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Letters, We Get Letters
1

Greetings, once again, gentle readers. We’ve 
made it to yet another winter break. Give yourself 
a pat on the back for making it this far.

Before we all flee our intellectual sanctuary for 
the semester. I’d like to share a brief observation 
about the community here at St. John’s. Gommunity. 
or the lack thereof, was a topic of much debate at 
the last town hall meeting. My impression of the 
meeting was that there seems to be a growing move-
ment of students here who wish for the community 
to come together more. While I’m not necessarily 
opposed to improving the sense of communal togeth-
erness, I think we may be missing the bigger picture. 
St. John’s is a diverse community of individuals with 
vastly different opinions and viewpoints. I’m afraid

that those of us who desire a more homogenous 
sense of community may be overlooking the fact that 
what makes St. John’s unique is that we are a group 
of people with radically different viewpoints who, for 
the most part, respect each other’s differences and 
opinions. Forcing a new ideal of community on the 
students here may destroy what makes us unique, 
both as individuals and as a community.

On an unrelated note, I will be taking a brief 
vacation for some state sponsored insanity next 
month while I work on THE paper. It’s only the cul-
mination of my studies here. No pressure. Luke 
Washburn will be running the show, so feel free to 
send your thoughts and complaints his way.

-Eddie Kovsky

To the Gollege Gommunity,
In the last issue of The Moon a letter was writ-

ten in response to an article that I co-wrote with the 
beautiful and loud Gathy Garcia. Upon reading this 
letter I was struck by two contrary feelings: pleas-
ure and pain.

My feeling of pleasure came from the fact that 
such a letter was written. When a community 
member feels strongly about an issue, it is her duty 
to express her concerns to the community. We 
must, as members of the same community, learn 
from this intellectual act. so that we don’t become 
idle in our contemplating. Writing letters is one of 
the most effective forms of intellectual action. I 
respect the author of the critical response to the 
Fun Critic article for her sense of duty and action.

However, it is never wise to speak rashly or with 
misunderstanding. Unfortunately the letter written 
as a critique is not worthy of the title. For it was 
both rash and incorrect. It is the poor logic that 
went into the composition of the letter that causes 
my pain.

The critical response maintains one basic princi-
ple, namely, that overt and drunken expressions of 
sexuality are improper and lewd. This thought is 
naive and yields an unbalanced perspective on life. 
Furthermore, to call an individual “immature" 
because he expresses himself, in whatever form, so 
long as it does not cause harm to anyone around 
him, is telling that person not to be himself. To sug-

gest that rather than express and release our desires, 
we should keep them pent up inside in constant 
denial of their existence, would be to take Euripides’ 
lesson in vain. Euripides gives us the tragedy of 
Pentheus who was unable to express and release his 
desires. Thankfully, we can learn from Pentheus: we 
must seek a balance between our responsibilities and 
our desires. This balance can only be attained when 
we equally acknowledge the existence and impor-
tance of our desires and our responsibilities.

The author of the response is rash when she 
says that I, along with my co-writer, have received 
nothing from our education at St. John’s Gollege. I 
find this comment personally offensive. This state-
ment is angry and cruel. More importantly though, 
it is incorrect. Over the past three and half years I 
have learned much from my education; perhaps the 
most lasting and important lesson I have learned is 
one which concerns love. St. John’s College is the 
first community in which I have felt loved. I love my 
education, and the books I read and discuss. More 
importantly, I love my friends and tutors for their 
honesty and devotion. In fact, I am so filled with 
love that I even love the writer of the response to 
the Fun Critic. I hope that after reflecting on her 
letter, that she will find me and give me a hug so 
that we can re-emphasize the importance of 
thoughtfulness, kindness, and trust in the St. John’s 
College community.

Bryan Rosenberg



Letters, We Get Letters

The Goldfarb/Levine correspondence, though it 
seems to have been ignored by the general popu-
lace, deserves some brief comment. Therefore, if I 
may be permitted raise my voice above the cries of 
“didn’t you graduate?”. I’d like to offer it.

First, it’s interesting to notice several nuances of 
the argument contained in Mr. Coldfarb’s letter. The 
first of the myths and the first of the half-truths 
with which he charges us, those which claim that St. 
john’s offers a unique style of seminar courses and 
community, seem to have an easy answer: we don’t 
claim that St. John’s is alone in offering this kind of 
education: we only claim that this kind of education 
is the best. St. John’s College can be, and has been, 
cloned: and I doubt that I’m the only one here to do 
so when I express the wish that it be so cloned 
indefinitely.

But, like Socrates, Mr. Coldfarb has pointed us in 
the direction of another question by ignoring this 
answer. We can see, by considering the rest of his 
letter, that this question is standing silently in the 
background of Mr. Coldfarb’s entire argument. 
Through it all, Mr. Coldfarb’s words cause us to won-
der: is our program truly the best form of education? 
We certainly assume that it is in choosing to come 
here, and we must also assume that the tutors 
(including Mr. Coldfarb) must have some firm con-
viction that it is when they offer it to us, unless they 
mean us harm.

That is why I think this letter, even after Mr. 
Levine’s rebuttal (of sorts), deserves further com-
ment; this fundamental challenge to our way of life 
has still not been addressed by Mr. Levine’s letter. 
What is more, this letter ignores the fact that Mr. 
Coldfarb does not merely place this question before 
us, but goes as far as to imply his own answer to it: 
after telling us that his appeals to the faculty and the 
community have been ignored, he tells us this:

I truly believe that St. John’s was once an excit-
ing place to be, and that it could be so again, but I’m 
not sure it is so now. A large part of the problem, it 
seems to me, both as cause and symptom, is our 
unwillingness to discuss these issues.

The implication of this statement is obvious 
to anyone who has paid attention to the letter thus 
far; St. John’s is emphatically not the best kind of

education, though it was and potentially could be. 
And there are further implications: though Mr. 
Coldfarb seems to allow some small justification for 
those that stay here in order to restore St. John’s 
College to its former glory, he must know that no 
student, at least no good student, would spend the 
first four years of his or her college career dragging 
a defunct university back into the light of relevance.

While these are only implications lurking behind 
Mr. Coldfarb’s argument, not explicit statements, it is 
unavoidable that they are the point toward which 
the rhetorical force tends. This is true because the 
question about St. Johns is simpler than it seems, and 
if St. John’s does not offer the best education possi-
ble, then there’s no reason not to leave immediate-
ly. Mr. Coldfarb’s allowance that a St. John’s educa-
tion can be worthwhile seems limp; it runs at cross-
purposes to the tone of the rest of his letter. In ask-
ing that we make the benefits of the program out-
weigh the costs, he shows that it is already his con-
clusion that the program is too costly as it stands.

There are, however, those of us who believe 
that the flaws of a St. John’s education are inessen-
tial flaws, like, for example, the scheduling conflicts 
which Mr. Coldfarb mentions. In particular, I recall 
hearing a tutor compare St. John’s College to 
Thomas Aquinas College. He described to us the 
cleanliness, responsibility, and moderation of students 
at Thomas Aquinas, and then told us of his first 
encounter with students of St. John’s College: they 
were bragging about stealing books from a library. 
(This was, by the way, some time ago, during the 
supposed heyday of St. John’s that everyone is 
always talking about.) Yet this tutor told us that he 
would rather be here. What is essential about St. 
John’s isn’t its reputed community, or the lack of lec-
tures, or the fact that we read texts naively: it’s that 
we’re free to discuss our world among ourselves as 
we please. I believe that the tutor I mentioned was 
thinking of Athens and Sparta when he talked about 
St. John’s and Thomas Aquinas, and also about the 
government of the United States. St. John’s operates 
on the classical democratic principles; freedom and 
equality.

This freedom and this equality are what char-
acterizes St. John’s. There may be a campus drug
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■® and alcohol problem despite the assistant deans 
greatest and most laudable efforts: tutors and stu-
dents may never talk to one another as Mr. Hurwitz 
would like them to: and Weigle Hall, Buildings and 
Grounds, and the faculty might not interact, giving 
Ms. Williams one more reason to be angry: but all 
these sacrifices are worthwhile sacrifices because of 
one large reason: that most essential of human 
experiences, free and open discussion, can happen 
regardless inside the classroom, so long as this free-
dom is maintained there. This advantage mirrors 
those of the state in which we live: and I believe 
that, just as the United States is a great nation for all 
the seeming mediocrity of its citizens, St. John’s 
College, though it might not always seem to, holds 
up a shining beacon among educational institutions.

This dual principle of freedom and equality is all 
the more potent because it is applied to considering 
not one particular aspect of the world in which we 
live but the world as a whole. The discourse of a St. 
John’s College student can be more essential and 
powerful than that of a psychology major, a classics 
major, or a physics major because he seeks to under-
stand the tradition which created them all rather 
than narrowing his pursuit of the truth.

What is possible here is almost magical: students 
and tutors can come together in what they see in 
that moment to be the great light of learning, 
understanding themselves and others in incredible 
ways which would not be possible if the program 
didn’t have the character that it does.

