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Notice to all students:

The Campus Planning Committee announces a contest to decorate the back wall of the Din-
ing Hall serving area. Students are invited to submit detailed designs for a mural (14' 7" long by 
5' 6" high) to cover the wall. A panel of judges consisting of three faculty and two student mem-
bers will then decide on a winner (though it is not bound to select one if no design is sufficiently 
worthy).

The judges will look favorably upon designs that cleverly combine the themes of food and 
philosophy.

The winner will be expected to execute the approved work on the wall; the needed materials 
will be paid for by the College. The winner will also receive a $ 150 cash prize.

Proposed designs are due by Thursday, January 20. Submit them to Hans von Briesen or 
Maren Cohn. The winner will be announced on January 24.

Please note that a similar competition will take place each year, such that the winner's mural is 
not likely to be permanent.

—Maren Cohn 
Campus Planning Committee

Need someone 4o talk to?
• Counsellors are avnailable to help with a variety of academic and personal concerns.^c^ *' 

Often early intervention averts later difficulties. sDon'tihesitate lo c.ill us.

Jan Arsenault: 983-2137 Jan Boj-cr: 982.4322 ^

The editors of The Moon would 
like to make a formal request: that 
you, the devout readership, think 
of the paper not as a timed, 
mehanical bastion of regularity 
and formula, but as a thing of sur-
prise and mystery. The Moon is 
like a wrapped gift, or a comet, 
or as a flower bred by April's cruel 
/ains. Isn't that endearing? We 
may fail to return your photo-
graphs and your,disks; we may 
produce twelve to sixteen page 
papers less frequently than eight 

ipage papers every two weeks, but 
Iby this we only wish to remind 
*you, the devout readership, of the 
peaks and troughs of life. Yes, 
It's quite true: everything is cal- 

:culus.
^ There will be one more issue 
this semester, due to appear on 
newstands everywhere the last 
'week of school. Please, contrib- 
Jute. '
^ ''Whatever happened to the lim- 
jerick challenge?" you mournfully 
inquire. Its flames, friends, died a 
swift death. Poetry has perished. 
Thank you, twentieth century. 
Thank you, post-modernily.
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THE FUTURE, SUNSHINE, AND LOVE
One clear, crisp Friday afternoon not so long 

ago, I strolled lazily back to the old dorm. I 
could hear the distant chirping of little birds, I 
could see the fuzzy green of trees on the hill, 
and I could feel time count its seconds on my 
hands.

On the horizon I could see the future walk-
ing slowly across the plain, and measuring the 
long steps that it took with the births and deaths 
of kings and princes. ‘Ah, how nice,’ I thought, 
‘the future won’t arrive for a few more minutes.
So I listened again to the birds, felt nice when I 
looked at the trees, and used my imagination to 
see little animals sleeping in the shade. With 
the future so far away I felt safe. The present is 
always pleasing, and the future is full of fear. So 
if the present never changes, then tomorrow 
never comes. And if tomorrow never comes, 
then life never changes. And what, I ask, could 
be sweeter than no changes? So, biding my time,
I walked.

Little did I know, little did any of you know, 
what strangeness brewed in the cosmos that fan-
tastic Friday. Only one man on our little blue 
planet knew what was coming from the deep, 
dark universe. That man was named Ralphaldo 
Emory. He told no one, because he thought 
what was coming would be better, and wanted 
to surprise us all. He thought that he would be 
doing us all a world of good. What was com-
ing, you ask? Dare I say it? So long have I kept 
my secret, so long have we all kept our secret. 
And I cannot help but wonder iff have enough 
courage to speak it. But, alas, alas! I must. I 
thought that the future was on the horizon. 
Little did I know that it was in my dorm.

The first time that I met Ralphaldo Emory 
was on a warm and sunny afternoon in the be-
ginning of September. Ralphaldo came from 
Iowa, or so he said. He was the child, so he 
said, of Mr. and Mrs. Emory, two very liberal 
Gulf War veterans. His parents, he said, had 
gone to fight in the GulfWar primarily to chan-
nel all the oil in Iraqi territory into the Nile River. 
This way, so said ^phaldo, the oil could flow 
down the entire African continent, and the gov-
ernment would be able to collect it all in a mas-
sive boat waiting at the mouth of the river. 
Ralphaldo’s parents, however, never returned 
from the GulfWar. He said that he received a 
postcard from his parents a few months after 
they had left. His parents wrote this message 
on the postcard: “Dear son. We wish you all the 
best in life. We are never coming home, Iraq is

by Brian Ballentine, '01

too much fun. See you later, love, Mr. and Mrs. 
Emory.” So Ralphaldo never saw his parents 
again, so he said.

After spending a few years roaming the 
streets of Pensacola, Florida, where he had gone 
searching for love, he decided to make some-
thing of his life, so he said. “I realized one day, 
when I was walking the streets of Pensacola, that 
I would never find love,” Ralphaldo once told 
me. “I mean, give me a break, love is a fool s 
dream, and I refuse to play the fool. Luv shmuv, 
that’s what I say.” I have always considered 
Ralphaldo to be a very tragic person. But, I di-

gress.
The first time that I met Ralphaldo, as I said, 

was on a warm and sunny afternoon in early 
September. He was a freshman, and he lived in 
Clio. I had just arrived at school, and was car-
rying books into my room, when I bumped into 
Ralphaldo in the hall. We introduced ourselves, 
and I began asking him how he liked Santa Fe 
so far, and what he thought of the weather and 
the nice sunshine. “I hate the sunshine,” he told 
me, “It makes everything light, and light is just 
about the dumbest thing ever. I wish the sun 
would die. Don’t ever talk to me about light 
again.” I asked him to tell me the dumbest thing 
ever, since light was close to it. “You want to 
know the dumbest thing ever, punk?” he asked. 
“Love, its the dumbest thing ever, I hate it. And 
only stupid people love. I wish that love would 
die.” So said Ralphaldo Emory.

As time went on, I noticed that Ralphaldo 
began loathing love and other good emotions 
more and more. He started talking about how 
much he hated happiness and fuzzy kittens and 
rainbows. He hated all emotion. He would 
rant about becoming a doctor and finding a way 
to remove all emotion from everyone. Emo-
tion smotion, that’s what I say, Brian. Don’t 
come into my room and tell me how happy or 
sad you are. If I could do one good thing in this 
world, I would remove the emotion part of 
everyone’s brain, so that everyone would be apa-
thetic and not care about anything.”

I tried to help him, I tried, I swear it. I 
forced him to watch the sunset with me. I made 
him listen to children playing in the park. I 
sent him flowers and candy and singing tele-
grams. This, of course, was all before Ralphaldo 
bought his time machine. Apparently, 
Ralphaldo, so he said, had been studying the 
construction of time machines, had managed 
to understand the fundamental principles of

time travel, and had sent away for his very own 
Time Machine Construction Kit, so he said. He 
explained to me that the fundamental principles 
of time travel were easy to grasp. “You see, Brian, 
the soul of man has a frequency, just like radio 
waves. Time travel involves finding the fre-
quency of the soul, and commanding it, via so-
nar waves, to travel forward or backward in time. 
You just have to find two points of resonance. 
And whenever you get two points of resonance, 
you get a time warp.”

