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FROM THE EDITORS: WELCOME TO
THE NEW MOON

Welcome back to all of the returning stu
dents and faculty, and welcome to all the 
Freshmen, first semester G.I.’s and new fac
ulty members. As you probably noticed from 
the cover. The Moon is no longer just The 
Moon. We have joined with 714 G to become 
The MoonTAG, to become a full magazine, 
possessing both news, entertainment, art, and 
literature.

We have also made some administrative 
changes. Aaron Mehlhaff has climbed the 
ladder to the position of Co-Editor. Geoffrey 
Petrie rounds out the “Co” in Co-Editor, for 
the second year and counting. We are also 
no longer in our old office in ESL, but by the 
end of the month will be in our new digs in 
the basement of FAB (X-Files style).

We would like to thank all of our past writ-

RAISOND’ETRE FOR 
THE MOON’S OP-ED 

SECTION:
The Opinions and Editorials section will 

serve as a venue for the continuing dialogue 
among students and faculty on events directly 
involving life at St. John’s College. Subjects 
will be introduced directly by the St. John’s 
community via letters, verbal exchanges, and 
important events. Expression of various view
points will be encouraged, always in the spirit 
of even-handedness and the pursuit of the truth. 
Letters and questions may be addressed either 
directly to the Moon or to David Weiskopf via 
Campus Mail.

Merci Beaucoup, David Weiskopf

ers who have stuck with us, and all of the 
Freshmen who have joined us already this 
year. These writers are where the wheel meets 
the road, and thanks to you this first issue is 
sixteen pages long, a tie for the journal record.

We would also like to thank Polity for their 
generous disbursement. The College can ex
pect to see many quality additions to The 
Moon with this money.

For The Moon’s part, this coming year we 
are going to the forefront of campus politics 
and student life. We are looking to be a major 
part of the communication between students, 
faculty, and administration, between academic 
life and extra-curricular life, between our little 
society as a whole and the individual mem
bers that make up that society.

The MoonTAG is first and foremost a stu

dent newspaper. This means that we need 
your help! We are looking for Assistant Edi
tors, to carry on the tradition when Com
mencement forces us seniors from this Ivory 
Tower. Have you taken a year off and done 
something worthwhile? Did you travel to 
Europe this summer? Is your favorite hobby 
cliff diving? We want your story. And if you 
have no experience in working on a paper, 
don’t hesitate to ask us to teach you anything 
from interview skills to layout. Help us im
prove St. John's with a quality informational 
and artistic jouimal.

Thank You All,
Aaron Mehlhaff 
Geoffrey Petrie

A MESSAGE FROM THE 
TAG EDITORS

Hello, all. If you don’t already know, “TAG’ is the St. John’s College literary/arts 
magazine. This year, we decided to merge with “The Moon,” the school’s newspaper, 
forming MoonTag. We want your poetry, short stones, photographs, drawings, collages, 
etc. Please submit; we rely on you!

Enter our logo contest; any art that we can scan or print featuring the word 
“MoonTAG’\s acceptable. Please send your designs to us by October 14th, via e-mail or 
our mailboxes.

Thanks 
Greg Grillot 
Paul Obrecht

SUBMIT TO THEMOONTAG\
All submissions may be sent via email as an RTF file (Rich Text Format) to pgeoff01@hotmail.com. Please state if it is for The Moon or for 

Tag in the subject heading. Include your year and phone number in the email. If you do not have email, please send your article/submission to 
The Moon on disk and with hard copy through campus mail. The editors of The MoonTag reserve the right to reject or edit any material sent to 
them.
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AN INTERVIEW WITH PRESIDENT
CAREY
by Lauren Peterson, '01

Over the summer, the St. John’s College 
Board of Visitors and Governors was supposed 
to elect a president for the Santa Fe Campus. 
President Agresto had resigned, and Mr. Carey, 
our dean, was acting president. Apparently 
there were very qualified candidates, but when 
school resumed Mr. Carey was still acting presi
dent and Mr. Miller, a tutor emeritus, was act
ing dean. The president’s job is to represent 
the College, and he is active in cultivating 
fnends and wiiming financial support for the 
College. He also oversees all decisions regard
ing the College’s budget. I interviewed Mr. 
Carey to find out why he is still acting presi
dent and what this means for our school.

What happened this summer?
The Presidential Search Committee brought 

three candidates to campus for visits in the later 
spring. They were all quite strong. The com
mittee then met in Chicago in early June and 
picked one of them to recommend to the Board. 
This was John Robson, a long time fiiend and 
former chairman of the Board of St. John’s, and 
man of varied and remarkable accomplish
ments. Mr. Robson, however, was not the first 
choice of the faculty in Santa Fe. He was 
strongly opposed by some tutors out here, and 
by quite a few more on the Annapolis faculty.

Shortly before the July Board meeting, Mr. 
Robson became aware of the level of opposi
tion and withdrew his candidacy.

The Board has asked the Presidential Search 
Committee to see if it has other candidates. 
There is a possibility that the Committee will 
recommend a candidate to the Board at the 
October meeting.

Since January and through July I had been 
performing the duties of both dean and presi
dent. In late July, with the concurrence of the 
chairman of our Board, I asked Mr. Miller to 
be the acting dean, and he agreed to do so. We 
have a good workable interim arrangement.

I hope we can wind the presidential search 
up soon, as I would like to go back to full time 
teaching. I gather that there is a rumor that I 
have resigned, even as a tutor. That is not tme. 
The deanship is usually a five-year term. I 
served a five-year term as dean in the late eight
ies and I have served for four out of five years 
this time around. So I have been dean for a to
tal of nine years. I plan to submit my resigna

tion as dean to the new president when he or 
she assumes office. If my resignation is ac
cepted, I shall return to full time teaching. Oth
erwise I shall return to the dean’s office to serve 
out the last year of my term. The work of both 
the dean’s office and the president’s office is 
agreeable and interesting. We have a very, very 
fine staff. But I prefer teaching to administra
tion.

How did you decide to ask Mr. Miller to be 
acting Dean?

Mr. Miller is a highly experienced former 
director of the Graduate Institute. He has also 
been seriously considered for the deanship in 
the past. He has overseen our past two accredi
tation self studies. Mr. Miller knows the ad
ministrative side of the College very well. And 
about ten years ago he served as assistant dean. 
By asking Mr. Miller to come out of retirement 
to be acting dean, I knew that there would be 
no adverse effect on the teaching slate, which 
had been pretty much finalized earlier in the 
summer.

/ guess I had heard that the main reason 
Mr. Miller is now dean is because he had the 
time to do so.

Well that’s one reason of course. But much 
more decisively, we have brought in as acting 
dean an experienced and dedicated tutor, and 
one who was uninvolved in the controversy that 
built up around the presidential search. Mr. 
Miller is well respected, devoted to the college, 
and independent. The dean, incidentally, does 
not formally report to the president. Instead, he 
reports to the board, and he has lots of au
tonomy.

How long will Mr. Miller stay on as dean?
I hope he will continue in this position 

through the academic year. Last month the ten
ured tutors elected a committee to recommend 
a new dean who will assume office next July.

Again, my personal preference is to go back 
to the classroom. However, if the new presi
dent does not accept my resignation, I shall re
sume my duties as dean, to the best of my abili
ties, and neither gmdgingly nor resentfully.

Could I ask what the strong opposition to 
Mr. Robson was?

The opposition out here, so far as I can tell, 
was not against Mr. Robson as such. There was 
just a lot of disappointment that the Search

Committee did not go with the faculty’s pre
ferred candidate, who is also a very impressive 
man.

I heard that the preferred candidate was a 
former G.I.

Yes, he is.
And, I also heard that there was a letter writ

ing campaign from the tutors against Mr. 
Robson.

The faculty did write some letters to the 
board. There were at least eight or nine letters, 
that I know of, that were written by tutors on 
this campus criticizing the recommendation. 
There may have been more. Though I am on 
the Board, I was not copied in on all the letters 
that my colleagues wrote to the Board.

Why wasn’t the second candidate nomi
nated at the board meeting?

Mr. Robson withdrew his candidacy right 
before the meeting. There was lots of distress 
on the Board about what had happened. Ear
lier in the summer there was some talk about 
voting on a second candidate if the first with
drew or wasn’t elected. But by the time of the 
Board meeting on July 15th, there was strong 
sentiment that this wouldn’t be a prudent thing 
to do.