In the light of this view of St. John’s College it 
becomes easier to explain the myths which which 
Mr. Goldfarb charges us. We eschew lectures 
because they are not as essential as the immediate

human interaction which we enjoy in classrooms: 
and, far from being beset by naive reading, our pro-
gram offers the greatest antidote to it. Where there 
is not free discussion, it is impossible to question the 
foundations of any given reading of a text. Here, 
however, there need only be a single person in a 
classroom who knows how to read the text cor-
rectly, and the rest of the class can benefit from 
their expertise. We are not, therefore, always at the 
whim of a single teacher and his or her preconcep-
tions, but are allowed to constantly consider the 
foundations which others stand on while having our 
own examined as well. It is simply more likely that 
the correct reading can be found when everyone 
can share their own rather than listening to a single 
one.

Mr. Goldfarb is worried that we might not 
understand the historical complexities of a text. 
However, no matter what those complexities may 
be, the best beginning for any good reading of a text 
is an immediate encounter with it. In fact, I remem-
ber another tutor of mine, one of my very favorites 
and a good friend, who taught me, through Plato’s 
Republic, that every text, if looked at closely 
enough, will teach the reader how to read it. This 
means that we must meet texts in the same way we 
meet people, judging them not by those with whom 
they are associated but by how they interact with 
us. St. John’s College is a superior school because it 
allows us to interact more simply and essentially 
with books and people: in a time when cynicism and 
hatred make love and friendship of people and 
places seem naive, may we still have the courage to 
say so.

Jeff Johnston, SF ‘02

Dear Mr. Barry,
I agree that We Buy Music was, in fact, superior to Bow Wow Records both in quantity and quality. 

Unfortunately, We Buy Music passed in late summer, thus leaving Bow Wow Records the title of best record 
store in Albuquerque. However, due to the unpleasant demise of said record store, only Charley’s Records 
remains. I am sorry for the confusion created by my article. I realize now that I should have taken into 
account that some of this publication’s readers may be from parts east, and may not have been aware of 
the intricacies of Albuquerque’s record store politics.

Sincerely,
Amy Williams
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Interview: Michael Andrews

by Jonathan Morgan

Baldness. Kissinger, and American Democracy 
A Conversation with Tutor Michael Andrews

JM: Where did you grow up?
MA: I was raised in Helena, Montana. I went to 

Helena High School, and graduated from there in 
1988, and then Montana State at Bozeman, and 
graduated from there in 1992. Outside of a year at 
Humboldt State in California while I was an under-
graduate and living in Germany after I graduated 
high school, most of my life until 1994 had been 
spent in Montana. In 1994 1 got into graduate school 
at Tulane University in New Orleans, and I lived 
there until I moved here to Santa Fe.

JM: What is there to do growing up in Montana?
MA: 1 spent a lot of time out doors hunting and fish-

ing. I spent large chunks of my summers out on 
the Missouri River.

JM Nice. So you got your undergraduate degree in 
History, and your masters in European History, and 
now you’re working on a Ph.D. What’s that in?

MA: fm currently finishing my dissertation, and that’s 
in American Intellectual History.

JM My cheat sheet tells me that your dissertation is 
titled The Endless Republic: Liberty. Tradition, and 
the Flight from the Past. Wow. Could you give us a 
Reader's Digest version of what you’re trying to get 
across in it?

MA: Well, it’s difficult to put into a couple sentences, 
but I’ll do my best. In the most general sense, I 
think it’s a rumination on how Americans under-
stand liberty: that liberty is something that’s placed 
in conceptual opposition to tradition, and to history. 
I think the American understanding of liberty 
inherited a sense of liberation, and a sense of 
breaking away.

JM Because the country was formed in a sense in 
rebellion against certain political traditions and his-
torical institutions?

MA: Right. And liberty is not always understood as a 
foundational good or a basic human good that 
enables one to attain a higher end, but often it 
becomes a kind of end in its own right. So, one of 
the questions that I asked is that if, for example, 
Americans are free in the sense that Thomas 
Jefferson or Ralph Waldo Emerson understood them 
to be free, then how might they be brought 
together for common purposes? How would a

commitment to the common good, or even an 
identification of what constitutes the common good 
be achieved in a nation of individualists? So in some 
sense Alexis de Toqueville is one of the presiding 
spirits that hovers over my dissertation.

JM Another loaded question, along the same lines, 
and this is probably going to be another tough one 
to distill into a few sentences: What do you think 
are the best and worst things about modern 
democracy in America? In what ways do we still 
uphold the ideals that people like Jefferson set out 
and in what way have we changed or perverted 
them?

MA: That’s an interesting question, because Jefferson 
believed that it was the Europeans who had per-
verted the ideals and that we were restoring them 
to their pure foundation—and there is a certain ten-
dency in our culture towards a return to founda-
tional principals or first principals. But it’s ambiguous 
exactly what those foundational principals are, par-
ticularly because the Declaration of Independence, 
where our foundational principals are outlined, is in 
itself an anti-foundational document.

JM It’s basically a list of grievances against the King.
MA: Right. So there’s a question about whether we 

really do have a foundation. Some people would say 
that the Constitution is our true foundation, but the 
Constitution largely erects a structure of govern-
ment, and says very little about how, say, virtue 
may be inculcated into the citizenry. So, what has 
become corrupted or perverted? I don’t know. I 
mean. I’m sure that there are people who have 
laundry lists of such things. One thing that’s defi-
nitely changed, and the change was accelerated by 
the Civil War, is the centralization of power in large 
political and economic structures. But this seemed 
right at the time. As one individual in the 1880’s 
declared: “The era of the individual is over," and 
there was this idea that we were moving towards 
some sort of collectivist future. And that dream 
itself was challenged by the experience of the mid-
twentieth century, particularly with the rise of 
totalitarian regimes.

JM And again America had something to set itself in 
opposition to, in theory anyway.

MA: Yeah. And so the post-war period is an inter-
esting one because it’s not clear precisely what’s ^
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■® re-emerged. A new kind of aggressive individ-
ualism? But you also see in certain interesting 
developments of the post-war period a rise of a 
kind of communitarianism, and a new kind of con- 
servatismocritical of both capitalism and individual-
ism—that has never really existed in the United 
States before. One thing that does worry me is the 
death of local self-government, because I think 
there is something to Toqueville’s insight that it is 
through the exercise of political responsibility that 
we somehow inculcate the virtues of citizenship. 
And along the same lines, there’s something of an 
Aristotelian in me in that I wonder at times if com-
munities don’t have to be of a certain size in order 
to flourish, and that the immensity of the scale on 
which things are organized today prevents that.

JM: Do you think a St. john’s-style education helps 
prepare people for living in a democracy?

MA; Well, your question brings us back to what 
exactly people in a democracy need to exercise; 
the virtues of citizenship, which is another way of 
asking what exactly the virtues of citizenship are in 
a democracy. And to start by answering the ques-
tion somewhat obliquely, one can ask if democracy 
requires some sort of foundation, which it itself is 
unable to generate, or some sort of foundation that 
the American tradition specifically might not be 
able to sustain or produce. At risk of sounding 
familiar. I’d say that Americans seem to lack some 
sort of historical consciousness, and in fact certain 
thinkers in American history seem to think that 
that’s a virtue. People like Jefferson and Emerson 
felt that in some ways the past was nothing but a 
dreary succession of despotisms and variegated 
forms of oppression. And while history isn’t the 
central part of the St. John’s curriculum, I think that 
you develop a sense of history, and a sense of the 
great minds that have come before. And in this 
way St. John’s may be doing something very radi-
cal in that they imbue students with the capacity 
to resist fashion, and also with a sense of continu-
ity which many Americans and American thinkers 
don’t have.

JM; Feel like an easy question now? What are some 
of your favorite non-program books?

MA; One is George Santayana’s Character and 
Opinion in the United States, which I think is up

there with Toqueville. Another is Wilfred McClay’s 
The Masterless: Self and Society Modern America. 
which had a big influence on me.

JM You’re exclusively a Freshman tutor this year. Is 
there anything in the program which you’ve read 
so far with your students that has surprised you, or 
that you had read previously that on re-reading in 
class you gained some new perspective on?

MA Well, it’s been so long since I originally read, say. 
The Odyssey, that it’s hard to remember what 
response to it I had then, particularly when it was 
read in a non-seminar environment. One thing that 
struck me was the way in which we read 
Herodotus in our class. And what I found really 
bracing about it was what seemed to be Herodotus’ 
belief that some limits had to be imposed upon the 
self in order for freedom to be enabled. There 
seems to be some kind of affliction that Xerxes was 
suffering from in that he was free, but his freedom 
was somehow oppressive precisely because it was 
disordered.

JM That’s a very Greek idea.
MA Yeah, and it’s not a very American one. And 

getting back to your earlier question, that might be 
one of the things that St. John’s gives American stu-
dents that they wouldn’t get anywhere else in our 
society.

