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A LETTER FROM THE EDITORS
To the College Community:

As this semester comes to the close, the Editors at The MoonTAG would like to thank everyone who has put their time and effort into 
bringing out quite possibly the best student newspaper St. John’s, Santa Fe, has ever seen. This has been an exceptional semester for us, and we 
hope to continue with this spectacular effort into next semester.

This issue is filled with a number of interesting articles. Lauren Peterson returns to produce another interview of another President, this 
time he ain’t acting. Benjamin Hitchcock Cross has produced an article filled with his insights and with an offer to assist the campus. Colin 
King has written a note about problems dealing with administration. Blake Hindley gives us the run down on all the most important news 
related issues for Santa Fe. And in addition to all of these fine articles there are more, including one by Matthew Lippart where he speaks of 
how hugeness is not the only way one can get chicks.

The newspaper would also like to draw your attention to a letter Mr. Carey wrote (page 16) to the College while he was acting president. We 
have stated the reason why it has come out now as opposed to earlier with the letter itself. We would also like the College to know that we have 
not finished our investigation of this matter and we will have an article for you at the beginning of next semester.

Thank you for all your help this year. Have a wonderful break, and a wonderful holiday.

Sincerely,

Aaron Mehlhaff
Geoffrey Petrie
Editors, The Moon
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LETTERS & OPINIONS

A short response to Mr. Eddy Kovsky
1. A liberal education does not have a single goal.
2. S&C is not “gratifying every desire we have.”
3. Nor does it necessarily represent the “most base of desires.”
4. Neither is it boring, for I’ve never heard of anything like it anywhere else. Furthermore, it’s a kind of Dionysian rite, and therefore fits

right in here (and is therefore not an “inherent hypocrisy” for this college). Okay, so Oberlin has a similar tradition. That still doesn’t 
make it “boring.”

5.1 think you’re right. We should apply the things we read here to everyday life as best we can. If we cannot, there is no point to our 
education here. How, then, does one lead a good life? If we look to the platonic dialogues for an answer, we’d find that Socrates seems 
to think that a good life is the result of a kind of harmony of the soul, in which the rational mind leads the ambitions and appetites. I’d 
like to stress the point that it is a HARMONY. The ambitions and appetites will consent to be led, just as the citizens in the city, only 
if they are cared for and happy. To neglect the appetites leads to discontent and strife within the soul just as neglecting the working 
class of a city leads to discontent and revolution. So while the rational mind leading the desirous part of the soul may indeed be part of 
leading a good life, we cannot deny them completely. S&C is our rational mind consenting to let the appetites indulge themselves for 
an evening. Thereis nothing wrong with that.

Sincerely,
Joel Vonnahme, ’04

An Open Letter to the College Community from Project Politae
Season’s greetings from the desolate land of Project Politae. In case you still don’t know what Project Politae is, it is the organization that 

coordinates volunteer activities for all of you to partake in. On the weekends we sally forth into the Santa Fe Community in an attempt to aid 
this ailing society. We also run a tutoring program on campus, which is now in dire need of more tutors. When I asked Kitt Stephenson, who 
runs the tutoring program, how many kids from town were on the waiting list, he said, utilizing his keen mathematical abilities, “Lots”. The 
point is that we need more tutors, so look at your schedule and see if you can’t spare an hour every Wednesday afternoon to help a kid succeed. 
Please call Kitt Stephenson at x4152, if you would like to sign up.

We have also initiated a mentoring program with an alternative public school for at-risk teens. These kids have not had easy lives. Many of 
them have been raised in single parent homes by abusive, drug addicted or alcoholic parents where the jail cell is home to most of their relatives. 
They need a positive role model in order to see that there is another choice in life besides the street comer or the jail cell. Your commitment to 
the person you mentor will be decided between you two; there is no organizational status quo. The school is small, so we have found mentors 
for most of the kids, but there are still a few kids who would like a mentor and do not have one. If you have any complaint about society at large 
and do not know what to do this is tmly a first step in attempting to solve the cyclical problems that exist today. Please call Project Politae at 
x6I38 if you are interested and would like more details.