And it wasn’t absolutely necessary to elect 
a president right then anyway. We are not in an 
emergency situation. The program is in good 
shape. Campus life has improved, and attrition 
is down. We’re winning new friends and sup
porters. The College has been able to pay its 
bills, and we even had a surplus this year. We’re 
moving forward. We’re not rudderless.

If the committee is currently looking for 
more candidates, are they still considering the 
tutor’s choice from this summer?

The Search Committee has pretty much 
pledged a blood oath of silence about what it is 
considering. But, frankly, there is not much to 
talk about at this point in any case. Still, we 
have all agreed that we will not discuss the de
liberations of the Search Committee. There will 
be a meeting of the committee later this month.

So you are on the search committee.
Yes, the Dean is actually supposed to be on 

the search committee, and not the President, but

Continued on page 5...
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BUT WHAT IF I'M SICK?
by, Basia Miller, Assistant Dean

“But what if I’m sick? Am I supposed to 
go to class with my runny nose and my fe
ver?” You hear a student imagining the con
sequences of the new maxima that have been 
set by the revised attendance policy.

In fact, it won’t be necessary to go to class 
when you’re ill or to wheel your gurney into 
the lab. Just as before, illness, family emer
gencies, and other extraordinary circumstances 
can be accommodated by the revised policy.

The rule of thumb for the new limit is:

Number of meeting days per week =
Warning

Number of meeting days per week + 2 =
Maximum

However there are a few classes where the 
maximum allowable number is not obvious:

- Freshman chorus has a warning level of 
1 and a maximum allowable number of ab

sences of 2.
- Sophomore music tutorial has a warning 

level at 4 absences, because the practicum 
counts toward the number of class meetings 
per week. The maximum in Music is 6.

- For juniors and seniors, absences for 
preceptorials add to the absences for seminars 
and count as a single, semester-long class. 
Warnings are at 2 absences, maxima are at 4.

- (And, just to alert you in advance: dur
ing the second semester, seniors will have their 
maxima in Language, Math, Lab, and Semi
nar reduced by 1 because of the fewer class 
meetings created by the writing period and the 
Art Tutorial.)

It is highly advisable for you to keep track 
of your absences so that you don’t exceed the 
maxima inadvertently. Attendance Aide Aaron 
Clewell and I aim for as expeditious a turn
around as possible between the time we re
ceive the tutor’s weekly report and the time 
we send you (when necessary) a warning or a

“max” letter. Even so, the period between your 
absence and your receipt of a communication 
from this office can often be 10 days, and that 
is simply a part of the system.

If you wish to review your absence card, 
Mr. Clewell posts his available times on the 
doorofSFH 113.

Finally, even though St. John’s has no “ex
cused” absences, it’s a good idea to come into 
my office, drop me a note or leave a phone 
message at x 6470 to alert me to special diffi
culties that keep you from attending class. 
Should you have to exceed the maximum, it 
is good to have made a record of the reasons 
for your early absences.

If you have other questions about the at
tendance policy, first see pages 9 and 10 of 
the 2000-2001 Student Handbook, then don’t 
hesitate to come in to ask me about them in 
person.

HOW THE SRB WILL LEAD YOU TO
TRUE HAPPINESS

by Brian Ballentine, '01

There was such a thing as the Golden Age. 
In that age the rivers flowed with milk and 
honey. Sheep had no fear of wolves. Wolves 
had no fear of man. Man had no fear of him
self.

Everyone had plenty of gold to eat and to 
drink. Every golden seed sprouted into golden 
boughs. If you wanted, you could have built a 
golden house. You could have driven a golden 
car.

But the gold was more than physical, it 
was spiritual. Gold took the form of joy. Ba
bies were bom smiling, delighted to leave the 
womb, but just as delighted to join the world. 
Imagine a place where everything is like soft 
grass near a tree on a warm autumn day. There 
were picnics for everybody. In the Golden 
Age, little golden rays of light would beam 
from every heart into every other, infecting it 
with bliss.

Ask yourself this, If a Golden Age man 
died, what did he die from? He died from too 
much happiness. Life made him so happy that 
he died. Would that gold could fall from the 
sky once more, as it did so long ago! If only 
we could dip this rusty world into some magic

solution and make it gold again.
Many different groups of people, all with 

souls yearning for that sweet, sweet golden 
world, have done what they could to recreate 
the joy of times past. Some have suggested 
eating your way back to happiness, others rec
ommend finding a nice habit or falling in love, 
and some wise groups prescribe a dose of jus
tice to cure that dusty dullness in your soul.

The SRB is one of those wise groups that 
believe justice to be the most direct, most natu
ral, and most beautiful and scenic route back 
to the world of gold. SRB does not stand for 
Sages, Rabbis, and Bishops. Nor does SRB 
stand for Sometimes Really Biased. On the 
contrary, the SRB stands for impartiality, chiv
alry, honesty, general nobility, goodness, love, 
reason, and justice. We would like you to 
know that we want you to come with us to the 
land of milk and honey. If we could, we would 
probably feed you milk and honey with golden 
spoons all day long, and we would pat you on 
the head and smile at you with loving tender
ness.

As it stands, however, the Student Review 
Board has neither the time nor the money for

all that milk and honey. But you should imag
ine us as the conductors of a train on its way a 
beach with soft, golden sand. We just want 
you to have a comfortable ride to the beach. 
If someone steals your seat and you want it 
back, you should come talk to us. Using the 
best of our judgment, we will straighten ev
erything out, nice and tidy. The Student Re
view Board, with the truth as its aid, will fill 
this little world with justice. The Student Re
view Board, all in love with tranquility, will 
be your peacemaker. It will be your defense 
and your judge, if you wish it to be. The Stu
dent Review Board would love nothing more 
than to be of service to you. It is fair and just, 
and it likes you a lot. The Student Review 
Board is here for you and you alone. Come 
talk to us when you get in trouble, or when 
you want someone else to get in trouble. 

Love,
The SRB
Brian Ballentine, Phil Bolduc,
Heather Heunermund, Jerome Moroux, 
Tona Pellizzi, Christina Schoux,
Will Weiskopf



&
WHO’S IN THE SAC?

by, Jenna Beck, ’04

Little did you know the St. John’s student 
activities center began when a man named 
Istvan Fehervary was kidnapped by the KGB. 
Upon his escape to French Morocco, Mr. 
Veheruary came to our own St. John’s Col
lege to become the first director of student 
activities. Our current director, Mark St. John, 
worked with February as a freshman in 1979, 
when the plans to build a gym first became 
one of the school’s chief priorities.

“Actually,” says St. John, “I first heard 
about the gym while I was visiting my older 
brothers (who were enrolled) in ’73. They told 
me that the new gym would be up by the time 
I was a student here.” So why is the young St. 
John’s vision of an activities center only just 
now reaching fhiition?

Much of the 27 year delay can be attrib
uted to “Johimy-style deliberation” over funds 
and design. Critics should be warned before 
making claims that the student body has not 
been given a fair voice in the designing of the 
gym. Since Mark St. John became the new 
director of student activities in 1989, he has 
considered countless complaints and sugges
tions on behalf of the students. He founded a 
planning committee, open to all students, 
which drafted the original design for the gym 
based on a survey distributed to over 90% of 
the student body. After the rough design was 
decided upon, the concerns shifted toward 
fundraising. Once the donations became sig
nificant enough to begin construction, St. John 
decided that “at a certain point you’ve got to 
stop talking about it and do something.”

Owing to the fact that the gym was fi
nanced entirely by private donations, it has a

few extra perks. Yes, the mysterious squash 
courts were donated by a graduate of the class 
of’82 who specifically requested them. They 
actually provide a very multifunctional space, 
and

will be used as classrooms for dance and 
the martial arts. For any who are interested in 
squash itself, the sport is very popular in Eu
ropean countries, and those who take it up will 
automatically acquire that cultured interna
tional charm. Other facilities include a weight 
room, a basket/volleyball court, lockers, and a 
room for outdoor equipment rentals.