JM How smart are you?
MA Smarter than Henry Kissinger. <laughs> Are you 

going to print that?
JM Yes. Moving right along. You’re rumored to spend 

a lot of time in the Coffee Shop. Is there any par-
ticular reason for that?

MA Yeah, because I’m uncomfortable in my office.
JM I see. And does that have anything to do with 

[Mr. Colluber and Mr. Carl] your office mates?
MA No.
JM Is that what you wish to state that for the 

record?
MA Yes. My office mates are fine people and I’m 

supporting both of them in the current election.
JM Okay, fair enough. Why did you shave your 

head?
MA Because I went bald. I noticed one morning that 

it was beginning to resemble a comb-over and I fig-
ured that was it, so I shaved it that very day. I fig-
ured that otherwise I’d never get another date.



o Mr. Buthman’s Myths
by Gus Buthman

There is a dark cloud settling over Weigle Hall. 
Rumors of an ancient evil haunt the conversations of 
students. They speak of a dark lord who is once 
again gathering together the lands of the East, and 
of his servant who at his master’s bidding has disas-
sembled the committee on instruction in order to 
enslave the minds of tutor and student alike. At 
night the cackle of evil can often be heard emanat-
ing from the upper floor of Weigle. All across the 
great campus of the misty mountains of sun and 
moon there is fright and forboding. The dark force 
of myth has awakened!

For those of you that enjoy fantasy novels, this 
is an all too common episode. I enjoy no such things. 
1 did, however, like that movie Lord of the Rings. 1 
hear that they are coming out with another one 
very soon. I would not know when though because 
such things do not concern me, for 1 am not a nerd. 
No dear readers, instead of fencing and spending my 
time quoting The Matrix, I prefer to do manly things; 
watching sports, checking basketball scores on the 
internet, modern dance, wearing my Avalanche jer-
sey around campus, and beer-bonging ten beers at a 
time while I’m all hopped-up on speedballs and 
reefer. After which I stumble around all unnimbly- 
bimbly-like and act like a raging asshole to everyone 
1 meet. Then I miraculously find my way home 
where I fall asleep on my bed while listening to 
gangsta rap. Aaaaw snap.

Contained in this last paragraph are four myths 
concerning me, namely Gus Hamilton Buthman. 
The first paragraph just sounded cool.

MythXfl: That I am Justin “Cus" Hurwitz.
First of all, I am not a nerd, as I already said 

above. That means that I do not run an anime club, 
nor am I the president of the film society. I also do 
not swing dance; I modern dance. I am not “good 
at math,” nor do I work at Los Alamos laboratories:

I am also not a techie geek. No, 1 enjoy women and 
dog fights and doing push-ups until I puke. For me 
the life-style of Evil Kenevil is preferred to that of 
Captain Spok. So stop confusing the two of us. And 
quit calling me asking if Vampire Hunter D or Akira 
is playing next week. I don’t know nor do I care, 
nerd.

Myth«2: That I drink and smoke and do lots of 
crazy designer drugs.

This is a flat out untruth. While I may look and 
behave like a crackhead, I am not. In fact, since my 
mom is probably reading this, I have never done any 
drugs or drank in my life. “But what about your 
Ghetto Haikus?” you may ask. I said I’m not a 
crackhead. I never said nothing about my mom.

Myth #3: That I am an asshole.
Shhh, girl. Who’s been fillin’ your mind with 

those lies? No matter. When I find him he gunna 
wish he never said nothin’. Now put your pretty lit-
tle head to rest. ’Cause I ain’t no asshole. In fact, I 
am rather sensitive and Missunderztood, as most 
artists are. While I am not writin’ poetry or cryin’, 1 
spend my time playin’ and singin’ jewel songs on my 
guitar. I also enjoy nursin’ sick puppies back to 
health. Trust me. Or even if you do not, let me at 
least cook you a sensuous meal in a savory ren-
dezvous.

Myth #4: That all I listen to is rap music.
Does it hurt to be this dumb? While I do have 

a predeliction to rap, I do listen to many other things. 
Like the sound of your voice. Let me love you.

I hope that I have expelled these slanderous 
myths propagated against me by my enemies. But 
I am indebted to you for making me think and not 
taking for granted this grand enterprise which is 
myself. For, what’s this life for (to quote Creed) if 
we do not examine it? Now let me examine you.
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7 Tips for a Joyous Holiday Season

by Amy Williams

1. Take time to reflect on all of the events of 
this past year that you have to be grateful for. For
example, I am graceful that I have survived this year 
without any major head injuries, hospitalizations or 
car accidents. I am also grateful that the warrant for 
my arrest is only valid in Texas, and not nationwide, 
hopefully securing an arrest-free 2003. I am happy 
that the non-profit organization that I work for nar-
rowly avoided bankruptcy again this year, thus 
ensuring another year of being underpaid and over-
worked at a job that is under-appreciated, albeit 
rewarding. This was, indeed, a stellar year.

2 Take a trp to the mall on Christmas Eve. 
Everybody warns against this, but 1 recommend it as 
a wonderful way to learn, and to educate others, 
about the value of patience and kindness. For 
example, as I leave the mall, I always make sure to 
take my time leaving my parking spot, particularly if 
there is a car waiting for it. I take time to find the 
perfect post-mall music, remove my coat, even light 
and smoke a cigarette (with the brake lights on all 
the while). Certainly the people waiting for my spot 
are angered by my slowness in leaving, but hopeful-
ly it also gives them time to reflect on the things in 
life chat are more important chan a good parking 
spot on Christmas Eve, and I feel gratified having 
contributed to their enlightenment.

3. Remember the joy of cooking this holiday 
seasoa Christmas time is awash with cookies, fruit-
cakes, and candy. Be creative this year and whip up 
something you really enjoy. Here is a holiday recipe 
that you are sure to love:

Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer
Ingredients:
* 1 1/4 oz. Light rum
* 1 1/2 oz. Lemon juice
* 1/2 oz Grenadine
* Ice cubes
* Cranberry juice
* 1 wedge Lemon
Mixing instructions:
Mix the light rum, lemon juice, and grenadine. 

Add Che ice cubes and fill to your own taste with 
Cranberry juice. Add a wedge of lemon on your 
glass and enjoy!

4. bi case you run into anyone you hated in high 
school while gathering stppBes for the aforemen-
tioned holiday recipe, memorize the following 
^ech: “Hi. (enter name here)! How are you? I’ve 
never been better, personally. My life is so incredi-
bly perfect that I may just burst with happiness! 
(Enter a list of this year’s accomplishments here. 
Embellish if you must.) Are you and (enter their sig-
nificant other’s name here) still together? Are you 
two going to get married now that the baby is born? 
No? Well, it looks like you really are stuck here for-
ever! I always knew you wouldn’t amount to much! 
I better be off. Happy holidays!” Remember to 
always be sweet and sincere, as the holidays are a 
time to love one another.

5. Create unique holiday traditions. My family, 
for example, likes to spend holidays in the 
Emergency Room. A severe allergic reaction at 
Thanksgiving, an asthma attack on Christmas, and 
one broken ankle on New Year’s Eve make for an 
exciting, and prescription drug-filled holiday season!

6. Shq) simply and creatively for gifts. This year 
I am giving all of my loved ones batteries. It will be 
easy, one-stop shopping, with a personal touch! I 
can almost guarantee that they will not be receiv-
ing batteries from everyone else, and if they do not 
have an appliance that uses the size of batteries 
they receive, they can always save them, and learn 
a valuable lesson in preparedness.

7. Most inportantly, always bear in mind that 
Christmas is not just a time for gifts, but also a cel-
ebration of the birth of our Lord Jesus Christ, who, 
in a few short months, will be micified to redeem 
our ans. As such, be sure to spend some time 
reflecting on your transgressions. I recommend 
livening up your caroling with AC/DC’s “Highway 
to Heir. Also, forgo the cliche Christmas Eve read-
ing of “The Night Before Christmas” and instead 
remind yourself and your family of your collective 
wretchedness with selected readings from St. 
Augustine’s Confessions. Remember that Christmas 
is not just a time of joy, but also a time for emotional 
flagellation. After all, Valentine’s Day isn’t the only 
time of year to wallow in your own terrible exis-
tence.



Pranks on Campus
by Erin Hanlon

Those of you who share my habit of occasion-
ally glancing at the bell tower probably noticed the 
bed that was located in the first story of the tower 
on October 23rd. Moving an entire bed up there 
was a fairly impressive feat (and was apparently 
done as an act of revenge against the owner of the 
bed). However, it was not the first time somebody 
had stuck a large object in the bell tower and it 
probably won’t be the last.* The College Archives, 
located in Meem Library, contain, among other 
things, photographs which span the 38-year history 
of the Santa Fe campus (we have a few photos from 
Annapolis as well). These photos are not solely 
related to public relations: many capture interesting 
moments from everyday student life as well. 
Among the events documented are the various 
pranks that have occurred on campus, the most eye-
catching being those that involved Aphrodite. Who 
is Aphrodite you may ask? Aphrodite, a.k.a. 
Bountiful Harvest, was a bronze statue whose origin 
is now shrouded in the mists of time. Her disap-
pearance is equally mysterious. However, between 
1971 and 1990 her importance to the Santa Fe stu-
dent body was well documented. Aphrodite attened 
parties, pranks and graduations. Once she was even 
handcuffed to Mortimer j. Adler. Neither were the 
bell tower nor the fishpond foreign homes to her: 
she appeared to have been placed in those two 
locations many times.