Lastly, if you wish to volunteer with any organization or cause in New Mexico (like the Rape Crisis Center, Kitchen Angels, or the Red 
Cross), or you want to suggest some volunteer activity, come by the Project Politae Office in the basement of Weigle Hall or give me a call at 
x6138 and we will hook you up.

Thank you,
Zusha Elinson, Project Politae Coordinator

' CONVERSE WITH PRESIDENT BALCKOM
Students are cordially invited to participate in a conversation with President John Balekom. Presi

dent Balekom will meet with students Wednesday, December 13 at 4 p.m. in the Great Hall. This will 
be the first of many meetings President Balekom hopes to have with the student body.

3



PRESIDENT BALCKOM INTERVIEWED
St.John’s College finally has a new 

president. In case you haven’t seen the 
newspaper articles, or checked your 
mailbox recently, his name is John 
Balkcom. He is a former G.I., was a 
member of the Board of Visitors and 
Governors, and likes Kierkegaard. My 
job was to interview him and find out 
how he views his new job, what he thinks 
of the students, and how much he knew 
about being President of a College after 
one week on the job.

Will being a student of the Graduate 
Institute affect your view of the Presi
dency? “I think so; I hope so. I come to 
St. John’s with the conviction that the 
program is sacrosanct. It was life chang
ing for me, and represents a way of learn
ing unlike anything I’ve experienced.” 
He also strongly agrees with the Polity’s 
assignment of the program’s content to 
the Dean, Instruction Committee, and 
faculty; Mr. Balkcom believes there is 
great value in the way the program is 
designed and has no intention of chang
ing it. “I come here with the objective 
to strengthen the financial and commu
nity foundations of the college.”

Here we switched from interview 
mode to chatty mode, and Mr. Balkcom 
told me he felt privileged to work with 
undergraduates in his Pheadrus precept. 
He is well aware of the undergraduate’s 
superior Greek-knowledge. I also did a 
little outside the interview research and 
asked his precept tutor, Ms. Dougherty, 
how Mr. Balkcom was in class. She not 
only had him for the Phaedrus precept, 
but he was also in her GI philosophy 
seminar. She assures me that he was a 
good student, did his readings, and par
ticipated in class.

After our Isn’t-Plato-Great? tangent, 
Mr. Balkcom returned to describing the 
way he views his job. “I think my job is 
to assist as a team member in both the 
annual fund and the next Capital Cam
paign, which is in the planning stages. 
The hope is to add to the endowment. 
This would give the college more flex
ibility and help to secure the future of 
the college. I am first part of this team, 
and second, my job is to improve the

by Lauren Peterson, '01

degree of community understanding, and 
expand the base of Santa Fe residents and 
draw on their support. There is aston
ishing wealth in this community and we 
can draw on that.”

How are you thinking of improving 
the college’s relationship with the Santa 
Fe community?

“One person at a time, co-sponsoring 
community events, being visible at cul
tural events. It is only the end of my first 
week; I’ve mostly been listening and 
learning as much as I can. I would like 
to ask the students how they would like 
to be seen in the community. For in
stance I’ve seen posters for giving up a 
meal for Thanksgiving [Oxfam dona
tions], and posters for Habitat for Hu
manity. Is there more we can do? How 
many students participate in these activi
ties?”

Mr. Balkom would also like to in
crease the community’s understanding of 
how this college educates the students, 
and let them know about the program. 
He told me a story of having dinner next 
to a Santa Fe gallery owner, she had been 
a fairly long time friend of the college, 
and turned to him and asked if St. John’s 
students did much research for their pa
pers on the internet. He wants people to 
know that class here is a Socratic event 
with a reading, opening question, and 
conversation. He emphasized that we 
need “to preserve this way of learning 
against core curricula.”

