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Focus
Despite the glaring absence
of evidence, I imagine Him
nearly blind, like a newborn child
confusing the moon with a ball.
Not that His eyes were bad, but just
unable to focus, knowing
that shadows here blend seamlessly
into light. There is no gap. There is
no edge to things. Even the vacant air
we stare through is a manic dance
of matter. And so the bleary world
in colors swirled across the skin
of His open eyes.
What He saw,
with unparalleled clarity,
were souls. Having known the hollows
hidden among the aching husks
which carry us, He poured Himself
out, sloshing and pooling like rain,
absorbed into these porous rocks.
As He stood there teaching on that shore,
the crowd rippled, spread throughout the valley,
a faint reflection of His
own face. And when He had spoken:
11
The Kingdom of Heaven is near, 11
His arm stretched out and people thought
it was a blessing. And it was,
in a way, as He reached and pressed
His hand against the chilled sheet of sky.
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A Theory of Everything: An Integral Vision for
Business, Politics, Science, and Spirituality.
Ken Wilber.
Shambhala Publications, Inc. Boston MA. 2000.
Wow. After reading this I didn't have any more
questions. One often wonders - what is the point? To all
those who wonder, this is your book. In our fast developing world filled with relativisms, aphorisms and otherwise
distasteful options, someone has gone and put the pieces
back together again. Amen.
On the other hand, you might be the kind of person who finds something
repellent in a title like this. Who does this guy think he is - trying to make
everything coherent? Maybe you're naturally put off by someone taking the time
to offer an understanding of everything - well, a theory. To you I recommend the
following: In order to rid us earthlings of yet another unsatisfactory gesture in
futility, buy the book. Yes you heard me, buy it... then carefully tear out one
page. Viola! No more theory! Go return the book, thereby retaining the mystery
of the universe.
God, Guns and Rock n' Roll.
Ted Nugent.
Regnery Publishing Inc. Washington, D.C. 2000.
'The Nuge' is the kind of man that Hollywood
tends to gloss over. But the fact is that Ted is a backbone of these United States. Some might say the heart
and soul of this wayward nation. Nugent, in this
provocative, illuminating, marvelous and stimulating
book, tells us what's up. Taking the rocker credo {Sex,
Drugs and Rock and Roll} and contextualizing it to the
climate of a less fan-based audience, he replaces sex and drugs with God and
guns. And believe me, his sharp witted, vibrant assessment of the deity and
weapons based on the principle of a projectile propelled by an exploding charge,
well, it only confirms what this reporter has known all along: Ted is the man.
11
Life starts at point A and ends at point B. Kick maximum ass! 11 These
opening lines may strike the average reader as less than inspiring, but take a
closer look: 11 Kick maximum ass ... 11 Here is the point of departure for the wave
of optimism and self-respect that is Ted's book. This engrossing and involving
book is filled with vivid detail and unforgettable scenes painted in epic colors
and led by a voice of such integrity and intelligence that it's sheer force and
power left me breathless and gasping for more.

;E~
NUGENT

Calvin's Art Department offers state of the art facilities, where cutting-edge professors challenge students to reach their creative limits in form and content. (see fig. 1-1) The studios offer an environment
void of distractions, such as nude models or natural
light. This timeless atmosphere promotes a sense of
community, pushing students to truly become "one
body".
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beads and a picture of a pretty face