However fond of Aphrodite the students were, 
her cold bronze form could hardly compare to the 
excitement created by a naked freshman who con-
sidered himself art. On September 11, 1992, 
Freshman Peter Zachariadis (SF’98) decided to chal-
lenge the meaning of art by posing near the Ptolemy 
stone, dressed only in two ties. The Moon issue that 
featured this story reported that “according to 
Zachariadis, his posing was intended as a protest 
against the way art was being received on campus. 
‘It started off with my being annoyed by the sudden 
appearance of sculpture,’ he says. “I was annoyed 
because I didn’t feel that the artists were really 
accessible to us.’ The story goes on, mentioning that 
“Zachariadis says his intention was to get people 
thinking about the art in a more meaningful way, 
and that his posing was only as ‘a gentle satire.’” 
The sculpture he mentions was an exhibit of work 
from 26 members of the New Mexico Sculptor’s 
Guild that then President Agresto had brought to 
campus.

Zachariadis wasn’t the only student to feel a 
need to poke fun at the art on campus. During the 
‘80s, before the advent of the long weekend in 
February, the junior class used to hold a prank. Like 
Senior prank they would disrupt seminars and hold a 
skit in the Great Hall, only the skit wasn’t limited to 
seniors or tutors, but made fun of the entire college. 
In 1988 the Junior class made their theme the

From  left  to  right : • Aphrodite attends graduation. ‘Aphrodite enjoys the view from the Weigle Hall
bell tower. *The mural outside the Great Hall with its creator.
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°® mural which was hanging outside of the Great 
Hall and dressed to resemble ‘characters’ from that 
mural. Two years later, in the midst of a controver-
sy over whether the college was allowed to remove 
the mural or not, the mural was destroyed by a stu-
dent with a hammer. In 1992 junior Prank also dis-
appeared. The administration decided that it was 
too disruptive. However, they did recognize that the 
students need a short break in the long months 
between the beginning of second semester and 
spring break and so they instituted the long week-
end in February. The junior class did attempt to 
maintain the tradition of Prank, but without the 
sanction of the administration very few people 
attended.

One unofficial, but traditional Prank, that the 
administration did not interfere with was the Adler 
prank. Mortimer j. Adler was an important figure in 
the establishment of the New Program and he 
mainatined contact with the college throughout his 
life by giving lectures and meeting with faculty and 
students. Mr. Adler was well known for giving Friday 
night lectures that greatly surpassed the hour limit. 
Annapolis students began the tradition of pranking 
his lecture just as the first hour was up and students 
in Santa Fe continued that tradition when he lec-
tured here. As mentioned above Adler was once 
handcuffed to Aphrodite, but former SEO coordina-
tor Brendan O’Neill has fond memories of the prank

that involved pizza. “A pizza had been ordered and 
the delivery guy came right in to deliver it to Mr. 
Adler. The funny thing was he wouldn’t leave until 
he was paid. So Mr. Adler paid the guy and then 
offered the pizza to the audience.”

Often pranks (both official and unofficial) are 
the result of students who feel the need to vent 
energy. Long before last year’s couch wars there 
were toothbrush wars, which culminated in all of 
one student’s belongings being moved from his dorm 
room to the bathroom. And then there was the jF 
who came back to her room to find her friends had 
individually wrapped all her belongings in tin foil. 
One junior explained why she and her friends dec-
orated the bell tower with pumpkins last fall when 
she was a sophomore: “November was rushing in, 
and with it came impatience. What 1 really needed 
was to do something completely thoughtless, com-
pletely non-program. Add to this a junior who is 
beginning to feel the pressure of the junior year pro-
gram. a Senior who is nearing the big essay-writing 
period, and an alumnus in town without much to do. 
The result? The perfect mix for a prank. Yeah, our 
prank wasn’t big. We simply stole the pumpkins 
Kirby had placed on their roof, took them for a lit-
tle walk to Weigle Hall, and placed them high 
enough for the entire campus to enjoy. The top of 
the bell tower seemed the perfect place. Not only 
would they be visible to the campus at large, but

From  left  to  righ t : • Junior Prank, 1986. • Junior Prank skit, 1988.



To Russia, with Love
by Dan Marshall

Dear Marijeta
So first, good job, Russia. Thank god there are 

breeds of students like the “Volodya" and the “Olya” 
over there to spice up your days. I’ll bet soon it'll 
start getting pretty cold in Moscow in the evenings, 
so I’m soothed to know that spice will keep you 
warm at night.

As for the breed at St. john’s, we have our own 
spices to keep us warm as the nights in Santa Fe cool 
off. It’s hard to pinpoint what they really are, but a 
lot of them are created and consumed at what we 
call “johnnie Parties”. These are gatherings are truly 
weird, and every time I go to one I end up crawling 
into bed at two or three in the morning, wondering 
what the hell happened. It’s not that there are real-
ity-altering events happening all over, all the time 
(although last week we carried a life-size, paper- 
mache golden calf up the hill to suites and lit it on 
fire while a crowd of sixty student screamed and 
shook themselves... but it was the Ark Party, so 
things like that are expected): the weirdness—and 
the spice—is laced through the crowd, the gaps 
between words, and the glances. It’s blatant to any-
one watching, and ungraspable for anyone foolish 
enough to try. Every johnnie is a littlepsychic. Or 
maybe we just know each other too well.

On Friday afternoon a few of us sat lounging 
around in the dining hall, lazily digesting dinner’s 
empty carbohydrates. One guy shook himself, 
looked around, blinked. “Is there anything going on 
tonight?” he asked, incredulous. A few hours later 
about two hundred cans of beer were bought and

given away, small multitudes of johnnies milled 
around, and the warming spice began to knit us 
together.

Nothing shocking occurred. The alcohol was 
modest, the lighting was dim, the music was far from 
deafening. I crawled onto the roof with three oth-
ers and stomped out a rhythm until informed that I 
was acting like a prick. An annihilated senior con-
fronted a wasted freshman: he screamed at her for 
being drunk and making out with a guy (to her 
credit, she collected herself wonderfully and spent 
the rest of the night having a good time at the 
party— may I bear undeserved public shaming with 
equal courage!). At the party’s climax, a senior 
lunged out of the Lower Commons, leaning heavily 
on two comrades. He paused in the very center of 
the party, undulating. Then he leaned over and vom-
ited cans of thin bile onto the concrete, while par- 
tygoers shrieked and scurried out of the way. The 
man was led back to Uppers, and he leaked like an 
open artery as he went.

That’s about it. These are our parties. Still, even 
without all the pulse-racing action expected of other 
parties, there’s an irresistible magic in our own. In 
each one, a thousand little conversations are born 
and die. Every two minutes a new dynamic replaces 
the current one, and is then itself replaced. Most are 
solemnly, drunkenly forgotten. Topics of vast impor-
tance are casually raised and wantonly dropped. 
Centuries- old books are mentioned and then tossed 
aside. Old dramas are resolved, and new ones rise to 
take their place. People hook up. People break

it would also require us finding a way to climb 
Weigle Hall, always with the fear of being caught. 
To top it off, we of course had to place a pumpkin 
on the finial. He was a small pumpkin we had 
named Wilson. I’m not sure how many people had 
noticed Wilson besides [then Library Director] Inga 
Waite, who complained about him a couple of times. 
It wasn’t a big prank. The fun wasn’t really in the 
subsequent reaction, but rather in the fun of pro-
duction. The prank itself was harmless, but we felt 
somehow different as we ran around campus doing 
things that didn’t exactly follow the rules.”

If you have a question about the college's histo-

ry. stop by Meem Library and ask. We are happy 
to help.

We also accept donations of materials historical-
ly important to the college.

Sources: The Moon, November 1984. February 
15. 1990. March 2. 1990. March 6. 1992. 1- 
2ISept.l992. and The Reporter. Winter 1997

*The author, the College archives, and Meem 
Library in no way endorse putting anything in or on 
the bell tower, much less climbing it Nor do we 
endorse any of the other activities that I have men-
tioned.



by Erin Hanlon

BVG Notes

Editor's note: These notes have been edited in 
order to present the most relevant information to 
the student body as well as to fit the space provid-
ed. Anyone interested in reviewing the full notes 
should contact Student Polity.