The way to preserve our program is 
for the President to raise money; “There 
is a new population in Santa Fe that 
needs to be reached by the college. We 
can do this by being more visible and 
more influential. I think of it person by 
person, in small groups, by small incre
ments. I don’t look to expand the size 
of the college; I want to secure this edu
cation for now. I think 600, or 900 stu
dents would be a mistake.”

How do you see your relationship 
with the students?

“Well, I think of the college as com
prising of the faculty, students, and 
alumni. The staff’s job is to serve that 
college community. I plan to spend time

with students in the cafeteria, coffee 
shop, and in classes, perhaps observing 
or substitute teaching with the hope of 
co-teaching a class with an experienced 
tutor. I look to students as the first 
source of feedback to me. I want them 
to be well served, and I want to hear from 
them directly. For example, I plan to eat 
in the cafeteria when in town and meet 
with students on an informal basis, I hope 
we can have quite regular interaction 
depending on my travel.”

He placed his commitment to the stu
dents in terms of his business experience: 
“Students are the first customer, and the 
faculty is also an important customer.” 
He wants to make sure that each constitu
ency is well served. But Mr. Balkcom 
did add a caveat; “That won’t mean stu
dents will get everything they want.”

Mr. Balckom realizes that his reputa
tion with the students and faculty will 
run in cycles. He describes this as chang
ing from “prince to pig, prince to pig.” 
“Some decisions the students will like, 
others they will disagree with. But when 
we have disagreements, lets at least not 
distrust each other’s motives. This is a 
unique enterprise, and we could disagree 
honestly while sharing the same purpose 
and pursuing the same ends.”

Mr. Balkcom has already had one 
meeting with students in the coffee shop, 
and hopes to have more regular town-hall 
type meetings once he is here full time, 
which will be in January. And even 
though he had to cut our interview short 
for a staff meeting (how exciting could 
that be?), I encourage you to go to those 
meetings. Mr. Balkcom seems very sin
cere in his wish to know the students and 
hear their thoughts on what the college 
needs. As for the request at that first 
meeting for a new fooz ball table, he says 
it is “on their radar,” but that it is Mr. 
Valentine’s job to keep him from spend
ing too much money.
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DON’TBEAWUSS By Joey Chernila (high school class of1997)

We are a student body consisting of 
432 nerds. This number represents every 
undergraduate at the school. Please do not 
think that I am excluding myself from the 
group. I am probably among the largest 
of this denomination: I have been known 
to sing along with Boston, I have seen the 
film “Bottle Rocket” 56 times, I have 
more stories about peeing 
my pants in middle 
school, high school and 
college, than anyone else 
here. So yeah, we’re all a 
bunch of nerds. Aside 
from the student body be
ing smart (an assumption 
which is continually con
firmed by discussion, in
novation and writing here 
at the school), nerds tend 
to be a little socially in
ept: we sometimes say 
what we don’t mean, boys 
have a hard time getting 
dates, girls have a hard 
time accessorizing...etc.
Given that we all have 
something in common 
(i.e. utter nerdness), we 
should use this time at the 
school in order to work 
out our social kinks and 
somehow end up with a 
homogeneous language 
with which we might be 
able to apply our ideas 
and volitions in the real 
world. I have trouble ask
ing the checkout guy at 
Wal-Mart for the phone card I want. I of
ten end up coming home with this 500- 
minute monstrosity that is so expensive 
that I wont be eating out for some weeks. 
Why? Because I cannot even make my 
wish known to the checkout guy that no,
I just want the 120-minute card, please. 
Believe it or not, students have this kind 
of trouble even within the safe confines 
of our school. They feel threatened, in
timidated, outsmarted, physically inad
equate. And rather than try to find a com
mon ground with those who they feel are 
greater, students will avoid confrontation 
with these “toughies” and simply call se

curity. I for one constantly feel intimi
dated at this school. But nevertheless, I 
keep trying to talk to people who I feel 
are exponentially more intelligent and 
athletic than myself. But never mind me 
and the people whom I esteem. We should 
look rather at the people who piss us off.

