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Letter From An Editor
Good-day, and welcome back. We at The 
MoonTAG wish to apologize for the 
amount of time it has taken for us to get 
this issue out to the school and our sub
scribers. We have had a host of hurdles 
that have caused us a great amount of 
grief and because of this it has been a 
great challenge to get this issue to you. 
As many of you know, several of the edi
tors were playing around with a little 
assignment called the Senior Paper and, 
as per St. John’s style, the editing staff 
caught the same illness that has run sav
agely throughout the campus. But we are 
now back, and we hope better than ever. 
To make it up to the campus, we are hop
ing that to increase the number of issues 
per month. What this means is that we 
need more campus involvement than 
ever. Do not wait for a deadline, start 
writing and send it to our email account:

{moontag@ stumail.sjcsf.edu).

We will be putting together a paper 
almost every week for the rest of the 
semester and we need you to allow us the 
opportunity to keep up this pace. Please 
help in any way you can. If you can’t 
write, then help us with layout. Can’t do 
layout? We can either train you or you 
can help us with a bunch of other things. 
C’ mon! It’s fun work, and it doesn’t take

that much time. A couple hours a week is 
all that we are asking, and the more peo
ple we have helping the less time every
one needs to put in. You can put down 
that book (or whatever you have in your 
hand) and work on the newspaper.

This issue is filled with both important 
and fun articles. After completing the 
most rigorous portion of the Art program 
at SJC, the seniors should especially 
appreciate the importance of Greg 
Grillot’s article on the theft of an irre
placeable painting from Weigle Hall. 
Emily Grave brings to us a piece on the 
who, what, when, where, and why of 
Senior Orals. Benjamin Hitchcock Cross 
has written an enlightened piece on 
Conference Services. And with my own 
gratuitous plug, Geoff Anger has come 
out from his dark cave to bring to light 
the atrocities of the Junior Skit.

With this I will conclude my letter with a 
great thanks to the campus for their con
tinued support and understanding, and 1 
sincerely hope that you enjoy this issue.

Keep writing, and keep reading,

Geoff

Addendum to Last Issue:
Tim King’s article”Famine in Mexico.” 
December 12th, 2000 was originally pub
lished by Border Information and Outreach 
Service, a project of the Interhemispheric 
Resource Center, Silver City, NM.

The Moon
pages 3-5
Letters & Opinions
page 6
Ranking of St. John’s... 
by W. Davis & J. Frishman 
page?
Stolen Painting 
reported by G. Grillot 
Dogs on Campus 
by B. Hindley 
page 8
The Nastiest Rocking... 
by L. Kirkland 
page 9
F-ing Moralism 
by T. White

Table Of Contents
page 10 page 16 TAG
Black History Month Two Dollar Pistol page 18-19
by J. Corona by E. Graves Fair Trade
page 11 page 17 by L. Staiano-Daniels
Senior Orals... Geoff Anger page 20
reported by E. Graves by G. Petrie Johnnies In Space
Film Society Notes A Column by L. Conway
by G. Vecchitto 
page 12-13
Conference Services... 
by B. Hitchcock Cross 
page 14
Idiot-In-Chief 
by J. Crotty 
page 15
Bush Bombing... 
by B. Hindley

by T. King page 21
San Jon, A Story 
by G. Petrie 
page 22
Untitled
by J. Vonnahme
page 23
A Tribute to Tim Horton 
page 24
Credits

2



Letters & Opinions
In Response to Ms. Hurowitz's inquiry:

In a recent issue of the MoonTAG, Ms. Erin Hurowitz raised a question about the fate of the Roe v. Wade decision among the 
Senior readings. Where did it come from? Where did it go? That sort of thing. As the head of this year’s official MoonTAG op-ed 
staff responsible for responding to just this sort of thing, I took it upon myself to do a little informal research by having a brief inter
view with Mr. Carey, who was the man in charge when the decision was put on and then taken off a few years later. Please keep in 
mind that none of what I write here should be taken as direct quotes or views attributable to Mr. Carey, nor have 1 actually checked any 
of my facts. The reader is rather advised to take my words as ill-considered, rash commentary on a sensitive subject.

The Instruction Committee decided to add Roe v. Wade to the list of Senior readings a httle over ten years ago, during the height 
of the crystal cola and Supreme Court rulings fads. Everyone wanted to read fewer and fewer great texts and more and more texts that 
are merely of historical and political significance that should only really be considered great when viewed from a sort of meta-text 
standpoint, as in, “What does it say about this people in this time that they decided this and such about the distinction between human
ity and sub-humanity, and chose to do it in a court room?” It was all the rage. When Roe v. Wade was taken vis a vis Dred Scott, a very 
interesting conversation may have ensued, possibly with the above hypothetical quotation as an opening question.

Soon, however that fad passed into obscurity with Alf t-shirts and slap bracelets, not to mention hypercolor. As Hegel says 
“[Supreme Court rulings on the St. John's program are] and remain for us, on the side of [their] highest destiny, a thing of the past.” 
Hegel was albeit speaking about art here, but the thesis still stands. Conversations were lively and informative; students and tutors alike 
examined long-held ideas from hitherto unexplored viewpoints; but the Blind Melon Bee girl had come and gone, and so had Roe v. 
Wade. One tutor has gone on record as saying that the Roe v. Wade decision is “written real bad” and “It’s just a dumb reading. I mean, 
I hate it. It just sucks.”

As for the stories about the reading being too controversial or too personal for a number of students, they have but precious lit
tle ground as their foundation. A few students did face emotional crises in reading a document that so closely touches their lives, to be 
sure, but I’d wager that this text caused little more of the pain and emotional duress that is so dear to us in this ongoing process we call 
learning than do Oedipus Tyrranous, Genesis, Kant, or the Brothers Karamazov currently, to name just a few. If a few students did raise 
a complaint about the text, and the instruction committee responded to that complaint by removing the offending reading, chances are 
they did so not because our texts are meant not to offend us students, but rather because this text did not offend in the way that only a 
truly Great Book can offend.

David Weiskopf, ’01
Head of Op-Ed

The yearbook has been named!
The winner of the naming contest was Gnomon, with 29 votes The tallies for the other names were as follows: The Gearbook—28 votes. 
Phlogiston—24, Grout—18, Logos—18, The Almagest—13, The Stanley Standard—7, La Communaute—3, The Platypus—3, See Texas 
and Die—3, and Stan—1. Thank you to all those who submitted names and to everyone who voted.

Erin Hanlon, ’03 
Yearbooker

On December 14, 2000, my car was towed from the Weigle parking lot, where I had accidentally left it overnight. This was a 
mistake on my part, and I accept its costs in both money and inconvenience. However, upon returning to school this semester, I found 
a report of the incident in my mailbox. This report, apparently filled out by Mr. Chipman, detailed my offense and included a descrip
tion of my car. In two separate places, the security officer felt compelled to comment on the cleanliness of my vehicle, stating that the 
car was “dirty inside and out” and “full of junk.” While I certainly admit to clutter, and realize that a full description of the car is no 
doubt required for legal purposes, I feel his choice of words was unneccesarily derogatory and condescending towards my personal 
habits, which are none of Security’s business when inside the boundary of the law. The St. John’s security office often finds itself ill- 
respected by students. Perhaps some of this disrespect is a result of their disrespect for us, illustrated in cheap shots like the one above. 

Anna Perleberg, ’02 
Irate Student
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Letters & Opinions, Continued
Dear Mr Mehlhaff and Mr Petrie,

I read the letter from Mr Colin King in the December, 2000 issue of MoonTAG with some concern for keeping the lines of communi
cation clear regarding the student life study I am conducting. I thought it might be helpful to provide some background and clarification 
about the objectives of the study, hence this letter. I wrote to MoonTAG in October of last year, but am not sure if the letter was published or 
not, so I will start at the beginning.

Last fall when attending the Graduate Institute I volunteered to conduct a smdy on how to enhance student life at the College. I made 
the offer to Jim Carey who was then Dean. As an organizational psychologist I make my living doing such studies (usually for companies), 
and thought it would be an interesting project that might have some value to the College. I have found my studies in the GI to be great fun 
and over a period of years have come to love the institution for its intellectual life and the quality of the conversation that goes on; not an 
easy one to find.

I wrote a proposal to conduct the study and discussed it with a cross section of leaders in the College community on both campuses, 
including the deans, presidents, assistant deans. Student Life Committee, undergraduate and graduate students, alumni and members of the 
Board, especially the Visiting Committee. I found that everyone I talked to showed interest, though for different reasons, in knowing more 
about the things that contribute to the quaUty of student hfe at St. John’s. Some of the reasons for this interest are: 1) A sense that student 
life could be better and concern for how to enhance it. 2) A report by an accrediting committee criticizing the College for a disparity between 
the quaUty of intellectual life in the classroom and hfe on campus 3) Interest in knowing what kinds of issues stand in the way of high qual
ity student hfe, and what things are most valued by students.

With these things in mind I designed the study to include a random sample of 40 undergraduates, (graduates will be added also), and 
thirty faculty members. I decided that an interview format would Ukely work best in the St. John’s environment and should center around 
the question of how to improve student life, provisionally defined as “level of positive engagement between the student and the institutions 
of the College”. Interviews would take place individually and in small groups and would be followed by a survey that I developed for the 
project. The survey would ask a broad range of questions based on a brief review of the hterature on the subject, conversations with a cross 
section of the community, and review by the Student Life Committee (made up of faculty, staff and students).

During November and December I interviewed 33 undergraduate students and 30 of them completed the survey. I found the interviews 
to be lively and interesting. Each conversation opened with the question “Given this definition of ‘quality of student hfe’(above), what are 
the things that contribute to high quaUty student hfe, and what are the things that detract from it?” A broad range of issues have been dis
cussed in each meeting, from experience in the classroom to hfe in the dorm, food quality, social hfe, drug and alcohol use, interactions with 
mtors, and interactions with the College administration.

I plan to interview and survey tutors in January and Febmary and then write up a summary of findings from both students and facul
ty. A copy of the summary will be made available to the College community.

I hope this clarifies what the objectives and plans for this project are. If anyone would Uke additional information I would be pleased 
to speak with them. 1 can be reached on campus through the mail, or at 995-9707.

Yours truly,
Tom Krause

Dear Mr. King,

Your letter in the December MoonTAG deserves a response from me. I shall make it as brief as possible.
Ms. Basia Miller, Ms. Jan Arsenault, Mr. Alan Hamilton and I met several small groups of students on Wednesday afternoons during 

fall semester to gain (using your words) “a better sense of some of the needs of the students.” Students were invited to these meetings accord
ing to their places of residence on campus. No agenda was prearranged. Students who accepted the invitation introduced a great range of 
topics. We found the conversations both reveahng and helpful. In December President Balkcom initiated the first of a series of monthly 
Wednesday afternoon conversations with students. All students are invited and the agenda is open.

Dr. Thomas Krause has written to the MoonTAG giving an account of his study, and eventually a full report will be pubUshed. Members 
of the Student Life Committee welcomed his proposal to conduct a study, not as a substitute for direct conversations with students, but as a 
helpful supplement to such conversations.

As I understand it, one of the principles of his study is the importance of random sampling. We assumed that some students initially 
selected would not participate and that substitutes would then be randomly selected.

In fact, I must now apologize for ignoring your heartfelt and reasonable communication to me and for treating it as a mere ephemera 
of the selection process.

Sincerely yours,
Timothy Miller 
Interim Dean
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Letters & Opinions, Continued
Dear Mr. Miller,

I wish to thank you for your response dated January 15, 2001, which you also sent to the MoonTag, regarding my December letter to the 
MoonTag on Dr. Krause’s survey of student life on the St. John’s College campus.

I was, however, not satisfied by your placations. Your comments were either intolerably vague or do not at all attempt to address the con
cerns that 1 raised in my letter to you or to the MoonTag. As the primary example of your engagement with the student body, you mentioned 
that you, along with Basia Miller and the school therapists, met with students during the fall. These meetings are in the right direction and 
are exactly what I suggested in my letter to you. But they are not enough. These meetings must continue over the spring semester, not just 
the fall semester. In addition, I am positive that the members of the student body would appreciate hearing any thoughts on improving the 
St. John’s experience that you took away from those meetings. On top of that, how were people notified of these meetings? I was com
pletely unaware of them, which indicates to me that your office needs to better advertise them.

Your letter also fails to address my most important question: what was the purpose of the study? Several students, including a member of 
the Student Life Committee, voiced concern with the administration’s intent. It was felt that the administration was not being forthright with 
the student body. I beUeve that the student body would appreciate hearing from you what the administration intends to do with the Dr. 
Krause’s study.

I hope that we can clarify these concerns, and that you recognize the depth to which they go. Although this letter is in regards to an aca
demic study conducted by the worthy Dr. Krause, these are in essence concerns of an endemic problem here at St. John’s College. This prob
lem is principally the lack of communication between students and administration which in turn breeds a lack of understanding on both sides. 
This lack of understanding affects the school now and will continue to do so until every class is in contact with the administration and is 
given a clear understanding of the goals of Weigle Hall. One obvious problem that is arising now is the lack of understanding shown by the 
current Senior Class on the subject of alumni participation's affect on the school’s ability to raise funds.

I would like to end this letter on a more appreciative note. I am very excited by President John Balkcom’s efforts to be available to visit 
with students. He eats in the dinning hall with students on a regular basis and is planning another pubUc discussion with the student body, 
like that held on December 12th, this coming Febmary 28 at 4:00 PM. I would like to thank you for your efforts in this and I hope that you 
will follow Mr. Balkcom’s suit by visiting more regularly with the student body.