The October Board of Visitors and Governors 
(BVG) meeting was held in Annapolis, October 24- 
26. As one of two Santa Fe student representatives 
I attended the meeting in order to speak as the voice 
of the student body if such a thing was needed and 
to take notes on everything that happened in order 
to report back to students in Santa Fe on how we 
are being governed. The next Board meeting will be 
in Santa Fe, January 23-25. Below are my notes 
from the meetings which I was able to attend.

CA property: “The Monterey Board of 
Supervisors is about to adopt a new general plan. It 
is most likely (and should occur within the month) 
that their decision will make substantial residential 
development on the Marks Ranch property impossi-
ble and that the proposed 221 unit development will 
be dead.” - Robly Levy, chairman of the Galifornia 
Property committee.

Information Technology: Santa Fe is currently 
converting all of its computers to Windows 2000. 
The IT offices on each campus are working very 
closely and are starting to launch things together as 
a college, not campus by campus. IT accounts for 
approximately 5% of the operating budget (not 
including web design).

Jenzabar: Smart Solutions for Higher Education is 
the corporation which owns the companies that

produce the computer systems for each campus 
(GARS for Santa Fe and Quodata for Annapolis) 
(these computer systems are used by the treasurer’s 
office, registrar’s office, and advancement), jenzabar 
is at this time developing a system that will combine 
the campus web-interface with learning manage-
ment (the current GARS system) for Advancement, 
but there is potential for it to be expanded to other 
offices. The new system will: store data in a more 
efficient reporting environment; provide easier tools 
to report and query the data: provide a web inter-
face for users to access reports and generate queries; 
Provide analysis tools to assist with data evaluation 
and forecasting: provide ability to store data from 
multiple data sources. All this will be done through 
a Data Mart. A Data Mart is a data warehouse of 
organized data that is stored in an efficient manner 
to optimize reporting: each data mart is designed for 
a functional area to assist in data analysis and eval-
uation; multiple Data Marts will be connected 
together to gather cross-functional area data: pro-
vides ability to secure data by functional area; allows 
query of data. Potential services provided: gift 
Research: Admissions Candidacy: Admissions
Recruitment; General Ledger Transaction Analysis; 
Enrollment/Recruitment. Benefits for St. John’s: 
enables the combination of Santa Fe and Annapolis 
gift data; provides a common reporting structure: 
enables access from either campus through the web.

Web-page update: We have contracted with 
C2G who are who are designing a new website for 
us. Based on interviews with students, alumni,

■® up. People get back together. Voices are raised, 
and there’s as much laughter as the thin mountain 
air can support. On every side the words and phras-
es of people you live with, those Just met and those 
known for years, bounce into your ears, cascade 
against one another, melt into dizzying kaleidoscopes 
of breath and sound, dissolve into the brain, and are 
immediately overwhelmed by fresh waves of voices. 
It’s addictive. It’s like dancing through howling storms 
made of people. But it’s not bodies; it’s a storm of 
human Mind.

“Most of the learning takes place outside the 
classroom,” runs a St. John’s maxim. I believe it. In

fact, a friend told me tonight that he thinks St. John’s 
parties are the weirdest he’s ever seen, because 
they’re related to the program. I agree with him. I 
think we go to these parties because we regard 
them as tests: not to see how well we’ve done at 
something or other, but to catch a glimpse of how 
our souls have changed, and what sort of person we 
are becoming. We go, so that we might see our-
selves. Self-reflection is spicy.

Stay warm in Moscow, darling. 
Love,
Dan
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*® faculty and staff G2G determined the following 
things; Web site should be there for prospective stu-
dents: needs to be smooth for a dial-up modem. The 
new web site will feature black and white photog-
raphy. To check out the new website the address is 
<www.G2G.com/sjc?>. At login prompt, type <sjc>: 
at password prompt, type <greatbooks>. Reminder: 
this is Just a skeleton website there not yet any con-
tent. if you have any comments about the website 
plan talk to Laura Mulry, director of PR. This new 
design does not include the Intranet. The intranet 
underlies this new website and will be accessible via 
the web. The intranet of either campus will be 
accessible to the other, (just a note, Mike Duran, 
who can be found in the Treasurer’s Office, is the 
head of the IT department and is in charge of the 
Intranet).

Alumni Relations: There are several committees 
within Alumni Relations and each made their report.

•Virgil Initiative; headed by Lee Zlotoff and Tom 
Krause. The Virgil Initiative is a program that is being 
piloted this year. It rose out of a discussion at last 
January’s Board meeting when current students 
(mostly juniors) expressed a desire to have mentors 
in the alumni. The Initiative establishes Alumni 
mentors for students to help with the transition back 
to the real world. When Tom Krause came to Santa 
Fe on October 4th and presented the program to 
the junior class a quarter (24) of the Junior class 
signed up. Mr. Zlotoff expected to receive a similar 
response in Annapolis [he made the presentation 
after the meeting). The original plan was to have 6 
students from each campus paired up with a men-
tor, but because of the overwhelming response they 
will try to find mentors for all the interested stu-
dents. The initial mentors will be alumni Board 
members because they travel to each campus on a 
regular basis. A face-to-face meeting will be 
arranged between students and their mentors with 
follow up to be by telephone and e-mail.

Strategic Plan: The college is about to embark 
on a capital campaign to increase the funds in our 
endowment. The money raised would go towards 
one endowment which would be drawn upon by 
both campuses. The strategic plan is the objectives 
of the capital campaign. A five year planning

process went into the development of the plan. The 
needs of the college were identified in order to 
develop the plan which was adopted at the BVG 
meeting in Annapolis, April 2002.

Mission and Vision: To be an exemplar of liberal 
education through our distinctive program.

Objectives; sustain the program: strengthen the 
college: the faculty, access for students, and physical 
facilities: improve the experience: further enrich stu-
dent experiences and reach out to alumni. Sustaining 
objectives: sustain and improve the academic pro-
gram: assure effective student-tutor ratio: maintain 
enrollments best suited to learning [the magic num-
ber is currently 450 for both campuses). 
Strengthening objectives: attract, develop and retain 
a faculty equal to the demands and quality of the 
program; to provide a physical environment to sup-
port a better community of learning: increase finan-
cial aid to provide access to St. John’s Gollege. 
Improving the St. John’s Gollege experience: improve 
services to students: provide resources on campus to 
support learning: improve staff to serve students, 
faculty, and alumni; support engagements of alumni 
and friends and extend reach of college: improve 
physical plant (these numbers are for the college as 
a whole).

Budgeting needs today: Sustaining objectives: 
academic program needs $50,000 a year: student- 
tutor ratio needs $165,00 a year; enrollments needs 
$2,000,000 a year. Strengthening objectives: tutor 
salaries needs $1,550,000 a year; tutor development 
(training) needs $650,000 a year: financial aid needs 
$2,000,000 a year: facilities needs $21,300,000 a 
year. Improving objectives; Student services needs 
$150,000 a yearl learning resources needs $70,000 
a year: staff services needs $1,330,000 a year; 
extended reach needs $0 a year: facilities needs 
$37,100,000 a year. Sum of Facility needs: 
$58,400,000. Operating needs; $7,965,000. Less 
Budget strategies; $2,875,000. Total needed: 
$5,090,000 a year, or an endowment of 
$101,800,000.

Budget strategies: increase the annual fund by 
8% a year: more aggressively manage financial aid: 
over-enroll our campuses [one member pointed out 
that increasing enrollment has been a financial

http://www.G2G.com/sjc?


Suzie Stewart, Homemaker
by Erin Hanlon

“Baby, it's cold outside." In honor of the huge 
snowstorm we had recently and the Louis Armstrong 
album I just listened to I am writing up some of my 
favorite bread and soup recipes. When you are 
chilled to the bone these should warm you right up.

Turtle Bread
Makes I loaf

2 1/2 to 3 cups flour 
1 package yeast 
I Tbsp sugar 
1 tsp salt
1/2 cup warm water 
1/3 milk 
1 Tbsp butter 
' egg
Mix 1 1/2 cup flour, yeast sugar, and salt in a 

large bowl. Heat water, milk, and butter to 125 -130’: 
stir into yeast mixture. Stir in egg. Stir in enough of 
remaining flour to make dough easy to handle. 
When the dough has pulled together, turn it out onto 
a lightly floured surface and knead until smooth and 
supple, about 8 minutes. Cover dough and let rise for 
10 minutes. Divide dough into seven pieces. One 
round 2 inches in diameter, five rounds 1 inch in 
diameter and the remainder in one large round.

Place the large round on a lightly greased cookie 
sheet and flatten slightly. Shape four of the 1 inch 
rounds into ‘feet’ and one into a ‘tail’ for the turtle. 
Shape the two inch round into a ‘head’ for the tur-
tle Attach each piece by flattening the end which 
attaches to the body, wetting it slightly with water 
and pinching it under the turtle’s ‘body’. Press raisins 
into the turtle’s head for ‘eyes’. Cover the turtle with 
as damp cloth and let rise for 20 minutes. 
Meanwhile, preheat oven to 400 ’. With a sharp 
knife, make crisscross cuts in the turtle’s body to 
make the ‘shelf. Finally, use a scissors to make a cut 
for the turtle’s mouth. Bake at 400’ for 20 to 25 
minutes, or until golden brown.