Layout aside, many ask why we need an 
activities center in the first place. After all, 
those “Great Books, No Gym” shirts are very 
useful to all of us who’ve spent Thanksgiving 
dinner telling blank-faced relatives that we do 
not attend the “final-four St. John’s.” Doesn’t 
our rugged intellectualism stand alone? Mark 
St. John notes that “Many people misread Plato 
and use it to disregard the material world en- 
tirely-but I’ve never seen a mind running 
around detached from a body...Try to achieve 
a nice Aristotelian balance.” As the immortal 
Whitman says “The soul is not more than the 
body,” and “The body is not more than the

soul.” So when will you be able to sound 
your barbaric yawp over the weight room? 
Well, there isn’t a fixed opening day yet, as 
last-minute constmction cleanups for the Santa 
Fe occupancy permit are still being worked out. 
Mr. St. John assures, however, that within the 
next few weeks the new activities center will 
be up and running. He’s been waiting since 
1973, surely the rest of us can hold out until 
the end of September.

An Interview With President Carey continued from page 2

I was asked to stay on the committee for the 
sake of continuity.

I do want to say again that we had three 
very, very fine candidates for president. It 
was probably the best slate of candidates 
ever, on either campus. The Search 
Committee’s recommendation was a judg
ment call about which reasonable people 
could disagree. After all, the Search Com
mittee itself was not unanimous in the deci
sion to recommend Mr. Robson.

Why did President Agresto resign?

He had been president for ten years. Anc 
he had already overseen one major capital cam
paign. A campaign is a huge and exhausting 
fund raising undertaking. The institution was 
gearing up for another such campaign, and Mr, 
Agresto thought he would let someone else takt 
that particular project on. He wanted to spenc 
more time reading, teaching, and writing abou 
liberal education, which a campaign leaves littlt 
time for. I happen to think Mr. Agresto wat 
quite a fine president. He was a powerful de
fender of our program.

UPCOMING
EVENTS

Sunday, September 17,
2pm, Meem Library Placita 
Euripides’ Ion, performed by the Univer
sity of Utah
Classical Greek Theatre Festival Tour 2000 

Films
Saturday, September 16 
Great Hall
What’s Up Tiger Lily? at 7pm 
Mighty Aphrodite at 9:15pm

Saturday, September 23 
Great Hall
Singing in the Rain at 7pm 
West Side Story at 9:15pm

Saturday, September 30 
Great Hall
The Color Purple at 7pm 
Malcolm X at 9:15pm

Oktoberfest 
Saturday, October 7 
llam-4pm 
In the Mountains

WORK FOR THE 
MOONTAG

Want to help but don't have any train
ing, we'll train you.

Want to write, but don't know about 
what, we have a metric ton of assignments 
ripe for the plucking.

We need help out in:
Lay-out (PageMaker)
Copy-editors
Search & Rescue correspondent 
Amnesty International correspondent 
Any organization that wants to have a 

correspondent 
Cartoonist 
Advertising
And always welcome are:
Writers
Reporters
Poets
Photographers
Artists in any other 2 dimensional me 

dia
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WHY I VOTE FOR PRESIDENT

An election year gives each of us the op
portunity to experience a political rebirth. 
Suffrage demands a choice, a political deci
sion. This year there are few good men for 
the office. Most of the rest have been de
scribed as soft money whores. Call those tol- 
erators of the common man what you will, 
neither of those two inspire much hope for the 
future of mankind. Time was when I felt se
cure hoping good could win over evil by the 
power of my imagination and too much lit
erature. The existence of too many people is 
spent in the opium fog of denial, for the exist
ence of too many people is spent in the worst 
kinds of human misery.

Many politicians hire pollsters to assist in 
their campaign. These politicians are chame
leons; they change with the scenery. They are 
not trust worthy because they believe in noth
ing. The core of their philosophy is winning, 
and the end of their lies is to win an election. 
A house built on a foundation of lies will not 
stand for long. In order to vote with good con
science one must hold the candidate in front 
of a mirror. Our political mirror must be free 
from blemishes and illusions, so that a devil 
does not look like a prince, it must reflect the 
true image. In voting for a representative one 
wants the person who most closely represents

By, Benjamin Hitchcock-Cross, ’01 
&

Domenic Weber, ’01

your political ideas. The ability to see the 
candidates clearly is not the end. Even a child 
knows right from wrong. We all must have a 
strong political foundation in order to vote 
effectively. The candidate in order to win my 
vote must submit himself to stand in front of 
my mirror, his foundation must go head to head 
with mine.

Few humans have a strong political foun
dation, with out which they are doomed to be 
buffeted about in the storms of powerful cha
meleons. Where will you hide when the storm 
comes, do you have a storm cellar? Even those 
people, whose foundation is built with the 
bricks of one-sidedness, or the bricks of igno
rance, are better off than those who have no 
foundation at all. If your house is strong 
enough, you may find that your political mass 
lends you a type of gravity. You can do as 
many good works as you want, but if you can 
not tell the world and yourself what you be
lieve in and why, they would signify nothing. 
This should be considered carefully.

I know that I would be dishonest if I con
tinued to rant at you about political responsi
bilities without explaining my true feeling on 
this election. To accomplish that it seems I 
must explain to you my political foundation, 
my reasons and my motives. Though it is al

most always dangerous to explain you tme 
beliefs to people, I feel a certain trust or at least 
fear of failure in you. That is to say, I hope 
being honest won’t be to my disadvantage.

The origin point of my politics is this: but 
for chance, I might be you. To make it overly 
simple, but for chance I might be sick, or ex
ploited, or hated, without the means of mak
ing my situation better. For these reasons I 
believe in sharing. Am I a hypocrite? I advo
cate sharing, but I am prompted by fear. We 
live in this world in which we can only suc
ceed if we work together, those people who 
decided that it meant that they could rob you 
and then act as if they were better than you 
should be told: that’s not fair, you should share. 
I fear those men more than I love my brothers. 
More than fear I hate them. I hate the oppres
sors, the polluters, the leaches, the pimps, the 
mercenaries, and the bastards. I know it could 
be me that they oppress, pollute, suck dry, 
whore, murder, or make stumble.

Everything left is detail. I may vote for 
Gore because I fear Bush more. Who knows? 
Hopefully my conscience will catch up with 
me and force me to vote for Ralph Nader who 
is to be honest a hero. There is always hope.

A HIGH-ALTITUDE PERSPECTIVE ON 
THE UPCOMING ELECTION

by Jonathan Morgan, '04

When Lenny Bruce was asked why he 
didn’t like politics, he supposedly replied, 
“Because it’s not funny.”

I’m so bored with politics these days. With 
the cavalcade of Circus tricks and freaks that 
pass for government now days, one could, I 
suppose, laugh at me for being so jaded and 
unamused-at 18. One could do that, but I’m 
more inclined to blame the society which takes 
so much of the rampant lying, generalizing, 
and slimy money-gmbbing that occupies the 
heart of most political campaigns as a given. 
Face it, we don’t really expect our politicians 
to be sincere or honest; we don’t even expect

them to have our own best interests at heart. 
Where does that leave us? Politicians have 
gotten too soft, too coifed, too cocky, and too 
powerful. We need to throw some mles at ‘em- 
and maybe mix things up a little bit.

Our rules need to be in some part uncon
ventional, in some part amusing, in some part 
completely arbitrary, and by and by humbling 
and unpretentious. Politicians no how to play 
the game too well, and they know what to ex
pect from a situation-whose hands to shake, 
what canned remark to say, which way to smile 
towards the camera for the most ‘sincere’ pose. 
I can’t help but think that in order for us to

know our candidates, have an honest cam
paign, and make an educated choice of presi
dent we will need to see these 3 stuffy white 
men in a set of situations where they don’t 
quite know the rules.

So what if tomorrow Congress, in a mythi
cal blaze of bipartisan glory, decreed that the 
rest of the 2000 Political Campaign-all 
speeches, debates, conventions and ‘town 
meetings’-must take place on one specified 
location: say, on the top of our very own Monte 
Sol.

Cont'd Next Page
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What would happen? Our quiet little 
mountain hamlet would be swiftly invaded by 
a plague of trim-suited politicks. Imagine: 
GOP campaign officials standing in the aisles 
at the bookstore, with copies of Locke in their 
hands and serious, pursed lips, nodding grim 
consent as they read. Imagine: roomfuls of 
frantic Democrats taking over the Library 
meeting rooms and relentlessly monopolizing 
the coffee and copy machines. Imagine these 
tense Beltway lifers from both sides of the 
political coin suddenly thrust into close prox
imity. Imagine important documents acciden
tally left in the Cafe after a late night planning 
session, ‘mysteriously’ vanished by morning. 
Imagine aides snapping rubber bands and trip
ping each other in the halls, while older offi
cials walked by one another with their faces 
serious and their eyes locked straight ahead. 
Imagine trying to find a parking space.