I confess, I never took Ralphaldo or his time 
machine seriously, that is, not until that warm 
and sunny Friday afternoon when I walked back 
to my dorm and thought I saw the future on 
the horizon. Did I think that there was a time 
warp waiting for me in my dorm? No. Did I 
think that, when I opened the door to Clio, there 
would be a massive vortex sucking my fellow 
Clioians into the future, where Ralphaldo Emory 
planned to remove their emotions? No, certainly 
not. But sure enough, a giant time warp was 
tearing through Clio, and that evil genius 
Ralphaldo was behind it all.

“Ha, ha, ha,” laughed Ralphaldo when I 
opened the door, “Now you will all see the 
beauty of life without emotion. No one in the 
future has any emotions, and they will be taken 
from you, too. Then, when you have no more 
emotions, I will send you back to the present. 
And you will be my minions, and you will con-
quer the world for me.” So he said, and he 
laughed again. “Time warp,” he commanded, 
“send these sad Clioians to the future!”

Suddenly, a voice yelled, “Nooooo!” and I 
saw a man dressed in futuristic clothing run-
ning towards Ralphaldo. “I am the mighty 
Devron of the future, and I love, although I am 
a robot!” he screamed, and tackled Ralphaldo. 
The time warp whirled out of control, ready to 
swallow up all the beauty of the present. Devron 
of the future heaved Ralphaldo above his head. 
“Love will live in the future!” he cried, and he 
hurled Ralphaldo into the time warp.

Now Devron lives in Ralphaldo’s room. 
Sometimes he tells us about the future, and 
about the miseries of life without emotion, and 
about the love that can live even in a robot’s 
metal heart. I tell you this: love, life, and the 
present are beautiful, and there will never be a 
time when emotion will be dead in the world, 
at least, not if Clio has something to say about 
it.
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GEOFFANGER
by Geoffrey Petrie, '01

As the silly season approaches. The Anger becomes more and 
more aggravated by people’s stupidity. People speak of the coming 
Presidential election; hov/ they are hopeful of people by the name of 
Trump, or Bush, or Dole. (In small town 
USA, people don’t know that the people by 
the name of Dole have already dropped out.)
But why must the public accept these half-
wits as their Presidential choices? Why must 
we elect former pro-wrestlers as our Gover-
nors? Why do the people beg action movie 
stars, like Arnold Schwarzengger, to run as 
well? Just because one man has more money 
to play with than the next, and looks on him-
self and sees that he has basically destroyed 
his life and the life of those around him as 
much as he can in the position that he has 
right now, does that make him the right per-
son for a political office? These people who 
have nothing else to do with their time, but to 
try and take the country back to the stone- 
age, are our choice for President.

So let us imagine that The Anger is a mega-rich tycoon with a 
drug habit about the same size as the hole in his nose, and The An-
ger sees that his income is being hit by some swinging jerk who cur-
rently holds the keys to the Oval Office. Noyy The Anger decides, 
without any political experience, that it might be “fun” to run for

office. Sweet deal, he has enough green to cover any expenses that 
might come his way: his plane, his commercials, his dope, his women 
... But besides all those campaign costs at least he has a nest egg in 

the bank, so that he doesn’t have to live off of 
that horrible Presidential pay. While the 
people on the other side of that blocked of 
street that runs in front of his nice white house 
are holding tin cans and playing music on
homemade kazoos. So, as The Anger takes a 
quick look at what we have in store for the 
red, white, and blue as the odometer of the 
world turns yet again, he smiles and shakes 
his head in wonder. In quiet contemplation, 
however. The Anger thinks of when he and 
Ross Perot are going to get together again, 
snort some coke, smoke a blunt and hang out 
with some of finest women the State Police 
can round up.

Note to the Administration-.
For those of you who do not know The 

Anger, the thought of one of our future President meeting with a 
foreign representative and asking if he would mind if they hot boxed 
the Oval Office while they discussed Article 5967 of the anti-bio-
logical warfare act, kind of freaks him out. Although this short ar-
ticle makes light of this possible problem. The Anger is making a 
remark of sarcasm.

by Adrian Lucia, '00
: In the Christmas 1999 issue'of the Victoria’s Secret catalogue, 

the London company offers “The 10 Million Dollar Milleiimiim 
Bra” to its prospective customers. The “saiin demi bra and pamy 
are encrusted with over 2,000 exquisite diamonds and diamond- 
cut sapphires, all of the finest cut and quality, and all showcased 
in plaiiniim star settings. One strap glitters “2000” in diamond- 
sei platimiin; the otlur is a simple strand of dianio.ids." The 

ptit^t; is, indeed, $10,000,000. The ads'criisemcni cov-
ers the catalogue’s third page, and consists of a navei-to-forehead 
phoiogiaph of a svhiie model donning the blue and silver (.sap-
phire and diamond) bra, her eyelids heavy with matching ma.s- 
cara and her sandy blonde hair blowing back triumphantly. The 
model's face and pose suggest an almost Amazonian glory. This 
bearer of the most expensive undergarment in history holds her 
wide, masculine jaw shut, her surgically-enhanced cheekbones 
sharply defining her visage, as she fixes her brown-eyed gaze di-
rectly on the lens of the camera. The model’s carefully chosen 
appearance is at once boldly confident and completely submis-
sive—“submissive” because she is the image of the American male’s 
(jdoe@mcmicrodisney.com) James Bond fanta.sy woman, uniting 
sex, money, and power. The image plays on all of these faces of

desire, and if one could only afford to purchase the $10,Q00,000 
bra, then fabulous nightly sex, limitless wealthTkini'corporate 
domination might suddenly fall into the hands of this undoubt-
edly male consumer.

Many of the women in the catalogue have this Amazonian 
appearance; they arc extremely beautiful twenty-somethings who 
have a touch of the wild and masculine in them. These models 
exist mainly in the realm of male bachelor fantasy and Holly-
wood make-believe,- and in the Victoria’s Secret catalogue their 
look caters to the male Christmas shopper who hopes to trans-
form his wife or girlfriend into a 007 sex diva. ’Wiile women 
should arguable embrace wholeheartedly their femininity, their 
difference from and independence of men, this is hardly expressed 
in the masturbatory male vision of the “^tasy gift” from Victoria’s 
Secret.
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THE RIVALS: A 
PREVIEW

hy Aaron Mehlhajf, '01

Those of you who aren’t in campus theatri-
cal circles may not be aware, but there has been 
something of a change in theatrical endeavors 
from last semester to this. Since the spring of 
’98, theater at St. John’s had been dominated by 
Genie Stevens. In and of itself, there is nothing 
wrong with this. Genie is a skilled and unique 
director. Unfortunately, she was given so much 
backing by the administration that she squelched 
all other theatrical opportunities.

The Rivals, directed by Laine Conway (’01) 
is the first large theatrical production put on by 
students since the Fall of 98’s J.B. directed by 
Seth Brown (SF’98). The Rivals is entirely stu-
dent produced, and many, Ms. Conway and 
myself included, hope this to be the first of many 
such productions.

I had the pleasure of joining the crew for 
the beginning of a rehearsal. The cast and tech 
crew arc tightly knit and hard working (this is 
student driven, after all). The thespians have 
given the same Johnny thoughtfulness to the 
script that was so well known in Ms. Stevens’ 
productions.

Written in 1775 by Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan, The Rivals is based on verbal and situ-
ational comedy. The plot is impelled by para-
noia, desire, deceit, and not the least of the hu-
morous characters is Mrs. Malaprop and her 
delicious misuse of the English language. If The 
Rivals had a box office poster, it might quote 
the following from Ms. Conway’s synopsis:

Will Lydia marry Captain Absolute if she 
can’t elope with his alter-ego? Will Julia forgive 
Faulkland? How many duels can a man fight at 
the same time? The Rivals, by Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan.