Sincerely,
Cohn King

I
I
I
I

Note From the MoonTAG Editors
The MoonTAG would like to make a call out to all those who may be interested in assisting us 
for the rest of the semester. We need plenty of people to help us still. The positions that need 
to be filled are: layout people, copy editors, comic artists, general writers, and the like. You do 
not need to give us a huge commitment, but we do need more help. Please, if you can assist 
us in any way, come to the next MoonTAG meeting. There will be signs posted shortly, -ed.

I
I
I
I
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A Ranking of St. John’s Program
Philosophers

Following the Ingenious System of Voltaire

O
ne day Cunegonde, while walking 
near the house, in the little wood that 
was called the “park,” saw Doctor 
Pangloss among the thickets giving a lesson 

in experimental physics to her mother’s 
chambermaid, a very pretty and very docile 
little brunette. As Miss Cunegonde had a 
considerable inclination for the sciences, she 
observed breathlessly the repeated experi
ments to which she was witness; she saw 
clearly the doctor’s sufficient reason, the 
effects and their causes, and went away thor
oughly agitated, deeply pensive and com
pletely filled with the desire to be learned. - 
Voltaire, Candide. chapter 1

In revisiting this remarkable passage 
by one of the West’s finest minds, we were 
struck by the ease with which philosophic 
systems might be ranked, did we but possess 
the proper acquaintance with their founders. 
Unfortunately, great thinkers throughout his
tory have been remarkably coy on the sub
ject; but their writings afford ample clues, 
provided they are examined with a properly 
critical eye. Therefore, we humbly present 
our ranking of the great philosophers of the 
western world; whether its order be ascend
ing or otherwise will depend on whether the 
reader’s sensibilities be coarse or gentle.

Socrates: “How is it that some people enjoy 
spending a great deal of time in my co 
pany? You have heard the reason, gen
tlemen; 1 told you quite frankly.” 

Diogenes (the Cynic): “1 pissed on the man 
who called me a dog. Why was he so 
surprised?”

Epictetus: “...one fully assured that he was 
the kinsman of the gods.”

Berkeley: “Doth it not rend and divide the 
fibres of flesh?”

Heracleitus: “It is not to be searched out and 
is difficult to compass.”

St. Augustine: “All around me, thus fornicat
ing, there echoed, ‘Well done! Well 
done!”’

William Davis (’02) & Jackson Frishman (’01) 
Keeping It Real Correspondents

Macchiavelli: “Oh, oh. Saint Pucio’s pussy! 
This man’s growing suppler and suppler 
in my hands!” \Seno\is\y-Mandragola\

St. Anselm: “...greater than which nothing 
can be conceived.”

Lucretius: “...Whence he as a conqueror 
reports/ What things can arise to being.”

Montaigne: “They bud and put out there and 
afterwards shoot up vigourously and 
grow to prodigious bulk.”

Leibniz: “The imperfections of creatures 
come from their inherent limitations; 
whereas those creatures least possessing

limits (e.g., in extension) are considered 
most perfect.”

Pascal: “...the sensibility of man towards 
small things and his insensibility 
towards the great- a strange reversal.”

Maimonides: “.. .a thing which is long, short, 
straight, curved, etc...”

Meister Eckhart: “Young man, 1 say unto 
thee, arise!”

Hume: “...not deterred from embracing any 
conclusion, by its unusual appearance.”

Kierkegaard: “The passion of my admiration 
could not be appeased without embrac
ing that glorious man.”

Rousseau: “The more of this force it expends 
on its own members, the less it has left to 
employ.”

St. Thomas Aquinas: “It would seem that any 
perfection of the body is unnecessary for 
man’s happiness.”

Locke: “Men’s partiality being boundless, 
boundaries are of little consequence.” 

Bacon: “.. .far inferior to other parts...” 
Plato: “Scarcely enough for the one-drachma 

course, to say nothing of the big fifty- 
drachma course.”

Parmenides: “Is one of us to have a portion 
of smallness, and is smallness to be larg
er than that portion which is a part of 
us?”

Marx: “It wears dirty linen and does not 
smell of rosewater.”

Martin Luther: “Suffice it to say that no one 
needs to be ashamed over how God has 
made or created him.”

Kant: “In respect of its actuality under 
empirical conditions, 1 am saying very 
little [italics Kant’s].”

Spinoza: “...an attribute to which nothing 
can be attributed...”

Hobbes: “...nasty, brutish, and short...” 
Aristotle: “Thinking it qua concave, if it 

were actually so to think it, it would 
think it apart from the flesh in which 
concavity is present.”

Nietzsche: “...shriveled into a mendacious 
caricature...”

When those around you turn towards 
the comforts and consolations of celestial 
spheres, prime movers, “passages through 
which the effluences make their way” 
FMeno. 76c], unsullied forms, you may seek 
solace in larger things, a philosophy of 
unimaginable greatness. Or if, fortunate 
reader, another should turn to you for that 
which philosophy has not provided, you 
may wholeheartedly revel in your metaphys
ical endowments.



The Stolen Painting
by Greg Grillot, ’01

William Lumpkins, “one of the most 
important figures associated with the art of 
New Mexico,” often wore a flat-brimmed 
Stetson with a cowboy scarf tied around his 
neck as he strolled around downtown Santa 
Fe. Sometimes he would encounter the pas
sive solar buildings he designed, like the 
De Vargas center, the Inn at Loretto and La 
Fonda. Sometimes he would walk into 
Weigle Hall at St John’s College and see his 
paintings peering back at him. He painted a 
set of three watercolors in 1972 and gave 
them to the college in 1974. Mr. Lumpkins 
helped to found the Santa Fe chapter of the 
American Civil Liberties Union and the com
munity made him a “Santa Fe Living 
Treasure” in 1998. He died last year, at the 
age of 90.

On Tuesday January 23rd, 2001, only 
two paintings hung in the stairway leading 
from the Weigle Hall basement. The third 
watercolor disappeared! After a quiet stay of 
seventeen years, somebody tore the painting 
off the wall and took it, and the painting 
could not be replaced owing to Mr. 
Lumpkins' recent death.

Paint Theft Correspondent
Ginger Roherty, Director of the Annual 

Fund, expresses her hope that the painting’s 
disappearance is a prank and not a theft since 
“the painting has great sentimental value for 
the college.” She recalls the disappearance 
of tutor Mr. DeLattre’s portrait a few years 
ago. The portrait eventually turned up 
undamaged at the end of the school year. 
Security Officer Charlie Chipman also hopes 
that the painting’s removal is a prank, but he 
stresses the act’s seriousness. He says: “The 
theft of this painting is a felony, and a felony 
never leaves your record. Furthermore, even 
if the school presses no criminal charges, 
such a prank will appear on academic records 
and could influence later schooling or job 
prospects. It would be unfortunate for a 
prank to have such consequences.” For these 
reasons. Ginger will accept the painting with 
“no questions asked.” Her extension is 6099. 
Furthermore, local art galleries know about 
the disappearance of this painting and so they 
will prevent any attempted sale. The paint
ing’s disappearance calls forth some general 
questions about student life.

How far should we take our pranks.

then? Having fun and getting rowdy is okay, 
and for some people a release. But vandal
ism and the theft of irreplaceable college 
property goes too far. How many times have 
I read Hans Von Briesen’s “this Laboratory is 
based on trust” on the walls of the lab rooms 
and agreed with the claim? Despite these 
signs, someone took several expensive 
microscopes from ESL this year; the col
lege’s tools of learning suffered. Two years 
ago, somebody smashed The Ancient Man 
statue in the Schepps garden outside 
Peterson. This differs even from the cam
pus’s aggravating and frequent bottle break
ing since a piece of beauty was the victim. 
Luckily, the artist made us another statue, 
and the damage disappeared. But the obvi
ous question calls: In tight of our common 
goal at this college, how are these acts of 
theft and vandalism possible? Such acts 
imply a complete disrespect for the college’s 
property, and this disrespect certainly beto
kens a deeper disrespect, even hatred, for the 
college itself. So please, return the painting 
(and the microscopes!).

Dogs On Campus!!!
a special report by Blake Hindley, ’04

Dogs! Canines!! Domesticated forest- 
mongrels!!! CanisfamiliarisWW Call these 
hideous hair-ridden beast-monstrosities 
what you will, but one terrifying fact 
remains the same: an alarmingly large num
ber of “dogs” have been spotted on campus 
lately, suggesting an incursion by these 
death-mammals and their comrade “fleas.”

All mankind knows of the degradation 
of society imminent once such wolf-muta
tions prevalently roam about without leash 
nor collar. Odor of a different variety than 
the usual Unwashed Hippie Smell shall per
ambulate our sacred halls, and the habit of 
dogs to be either spayed or neutered might 
even encourage some lesser-minded stu
dents to adopt similar bodily features them
selves. Over $2 billion worth of food is 
devoured annually by the dogs, a good por
tion of this by that heathen Taco Bell 
Chihuahua, the most horrifying example of 
the depravity to which such creatures will 
succumb. The quality of Aramark food will

Dog Hater Correspondents
be completely overlooked by these blood
thirsty canine-demons.

No matter how feared such Gothic leg
ends of the mongrels may be, it has not pre
vented some exceptionally liberal-hearted 
students and tutors to take actual comfort in 
the presence of these unnatural mutations of 
nature, presumably as the sub-species’ prox
imity makes the foolhardy “master” feel 
superior in comparison. It greatly dismays 
this reporter to realize that many apparently 
“educated” members of this blessed institu
tion frequently associate with the lowly non
human monsters in all their breeds.

Specific instances of depravity on the 
part of homo-sapiens to introduce the for
eign “dog” genus into our human-based 
community stand out as events most shock
ing to the Christian readership of the 
MoonTAG. Recently, freshman Corey 
Townsend has offered view of her fiendish 
canine, actually christened “Casanova” as if 
it were a beast deserving of moniker and

title, to fellow learners on campus. The ani
mal was known to consistently attack others 
without warning, especially those carrying 
young pizzas. According to friends of the 
dog-owner, Casanova dislikes those who are 
stressed-out and wishes to gnaw at the very 
meat of their bones in a bestial, dog-tike 
manner while slobbering rabidly.

But impish mongrel-harboring is not 
relegated merely to students, as tutors tend 
to be the most hideously revolutionary and 
avant-garde in their treatment of the despi
cable canis familiaris as subjects worthy of 
human domestication. A most heretical 
tutor, one Ms. Rehmeyer, will often provide 
asylum and sanctuary for her carnivorous 
quadmped hell-hound, “Ruby Jean,” in her 
freshman math class.. The ravenous, meat- 
obsessed beast will not even participate in 
the intellectually-fueled discussion on 
Euclid, rather opting to lazily loaf about in

continued on page 8



The Nastiest Rocking of Rocking Nasty
by Luke Kirkland, ’04

M
any of you attended last 
November’s ironically disastrous 
success of a party known as 
"Rock You Nasty," and while some of you 

heard of or even observed the ramifications 
of that little shindig, many are as of yet 
unfamiliar with both the party itself and the 
events succeeding it. For that reason, and to 
avoid any future issues with party throwing, 
I ask you all to gather your blanket and pipe, 
relax in your reading chair, and enjoy the 
sad tale to follow.

I believe it was a cool Saturday night, 
when the moon sailed at half-mast and the 
winter chill bit playfully on your exposed 
face like a puppy eager to test its canines 
with its still underdeveloped jaw muscles. 
As one walked around campus, signs with a 
confrontational Uncle Sam read not “I Want 
You,” but “I Will Rock You Nasty,” and 
requested his subject to saunter down to the 
Lower Commons building for an evening of 
booty-shaking and jovial merriment; an 
evening deserving of the finest meats and 
cheeses of the land. As preparation ensued, 
a curious melange of decorations adorned 
the walls of the aforesaid location: stream
ers, a plastic buffalo skull, a weaved 6x4 
net of hghts/$15.95 waste of money; and the 
sound system, post-technical difficulties, 
began to emit the pulsating frequencies of 
sweet, sweet music. Slowly the attendees 
began to arrive, stepping cautiously into the 
space in which they would surely be rocked 
with all nastiness, and as these brave indi
viduals gathered to test Uncle Sam’s reha- 
bility, the event ensued. Music throbbing, 
people dancing, the chatter of joyous con
versation, the bright wind of laughter from 
yon green valley: these, my Mends, these 
are what make a party, and these are what 
made this party, and oh were they rocked 
nasty indeed. But nevertheless, there are 
apparently other things that make parties as 
well...or at least this party.

Relatively soon into the evening it per- 
chanced to occur that an individual whose 
identity shall remain anonymous (though he 
employs his skills at this exemplar of jour- 
nahstic excellence) decided chairs suited 
not his weary bottom, but that the cool, 
smooth, and seemingly unyielding and 
impervious porcelain sink should better ful
fill his body’s desire. Indeed it did, and

indeed it proved quite yielding and quite 
pervious, leaping from the wall under the 
weight of his leisure and spewing forth gal
lon upon gallon of tap water, soaking those 
near the source of the calamity and thor
oughly entertaining the rest. For from 
hearsay, another individual whose identity 
shall also remain anonymous (though he 
presided over the subsequent Student 
Review Board meeting) thought the scene’s 
ludicrousness quite similar to scenes from 
the silver screen, scenes depicting sub- 
mersibles in combat which, in the wake of 
attack, find themselves trudging through 
spraying water, and in the spirit of the 
moment harkened to his men such things as 
“we’ve been hit,” “she’s going down,” 
“secure the latch,” “man the escape boats,” 
and other like absurdities. Yet a hero mani
fested himself from midair it seems, a latent 
plumber in the guise of a student and, in a 
jiffy, had secured the area from any further 
calamitous leakage and flooding.

