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ON

To the College Community:
It’s my senior year and I can’t help but compare the world I will enter when I leave St. John’s to 

the world I experience here as a student. They are much the same, as far as I can tell, except that 
my experience here is intended to prepare me for my experience there. As a preparation for living 
in the world as a decent, complete human being, the world of St. Johns should reflect what it 
means to be human as much as possible. The books we read teach us what it means to be human. 
They offer lessons from which we must learn the full extent of our common human nature. We are 

not mere speaators to the wisdom and lessons these books offer.
Although formally the books are our teachers here, experience is perhaps the more poignant 

teacher. Each author we read experienced much as a passionate and an emotional human. Like 
them, we do not only learn through reading, but also through experience. Experience offers us 
chances to make good and bad decisions, to feel pain and joy, to be sorry and to regret, we cannot 
help but take all the chances experience offers us and try to learn from each one. Through experi-
ence we learn to know the full extent of our nature of which the program authors write. We learn 
that we have passions that sway us. These passions are undeniable elements of our lives, elements 

which we must accept as being part of us before we can begin to rule them.
The cancellation of the S & C party seems an attempt to deny our passionate, and specifically, 

our erotic nature. The party should not be, as it too often is, license for people to behave like 
animals, forgetting that they have reason as well as passion. But that does not mean that the party 
shouldn’t happen at all. We, as humans, have a passionate nature that cannot be satisfied only by 
formal waltz parties. We go to S & C and enjoy it because it affords us the chance to be passionate, 
rather than exclusively rational. It would be a terrible disservice if leaving St. Johns we did not 
know how to tap the passionate elements in us that are such major themes of so many of the books 
we read. S & C is not the height of erotic and passionate experience, but it is a way that we begin 
to express a tiny part of our passionate nature. We must experience our erotic nature in order to 
learn to rule it. This party should not be banned. To deny our passionate nature would be to 
neglect the education of the human under the pretense of educating only the mind.

—Adelle Fay, '00

photo by Suzannah Simmons, '01

LETTER FROM THE 
EDITORS-W-

In this the first issue of The Moon 
for the 1999-00 academic year, our staff 
of hundreds presents a paper which 
contains considerations of a variety of 
issues. The construction of the gym. 
the end of President Agresto's reign, 
and the unsolvable mystery of a stub-
born padlock all receive attention—and 
of course are all these news-worthy 
items arc pursued with a rigorous stan-
dard of stern impartiality, stricly factual 
reporting, and the most lofty of writing. 
We hope you enjoy it.

As The Moon stands as one of the 
last organizations on campus organized 
and produced by and for the students, 
we must remind our devout readership 
of our need forco ifribulion.s Please 
contribute to the vitality of the student 
paper. Th f/virnsyou's. and the spirit 
of collective creation will determine its 
success.

This year The MoonmiW be testing 
out a variety of new forums in which 
the student body may express itself. 
Aside from the illustrious Limerick Chal-
lenge, The Moon is opening a fiction/ 
art section. The intent of this section is 
to allow students with an affinity toward 
this medium to have a voice in the com-
munity.

We look forward to an exciting year 
here at The Moon. How exciting it truly 
will be is up to you. 

Lastyeur, our intt ms from I hi-’ Moon s Fe- 
Sian'h anil Derclopment DopaUment brou«h 
jotth the idea of the Limenck Challenge. The 
editors chooie the hmirick's opening line and 
you, the devout uader, complete the rest oj the 
poem '] he usinmrs ate selected by our panel of 
expt rts out of thousands of wntributtons. This 
summer's homework was 'I once met a man 
namnlfl.inr., . •since nobody seems to have
dosie'hii Wmework. the paper's Speiial 
Commiiee hi the 1-trst Line of the Limerick 
Challenge offers two possible first lines for the 
ncs.t issue of The Moon' "There orue was^ a 
mar. named Mtlik.m . " anti "/ oner knew a 

dandy named Dcsiartes .
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ADIOS, PRESIDENTE
So, I assume that most of you have heard 

that this is President Agresto’s last year as our 
President. In fact, part of this year he’ll be on 
sabbatical, so he’s only here for a very short time 
longer. I thought I’d take this as an opportu-
nity to bring out some thoughts on his Presi-
dency.

I thought this would be an appropriate time 
to talk about what Agresto has done. Or at least 
some things he’s done. I don’t think I can actu-
ally evaluate his performance as president. I’ve 
known the college, as a student, for two years. 
He’s known the college, as a president, for ten. 
Truthful evaluation of his entire career would 
require quite a lot of research.

Anyway, what has he done? He was integral 
in the creation of the suites and apartments. He 
fought the food war with students for many 
years. That is, for the first several years of his 
presidency he ate in the cafeteria out of sympa-
thy for the food students had to endure, and 
the school went through several different food 
services until they found Aramark, which sup-
posedly has proven to be the best of the lot.

Agresto is a long time advocate of liberal edu-
cation. Even before he came to St. John’s he 
was chair of the National Endowment of the 
Humanities. He writes up to about four articles 
a year for newspapers, scholarly journals, and 
other periodicals, and gives at least a speech a 
month to various groups all over the country, 
many ofwhich are devoted to liberal education. 
Another public relations achievement has been 
his creation of Executive Classics weekend and 
Summer Classics programs. These provide out-
siders (often the wealthy) to experience our style 
of education. When these people have a plea-
surable experience (as the success of these pro-
grams seems to indicate, Summer Classics had 
200 participants this summer, and there were 
two Executive weekends with at least 45 par-
ticipants each) the school gains “Friends” (read: 
donors) and a good reputation.

His love of the Great Books Program also 
shows up in his tutoring during those first sev-
eral years of his presidency. He would do at 
least a precept a year, if not a full year class. This 
was originally in the undergrad program but 
then he taught more with the graduate program. 
Lately, he says that fundraising has taken over 
the majority of his time and prevents him from 
entering the classroom.

And fundraising! That’s what many of us

by Aaron Mehlhaff, '01

think of when we think of John Agresto. Ap- 
parcndy he has some ability at it, the endow-
ment has gone from about $8 million when he 
came here to about $20 million these days. With 
inflation, how much is that? Its still only 20% 
of the college’s income, so perhaps he spends all 
his time on fundraising and can still barely keep 
our heads above water. My grasp of college 
fundraising is nil, so his successfulness here in 
any useful manner is still a mystery to me.

Going along with both this public relations 
activities and his fundraising, enrollment has in-
creased over the years. According to the 
undergrad admissions office’s year-end-reviews, 
the number of applications has increased by 
about 70 applications a year since 1994. That 
doesn’t seem like too many, but if 80% of the 
college’s income comes from tuitions, perhaps 
that seventy is all it takes to make a huge differ-
ence. Or perhaps the cynical amongst the stu-
dent body are correct to suggest that the school 
takes in more full pay students and lets them 
stay on, even though they don’t necessarily per-
form as well as financial aid applicants who don’t 
get the aid they need for that reason? “Admis-
sions are need-blind” is the phrase on the bro-
chures. (How that all works out in the end can 
be someone else’s article, though. I have Galileo 
to read.)