But it doesn’t have a box office poster. What 
it does have is many of our classmates working 
hard to create a solid theatrical production. It 
has the ease and skill that comes from a group 
of people who didn’t flinch at Aristotle, 
Shakespeare, Attic Greek, or Descartes. The 
Rivals is an example of what Johnnies are ca-
pable of, the thing that sets our students apart 
from UNM’s.

The lUvals debuts on December 10th, at 7 
pm. There are also shows on Dec. 11th at 3 
and 7 pm, Dec. 12th at 3 pm, and Dec. 14 at 7 
pm. All shows are free to current members of 
the college community.

Come see it. The Rivals is entertainment 
for Johnnies, by Johnnies.

ASK DAVE ADVICE-KOPF
by David Weiskoff, '01

Dear Readers,
Aristotle someplace says, “Giving advice and 
advice-giving are the most advisable gifts which 
one is advised to give if he is an advice-giver.’’: 
Look it up if you don’t believe me. Elsewhere, 
Xenophon quotes Socrates as saying,T* Then 
is it not he who gives advice who is happiest 
from advice-giving? And is the man who seeks 
advice not the happier for having sought it?7 
So it is clear that to give advice is a very noble 
putsuit. This being said, I have written enough 
filler to get on with the letters.

Love,
Dave Advice-kopf 

Dear Dave,
Spinoza says god is nature.
Does this mean that biolo-
gists^ chemists, and physi-
cists are the holiest men in ; 
the world? Also is faith 
dead?

Love,
Christina Schoux

Dear Ms. Schoux,
It is sometimes hard to tell 
when Spinoza is lying and 
when he is just wrong. In 
either case, god is not nature.
But suppose for a minute 
that we take this falsehood as a premise: the 
question then of who are the holiest men in 
the world remains. They would, I suppose be 
those most loved by nature. Since nature, ac-
cording to Spinoza, is an impersonal set of 
physical causes and effects, it doesn’t love any-
one, especially scientists, since, according to i; 
Bacon, they seek to know her by creating con-
ditions contrary to those she wills. If faith 
can be said to be a complete subjeaion of the 
human will to the divine will, and the divine 
will is tliat of nature, 1 guess the only people 
who really are faithful are die dead ones. "What 
a bk*ak picture our Spinoza has painted! It’s a 
good thing he is wrong.

Love, II 
Dave Advice-kopf

Dear Mr. Advice-kopf,
We are emotionally unavailable. What can we 
do to change this?

—The Clio Boys

Dear Clio Boys,
Tliroughout all of human history, many of 
the greatest geniuses have felt the pain of emo-
tional unavailability. Albert Einstein once 
said, “I may be really smart, and 1 may have 
unlocked countless secrets of space-time, but 
no special theories of relativity can unlock my 
heart. If only Dave Advice-kopf were alive 
already!” You can look it up. You are clearly 
in good company. The fact is, gentlemen, I 
can help you, but only if you are willing to 
help yourselves. Try opening up to me, here, 
just a litde bit. Tell me something that makes 

you feel something; any-s 
thing.

Love,
Dave Advice-kopf 

Dear Dave,
Sometimes, when the sun-
light shines through my 
window, land it shines on 
the floor, I get so sad. That 

.'^sunlight came all the way 
HB Tram the sun only to hei; 
jHnr 'Stopped by my floor. What 
HHIIl - a tragic end! Stopped by my 
HH||| floor! It could have gone so 

fiiri WTiy, Dave, why does 
it have to be this way? It 
makes me so sad.

And whenever I tell my friends, they only 
laugh at me. Help me Dave,

—A Sad, Sad Boy in Clio

My Dear Sad, Sad Boy,
I think we’ve really had an important break-
through here. Your friends only laugh because 
they are jealous of the progress you are mak-
ing. Now build on this emotional availability 
you’ve just g-ained by expressing your emotions 
through actions. You get out there and de-
stroy everything opaque, if that’s what you feel 
you need to do! Or, even better, coat cvety- 
thing around you with smooth aluminum foil, 
so that the light from the sun will be reflected 
ail around, and never end its flight! ITien the 
whole world will be as shiny as your shiny, 
newfound emotional availability. I feel really 
good about the progress we’ve made here.

Love,
Dave Advice-kopf
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YOU WANT COMMUNITY? HERE'S YOUR BONE!
Everyone at St. John’s uses the “C” word. No, 

not Candelabra, Community. And what emerged 
from the Campus Meeting in October is the be-
lief that the community at St. John’s is terrible. 
They are so right. There is absolutely no sense of 
candelabra at St. John’s. Music is never played 
on beautiful days; students never interact with 
one another (not to mention those hideous com-
puter chalkboards that fill the classrooms in the 
ESL skyscraper and the faa that the President of 
the College happens to be a robot). But why is 
there no community? Maybe it is because St. 
John’s is way too big. The community would be 
great if the classes had about 10-20 people in 
them. Then, these people could share ideas with 
one another, each person respecting one another’s 
ideas. Maybe on Monday and Thursday nights, 
there could be a thing called seminar, where stu-
dents talk about the great texts of the, I don’t 
know, Western world. And maybe they 
could...what is the use? Such a place can never 
exist. Nevertheless, there are a few things we can 
do to make St. John’s the strongest candelabra 
this side of the Mississippi River.

Some people at the meeting suggested not 
enough people communicate with one another. 
How can we solve this problem? First, there 
should be a new school rule, and not just a rule 
like “you will be disenabled if your work is unsat-
isfactory,” but a serious rule, a rule the College 
enforces, which will make it mandatory for every 
person to say “Hi” to everyone they see in a day. 
No exceptions. If a student is talking to a tutor, 
or a friend, or if he is enjoying some time to him-
self, and a person he barely knows walks by he 
must say hi. If he doesn’t...well let’s not even think 
of something so drastic. Second, every single stu-
dent must love every other student. Not just like, 
but love. And if you don’t love every one of your 
fellow students, you’ll have to leave school. And 
it goes without saying that every student will be 
happy all the time. Here is what an ideal conver-
sation looks like in this pure community:

Student A sits deep in thought, unsure if he 
understands Math homework. Student B approaches. 
Student A does not like Student B at all Student B 
is a drunk who picks fights with students and ha-
rasses women. Student B is drunk right now.

Student A; Hi.
Student B: Hi.
Student A: Maybe we can play chess tonight.
Student B: Sure.
Student A; I love you.
Student B: Me too, old chap.
The first place we sec the community fiJl apart

by Jerome Moroux, '01

is the dining hall. Since the cafeteria has a finite 
number of tables, with a finite number of chairs 
at each table, people sit at certain tables with other 
people. But this problem has a simple solution. 
The cafeteria will become one big table, the One 
Table, where all members of the College are forced 
to sit. And to avoid people sitting in the same 
place everyday, the place marks of all the students 
will be pre-determined using a formula. If you 
are in the junior class, on Monday you will sit 
with a freshman boy with brown eyes, on your 
left, and a Christian senior girl on your right. On 
Tuesday, you must sit next to a smelly sopho-
more and an anal-retentive freshman. On 
Wednesday, you must sit next to a junior whose 
favorite food is your least favorite and a Senior 
with a troubled childhood... Forcing people to 
eat next to one another is one of the most pro-
ductive ways to start a great community.