And so the band played on, as the saying 
goes, and people were oh so rocked nasty. 
But unbeknownst to we merry fellows, a 
prospective tutor perchanced to be staying 
in the apartment directly connected to the 
Lower Commons building (whoops) and 
due to the noise of the joyful frohcking pen
etrating through the walls, his night of much 
desired rest was unwillingly sacrificed, 
playing much the Clytemnaestra sacrificing 
her Iphigenia to our Agamemnon and his 
Achaean expedition. Frequent calls to secu
rity woefully pleading for the party to end 
transformed into security asking us to turn 
our music down, a reasonable request, 
which we abided. A second time security 
arrived asking the same to be done and 
warning that if they arrived a third time, our 
rocking of nastiness would cease and those 
individuals responsible for the party would 
be written up in a security report. And so 
the party continued in its festivity until 
around 2:00 in the wee hours of the morn
ing.

Being a thoroughly rocked nasty group of 
party throwers, in a brief council all mem
bers agreed that cleaning after a long night’s 
sleep proved more feasible than cleaning in 
our exhausted state. And so we slept and 
dreamt our dreams of clowns making bal
loon animals out of polish sausage for the 
amusement of the members of the UN 
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Defense Council during an emergency ses
sion deciding whether they should serve 
duck r orange or filet mignon to the starving 
people in Ethiopia and whether Djibouti and 
Burkina Faso should be invited to their next 
meeting to play Duck, Duck, Goose and 
Double Dutch while sipping on some siz- 
zurp, and soon woke up to embrace the day 
with open arms. Yet, by the time we man
aged to muster up the energy to make the 
Lower Commons impeccably clean, such 
had already occurred. For unbeknownst to 
us, security entered the scene’s aftermath 
early that morning, witnessed the mess left 
and especially the damage to the sink, called 
in the unfortunate Mr. Robert Gallegos from 
Buildings and Grounds on his day off as he 
was preparing to go to church, and request
ed his presence to clean our shameful mess 
for us. And so unawares of the situation, we 
all went off to our studies congratulating 
ourselves for a party well done and a party 
mysteriously cleaned.

Three weeks later we, being those who 
threw the party and the individual responsi
ble for the utter demise of the sink, 
received startling notices in our mailboxes 
that we were to attend a hearing with the 
Student Review Board for our apparently

cont’d on next page as “Rocking”

Dogs on Campus cont’d from page 71

the sunlight, only to budge and howl most! 
horrendously when the sun departs and it! 
must relocate itself to another region on the! 
floorboards. Worst of all, the company of! 
such a non-participant in class brings down! 
the overall fervor for knowledge which! 
would ordinarily thrive in such a setting. !

Further dilapidation of culture is yet! 
to come, as tittle-tattles have been circulat-! 
ing as to the possible pet-hood of even less! 
evolved beast-creature-animals, such as! 
“skunks” and a “flying pink rat.” Let us not! 
forget, however, in this time of sin, the! 
redeeming words of our holy Student! 
Handbook on page 49: “Except for fish inj 
small aquaria, residential students are not! 
permitted pets in the dormitories, suites or! 
apartments.” Take these inspired verses! 
into your heart, gentle reader, lest ignorance! 
of them shall lead to further descent into the! 
fiery pits of Dog Hell. !



F***ing Moralism
by Tobias White, ’03

Vandalism, as defined in the 
American Heritage Dictionary: “The will- 
full or malicious destruction of public or 
private property, especially of anything 
beautiful or artistic.”

Reality experienced six thefts this 
year. The student-involving lower-com
mons’ renovations ‘effort’ suffers repeated
ly, costing lots of that ‘money’ stuff, and 
many more hours of volunteer and paid 
labor, not to mention our reputation to our
selves, and to those adult donors and 
administration-people, too.

Broken glass, burning chairs... there 
is a lot more stuff we could throw in, but 
I’m writing this because Tm mostly con
cerned about us. The people behind the 
delinquencies, and the people who see the 
aftermath and decide to do nothing but feel 
sick about our community.

Maybe we should let people redefine 
‘vandalism’ as ‘repeated fun times!’ or 
‘misdirected, passionate acts of drunken 
revelry!’ Or how about: ‘getting even with 
the school!’ Yo Ho! Glory to the A**holes! 
While the rest of us just look down and

Rocking
continued from previous page

unauthorized engagement. Yet, having dis
covered the single most fortunate loophole 
in the student handbook on page 33, which 
reads: “Students must receive written per
mission from the Director of Residential 
Life for parties held in Peterson Student 
Center, the upper dormitory common room 
or for special occasions, the upper Placita 
area or the Meem Library Placita,” (yet 
does not mention anything of Lower 
Commons), we could think of no legitimate 
reason for our guilt and the entirely absurd 
situation began to seem like a Coen 
Brothers film written by Samuel Beckett. 
And by the time the date of trial arrived.

shrug, then pat ourselves on the back for 
not being one of them, and walk away.

Active ignorance can happen when 
someone chooses to feel isolated, rather 
than give a swing at actively making some 
change. It seems to be one of those aspects 
of humanity that, left alone, will slowly 
destroy us like a cancer unless we regularly 
motivate ourselves to grow beyond that 
lounge-chair slumping animal and back 
into that ‘greater form of being’ we so- 
famously idealize about.

Please don’t think I’m talking about 
going to church, now, or god forbid, about 
understanding your seminar readings. And 
you can f*** off with the tree-hugging 
jokes. I’m just trying to talk about us. Is it 
just me or... do other people feel like we’re 
losing something good, here?

Do you realize that this may be the 
only time in your life where you get so 
much more out of putting just a little bit of 
your own ‘good’ in? For one: where else in 
your life will there be a pile of money and 
a couple of friends, waiting for any work
able plan of yours, involving your commu-

any accusation we predicted to be brought
against us had a perfectly valid explana
tion: we were not responsible for the sink, 
we had intended entirely to clean up after 
ourselves, we cooperated fully with securi
ty, and we had apparently no need of a 
party permit for Lower Commons. 
Nevertheless, we were given each $25 
fines for remaining bottles and cans of 
alcoholic beverages, and were asked both 
to write a letter of apology to the unfortu
nate Mr. Robert Gallegos whose leisure, 
family and faith were sacrificed in so 
unnecessary a manner, and an article for 
the MoonTAG letting students know how to 
throw a party that such confusion should 
not place others in similar situations in the 
future.

nity, that sprung from your noggin like a 
f***ing sneeze on a cold day? I’m trying to 
put this in terms of simple give-and-take. 
I’m talking about the fact that we can make 
this a happy f***ing campus, where you 
can trust people you don’t know, if only 
you care a little more about us. Why not 
use your education on something besides 
that isolated masturbation which we do so 
well?

So next time, prevent that bullsh*t 
you see your friend doing in the commons 
room. This may mean opening your mouth, 
so maybe you could just bake a f***ing 
cake instead and pass it around during 
lunch, completing your random act of 
charity bull. Maybe we could have stickers 
for people who do good things. No—free 
beer!—our people will motivate them
selves for free beer! What about free beer 
to anyone who prevents a theft or returns 
stolen goods?

Now I’d better stop, lest I too begin to 
feel isolated...

So... If you want to throw a party: |
1. Do not let the above occur. |
2. Talk to Brendan O’Neill to secure a 

date and location and audio/visual support if 
necessary.

3. Acquire a party permission form from 
Kathy Mizrahi, fill it out, and return it to her 
at least one week prior to the desired date of 
the event.

4. Make an appointment with Basia 
Miller to discuss the party and the alcohol 
patrol, which is an institution intended to 
keep alcohol out of the party through stu
dent authority as opposed to that of faculty 
and staff.

5. Have a good time and clean up after 
yourselves.

--

Congratulations to Seniors for Getting Their 
Papers Completed!!! Good Luck on Your Orals!
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What is Black History Month?
by Juliana Corona, ’02

B
y the time this article is printed. 
Black History Month will have 
come and gone. Perhaps what 1 have 
to say, then, may be a bit useless, maybe 

even whiny—but I still feel something 
should be said. A couple of people have 
raised the issue for me of what role Black 
History Month has on this campus—and I 
do not think that this issue has come from 
people who disapprove of BHM, instead 
they are people who want to know what it is 
and why it is important to be acknowledged 
on a campus where there are only a few 
minorities, and only one Black student. St. 
John's does not appear to have done any
thing in its honor previously, why start now? 
I wonder if this question of BHM’s role on 
this campus has more to do with the way it 
has been recently acknowledged, that some
how artifacts and displays do not answer 
Johnnies' questions of what the importance 
of BHM is.

The purpose of Black History Month, 
in my view, is to examine what it means for 
a race, whose only introduction to this coun
try was as less-than-human slaves, to now 
be ■ recogiuzed as equals. The month of 
Febmary is designated for the purpose of 
showing that, tike every other race. Blacks 
are capable of achieving great things. We 
must celebrate this so that, as Americans of 
any race, we will continue to rise above our 
less-than-civil past and inspire generations 
of Blacks to come. 1 have no problem with 
BHM; 1 think it is great and worthy of 
recognition, but again, the way in which it is 
celebrated bothers me.

Most schools and institutions put up 
posters and make displays and the like to 
commemorate BHM, and it seems fairly 
hokey. How does one know the importance 
of Black History Month from a poster? In 
fifth grade 1 was given the task of memoriz
ing Dr. King's T have a dream...' speech, 
and as 1 memorized those words, 1 thought 
about America's less-than-civil past. My 
Great-Grandma was black-Creole; she has 
since passed on, but when 1 memorized 
those words, I thought of how 1 might have 
been mocked for having black relatives, for 
loving my great-grandma. No poster could 
have caused me to consider that possibility. 
1 also remember crying during a play put on 
in boarding school in honor of BHM. The 
play portrayed the pre- and post-Civil War

conditions of blacks; it was grim, only offer
ing them a superficial freedom from physi
cal and mental slavery, but there was still 
hope that they would overcome it all. 1 think 
that these experiences really showed me the 
importance of commemorating BHM, and 
they caused me to question the impact dis
plays and artifacts could have on this cam
pus.

St. John’s is listed as one of the best 
schools for African-American students, not 
because of our amazing African studies pro
gram or large minority population, but 
because the program forces students to con
front the ideas that have formed the society 
they live in—the same society in which peo
ple of color have sought equal footing. 
How, then, would 1 propose BHM be cele
brated at a school like St. John’s? 1 think, 
especially at our school, BHM would be a 
good opportunity for guerilla seminars, or 
perhaps a film series, that demonstrate what 
the struggle is for Blacks in society, and 
therefore the importance behind Black 
History Month. I think most Johnnies would

like to know more, because most of the stu
dents 1 have spoken with think the party and 
displays are good, but something more could 
be done that could answer questions for 
them. Johnnies read, think about ideas, and 
want to learn more - 1 beUeve that other 
activities would coincide with these pursuits 
and achieve so much more.
1 do not want to discourage Ms. Holland’s 
efforts, 1 never decided to do something 
about it, and 1 think she is very brave for 
doing what she beUeves is right, what is 
worthy of being accompUshed. 1 also think 
that everyone knows how hard it is to get 
people, especially Johnnies, active and moti
vated - ask anyone who tries to implement 
anything new at this school. Perhaps this 
article is a tittle too late, but if Ms. Holland 
is up for it next year, then 1 am really wilting 
to help make Black History Month an event 
that will be well-regarded, perhaps unset
tling, and will cause people to think. Is that 
not, after all, the goal of the education we 
seek at this school?

Attention Sweet Teeth!
Do you have insatiable cravings for those scrumptious desserts that your grandmother

used to make? Do you need a good, strong sugar kick, and the dry yellow cake with rock- 
solid chocolate "frosting" they give you in the dining hall just isn’t cutting it? Is it your 
turn to take goodies to class and you have neither the time nor the resources to make some-
thing they’ll really like?

Then this is your lucky day. Now you can easily access a delectable selection of all
natural, all-organic, home-made yummies—just tike my grandma makes—with one tittle 
phone call and a tittle bit of green. You can have a dozen or more of the best cinnamon 
rolls in the universe, a warm gooey pan of grandma Rita’s chocolate chip bars, one (or two, 
or three...) of a wide range of creme pies from chocolate creme to pina colada, or a good 
old fashioned fhiit pie tike apple or cherry. All you have to do is call before midnight on 
Tuesday or Saturday and you can pick up the goods (on campus!) for Thursday or Monday
morning.

1 dz. Cinnamon Rolls $10
less than a dozen $ 1 per roll

1 pan Chocolate Chip Bars $7

1 Creme Pie $12
additional pies negotiable

1 Fruit Pie $10
additional pies negotiable

So call Aaron Clewell at extension 4355 before midnight on Tuesday or Saturday for a 
healthy dose of warm sugary goodness.
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Senior Orals Revealed!
Seniors, prepare yourselves. You've fin

ished your p^rs and commencement looms 
ever nearer. The only obstacle left after almost 
four years of incessant and obsessive literacy is 
your Senior Oral, the end-all of your under
graduate career, the final challenge before you 
can begin your drunken nostalgic goodbyes. In 
order to ease your minds, here’s a description of 
the process by which you'll be facing the 
Comittees on Judgment Day.