Now comes the problem of getting 
these old white men up a mile of mountain at 
8,000 feet. The Republicans, ever industrious, 
would probably show up with bulldozers and 
tar the first day and rip a road right up the side 
of it-a toll road, of course, in the best free- 
market spirit. Gore and his clan would no 
doubt inspire public outcry at this by pointing 
out that the Republican roadway had callously 
paved over the last remaining refuge of the 
Western Blue-toed Honeysuckle Bee. Bush 
would laugh and beat his chest, and would 
make some off-color remark to a confidante 
that evening about how “if he could kill a hun
dred [racial slur] and [racial slur] in 3 years he 
wasn’t going to sweat about a couple bees, by 
God.’’ Fortunately for George, the press would 
never get ahold of this quote.

What other problems should our 
noble candidates face? What other curves 
could we throw at ‘em? Let Congress also 
decree that any and all video cameras used in 
Campaign related broadcasts be rigged to 
dangle 9 feet above the mountaintop-pointing 
straight down. This would put a standing can
didate about three feet below the dangling

camera. Here, I think A1 Gore’s 3-inch height 
advantage would give him the edge over Bush. 
Gore, inevitably closer to the camera, would 
seem more “open” and “accessible,” while 
Bush might be described as “distant” or 
“aloof.” In a way, though, the GOP is lucky- 
diminutive McCain wouldn’t have had a 
chance. (I am not, I confess, sure about Ralph 
Nader’s height, but he seems like a shorty to 
me-putting the third party candidate, once 
again, dead last.)

This awkward camera angle would also 
inspire brevity in otherwise long-winded tele
vised speeches and debates. Instead of sore 
hands from too much shaking, our candidates 
would likely suffer from painfully crinked 
necks and would be forced to walk around with 
braces and cold-packs on to soothe tired neck 
muscles when not in front of the camera. Forc
ing them to appear so ludicrously decked out 
in public would inspire a healthy humility in 
otherwise high-hearted candidates.

Baby-kissing on camera, that long-stand
ing shameless tradition that only inspires a 
false sense of security in the constituency any
way, could be easily done away with-there 
being an extreme liability issue in dangling a 
baby over a candidate’s head and attempting 
to lower it over his lips.

Overall, the experience would hu
manize the candidates to a great degree. Imag
ine old George W. standing in the thin air, 
whipping wind mocking his bald-spot; maybe 
a little sunburn on his nose (in the heat of de
bate, yesterday, he forgot to re-apply his Ba
nana Boat 45 every two hours as indicated on 
the label.) How would his simian features hold 
up in the harsh light? His high, squeaky voice- 
how powerful would it sound over the rush of 
the wind, without the aid of a nice microphone, 
or the reverb of a good convention center?

Gore would fare at least slightly bet
ter, it seems to me. The incline of his head 
would pull back his jowls and smooth his skin, 
giving his face a youthful quality. The only 
problem I can foresee is that his soft Tennes

see drawl might be swept away by the breeze.
Now, Nader I can picture going all 

out-taking advantage of the new medium in 
any way he could. Maybe showing up for all 
the debates in open-toed sandals and cut off 
jeans, a shepherds cap at a rakish angle on his 
forehead. For some reason he would look re
ally natural to me with a piece of straw dan
gling from his lips.

Televised debates really would be a 
treat. Imagine three candidates standing like 
Millennium fanatics on Monte Sol at sunset, 
heads turned up towards the heavens. (If you 
can give a speech from a mountaintop look
ing like you’re waiting for the Second Com
ing, you’re never going to sweat a State of the 
Union address-I guarantee.)

Live speeches and ‘town meetings’ 
would benefit, too, taking on a Biblical, Ser- 
mon-on-the-Mount type feel. Maybe each 
Candidate could do his own interpretation of 
the Feeding of the Five Thousand. A Texas 
Longhorn barbecue for George W. Big A1 
might opt for steak, too, but organically grown, 
hormone free, and union made-and with a wide 
selection of vegetarian options. Nader...I 
dunno, tofu patties? Beer and salsa?

Life would no doubt go on somewhat 
as usual on campus. I can see a little harmless 
graffiti-ing being done to the cars of certain 
Texas millionaires, but otherwise I think 
Johnnies would find the interruption of their 
lives a minor nuisance and would continue to 
go to classes all day and blare their music well 
into the night (perhaps interrupting the sleep 
cycles of certain geriatric white political-type 
gentlemen camped nearby.)

And maybe, one day. I’ll be walking 
through Santa Fe Hall and pass Orin Hatch 
going the other direction. Maybe Orin will 
have just attended a Senior Seminar on Das 
Kapital, and now-a tear in his eye and a throb
bing bruise on his heart for the plight of the 
lower class, he has new resolve to change his 
ways...Or maybe not.

A NOTE ABOUT POLITY
A lot of people have been asking about 

Polity, so I’ll try to give you a quick over
view of what it is. Student Polity is a group 
of elected students representing your inter
ests at St. John’s College. We oversee Stu
dent Organizations, maintain and promote 
channels of communication between the fac
ulty and students, provide funding for student 
activities, and act as an open forum for stu

dents to discuss the community here at St. 
John’s. We meet every two weeks, or as nec
essary. Our meetings are open to all students 
and faculty. Any student who attends three 
(3) consecutive meetings becomes a voting 
member of Polity. The Polity Schedule is 
posted on the Polity Board across from the 
coffee shop, along with our minutes and other 
pertinant information. Any student who is in

the least curious should come and attend the 
next meeting in the Private Dinning Room at 
6PM on Tuesday September 19th. All stu
dents are STRONGLY URGED to attend Pol
ity Meetings and take a more active role in 
the community here at St. John College.

It you have any immediate questions 
feel free to contact me.

-Phil Bolduc, Polity President x406()
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OLD BOOKS AND NEW
FACES
by Eddie Kovsky, '03

Well, the sun has risen on a new year at St. 
John’s, and that can only mean one thing. New 
Tutors! So as is the custom here at the Moon 
offices, I went out to discover a little more 
about the new faculty here at the college so 
that you, the reader, could add just a little more 
knowledge to your already towering intellect.

Downstairs in the basement of ESL, some
where near the old SAG offices, Mr. David 
Carl and Mr. Michael Golluber share desk 
space, an easy chair, and a very comfy couch. 
They were kind enough to put aside their daily 
activities to answer a few of my questions.

Mr. Carl is a graduate of Pomona College, 
where he earned his Bachelor’s Degree in Phi
losophy and also holds a Masters in Philoso
phy from Claremont Graduate School. Be
fore coming to St. John’s he taught at Califor
nia State, Diablo Valley College, and UC- 
Davis.

Mr. Carl says he was drawn to St. John’s 
because of the “opportunity to conjugate 
verbs,” a promise of a company car and a new 
home, and the lure of Santa Fe’s World Fa
mous chili rellenos.

Like so many of the faculty before him, 
Mr. Carl was intrigued by the challenge of 
teaching the interdisciplinary curriculum of St. 
John’s. He is most excited about the math and 
science programs here at the college, but he is 
perhaps most excited by the seriousness with 
which we treat the art of conversation.

To finish off my interview with Mr. Carl, 
I asked him to settle the one question that has 
been bothering the members of this college 
since the day it was founded. If Aristotle and 
Plato were to get into a fight, who would win 
and why? After some very careful consider
ation, Mr. Carl replied that although he loved 
to read Plato, as his style of writing was much 
more provocative and better suited to philoso
phy, he was pretty sure that Aristotle would 
win simply beeause his books were mueh 
thieker than Plato’s and would make better 
weapons.

Mr. Golluber is a graduate of Sarah 
Lawrence University and also earned a Mas
ters from SUNY, Stony Brooks. He received 
his Ph.D. from Tulane, where he wrote his the
sis on Aristotle’s De Anima. His teaching

background is primarily in contemporary and 
ancient philosophy. Before arriving here at 
St. John’s he taught at Southwest University 
in Austin, Texas and Xavier University in New 
Orleans. While at Xavier, he began teaching 
in a style similar to St. John’s, so feels his de
cision to come teach here is only natural.