But what do people do when they leave the 
dining hall? They go off in their cliques and pro-
ceed to hate every member of the College not in 
their clique. The Campus meeting solved this 
problem by attempting to devise a regular sport-
ing event in which all students can participate. 
Never mind that soccer meets every Tuesday and 
Friday, or that Yoga happens every Wednesday, 
something different. I think this su^estion is a 
great idea; in fact, let’s take it a step farther and 
say it should be mandatory that everyone play 
sports all the time. But there can not be too many 
sports; for if there is more than one sport then 
the people who play one particular sport may, 
because they are always playing that particular 
sport with those particular people who play the 
said particular sport, as well may choose to “hang 
out” with those panicular people playing that 
particular sport. What would happen? The only 
logical conclusion is that those people “hanging 
out” with their friends must hate, and subse- 
quendy will not say hi to, everyone else. And of 
course, this “One Sport” can have no winners, or 
losers, because the winners might say hi to only 
the winners. And there cannot be teams because 
teams are the sfKJiting equivalent to cliques, so 
the One Sport will be completely individual. But 
the individual sporting event poses a problem 
because if there are no teams then there will be 
no unity, which means that everyone who is alone 
must hate the person he is not with. So with what 
docs that leave us? The One Sport will be a game 
in which everyone in the school is required to 
play. But since there can be no winners, losers, 
teams or individuals, there will just be one big 
torpid mass of people on the field which randomly
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jerks at random times. Everyone is a winner. I 
love the One Sport; I love community.

The College will become a bona fide cande-
labra which plays the One Sport 8 hours a day, 
and eating all its meals in the dining hall at the 
One Table. But something is missing. What is it? 
Ah, the mural. The best idea that came out of the 
meeting was the idea to paint a mural (which I 
have heard will be painted on the back wall of 
the serving area in the dining hall). I believe it 
was Martin Luther King, no wait, it was Gandhi, 
who said, “Nothing brings people together like a 
mural.” Murals are famous for their amazing 
healing powers. The depressed, dejected, and de-
railed can look at a mural and smile and say, 
“Wow, that painter knows me. They understand 
me. I am so happy now. I love my neighbor.” 
When I heard that they were going to paint a 
mural, my first response was, “What a great idea.” 
When I thought about it for a litde longer, I found 
myself saying, “What a great idea.” Since then, I 
have thought about the mural and thought, 
“What a great idea.” This mural is a great idea, it 
truly is. Something about murals is often so true; 
maybe it is the colors. The St. John’s Collie mural 
supposedly will be a representation of the com-
munity. Preliminary plans show the mural to have 
a rendering of every student, GI, tutor, and Staff 
member holding hands in a circle. In the middle 
of the circle will be a broken broomstick. The 
broomstick will be named Huey. Supposedly, 
Huey has a crush on a mop, Janice, but the prob-
lem is that he won’t be able to leave the middle of 
the circle of worship. Huey eventually dies of star-
vation and Janice converts to Zoroastrianism. At 
the bottom right of the mural the word COM-
MUNITY has a tear coming out of the U. There 
is also a figjiter jet in the background. The mural 
is a great idea — it really will bring the commu-
nity together. With the One Sport and the One 
Table, I must admit that there was something 
missing. Maybe it was intimacy, maybe it was 
choice; but the mural, it just makes things so har-
monious, so perfect.

Doesn’t it seem this community will be per-
fect? Everyone will be forced to eat together, play 
sports together, and when they are tired of play-
ing sports they can look at the mural. If these 
rules are wholeheartedly enforced, no one will ever 
complain about the St. John’s candelabra again.
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NEWTUTORDOM III.: REPARATIONS
Against my better judgement and at the sur-

prisingly forceful insistence of the second hatch of 
new tutors, I find myself in the position of having 
to reveal the secret superhero identities of the afore-
mentioned batch of tutors.

Let me preface this brief yet scandalous aa with 
the following statement: I do this against my will. 
The afote-aforementioned tutots were ruthless and 
amoral in their pursuance of my consent. I strongly 
advised each and every one of them to preserve the 
anonymity so precious to the superhero clan. I 
said, "Look, guys. I made a mistake. We non-
superhero types are prone to do that. I should 
never have brought to the light of day the secret 
identities of Mr. Walpin and Mr. Alba. In doing 
so I severely compromised their good-doing capa-
bilities. (Who’s going to listen to the almighty 
Green Lantern if they know it’s just jolly Mr. 
Walpin wearing tights? No offense.) I have been 
harshly disciplined as a result of my indiscretion. 
But now, now you want me to do the same damn 
thing all over again, and for what? For what, I ask 
you? rU tell you whatfir! (Here I am giving them 
the of what-for...) For pride, that’s what. You

by Jessica Peters, '01

don’t want to be left out of the lime-light, do you? 
You want those superhero-groupies for yourselves, 
don’t you? Prancin’ around in your fency spangled 
tights, saving the poor fish from the evil Weed Man, 
that’s 'uVaxyou boys want, and you want everyone 
to know about it!

“Whatever happened,’’ I says to ’em, "to good 
for the sake of good, for goodness sake? To mod-
esty? To humility? To carrying your big stick qui-
etly around campus? Whatever happened to pure, 
simple, easily recognizable yet unassuming righteous-
ness! Well, I just don’t know. But I’m feeling rather 
weak from all this moral torment you’ve put me 
through, and I’d like (sniff) to be left alone for a 
litde while. Oh, don’t look at me that way.../Zf 
write the ungodly article and broadcast worldwide 
your now-useless alter-c^s. Are you satisfied? I 
feel like I’m going to swoon...”

And there they all left me, passed out on the 
placita, without so much as a drop of water to re-
vive my downcast spirits. (Mr. Wolfe did, how-
ever, give me the last bits of a blueberry muffin he 
found in his pocket. It tasted o.k.) There you 
have it, my dear and fiuthful and upright Readers,

the sad, sad, sad, sad, sad story of good superhe-
roes gone bad. And let this be a lesson to you: no 
one is impenetrable, except Superman, and on 
some occasions Invincible Man. So unless you’re 
one of them, and I don’t think you are, there’s al-
ways a chance you’ll be corrupted by the forces of 
eeevil. Now I’ve warned you, so don’t come whin-
ing to me when it happens.

Now for the revelation: Mr. Wolfe is, by per-
sonal request.....SPIDERMAN!!

Mr. Bayer is...... the dashing HULK!!
Mr. Flores is..... .JA-MAN!! (Yes, it says Ja-

Man.)
Mr. Cooke and Mr. McCombs are.......THE

WONDER TWINS!!
(NOTE: Mr. Flores’ alter-^o, Ja-man, is an 

obscure but very powerful superhero. So don’t piss 
him off by making fun of him for not being one of 
the more “jxtpular” crime-fighters: I don’t want to 
have to wipe you off the floor.)

So there you have it, hope everyone involved 
is thoroughly satisfied, and if, henceforth, crime is 
no longer so easily fought, well, you’ll all know 
why.