in a house on a saturday night
some dead flowers and a
bag of fertilizer share space.
spirituality is defined as
raising your arms and blinking so fast
you feel like you're dreaming.
it's almost as if walking is more of a
process than an act as you weave
through people who look more real
in their reflections in the glass
on the wall than as the piece of being
you stare at eyes half open mouth smiling.
somewhere doesn't remember either
where you were going even though
every person could tell you it was
the song or the bathroom or the couch.
perhaps it was the door so you could
sleep to wake with the mystery of two
trench words stuck in your head or ink on
your hand or the beat resounding in
your untied shoelaces.
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The Squirrel
So I'm lying there on the grass, pinned flat on my back, with this squirrel
between my legs. He has a nut in his mouth. I'm a little worried, unsure if I'm
dreaming or awake. The sun is rising in the blue sky, and the grass is cool. It
must be one of those big crunchy walnuts, selected from last fall's hidden stash,
because his cheeks bulge out, fixing his face with a crooked, puffy grin. I can't
decide if the effect is comical or menacing.
I had been walking innocently enough through the broad park, until this
monster dropped from the spreading oak as I passed underneath. Distracted by
the gray blur, I tripped on a root. That's when he took advantage of his opportunity. I tried to defend myself with my backpack, but only succeeded in scattering my books across the dewy lawn. Now he's got me pinned.
Silence.
11
W-well, what do you w-want with me? 11
11
Kekalt mgmorph. 11
11
You - You've got me down, what are you going to do next ... ? Look, I'm
ah, a little uncomfortable with you down there. I want to have children ... You
seem like a nice squirrel, not one of those mean ones that drop nuts on people's
heads ... or rip theirs out. .. Really, I want to get married some day, I'm telling ya,
have a wife, two boys, a daughter, a swimming pool out back. Come on, let me
up, like a good little squirrel. 11
The beady eyes stare, unblinking.
11
Awright, awright; I'm sorry for all the peanut butter coated sleeping
pills I fed to your little relatives last year out in the woods behind our back
fence. 1-1 hope none of them suffered, if that's what you want to hear. Forgive
me, Father Squirrel, for all the times I've lured your children in with the promise
of bread crumbs, then chased them until they pooped. 11 I tried to cross myself,
but he stopped me with a hostile twitch of his head. 11 1won't worry you anymore, I promise. In fact, I'll put nuts out for you every winter, I'll let you nest in
our attic, I won't chase you off my mom's birdfeeder anymore, I'll ... 11
11
Kekalt mgmorph. 11
11
You're a little Freudian slip come alive, aren't you? That's it, you're a
little ... hallucination of the Freud I've been reading, some of that mumbo jumbo
about the repressed male subconscious and phallic fascination, and all that,
right? Should've known better than to read that textbook right before bed, and
on a stomach full of mom's strawberry shortcake. 'You'll find Freud a little challenging, maybe even disturbing,' the teacher says. 'Oh,' I quip, 'like any psychologist is gonna bother me.' Idiot. I knew I never should have signed up for that
AP psychology class. Which, by the way, I'm gonna be late for, if you don't let
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me ... Okay, Okay, I won't try to get up, just keep your little paws to yourself,
alright? Who do you think you are to keep me here like this anyway? 11
11
Kekalt mgmorph. 11
11
Look, I'm sick and tired of this. Take that damn nut out of your mouth,
will ya? You're pissing me off with that mumbling and that silly ass grin of
yours. 11 Before he could stop me, I whipped out my hand and squeezed his puffy
grin until the walnut popped out. 11 Now talk, you little bastard. 11
"Check out my mouth."
Silence.
"You triflin' ... sleazy... dirty rotten SOB. I've been laying here all this time
thinking you're gonna take a bite out of my balls and all you want to say is,
'check out my mouth,'?! I swear, I oughta break your neck, I oughta pull out
your little tongue, I oughta pound you into the ground, I oughta ..."
"Check out my mouth. Didn't it look funny with that walnut in there?"
And he scampered away into the oak tree.
I brushed myself off and gathered my books, and wished the dew hadn't
left wet spots on my butt and my back. Or I woke up; I'm not sure which.
Totally weird.

