious pleasure in responding to him- 
respondere, to jump back-jumping back into his 
character, jumping back into ours, simultane
ously. Greater realism on his side dis
pels embarrassment on ours, dispels the situation 
of our self-consciously watching a cartoon, 
viewing ourselves viewing the trajectory of a 
canon. We are allowed to pin up Monroe, we are 
allowed to err in casting ourselves temporarily as 
mythic figure, we may leave ourselves to rein
force ourselves without delusion, but directed by 
the delusion, the responsid to ourselves.

Thus, the displacement of the Bond motif 
speaks to the perpetuation of myth in general. 
Book IV of the Aeneid, in light of Book VI, is a 
case in point. Some may quibble that by Book 
IV, Aeneas would not have felt so overtly ca
nonical as to risk caricature. However, the Au
gustan artifice of writing into a full Greek canon, 
as well as the potential parody of that canon’s 
itself so overt canonization, could easily have 
sunk Aeneas before ever reaching the shores of 
Carthage. Aeneas, the historical nobody Virgil is 
imposing upon the Roman elite, is seen to err 
with his Dido (etym.: the wanderer) away from 
his heroic destiny. Without Book IV, the Ae
neid would read as too puerile to direct Roman 
behavior, or at least to direct it after multiple
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readings such that it would be an archive, a 
canon, a Bible unto itself. Its status as such is 
confirmed by its subsequent use, past the end of 
the August!, in sorties virgilianae (Virgilian 
sorts, or castings, or destinings; finger a line at 
random and gain a prophecy).

Aeneas acts out of character with Dido, 
out of identity; which is to say, he acts in a way 
that would be characteristic of his readers. If 
presented with a very sexy, wanton woman 
who falls for me and who can not only offer 
me much fun in a grotto but a ready-made king
dom with golden ecphrases, what would I do? Go 
off to battle others so that I may build an ugly 
city of my own in East Podunk off the Tiber? 
Risk my life for what will not even get me an 
ocean view and a hundred feet of frontage? 
Thank you, but I'll fornicate with Dido, let her 
dress me effeminately in purple, and enjoy hunt
ing with my hair done up in golden braids. Then 
a ghost, like the archival ghost of Money Penny, 
comes to Aeneas and says: "Your hearth-gods 
did not watch over you so that you could be 
invested in purple panties. Rome, that wonderful 
cesspot of faux fleur-de-lis civilization is your 
destiny."

As Mythic Figure, Aeneas embarks to 
found Rome. In case the reader has failed to 
identify the superiority of his own identity to that 
of Mythic Figure, Virgil makes Aeneas receive 
in Book VI what T.S. Eliot called the most tell
ing snub in all Western poetry. Rather than keep 
the reader in the cartoon-viewing position of 
Aeneas when he views his canonization within 
Dido's ecphrasis of golden-gates, Virgil 
places the reader in the position calling for re
sponse; heroic destiny as ivory door or false 
dream? That very positioning allows Virgil's 
reader to adopt both, to appropriate Aeneas 
without forcing a belief in Santa Clause.

The bikini line from the Jeanna Bryner 
quote about the Money Penny scene, not that my 
quotes go tanning, is followed hard upon by: 
"Vesper charms the pants off Bond, who reveals 
he's not immune to falling in love." Bond on the 
beach with his bikini-clad Vesper, foregoing his 
patriotic duty of being ‘007’, is not a threat to the 
respondent. This beach scene is equivalent to 
Aeneas' staying to sport on the shores of Car
thage. Here is where the respondent stays. Camp
bell carries the scene further, just as Virgil does 
in Book VI. Bond is on the boat returning from 
the beach to his destiny without even knowing it. 
He sends an e-mail putting in his retirement. 
After Vesper Lynd has betrayed Bond and died, 
Campbell gives us not a Book VI scene in the 
underworld, but a parallel boat scene. Bond is on 
the phone with 'M'. There is dramatic irony in 
that the reader knows Bond to be irreparably hurt 
in his love for Lynd, but he expresses this to 'M.' 
as "The bitch is dead." The public proclamation

of his non-love, the reclamation of'James Bond’, 
his proper identity, is allowed by the viewer. 
The hinge of the door of false dreams has been 
exposed to the viewer, who then allows 'James 
Bond’ to leave them on the beach and to be an 
inspiring figure (‘inspiring’ if he were truly a 
canonical equivalent of Aeneas, which I do not 
posit).

To conclude, the mythic figure always 
risks becoming viewed as mythic figuration. 
Displacing James Bond’s '64 Aston was not 
only a displacement of a motif, 
but a displacement of his identity. Identity of a 
mythic figure, when archived thematically over 
time, canonizes itself through correspondence of 
its own and viewers' identities. When archived 
repeatedly over too long a span of time, this 
canonization becomes too overt. It is at this point 
that the viewer finds it difficult to appropriate the 
identity as a figure rather than as a figura
tion. Our hero. Super Bond, by acting aberrantly, 
by acting as the viewer would expect himself to 
do, defers reviewing the canon until after the 
viewer has responded. Although identity is the 
only reality of 'James Bond’, he becomes more 
real as he becomes less identifiable because the 
viewer's potential reviewing, poten
tial embarrassment, demands the preemptive 
undermining of identity. The mythology which is 
open to self-destruction prolongs its efficacy 
through encouraging the viewer to continue 
viewing without reviewing. The motif of the 
'64 Aston is the movement of mythological 
perpetuation.

000

1. SPACE.COM: http://www.space.com/ 
entertainmenl/061116_bond_review-html

2. See ‘What is a Classic?’.
3. Bk VI, lines 893-8. Aeneas leaves the under

world by the ivory door oi "falsa insomia", false 
dreams.

4. This reminds me of the trope of flying a flag 
from ocean-side retreats. The homeowner takes a 
break from society by the side of Chaos, and yet 
his “Upstanding Citizen” motif within the Hora
tio Alger archive stands ready to recall him to 
reintegration within the ruling class of society at 
any moment. The unfurling of the flag before the 
ocean is a deferral of identity, but like the Mythic 
Figure’s, consciously temporary.
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By Joyce Spray

Early spring breezes

Kiss the houseplants as they pass...

Riotous green dance

Moonlight serenade —

Singing in summer grasses,

A thousand crickets

When you have finished reading this copy of GIANNI, please 
consider returning it to the Switchboard, the Meem Library or 
the Graduate Institute. Thanks.

-GIANNI

WARNING: Do not lick. GIANNI is Handcrafted.
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GIANNI thanks the
office of the Assistant Dean 

for their endorsement.

A: "Did you read that article aboiil 

capitalism in ClANNl?”

T): 'Teah, 1 IlioiighI it. was 

ridiciiloiis!”

A: "Ifyoii send tlieni your opinion, tliey -sill 
publish it!"

GIANNI thanks the 
SJC Student Polity 
for their support!

THANKS

COBALT

I GIANNI thanks the■ I. G.I. Council for ■ 
I their approval!
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 the college com
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unity, including all graduate and 
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