WORDS, WORDS, WORDS, WORDS
by Robin Vlosky, GI Liberal Arts

What, in God’s name, is going on in Meem li-
brary? I don’t know how to say this, but there is some-
thing VERY WRONG happening in that building. 
Pethaps I should Ix^ with a question, rather than 
state the problem outright. Let’s put it this way. Can 
anyone on the Santa Fe campus tell me the definition 
of “antimedication?” Well, how about 
“antitnedicative?” Ok2^,thenoenainlysomeoneoould 
tdl me what “antidiutedc” means. And I bting up 
“anddiutctic” not because I need one, but because 
Fm not sure I could define the word if someone asked 
me to. That strikes me as being a problem. I mean, 
sure, I might assume that “antimedicadve” means 
something like “iatragenic,” but how can I be sure? 
What if the proper definition is more like 
“antisetotherapeutic,”or“andcicatti2ation”? Or even 
the popular (all jolting aside) “morbiferous”? I may 
assume that “andemendatory” is the logical replace-
ment fijr “antimedicative”, but WHAT IF IT ISN'T? 
What if “antianalepdcal” is exacdy the wrong choice 
to replace “antimedicadve?” Is there a way to be sure?

Well, for one thing, I wouldn’t immediately jump 
on the “andembrocation” bandwa^n that was so 
popular a few years agp. At the same time, I might 
think twice before shouting with conviction, 
“insalubtiousness!” because someone may see thtou^ 
the ruse. So, how does an innocent student avoid

such a predicament? Is there some place, some thing, 
which contains the truth about these words? Can 
the truth about these words be conrained?

Ifonly there were a way to know for certain. If 
only there were a BOOK that offered guidance when 
seeking answers to these timeless, and ever-so-human, 
questions. Perhaps, somewhere, there is such a book. 
I don’t know. But I do know this: in your own search 
for answers, don’t go looking on pages 65 and 66 of 
the big book in Meem library. You know the book 
I mean, the one on the stand by the downstairs 
computets...you know...sott ofnext to the front dedti 
Yeah, THAT book. I think some call it a “dictio-
nary”. A “dictionary” oftheEngJish language. Some 
say it contains definitions of every word in the En- 
gjish language. Then again, some are sometimes 
wrong, aren’t they?

I’m off coffee now, believe me, so I don’t need to 
lookup“anddiutetic” Nevertheless, what if I wanted 
to use the word cotrecdy in my preceptorial essay? 
What if I were bored with the overused and now 
commonplace “andspargent,” and instead wanted 
something a litde more subde, a litde more original? 
I might be tempted to use “andapetient”, or even 
“antideobstruent,” but the bottom line is, I m^t be 
wrong. Imightevententadvelytype“antimicturator,” 
but could I commit, if I can’t even look up “antidi-
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utedc” in my school’s library? Not to put too fine a 
point on the matter, but if I happened to be at a cock-
tail party, I migfit blurt out “antigalvanocautety” or 
even “antiinttagastric electruation” (which would be 
fiinny, when you think about it, if the topic were 
actually “antielectroanesthesia”) when asked a viable 
alternative for “antimedicadon.” In doing so, I may 
really miss the boat. What if I should have said 
“antimedicamentadon,” as simplistic as it sounds? 
Thus, the dilemma.

That’s tigjit. It’s a big one, and it isn’t pretty. My 
suggestion to hfeem Library? Getanewbcxrk. Get 
a very new, very big book. East. Maybe you could 
sell the old big book to recoup part of the cost of 
buying a new, complete big bcxrk. It could be adver-
tised as a gendy used, generally comprehensive. Big 
Book. Even thou^ it isn’t entirely whole, surely just 
the faa that this particular big book was once owned 
by the Sc John’s CoU^ library will carry some intel-
lectual cachet A litde name recognition, as it were. 
Fm sure you could find a buyer Someone who doesn’t 
mind the cxxassional ambiguous answer to some of 
life’s more challenging questions. Someone used to 
that deafening roar of silence often heard when ask-
ing big, thicJc books for tangible answers. Someone 
who could amply use a litde help with definitions. 
Minus a few words here and there.
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IN DEFENSE OF INTROVERSION, PART I.
[To Ms. Kelley, the Freshman and Others]

For two years, I have sat idly, ensconced in my 
hermitage, reading Moon article after anicle penned 
hy our own Anthe Kelley. Somehow, no matter 
what the ostensible subject matter of the piece, Ms. 
Kelley manages to sneak in a bit r^arding her own 
private crusade: the perceived lack of 
“acknowledgement” between St. Johns students in 
passing. Her latest effort, a well-written report on 
the happening at the recent College meeting in the 
JCR, was no exception.

Unfortunately, this particular burst of journal-
ism finally wore my nerves down to a raw end. 
Maybe it was a deep-seated belief that Ms. Kelley is 
generating an issue that was previously non-existent 
prior that prodded me to action, or worse still, the 
thought that many others share her perception. Or 
perhaps it was just a premature bout of PMS or 
Senioritis. No matter. I feel like I can no longer 
maintain silence on this issue, and must, as it were, 
vent my spleen in a public forum.

I am a writer, an aaor, and a St. Johns student. 
In these guises, I am vociferous, outgoing, and likely 
to speak my mind. In seminar, I will argue a point 
to extinction, on paper, pour out my soul in short 
story form, on stage, play the fool, the heroine, or 
the villain.

These are all masks behind which I hide in or-
der to interact with the world, and they serve me 
well. But let me make a confession before you, gende 
reader, allow me to let you all in on a secret about 
myself. Person to person, face to face with people 
that I know scarcely or not at all, I am crippled; 
paralyzed by fear of the unknown, made impotent

hy Gabriel Gry^n, '00

by terror. When faced with a new situation, a group 
of more than 5 or 6 people, or virtual strangers, I 
find it easier to avert my eyes, to retreat into myself, 
rather than to offer myself up to be burnt at the 
stake. In short, I have no self-esteem. “Yes,” you 
say, “but this is your problem, so quit kvetching and 
deal with it.” I agree, this is definitely an issue for 
me and my therapist, but, Ms. ICelley, fieshman, 
fellow students, there is a more pressing truth than 
my solitary confession. I know that I am not alone.

Many of us came here from schools more akin 
to batdegrounds than educational institutions. Some 
of us were geeks, brains, and freaks; ducking behind 
our books in fear and nourishing our low self-es-
teems on the remarks of the ever-present, ever-per- 
fea, ever-popular kids. I came from a school were 
smiling at another smdent in a hallway could be 
grounds for a out and out fistfigfit (“what are you 
looking at?”).

“Ah,” you objea, \lquote now I see your rea-
soning, but arenVrquote t we all family here at St. 
John\iquote s, haven for the bookish, aren\rquote t 
we indelibly bound together by the common ejqre- 
rience of the Program?\rquote

Once again, I am forced to assent. I do feel 
like St. John\rquote

s smdents arc somehow better, smarter, more 
understanding, nicer, than the average person. 
Maybe this is merely my conceit. However, even if 
I am right, this lofty opinion of Johnnies, much like 
Levin's spiritual revelation at the end of Anna 
Karenina, does not immediately engender a change 
in behavior on my part.

Still extant are the memories of being a black- 
clad, green-haired girl in the midst of a sea of polo 
shirts and khakis. Fresh in my mind is the day 1 was 
first labeled "freak," by Bethany Taylor, during a 
fourth grade assembly. Not lost are the fear, the 
uncertainty, and the poweriessness that I felt for years. 
But I digress; this was not meant to be an article 
detailing my neuroses and teen angst.