I would say that in my years here he has not 
been as accessible as he has historically been (he 
used to take students out to lunch, en masse!). 
And I think the students react to that in a nega-
tive way. After seven years, it’s probably easy for 
him to take it for granted that students know 
his door is always open to them (it is), and stu-
dents do visit with him for all sorts of reasons, 
but many students think he operates in a bubble.

Regarding his bubble-based culpability in 
the affairs that bother students, he believes that 
students give him too much credit; that is, the 
buck doesn’t necessarily stop with him. This 
also makes it difficult to assess the success of his 
presidency. On student issues he works with 
faculty, the Dean, and the Assistant Dean. The 
work that he does is almost always done in a 
committee. The role of president, regarding be-
ing a member of a committee, could go any-
where from someone with a lot of political power 
puppeteering the other committee members to 
him being an equal member of the committee, 
the difference resting on his having a special per-
spective from the other members. And his role

AGRESTO
undoubtedly changed with different committees 
and with the changing staff members over a 
decade’s time. Agresto is a part of a machine, 
and the question of how large a part is difficult 

to answer.
When I asked him to gauge his success as 

president, Agresto told me that when he came 
here he said he wanted to make the college “Bet-
ter known, better respected, and better off.” I 
would wager that he has achieved those things, 
or at least “better known” and “better off.” The 
next question that I see is: Is this enough to make 
a good President? What cost to other facets of 
the college has been sustained? That, my col-
leagues in philosophic ventures, remains to be 
decided.

All I know for sure is that I find him to be a 
nice guy, and that he has achieved some gain for 
the college. As the year advances I plan to bring 
you information regarding selection of his suc-

cessor.
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GEOFFANGER
by Geoffrey Petrie, '01

Fallen angels use me as your medium to spread the message of The 
Anger and bring forth from your darkness the inferno which hell con-

tains. Udall is the sign, disaster is the result.
That’s right, Congressman Tom Udall is the subject in which The 

Anger has decided worthy of his time. It is old news but many people are 
without the knowledge that Mr. Udall was the speaker for the commence-
ment ceremonies of 1999. All The Anger has to say is why? Why on this 
fine blue globe of ours did this educational institution decide to use this 
talking head to bestow wisdom upon the graduating class of 1999?

Now it doesn’t surprise me that few people knew about Udall speak-
ing here. If one was to review his speech, it is clear as our dear sun, that 
this was a pathetic attempt to show the voting public that Udall is in tune 
with the little people of the good ol' U.S. of A. In fact, it seemed that our 
fine Rep. was more interested in having a free romp with the local press 
than he was with making a lasting statement on men and women who 

had busted their asses over a four year degree.
One of the most fascinating things I happened to come across in 

finding out more on this grand standing display was that Mr. Udall never 
gave his speech to the school. I now understand that most key note 
speakers are obligated to submit their speech to the school before they are 
to give it. Now my guess is that the school usually does this in order to 
properly publicize what their guest will be talking on but I would venture 
to surest that they would also review their speeches before they could be 
given in order to offer suggestions in altering the actual piece itself Be-
sides all this, however, it is my hypothesis that Congressman Tom Udall 
did not even write a speech and, in fact, spoke to the upstanding gradu-

ating class of 1999 without any thought whatsoever. This would explain 

why his comments on "democracy" and a more "civil society were so 
painful to listen to. I could just guess what he was thinking when he 
started talking, "Oooh, look at me. I’m randomly speaking on democ-
racy and civility without even thinking of citing people like Lincoln or 
F)"Foqueville." Why would he consider quoting from the Constitution? 
Maybe that would bring him too close to his own demons.

Isn't a commencement speech supposed to offer wise words which a 
senior class may take with them after they leave their school? Did the 
Class of'99 get this? No. Was Udall's speech something which would be 
cherished as a fine final memory of their experience as classmen of St. 
John's College? No. So what did Udall do for the Class of'99? Mygue^ 
is that his half-ass, thoughtless, and insulting speech showed the Senior's 
that they have something not to do in the future. Never become Tom 
Udalls. Know that this is the object to move away from in order to make 
this a better Nation. The one thing that we could be grateful about is 
that Udall was a refreshing change from the typical conservative speaker 
St. John's has been known for in the past. Not that he took advantage of 

that novelty.
There is more to The Anger's fury than simply bagging on a man 

who clearly was out of his league. Seniors, this is a call out ftom The 
Anger. Make your voice heard! Make sure that people know what you 
are after. Call the PR office, let them know, so that we as a student body 
and you as the senior class do not have to hear someone like Udall again.

Irg..... ..................................... .................... . ...... .............................

by Adrian Lucia, ‘00
'1 he foii'.ieiiy siihil: ind jT.idiul corpouti/aiion ol the St. John's (xil- 

legi L.impus h.l^.v^ thetoirirncuv-emciil of the l‘'‘)‘)-00.scliool ve.ine.iched 
dizzying Ik  ights Fvu> where wl  find inttLasedhuieaucuiy, v.iillesMmpli- 
mer.taiion of !m.i{',e <;nh.uitii'.g policy, and ,i loss of persoaility and com-
munity. 'llie .sense of alienation and poweik.ssntsswhich tindeniabk exists 
wiihin the student body xir at le.ist in the iipjKrc'assrncn finds itself 
contejurated at the hsait ofthe t.nnpns ihetoffee stiop Or .should we say 
the "Aramark™ Coffee Shop(k) by iNabisto’'’'-"? No longer do wc fed the 
throbbing', of.in aci ive anti erijjigcd communiiy in the ct liter ol die I s terson 
Student ('tniei- we fiel only esirangement and distaste lor the vajiid, life-
less atmosphere irist tuned by Aramaik I he Aramark Caiflet Shop no longer ^ 
e\ui pretends lo lx; a part of the conimiinity's sphit— it presents itself .is | 
nothing tiioix’ than another coiporate LiUerpti.se hungry for an incretise in 
profit. All emiiloyees ss ’kii  Aiamarli |xilo shins, no music is played, no 
f.ivois or concessions ate made lo broke or jusi a-quarter-short stuoents . 
No Students wish to spend time in the aiflee sliop. it is no longti a dcsir- ^ 
^bWplaceloi j,yithiiing. for after-seminar fren/y'oi afternoon sociali/Jiion.

shop has ctime lo resemble the intcrioi of a .McDonald s or an 
’/l3b<ifeon*s, entirely devoid of the feeling of communal effort so vital to the 
Spirirofthe college llie collee shop as run by Aramaik i.s .is iiiml.itcd to | 
St.John’s as the Bank of Americ.i AI'M opjitisiie ii.s doors 

fitop or rrduct your eonrribiiiion to tbeAramurk evrpo?iitioii'
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ON THE NEW GYM
Everyone who arrived at Saint Johns for the 

fall semester noticed three different things. 
Though two of those three things may have var-
ied for most people, there was one thing that 
everyone noticed: the immense progress on the 
construction of the gym. Since the 
groundbreaking ceremony in the summer of 
1998, the progress of the gym has been astound-
ing. As many returning students can testify, the 
headway the gym construction made last year 
was incomparable to any gym ever built. Lets 
catalog how much work was done last year. First 
the president dug the ceremonial hole; then the 
construction company put down poles with or-
ange ribbons; and then the company moved the 
poles with orange ribbons, and then they 
changed the color of the ribbon from orange to 
blue and then they moved the poles and put the 
orange ribbons back on the poles. Whew, what 
a year! And now, just when it seemed that last 
year’s progress could not be matched, the con-
struction company goes and puts a sign up! Will 
the progress ever end? Yes it will. And the 
progress will culminate into the most necessary 
thing ever-a gym for St. John’s College.