Mr. Golluber was attracted to St. John’s 
because he feels that teaching and learning 
coincide here. He is also eager to further ex
plore the math and science disciplines, some
thing he didn’t get to do while at Sarah 
Lawrence.

To finish off my interview, I asked Mr. 
Golluber a couple of cliched desert island 
questions:

If you were to be stranded on a desert is
land, which program book would make a bet
ter survival manual: Euclid’s Elements (to 
build a shelter) or Aristotle’s Parts of Animals 
(because we all have to eat). With very little 
hesitation, Mr. Golluber responded that he 
would choose Parts of Animals because eat
ing is far more important and he would rather 
bake in the sun. Besides, he loves Aristotle.

Of course, I wasn’t about to let him off 
that easily. So I fired question number two.

Once you have secured your survival, 
whieh book would you consult to build a new 
perfect society on this desert island: 
Machiavelli’s The Prince or Plato’s Republie. 
My question appeared to create quite a pre
dicament for Mr. Golluber. Finally he re
sponded that he would simply have to leave 
someone else in charge of the island while he 
ran off to read both books by himself In this 
author’s opinion, these are the words of a man 
who is truly eager to live the eontemplative 
life.

And there you have it. Two of the newest 
additions to the teaching staff here at St. John’s. 
If you see them passing by in the hallways of 
our institution, don’t be afraid to say hello. 
Because if you don’t, I will personally track 
you down and beat you with the complete 
works of Aristotle.

ASK THE 
ORACLE

Above St. John’s College, there is an 
Oracle near the water tower. Some of you 
spent considerable time looking for it last 
year, but were unsuccessful. The Oracle at 
St. John’s College has revealed itself to us. 
Ask it anything-use it wisely. Know thy
self

Why do we have 4:00pm classes this 
year?

The current Registrar has a new line of 
thinking this year. When the goddess Diane 
Martinez was the Registrar, she believed in 
working long hours and creating shorter 
class schedules. Ken Howarth, the current 
Registrar, believes in working regular hours 
and creating longer class schedules. The 
oracle believes this is merely a case of dys
lexia and with help, the current Registrar 
will see more clearly in the future.

When will the Gym open?

August 7,2000
September 7, 2000
September 15,2000
October 1, 2000

Please submit questions to the Oracle 
c/o The MoonTAG with the proper sacri
fices.

NOTE TO 
SENIORS

Dear Seniors,
Don't forget to go into ESL-126 and per

form your Milliken experiments.

Sincererely,
Grant Goodrich,
Head Senior Lab Assistant
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AN INTRO TO NUCLEAR WATCH OF
NEW MEXICO

New Mexico was the birthplace of nuclear 
weapons. During the early 1940’s, a secret 
Army program called the Manhattan Project 
was started in Los Alamos, New Mexico. The 
Manhattan Project was inspired by a letter 
from Einstein to President Roosevelt, in 1939, 
which warned the President that Germany ap
peared to be diverting Uranium into a nuclear 
weapons program of its own. Shortly after 
this letter, the US Joined its allies in a war 
against Germany. The first nuclear arms race 
had begun.

Many of the events during this mad rush 
for nuclear research, and their results, are fa
miliar to us. The first nuclear test was on the 
Trinity Site, found between Socorro and 
Alamagordo, New Mexico, on July, 1945. 
This was followed by the dropping of the first 
bomb on Hiroshima which killed between 
100,000-140,000 people, and later by the 
bomb dropped on Nagasaki which killed an 
additional 80,000 people and ended the war 
with Japan in August, 1945.

Since the successful completion of the 
Manhattan Project and the end of the WWII, 
45 years ago, nuclear weapons production has 
continued at Los Alamos in what is now called 
Los Alamos National Laboratory. From cam
pus we can see the bright yellow lights of the 
Laboratory up against the base of the Jemez 
Mountains to our west. The Laboratory is 
owned by the US Department of Energy and 
operated by the University of California. For 
50 years these two agencies or their predeces
sors have produced nuclear weapons and 
nuclear weapons’ components.

Since the end of the Cold War in 1989, 
New Mexico has become the host-state for 
many nuclear weapons research, production, 
and radioactive waste disposal facilities. Two 
years ago the world’s first permanent, low- 
level nuclear waste storage facility, called the 
Waste Isolation Pilot Plant (WIPP), was 
opened 30 miles from the Carlsbad Caverns 
in Carlsbad, New Mexico. This storage facil
ity gives the Department of Energy the ability 
to claim that it is “cleaning up” the massive 
environmental degradation due mainly to 
many years of the Manhattan Project and Cold 
War attitudes of production. Large theoreti
cal computing facilities to simulate a nuclear

by Colin King, '01

weapon test are located at Sandia National 
Laboratory, Albuquerque and another one in 
Los Alamos. The production of plutonium 
pits, the “heart” of thermonuclear weapons, 
has been relocated to Los

Alamos National Laboratory from the now 
closed Rocky Flats Plant near Denver.

This consolidation of the US nuclear weap
ons complex into New Mexico is an explicit 
indication that the US wishes to maintain 
nuclear weapons indefinitely into the future. 
Evidence that supports this is that since the 
end of the Cold War, the budget for basic 
nuclear weapons design, development, and 
production has doubled, despite our nation’s 
rhetoric espousing the disarmament and glo
bal elimination of nuclear weapons. Of par
ticular note is the 1970 Non-Proliferation 
Treaty in which the nuclear powers pledged 
to eventually disarm, in exchange for which 
the non-weapons states promised to never ac
quire nuclear weapons. The US has never kept 
its side of the bargain and as a result both In
dia and Pakistan cited this unwillingness by 
the US as the rational for developing their own 
nuclear weapons programs, leading to the sev
eral tests conducted by those two countries and 
the subsequent arms race which began three 
years ago.

New Mexico plays a key role, not only as 
the region in which some of the most sophis
ticated research is done in the field of nuclear 
weapons, but also in maintaining the US 
government’s accountability to national and 
state environmental regulations, labor laws, 
public accessibility to information through 
procedures like the Freedom of Information 
Act, and to a lessor extent continuing the in
ternational debate on such topics as the Non- 
Proliferation Treaty and the Comprehensive 
Test Ban Treaty. Much of this work is done 
by non-profit organizations through legal ac
tion, public outreach and education, and also 
directly in cooperation with such agencies as 
the Department of Energy and departments 
within the state of New Mexico. One such 
non-profit organization, called Nuclear Watch 
of New Mexico (NWNM), is located here in 
Santa Fe. NWNM has attracted some atten
tion here at St. John’s, and currently employs 
three Johnnies through the work study pro

gram. In addition to employing three Johnnies 
and an executive director, NWNM has a Steer
ing

Committee which consists of several of the 
more outspoken residents of Northern New 
Mexico. One of those members is also a mem
ber of the highest advisory board that assists 
the US Secretary of Energy in his decision 
making.

The goal of NWNM is to provide timely 
information to the public on the many social/ 
environmental concerns that surround nuclear 
weapons’ issues, with a particular focus to the 
impact of those issues here in New Mexico. 
NWNM is currently involved with a couple 
of other organizations who are in a struggle 
with the Department of Energy over a modifi
cation to the permit that allows the Waste Iso
lation Pilot Plant in Carlsbad to store low-level 
nuclear waste. They are also in the process of 
putting together a booklet that will provide 
historical information on nuclear weapons pro
duction in the state from the Manhattan Project 
to the present. The booklet will also provide 
a description of the more important facilities 
currently operating in the state.

The nuclear industry, and particularly the 
nuclear weapons industry (and a big business 
it is, with over S4.5 billion spent annually on 
basic research, development, and computer 
testing) is historically one of the most secre
tive in our country. Organizations like NWNM 
play an important role within our democratic 
society, regardless of your actual stance on 
nuclear weapons. By pushing for the 
government’s accountability, such organiza
tions create a vital forum for discussion be
tween public citizens, laboratory employees/ 
operators, and our elected officials. This fo
rum needs to be fed. Every member of soci
ety needs to enter into the discussion. Do not 
enter it as a liberal or a conservative, but enter 
it with a mind directed towards the ethical 
concerns which surround the problem of 
nuclear weapons production.
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VIDEO GAMES ARE
by Dom Weber, '01 & Benjamin Hitchcock-Cross,

Good day to you all, ladies and gentlemen 
alike,

After a brain numbing amount of calcu
lus, viz. Junior year lab, it was decided upon 
that this new found knowledge of the right 
hand rule and, the most famous piece of news, 
-((=0, should be put to a most useful of tasks. 
So we ask you, how could this information be 
any more applied than in a review of video 
games?