Each Committee consists of a Presenter, a 
Chairman, and a Member. The Presenter is, as 
often as possible, a tutor that the student may 
request to be on his committee. This year, out 
of about sixty-nine seniors who requested a 
specific tutor, only ten of them could not be 
accommodated. The role of the Presenter is to 
present the student and a short summary of his 
topic to the audience. The Chairman's role is to 
ask the opening question. Because of their 
inexperience with Senior Orals, first-year tutors 
are seldom assigned the position of Chairman, 
but due to the fact that there are only 69 facul
ty members and 342 committee positions to be 
filled, first-year tutors are occasionally asked to 
serve as Chairman. Also, no decisions regard
ing either the grade of the essay or the oral are 
based on one person’s opinion, so a first-year 
tutor is always given the opportunity to discuss 
his or her opinions with more experienced

By Emily Graves, ’04 
Trying Hard Correspondent 

tutors. The Member is the third member, sim
ply enough, but ideally, after the initial presen
tation and question, all three members of the 
committes are equally involved in the conver
sation. The senior’s advisor, however fittingly, 
advises the senior to whatever degree the stu
dent desires during the paperwriting process, 
but cannot in any case be on that student’s com
mittee.

The Committee on committees, which 
assembles the committees you’ll be facing, 
changes every year, with one person from the 
previous year returning. This year, the com
mittee consisted of Tutors Krishnan VenKatesh, 
Claudia Honeywell and Basia Miller. Ms. 
Miller described the process of how each com
mittee member is selected. First, seniors turn in 
their topic and the name of their advisor. Then, 
a form that has a list of all the topics is distrib
uted to each tutor and several faculty members, 
including the Dean, the President, and the 
Assistant Dean. For each of the 114 topics 
there are four responses on the form: “No, I do 
not want to be on this Committee,’’ “Yes, but I 
don’t want to be the Chairman,” “Yes,” and “ I 
prefer to be on this Committee.” This form is 
completed and returned by each of the 69 fac
ulty members to Penny Russell, the Dean’s 
Secretary, who then makes a giant spreadsheet 
with each of the seniors and their topics across

the top, and each of the faculty down the side, 
and painstakingly fills out each bit of informa
tion received fiom the tutors and the seniors. 
(Applause for Ms. Russell!). The final step is 
that the aforementioned Committie on commit
tees takes all this information on the spread
sheet and decides on the best trio of faculty 
members for each student. This final step took 
about fifteen hours this year.

Speaking of time spent preparing for 
orals, this is only the beginning for tutors. Most 
of the full time tutors are on six committees 
each, and part time tutors are on fewer, the spe
cific number depending on how many classes 
they teach. Tutors will read the book or story 
the essay is about, often numerous times, read 
the essay several times, and attempt not only to 
see where the student is coming from, but 
where the student’s thoughts can be expanded 
upon. Which brings us to the final and most 
important part of a Senior Oral: THIS IS NOT 
A TEST!! Seriously! The oral is not intended 
to be an exam. Instead, it’s an opportunity for 
a senior to have a pubUc dialogue, a conversa
tion with some damn smart tutors, about some
thing in which he or she is truly interested.

May each of your orals be fascinating and 
eye-opening... and a little less scary. Best of 
luck.

Film Society Notes
by Giovanna Vecchitto, ’01

Hey all-just wanted to inform you that 
the time has come for you to submit your 
movie suggestions for next year’s calendar. 
You can hand them to us in person at the 
Saturday night movies, or send them via 
campus mail to Jeff Johnston, next year’s 
Film Society President. He would like to 
receive all suggestions before we leave for 
Spring Break so he can use that time to 
review them and make his selections.

With that in mind, I would like to add 
a little side note. The Film Society has been 
getting a fair amount of grief for this year’s 
calendar and I would Uke to take a moment 
to address that. When we requested submis
sions last year, we received no more than ten 
lists, encompassing the opinions of about 
fifteen people. That’s fifteen people out of 
the four hundred of us who make up the stu

dent body. We went through every single 
one of those lists and tried to incorporate any 
movie we could get our hands on. After that, 
however, we had to come up with our own 
agenda with which to fill the rest of the 
schedule. As a result, we have heard many 
complaints this year from people who never 
had any hand in the original submission 
process. Absolutely everyone had the 
opportunity to make a positive contribution 
to the calendar last year, and at that time we 
heavily advertised that we were looking for 
submissions. I acknowledge that it is easier 
to complain about something after it’s too 
late to do anything about it, instead of mak
ing the effort when one has the chance (and 
in my experience, this is a widespread con
dition), but I would like to exhort our little 
community to make an attempt to rise above

this particular form of self-righteous apathy. 
What it boils down to is, if you didn’t give 
us any suggestions when you had the 
chance, you have no room to complain now. 
I hope everyone can keep that in mind at this 
time when we are once again asking for sub
missions for next year.

And as another aside, our two most 
popular nights this year, the nights which 
brought everyone in, were the nights we 
showed two movies which aren’t really 
known for their “cultural significance”— 
Rushmore and Grosse Pointe Blank. And 
both of these movies had been submitted to 
us as suggestions. So don’t overestimate the 
community’s desire to watch nothing but 
“intellectually stimulating” films. A lot of us 
just want to relax and have fun for a couple 
of hours, and that’s okay.
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Conference Services Can’t Keep Us Down
Or

How Anger Served the Community
Today I have a little story to tell 

you, I might say saga, because man did I 
go through a lot of bullshit. In the mid
dle of last week I went on a little trip to 
schedule the senior common room for the 
upcoming Ever Expanding Horizons 
presentation. I recommend it highly. All 
the praises that I heaped on Conference 
Services in a MoonTAG article last 
semester, I hereby rescind. This last time 
I went to Conference Services I found the 
service unhelpful, rude, and it even 
became threatening. What a shame—did
n’t they know who they’re dealing with? 
But the point of this saga is not only 
revenge. In the course of my attempts to 
receive some formal recognition of my 
complaint against Jennifer Brooks for 
threatening a student, I found that the 
administration had no clear policy for 
making complaints against faculty and 
staff. Frankly I would prefer to tell a his
tory of revenge and justice, but I called 
my mother and now it’s just about justice.

What soon follows is my personal 
history of the event. If you witness 
unseemly behavior especially from a 
superior, it is important to write what 
happened down as soon as possible. The 
more removed one is from an incident the 
less he will remember. Especially if you 
think their cowardly criminal might not 
own up to his transgressions write down 
what happened. Enough unsolicited 
advice—I will show by way of my sorry 
example;

“On Wednesday, February 14 at 
approx. 11:30 am I, Ben Hitchcock-Cross 
went to Conference Services in order to 
schedule a room. I went to Conference 
Services, knocked on the door, was invit
ed in, and I asked to schedule a room two 
Wednesdays hence. Jennifer Brooks told 
me that I had to go to Brendan O’Neil to 
schedule a room. I told Jennifer Brooks 
that I had scheduled events before with
out Brendan O'Neil’s assistance, and was 
she sure that I had to now? She replied 
that you have to go to Brendan O’Neil. I 
asked again, and she told me where to go

by Benjamin Hitchcock Cross, ’01 
People’s Advocate

again. Then she discussed with me an 
appropriate date and time in which the 
Senior Common Room would be free. 
But I still had to go see Brendan, even 
though she had the only authority to actu
ally give me a room. I had to jump 
through a bureaucratic hoop. I asked her, 
since I had never, for all the presentations 
that I have given (seven), had to go 
through anyone other than conference 
services, why was I required to now? 
Then she said: “If you don’t stop asking 
me questions, I will make some phone 
calls and you’ll never get the room.’’ 
Shocked, I replied: “Are you threatening 
me?” Jennifer Brooks then admitted: 
“You have been rude and argumentative, 
so yes, I was threatening you.” Again, 
she repeated: “I could make some phone 
calls.” Finally I made my position 
known: “You and I are perfectly clear. 
You make your phone calls and I’ll make 
mine.” Then I stormed out of her office 
to report the incident. The thing that 
makes me the maddest is, I spent my last 
Moon article promoting the ease of book
ing a room, now I waste this one correct
ing myself. There is ease in booking if 
that lady is in a good mood. What a 
shame.

After about five seconds of anger 
without thought I resolved to revenge 
myself. No, if these were old times the 
way would have been simple and clear. 
The challenge to a duel would have been 
simple enough, and at the time it would 
have been satisfying to lay my opponent’s 
head at the grave of my ancestors. But 
now we are civilized so what do we do? 
We tattle. Even though my heart is dis
gusted, I can bow down to civilized norms 
for the sake of revenge. Realizing that I 
lacked the knowledge of the way, I con
sulted Penny Russell for matters of prop
er etiquette. Penny Russell is an excep
tion to the rule of Weigle Hall. Virtue 
must be praised. She advised me to con
sult the Assistant Dean. I immediately 
went to the Assistant Dean’s office and 
was almost immediately granted an audi- 
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ence.
Basia Miller was very helpful also. 

Of all the people whom I talked to, Ms. 
Miller most clearly understood the effects 
of all the issues involved. In fact, she 
made several remarks which were so sup
portive that she asked not to be quoted. 
Although Ms. Miller was helpful, it soon 
became clear that the Assistant Dean was 
not the right person to receive my com
plaint. In fact, Ms. Miller had never 
heard of a student making a complaint 
against staff. Could it be that up until 
now the St. John’s staff has acted in a 
completely exemplary fashion? Must be. 
Step three on this foul journey was Ted 
Gonzales, the head of Personnel. Sounds 
logical, right? The head of Personnel 
should be the person to receive a com
plaint against personnel, but that would 
be too easy a bureaucratic maneuver.

Against Basia Miller’s advice I went 
to the Personnel Office immediately after 
I talked to her. In other words, while I 
was angry. I must admit that I had an 
awful lot of fun stomping around Weigle 
mad as hell. When I was granted an audi
ence to Mr. Gonzales, he was sitting at 
his desk talking to Mr. Levine. It soon 
became clear that this was not a discus
sion for all ears. I made it clear in my 
bearing and tone that I was very serious 
about this matter. After I told Mr. 
Gonzales my sad tale, he started his first 
sentence with: “Now I’m not trying to 
pawn you off on someone else, but...” I 
knew then what fifteen minutes of more 
talking only reinforced, namely my jour
ney must continue. Brian Valentine the 
Treasurer is apparently Jennifer Brooks’ 
immediate superior. He was not available 
that day, so I made an appointment for 
bright and early the next morning.

My Meeting with the Treasurer was 
brief. He invited me in his office. I sat 
down told him why I was there and then 
read my history of the event. After I fin
ished reading, Mr. Valentine asked me if I 
was being rude and argumentative. I told 
him that I thought that the accusation was



intended to distract the issue, denied it, 
and emphatically pointed out that the 
objection was irrelevant since it had no 
bearing on whether that lady should have 
threatened my ass. Then he told me that 
what I described wasn't actually a threat 
since there was no implied physical or 
economic harm behind it. I made it clear 
that the fact was, there was certainly eco
nomic harm behind the threat. For in 
fact, this college costs how much and 
how many services do we receive? To 
deny a customer access to services based 
on an arbitrary whim does, in fact, con
stitute a threat. The Treasurer said thank 
you and that he would ask Ms. Brooks her 
side of the story and get back to me in 
writing. I can’t say that I was satisfied 
with the outcome at this point. First of 
all 1 had to deal with this lady, and then 
go through three people until I came to 
the person who was qualified to hear my 
complaint, and then I got no guarantee 
that anything would be done. I don't 
really have any interest in seeing any one 
get into trouble, but 1 want there to be a 
clear record of what happened so that if it 
happens again it will be clear that there is 
a problem. And there is a problem. It is 
a problem that this lady thought that it 
was possible for her to make some phone 
calls and get my ass blacklisted. And it is 
a problem that I had to go through so 
much to make my voice heard. At the end 
of the meeting I looked right at the 
Treasure and asked him who his immedi
ate superior was in the matter. He said: 
“The president and the board of trustees.” 
So I went and made an appointment with 
the President.

Brain Valentine, Ted Gonzales and 
Basia Miller are not responsible for the 
lack of a policy. They have no responsi
bility. They took the brunt of my anger 
happily and I appreciate it. But neverthe
less there needs to be a clear process so 
this sort of thing doesn’t have to happen 
again. So we come to the matter at 
hand—fixing the process—and not 
vengeance. What a shame.

Now before I get to all the rest of 
the facts at hand, permit me a small 
digression on mothers. Now, my mother 
rocks. Immediately when I got home on 
that Wednesday, I called my moms. Only 
my little brother was home. We talked

about basketball for a little while, then I 
left a message. In seeking advice on 
revenge, one does not seek the advice of 
inferiors. After a few days of playing 
phone tag, I finally hooked up with 
moms. When I told her the story of how 
some lady threatened me, she did not give 
me the advice I sought. I was looking for 
insights into a tight method of revenge, 
for example, the Eight Directions at Once 
attack, or use the tiger offense and the 
phoenix defense. Instead, she pointed out 
that there was no method whatsoever for 
a customer to make a complaint against 
an employee. Of course, that famous 
maneuver of going and whining directly 
to the president has always been avail
able. But that is the way of cowards and 
suckers who get people suspended for 
convocation. Real people need a method 
of complaint that is not cowardly, but 
rather promotes an open dialogue and 
transparency, to steal the language of the 
WTO protest. My mother set up my two 
options in this way: “On one hand, you 
can try to get revenge, make people mad 
at you and be an asshole, or you can pro
pose a solution to the actual problem of a 
lack of process and be the people's hero. 
Come on, Ben, the choice is yours: ass
hole or the people’s hero, asshole or the 
people’s hero.” Well, you get the idea. In 
my family there have only been two 
awards given out for virtuous conduct: 
hero of the day and the people's hero. 
The hero of the day award is given out 
right and left, especially when there were 
more little people in the family. I once 
saw my mother give the title of hero of 
the day to an entire van full of people. In 
contrast the people's hero award is only 
given out for extreme virtue. I was given 
what was tantamount to orders from a 
superior. My way was clear. Moms rock.