The talk of a gymnasium on the Santa Fe 
campus has been around since St. John’s ex-
panded to Santa Fe. On November 26, 1967, 
there was a meeting of the Board of Governors 
where goals were created for this new campus. 
One of the many goals set that brisk autumn 
day was whether or not the Santa Fe campus 
should build a gymnasium. On the subject, 
Stringfellow Barr, a notorious proponent of 
buildings with roofs, especially roofs that were 
over a gymnasium said, “Santa Fe? We must have 
a gym there. If not, where will the students ex-
ercise? Sure, there are mountains and meadows, 
but hbw can you play racquetball in a meadow?”

Unfortunately, years of red tape and politics 
forced the College to “put aside” the idea of a 
gym in order to spend its money on things like 
classroom buildings and dormitories.

But by the fall of 1997, the College had re-
alized that it had attained every single goal it 
had made in 1967. All of the laboratories were 
stocked with state of the art equipment, the tu-
tors were paid lavishly, the food service was “am-
brosia in a dining hall,” and the music program 
guaranteed each student a piano and a 
monochord. Maybe the excellent computer lab 
tipped you off that the school had achieved ev-
erything it could ever desire, but for me, it was 
whenever the bell was changed from iron to dia-
mond. That is when I thought that things might

by Jerome Moroux, '01

be getting a bit too perfect around here.
Almost too perfect—for there is no gym. It 

only makes sense, then, that President Agresto 
would cap his greatness by completing the final 
goal the Board of Directors set in 1967. The 
gym seems like a good idea, but are there mo-
tives behind the gym? Is materializing the dream 
of the gym all that the President wants? Are there 
other motives behind the completion of the 
gym? I believe that the evidence I am about to 
put forth shows that this “gym” is more than 
just the completion of a goal set thirty years ago.

The plans for the gym contain many sur-
prises. First of all, the name is a little shocking. 
According to Gym Plan#34525, the gym is go-
ing to be called “The McDonald’s 
SportMcCheese Burger Corp. Sports Arena™.” 
When I called Weigle Hall so that I could get a 
response to this blatant commercial force present 
in St. John’s final frontier, the secretary read me 
this statement from the President:

Perhaps the allusion to McDonalds Cotp™ 
surprises you. Fear not! After conducting a national 
survey on 35% of Americas wealthiest corporations, 
we found out that only 12.5% ofthose companies 
realized the advertising potential in a gym. But of 
that 12.5%, only 1.4% favored the mandatory 
statue that the blueprints for the gym require. 
McDonald’s Corporation™ believes in Great 
Books™ and Great Fries™. The College thinks 
we have found a rrmtch. Please let the gym move 
on without impediment. This McGym™ and this 
McCollege™ are happy with this McVenture™. 
Buy Great Books™ andMcNuggets™.

Thanks.
Quite bewildered by such a statement, I 

decided to approach the President himself The 
upstairs of Weigle Hall was dark and had a dis- 
tina smell —like Happy Meals™ and gold. The 
sound of fryers filled the air; while men, dressed 
in nothing but $ 100 bills danced around a make-
shift fire into which emeralds and diamonds were 
tossed haphazardly. I quickly left and passed all 
this off as a dream. But was it? Confused by 
such a surreal experience, I approached one of 
President Agresto’s top aides. At first, he denied 
all knowledge of a gym or weird behavior in 
Upstairs Weigle. However, I eventually per-
suaded him that I knew exactly what was going 
on. Under the condition of anonymity, the aide 
agreed to answer a few questions I had about 
the gym.

Q. What is all this talk of a statue?
A. Well, President Agresto demands that the 

gym have a 100-ft. gold statue of himself The
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agreement McDonald’s™ made was that in his 
right hand he must have a BigMac™, in his lap 
he must have a Ronald McDonald Beanie 
Baby™, and in his left hand he could hold any 
Great Book™ that talked about McDonald’s™ 
hamburgers.

Q. What Great Book deals with hamburg-
ers, much less McDonald’s hamburgers?

A. You’ll see.
Q. Wliat is this gym to John Agresto?
A. John Agresto sees this gym as an exten-

sion of himself In fact, he told me personally 
that “This is going to be the most ostentatious 
gym ever. I will be remembered for centuries.” 
I think he is a bit of a megalofraniac.

Q. Do you mean megalomaniac?
A. Yes. That is what I meant.
The aide then gave me the blueprint, along 

with notes by President Agresto, on the future 
gym. Apparendy, this gym will be the most effi-
cient and useful ever. Most gyms have three rac-
quetball courts. We will have 8 racquetball 
courts. Why do we have eight? President Agresto 
writes, “Even if 5 people at St. John’s are think-
ing about playing racquetball, there are still 3 
courts that will be open.” Also, we will have a 
pool, filled with liquid gold. Why? “Because gold 
looks better than water.”

In the foyer, a glass display will hold around 
500 piaures of President Agresto™, posing with 
members of the McDonald’s Family™, among 
these being Grimace, The Fry Guys, the 
Hamburgular, and Birdie to name a few. No-
ticeably missing, however, is Mayor 
McCheese™—next to the plan. President 
Agresto™ had scribbled, “I want to be Mayor 
McCheese™.”

The gym’s construction cannot be stopped. 
President Agresto™ writes in his “Notes on 
Gym” that those who resist the gym’s imminent 
grandeur will be like, “Whoppers™ in a Big 
Mac™ world.” Feeling powerless against such 
a marketing behemoth, I decided to embrace 
the gym in all its glory. And anxious to see how 
a construction company was to take on a ven-
ture so vast, I decided to walk down to the con-
struction site and talk to the foreman. The 
progress on the gym is so advanced the foreman 
did not even know where the gym was going to 
be— “Over here, (pointing to the arroyo),” he 
said, “over there (pointing to the tennis courts). 
Hey kid, move along and put you McHard 
Hat™ on, will ya.”



^'7THE-lylpON

GEAR THE LOCK
Perhaps in recent days or nights you have 

been strolling passed Clio dorm, and from 
within you have heard ooohhh’s and aaahhh’s 
resounding from the old dorm’s belly. And per-
haps you have heard voices crying out, “Gear it! 
Gear it!” and have wondered at the excitement, 
but have not ventured into Clio to find its cause. 
For you, friend, I have an answer.

Not so long ago, on a dark and moonless 
night, I dreamt that I was at the bottom of a 
deep, dark pit. All around me were walls so 
smooth that, try as I might,
I could not find a way t 
pull myself out. On th 
walls there was a gooey fur 
gus that dripped dow 
onto my clothes and int 
my hair, and seemed aboi 
to swallow me whole. Bi 
from above I suddenly pei 
ceived a glow descendinj 
floating, down to the boi 
tom where I was. And as 
came closer I could mak 
out its figure, and I sa' 
before me a gigantic glow 
ing Masterlock, which sif 
naled to me to take hold c 
it, and I wrapped my arir 
about its shackle. Then, 
floated slowly upward, an 
it pulled me up, away from 
the fungus, and out of the pit to safety.