Anyway, in the future we plan to give our 
valued readers more than just the freshest 
games around, but also computer software re
views and benchmarking tests for some hard
ware. However, we are the first to admit that 
our senior workload takes up much video game 
time, so there may not be as many of these 
unimportant reviews, but there will always be 
video games. We stand by our commitment 
to provide you with the best review money can 
buy. Which leads us to our first review.

For those who play video games, there 
need be no explanation of the fact that video 
games aren’t best played against a computer, 
but a human. Our first game Perfect Dark was 
released for the N64 (Nintendo 64) shortly 
after the last school year. This unofficial se
quel to Golden Eye single-handedly postponed 
the obsolescence of the N64, because this

game is not only the best game to ever be re
leased for the N64, but also is also one of the 
best shooter games in existence. (We don’t 
even have the Playstation hooked up, because 
we only play this game.)

For those who don’t know what a shooter 
game is, it’s a combat game where your char
acter runs around through levels shooting ev
eryone in sight, and since this game is played 
in a first person view, it is very realistic. In 
fact. Rare, the manufacturers of the game, were 
going to have the option to scan in a picture of 
your face onto a character by using the Game 
Boy camera. (Nope, no shameless promotion 
of goods here.) This does sound violent, but 
that’s what censorship is for right?

As far as the graphics are concerned, this 
game is tight. In order to play the game, you 
pretty much have to buy an expansion pack 
for the N64, (~$30). The expansion pack adds 
a whopping 4 MB of memory to the N64, ren
dering the more complex detail to flow as 
smoothly on the screen as the detail of some 
older game like Mario Bros 2. Perfect Dark 
is only a good game with respect to the single 
player levels. The levels in many cases are 
not much better than those of Perfect Dark’s 
predecessor Goldeneye. Further more much 
of the game, including the second weapon

COOL
'01

function seems to be a direct rip off of Half- 
Life. This is a great game because of the multi
player games. There are a series of thirty 
multi-player challenges where players must 
cooperate in order to achieve their goal of thor
oughly destroying their enemy. Ultimately, 
cooperation develops the bonds of friendship, 
so you may pay no heed to the violence of this 
game because your doing it with friends and 
isn’t that what its really all about. This game 
is also perfect for anyone who can’t stand to 
lose for whatever reason because you don’t 
have to worry about the humiliation you would 
receive if your friends were to beat you. So as 
you can see, everybody’s a winner.

Coming soon we hope to have reviews of 
Tenchu 2 and later. Final Fantasy IX. And if 
you really want to read something you’ll find 
useful, we’ll throw in an article about the ba
sics of over-clocking your computer.
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INHERITANCE

by Paul Obrecht, '02

I will bring you to this place someday.

The boulders among the sand shuffle 
themselves so slowly so soundlessly 
over so many years as a child 
takes to recede into the dark 
great-grand-ancestor's tomb 
we call human memory.

On some fragile
page in a journal stored up in your grandmother's attic 
is the reeord of one of hismiscreant sons, 
in Louisiana. 1914. He had a rifle, 
out sh-sh-shooting at s-snakes in the swamp, 
downing whiskey out of a j-j-j-jam j-jar.

A child will learn to walk in
this desert among these boulders where her father
learned the value of raw real estateNa naked child
who owns the air. She will collect
porcelain doves, will marry a f-fruit f-f-farmer,
will m-marry unwisely. A fire
will be brought to blaze all haphazard and thoughtless
one nightNshe's falling asleep as we speak
smoking in the bedroom of her double-wideN
in times punctuated by fire.

Driving through, watching in the mirror the blue
moonlight eatch the jawbone of our son asleep
in the back seat, would we know
enough to wake her? Would we listen
to the story, now never to be told, of the inexplieable
frost in the desert that night? It covered the sand and boulders
like a fragile crystalline mold, a fragile frozen dew
in the crystalline embers of a moment no one remembers,
she'd say, but it's true: she could have chosen to merge selflessly, to float away
in one everoutstretchingmoment i n t i m e
into the night, but chose instead to wed herself
to a mud-soft and serpentine s-s-swamp of a man.
In this way she learned to take flight.

We will find this place, you and I. We will come to it by moonlight, 
and if we have not yet learned enough about this inexplicable 
frost at least perhaps our son will not be lostNa boy 
who will know the necessity of fire. He will with care 
and thought not accidentally bum this place down.
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SOME THEOLOGY
by Anna Perleberg

I never understood Aquinas 
until, reading Dante,
I met him in the laser light show of Paradise, 
explaining why he was not wrong 
in saying Solomon surpassed all mortals in wisdom- 
for wise Christ himself was mortal for a time, running 
thirty-three laps with us before riding out 
on the breath of Heaven.
The explanation itself is unimportant,
just Tom’s same old didactic hedging-
“one can be wise in two ways”-
dressed up in terza rima, a three-strand pearl necklace
to brighten the cowl of a robe black and white as the world.
Here in Heaven, surrounded by God’s glory 
like a cloud of pot smoke in a college dorm room,
T. A. resists intoxication and stays as grounded 
as his flashbulb soul can be.
But Dante and I just smile and keep ascending.

I like to imagine the philosophers at a party, 
one of those wine-dark shindigs one sees in Homer.
While Thomas hovers by the spinach puffs,
Plato stakes out his comer early: 
he knows who will end up on whose couch, 
and drinks and jibes while Dawn, 
her fingers ketchup-stained, steals his fries.
Aristotle, across the room, is demonstrating the motion of the 

spheres
with toothpicks and Dixie cups;
his audience keeps looking around for someone else they know-
“Hey, Xenophon! It’s been a long time,____________.”
In a last-ditch attempt, Aristotle pulls out
his immortal Wildean witticism from the Physics:
“Even if,” he says, “you throw a rock into the air one thousand 

times,
you will never condition it to fall upward!”
This followed by nervous titters
like baby spiders trying to find a spot for takeoff

Plato holds sarcasm, irony, double entendre 
like three aces in a poker hand, while Aristotle 
organizes lowest to highest, spades to clubs, and takes his values 
from the faces of his kings. He doesn’t get the jokes.

Aquinas so revered Aristotle that he called him The 
Philosopher, and spent his life in scribbling 
the organization of the deck God dealt, 
finding the suits in sin and salvation.
Unlike Kepler, who must have been kidding- 
“In the celestial harmonies, which planet sings bass, 
which tenor, which alto, and which soprano?”- 
Thomas meant every word on thousands of pages: 
the names of God, the will of God, the eternal Law, 
in handy question-and-answer format, every objection 
thought out and blocked beforehand, 
a quote from Scripture or the saints unrolling thin as latex 
between pagan logic and his own.
He’s a bitch to read.

Faith lives in me where logic only visists.
God is gut and the spider on the ceiling.
So I hated Aquinas till I saw him in Heaven, 
glowing like a nightlight, 
discoursing on things he should know by now 
don’t matter. And then I understood.
I saw him at the party, bearing the yoke 
of being big and looking dumb.
He didn’t get the jokes either.

But still, in Dante his soul rides round with the sun 
and is never out of breath.
A life’s work is always one of joy.
Cataloguing his God, Aquinas ordered creation 
and found its beauty waiting in his mailbox.
He had to understand. He stmggled to faith
like we stmggle to this world, and his tears at the first breath of air
gave him reason to laugh.

[UNTITLED]
by Rebekka Shugars, '01

The Morning Glory unfurls herself
is far too easily overshadowed and drinks moonlight
by the fairness of the day
or the marvel of a good sunrise. Is the elegant girl

so lovely, fluid and trim 
dancing in a light trained only on her.The flower that, 

at Night’s Shade,
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[UNTITLED]
by Rebekka Shugars, '01

Elmer has never known which way is up. Now, however, he has a very solid idea of which way is down. That is because that is the 
direction he is currently headed. His life does not flash in front of his eyes, he does not worry about his wife Kathy in her board meeting, nor 
his two children, Peter and Mary, he does not even remember that he left the coffee maker on this morning. In fact he finds it impossible to 
consider the full gravity of the situation.