When I was waiting for the presi
dent, I was sitting in this chair and I 
began to sweat. Now, I know in this case 
it was clear who was at fault so what did 
I have to sweat about. It hit me that this 
was the same chair I sat in while I was 
waiting for the former president to sus
pend my ass. This meeting turned out 
substantially better than the previous one.

Speaking with the president is a 
pleasant affair. When we were speaking, 
Mr. Balkcom was very attentive and took
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notes, but also was constructive with new 
ideas. I was struck with the concern that 
he showed for every aspect of the inci
dent. The meeting started out with me 
explaining that I was not appealing to 
him as an offended party seeking justice 
for myself. Then I only discussed my tra
vails in very broad terms. I didn’t read 
my personal history because I wanted to 
confront this issue as a member of the 
community. I suggested to the president 
that a committee be formed in order to 
fulfill two objectives: to come up with 
and implement a method for students to 
complain in writing and receive a 
response in writing, and to publish their 
decision to the college community. This 
committee would be designed to termi
nate as soon as it fulfils its objectives.

The President understood the con
cerns and promised to do the following:

•Make a personal note of the Jennifer 
Brooks Incident

•To have a conversation with Jennifer 
Brooks, Brendan O’Neil and Basia 
Miller concerning the policy for stu
dents to book rooms for promotion.

•To present the my solution to the 
lack of progress at a meeting of 
administrative directors on 
Wednesday, March 7.

There is my story from beginning to 
end. If some fool try’s to intimidate you 
get mad and then solve the problem. The 
most important message from my story is 
only this: Students do not put up with 
crap. No if we are going to have a real 
college “community” everyone needs to 
know their place. On one hand people 
shouldn’t think they have the power to 
threaten some students. But on the other 
hand students shouldn’t put up with that 
kind of nonsense. Students do you know 
that every administrator I talked to had 
never heard of such a thing happening. If 
some superior is playing games with your 
college education do not play games with 
them make a complaint. We have the 
power.

Now I have said too much. I really 
appreciate you reading all this. And 
remember call your mother. That’s what 
she is there for.



THE IDIOT-IN-CHIEF:
George W. Bush is The Dumbest President in Recent Memory, and Why This Is A Good Thing

by James M. Crotly

T
he US has had stupid Presidents 
before—Reagan and Ford come to 
mind. Men of the mid-brow, of sim
ple thoughts, of one-dimensional concepts. 

Decent men. Well-intentioned men. But 
men who lacked the ability to follow up a 
question on policy because they’ve never 
thought beyond their own doctrinaire under
standing of the policy question at hand.

Yet even with these stalwarts of medi
ocrity, never before have we encountered a 
man so lacking in intellectual substance as 
George W. Bush. Simply put, Dubbya is a 
coaster, a frat boy, a dull-witted, verbally- 
challenged preppy with a preference for the 
Cliffs Notes summary rather than the 
nuances of the primary text. A “man without 
quahties,” to paraphrase Robert Musil. And 
this, to paraphrase Martha Stewart, is a very 
“good thing.”

Because stupid Presidents are bloody 
good for the old Red, White, and Blue. 
Here’s why:

1. When Americans feel comfortable 
with their President, the country moves 
smoothly. Smart Presidents make 
Americans feel very uncomfortable. At first 
Americans feel insulted, and then they grow 
paranoiac—’’what is he doing that I don’t 
know about?” mutters the everyman. 
Despite his charismatic appeal to the aver
age Joe, Joanne, and assorted Gennifers and 
Monicas, Clinton was done in by 
Americans’ suspicion of smartness. CUnton 
wasn’t helped either by an educated First 
Lady who lacked the common touch. A1 
“Don’t Get Snippy” Gore was a victim of a 
similar revulsion towards the “smartest kid 
in the class,” even though his intellect was 
no match for brainy Bill.

You see, America is fundamentally 
anti-intellectual. Richard Hofstadter told us 
that back in 1966 in his seminal work, 
“Anti-lntellectuahsm in American Life.” 
Americans en masse are at ease with a man 
who shares their low ambitions for intellec
tual achievement. A poUcy nut hke Wilhe 
Wonk-a Chnton was tolerated only as long 
as he played the Bubba—with the requisite 
references to “pigs” in “pokes”—and cov
ered up his amazing intellect, and a saxo
phonist’s skill at impromptu rhetorical 
improvisation, with a veneer of mono-syl

labic Babbitry.
2. The office of the US President 

necessitates quick and clear decision-mak
ing. Stupid Presidents make quick and clear 
decisions. There’s no Hamlet-hke moments 
of indecision. They don’t sweat the finer 
details of pohcy, as do smart Presidents. 
Case in point: Jimmy Carter, widely regard
ed as this century’s sharpest Presidents. 
After all. Carter was a nuclear physicist. In 
fact, he understood nuclear power so well he 
had no fear in entering Three Mile Island 
after the meltdown. Carter, however, was 
one of our least effective leaders. He labored 
over details. And was beaten down by the 
job. The American people lost confidence in 
a man who was too bright to be their boss.

3. Stupid Presidents get good advice. 
This is because stupid Presidents delegate. 
And delegate well. Because they are at 
home with their innate stupidity, because 
they have nothing to prove intellectually, 
stupid Presidents are comfortable surround
ing themselves with people who do the 
thinking for them. Reagan had Weinberger, 
Stockman, and Meese. Dubbya has the Ukes 
of Vice-President, and smirker-behind-the- 
smiler, Dick Cheney, Secretary of State 
Cohn Powell, Secretary of Defense Donald 
Rumsfeld (who held the same position 
under Former Stupid President, Gerald 
Ford), and deputy chief of staff Andrew 
Card, Jr., orchestrator of the smoothest 
Republican Convention in decades. Stupid 
Presidents have an instinctive ability to 
smell a smart idea, even if they could never 
hope to come up with the idea themselves. 
And because they are not afraid to surround 
themselves with superiors, and because, hke 
the best reporters, they are not afraid to ask

dumb questions, stupid Presidents end up 
getting better advice than Presidents who 
feel the need to intellectually prove them
selves to their subordinates.

4. Stupid Presidents are consistent. It 
is axiomatic that what matters most to for
eign leaders, to the stock market, to the 
Pentagon brass, is not so much what a US 
President stands for (as long as it is within 
the bounds of reasonable policy) but 
whether he is consistent in his defense of it. 
Reagan was undeniably consistent. The 
Pentagon grasped this, and fashioned a 
steadfast front against Soviet aggression. 
The Soviets saw this, and backed down. The 
investment community saw this, and ratch
eted up the stock market to unprecedented 
levels. The American people saw this, and 
consumed in record amounts.

I loathed Reagan. Because he was not 
an intellectual and because, as a result of 
this trait, he was so maddeningly successful. 
Intellectuals hate to see idiots succeed. It 
invalidates the intellectual and his quib- 
bUng. It renders insignificant the intellectu
al’s arduous path of policy Sturm und 
Drang. It says to the intellectual—soul- 
searching, smarts, and complex wrangUng 
are not necessary for success.

All that is required is unwavering con
viction and a httle bit of charm. By nature, 
unwavering convictions are anathema to the 
thinker, who dissects and questions all. 
Charm, however, is the intellectual’s 
Achilles heel—^it has the ability to break 
down defenses.

When it comes to intellect, George W. 
Bush makes Ronald Reagan look hke a 
MENSA brat. While cognitively-chal
lenged, Reagan was at least nimble on his 
feet—an expert rhetorician, always ready 
with a comeback or artful spin. Bush is con
stitutionally incapable of such Sophistry. He 
constructs a simple agenda, and reiterates its 
basic tenets over and over hke an automa
ton. Questioned about the subtleties of those 
pohcy positions, he can only come back 
with a repeat of the original position—not in 
any fancy new garb. Just a repetition. As 
London’s Guardian newspaper puts it, “at 
the dawn of the 21st century, the global vil-

continued on next page
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“Idiot” continued from previous page

lage is finally complete. At last it has a glob
al village idiot.”

It is fimny to watch our nation’s press 
corps analyze this man for clues to some
thing deeper. The print press in particular, 
tangentially aligned as they are with the 
thinking class (a small minority within the 
great mass of America), needs to believe 
there is something mysterious about 
Dubbya Bush, something more that was not 
apparent during the campaign, something 
intellectually vital in him that validates their 
high-brow view of themselves. As a result, 
they've built a complex edifice where none 
is justified, and, more to the point, where 
none is needed (because as any Bush staffer 
will tell you, “Americans don't want a wonk 
as President”).

The rash of overwrought analyses of 
our new President from the New York Times 
to Newsweek are like the amusing efforts of 
rock critics who studiously dissect the aes
thetics of a band that doesn’t warrant more 
than a passing paragraph. Rock is from the 
groin, not the cerebellum. A feature length 
story on the thoughts of George W. Bush is 
like a master’s thesis on Aerosmith.

Journalists have to accept that the 
Clinton era of charismatic wonkery is over. 
With Clinton, journalists were warranted in 
probing deeper because the Clinton front 
belied a more complex and substantive core. 
There were endless riches to be mined with
in the life and legend of the kid from Hope. 
With the kid from Texas, what you see is 
what you get.

And sooner or later, the press, the aca
demics, the whole thinking class in America 
will wake up to a simple, if terrifying, fact: 
with regard to our newly elected President, 
there is no there there. And that is a very 
good thing. Jim Crotty is the author of 
“How to Talk American,” principal author 
of “The Mad Monks’ Guide to New York 
City,” and a motive force behind the travel 
and culture web site, Monk.com. He is cur
rently on sabbatical at St. John’s College 
Santa Fe. Email: Jim@Monk.com.

Bush Begins Bombing 
Nations Alphabetically

by Blake “Dubya ” Bindley, ’04

WASHINGTON D.C.—As of Feb. I7th, 
President George W. Bush announced 
plans to start his presidency off with a 
bang, so to speak, by systematically and 
alphabetically bombing every single 
country in the world into the ground over 
the course of his four year term.

“We have gone for too long as a 
nation unwilling to mercilessly bomb the 
living hell out of its neighbors, and that 
horrifying era of peace must come to an 
end,” quoted Bush at a White House press 
conference. “We want to be known as a 
country with the power and capabliti - 
caplabali - cabapility - um, capability— 
phew!—to bomb the entire globe several 
times over merely because we can.”

“We must protect our precious bodi
ly fluids,” Bush added frantically.

The military campaign, which 
recently started off with unannounced 
strikes against nations beginning with the 
letter A such as Afars, Afghanistan, 
Albania and Algeria, is employing the use 
of every bombing facility maintained by 
the United States, ranging from nukes for 
the larger countries to cherry poppers and 
Molotov cocktails for the smaller nations 
such as Luxembourg, Vatican City and 
Grand Fenwick, which exist merely as 
political curios and tourist destinations.

Other explosive weapons, such as 
missiles, bottle rockets and Pop 
Rocks/soda combinations are also being 
dropped on the letter-violating realms at 
an alarmingly competent rate.

The Bush administration is stepping 
up its current terror campaign procedures 
in order to make it to Canada before the 
end of the year. One difficulty facing the 
president in his plans to “blast those 
[expletive] hockey-stick wielding 
Cannucks into the Stone Age” is the fact 
that alphabetically Antarctica stands in the 
way of the C nations. The question of 
whether or not it is even a country or just 
a large forgotten block of ice will have to 
be answered before Bush can even contin
ue on to Argentina or Australia.

Meanwhile, citizens of Zaire, 
Zambia and Zimbabwe are celebrating

their alphabetical inferiority, looking for
ward to several more relatively prosper
ous years before their innocent children 
are slowly murdered with tear gas or 
bombed when they least expect it. 
Attempts are even in the process by these 
lands to develop military strike capability 
for the time when Yugoslavia is finally 
decimated. Citizens of other, more alpha
betically prominent nations are crowding 
into the Z-lands in order to avoid Bush’s 
tyranny for as long as possible.

The plan is not without its detrac
tors. Critics of Bush cite his inadequate 
knowledge of the alphabet as one reason 
why the bombings are merely “just invit
ing another Vietnam.” Said Democrat and 
grammarian Barbara Crandall, “There are 
at least several letters that Bush groups 
together, which he refers to as ‘ele- 
menopee.’ He’s probably just going to 
pass right over all those countries, or in 
the very least bomb them all at once.”

Another criticism of the bombing 
strategy comes from an early departure 
from the alphabetical order of attack, with 
Iraq being the first nation to be harassed. 
Explained Bush spin doctor Archibald 
Lafnitzegger, “Bush pronounces it Ay-raq, 
not Iraq, so naturally he must have 
assumed it to begin with an A.” Despite 
this understandable mistake, which could 
also result in the premature bombing of 
Ay-ran, several countries which still come 
first chronologically have not yet been 
bombed.

Bush noted that his own nation will 
not be bombed merely because he “could
n’t decided whether it was called America 
or the United States,” and was therefore 
confused about where it appeared on the 
alphabet. He still promised to make up 
for that by nuking New Jersey “at least 
once.”