At breakfast the next day, I related my vi-
sion to some other Clioians, and, to my aston-
ishment, they too had had dreams in which they 
were rescued by a gigantic Masterlock. Eben 
Lasker reported that in his dream a floating 
Masterlock came to his aid after his ship had 
wrecked in a stormy sea. He said that the Lock 
acted as his life-boat, and that, when he reached 
shore, it transformed into a beautiful woman. 
Joseph Buckley told me that in his dream he 
had fallen out of an airplane, and was plum-
meting to his death, when an enormous 
Masterlock swooped down out of the sky like 
an eagle, or a magic carpet, and caught him in 
mid-fall. Joseph said that then the Lock carried 
him all around the earth, and up into the heav-
ens, and dropped him on the moon. But what, 
we wondered, could this all mean?

The night after our collective vision we fi-
nally got our answer. It was about midnight, 
and, as usual, everyone in Clio was working

Regarding the most important thing that has happened, ever
by Brian Ballentine

busily on this or that. I was in my room pour-
ing over pages of Don Quixote. Suddenly, from 
out in the hall there came a deafening noise, 
like that of steel banging against concrete. I 
threw open my door and rushed out, in search 
of its source. There, just inside the dorm’s door, 
hanging from the banister, shaking violently 
back and forth, we beheld a locked Masterlock, 
glowing all a-green. And, written in the air like 
clouds, were the words “Gear the Lock.” “Gear 
the lock,” read Jerome Moroux, fellow Clioian,

and the words vanished. All at once the lock’s 
dial began spinning back and forth, and spun- 
out 10 to the right, 2 to the left, and 20 back to 
the right. I tried to pull it open, but I failed to 

gear it.
It was then that we all understood the im-

portance of Gearing the Lock. There must be 
some great power locked up in that lock, and, if 
we gear it open, then it must be good. We must 
do good, ergo, we must gear it open. And if 
perchance gearing it open has a bad result, i.e., 
releases ghouls and goblins, then we have still 
done good since we have good intentions, and 
even bad, when it is done with good intentions, 
is good nonetheless, for good is better than bad, 
and bad often becomes good. So we decided 
that, at all costs, we must Gear the Lock open, 
and release whatever power is inside it, be it good 

or bad.
Thus, we all decided to take shifts Gearing 

the Lock, so that someone would be gearing it 
all the time. We agreed that every member of

Clio must gear 4,000 combinations per day, so 
that we can gear it by the end of the year. But 
still, we realized that there are only 18 of us, so 
we sought greater manpower. We presented our 
reasoning for Gearing the Lock to Dean Carrey. 
He told us, “Never before have I heard of a more 
noble and worthy enterprise than Gearing the 
Lock, and I insist that at all costs the Lock be 
Geared.” Another high ranking school official, 
who asked to remain anonymous, said, “What 
fools we were when we decided to build a gym.

If only we could have used 
that money to Gear the 
Lock.”

Dean Carey, and Basia 
Miller, assistant dean, im-
plored us to show them the 
way to the Lock. We guided 
them down the happy path 
to Clio, and, as they ap-
proached the dorm, their 
eyes were all a-glow, like little 
children on their way to the 
playground. They practically 
skipped along. Ms. Miller, 
who had brought her Magic 
Eight Ball Future Telling Toy 
(M.E.B.F.T.T.) with her, 
looked at the Lock, and then 
atherM.E.B.F.T.T. And, ad-
dressing her M.E.B.F.T.T, 
asked, “M.E.B.F.T.T., is the 

combination of the Lock 07-22-34?” Via its 
Future Telling Viewing Screen (F.T.V.S.), the 
M.E.B.F.T.T. responded, “All signs point to Yes.” 
And so, taking the Lock in hand, Ms. Miller 
spun out the combination 07-22-34, and pulled 
on the Lock. Alas, she could not gear it. Nay, 
she could not gear it, not even with the 
M.E.B.F.T.T. What say ye now, skeptics? What 
say ye? The Lock has refuted the M.E.B.F.T.T. 
O, what power is this, this power of the Lock!

Ms. Miller, slightly disheartened but still in 
good spirits, offered Dean Carrey the 
M.E.B.F.T.T. But the Dean shook his head. He 
refused to Gear the Lock by any power but his 
own. And, sitting down on the step next to the 
Lock, he fell into deep meditation. For ten min-
utes full the Dean blinked not an eye, stirred 
not a finger. But suddenly, as if overwhelmed 
by some great insight, he seized the Lock, and 
turned 34-16-31, and tried to gear it. As he 
pulled down on the Lock, the lights flashed, and 
the ground shook, and the Lock changed col-



ors: black, green, pink, blue, red, gold, black. 
From within the Lock there came a voice. 
“Dean, Dean,” it rumbled, “this Lock is not for 
you to Gear.” But the Dean did not show fear; 
he did not back down. He shouted in at the 
voice, “I will Gear you Lock, and if not me then 
someone else! We will not rest until you are 
Geared!” Devin King, a Clioian freshman, 
caught up in the moment and blazing with pas-
sion, added, “I’ll Gear you Lock! Because I love 
you, I must Gear you!”

Needless to say, since word got out about 
Gearing the Lock, Clio has become a madhouse 
of Gearing. Gear-hysteria is sweeping like wild 
fire through Santa Fe. Thousands of letters pour 
in everyday su^esting combinations; the phones 
ring incessantly; spiritual enthusiasts line up 
outside, and most of them agree that the Lock 
has a soul. One Santa Fean said, “I get funny 
vibes from the Lock, like it’s searching for itself, 
like even it doesn’t know its combination.” 
Anthe Kelly, a Clioian, used tarot cards to find 
out more about the Lock. She reported, “The 
death card kept appearing, and the number 13. 
I’m afraid for the Lock.”

Who can Gear the Lock? The Dean has 
failed. The Assistant Dean has failed. Jan 
Arsenault, school counselor and tutor has failed. 
Mauricio, college security official and protector 
of all that is just and good, has failed. Kip 
Winger, Santa Fe resident and lead vocals and 
guitar in the 80’s Glamrock band Winger, could 
not gear the lock. Kip attempted to woo the 
Lock with a serenade. He sang his hit, “She’s 
Only Seventeen” to the Lock. IQp explained, 
after he had failed to Gear it, “Just as Orpheus 
softened stones with his lyre, so did I intend to 
woo the Lock with my hit song, ‘She’s Only 
Seventeen.’” Thanks, Kip, for the noble effort. 
Later, Kip spoke of his appreciation for the Lock, 
saying, “I had given up on the world, but Gear-
ing the Lock reminded me of all the beauty in 
life. So I am going back on tour, the Gear the 
Lock tour, and I’ll try to make some people 
smile.”