a
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prescience
hurl the spheres across the space,
down, down to strike the
green hard plain of existence.
contort and dance as in a vision
feet poised, arms flashing
about the battlefield.
see and foresee,
the moves that will be made,
the responses to be taken.
wrapped in invincibility,
let fly the wound-up muscles
of adrenaline performance.
move in a dream-fast world
where actions and reactions
play out in close-fought seconds.
paddle the spheres across the space,
spin them unpredictably,
dance through the flying realm of prescience.
(the only fate is twenty-one}
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september 20 manifesto
rain is the anesthetic - dismal, and numbing
the sky today is vibrantly gray. living in inertia we grow
tired and frozen. we wear warm socks, dreaming
of indifference and how we would search out
even the slightest cracks, then grab hold and tear.
the rain is repetition, pounding our
out-stretched hands.
routine is ether.
all of this is murder for language.
halcyon means a nap on the couch, and
love is dating turned force of habit.
the rain repeats. we are anemic;
we smile with wan tenderness upon
catching someone's eye in passing,
flashing hints of spirit
like a lighthouse, like a warning.
but somewhere inside us are water-proof matches.
the rain calls out the raspy sound of striking and
the eager phhhfffffttt of flame.
today the rain repeats, but in season there will always be
the red and green of christmas wreaths. or summer nights,
when dad and i shared a beer on the deck, resplendent in the
waning waves of heat.
memory is a promise to the present
enticing us always to embrace entropy.
life will routinely gather, crest, then recede
and the rain will repeat with clatter against
connections, awakenings,
flames ....
but then,
there will always be people who kiss our foreheads
while we sleep and there will
always be the words that
get under our fingernails like dirt,
tangible and gritty, a constant reminder to
exercise the daily option of epiphany.
13
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A Little While Before The Feet Washing Incident
Jesus and Mary were lying in bed. Mary wanted Him to touch her but
Jesus would not. Jesus wanted to touch Mary even more than Mary wanted to
be touched ... but He would not.
They talked. After four hours of the most intelligent and shareful conversation either of them had ever had with anyone, Mary got up out of the covers
and made tea. Jesus got up and washed His face in the basin at the foot of the
bed and then packed the hookah bowl. Mary's hookah is beautiful, He thought.
Like Mary. He fingered the jewels imbedded in the brass. Some of them were
very expensive and rare and He noted especially the enormous sapphire on the
tip of the neck. It amazed him the nice things that she had and He wondered
where she got them. But He knew, He knew with precise information where she
got them. He arranged the pillows around the apparatus, giving Mary the better
of the cushions and got up to get a coal off the fire.
Mary came in with the tea and they sat down. She poured them both
cups of Jasmine while Jesus expertly smoldered the coal and tobacco. Mary
watched His lips, trying not to be blatant. But she was blatant anyway and her
hand shook a little as she brought the china to her own.
11
Tell me more... about. .. ,11 she started, not knowing what she wanted to
hear more about. Jesus looked at her, just moving His eyes, smoke pouring out
of His mouth.
11
Your mother's name is Mary, isn't it? 11
11
Yes, 11 He said. He held the wooded tip between his middle and index
finger like a cigarette. 11 And my dad's name is Joseph. 11
11
You know they say you marry your mother. Do you ever want to get
married? 11
11
1don't think people marry their mothers ... or people like their mothers.
I think they marry the opposite. They do that so they can really know what their
mothers are like, 11 Jesus said.
11
1know I wouldn't want to marry my father. Do you think it works that
way with women too? 11
11
1don't know... if I was ever to get married I would want to make my
woman feel like Eve. 11 He said, sipping his tea. He gave the tube to Mary. Mary
just stared at Him ... wanting.
11
Alright Adam. 11
Jesus stretched his arms and yawned because He was really tired from
how in love He was with this woman. It was getting late and He had to work in
the morning. His mother would kill Him if she knew where He was. More
because she would be frightened, He thought to Himself. Until He met Mary
there was no other person He wanted to understand Him more than His mother.
To be understood, He thought, is the second of God's greatest gifts. He sighed
15