Added Bush: “Yee-haw!”
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Two Dollar Pistol
The powers that be at the MoonTAG 

have decided, although hesitantly and with 
nervous glances around the room, to let me 
write a regular column, and now 1 don't 
know where to start. I’m reminded of the 
passage in Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas, 
by Hunter Thompson, which describes the 
Circus Circus casino, specifically the 
machine which for just a couple bucks will 
put your hkeness on a billboard 200 feet 
high. For 99 cents more, you can add a mes
sage. Don’t worry about anyone not hearing 
you, claims the guy who works the machine, 
after all, you’ll be 200 feet tall! So here I 
am, a 200 foot tall freshman, and at a loss 
for a worthy message. What do a bunch of 
Johnnies intoxicated on the whiffs of spring 
and working through the last couple months 
of books and essays want to read about? I 
think I’ll write about style.

Since the first time I read “Another 
Roadside Attraction’’ by Tom Robbins, 
every time I hear the word style, my mind 
immediately paraphrases one of the morals 
of his story, “Content is nothing, style is 
everything.” (I always want to add “OBEY 
YOUR THIRST!”)

“Two dollar pistol but the gun won’t 
shoot” is a Une from a Tom Waits song, off 
the album Rain Dogs. For some unfath
omable reason it conveys to me a sense of 
the highest kind of style. Not quality; I 
think that although both quality and style are 
infinitely important, there is a distinction 
between the two. Think of it as the differ
ence between Gucci and a killer skirt made 
of old curtains. But what specifically is the 
difference? Both describe ways to live, not 
to mention ways to shop. Maybe quality 
imphes an overall goodness and a sense of 
clean, approved standards, while style is 
humor, standards set by oneself and no one 
else, and a pervading sense of survival, even 
immortaUty. The thing about style is that it 
encompasses so many different hfestyles; so 
many people who are polar opposites of 
each other can both be the epitome of style. 
In The Right Stuff, Tom Wolfe describes the 
first seven astronauts, who were hugely 
famous and revered by the American public.

Style is in a huge way concerned with 
nuance. When Goethe said “God is in the 
details,” he may or may not have known that 
style is in there with God, but my bet is that

by Emily Graves, ’04

he did. Watch a beautiful girl move, and 
more often than not you’ll notice that so 
much of her beauty comes from sUght ges
tures, which you wouldn’t even notice if you 
weren’t paying attention, but with which she 
composes a symphony of style. Watch John 
Travolta (or just a fellow student) smoke a 
cigarette, and you’ll reahze that the “cool

ness” which commercials have denied for 
years doesn’t come from the cigarette, but 
the motion of the person smoking it.

Enough about style. Thanks for read
ing my message. If you have comments, 
please put them in Campus Mail and 1 will 
respond to them in the next issue.

Obscure Vocabulary 
Quiz #1

by Paul Obrecht, ’02

Test your knowledge of archaic and obscure English words with this 
fun new quiz, to appear in each issue of the MoonTAG'. Impress your 

friends. Wow your folks. Note: Scrillers should not feel at liberty to assimilate 
anything from this feature into their lingo.

(1) Aboiement (a) Involuntary blurting of animal noises.
(2) Anile (b) To sponge off of friends for room and board.
(3) Artamesia (c) Of or like an old woman.
(4) Bescumber (d) Weak in the loins.
(5) Callipygian (e) To spit on with contempt.
(6) Caprylic (f) Sexual dissatisfaction in a woman due to the pre
(7) Conspue mature climax of her partner.
(8) Elumbated (g) A short fat person.
(9) Podge (h) To splatter with feces.
(10) Genicon (i) To stare silently at someone while they are eating.
(11) Groak in the hope that they will offer some food.
(12) niitate (j) An imaginary sexual partner visualized during sex.
(13) Potvaliant in order to facilitate pleasure.
(14) Sorn (k) Evocative of the smell of a rank and fetid goat.

(l) To overdecorate the female face.
(m) Having shapely buttocks.
(n) Bold or brave when drunk.
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Geoff Anger’s Silence 
Is Broken

By Geoffrey Petrie, ’01

Son of a Bitch! Just when The Anger 
felt that he could retire, that his work had 
been completed, and that humanity would be 
saved from itself, something had to come 
The Anger's way to just piss him right off.

Ladies and Gentle-men, Boys and 
Girls, 1 bring you the St. John’s Junior Class 
of 2001. What a bunch of punks. Now this 
may be old news by now, but since those 
morons at the MoonTAG never get their shit 
together, 1 figured that I would wait it out, 
brood a little, and once the MoonTAG got 
back from their “little” break I would be able 
to give some of that constructive criticism 
that The Anger is known for.

Now let me first begin by stating that 
there are several people in the Junior Class 
that are “eh”-okay with The Anger. Right 
now; however. The Anger doesn’t care about 
the people that are okay with him; The 
Anger needs to talk with you about those 
monkeys that put together the Junior Skit. 
As some of the more observant readers may 
have noticed, or those of you who have 
played a lot of Where’s Waldo, The Anger is 
more than Ukely going to graduate this 
semester (that is if I am deemed great 
enough by my Laboratory Sensei G. Aigla). 
As The Anger is most likely leaving this 
institution, one way or the other, he was very 
much looking forward to the Junior Skit. 
Needless to say, as this one thing brought 
The Anger out of retirement something bad 
must have happened. And yes, my kitties, 
something bad did happened.

Let the introduction cease and let the 
tempest begin. First, what the hell were you

The claim that irradiation of raw meat 
and meat products will allow the meat pro
cessing industry to improve food safety is 
ludicrous.

Irradiation of raw meat, as recently 
approved by the USDA, is a step backwards 
into the dark old days when the Atomic 
Energy Commission was promoting nuclear 
fuel for everything from electrical genera
tors to automobiles. The limited success of 
the AEC in that mission has left us the lega-

guys thinking??? We all know that most of 
the Junior Class that entered as Freshies 
haven’t made it through the program, (a trib
ute to their class, I might add) but the fact of 
the matter is this Senior Class is the largest 
in SJC’s history and you should have 
thought of that before you decided to ignore 
3/4’s of the goddamn class! There are ways 
around this problem, you gomers. Bummer 
that you didn't think of them before you 
decided to put together this fine production.

Second, where did you get the idea that 
the seniors are such a violent class? It would 
be hypocritical of The Anger to suggest that 
he hasn’t thrown down and busted a chair 
over someone’s head in seminar, but The 
Anger has rarely seen this in the rest of his 
class. However, the Junior Skit based all of 
it’s dramatic transitions on a huge brawl that 
basically took up more time than the actual
ly drama itself. Either the juniors have no 
idea who the seniors are, or they are just 
poor writers of skits. The Anger is going to 
go on a limb and suggest that it is the latter 
rather than the former.

Finally there was this very messed up 
scene at the end where one of the female 
“actors” decided to come out without a top 
on. Now this is actually the part that brought 
The Anger from his world of margaritas and 
palm trees. What the hell?!! First off, the 
topless girl, henceforth known as Boobs, 
was portraying a very cool friend of The 
Anger’s. Now The Anger has not had an 
opportunity to speak with this friend since 
the skit, but he has the feeling that this per
son was not very pleased with this demon-

A Column
by Tim King

cy of Three Mile Island and countless other 
less infamous but deadly reactor accidents 
along with poisoned uranium miners and the 
seemingly unsolvable problem of where to 
store the spent fuel for the next 250 million 
years.

Anyone suggesting that the nuclear 
industry will bring anything but problems to 
the food industry is seriously shortsighted. 
Food safety is in enough trouble now with
out mixing it up with the deservedly bad rep-

17

stration on stage. With Boobs walking 
around on the stage for a good five minutes, 
and not really having any reason to be top
less, it seems that the juniors were simply 
out to try and do something to demonstrate 
their class’s stupidity. The fact that the 
Junior Skit is a mocking tribute to the sen
iors has been a tradition at SJC for as long as 
The Anger has been here. With Boobs com
ing on stage all that has changed. It appears 
to The Anger that the Junior Skit is no longer 
about the seniors but about the juniors being 
able to go up on stage and attempt to enter
tain, making certain that they are the focus 
of attention as opposed to the seniors.

The Anger wants to warn the sopho
mores and the freshmen, that the skit you 
saw at the last Senior Party is not the sort of 
thing you should be considering. (Although 
it might be nice to see the select few of jun
iors who do make it to next year get some
thing of what they gave.) The Junior Skit is 
not about being hurtful to that sort of inten
sity, and it certainly isn’t about the juniors 
being the focus of attention. The Junior Skit 
is about being fun and stupid to a certain 
extent. Maybe once the juniors reahze what 
the seniors have gone through to make it to 
this part of the program they’ll think other
wise of their bunk skit. That is pretty unlike
ly, though, since that would require some 
introspection and it would seem the juniors 
are without a soul. Oh, did The Anger go too 
far? Well that’s what you get when pull The 
Anger from retirement. Son of a Bitch!

utation of the nuclear industry.
If one ignores the lessons that even the 

dullest should have learned from the ill fated 
marriage between electrical power and 
nuclear fuel there are other lessons more 
recently learned by food industry profes
sionals.

In the short run irradiation will allow 
largely decontaminated fecal matter to

“A column” continued on page 23



Fair Trade
by Lucia Staiano-Daniels, ’04

“My hands are a city, a lyre.
And my hands are afire 
And my mother plays Corelli 
While my hands bum,”

he read, and breathing out, tipped his head 
back onto the bed he sat against. He was 
quiet for a second, eyes closed.

“To write like that,” he muttered, 
“my God, to write like that—” He opened 
his eyes and looked at Tom, who was sitting 
on the bed. “I would give—ten years of my 
Ufe to write like that.” “Yeah.” “Or—no. 
More than that. If I could live only ten years 
more but write like that—I’d do it.” He 
spoke slowly, as if considering it for the first 
time. The glaze was gone from his eyes now, 
and he squinted into the distance. “I—I 
would do it.” “In a heartbeat,” Tom said. 
“It’d be a fair trade.”

They talked for half an hour more, 
and then Dan Waters slowly got up off his 
friend’s floor and went back to his own 
room. The first snow of the year had fallen 
during the night, and it soaked through his 
shoes as he walked. It was three in the morn
ing. He fell into bed, woke up at 8:45, and 
went to class. It was a good day.

Eventually he forgot that conversa
tion; a week later he submitted one of his 
poems to Glyph, the college literary maga
zine, for the first time. People he passed on 
campus began to smile at him, people he 
barely knew.

Two days later, at one of Tom’s par
ties, he staggered drunk into a comer, uncon
trollably composing a poem. He had no 
paper with him and couldn’t find any in the 
room, so reaching up from his half-crouch 
he scrawled it onto the wall at his shoulder. 
It was like fire in his head, and only lost a lit
tle in the writing down. At the time that did
n’t worry him, and it still burned the next 
morning, when he came back with his note
book and some Lysol to copy it down and 
wipe it off.

He was five days short of 19 and 
skinny. His face still broke out. Time passes. 
Waters continued through school: English

major, and a physics minor (image of him 
his senior year, unwashed and unshaven, 
presenting a relativity problem in front of his 
class: standing at the board—dark hair, dark 
eyes, yellow-white chalk dusts his fingers, 
his coat—furiously writing, his words keep
ing pace with a kind of antic glee), because 
it was so beautiful. He graduated with hon
ors and went to the Writer’s Workshop at the 
University of Iowa for his MFA. Iowa was a 
cold place, and it got cold early in the year. 
The sidewalks on campus had rope railings 
beside them to hold onto when the concrete 
froze over.

A month into his first semester he 
began showing his poems to his seminar 
professor. That day, he would remember, 
was brittle and clear.

“These are good,” she said. “You’re 
young yet—I mean, they’re a little deriva
tive—but they’re very good. You write like 
the beat poets, like—like” she snapped her 
fingers absentmindedly, looking for the 
name, “he did Gasoline, Vestal Lady on 
Brattle...'’’

"My hands are a city, “ he said. 
“Gregory Corso.”

“That's right,” she said, and 
griimed. “I can see it in your work.”

It was like the room brightened for 
a second and then dimmed. Looking at her, 
he thought his heart would break.

“Thank you,” he said.
“Do you want to have lunch,” she 

asked, “and talk about it?”
Dan Waters had a lot of fun in grad 

school, and for his master’s work, he pub
lished his first collection of poetry. (A room 
full of professors and grad students. Dan, 
flushed and grinning, stands on the coffee 
table with a copy of his book in one hand 
and a bottle in the other. “Dark Hills at 
MomingV' he shouts. “Hey—at least it’ll 
help me pay off my loans.” Happily tipsy on 
cheap champagne, he giggles and sways a 
bit. The thirty or so people in the room laugh 
and raise their glasses to him. A week later 
the department chair at Grinnell, a small col
lege near Des Moines, calls Dan and tells 
him that based on the quality of Dark Hills 
and the strength of his submitted application 
he is on the short list for an opening on the 
faculty. “It’s a tenure-track position, and if 
you would consider..?” He lets his sentence
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trail off. “Of course, there will be a selection 
process, but it’s—it’s just a formality.”)

Dan walked into the dark, close 
confessional and knelt down stiffly. The 
screen in front of him was white and gold. 
There was a hole in it. His ears rang in the 
near-absence of outward sound. He crossed 
himself, and his right hand shook.

“Bless me Father for I have 
sinned,” he said into the screen. “It’s been— 
three months since my last confession. I 
drink too much, I get so—frustrated with my 
students, I masturbate, and I—I have a prob
lem with pride. I mean, everything’s going 
so well and I—I think of myself the way I 
think others think of me, and I do what I do 
because of the hypothetical viewpoints of 
others. My work—and I’m beginning to do 
that in my writing too. I mean, it’s my life— 
but I don’t do it completely for itself any
more. A—I had a book of poems pubhshed a 
few months ago—you might’ve read it. My 
name is—”

“No,” said the priest’s voice, “don’t 
tell me your name. Don’t you know that’s 
part of your problem?” He gave him a 
decade of the rosary, the Crowning with 
Thoms, to pray for humility and openmind
edness.