Thus we see the mighty virtue of the Lock: 
it makes people happy. How trivial do my old 
troubles seem now, with the Lock in my life. 
How easy life seems, how pretty, how pure, how 
true. And what joy will surely come to us all 
when the Lock is Geared! Who put the lock 
there? No one knows. But we do know that its 
more powerful than us, and we know that pow-
erful things are good. So, if it says, “Gear the 
Lock,” then we will gear it, oh yes, we will gear 

it.

The Mqon

ASK DAVE ADVICE-KOPF
by DmifWehkopf, '01

Note: David Westknpf is not a lu eni/d 
advice columnist. The views expressed here 
are intended solely for entertainment. Nei-
ther The Moon nor its stajf tales any re-
sponsibility for the actions of any person, real 
or fictional, who follows any advice fuen 

dn this column, unless it be good.
Since I’ve been here I’ve noiict d j dis-

tinct lack of a humorous, yet insightfu’, 
advice column in our beloved campus bi-
weekly. However, as neither a Freshman 
nor a Sophomore did I think my.self ca 
pable of imderiaking such ati underiau- 
ing as I now intend to undertake in i;tk- 
ing this column to put under niy bell. Bm 
now, yes now, oh how things will cF.ani'.e! 
I hereby GUARANTEE the vei y beM ad-
vice this periodical has to offer to all those 
who would .seek to have their private busi-
ness published for the entire coiiimuniiy 
in a humorous yet insightful foiinat. 
What’s more, if no one writes. 1 will make 
up my letters and their responses just for 
you. So, with no further ado, I present' 
my first letter.

*

iili

Dear Will,
The i^uestion of whether dr not'do 

mestic products are superior to. foreign 
ones goes back to caveman d-aysf-Socrates.' 
one <suclr caveman as mentioned above 
engaged dinosaurs in dialogues. OneWch 
dialogue'is called Meno, in whtcb'dur 
ancient hero refuses to speak to th 
meno^ur’s boy’“on tlie grounds thac^he 
not Greek. In fact, ail of our revered an| 
cient'Greeks hated foreigners'so much,'; 
they indiscriminately classified them as'! 
barbarians,

Dear Dave,
Freshman year, my car blew up in . 

Kingman, AZ. I put in a new engine,last 
year, but it blew up on the way home from 
Mr. Venkatesh’s house, Man, it was so 
hectic. Now I want to get a new car,'but 
since my last one was German, I am hesi-
tant to buy another foreign car. On the 
other hand, I hear American cars arc nor 
good or virtuous. How can I avoid fur-
ther fiascoes?

Will Bonner

Until approximately 1492, All Euro-
peans hated Americans so much, they 
w'ould not even acknowledge their exist-
ence. Not.even South Americans.

I therefore suppose it very good to fol-
low the wisdom of the Greeks and Euro-
peans in opposing foreign influence inany 
way. But, regardless of what kind of car 
you buy. I strongly recommend keeping 
oil in if ai all times.

Aren’i v.m king a little unie.tsonablc?

liiilililiiilBiliiMiiMiliP

DearOhjeeW-U

, c
I )ear Dave,
For some reason, I can’t get milk out 

of the metal udders in the cafeteria. How 
do you milk these funtiy cows? Also, what 

are the cows nam<.>"r 

'! Love,
{■ Greg Grillot

^ Dear Greg,
< The whole milfc,Jskim. and chocolate 
iws are named A4oo Moo,'Claude'; and 

Choco-Cow, respectively, .Unlike flesh- 
cow's, milk is taken from these metal ro-
bot cows of the future by lifting the metal 
ball attached to the tail; By the way,pur 
dining h^l robot-cows arc Y2K equipped 

and;will be hover converted for the neW:
milicnnium.J'tPi' 's

That’sWil firr this week. If you have a 
qiiestioi;. address it .to'me via campus-| 

mail. All rjuiMiims will get responses ex-i 
Lcpt the <.tupid ones. ' a

\ David Weiskopf
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THE BLEACHING OF ST. JOHN’S
On September 18,1999, there will be a party 

to welcome the freshmen class into a college free 
of the risque and problematic gatherings of past 
years. No longer will students have the choice 
of attending parties of a baser nature, rather we 
will all be free to leave such lesser leisurely pur-
suits behind.

In my humble opinion, this is what the ad-
ministration had in mind when it cancelled S 
& C. This is not an isolated decision; at last year’s 
Symposium seminar, alcohol was strickly for-
bidden by order of the dean. At the beginning 
of last year, President Agresto sent a letter to the 
college, decrying the traditional senior prank of 
the dean’s first lecture, as well as the yelling at 
convocation.

While the goal of these actions may be noble, 
and the activities questionable in some respects, 
I think the college community should pause 
before tossing out the baser activities of our cam-
pus. S & C has always been risque, but every-
one who attended it in past years did so by 
choice. No one was forced to go to S & C, and 
I seriously doubt anyone attended who didn’t

hy Edward Conway, '02

understand beforehand that it would be risque. 
In my humble opinion, many of those who at-
tended did so because they wished to indulge 
the baser side of their character. We all have a 
baser side, and what better place for it to be safely 
indulged then in a party where people freely 
agree to indulge it as a group? If we deny part of 
our soul a safe means of expression, then it will 
eventually find another, less safe means of ex-
pressing itself

An example of this is last year’s freshmen 
Symposium seminar. All freshmen seminar tu-
tors were ordered by the dean to strictly forbid 
alcohol. This was the denying of a tradition of 
moderate drinking at Symposium. This tradi-
tion mirrors the moderate drinking in the text, 
which leads to a loosening of our inhibitions 
and fears. In my humble opinion, this is a vital 
part of Symposium’s meaning. As a result of the 
dean’s action, many of the freshmen class chose 
to tty and keep the tradition in another form, 
by drinking beforehand. But because the tradi-
tionally moderate drinking was denied to them, 
they over-indulged in alcohol. The administra-

tion tried to put and end to a college tradition 
of safe and consensual indulgence, and the re-
sult was an ovet-indulgence that was far worse 
that would have been the case.

I worry what the outcome of the 
administration’s decision to cancel S & C will 
be. Moreover, I am concerned that the adminis-
tration did not even ask the student body or 
polity for input in the decision. Even if the ad-
ministration had said “S & C must be cancelled”, 
I am sure that the student body could have come 
up with an alternative to S & C that would be 
acceptable to all.

Part of this college’s greatness is the balance 
between the higher and baser parts of our soul. 
We have both intellectual contemplation and 
self-indulgent parties. By denying one, we risk 
harming the other.

I ask the administration, and the college 
community two questions:

1) Are we moving towards a campus where 
all traditionally-indulgent parties are prohibited?

2) Will this truly make for a better St. John’s?

TO ASK, OR NOT TO ASK...
by Jessica Peters, '01

Will Czechoslovakians or turtles 
be bom from your ashes?
Will your mouth kiss carnations 
with other, imminent lips?
But do you know from where death 
comes, from above or from below?
From microbes or walls 
from wars or winter?

—Pablo Neruda 
Much, if not most, of our time here at St. 

John’s centers around questions; figuring out 
how to answer them, deciding which ones are 
the right ones to ask, and, of course, question-
ing those men and women who for thousands 
of years have been questioning themselves and 
the world around them. What I’d like to know 
is: when do we stop questioning?