He is falling. Falling. And falling and falling and falling. And it is exhilarating. For the first time Elmer feels he is truly moving, 
truly going somewhere. Not even the knowledge that his death is where he is going can take away the rosy jubilation of falling. He smiles. 
He knows where he is going. He is going to die. He knows why. There is a force called gravity that attracts bodies of matter based on the 
inverse square of their distance. Because mankind resides in a universe that obeys certain laws. Elmer knows. It all makes sense. He hits 
the ground.

RESOLVED?
by Greg Grillot, '01

“What a beautiful ring, it is already mine-actually, my wife’s,” Lazaro uttered inwardly as one of his wife’s emerald eyes stared lumi
nously at him, catching his excited expression and throwing from its facets many of his own faces, cut, redistributed, disarrayed, foreign back to his 
black pupil. The open portals beckoning others to our loves, feelings caprices and intentions, the eyes, never spread outward from Lazaro’s face. 
He could not be read so easily, like others, from the eyes. Asking the merchant for the ring’s price, he held his hand out to hold it so he could look 
closely at it. With a cautious hand, as if holding a snake, the merchant dropped the green and gold ring into Lazaro’s eager widening palm. Lazaro 
laughed as he imagined a little mockingbird plucking a verdurous eye from his beloved and dropping it right in his path, a sweet remonstrance for 
leaving her at home once again. “Why do I continue to make these intolerable trips away from home, my wife? We have enough money to live 
comfortably, why grasp for more? Funny though-without work, how would I possibly buy this ring?” He cut his thoughts short as a hand 
reflexively dug itself into the secret fold within the folds of his cloak, untied it deftly, felt for the right coins, gold, added their value, and placed 
them on the merchant’s table. In one satisfied swoop the merchant brushed the gold into an unseen location and asked Lazaro if he needed anything 
else, that they had a great variety of medicines before he saw Lazaro mounted and galloping back the way he had come. The merchant smiled and 
whistled, “Everybody profits from love!” through his well cleaned teeth.

Lazaro rode faster than possible back to his house; his horse did not tire. The business journey often oppressed him though he made it 
often enough. Who wanted to go a month from home to work in supporting that home? “She will be surprised when she sees me back after only 
a few days,” he thought just as he vowed, unbeknownst to himself, never to journey again. He rode over his own just placed tracks wondering at 
this strange appearance of his past footsteps. “My feet will never walk from my door again.” He fingered the ring pensively and dropped it tenderly 
into his mouth, since the approaching dusk presaged highwaymen. All at once the stars appeared from the involuted nighthole that swallowed the 
sky. It seemed that the stars facing him, those of his destination, winked grimly and sadly at him, unable to tell him their gruesome secret, unable 
to save him from it. He rode through the wood surrounding his town and his horse leaped the dainty white picket fence that embraced it. Preferring 
familiar ground, the horse galloped faster, and in one blink of his wife’s impassioned eye, his horse flew across the town and bounded into his 
estate.

The smell of liquor burned Lazaro’s nose as he approached his house. Confused, he threw a glance toward the stable, almost angered at 
the carelessness (no doubt a direct consequence of his absence) of his stable hand, Guillermo, who must have spilled his cheap spirits close to the 
main house. Jumping off his horse and laughing, he said, “Go shit in Guillermo’s room,” and then let the trusty horse run freely to the stable. 
Unraveling his tongue, he lightly took the ring from his mouth to wipe it on his clean, innermost garments. Most likely from the insinuating night, 
the emerald glowed blackly.

He lightly opened his front door, taking care not to disturb his wife’s innocent slumber. His house smelled of rotting flesh, sweat and 
liquor. “What is this? My wife drinking?” The mystery enveloped him, so he did not look into it, but continued to smell the darkness of this fetid 
cave formerly his home. Many gaudy handkerchiefs lay about piles of cheap gypsy jewelry. A light dusting of that powder that his wife sometimes 
put on to make herself as pretty as a sickly doll blanketed everything. A very short candle burned in front of an exhausted mirror. Lazaro’s body 
had reckoned the truth; his nose translated it directly into his mouth, his tongue, loathing the bitter taste, involuntarily pushed it down his throat, 
where it fermented diabolically within his gullet. Lazaro’s mind realized nothing, stubborn and hopeful idiot! His feet bore him slowly up the 
stairs. Usually, he bounded up the steps, skipping many to fall upward. Now he took one step, then hesitated, laying both feet upon it before 
stepping to another, systole, diastole, up again, deliberate, one after the other.

He heard an awful thrashing, the slaughter of animals. Only sweat flew up here and Lazaro did not notice the burning of his nostrils. 
Exploding from within, his hand clutched the burning ring to his heart until blood writhed from between its clenched knuckles in serpentine rivers. 
Only now startled, he saw the ring, bathed in blood. As he stood staring, the animal noises merged into one moan grunt wheezing. “Why would one
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slaughter pigs in bedroom?” he asked himself as he extended his bloody hand in front of him and walked to his room, the swine pen, the slaughter
house. He opened the door, “I love you,” his wife’s voice called out amidst the snarls of agony. “1 love you too,” rejoined Lazaro, holding out the 
ring to her. Only now did Lazaro comprehend that she was not talking to him. Ahairy man Jumped from the naked body of his feverish wife. One 
punch from Lazaro’s fist ripped this man from a diabolical ecstasy and thrusted him into a calm oblivion. “Good, he’s not dead,” Lazaro said in a 
husky whisper. His wife could not apologize; she did not feel sorry. “You came home early...he called me beautiful...” Lazaro closed his bloody 
hand around the ring and placed a scarlet index finger over his mouth, vainly hoping to cut short the next words of his wife: “It was your fault!” 
Lazaro and his wife both knew that she would resort to that despicable lie. “I have a present for you, he said around his finger. Walking over toward 
his old bed, he placed his hand softly over her mouth so that she could not force anything else out with that cunning tongue. “Where had that tongue 
been, that wicked mouth?” Taking his finger from his lips, he presented her the ring, which now sparkled with its full emerald splendor, shining 
forth from his crimson palm. “Its for you,” Lazaro said in a clear voice, smiling, “This gift cut my journey short, and yours.” At this utterance, 
something came into her eyes that told Lazaro that she would not lie anymore, so he dropped his hand from her mouth. Sliding the clean ring onto 
her finger, he said good bye. He turned and left the room, unconsciously trampling the unconscious man. As Lazaro mounted his horse again, the 
dawn had just overcome the night.

The hairy man awoke to faint and tender caresses. Stiffly he wondered at the strange dream that he remembered in entirety. He turned 
over to stroke his dear dog, who must have been trying to wake him up. He opened his eyes: Lazaro’s wife! He violently slapped her hand away. 
“Why did you seduce me, woman? Now I must deal with your husband...” He sprang up, putting on what clothes of his that he could find, and ran 
from that abominable house. Shortly he arrived at the fields that he managed, firmly resolving to forget everything until he was forced to remem
ber. “Why would Lazaro make his shame public?” He addressed to no one as a dirty boy emerged from between the rows of com yelling, “Boss! 
Boss! Lazaro just came by and challenged you to a duel at dawn on the day after tomorrow. He went to the constable’s to arrange everything. The 
whole town will be there, at the forest clearing...! would be proud to be your second-” and he was cut short by the fainting of his boss.

The day came, of course. Everyone: men, women, children, old folk, servants trudged out of the white town gates and into the wood 
where matters of dishonor were amended. The constable led this grim procession as the men who followed him denounced infidelity and the 
fickleness of women, as the women looked tenderly at their children and swore inwardly against the evil temptations shared graciously by men. 
Lazaro stood within the circular clearing as the ghostly parade of townsfolk ambled toward him just before dawn. Holding two beautiful pistols, 
he handed one to the constable, who examined its condition and loading, which Lazaro had accomplished. The constable approved this gun for the 
hairy man who had just burst from the bushes, dragged by Lazaro’s wife, who insulted him with the name of coward.