He was slumped in a pew close to 
the confessional, and halfway through his 
seventh Hail Mary when a stout, pale young 
man—he looked younger than Dan was—^in 
an alb and purple stole came out of the 
priest’s cubicle and walked purposefully 
back into the sacristy to vest for Mass.

Dan was surprised: by his voice the 
priest had seemed thin and old and very 
tired.

Time passes. One is unsure what to 
mention, what to leave out. Dan was in his 
third year at Grinnell and working on anoth
er book.

It was one in the morning—he 
always did his best work at night and it was 
the only free time he had now—and Waters 
was revising a poem he’d been working on 
for days but couldn’t get right. He’d done 
everything he could think of to that poem 
and it was still flat. He knew how it could 
work, he could see it pulsing in midair about 
two feet in front of his head, shining like 
stars in darkness and it was so right—^he

Continued on page 19



wrote it down and it was dust beneath his 
hand.

He picked up the copy of Dark Hills 
that he kept on his desk and leafed through 
it, trying to pick up his rhythm again. He had 
been thumbing the pages absently for fifteen 
minutes when he noticed one of his shorter 
poems. Nearly three years after publication 
and almost four after writing it, he looked at 
it and it was wrong. The poem was shallow 
and banal, a poorly done mockup of at least 
three good poets he could name. He couldn’t 
find his own voice in it at all. His head 
jerked back from the page. He had no idea 
how his professors, master’s-work advisors, 
department committee, publisher, reviewers, 
readers—how he—could have missed this. 
It must have stood out like a—He turned the 
page. There was the emptiness again, in 
another poem, and another—Once he saw it 
in that first poem, it was easy to find all over 
the book. All his work was imitation. His 
voice was nowhere.

He was quiet for a while, thinking, 
and then he started to laugh, like a rusty 
motor turning over. “I didn’t ask for that,” he 
muttered, “I didn’t ask for that—I only 
wanted to write like him, and Goddamnit, 
I’m writinglike him."

Dan sat back in his chair, dimly 
aware that he was furious with himself. He 
was angry at his poetry with the same sick 
and desperate hurt he would feel toward a 
lover who had died in the night beside him. 
His fingers pressed into his open mouth and 
he didn’t remember moving his hand.

He stayed there for a long time, a 
small thin man in a small office, the floor 
around him and the desk strewn with scraps 
of crumpled paper.

Time passes, but more quickly now; 
one is aware of its passing Uke wind. Dan 
would have given anything to be able to stop 
writing poetry, but he was up for tenure 
review and had to publish—and he knew he 
had a terrible hunger to write. If he didn’t 
write he would die. Bad poetry or not he 
would write, but he wrote with tears on his 

j face.
His second book was published 

three years and a month after the first. The 
tenure review board loved it. They would, he 
thought. Of course they would.

There was an article in the New 
York Times Book Review, and Dan read it sit
ting in the campus coffee shop.

“In this stunning and long-awaited 
new collection, Daniel Fitzpatrick Waters, 
just 28...” he read, “again proves himself to

be one of the freshest new voices to hit mod
em American poetry in a very long time. Eye 
Language maintains, even exceeds, the high 
standards set in his landmark first book. 
Dark Hills at Morning. Though the tone has 
shifted, become more measured and less 
hurried. Waters’ incisive and melancholy 
free verse, such as ‘Far More 
Picturesque’...”—Dear Lord, there were 
quotes—“And if I had to lodge any reserva
tion, it would be that he spends a great deal 
of time, perhaps too much, on...” “Waters’ 
superbly crafted cadences and rhythms 
break on the ear like cool water. This mature 
and breathtaking work is evocative of such 
greats as Ginsberg, Bukowski, and”—yep, 
here it was—“Corso.” Oh God, he thought. 
I’m in hell.

The earth-toned, jewel-toned cof
fee shop seemed too large for him now, and 
there was no more air in the room. He saw 
that the ink had stained his fingers. There 
were other papers on the little round table in 
front of him, and he opened a local. There 
was a review there too, but his eyes skipped 
over it and all he caught was “D. F. Waters is 
on the faculty at Grinnell College, and his 
new, extremely intelligent collection”—He 
flipped the pages one by one, and on the bot
tom of every sheet he turned the movement 
of his fingers left a tiny rip. On the tenth 
sheet a half-page ad broke the lines of text. 
It was colored, with that greasy feel 
newsprint colors have to the hand. He read it 
twice and closed the paper. Then he picked 
up his coffee, went to the ATM, and left. He 
drove for two hours straight to get there 
before the place closed. Towards the end, 
after the sun had set, the sky was a hurting 
color, not quite blue. The snow shone with it.

He walked into the huge county fair 
building and into the noise of the gun show. 
He was fascinated by the people he saw 
around him, their variety and their tumult. I 
could write a hell of a poem about this, he 
thought, before he caught himself.

The woman selhng in the far-left 
comer must have wondered at the shabby, 
skinny guy who walked through the crowd 
to her table. He didn’t look like the gun-buy
ing type, but then again it was getting hard
er and harder to tell these days. After all, 
here she was, selhng them. He looked over 
the guns on the table and pointed to one.

“What’s this?”
“Glock forty-cal automatic pistol. 

Takes a standard twenty-round chp, easy to 
clean—and it's used, so I’ll let it go for three 
hundred.”

“That’s a lot.”
She raised an eyebrow at him. 

“They go for three-seventy-five new.”
Dan nodded. “Do you sell bullets

for it?”
“Yeah. Ammo’s over here.”
“I’ve heard—^there’s a kind that’ll 

expand on contact—”
“These’re called ‘Sabre’. They’re 

hollow-point, for penetration, not perfora
tion. Get a guy almost anywhere with one of 
these and it just rips through him, he’ll be 
dead in half a minute with an arm shot. 
Shock and massive blood loss. But your 
round won’t go through him and injure 
bystanders.” She snorted. “Ironically, 
they’re kind of safety bullets... The govern
ment’s made them illegal, so I—”

“It’s illegal in this state to sell me a 
gun without a Ucense, too, but you’re doing 
it. How much?”

“Forty dollars for a twenty-round
clip.”

“OK,” Dan said. “I’ll take the 
Glock and a clip. And you load the gun— 
like this?”

“That’s right. This is the safety—on 
and off, firing mechanism’s here—^This your 
first gun, buddy?”

Dan nodded, and got out his wallet.
“Then you got to watch out for the 

recoil. What you buying it for, if you don’t 
mind my asking?”

“Protection,” Dan said, and pocket
ed his change.

“Thanks, buddy. Hey, you want a 
bag for that, or something?” The huge room 
was overheated, and she wore a short- 
sleeved shirt. Dan could see the arm muscles 
working under her skin.

“No thanks,” he said. He looked 
around the crowded gun show, and back at 
her. “I just wanted—I just wanted to—” he 
said. “I’m sorry.” He lifted the gun to his ear 
as he spoke and, when he was finished, 
steadied his hand against the promised recoil 
and pulled the trigger.



Johnnies in Space
Our Story Thus Far: A senior seminar 

has been kidnapped en masse and taken 
aboard an alien spaceship. Those who resis
ted, including the senior tutor, have been dis
patched with a brightly colored ray gun. Our 
heroes and heroines, including the intrepid 
Shannon, have been waiting restlessly in a 
boarding lounge to discover their fate. 
Suddenly, the door opens and ..

tentacled horror shambled into the 
room and moved awkwardly around the 
seats; there was a hiss of static and then a 
sexless voice said,”Welcome to Xrilliglap.” 
Shannon reaUzed that she was scrabbhng at 
the base of the nearest wall without success. 
There was no way out of the room, so she 
turned back to the monstrosity and tried to 
look more carefully at it. Around her she 
could see other students reaching the same 
conclusion. The ... thing was not so much 
tentacled, she reaUzed, as it was a group of 
various sized individuals, who kept scatter
ing and then returning into a larger group.

Individuals were between four and 
seven feet tall. They appeared to be trilater- 
ally symmetrical, with 4 digits on each hand. 
They moved very quickly and erratically to 
Shannon’s eye, making a swirling blur of 
purple confusion against the far wall. She 
sat down slowly, her left hand still clutching 
the orange juice she had forgotten. The indi
viduals continued their flurries in the door
way, until one darted towards Mark, who 
flinched away. A Ughter pitched voice 
skirled out incomprehensible noises. A hand 
reached out and tugged at Mark’s arm.

Mark shrieked loudly and yanked his 
hand away. The short purple tentacled thing 
fell over. Everyone began to run around, 
and Shannon crouched behind her seat, peer
ing over the top. The fallen thing was 
picked up and dusted off, and the group coa
lesced back into the original tentacled hor
ror. The first, staticky voice said, “We will 
return later. Do not attempt to escape.” 
They or it went out the door, which hissed 
shut behind them.

The junior tutor stood up. “We had 
better figure out what they want,” she said.
“Mr. A------ , are you hurt?” Mark shook his
head, but continued rubbing his arm nerv
ously. “Good,” she continued. “Then let’s 
sit in a circle and see if we can come up with 
a plan.” She settled herself on the floor and

Laine Conway, ’01

the group drifted toward her, drinks in hand. 
As Shannon settled herself on the floor, she 
looked around at the faces. These were not, 
she reflected, the people that she would have 
chosen to be stranded with. It was all very 
well to talk about the kinship of all humani
ty and brotherly love and whatnot, but real
ly! When the only hope of survival might be 
that person there. The one, you know who 
I’m talking about, who always says some
thing completely stupid in seminar. And 
Shannon thought, as she looked at them, that
they probably felt the same way. Ms. H------
-, the junior tutor, whatever her virtues might 
be, didn’t seem very likely to help them out. 
Shannon sighed deeply and unconsciously, 
and was rewarded with a sharp look from 
across the circle.

“What if they want to eat us,” said 
Susie, in tones of horrified fascination. 
“Maybe they wanted Mark for lunch!” 
Mark rabbed his arm harder.

“What was its hand like?” asked one of 
the Calliope boys. “Was it slimy and 
gross?” Shannon thought his name was 
Clark, but she wasn’t sure.
The tutor shook her head as Mark answered. 
“No, it was sort of warm, but scaly.”

Another Calliope boy said, “What if 
they want to do medical experiments on us? 
What if this is like the x-files?”

Shannon almost groaned out loud. Ms.
H------said, “I think that the faciUties here
are a pretty clear sign that we’ll be all right. 
If they wanted to eat us, or cut us up, they 
wouldn’t give us such a nice place to wait.” 
“It could be a trick,” said Susie. “It could be 
a way to keep us from suspecting.”

“Well,” said the tutor, “we’ll just have 
to hope that they don’t take anyone away.” 
“I know,” said Clark, “we can have an 
ambush and the next time they come back 
we’ll kill one of them!”

“That’s a terrible idea,” exclaimed 
Shannon, before she could stop herself. 
Clark looked sullen. “Why not? It would be 
fun!”

Shannon said, “But what if they got 
angry, and killed us all in revenge? At least 
now they’re leaving us alone.”

Ms. H------  nodded. “I think,” she
said, “that we should resist them if we can, 
but we should be careful not to hurt any of 
them if we can help it.” She sneezed gently

and fumbled in her pocket for a handker
chief. When she didn’t find one, she stood 
and walked over to the wall openings. 
Everyone stood up, craning to watch as she 
concentrated. Sure enough, there was a dis
creet “pop” and a handkerchief appeared. 
The tutor snuffled softly into it.

I wonder what happens if we have to 
go to the bathroom. Shannon thought for
lornly. This could get ugly. She tried to 
imagine what suggestions to make when she 
saw a door flicker into existence in the far 
comer of the room. She sUpped away from 
the group and investigated. Sure enough, it 
was a small but adequate facihty. She 
made a mental note and returned to the
group in time to hear Ellen K------saying,
“If we all sneezed on them they’d die, 
because they’re not immune to earthhng 
germs!”

The tutor said, “But what about the 
prospie? Was she human, or was she in dis
guise?” The group quickly broke into fac
tions.

Before long. Shannon found herself 
standing at a wall unit, trying to visualize a 
pack of playing cards clearly enough. So far 
she had managed to obtain three cardboard 
boxes and a stack of index cards, but there 
didn’t seem to be anything else to do. As she 
tried to focus on a fifth attempt, the Ughts 
began to dim alarmingly. She felt terribly 
sleepy, and as she curled up on the floor, her 
last thought was, “some kind of gas in the air 
vents.”

She woke without any shock. She was 
still on the floor, still in the same clothes, 
still in the ship. She yawned and sat up, just 
in time to see Mark disappearing through the 
open door to the rest of the ship, still asleep, 
clutched firmly in the hand of a purple indi
vidual. She shook her head to clear it, but it 
was all too real. She shouted something 
incoherent as the door closed.

Everyone woke at her shouts. At first 
no-one believed her; everyone seemed much 
calmer after a night’s sleep. But a quick 
head-count showed that Mark was indeed 
missing. The tutor said, “We’ve got to have 
a better plan!” Shannon, though, saw the 
door opening and the same tentacled horror 
wriggling into the room.