How should I confront my loud neigh

bor down the hall? Just as I am deciding 
to get serious and study or to go to sleep, 
he decides to practice bass guitar (bad, 
bad. Deep Purple licks). This is merely 
coincidence, so I really have no reason to 
resent him or his undertaking, but I do 
have the right to tell him to stop playing. 
Let me tell you about this neighbor, whom 
I shall refer to as “Tiny” . Tiny is 6’5", 
2381bs. He has seven visible tattoos, three 
of which are near his left eye and are in 
the form of tear-drops, which I am told 
mean something not of a friendly nature. 
I put on my pathetic looking pajamas, I 
dishevel my hair, I rub my eyes to make
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me look really tired. I knock on his door 
and before I can say a word of my “over
worked Junior” speech. Tiny is apologiz
ing about playing so loud and either turns 
it down or turns it off. O.K., so I may 
have tricked my pal down the hall. Maybe 
I exaggerated my sleepy state in order to 
bring about greater results, but let’s look 

at the other options. I 
could a) Go in there, fire 
in my eyes, complain 
about all of the f-ing pres
sure I’m under, piss him 
off, and end up in a yell
ing match about who the 
real overworked one is. I 
definitely wouldn’t sleep 
well with all of that hate 
in my mind, and with my 
large friend thinking I am 
a big dink. Or I could b) 
try to sleep without talk
ing to my friend, grow 
more and more furious at 
every bob-bob-bom, bob- 
bob-badom, of his stink
ing bass and end up mad 
at the person and not the 
circumstance. What’s 
more. I’ll end up in the 
same predicament one or 
two days later without 
ever making my feelings 
known to Tiny. Or, worst 
of all, I could c) call se
curity.

Let me tell you all of 
the reasons why this is a 
bad idea. First off, if I 

can’t talk to someone who is obviously 
like me at a school where we have certain 
rules of conduct (based on a fear not 
solely of Capitol punishment, but also that 
of academic punishment), how am I go
ing to confront someone when my or 
someone else’s safety depends on it, 
where there may be no rules of conduct?
I don’t think of it as such a bad thing to 
learn something other than how to call 
someone a fox in French while I’m at this 
school. I’d like to be able to talk to 
people-not just in some idiosyncratic way,

Continued on page 9



EVER EXPANDEsTG HORIZONS 
PRESENTATIONS

by Ben Hitchcock Cross, '01

Last month I gave a series of small 
presentations. While I was pleased with 
the results, it seems that the reasons for 
which I gave these presentations are mis
understood. I did not present these pre
sentations under my own name, Ever Ex
panding Horizons presented them. Ever 
Expanding horizons is only a name I in
vented for the purpose of producing 
shows for me. I fully admit that I am 
trying to justify the existence of Ever 
Expanding Horizons as something more 
than an extension of the people’s repub
lic of Ben. Please indulge me in a small 
history of my motivations in creating Ever 
Expanding Horizons so you can make a 
better judgement

Last year my family went to a party to 
view a videotape of the demonstrations 
against the Seattle world trade organiza
tion convention. The party was one of 
many put on by the production company 
to recoup its expenses. I purchased a tape 
with the intention of showing it at school. 
The Seattle tape was the first adventure 
of Ever Expanding horizons.

Do you know how ridiculously easy it 
is to book a room at St. John’s? I had no 
idea. To book almost every venue at the 
college all one has to do is fill out a form 
early enough in advance. As long as you 
don’t need money, one can start a club and 
book a room for the whole year in less 
than twenty minutes. In fact the only 
thing keeping the Society for the Preser
vation of Freshness from meeting tomor
row is lack of effort. Ignorant of this 
valuable information, I went to the Assis
tant Dean asking what to do about show
ing this movie. She told me all I just told 
you and more. One thing I didn’t men
tion. She said I had to get a sponsor and 
suggested SAO, but said I could use her 
name if they were a problem. Due to the 
fact that I am a real American, under spon
sor I wrote: Office of the interest of Ben 
Hitchcock Cross. Conference services 
didn’t seem to care. Now I had a room 
but one needs to get the word to the 
people.