and looked at Mary trying not to be obvious but failing. Beautiful Mary... truly
you are beautiful and wonderful and I love you, He said in his mind, staring into
her sleepy brown eyes with lashes that came like oars out of a great big boat.
Look at those perfect hands ...
11
1have to work, 11 she said, resting her finger on one of His.
11
1know, and I have to go. Can I see you tomorrow? 11
11
Can I see you tomorrow? 11
11
Yes. 11
11
Then yes. 11
11
Good-bye Mary, 11 He said. He got up and was gone.
Mary fucked seven men that night. The fifth one's name was Lorenzo, a
Roman guard at the palace. He gave Mary an onyx studded dagger as payment
and some perfume that he originally bought for his wife. It was very good perfume and Mary told him it was too much. But the guard told her she was the
greatest he had ever had and really it was less than what he should do.
11
Can I see you tomorrow? 11 he asked her.
11
Yes, you can see me tomorrow. 11
She crashed right as the sun came up. For the first time since she could
remember she could feel her body... what was this feeling? Her body ached and
if it had not been for her pride she would have agreed that for the first time in a
long time she felt. .. bad.
It was Jesus ... He was what was on her mind all the time, even during
the ceaseless hammering in the night. They met two months ago on the beach
on the Sea while Jesus was talking to some of His friends. She always went out
there once a day to gather her thoughts-- to find some peace. One of Jesus'
friends said something really crude to her as she passed by them going out to
her usual spot. She had turned around smiling and walked up to him, nearly
putting her body up against his. She gently put her hand down on his penis and
laughing asked, 11 ... are you kidding me? 11 Then she turned away and continued
her walk.
The insult was too much for the fisherman and he followed after her
saying more vile things and even getting a little aggressive. Jesus called out to
him, 11 Brother, I'd say you're wasting your time but she is the most beautiful
woman I have ever seen. If you really want her maybe you should ask her her
name. 11 The friend got Jesus' gentle hint and stopped following her. He made to
spit at her but then realized he would be more the fool. Mary walked on without
looking back, but the strange kind man's words sweetly branded her. As a
woman who never looks back it was all she could do to not.
They met again a week later on the same beach but this time Jesus was
alone. They sat in the sand close to one another, neither of them speaking.
They watched fishermen returning for the night. The fisherman were either
cursing or celebrating depending on what was in their nets, sometimes both.
'ft:

When Mary finally got up to leave Jesus asked her what her name was. That
was how they really met.
Jesus' best friend was another carpenter. Both of them worked in
Jesus' father•s shop which was in the middle class section of Nazareth. They
were both pretty good craftsmen. They each outdid each other on certain projects: Jesus was better with the bigger things like dining room tables and chests.
Jesus' friend, Judas, was unsurpassed in the city when it came to real fine carpentry like molding on chairs and wooden plates. Jesus and Judas loved each
other as Jonathan and David loved one another.
11
Where were you last night? 11 Judas asked Jesus as they were cleaning
up for the day.
11
1was with Mary. 11
11
You were with Mary... 11
11
1was with Mary. 11
11
What, did you fuck her? 11
11
Judas, I love you too much to answer that question. 11
11
1would have. 11
11
1know you would have. You can. That's her job you know. 11
11
No, she only takes high class men. Mostly Romans. I know... I've
checked out the situation.
11
We just smoked and drank tea and talked. 11
Judas stopped sweeping sawdust and looked up at Jesus with an
absolute loving glance. 11 1know man ... I know... just don't let your mother
know."
11
1know. That's for sure, I know. Judas, you're going to think I'm crazy.
You really are. But I'm not just 11 hanging out 11 with her. I love her, man. I really
do. 11
11
0f all the woman in the city you pick her to fall in love with? 11
11
1didn't pick her. It all just happened ..
11
You're in love with a whore? 11
11
l'm in love with Mary Magdalene. 11
Judas didn't even ask Jesus to go out for a drink that night. He could
tell something was going on with his friend and that He needed some space.
MARY, I love you, 11 He said when she opened the door. Her eyes
dropped and her knees almost gave. She reached to touch His hair but He
stepped back at that. She recoiled but not in hardness. She understood him.
11
D0 you want to come in? 11 He went in and sat on her bed. She sat
beside him Indian style in the middle of the feather comforter. She faced his
side, with her hands in her lap. Jesus looked at the beautiful dagger on the fireplace mantle but said nothing of it. .. it wasn't there yesterday and He knew
where she got it.
11