Tiny purple fingers clutched at her
wrist.
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San Jon, A Story
By Geoffrey Petrie, ’01

San Jon was a beautiful village. The 
village consisted of three major industries. 
One of the industries was the Biology and 
Physics Research Facilities (B&P Facility), 
where cures and technological advances 
were found by the elders of San Jon that 
chose to look deeply into the foundations of 
their fields. The second was the 
Mathematical Research Facility, where the 
elders sought for answers to the world 
around them through their artistic talents in 
geometry, algebra, and calculus. The third 
industry was the Philosophical Think Tank 
of San Jon, here the elders worked to go 
beyond the physical, to go beyond the here 
and now. In the philosophical think tank the 
elders worked to find the answer to the ethe
real questions.

All three of these industries worked in 
conjunction with one another. How could 
they not? When one of the elders in the 
Mathematical Facility found a beautiful 
equation that took him years to understand 
and develop, he was more than happy to 
rush over to the Biology and Physics 
Facility to show his discovery and to per
haps give some new movement of research 
in the B&P Facility. The same was true for 
the Think Tank, and also for the B&P 
Facility. Everyone worked together; and the 
elders taught their protege to act in the same

Johnnies in Space,
to be continued next issue...

Here are your choices for next issue’s 
episode. Remember to send your vote to 
[address] by [date], and the most popular 
choice will be the first sentence of the next 
issue's installment. Help me decide what 
happens to the Johnnies in Space!
a) Shannon fainted. When she awoke, Ms.
H----- was bending over her and the purple
thing was nowhere in sight.
b) Shannon struggled as the purple thing 
trilled and gabbled, dragging her towards 
the door, but everyone else seemed frozen.
c) As Shannon yelled in surprise, a group 
of students rushed toward the purple things, 
shouting and waving their arms.

way.
Contrary to many other villages 

around the world, the political system of San 
Jon did not force their youth to enlist in the 
service of the military, nor did it expect them 
to agree with their elders. What San Jon did 
require was that each young person in the 
village worked in each of the three industries 
and, in turn, learn from the elders that 
worked there. They were expected to work 
from what they had learned from their elders 
and to develop their minds so that they too 
could assist their elders in learning.

San Jon was a beautiful village. The 
village, although small, had three suburbs. 
The newest suburb was dedicated to the men 
and woman of the village who had proven 
their worth in the industries, and they were 
allowed to live a life of luxury. The other 
two were in the process of being renovated, 
an advantage of the government’s tax 
increases, and some of the veteran men and 
woman of the village even decided to stay 
there because of the changes. In addition to 
these suburbs, San Jon proper had a restau
rant and a few small businesses, and a won
derful library. Although Cafe San Jon, the 
restaurant, sometimes served questionable 
food, so the people of San Jon were required 
to look elsewhere for their daily meals, it 
was otherwise okay.

To add to the beautiful nature of the 
village’s co-operative nature and their little 
amenities, it also was a very scenic place. 
Their wise gardener had done miraculous 
things to the village over the past few years. 
Fruit trees were growing everywhere, the 
grass was green in the spring and the sum
mer, and in the center of the village was a 
lovely little pond with a waterfall. 
Everything about San Jon beckoned people 
to stay.

In order for San Jon to run as well as 
possible, however, there was a government. 
The government was a strange entity to San 
Jon. While almost everything else was open 
to discussion, the government was, in fact, 
not. The government was closed to most of

the village people, and they did not speak to 
the village about important matters very 
often. The only time the government did 
speak to the villagers was when they had 
decided to implement a new program that 
affected the population. More often than not 
some little piece of paper was placed in the 
villagers’ mailbox by the local mailman, and 
sometimes the people did not even read it 
before they decided to recycle it. There 
were clearly some problems with the gov
ernment.

Nonetheless, the people of San Jon 
continued on their business. Sure, some
times when the taxes were raised some of 
the people had to leave because government 
subsidies were not going to be enough to let 
them stay. For the most part; however, the 
people remained, and San Jon remained a 
beautiful village.

It was one day that Jimmy, a local 
townsperson, came to find out that some
thing bad was going on in the government. 
He had heard rumor that one of the members 
of the government, a member that was con
sidered a very important person there, had 
been involved a serious criminal act. Now 
Jimmy was one of those people who kept up 
with things outside of San Jon, he sub
scribed to a number of the newspapers that 
was outside of San Jon, and he watch the TV 
news produced outside of San Jon. Jimmy 
was shocked to find that before the govern
ment of San Jon had said anything to the vil
lagers, a newspaper from out of town was 
talking about the crime and who had com
mitted it. No longer were the rumors about 
the crime just rumors, but there were now 
fact.

Jimmy was horrified by what had hap
pened. He had considered the village a safe 
place to be, where although there was the 
occasional crime, the local sheriff usually 
had it under control. Now; however, San 
Jon was not the safe place that he once 
thought it was. A person new to the village

“San Jon” continued on the next page
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“San Jon” continued from previous page

had accused the senior government official 
of a crime that most people thought was 
nearly non-existent in San Jon.

Jimmy was not going to let a couple of 
newspapers tell him about San Jon; howev
er, and he made it his priority to speak with 
other elders of the community to find out 
what had really happened. To his surprise, 
very few of the elders knew what was going 
on, not even the local sheriff. Those elders 
that did know decided not to speak with 
Jimmy about telUng him that it was a matter 
that was too sensitive to both parties to 
speak with such a young person.

What ensued was a blanket of concern 
and doubt about the government. As it

turned out, a number of other people had 
read the article that spoke about the crime 
and since the government continued to keep 
silent about the incident they continued to 
add to the fear of the community. It 
appeared to Jimmy that the government did 
not have a very high opinion of the commu
nity, and they felt that most if not all of the 
younger people of San Jon would not find 
out about this incident even though they had 
been trained in the art of thinking and 
research.

Jimmy finally spoke to the secretary of 
the city and while she attempted to hide the 
fact that she did not know anything about the 
crime, she made certain statements that sug
gested that she was lying through her teeth. 
By the time Jimmy had spoken to as many 
elders and government staff as he could, he 
finally spoke with the Mayor of San Jon. 
After a short, and rather threatening discus
sion about Jimmy's investigation, the Mayor 
accidentally let slip who the accuser was. At 
the end of the conversation; however, Jimmy 
walked away with another slip of paper that 
he was expected to place on the billboards 
around San Jon.

The sUp of paper said the same thing 
that the government always said: nothing. 
Instead of helping the people of San Jon, it 
only confused them more. This confusion 
actually influenced some of the people that 
were interested in moving to San Jon. They

saw that the place they had heard such great 
things about was actually a potentially dan
gerous place. A place where the government 
does not keep the people apprised when 
something happens that the people should 
know about. A place where the government 
considers the people last in their Ust of pri
orities, and appears only interested in their 
taxes. The negative came out in spades. 
Suddenly San Jon was no longer the beauti
ful place that everyone had come to love, it 
was now a place of deception and hidden 
agendas.

Jimmy watched in sadness as a number 
of people he truly loved to work with left 
San Jon for jobs in other villages. They felt 
unsafe, they felt that the benefits no longer 
out weighed the horrors of what could hap
pen. The government’s silence had gone 
against them. They had hoped that the peo
ple could be kept in the dark about what was 
happening in their pohtical system and that 
the govermnent could continue to bring in 
the taxes they had always expected.

After a great number of the people had 
left, and the village was falling into ruin 
because they had over spent the year before, 
Jimmy had heard another rumor. He heard 
that the investigation had proven that the 
senior government official had been falsely 
accused. By this time; however, Jimmy did 
not care. He had seen what the govern
ment's silence had done to San Jon. There 
were not nearly as many people in San Jon, 
and the government had decided not to tell 
the community about their finding. They 
had not learned from their mistake. They 
had put their head in the sand and hoped that 
the people would forget. They had ignored 
why the people were there, and what the 
heart and soul of the community was about: 
communication.

Jimmy had decided to remain. He 
knew that the essence of San Jon was good, 
but that the government had no clue about 
this. Jimmy had decided to look past this 
and see how he could help the government 
understand what they had done wrong. He 
hoped that in time San Jon could be what it 
once was, if not a better place. For now; 
however, San Jon had to remain a place of 
deceit. San Jon was a beautiful village.

Untitled
by Joel Vonnahme, ’04

strength against weakness 
the vital struggle 
since man ascended 
through intelligence 
out of ignorance 
seeking to create

the vital struggle 
between good and bad 
aspects of the self 
governing ascent 
to accompUshment 
unachieved ever

since man ascended
in a mortal form
mysteriously
made from stuff he finds
around him on the
ground the same stuff which

through intelhgence 
he fashions into 
devices that build 
him up fi-om the ground 
building up towns he 
creates then destroys

out of ignorance 
that which created 
made perfect things 
but forgot decay 
that tears it all down 
but then turns around

seeking to create 
impermanent but 
tangible objects 
contained within minds 
while mine aspires to 
strength against weakness

22



“A Column” continued from page 17

become part of the American meat eating 
consumers diet. But for the long run every 
herbicide and antibiotic manufacturer 
now knows that what humans call pathogens 
are really highly intelUgent Ufe forms. They 
have outsmarted and out-mutated every 
attempt to control them with our science 
and technology. Many weeds are resistant to 
herbicides and a dangerously growing num
ber of bacteria are not affected by the most 
sophisticated antibiotics.

What will happen when the one to 
three percent of today's old fashioned 
pathogens that routinely survive irradiation 
began to mutate? Those smart bugs hold 
within them the genetic material that will 
allow increasing numbers of bacteria to sur
vive increasingly stronger doses of irradia
tion. What then will our scientists and cor
porate geniuses propose throwing at these 
tough street wise new pathogens?

Many of us have joked darkly that 
cock roaches would likely survive nuclear 
holocaust even if humans didn't.

It was cockroaches that the USDA 
inspectors for the Sara Lee/Bill Mar Foods 
plant saw scurrying about the hallways at an 
inspection of the companies Kalamazoo, 
Michigan plant in October, 1998.

That plant, in the winter of 1999, had 
the most deadly incident of food poisoning 
in recent US history. When Sara Lee 
spokeswoman Theresa Herlevsen told 
Chicago Tribune reporters last April that 
there wasn't anything going on in the 
Kalamazoo plant that doesn't go on in any 
other US food processing plant I should 
have been reassured. Sara Lee, in my book, 
is one of the most respected food processors 
in the country. Instead I was chilled by her 
words. Cockroaches playing about in the 
hallways of food processing plants like 
errant school children are the norm! Ugh!

The Sara Lee plant had repeated roach 
problems. Inspectors found old meat and 
debris strewn across the floor, according to 
documents, obtained by the Chicago 
Tribune, from the USDA. There were 
repeated incidents of water condensing on 
overhead pipes and dripping onto food. 
Inspectors complained to management about 
plastic pieces in the meat and they were 
ridiculed. Slivers of metal were found on 
conveyor belts with meat products.

Oh my gosh! This is the norm!
All this was filed by the USDA inspec

tors and ignored by people who should have 
been paying attention. Instead, the likes of 
Secretary Glickman were insulting the 
inspectors as a group and touting the won
ders of irradiated meat as the next step in

food safety. Then 16 people died. And five 
women miscarried because they ate hsteria 
contaminated meat products from the plant. 
If Ms. Herlevsen for Sara Lee is correct and 
the Kalamazoo plant is tike all US plants I 
intend to discontinue eating store bought 
food. Anyone who does otherwise is increas
ingly at risk.

Irradiation will not solve the kind of 
carelessness Sara Lee exhibited at 
Kalamazoo and that the Sara Lee spokes
woman claimed to be the norm in meat pro
cessing plants. Irradiation is at best an 
excuse to cover up greed and bad manage
ment in the US of A's meat processing 
plants. Sara Lee held its customers in con
tempt. It reUed on marketing and clever 
packaging to convince customers it had a 
quahty product. If we're to have truly safe 
food in this country starting with common 
sense and good corporate management in the 
critical areas of production will go a long 
way to get us out of the pickle we're in 
today. Irradiation will only give everyone 
bigger headaches - and worse.

This column was originally published by the 
Land Magazine, North Mankato, 
Minnesota. A special thanks to Mr. King for 
allowing us to publish his colunm in the 
MoonTAG. -ed

A Tribute to Tim Horton
One of the Greatest Hockey Players Ever!

In light of the anniversary of this 
tremendous hockey player’s death, the 
MoonTAG, with the request from some 
of the better hockey loving Tutors on 
campus, thought it would be prudent to 
give a short report on this exceptional 
defenseman, -ed

Tim Horton played 24 seasons in 
the NHL, breaking in with the Toronto 
Maple Leafs after impressing the Leafs 
with his stellar play in their farm sys
tem. It was widely accepted that 
Horton was one of the strongest players

in the league as well as a skilled 
defenseman with a lethal slapshot. Very 
few opponents were wilting to tangle 
with Horton and his "Honon Bear 
Hug." Tim Horton's name can be found 
not only on the frontage of many donut 
shops across Canada, but also on Lord 
Stanley's Cup 4 times, including 3 in a 
row from 1962-1964. During the 1969- 
70 season, Horton was dealt to the New 
York Rangers for future considerations, 
and then went on to skate briefly with 
Pittsburgh, and then with the Sabres for
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two years. Horton's career was prema
turely ended when he died in a car acci
dent in 1974. Horton scored 115 goals 
and tallied 403 assists in 1446 regular 
season contests. His playoff numbers 
read 11-39-50 in 126 games. Horton 
earned both first team and second team 
All-Star status 3 times and played in 7 
NHL All-Star contests. Tim Horton 
entered the Hockey Hall Of Fame in 
1977.



A Big Thank You Goes Out
To Polity From The 
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The MoonTAG Welcomes 
the January Freshman To 
SJC. Come To The Next 
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Involved!
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