To compose a Flyer is a tricky thing. 
In essence a flyer is advertising, and ad
vertising is sales. I really hate selling 
things. Even if I believe in the product I 
know that selling equals lying. My pre
ferred method of persuasion is force. I 
rarely mean force of strength, now a-days 
it is almost always force of conviction or 
the force of argument. Why slink through 
the back door when you can smash the 
front down? When it came to explaining 
who was putting its neck on the line for 
the presentation of this movie, I could not 
muster the courage. Aha, here we have 
the true motivation behind Ever Expand
ing Horizons. Halfway through the fourth 
paragraph and we already have the truth. 
Rare. At that time however it was called 
Freshness productions. I realized that the 
purpose of showing a film was not fresh
ness, but to present something that was 
political. But then I realized that too was 
wrong, politics is only something that I 
care about. The point is to present some
thing that you would never see in the 
classroom. Politics is all too often absent 
from the classroom. Leave the history 
out, fine, just take a damn stand. Art is 
also too often absent from the classroom 
and I’m not talking about people’s feel
ings about art, there is plenty of talk about 
that. I’m talking about beauty and aesthet
ics. Without going too far off track I 
wanted to make some important informa
tion available. Those activists in Seattle 
were treated like hoodlums and roust
abouts. It’s outlandish how those police
men arrested, beat, pepper sprayed, 
gassed and violated. It’s outlandish. This 
shameful blot on our constitution was re
ported by the press infrequently and made 
the police out to be heroes. They used 
every gram of pepper spray in Washing
ton state, in Oregon, and in Idaho on citi
zens exercising their constitutional rights. 
If you don’t get any other news than your 
seminar reading, you could be in danger 
of being worthless. For the sake of the 
people’s ever expanding horizons.

The name Ever Expanding Horizons

came about because it was important to 
emphasize the point of opening new per
spectives. Now, that does not mean that 
I’m trying to convince people to believe 
what I believe. My goal in life is to like 
myself not yourself, so think whatever the 
hell you want. This is not a forum exclu
sively for people who think like me. You 
couldn’t do that if you tried.

This year I went to Cuba. I knew that 
I wanted to make a formal presentation 
on behalf of my own experiences. I am 
writing my senior essay on the Commu
nist Manifesto and my presentations gave 
me the perfect opportunity to inflict theo
ries upon an audience. Here we get to the 
point of the whole sucker. Nothing could 
be simpler than to present a presentation 
on a subject that one cares about. And 
there is a certain appeal in presenting a 
coherent idea and then opening yourself 
to criticism. Anyone can give a presenta
tion if they care about the subject. I ad
mit that I’ve just about bled the Cuba 
topic dry. The subject that I care most 
about after economic interpretations of 
history is samurai. I will probably give a 
presentation on feudal Japan. This is the 
offer that I make to you. I know that there 
are people at this campus who are experts 
in fields ranging from the history of the 
labour movement, to modem art, to the 
workings of the body, to an in depth look 
at sword making. The question is, does 
anyone want to take the challenge and 
present something. If you think you can 
make a forty-five to ninety minute pre
sentation and then be open to discussion 
Ever Expanding Horizons can help you 
out. Now I know that the best way to do 
this is to invite you all personally to 
present your concerns, theories and cre
ations to an intelligent audience. I admit 
that my proposition my not appeal to ev
erybody. Nevertheless, if you are inter
ested even in the slightest, I promise to 
do whatever it takes to help you do what 
needs doing. Please talk to me if you 
have any interest in presenting next se
mester. How did you like my sales pitch?
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FRESHMAN HAS WORST DAY IN HIS
LIFE

SANTA FE, NM—As has been re
ported Saturday, November 18, fresh
man Blake Hindley has officially had 
the Worst Day In His Life. Actually, 
Hindley admits that may be a tad bit 
of an exaggeration, as the day his dad 
died and the day he fell 40 feet down a 
dry well in urban Mexico may also 
rank as the official Worst Days In His 
Life. Whether or not this Saturday was 
truly the one day in Hindley’s life with 
the greatest degree of “suckitude,” it 
is clear that Saturday was clearly not 
too enjoyable for the poor fellow.