Alright, I admit it. I’ve got Descartes on the 
brain. And Monday’s seminar really started to
disturb me.......to tell you the truth, though, it
wasn’t Descartes himself who bothered me. It 
was the way my seminar dealt with the issue of 
doubt.

DOUBT, God forbid. Hah. Isn’t Monsieur 
D. merely bringing the patendy obvious to the 
forefront of our confused little minds when he

challenges us to doubt everything? Isn’t it a well- 
known but rarely admitted fact that we do not, 
in fact, know everything? That in actuality we 
know very little about anything? That, poten-
tially, all we can really be sure of is our own soli-
tary existence? Well, maybe that’s just me and 
Descartes.

So there I am, sitting in E.S.L., and nearly 
my entire seminar goes into convulsions over 
the philosophy of my dear French friend. This 
I was not expecting. Everyone seems scared of 
the “implications” of my aforementioned French 
friend’s suggestions. True, it may not be much 
of a bedtime story to be confronted with the 
fact that one cannot be sure of much in this 
world. But the night’s QUESTION was, I be-
lieve, intended to direct us toward the end of 
the process; in other words, I do not think we 
were meant to remain stranded in the quick-
sand of uncertainty. What Mr. Bybee wanted 
to know was: what are we left with at the end of 
these meditations?

My answer, quick wit that I am, was, “Ev-
erything, and then some.” The funny part about 
the whole thing is that I wasn’t being a smart-
ass when I replied. I really do think that.

Descartes not only stripped from us our blind 
assumptions and brought us to the point at 
which we regained some solid Truth, if you will, 
but also gave us a fabulous parting gift: one need 
never return to such depths again! We have 
ourselves, and thus God. We have God, and 
thus ourselves. We have God, and thus the 
world. What we have, as Mr. Caleb Thompson 
so aptly phrased it, is “an intimacy with 
God...such that we cannot doubt.”

What it seems to come down to is the fact 
that, yes, we doubt. But we do not doubt to no 
purpose. As Mr. D. says at the very end of his 
sixth meditation, “The hyperbolic doubts of the 
last few days ought to be rejected as ludicrous.” 
Hear that? LUDICROUS. Because we cannot 
function in the midst of such doubt. Because 
whether we doubt or not, the world moves on 
around us. Because it is laughable to doubt that 
which is readily apparent, were we only to see 
what is before us.

We do not doubt to no purpose. We doubt, 
that we may not doubt.

P.S. Remember that quote at the end of se-
nior year: “The hyperbolic doubts of the last 
few years ought to be rejected as ludicrous...”
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WHAT'S IN A PHONE CALL?
The Moon does not accept submissions 

through anonymous pen names, however, af-
ter review this article appeared to be one of 
the very few exceptions to our rule. As this is 
such a small community the request to hold 
back the name of this author seemed accept-
able to the editors because of the nature of the 
material within. —ed.

It was early May of last year, I was sit-
ting in my house waiting for a phone call. 
My thoughts weren’t really on what was at 
hand or what the consequences this phone 
call would have. Actually I wasn’t even wait-
ing for the phone to ring, it was my respon-
sibility to call the laboratory where my re-
sults were waiting. I had been down this 
road before, but this time something about 
the situation made me want to remain ig-
norant. I did not make the call. Instead I 
decided to go rent a movie and get a bottle 
of tequila. As I was pulling out of my drive-
way I realized that I would never make that 
phone call, I already knew the answer. A 
few hours later I went to work and then to 
seminar. I sat down next to this boy in my 
core group. Having a temporary lapse of 
fear, I quietly announced to his surprise that 
I had been infatuated with him for some 
time. That was the first time I realized that 
my life would be unavoidably different be-
cause of cancer.

I stumbled through the last month of 
school, and was able to maintain a little san-
ity. I felt weak, so weak that I had to cling 
to every bit of my ambition and pride to 
stop from crying. School ended and prom-
ises were made to my friends and that boy 
to get better and keep in touch. I went to 
live in a familiar place; I found a small 
trailer and me and my puppy set up house. 
June was a whirlwind. I had an operation 
and started radiation treatments. Yet, I was 
lonely. It is a strange feeling, something 
similar to being underwater and unable to 
hear or see clearly. Long waits in doctor’s 
offices, hospitals, and labs got to my head 
after awhile. So, to kill time I would drive 
to a friend’s farm about thirty miles away.

The farm was large, it had been in their 
family for about eighty years. These people 
were connected to the land. They had a veg-
etable garden, wildflowers, fields of alfalfa, 
and hundreds of red-winged blackbirds. 
This was all they had, it was all they wanted.

by Anonymous

There was no need for deep philosophical 
conversations. They did not ask what was 
good and bad, they just lived it. On my 
first visit I walked down the dirt road to 
visit the town’s cemetery. There in that cem-
etery, not even a mile away from their house, 
was their family sepulcher. The sight of it, 
so gray, so full, appalled me. How do people 
deal with ‘ mortality like that? was my only 
thought. How do you accept that you’ll be 
buried two minutes from the place you lived 
your entire life? I wondered around the 
cemetery reading each stone paying no more 
attention to one than the other. It was there 
that I found Susie and Joseph.

Not far from the sepulcher were two 
headstones. One was white marble, 
rounded and yellowed around the edges 
from age. No inscription on its face was 
left. Tough winters and the east wind had 
made the marble very smooth. The sun 
caught something on its base and my inter-
est was peaked. Pulling back the weeds and 
grass I found marbles embedded around the 
edges. Playing marbles, of all sizes and col-
ors. Some were missing, but most had re-
mained firmly in their concrete home. Be-
cause of the aging of the stone a metal place 
card had been pushed into the soil with the 
name of the occupant, Joseph E. Hager, 
1920-1937. Were they his marbles, this 
young man’s diversion? Across from Joseph 
was a pretty gray stone. The top had a large 
engraved bow with flowing tails, which you 
would expect to see on a wedding invita-
tion or a birth announcement. There was a 
name, Susie. Inscribed below that was: Wife 
of R.B. Gray. It seemed as if much time 
had been used to find both the delicate 
headstone and the chosen words. She had 
been someone’s Intended. I wondered if 
Mr. Gray had remarried, moved away, for-
gotten her. These two graves meant some-
thing. He was 17, she was 22. Brief 
candles. How did they die? How will I die?

I visited Joseph and Susie quite often. 
Usually every three or four days, sometimes 
more. I would lean my back against the nar-
row leaf cottonwood near them and pass the 
time. Sometimes I would dictate my affec-
tion to that boy, other time I would read 
the Fleur du Mai, but most of the time I 
would sit in silence. Many times I would 
stop my car on the drive and pick wildflow-
ers for them. I had never picked flowers
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for anyone before that. They always had 
new bouquets and sometimes I would read 
them sonnets or play Beethoven. For Inde-
pendence day I brought fireworks and hand 
squeezed, tart lemonade. There was a 
strange pleasure I always felt while there. 
A pleasure so real and deep that I wanted 
to share it. I attempted to explain Susie and 
Joseph to a woman I did not know well, but 
the way she pronounced the word “cem-
etery” made me want to scream. Only later 
did I realized then that her response was not 
unusual. Rarely do people want to view 
death and even rarer are the people who 
want to approach people that reside between 
the worlds of the living and the dead.