Tricolor Braided Loaf
Makes 2 loaves

2 packages active dry yeast 
2 1/3 cups warm water (about 110’)
2 Tbsp. honey
1 Tbsp. salt
1/4 cup soft butter or margarine 
About 5 cups all-purpose flour 
4 Tbsp. dark molasses or dark corn syrup
2 Tbsp. wheat germ

^ strategy for the past thirty years or so it has never 
worked]. How much needs to be raised in the capi-
tal campaign? $150,000,000. There are three dif-
ferent campaign plans. A $75,000,000 campaign 
doesn’t satisfy all our needs. A $100,000,000 cam-
paign allows us to achieve our primary goals and a 
small piece of the others. A $150,000,000 campaign 
allows all of our top objectives including tutor salary 
goal in five years and 60% of everything else in ten 
years. If we get more money earlier we could do 
more earlier. $1 of operating funds = $20 of endow-
ment

No strategic plan is cast in stone. It is a guide-
line. The size of the campaign will be determined 
by the contributions received by major donors in the 
first two years. Between 1992-96 we had a $30 
million goal and received $35 million. That was our 
first real volunteer based Capital Campaign. Despite 
the downturn in the economy we are pushing ahead 
with a capital campaign that is going to require

everyone’s participation.
Plenary Session: minutes of July meeting were 

adopted. Resolutions were read and passed to honor 
Dave Ray A’49 and Thomas B. Turner A’21. Both 
were members of the Board and both had passed 
away since the July meeting.

Dean’s report - David Levine - The enrollment 
size of the freshman class is 139 making the total 
undergraduate enrollment 452. We have such low 
attrition we don’t know how we are going to house 
the jFs. We need a new dorm to allow upperclass-
men on campus. On the anniversary of the attacks 
on the World Trade Center there was a moving 
commemorative concert. The Instruction 
Committee is busy. Hans von Briesen, Ralph 
Swentzell and Clenn Freitas are all retiring this year. 
In the last 4-5 years Santa Fe has appointed a quar-
ter of our faculty. We had a very successful All- 
College Seminar Day.
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■® 1 1/3 cups whole-wheat flour 
2 Tbsp. cocoa 
1 1/2 tsp. caraway seed 
1 1/3 rye flour
1 egg yolk beaten with 1 Tbsp. water
In a large electric mixer bowl, dissolve the yeast 

in the water. Stir in the honey, salt, butter, and 2 1/3 
cups of the all-purpose flour. Beat to blend, then 
beat on medium speed for 4 minutes; scrape bowl 
often. Add 1 more cup of the all-purpose flour and 
beat on high speed for 4 minutes. Divide batter in 
thirds (about 1 1/4 cups each) and put into 3 bowls. 
For whole wheat bread: To dough in one bowl, stir 
in 2 Tbs of the molasses, the wheat germ, and the 
whole-wheat flour. For pumpernickel bread: To 
dough in another bowl, stir in the remaining 2 Tbs 
molasses, the cocoa, caraway seed, and rye flour. For 
white bread: To dough in the last bowl, stir in 1 1/3 
cups of the remaining all-purpose flour. For each 
dough: After ingredients are mixed in. turn onto a 
board and knead until smooth, adding all-purpose 
flour as needed to prevent sticking.

Turn each dough over in a separate greased 
bowl, cover, and let rise in a warm place until dou-
bled, about 1 hour. Punch down doughs and divide 
each in half. Roll each portion into a smooth 15-inch 
rope. For each loaf, place a white, a wheat, and a 
pumpernickel rope on a greased baking sheet; loose-
ly braid and pinch ends to seal, tucking them under-
neath. Cover lightly and let rise in a warm place 
until doubled, about I hour. Brush both loaves with 
egg glaze. Bake in a 350’ oven for about 35 min-
utes or until well browned. Transfer to wire racks to 
cool.

Lentil Soup
1/2 lb. dry lentils
2 Tbsp. olive oil
1/4 lb. smoked ham and sausage 
1 small onion, chopped 
1 stalk, chopped 
1 clove garlic, minced
1 chicken, beef, or vegetable bouillion cube
4 cups water
salt & pepper to taste
Sort and rinse lentils. In a medium saucepan.

heat oil. Stir in ham, onion, celery, and garlic until 
tender. Add lentils and remaining ingredients. Bring 
to boil. Reduce heat, cover and simmer until lentils 
are tender and soup gets thick. Add more hot water 
if necessary.

Two-Bean Chili
Serves 20

2 1/4 lbs dried Great Northern Beans
2 1/4 lbs dried pinto beans 
1/2 cup olive oil
7 large onions, chopped (about 14 cups)
1/2 cup chili powder 
5 Tbs tomato paste
3 Tbs minced garlic 
3 Tbs ground cumin
1 1/2 Tbs dried oregano 
1 1/2 Tbs dried basil 
3/4 tsp cayenne pepper 
14 cups (or more) canned chicken or vegetable 

broth
3 l5oz cans of corn (undrained)
5 6oz jars roasted red bell peppers, drained 
3 8oz cans tomato sauce 
Place all beans in large pot with enough cold 

water to cover by at least 3 inches. Let stand 
overnight. Drain beans. Divide beans between two 
large pots. Add enough cold water to cover beans 
by 3 inches. Simmer until beans are almost tender, 
stirring occasionally, about 1 hour. Drain. Transfer 
beans to large bowl. Heat 1/4 cup oil in each pot 
over medium-high heat. Add half of onions to each' 
pot; saute until tender, about 15 minutes. Add half 
of chili powder, tomato paste, garlic, cumin, oregano, 
basil and cayenne to each pot; stir one minute. 
Divide beans, 14 cups broth, corn with liquid, bell 
peppers and tomato sauce between pots. Bring to 
boil. Reduce heat to medium; simmer until beans 
are tender and chili thickens, stirring occasionally, 
about 1 1/2 hours. Season with salt and pepper.

Tip of the week; If you are looking for more 
recipes, Meem library now receives two cooking 
magazines; Saveur and Gourmet. Go down and take 
a look; but remember to bring some change for pho-
tocopies, none of the magazines are allowed to leave 
the library.



A Dear John Letter, to a New Johnny
by John Hutchinson

Dear john,

I'm writing to tell you that we’re through.
You've changed, and I don’t have a place in your new 

world.

When we were young and carefree 
We would wade through the cool creek, splashing in 

the shadows.
Do you remember? But you’ve changed.

“Carefree?" you now ask and ponder.
“Carefree ... what Greek word are you referring to?” 
I’m leaving you, you’ve changed.

I can remember Friday nights at our apartment, 
Perfit, Brook, Kim, Willie and Steve.
We’d have a few beers then out to the bars 
to drink, talk, drink, talk, drink and stumble home. 
But you’ve changed.

Now it’s Nietzsche, Wittgenstein and Kierkegaard, 
Discussion at our house then out to the cafe.
To drink, discuss, drink, discuss, discuss, discuss, dis-

cuss.
You seem to enjoy it, but it just isn’t me.
I’m leaving you, you’ve changed.

Do you remember the smell of competition?
The sweaty socks left to age in the bag.
Your muscles aching at the end of a game.
Do you remember? But you’ve changed.

“Do we have a gym?” you ask rather puzzled 
As you stuff the Tao Te Ching into your book bag. 
“I’d love to go for a run, but it’s the altitude you see. 
I get nose bleeds, and I can’t hardly breath.”
So you go to class and discuss the Tao,
The power of nature as it exists in all things.

Oh how you have changed,
I don’t love you any more.

So I’m leaving now. I’m moving to New Orleans 
And I’m taking the beer bong and the dog.

I don’t blame you for what has happened 
But you’ve changed.

I just hope we can still be friends.

Love,
A part of you.

A Selection from Mana
by K. J. Jim

Mana does not think for itself but is thought of 
by Life. Life perceives Mana,

and as Life is of Mana, so Life is Mana perceiv-
ing itself,

Mana strives towards one goal— to become 
aware of itself. Then Life strives to

become aware of itself. But to be aware of one-
self— one must first be. Life 

first strives to be.

All things came to be from the universe coming 
to be. Life came from the

universe coming to be. The universe is of Mana 
coming to be. Life is of Mana 

coming to be.

Mana came to be to perceive itself. Life is the 
Many of the One perceiving

itself. Life strives towards the One perceiving 
itself...

...the Godhead.



Welt
by Andrew Tisher

Take a rubber band, slip it over your hand and 
roll it, like a sleeve, midway up your forearm. Now, 
pull it away from your skin as far as it will go (are 
you doing this?) and let it snap back.