17

11

l'd marry you, 11 He said, turning to face her. She reached out for His
hands, but He wouldn't give them to her. 11 You're a prostitute by profession but
an angel by nature and I love you. 11
11
Jesus, why are you ... why do make me feel so... I don't even know
what love is ... but I'm sure I'm in love with you too. Does that make any sense?
You won't even let me touch you. 11
11
1don't know if I want to be with you. 11
11
But why? Why... I mean if it's the why because of who I am, what I
do? 11
11
lt's not that. .. or it is that, it's both and none of that. Think a little harder-- you understand me. Why wouldn't I want to be with you? 11
She got up and dropped her robe. Being naked underneath she
searched the pile of garments around her room looking for an evening dress.
Jesus glanced at her back and then threw his eyes back straight into the fire.
Mary took a minute to find something and she slowly dressed facing Jesus who
would not look upon her. And she loved him for that.
11
Let's go into the living room. 11 She said; taking His hand and walking
Him in. Candle light and incense smoke filled the room. Formidable Roman
paintings hung off the walls over the different furniture masterpieces of various
sizes-- some of the finer tables were Oriental, Jesus noted. They took seats
across from one another at a table that was barely as high as their shins. There
was fruit and a hookah and Mary offered Jesus some grapes.
11
You know my last boyfriend was when I was thirteen. He was eighteen.
He wanted to marry me and I told him I could never get married because I didn't
know what love was and that I could never love him ... I told him maybe I could
love an earthquake or a volcano but that I could never marry him. Jesus ...
you're a volcano. 11
11
1could give you a list but you wouldn't understand. 11
11
1understand that you are someone else... that you are you but you are
also something else. I realized that last night when we were talking-- Jesus,
you seem only half... human. 11
11
l'm human Mary. And ... 11
11
1don't want your explanations. I want you. I want out of this business
and I want to be with the man I love. 11
11
Maybe you should get out of this business and then be with the man
you love. 11
11
How shall I live? Do you think I could get a normal job in this town. 11
.. No ...
11
Exactly. 11
11
Exactly, you might be in need then. 11
11
1can't be in need ... ever. I won't ever be in need. 11
11
Then you can't love. 11
'10

"But I love you. 11
"And I love you ... I need ... 11
11
What? 11
11
1need something, something ... and I know that because of that, that I
love you. 11
11
11
... what do you need? Do you need me?
11
ln a sense, but not the way you are thinking of it. 11
"Show me how to think of it and I will do that. 11
11 1
lt s not a thought, Mary. 11
Mary, on her hands and knees crawled over to Jesus' side of the table.
She put her face up to His and kissed him on the mouth. She touched His neck
with her fingers and smoothed His hair with her other hand. Jesus stood up.
11
1have to go. 11
11
Fuck you, you're not going anywhere. 11
"Mary, you can't have me. Not like this. 11
11
You're worse than all of them aren't you?"
11
Yes. 11
11
1love you ... what else matters. What does it matter what I do? 11
"We won't share you. 11
11
W-- 11 bang, bang.
Just then someone knocked on the door. Jesus and Mary unlocked their
chain stare at one another. The knock came again.
11
Who is it, 11 Mary asked.
11
My name is Judas. 11 Jesus jumped up and ran into the kitchen. Mary