The point was meant to be merely this: if I do 
not smile or offer a "hello" when I pass you on the 
path, if I fail to go out of my way to greet those with 
whom I am not acquainted, it may merely because 
I am too busy casting my eyes downwards in hopes 
of not attracting undue notice to myself Anyone 
who knows me knows also that I am a fiiendly, and 
at times, even a marginally pleasant person to spend 
time with. Never once have I answered a cheery 
"hullo" from a fellow student (even an unf^iliar 
one) with an invitation for them to perform acts of 
self-copulation. I am simply, like many others, shy.

So, by all means, say hello to me, ask me about 
my computer (a P433,) what I think about senior 
year (a hellishly brilliant roller-coaster ride of insan-
ity,) my penchant for 80's music (yes, I do like Men 
At Work, thank you very much,) my collection of 
black and white monster movie videos (yes, even 
Bride of Frankenstein,) and what I\rquote d like to 
do after I graduate (be a writer—ha!) I'm willing to 
talk and to listen, just so long as I don't have to 
speak—first.

Stay mned for parts: II. Lost in My Own Day-
dreams and III. I'm a senior damnit, what do you 
expea of me?

JUNGLE FEVER
hy Anik Hakeber, Alumnus

There is this part of me that perhaps lived the 
stories of my great grandmothers; some cell ratio in 
my DNA that represent their memories and feel-
ings. It doesn’t seem I need any one to tell me sto-
ries about slavery; I can fed that past in me like 
some wave of fire that is the emotion such memo-
ries call out of me. Deep in me I can remember 
being a young gjtl and looking out at my wodd that 
was some southern plantation-or was it a farm-know-
ing that I was a slave to these people who had no 
love for me. Some strange people who had stolen 
(.'/(.-I ything that was me; my land, my culture, my 
children, my lovers, my parents, my history...

A fire built up inside me. Not because I hated 
them, hate is a much smaller fire than this was; and, 
noi because I envied them, for jealousy is consumed 
l>y I lie lava that flowed from my pouts. I wondered

with every atom of my being why this odd creature 
with hands and fea and a heart like mine had no 
love for me. I wondered how he could hate me so 
deeply. How he could look at the children in my 
arms and not ache at their tears.

As a child I dreamt that one-day he’d look over 
at me and see that I knew him like the fields I tended 
every day. That he’d look over at me and see that we 
were more precious and fragile than the jewels and 
china he owned. I wished he would see that if he 
used the love he had for me that he’d twisted up and 
thrown aside, out of his feats and insecurities about 
us... Afnkans, then we could mend the mess we’d 
made of human relations.

But, each day the sun rose on that humid south-
ern place and nothing dianged my heart sank deepa 
into some endless ocean well. And the further it

sank the hotter my fire grew in one last attempt for 
life. My Dragon grew bi^er than that place and 
time. (The Dragon. That side of me that protects 
the part of me who wants to be respeaed, treated 
like a human being and understood-loved.) The 
Dragon. She slipped out on the breath I cast to the 
universe. The teats I cried at being alone, the strength 
I used working all those years to build houses for his 
shaded, pillowed, powder puffed woman.

And even as I push t his wrached creature out 
of my mind. As I hid my eyes from him in hopes 
that he wouldn’t notice me and do something worse 
than he’d already done. As I hated him and wished 
revelations would come and rid the world of him; 
as I thougjit of how I would kill himythem, as I 
imagined being free to be me; I loved him and for- 

continued on p. 12...
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THE CASE OF ANNA D. ACCEPTABLE 
PAPER TOPICS

hy Ed Conway, 02 & Ed Kovsky, '03 
E=KO

OF course I knew it was trouble when I agreed 
to investigate Paula Q----- . I may be a cheap pri-
vate eye on a college campus, but every invesugator 
has a past somewhere. Having my office in a dorm 
room doesn’t keep me safe from my mistakes. I had 
met Paula during my sophomore year, at the infa-
mous Senior Carnival. Contrary to custom, she 
was dressed in flaming red from head to toe — the 
ferocious clash between her long red hair and her 
short red dress only heightened her appeal. We 
danced, we drank, we did other things, later that 
night, beside the Atalaya ThiiJ.

I was enchanted, of course. I wish that I could 
claim Paula was a witch; it would be so much easier 
to pretend that I wasn’t naive, but ensorcelled. Un-
fortunately, naivetd is much more common, and it 
was almost my downfall. She would drop into my 
room at all hours of the day and night, quoting Rilke 
and T.S. Eliot and Lewis Carroll. I managed to keep 
up with my classes, but only by going without sleep 
for days on end. I lived in a fog of sleep deprivation 
and unquenchable lust.

When my class performance dropped off, Paula 
dumped me. She had Ambitions, and a gumshoe 
without prospects was lower than she cared to sink.
That was why Anna D----- ’s story was so startling—
Paula couldn’t possibly be content with some joker 
from the College of Santa Fe. There had to be more 
to the story.

But how was I to find out the truth? Ihula no 
longer acknowledged my existence. From the mo-
ment of our breakup, she refused to speak to me, let 
my desperate notes go unanswered, and cut me dead 
on the Placita. Once the fog had cleared, I was even 
grateful for her scorn, as it kept me free of her web.

But now Arma had come to me with her des-
perate appeals (and long legs — “Wretched!”), and 
I had no idea where to begin. As I sat in my office 
on Saturday morning, thoughtfully sipping coffee, 
the phone rang. Of course it was Anna, and she 
wanted to know what progress I had made on the 
case. Her husky voice made me realize that I was 
determined to solve this case, no matter what. The 
prospea of her gratitude overwhelmed any fears I 
might have had.

After I had told her a few small lies and hung 
up the phone, I returned to my coffee and began to 
plan. Paula, I knew, would be in the library read-
ing. I could approach her there, and she would 
have to speak with me to avoid a scene. I suited

action to words and headed down the hill. As I 
prediaed, she vzas curled up on a sofa, reading the 
Bible. The incongruity of this w^as not lost on me, 
nor (I’m sure) on anyone who knew Paula.

I sat down next to her. “How’s it going?”
She didn’t look up. “Fine.”
“I, ah, say, is your roommate Anna D------?”
Paula glanced at me, amused. “Is she being 

paranoid again?”
“Well, I don’t know about//?ra«oii(” I said. “But 

she’s worried about you.”
What is it this time? Drugs? Satanic sacri-

fices? Enjoying Aramark food?”
“Well,” I said, and stenJy reminded myself that 

nothing ventured is nothing gained. “Anna seems 
to think that you’re dating someone from College 
of Santa Fe.”

A few freckles stood out in sharp relief on her 
pale face. “She said that, did she?”

“Yes.”
Paula stood up and gathered berthing. “I don’t 

answer to you, Mr. Jevens, nor to that interfering 
busybody. The answer to your question is No, but 
I’ll thank you to remember that Anna is not exaedy 
.... stable. She stalked off I had no desire to follow 
her.

Her reaction implied thatAnna’s story was true. 
But of course, there are always people on campus 
who are a few sandwiches short of a picnic, and 
Anna, no matter how beautiful she was, might be 
one of them. I sat there, stating blankly at the stacks, 
and considered my options. At last I decided that 
my thinking processes might be improved by a bit 
more of the Jamaica Blue Mountain that I keep in 
my office, so I headed home to brew a fresh pot of 
java and smoke a few cigarettes.

I had just gotten my feet adjusted nicely on the 
desk, coffee in one hand, cigarette in the other, when 
the office phone tang. I reached for the receiver. 