A wave of silence passed instantaneously over the mass of people. The constable spoke, in a voice of reluctant authority, “We know why 
we came. Your places gentlemen, begin.” Lazaro already stood fixed in his place. The constable led the hairy man to his spot, twenty paces from 
Lazaro’s stolid face. From above, this scene looked like a pathetic and farcical game of chess, with only two enemy pawns left facing each other 
on the board, and countless captured pieces piled haphazardly about, doubtless happy to be freed from that battlefield of opposing squares. 
Walking quickly back to the midpoint between the men, the constable then rushed to a safe distance from any possible stray shot. The constable 
raised his hand and counted, “One, Two, ThreeFourfive-”

and his hand came down, with one shot.
Had the two shots gone off at the same instant, their blasts merging? Thinking he had died, the hairy man still pointed a smoking gun at 

Lazaro. Lazaro simply stood there, rooted to the spot, his gun held loosely in his hands and pointing toward the earth, no smoke belching from his 
metal snake. He did not fire! Astonishment rippled through the crowd, resounded through the forest. Infuriated and humiliated, Lazaro’s wife 
threw a shiny thing to the hairy man, who dropped Lazaro’s gun into the undergrowth, white wisps of smoke still trickling from it. He extended his 
arm-another shot! Before the shot echoed back to them or even reached the empty town chapel, the people swarmed upon the hairy man who had 
broken the code. A childishly grateful look shown on his face as the second gun was wrested from his grasp. A purple blotch spread itself rapidly 
across Lazaro’s shoulder and he dropped his gun reflexively as his other hand grabbed the wound. “The bullet passed right through my body, and 
the pain is nothing compared...” but he forgot the rest of that thought as he turned away, reborn. He slowly walked to his horse, away from the 
town. His wife unleashed a shrill howl and ran over to the spot where Lazaro had just stood, stooping to pick up the gim he had dropped. Jumping 
up, she yelled, “Lazaro, what can you say now?” as she pointed the gun at him. Unaffected, even bored, he peered at his wife along the barrel of 
the gun and replied, “I’ll die for you, but I won’t kill for you.” Madness, evil surged within her as she pulled the trigger-a dry click- he had not even 
loaded his gun! He turned away again just as the mob reached his wife. This time, they would not only disarm the offender, but kill her also. 
Countless numbers of her own neighbors tore her flesh with their bare fingers, spitting on her. The mob ruthlessly decided to take a while in the 
killing, so the constable and the hairy man walked back to the town, looking dumbly at their feet and not speaking. The disgusting corpse was left 
in the forest, and a prostitute came back to hack one of its fingers off for that beautiful green ring. The prostitute worked hard to saw off that finger 
as the ravens feverishly tried to steal some eyes. Just then, a mockingbird pair darted from the forest and pecked the prostitute away as she tore the 
finger from the hand and removed the ring, throwing the finger at the mockingbirds, who now assailed the ravens. Knowing that they must lose, 
the ravens escaped without any eyes, though one of their lot grasped the finger in a grimy hackle and flew away with the other ravens in jealous 
pursuit. Landing on what was once Lazaro’s wife’s face, one of the mockingbirds plucked a crow loosened eye and flew straight away from town, 
eventually overcoming Lazaro, who sat beneath a tree, tending his wound with his horse. Landing on his lap, the mockingbird pair presented him 
with his gift. He felt thankful and kept that eye to remind him as he peered into it.

“Do you still persist, Sancho, in saying thinking, and believing that my Lady Dulcinea was winnowing wheat?” - Don Quixote
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TUTORS' RECOMMENDED READING 
LIST OF BEYOND-THE-PROGRAM

BOOKS
http://www.sjcsf.edu/academic/facreadrec.htm

ESSAYS 
Emerson, Essays 
David Foster Wallace
Lawrence Weschler, Shapinsky's Karma, Bogg's Bills and Other True Life Tales, Seeing is Forgetting the Name of the Thing 
One Sees: A Life of Contemporary Artist Robert Irwin

HISTORY
Bruce Catton, The Army of the Potomac Trilogy
Robert Damton, The Great Cat Massacre and Other Stories
Christopher Hill, The Experience of Defeat
Lynn Hunt, The Family Romance of the French Revolution
Polybius, Histories Bk.6

LITERATURE
Sam Beckett, Murphy
Saul Bellow (anything by him)
Jorge Luis Borges, Collected Fictions
Hermann Broch, The Spell, The Sleepwalkers
Albert Camus, The Rebel, The Stranger, The Plague, The Fall
Joseph Conrad, Nostromo, The Secret Agent
Pierre Delattre, Episodes (memoir)
Isak Dinesen, Winter's Tales
Andre Dubus, The Times Are Never So Bad
Loren Eiseley, The Immense Journey
Faulkner, Sound and the Fury
Frank Herbert, Dune
Henry James, The Tragic Muse
William James, Essays on Pragmatism, The Will to Believe, Varieties of Religious Experience 
Janet Lewis, The Wife of Martin Guerre 
John Muir, Stickeen (memoir)
Flannery O'Connor, A Good Man Is Hard To Find 
Boris Pasternak, Dr. Zhivago 
Proust, Remembrance of Things Past 
Thomas Pynchon, Gravity's Rainbo
R.M. Rilke, The Notebooks of Malte Laurids Bridde, Letters To a Young Poet 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau, Confessions 
Stendhal, The Charterhouse of Parma 
H.D. Thoreau, Walden, Civil Disobedience

15

http://www.sjcsf.edu/academic/facreadrec.htm


THE RA’S OF 2000
by Kathy Mizrahi

The number of Resident Assistants has been cut in half this year. As a result, each RA's 
responsibility has greatly increased. We ask for your patience for all of you who do not have 
the physical presence of a Resident Assistant in your dorm. For now, each of the RA's will 
assume full responsibility for their own dorm and others as indicated below their names:

Emily Andrews lives in Polyhymnia [ext. 4228]
Terpsichore - 1st floor and Euterpe - 2nd floor 
Colleen Buckley lives in Anderson [ext. 4096]
McCune - 2nd floor
Karen Costa lives in Murchison [ext. 4045]
Huffman - 2nd floor
Genevieve Giddings lives in Meem [ext. 4006]
Jones - 1st floor
John McCarthy lives in Kirby [ext.4062]
Huffman - 1st floor
Timothy Mitchell lives in Urania [ext. 4288]
Thalia and Terpsichore - 2nd floor 
Paul Obrecht lives in Calliope [ext. 4171]
Clio and Euterpe - 1st floor
Shjon Sweet lives in Wagner [ext. 4118]
McCune - 1st floor
Sarah Wilcox lives in Driscoll [ext. 4017]
Jones - 2nd floor

COMING NEXT ISSUE
The Moon

Book theft! The question of security 
on campus comes to a head when an ex

TAG

The first ever St. John's College inter
active story-line will be offered. Read your 
choices in the next issue!

The Moon
MOON EDITORS 

Aaron Mchlhaff 
Geoffrey Petrie

TAG EDITORS 
Greg Grillot 
Paul Obrecht

DESIGN/LAYOUT 
Aaron Mehlhaff 
Geoffrey Petrie

TECHNICAL SUPPORT 
Brendan O'Neill 
Joel Vonnahme

The MoonTAG serves St. 
John’s College in Santa Fe, New 
Mexico as an independent bi
weekly student newspaper and 
literary journal. Opinions ex
pressed here represent the views 
of their authors rather than those 
of the College. Issues are dis
tributed at no charge to students, 
faculty and staff on the Santa Fc 
campus, and yearly subscrip
tions can be obtained for $30. 
Tax-deductible contributions are 
welcome. We solicit submis
sions from all members of the 
College community. Material 
for the next issue should be sub
mitted by 6 p.m. on September 
22, 2000. We INSIST that work 
be submitted in text format on a 
3.5” Macintosh disk (if you ab
solutely cannot use a Mac then 
save your file as a Rich Text File 
[.rtf]) along with a typed, 
double-spaced copy including 
the author’s name and phone 
number. Hard copies without 
disks are acceptable in certain 
circumstances. The MoonTAG 
reserves the right to edit and to 
reject any submisson.

tremely valuable first edition is removed 
from a tutor's office and a secuirty guard 
resigns.

The Moon

St. John's College 
1160 Camino Cruz Blanca 
Santa Fe, NM 87501-4599
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