1a

went to the door.
11
Hi. Yeah. My name is Judas and I wanted ... wanted ...
11
1know what you want young boy. Do you know how much I cost? 11
11
Yeah, but you see I thought you might give me a discount... you see we
have a common friend, Jesus. Actually He's my best friend. He said He knows
you. Actually He'd kill me if I told you this but He said He loves you. Well I don't
really want to love you but you are a beautiful woman and I'd like to ... I mean if
you'd cut the price a little. 11
11
You're Jesus' best friend? 11
11
Yeah, pretty much. We're carpenters together. 11
11
Whose your boss? 11
11
Jesus' dad ... Joseph. 11
11
Come in. 11
Mary looked through the living room to the kitchen which had no wood
or beads for a door; there was no door. Jesus had squished Himself between
the shutters of the big window by the sink, His body well concealed but she
could see His eyes through the blinds. Mary let Judas in and he slowly moved
through the room, his mouth falling open at all of Mary's nice things. He walked
over to an ivory table and touched it with his fingertips and gave a low whistle.
He turned to look at Mary whose dress was already down on her hips, her nipples like red suns. He saw what looked like a bedroom across the way and so
he started to head for it, going for the buttons on his shirt. Mary grabbed his
arm.
11
Not in there. Right here... and this one is for free. 11
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INTERVIEW WITH MYSELF

How does it happen?
Like this.
You flip a switch and then the room
is there. It's hard to say just how.
You find a way beyond yourself,
as a girl, deaf, drags her finger
round a record's grooves to understand
the music.
Now you're stretching it.
Why do you blow things out of proportion?
Our skins were sewn so tight we barely fit
inside. It seems like they're designed to fail;
the organs swell and break, the eyes leak, and
all things conspire to drag us away,
trembling, from our insulation.
80% of the human body
fell from a cloud. And yet you plot your steps
carefully; like a stale cup of water,
filled above the rim, tries not to spill.
You'd have me drain myself, to give, and give.
Well that's a pretty thought for anyone
who's sitting in a room alone, but...
I guess, but. ..
what about words, these crumpled prayers I throw, up
over my lip to somewhere?
Are you sure
they don't stack up, becoming bunkers, blocking
the fire of other people's voices?
I don't know. Sometimes.
Words are just objects. They can break. They can
be broken. Take them for what they are. Not more.
And when your thoughts get thick and clogged with things
like "meaning" or "existence, " remember
that every day you let the air slip from your lips
and trust it to be there when you breathe in.
21
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Holly Van Staalduinen - Discovery

Anonymous - Focus

Ben Hoekstra - A Theory of Everything: An Integral Vision for Business,
Politics, Science, and Spirituality. by Ken Wilber/ God, Guns and Rock n'
Roll by Ted Nugent.

Josh lppel: "In the future I see unicorns everywhere."

Annie Anderson - Beads and a Picture of a Pretty Face

T.J. Grant

Joel Apple - The Squirrel

Luke Moore - Joey's Room: Joey wanted a waterfall and mountains and a
forest and a city and roads to drive on and a pond to fish in and ... With him
as Mr. Imaginer, a lot of latex paint and about two weeks in the
Montgomery household, we made a mural and friendships that will last.

Matt Stolle - Composition: "This piece is basically an exploration of form,
line, and color with an emphasis on balance. It's theme references the
painting studio, although people may take from it what they want."

Nathan Sytsma - Prescience

23

avis Blom - Bradde #1-3: Manipulating negatives for photographic prints has
lways been an interest of mine. These prints are of Bradde, a local body
iercer.

like Buma - Manifesto September 20

yan Thompson - Marie pg.19, Gap pg. 14: These photographs reflect my interst in portraiture and an attempt to record an instant in time.
aleb Abetti - A Little While Before the Feet Washing Incident (an excerpt from
1e novel Undoing Hemingway)
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Jsh Hagedorn - Interview With Myself

Jstin Van Genderen - Pic.5 From Reflection Series
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