“Ted Jevens, Investigations. C’n I help you?” 
“Oh, Ted!” My loyal assistant, Sally. “You’ve 

got to come quick!”
“What is it?”
Theres some dead guy on the grassy knoll!”

1 sat up straight. “Who is it?”
I dont know,” Sally wailed. “Come quickly!”

I dropped my coffee cup and ran.

(io be continued....)

Greetings, oh holy brothers and sisters of 
St. Johns. After our last installment, we were 
accosted by the most holy deity, E=KC^ who 
revealed to us the holy mystery of divine right, 
and (cue angelic blast) “Acceptable Paper Top-
ics.”

(There were originally 10 commandments, 
but 5 were lost by a clumsy apostle.)

1. Thou shall keep thy tutors’ words holy.
Thou shalt taketh them out to lunch, dis-

cuss thy paper, and tape record the conversa-
tion. Play this tape over and over again, until 
thou hast memorized the holy words of thy tu-
tors.

2. Thou shalt quote extensively from the foot-
notes.

The exclusion of footnotes is part of a revi-
sionist plot to make all writings stand on their 
own. Remember, when in doubt, rely on smarter 
minds than thine own...Glory to The Transla-
tors!

3. Thou shalt not suffer a conclusion to live.
IF thou findest one, here ist what thou must

doeth; searcheth out the parts of thy paper most 
rebeliously certain, and insert by each a random 
quote from thy tutors’ words. Only the speech 
of thy most holy and gracious lords/ladies of 
tutelage can save a paper which presumes to say 
something.

4. Thou shalt make obscure reverences to Greek 
words.

The most holy phrases for using thusly: logos, 
noos, nai o Sokrates. These shall be thy defense 
against arrogant ones (besides thy holy persons 
ofTute) who would presume to understand thy 
paper.

5. Thou shalt get plastered before thy oral.
Thou shalt further bringeth with thee three

bottles of vodka: one for thyself, and one each 
for thy esteemed Overlords/ladies of Tute. 
Though shalt drinketh of thy bottle when thy 
Tute Persons speaketh, and yea, shalt they 
happiliethly drinketh of their bottles while thy 
humble mouth babbles. Then shalt thou 
bringeth forth thy tape of the most holy “pre-
paper discussion”, and play in repeatedly, while 
graspething thou their knees as a proper unwor-
thy suppliant.
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WINDOWS AND Mlfj^g^S
by Timothy Mitchell, '02

As soon as I walked in, I turned around 
and walked back out. At least that’s what I did 
in my mind. My body, however, walked right 
in, eyes searching for the familiar faces.

A hug here, a wink there, and smiles—in-
nocent and not. Alcohol flowing down ado-
lescent throats, freezing minds from inhibi-
tions.

Amidst the sticky floors, the dull thump-
ing of dance rhythm rooms away, and the 
crowds, a new face caught my eye. And I 
looked at her:

She stood with a drink in her hand, casu-
ally, as though the drink could float away at 
any second and the only difference it would 
make to her is the position of her arm. Which 
to my quecrly perspective nature meant confi-
dence. Some hands are so tightly wrapped 
around drinks, the cup could just as easily be a 
life preserver, or a tank of oxygen— the differ-
ence between breathing and suffocating in the 
tide and sway of the crowd.

More faces drew me along, attracted to 
them not aesthetically, but for the sake of fa-
miliarity alone.

How are you? What are your plans? What 
are your expectations? Fill in your clever/po- 
lite question here, but don’t blink or otherwise 
get distracted.

Again that new face through the crowd, 
stirring excitement— Hope was born anew— 
carried throughout body by tingling sensation, 
emanating out to limbs. Alive on mountain 
peak, sunset and breeze blowing across skin, 
plucking ail the invisible strings lying there, 
waiting for the extraordinary.

Hope, even from a distance, and only for a 
tenth of a breath—eyes understanding, but ask-
ing the same questions: Is your beauty any in-
dication of what lies beneath, or is what I see 
but one more deception of pretty surface dis-
guising grotesque horrific inner substance? Can 
you love? Could you give everything up that 
you are for me? Would you accept the same, 
but never ask it? Would you let me love you? 
Could I trust you? Would you, me? Can I 
show you the complexity, the wondrous beauty 
of me, and my world? Would you reveal your 
own secrets, dreams, plans, hopes and percep-
tions to me? Will you give me hope when mine 
is lost? Could I do the same for you? Will 
everything somehow be okay when it’s not?

The shoulder of a basketball playing gi-

ant— eclipse lasting too long —as the line for 
cocktails freezes and intensity seeps away.

Spun around, hugged, cajoled, sold all sorts 
of things I neither want nor need, and again 
eyes ask—

On rainy Saturday mornings will you wake 
me late with fresh fruit, juice, and a warm fire? 
Will 1? And will we collapse on each other 
when we’re exhausted— consoled when con-
solation seems impossible? And won’t our chil-
dren be beautiful? And won’t you be the only 
person 1 could ever share everything with, my 
grace and my wretched —my humble and my 
proud, until finally we are naked before each 
other, without trepidation, without measure-
ments or other weightings? A world together 
where weather ceases to matter, where all pat-
terns are just types, but we two are the air — 
part and possibilities of anything — constants 
amidst change.

And just as air begins to release and flow 
out again, my attention diverted— and my at-
tention stolen away again. Finally released, and 
I search, still shocked and disbelieving, where 
are those promises, those questions and the eyes 
that ask them?

Ah, the million promises, and the great 
hope which bears them all, and the fear cast as 
shadows of every promise, every question, and

creeping behind the hope itself. What if this is 
just another disappointment, or more fright-
ening, what if this is the real thing and 1 can’t 
live up to the promises I make? Or what if we 
wake to gulls' distant cries, the gentle rocking 
of sails on Caribbean lagoon. We two, and the 
blues of sky and water, inseparable by our 
eyes— those eyes, those hopes, what if?

The crowd pulls and it tugs, and we’re faced 
with each other, sudden reality— the reality of 
the great trial of life— the trial of hope. And 
of expectations, and promises, and dreams. The 
eternal trial, the babe of Hope born and tried 
ever after.

Flow of conversation, and it’s a pity first 
talks have to be so padded, so cushioned from 
anything as real as human eyes— still asking, 
still answering. Common ground, the first 
stage passed, and soon the cushions can be re-
moved, and then what? Scientific theory, ex-
periments to test theories, and again. All the 
while hoping the HOPE many people exchange 
for cynicism or compromise to the winners of 
cost/benefit analyses. And yet all the while, 
our eyes as windows to the truth of ourselves 
have sparked tiny flames of wishes, lighted slow 
simmering heat of interest, curiosity, in each 
other. Strong, hot fires even take time to strike 
moist timber, but our eyes in an instant— 
miracles.

photo by Anthe A. Kelley, '01
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HOROSCOPES
by Ed Kovsky, '03

Aries [March 21-April 19] Don Rags are 
coming up, but don’t let that get you down. I 
recommend you go in wearing a three piece 
suit and do a little dance. And bring home-
made cookies. Lots of'em. No one has ever 
said anything bad about someone who 
brought homemade cookies.