Summer and her wonder started fading 
and August came quickly. I had spent all 
summer wishing it would end. I was tired 
of blood tests, exams, radiations, and being 
away from my friends and that boy. Why I 
thought that all would be better in Septem-
ber I do not know. None of the things I 
was tired of have ceased, and my potential 
love faded quickly, but my friends have been 
wonderful. A sadness hangs in the soon- 
to-be autumn air, a thought that the thing 
I clung to this summer, the lesson that I was 
worried about forgetting, is slipping away. 
On these sunny September afternoons it 
takes a lot to talk myself out of driving 
there. The farms near the cemetery are cut-
ting hay now, and I can almost breathe in 
its rich dampness.

The staff and readers of TheMooti 
wt)uld like to thank Polity for sup-
plying U.S with a poi tion of the funds 
requiitd to bring The Moon to life. 
Foi those within Polity who held an 
ojiposing view to The Moon, i/c wel-
come your inipui through submis-
sions, SIS we do for the rest of the 
College cominuiMiy rheM-'on hviks 
forward to the next ir(,.iing vuili 
Polity in lioju-s o( tqiial .suppoit



WHERE DO WE GO FROM HERE?
One must be struck by a contrast, perhaps even 

a paradox, at the banning of this new school year. 
In President Agresto’s Convocation speech, he 
praised Saint John’s Collie as a learning commu-
nity. The following nigjit, during Dean Carey’s Lec-
ture “TheTrivium,” some students made their way 
to the podium and displaced the Dean. Althougji 
the Dean was in the midst of presenting somethir^ 
he takes very seriously—^and righdy so—the stu-
dents felt it necessary to present what they consid-
ered to be ‘The True Trivium’ of the Liberal Educa-
tion one gets at Saint John’s College. Their version 
went like this: Alcohol, Tobacco and Fornication. 
These two events both make claims as to what Saint 
John’s College is as an insdtudon, claims that seem 
mutually exclusive. Which claim is right, if only 
one can be? Or are both claims somehow right? 
Or, are there other alternatives possible beyond these 
claims?

Towards the end of last year. Saint John’s hosted 
a leaure concerning Phenomenology as Husserl 
presents it. One notion put forward during that 
lecmre might help us to answer the questions at is-
sue. This notion is re-presenting, or the notion that 
a memory or telling of a memory is a re-presenta- 
tion of something that has already happened. It is 
not a giant leap of the mind to see that all aaions 
one er^^es in ate also sorts of re-presentations of 
oneself—ones desires, hopes, feats, et al. One step 
further brings us to the realization that the actions 
of individuals re-ptesent certain institutions ofwhich 
they have been or are a part.

As students of Saint John’s CoU^, how do we 
re-ptesent Saint John’s Collie to the outside world? 
Last year at this time we foiled to do so satisfactorily. 
As upperclassmen will remember, we got a letter 
from the President saying that many of us had not 
aaed in a manner becoming SJC students. This 
year we have not received any letters yet, so appar- 
endy we have done pretty well according to the ad-
ministration. I’m curious, thougji, how well have 
we done in the minds of the parents present, in the 
mind of the Dean, in the eyes of our own litde com-
munity, in the eyes of the incoming Freshman— 
our newest members—but most importandy, how 
have we done in our own minds? How have we re-
presented vdiat we believe Saint John’s Coll^ to 
be?

What sort of an instimtion is Saint John’s Col- 
l^p? Do we re-ptesent that insdtudon foidy? The 
answers to these questions will reveal whether or 
not there is a paradox afoot at SJC.

In answering these questions, I will present a

by Tim Mitchell, '02

few of the alternatives that seem most probable:Is 
Saint John’s a money making machine? Somep>eople 
suspeCT this is tme because the college is selling such 
a unique produa: our rapidly filling brains. What 
is so unique about this produa? Don’t other col-
leges in our country sell pretty much the same thing? 
No, our brains are getting filled with some pretty 
unique stuff for this day and age. The population 
of our earth has a very low percentage of people 
with brains filled just the way we do. So we are a 
rare sort of commodity, for which we are paying a 
premium. I think, however, that most people at 
this college would say this oudook is perhaps tme at 
other schools, but it is not the case here. I, for one, 
do not believe this option to be the case, or else I 
would not be here. I doubt many others would be 
here either.

Are we an instimtion with a fraternity mental-
ity? By fraternity mentality, I mean a school where 
cliques of people break away from the population. 
Such schools also have a heavy atifiount of drinking 
partying, dri^ and fornication? The smdents at 
the Deans Lecmre say this is the case, but from the 
speech of the President, this is apparendy not the 
case. Who can we reasonably believe? Mr.Agresto 
referred to life in the dorms, at meals and all other 
social-activities as being a part of the classroom en-
vironment here at Saint John’s. Funny, I cannot 
recall seeing any Tutors in the dorms, or the Presi-
dent, or the Dean. I do occasionally see some Col-
lie staff, however, and those are the guys from 
B&G. I guess I never realized how gready the Presi-
dent, Dean and Faculty rely on them to prepare us 
for the classroom. Thankfully this is clearer now.

I’ve also heard it said that our instimtion is a 
womb, but a unique womb. For in the full time we 
are involved with Saint John’s—from the time we 
first heard about SJC, got excited about it, came 
here with a sparkle of hope in our eye, and a dream 
in our hearts—to the time when we finally leave 
Saint John’s. WTiether we leave for Law School, or 
Medical School, or to gain M.B As, or some other 
d^rees involving aaonyms after our name, or even 
just to survive and raise a family, we are cultivated 
so as to fit into modan society. Is this the case? I 
fear the answer, for I do not believe it is the intent of 
anyone here. I do not believe it is the intent of 
anyone Mio comes here to leam—to be fit into hu-
manity as a jeweler fits stones. I fear, howeva, that 
this may be the case. SJC makes those of us with 
many edgps and facets come to terms with die wodd, 
fit into the worid, make the wodd continue to woik 
as it is. This womb does not help to shape the world

for the bater, for instance, a shaping around the 
books that lead us all here to b^n with. Scott 
Buchanan, one of the two founders of the new Pro-
gram at SJC, was accused once of creating misfits of 
his students, “Misfits in the universe for the time 
being”. And so we are all misfits here, not quite 
fitting into society the same way anymore, but after 
the full 4 years, we are ready to walk out into America 
without much of a chance of altering it a whole lot. 
The formula, at least, has worked well so far—not a 
great deal has been changed in the U.S. by Saint 
John’s Craduates. The womb has formed us well.

There are many other humorous, oudandish, 
and serious examples of the type of institution Saint 
John’s Collie might be considered to be. I wonder 
though, since I sincerely WANT the President’s 
speech to be tight, why are we not more of a com-
munity—^as we sometimes can be for those rare 
moments in the classroom? I’ve thought long and 
hard about this, and I think I have the answer: It’s 
the books. Honesdy, who can be raised in the 
America of today, be forced to foce that reality every 
break, every trip into town, read all the books here 
at Saint John’s College, and still maintain sanity with-
out some substance, or other escape, to mitigate the 
rift oqxDsed. This rift surely grows greater and greater 
as one gets deeper into the Program, and so one’s 
need for something to assuage thegulfbecomes more 
and more necessary. Such a rift does not necessarily 
lead one in search of a community, at least not one 
wherein its individuals have respea for one another, 
with truth as its higjiest goal, or with virmous in-
tent. A least Saint John’s Collie doesn’t seem to 
have aeated any such communities ya, save for in 
speeches. These speeches migjit have a chance of 
becoming more of a reality, if we all start respecting 
one another more outside of the classroom. Maybe 
then we would see Tutors, the Dean, or the Presi-
dent walking about in our dorms. Who can say?