Ow. Now wait a moment, it shouldn’t take 
long... there, a perfect little welt. A welt whelp. I 
didn’t know it would do that when I first tried it out 
of idleness. Now I’m obsessed by it. Look at that. 
It feels pleasant under your touch as well. Like one 
of the little ridges caused by corduroy against skin, 
except this is exponentially more satisfying because 
of the ephemeral sting caused by rubber violently 
crushing epidermal cells, wounding thousands.

When I first discovered this minor phenomenon 
I had to repeat it twice more. However, I had not 
yet learned to practice mainly upon my upper arm 
and left three hot sidewinder tracks across my wrist, 
I was left looking like a wistful suicide. The next 
couple of days (these marks last) I was forced to 
wear long-sleeved sweaters to conceal them, recall-
ing the cliche of embarrassed high school girlfriends 
in turtlenecks. Luckily, this was January.

Now it is May and the impending swimming sea-
son means that even the benign little welts in the 
fleshy altitudes above of my T-shirt sleeves will be 
exposed. It seems like a poor idea, displaying these 
thin pink bars to Just anyone. My little hobby should 
certainly not be cause for anybody’s concern, but it 
almost certainly would be for many. So, for the time 
being, a moratorium.

I went swimming today for the first time this 
year. Nobody noticed the still very visible mark on 
my right arm, just below armpit level. It was singu-
lar, and for this reason was dismissed by onlookers as 
some freak imperfection of my body, a carelessly 
placed vein or stretch mark. Encouraged by this 
success in concealing my dark little secret I (too 
rashly) indulged in a miniature bacchanalia of band 
snapping. In this way I managed to leave a verita-
ble bar code of marks beneath left forearm.

I should clarify that this isn’t an exercise in 
masochism, although that certainly is a part of the 
appeal. The real treat here is the ability to alter my 
appearance in a semi permanent manner. I can see 
these practice scars upon my person without leav-
ing lasting damage - like a henna tattoo. Or perhaps

more accurately, a sunburn. Because what is so 
compelling about these marks is the natural quality 
they boast. They have a dignity lacking in the gar-
ish doodling of tattoos. No swirling birds or contort-
ed dragons, but simple red lines, sometimes straight 
as a pine beam, others meandrous as Louisiana’s 
coast. But each seems of a piece with the skin. 
Like the lines permanently carved on the inside of 
your elbow, the furrows on each knuckle, or the 
bulge of tensed tendon or stout artery under the 
surface of elastic flesh. Like a bruise but more 
beautiful, a scar but less permanent, they are a body 
art that nature creates.

A girl at the community pool saw my welts 
today. She was delighted. It should be made clear 
to all reading that my self-sculptings were never 
intended for a viewing public. The idea was not 
sympathetic sorrow on the behalf of another, but 
the opposite, private delight for me alone.

At first I was innocent of why she was pointing 
excitedly to my forearm. I thought perhaps a leaf 
had plastered itself there or that a hornet needed 
brushing away. Then a warm little wave of panic 
washed over my frontal lobes and slapped against 
the back of my skull. There, on the forearm afore-
mentioned, were the pink salmon-flank pleats. 
Apparently, the marks which had sunk to a safe 
enough level for me to venture back into the water 
had been stimulated by the cool of the liquid to 
return to the surface where they were blatantly vis-
ible to anyone who happened to glance at my arm, 
as this girl had

I was about to offer some lame excuse (“No, I 
don’t know what those are myself.”) But she beat 
me to speech.

“Are you scarring yourself?” she asked in a man-
ner more reminiscent of excitement than accusation.

“Well, I don’t know if I put, if I would,” I stum-
bled quickly, “I’m don’t know if that’s the way I 
would put it, but yes,” I blundered. I tried to begin 
explaining the relatively benign process of my rub-
ber banding.

“Me too!”
She eagerly peeled away the side of her bikini 

bottom to reveal, below a demure rose-hued staff 
from the elastic, pale flesh with pine needle sized ^



by Caroline Cerf

Wither among the reeds, we 

Engaged, a conflagration 

Unromantic in amidst the 

Nightflies, hydrangeas, some 

Huge pink blooms attracting bees.

Blind, then, and puerile.

Why have done them, these 

Engagements, campaigns perverse. 

Versus me there, then when 

Cattails froze, not in the spring? 

We were; it goes undecided. 

Uncared-for, except in your return 

After some years, disturbing 

Calm of reverie. Each of you.

[Untitled]

come home, suitors of thence, 

among freezing reeds. But

I turn off all the lights and

Cold now too, you enter: I am

Hiding under the bed with my

True love, waiting quietly, smiling

Under the bed of my new and for-always

Consummation. Co now.

Leave dark houses when you come 

To them in our winter;

I hold the only candle to

Him, my love, under the bed-frame

In our two-foot, by eight-foot, by six-foot home.

maroon scars. Even had she not been displaying 
such an intimate part of her person I would have felt 
uncomfortable viewing something that seemed so 
intensely private. I averted my eyes, but quickly felt 
this was not the appropriate response either. I man-
aged a sound of noncommittal acknowledgment and 
nodded in what I hoped would not be construed as 
approval. She snapped her swimsuit back into place 
and pushed off from the bottom of the pool straight 
into the air in apparent delight, then grabbed my 
wrist again and ran her finger over the markings. 

“How did you get them to heal in this way?”
I was certain the best way to deal with this was 

to tell the truth, and I did. She paused for a moment 
and claimed this was the way she had made hers as 
well. It was obviously a lie, and a very poor one, but 
I merely nodded and said “Ah.” She quietly pushed 
off towards the deep end, slipping underwater with 
her already tanned stomach facing the surface.

I left the pool soon after, and shot a glance as I 
was leaving to the girl, who was paying attention to 
something else. I feel conflicted about the whole 
affair now. I remain confident that my own habit is

harmless, and would be indignant if someone were 
to try to “intervene.” On the other hand, it seems 
to me that the ritual performed by that brown 
haired mystery girl is a step above (below?) what I'm 
doing. Her use of the word “scarring” makes it 
sound so ghoulish. However, the cuts she made 
were not very deep - I would categorize my delight 
as one in the malleability and resiliency of the 
human body’s healing process, perhaps hers is too. 
And, if this means, for her, seeing a little blood, who’s 
to fault her?

But these are rationalizations. Her eagerness to 
share the experience with someone else is not one 
I share. Her voice had the tone of discovery, she 
was finally going to find someone who shared her 
self-destructive impulse... Or not, I don’t know, it’s 
presumptuous to psychoanalyze. I don’t know her 
any better for whatever traits we may share, if any. 
And I’m unsure whether I’m sorry or glad we didn’t 
talk any more than we did. I just wish I could shake 
the vague feeling of guilt I now have, as if those 
cuts are somehow my fault, as though she hadn’t 
made them until after she got the idea from me.



Cutting Edge
by Alex Lawson

U (Q)

He knew now. He had seen it first in the avert-
ed eyes which met him everywhere he went. When 
he spoke people turned their heads a tad, seeming 
to want to prevent his words from entering straight 
into their brains. As if his words, ideas, could be 
blocked by a barrier of flesh, blood, and skull. His 
friends and fellows were almost all gone now, 
retired to Phoenix. Slowly he had noticed when 
going to work that the old guard were all replaced 
by fresh, young, silent, bodies. He had wondered 
‘what now?’

When a farmer is slaughtering cattle one is 
struck by the fact that they patiently wait in line 
before the doors of their own destruction. But ask-
ing the cattleman about it one receives the answer. 
“Familiarity.” All their lives they are taught to stand 
in line and wait for food, exercise, water, compan-
ionship, and every other aspect gf their existence. 
Queue, receive. So accustomed to this waiting in 
line, a cow will not balk at seeing his fellow mur-
dered in front of him. As soon as it is his turn he 
will proceed through the gore of his brethren to 
receive his due. Domestication is the removal of 
wild (natural) impulses. Honing this skill one is able 
to coax, whip, beg, and abuse the fight out of the 
most ferocious of beasts. One can breed the horns 
off a cow, the pack out of wolves, and to submis-
sion the majesty of a grizzly.