Taurus [April 20-May 20] “You can’t per-
suade people who won’t listen.” More respect-
able scholars talk nonsense about the Allegory 
of the Cave being the most important part of 
Plato’s Republic, but I’m here to tell you that 
they’re all full of it. This one sentence is the 
most important part of the Republic. In fact, 
as soon as you read it you can simply toss the 
rest of the book aside. You don’t believe me? 
Then try testing the wisdom of this sentence 
in the coming weeks. The next time you wan-
der into Starbucks, try to correct the clerk who 
reads back your order. To the rest of us there 
might not be any difference between “double 
goat milk latte” and “goat milk double latte,” 
but you just try and convince your average 
Starbucks employee of this and you’ll under-
stand the wisdom I’m imparting to you. You 
can’t persuade a Starbucks employee who 
won’t listen.

Gemini [May21-June 20] Bizarre changes 
have taken place in your family. You will re-
turn home expecting a glorious Thanksgiv-
ing feast (and after three months of Aramark, 
expectations can’t be that high!) only to dis-
cover that every item of food in your house 
has been replaced with frozen burritos. But 
because you’ve been eating Aramark for three 
months, you will still consider this pile of fro-
zen tortillas and refried beans to be a feast.

Cancer [June 21 -July 22] You know what 
the world needs? A thesaurus in every house-
hold! But until such a glorious day is upon 
us, I bid you to be the next best thing. Walk 
around using big words that you can’t com-
prehend. String together random adjectives 
and try to look like you know what you’re do-
ing. Scare little children with your useless vo-
cabulary. And the next time you see someone 
who needs to add a little spice to one of their 
papers, shower them with just the kind of 
spicy vocab they need to make a good paper 
great!

Leo [July 23-August 22] In light of re-
cent events (the recent event being that the 
stars flat out told me I was wrong) I would

like to politely recall last issue’s prediction, 
Leo. It turns out that catastrophic events will 
unfold if you really do stop thinking. As the 
situation stands, you could lose far too much 
by shutting off your brain. You’re not in class 
anymore! Sure, some people may come into 
seminar just for the pure pleasure of not hav-
ing to think, but I’m talking about reality here! 
The real world is no place to stop thinking! 
Just think what would happen if people did 
stop thinking! We’d have to humor our short 
attention spans with cable television. Miss 
America Pageants, and Keanu Reeves. Wait a 
minute. . .

Virgo [August 23-Sept. 22] You are the 
lizard king. You are the walrus. You are the 
guard dog of the Republic. Take time in the 
coming weeks to explore your animal side. 
What animal are you most like? What ani-
mal quality could you make the most use of 
in your own life? Don’t be bashful exploring 
your animal side. After all, there’s a little bit 
of walrus in all of us. Koo-koo-ka-choo baby.

Libra [Sept. 23-Oct. 22] You are the re-
incarnation of George Clinton. You are ab-
solutely the coolest, funkiest thing on the face 
of the planet right now. So start acting like 
it! As you walk up and down the halls of this 
institution, don’t forget to shake your beauti-
ful behind. Imagine the theme to “Shaft” is 
being played every time you enter a room. 
Even the stars are envious of your grooviness 
this week. So live it up Libra!

Scorpio [Oct. 23-Nov. 21] Good news 
Scorpio! Your star managed to survive any 
freak accidents brought about by the laws of

physics. As a matter of fact, it looks like there’s 
nothing but sunshine coming your way. At 
least there would be, it if wasn’t for that solar 
eclipse.

Sagittarius [Nov. 22-Dec. 21] What do 
you want to be when you grow up? Haven’t 
decided yet? Shame on you. You’re in college 
now. You should be putting your life together 
by this point, getting ready to join the rat race 
like the rest of the world. Doesn’t sound too 
appealing, does it? So the next time someone 
asks you what you want to be when you grow 
up, I suggest you tell them that you don’t in-
tend to ever grow up. Then stick out your 
tongue and make a funny face. That way 
they’ll believe you.

Capricorn [Dec. 22-Jan. 19] Oh, this is 
going to be rather embarrassing. For you, that 
is. It appears that someone has entered your 
name in one of those singles ads. I suppose 
it’s better than having your name and num-
ber left on the door to a bathroom stall. Let’s 
see, I think it will read something like this: 
“Nietzsche-loving book worm seeks significant 
other for long-term, Platonic relationship. 
Let’s talk about good and evil by the warm 
fire inside my cave. No material possessions 
a plus.” Wow. If you live in a cave how could 
anyone resist?

Aquarius [Jan. 20-Feb. 18] The Thanks-
giving turkey is not quite dead yet. Remem-
ber, there a difference between mostly dead 
and all dead. All dead means that dinner is 
served. Mostly dead, the turkey can still get 
up and kickbox with you. So if you get at-
tacked by the main course at the holiday meal, 
just reach for the salad shooter and let that 
turkey have it.

Pisces [Feb. 19-March 20] Your room-
mate is evil. Not to worry though. That 
knight in shining armor I told you about will 
come in and save the day. Unless you told 
him to get lost. If that’s the case, you can 
always rely on your twenty-three cats to pro-
tect you. Or just lock your door. Because if 
you’ve ever seen one of those cheap horror 
flicks, you know that locking the door is a 
sure way to prevent all forms of evil from 
sneaking inside and going bump in the night.

Feces To quote everyone’s favorite Hair 
Club for Men spokesperson Dr. Evil: “I’ve got 
a whole bag of sh*t for you.” Boy, were you 
ever born under a bad sign.
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SAO CALENDAR
FRI/DEC 3 SAT/DEC 4 DEC 10,11,141

5:00pm Holiday Dinnir 8:00pm Concert:
Coro De Camara

The Rivals, 7 pm

7:.50pm Concat;
SjC Chamber ('hiiir

10:00pm Winter Ball

SUN/DEC 12 WED/DEC 15
The Rivals. 3 pm 7:00pm Film—Its a

U onderfnl Life
9.00pm Film—A Cbrist- 

miis Story

"Jungle Fever"" continuedfromp. 8 

gave him for being ignorant and selfish, insecure, 
insensitive, and blind. I wished he would say, I m 
sorr)^ but, he never did and still hasn’t.

Jungle fever is this fiuitasy I have that this tall 
fine white dude, who has the sweetest smile, could 
actually care about me so much that he takes the 
time to figure out who I really am and where I’m 
really coming fiom-rather than dismissing me as 
overly sensitive and irrational. It’s this Fantasy that 
when we kiss he’ll taste those cells of my past and 
know what it’s like to be treated worse than a dog. 
To not be seen, or heard, or cared about. It’s this 
dream I wish I didn’t have that some how if he felt 
my hean and I felt his that we could fix this stupid 
thing that’s been done.

I know It’s nearly a hundred years past, but like 
I said, this Dragon grew bi^er than my grandpar-

ents. She’s in every page of every book we read, she’s 
in the light of our bulbs, the expressions behind our 
glances, the way we move about each other without 
brushing, road rage, hurricanes. If these lines make 
you sick or sad, she’s in you.

I’d like for this to go away because I love Afiikans 
as deep as all the grains of sand beneath the sea. 
Still, I am tripped by this fantasy of mine; though; I 
know that I would never be happy unless I grow old 
some place quiet where 80% of the fiices I see are 
hrown and my lover smells like Afrika and reminds 
me of my grandfather.

I see this tall man wearing his goofy cowboy hat 
and my Dragon leaps up casting a river of fire in my 
heart that only wants his... Love. I hate him and I 
love him, I feel weak and dizzy-my heart is numb. I 
must have a fever. I’m sick I need a doctor!
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