I did not write this article so that it migjit be 
labeled as ‘scathing diatribe’ or any other such para-
phrasing. I write this as a challenge. This challenge 
is to myself mosdy perhaps, but also to the rest of us 
who have a dream of discovering the greatest 
thoughts, the greatest music, the greatest laughter, 
the greatest sadness, the greatest passions, and to 
live with all of these things inside of us. This chal-
lenge also goes one step further—for each of us to 
share all these things with other people, even with 
each other, and to make the world better by re-pre- 
senting an insdtudon that means something to us 
in a world without many meaningful institutions.
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THE EVOLUTION OF HONESTY
by Anthe Kelly, '01

•k

“Why are you selling these for $ 1.09?”
“For you its a dollar, because you complain, di?” 
There is nothing like the power of speaking up. It 

can ^ you killed, and it can get you a discount on a 
soda. I guess it’s only a matter of rime. I am waiting to 
see 'wdiat the veidia will be for me here at Sc John’s. I 
got a “get the hell out of here” the other night vdien I 
was trying to spread a little good will. Butlamgetting 
better at handeling such lebufS. Especially the older I 
gee I find that people are more comfortable with you 
when you sdl out. It makes it easier for them to live 
with themselves, as well as to “accept” you. Hence the 
state of our country. There’s also this popular ^me I’ve 
noticed where selfcrridsm is uncool. It’s as if one has 
more status ifthey are above reproach. Theywilleven 
get anr^ant and defensive about ic Few people want 
others to be honest with them. This applies to instim- 
rionsaswellfourfineoneinduded). So,unfortunately, 
to speak one’s mind in the hopes of furthering collec-
tive growth often ends up isolating the ftw who try. 
But I’ve met some of these folks, and I’ll say th^ are 
much happier with themselves as human beings then 
the ones who are aftaid and/or are only “happy” when

they are in a drunken or drug-induced stupor.
In fki, for the “most intellectual coU^ in the 

country” I am surprised at the number of people who 
take refu^ in the dosed-off safety net provided by 
self-indulgence, exploitation and co-dependence. I 
find it more difficult, here, to have a “normal” conver-
sation about politics, or drug?, or relationships than I 
do with someone on the stieec Even writing these 
words makes me enviaon feces cringjng and defences 
going up: “who are yoa..” And I don’t write these 
thir^ because I hate Sc John’s, as some people have 
thoughc I write these things because I care about the 
human race, and it scares me to watch people dose 
themselves off and get comfortable in roles that b- 
hibit their growth. For instance, how many people 
walk ssffsf from this school with a d^ree that enables 
them to talk a lot of shit for the rest of their fives, to 
scoffat the worid, and take no action themsdves? Too 
many. It is too easy to sdl ouc They may end up with 
nice corporate jobs after they end their period of alco-
holism, and tdl themsdves that they are smarter than 
everyone, and the wodd just sucks, but at least they are 
making enou^ money to keep their asses comfort-

able. Too many people do this, and brilliant mbds 
and abilities are wasted. We need the good people, and 
the real people to get an education, such as the one 
offered at Sc John’s, so that they can share the powet, 
andbegb to tigjitall that’sawiym thiswodcL Andb 
the end, it doesn’t matter what actual job one holds, it 
is who one is, and what one staixls foe Youcanbean 
uncompromised street-sweqjer and be more human 
and influendal than a CEO who has sold out to 
Viacom.

I am writing this ri tu^ all of us, myself bduded, 
to stay open, and to keep pushing ourselves to evolve 
and devdop as human bdngs. need to question 
ouisdves, as wdl as the others, to make sure we are 
staying honesc I believe we have a unique environ-
ment at Sc Johns that has a great potential. We have 
opportunities here that are not available elsewhere (and 
I am not referring to the rampant destmedon and irre- 
sponsibifity). I believe that ifwe pulled together more, 
and mvested more b each other, we could reach new 
levels of understanding, action and ability. Strong b- 
dividuals are stronger en force.

Together we can gear the lodd

DISINTEGRATION, TOTAL, FOREVER?
Jacob Blakesley, '00

The shapes fly through my eyes,
almost as though they were living,
true-to-blood humans—but
in the realm of Hades,
there are only shadows,
figments of friends and family,
lovers left without a final caress,
dead poets who forgot their souls are on loan.

All around me is a bleak darkness, 
gradually and perpetually extinguishing my 

self—
where chaotic images vie for attention, 
for some sort of remembrance, 
however trivial, of the past 
where delusional reality compassed 
at least the bare moments of existence, 
where the stars glittered in the blackest of 

nights,
and the light from a woman’s body 
was still a happy mirage.

I remember myself standing next to fu-
neral after funeral,

grave after grave, mourning with a sorry heart 
and glad that I still was myself 
Now I am next to nothing, which is a hell in 

itself;
eternal sleep is denied me.

All around me, the shadows flit and whirl.

One of the philosophic shades tells me 
that this is only a dream of God, 
that we’re still in the mind of Him who created 

all.
I think the former flesh and blood philosopher 

is mad,
but when I turn to look at him closely, I see 

he’s asleep,
obviously dreaming this whole encounter.

Often I dream: deprived of body, sensual 
recollection

evades me in a sort of amnesia—even the 
soft flesh filling the tongue with its taste, 
the overwhelming sweetness.
I can think it, but not feel it.
Much like the earthly proofs of God.

How difficult to recognize one’s family 
and feel nothing for them!
Unable to embrace others, here, 
would make life hard,
if any emotion hadn’t been effaced upon en-

trance;
but this is undoubtedly worse— 
to see, for instance, your lover alone, huddled 

by a dead bush,
remember her only in a cerebral way,
and realize at once your complete annihilation.
For she was your life and now you feel nothing

and are nothing.
Often with what little energy I have,

I make my prayer to the Eternal,
praying for rest and repose,
knowing at the same time
its futility, as waves of prayer
disappear soundlessly into the cresting rivers.

Oh yes. I’ve thought of suicide.
But how do you kill yourself 
when you aren’t really living?

Rarely I experience a joy beyond words; 
grace from God, I suppose: 
when the notes of a soft penetrating harmony 
pierce my ears, in chords 
quiet beauty, wordless, 
as angels’ flights in the majestic sky, 
the heavenly instruments 
soothe my anguish 
with a touch like a lover’s, 
and I slowly let the angels pass by,

glowing in their reflection, 
the inner ashes sparkle once more, 

however briefly, and I am reminded 
of the walks along the shores, 

the melody of her voice, 
her tender embrace, 

the way she smiled as though 
the whole world were filling her with ecstasy.
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