When the restaurants were finally all replaced 
with speakers and numbers the people said, “its still 
food.” When the news was replaced by product 
endorsement the people said, “its still information.” 
The actors with real(ity) people, they all said 
together, “its still entertainment.” And they were 
right. The paradigm was unshakable. Cutting edge. 
When the shoes started to wear thin after three 
months the people said, “they were so three months 
ago anyway.” Computers, cars, appliances, CDs, 
DVDs, laserdiscs, VHS, TVs, clothes, houses, neigh-
borhoods, towns, and cities began to pile up in the 
dumps. Mountains of disposable “products” were 
built in less time than a man spends learning all the 
functions of his new minidisc player. When the pyr-
amids were built so high that the sunset was 
blocked out, it was time to move. Urbanity was 
replaced with suburbanity, which was replaced by 
country housing, which was replaced by the state-

ment “there goes the neighborhood.” As the con-
crete spread, the green spaces were sectioned off, 
accessible for a fee, to anyone with a fee to offer. 
People started to get uneasy when they could no 
longer see the stars. But by then it was well into 
the home stretch. Vast tracts of burnt out buildings, 
were the breeding grounds of “undesirables.” The 
mobile people called them, “stagnant.” “Not in line 
with progress,” they said to hide their guilt at build-
ing an army to deal with them. The blue uniforms 
were replaced with black riot gear, and the star, a 
symbol of the individual, was replaced by three inch 
tall yellow letters proclaiming them to be POLICE 
all together. When the prisons crowded to bursting, 
it was decided to discard these “outdated, version 1.1, 
stagnates.” They were tossed onto the pile with all 
the rest of the disposable goods. The paradigm was 
clear, when a product is no longer cutting edge it is 
to be discarded. The mobiles were at first unsure 
how to feel about this wholesale disposal of human 
life, but the evening news told them to buy a new 
car so everything must be okay. When the hospitals 
started to close the mobiles were a little shocked, 
but then again healthcare had ceased to be a serv-
ice far before their time. It had been transformed 
into a business, and if a business became unprof-
itable it ceased to be “essential,” and therefore was 
to be discarded. The first mobiles to be informed 
that their parents nursing homes had become 
“inutile” made a little peep. But they were soon 
appeased with “The Retirement to Phoniex Show” 
on CBS. NBC. ABC, HBO, MTV® 7:00am/pm 
standard time. Soon the mobiles were enthralled 
with the images of traincars of unessential being 
shipped to a far away place. “This is entertainment," 
said the mobiles, who had always secretly despised 
the reminder of mortality that the aged are. “They 
are better off anyway, to be unessential is such a 
terrible malady.” they said at first, then they ceased 
to say anything, content with moving pictures. 
When all the mobiles began living in the megacity, 
they frowned at the 10 by 10 bare concrete cubi-
cles that were their domiciles, but the magafactory 
was located on the first floor, first rule of business, 
location, location, location. They were soon sure 
they had known nothing else, and were pleased to 
produce the products that were essential to their



Cutting Edge

•» function as consumer. They learned to relax 
after a hard days production consuming the prod-
ucts they produced. The piles grew and the green 
spaces shrunk.

The man took a look at the tree behind the 
fence, then he looked at the fifteen essential work-
ers surrounding the tree with rifles.

“Welcome to Aspen Tree Federal Park, 15,000 
new dollars please,” the tour guide said to the man. 
The exchange was made and he obtained the prod-
uct paid for. A slight smile was stolen from his face 
as the muscles rebelled against such an unaccus-
tomed to expression. His feet pushed him along the 
pavement, he was slightly confused. The line of 
producer/consumers stretched like a river between 
the two staggeringly high concrete cliffs. Hundreds 
of millions of people waited patiently in line before 
him, and his confusion disappeared. He remembered 
then that he had not been outside in a very long 
time, he could not really remember ever being out-
side before. He took the opportunity to look 
around, on either side the concrete dormitories 
stretched so high that they seemed to touch at the 
top which, behind the line stretched all the way 
back to the discard pile which blocked further 
investigation, and in front the line stretched to the 
faraway goal. He thought about the time he had 
seen the pile on “Discarded,” he remembered how 
proud he had been. With that amount of discarded 
product he had been sure that the products he had 
produced/consumed were assuredly cutting edge. 
Then the fear crept up inside him again and he 
remembered how his coworkers had stopped 
responding to him. Then one day he had gone to 
work and found his place taken by another man. He 
had asked the person what was happening, but the 
man had only turned his head. Confused, he had 
wandered back home, H00-B-1890001-E-4, and 
had found it occupied by another man. Again he 
had tried to communicate, again the otheris head 
had only turned. Confused it had slowly dawned on 
him that he had become unessential. Wondering 
what to do he had tried to ask people but they did 
not even see him. He had wandered back and forth 
from his old job to his old home for days, each time 
finding the new tenants still there. It was all he 
could do, is was all he knew, he had consumed and

discarded some products but soon even the ven-
dor/consumer had turn his head. He had not had 
enough money to consume. He had then started 
standing against the wall watching all the essentials 
go about their essential lives, workweeks had gone 
by. Fear grew inside of him, but he welcomed to 
fear as it drowned out the strange feeling of hunger 
in his stomach. But then the fear had turned to ter-
ror, a terror of not knowing what to do, a terror 
that only one who has fit so neatly as a cog can 
know at being free from the machine. It was as this 
terror enveloped him and threatened to destroy him 
that he noticed a door, one that he had never 
noticed before. He had opened it up and relief 
flooded through him like liquid fire. Inside was a 
ticket seller who had sold him his product for half 
of the n$30,000 he had left. He bought the ticket 
with reverence. Clutching the ticket he had gotten 
into line that stretched down the impossibly long 
stairwell. It had taken workweeks to descend that 
stairwell, and more workweeks after exiting the 
building until he had gotten to the Federal Park. 
And now after relieving himself of his last moneys, 
the man stood patiently in line. Now and again as 
he shuffled forward the fear would return, but it 
always passed when he looked at the rows of 
POLICE standing on either side of the line. When 
his clothes became unessential he discarded them in 
a discard can. And as his naked body withered 
away , he knew he belonged, this was his place, he 
was the guarded and they were the guards. This 
knowledge filled him with joy. As he was helped up 
unto the platform where they shaved his hair off 
he shivered with fear/pleasure. Not long now. He 
watched the lifeless body of the man in front of 
him be whisked out of sight by a conveyor belt. 
Trembling with excitement he tried to step forward, 
but he was too weak, a POLICE helped him up. 
And in the moment before the edge of the blade 
cut his life from him, he was greeted to the most 
beautiful sight he had ever known. With eyes filling 
with tears he looked up at a mountain of snow 
white skeletons stretching far above the clouds. So 
high that the top was only visible to his imagination. 
The last thought that when through his mind was, 
“We finally did it, by us, we did it, a product that 
rivals nature, a product that reviles.”



2 Poems
by Michael Rawn, tutor

Sunday Morning in Mombasa 

Colors the sky
Like the inside of a whiskey bottle 
The dawn light in the dry season:
Russet, fatigued.
Nothing to reflect upon, no clouds, no mist. So
Quick the sun up
And quick the whores take leave
Of freighters, bearing famine relief:
‘Gift of the people
Of the United States of America:
Not to be sold’.

Undoing an Old Hitch with a Friend

On opposite ends of a rusty nut and bolt, 
Torquing against one another.
Neither budge nor touch nor breathe. 
Neither lovers nor wrestlers:
Suddenly we turn.
Look at one another strain.
And fall backwards 
Together in loosed laughter.

Service So Nice
by Daniel Higginbotham

It was mid-April when the heat wave stormed 
Lynchburg, fierce as the Four Horsemen. Flowers, 
expecting a kiss of warm sunshine, dared to open 
their buds, only to be obliterated by the smoldering 
fists of a thousand furious ifrits. Spit evaporated 
before it hit the earth. The earth wept, offering her 
tears to the heavens, while men, abandoning their 
overheated cars to her care, went home to weeping 
wives. The children had died and turned to dust, 
their bodies too tender to withstand the onslaught.

Janice Coulter was the mother of two such chil-
dren. They had been playing on their backyard 
swing set when the wave struck. There was laugh-
ing, then silence: Janice looked up from the celery 
she was cutting and out the kitchen window at a 
pile of dirt slowly tumbling down the slide and 
another on a swing, going back and forth and scat-
tering everywhere.

For the next month Janice spent all her time 
modeling the dirt into the likenesses of her daugh-
ters. She had never made an attempt at art, but 
these were flawless.

Her husband, Morris, called upon untapped 
genius in his anxiety. “Janice, come here dear, there’s 
a program on the TV on dolphins that I think you’d 
like.” “Janice, guess what I found? An old jigsaw 
puzzle. Five thousand pieces!” “Janice, honey, you

should really do something else. I miss them too, 
dear, but we mustn’t become obsessive.”

The wave settled into an acidic morass. It dis-
solved time, life, the will to live. Each day oozed 
into the next, indistinguishable from the last. 
Everything that depended on food or water was 
dead or dying. Where people should have been 
looking down at flowers and forward to vacations, 
they were lying down on sidewalks for the sun to 
whisk their souls away.

One man, however, had a remarkable idea. It 
was soon broadcast over every television station: 

“Come on down to Herman’s Euneral Homes! 
We’ve got everything for your mortuary needs! 
Coffins in oak, chestnut, maple, even glass! Venetian 
urns! Grecian urns! Now your soul can finally rest in 
peace! And for a limited time, we’re offering half 
off the regular price! So come down to Herman’s 
Euneral Homes, where the service is so nice, you’ll 
want to die twice!”

Janice saw the commercial and spoke her first 
words in five weeks: “I want that.”

“Honey, no! You can’t be serious!”
“It’s what I want. If you loved me, you’d give it 

to me.”
Morris looked down at his hands. “Well, it is half

off.”



Canto V
by Blake Hindley
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