The terror all started bright and 
early at 10:30 a.m., (1030 SAR time) 
when Hindley’s mother called while he 
was still sleeping to talk to him about 
Don Rags. Despite his drowsy state, 
Hindley at least successfully made up 
several false explanations for how his 
evaluation went, fooling his mother 
sufficiently. The “Don Rag Inquisi
tion” was followed by an in depth 
questioning about why Hindley had not 
e-mailed his family in a week and 
whether or not he was stoned.

Following this harrowing phone 
call, which went long enough to almost 
deprive Hindley of making it to brunch 
- though he admits the Aramark food 
did little to improve his day - Hindley 
tried to get on the Internet to make up 
for not e-mailing his family, and to 
check out the new Onion. Hindley also 
claimed he was going to make some 
attempts to “look for quality porn

by Blake “Loser” Hindley, ’04

sites...to suggest in the next Moon 
article...You know! As a follow-up to 
the Pornography Article!”

To help further deteriorate his day, 
Juno decided it wasn’t going to suc
cessfully connect for him. Instead, it 
would open the Internet Explorer and 
then just sit while Hindley watched it 
do nothing. This was followed by 
Juno’s insistence not to close despite 
however many boxes Hindley clicked 
on or how many times he vengefully 
flicked off the computer screen in vain.

Hindley responded to the Internet 
incident, which he spent three unsuc
cessful hours trying to fix, by racing 
around Wagner cursing his head off 
and going outside to trip on the ice. At 
this point Hindley’s mother called him 
back to warn him that his driver’s li
cense was going to expire in four days. 
Hindley had sent a check to the Cali
fornia DMV to renew his license, but 
apparently an illegal alien has been 
using Hindley’s license number as his 
own, racking up many undeserved ac
cidents on Hindley’s record. 
Hindley’s mother tried calling the 
DMV 800 number, but couldn’t do the 
work for Hindley since he is no longer 
a minor. When Hindley tried dialing 
the 800 number himself, the phone re
sponded by telling him that “this num
ber is not available in your area.” 
Hindley is quoted as politely comment
ing, “Mother [bleepjing piece of fly
ing [bleepjing piss [bleepjer!” He then

took the receiver and threw it at his 
phone, thus breaking the phone and 
nearly destroying several CDs.

The specific incident which topped 
off this dire day occurred at the party 
in the Lowers Common Room late that 
night. Reportedly Hindley was in the 
bathroom, where several people were 
in line for the keg, stupidly sitting on 
the sink. Inevitably the sink broke, 
sending massive streams of glorious 
water gushing forth throughout the 
room, drowning a few. While Hindley 
and others were finally able to shut off 
the water pressure with minimal casu
alties, Hindley’s Folex—fake Rolex— 
was soaked beyond recognition. Worst 
of all, while trying to save the lives 
he’d put in danger, Hindley lost his 
precious beer to the thirsty crowd.

Even the second Aramark meal of 
the day did little to improve the state 
of Hindley’s existence, despite the 
Lucky Charms. In fact, the only event 
other than Rushmore which actually 
pleased Hindley on this day was the 
chance he got to vent out his awful 
frustrations by writing the problems 
down, resulting in another Moon ar
ticle.

And Buildings and Grounds can 
expect a call soon (from another room) 
concerning a broken telephone and the 
Commons Room sink.

Who shut off the water? ‘...and oth
ers’, my ass. That’s no way to address a 
hero. -ed.

PHOTOS FOR THE YEARBOOK
by I'rin Hanlon, '0.1
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HOW TO GET CHICKS PART TWO:
Eighties Rock

by Matthew Lippart, ’01

I have a confession to make, dear 
readers. I have led you astray. After 
all the positive feedback I had received 
from my last article regarding the im
portance of being huge, I thought I had 
really made a difference on this cam
pus. In my mind, I was picturing the 
new face of St. John’s college, a bliss
ful, innocent face, consisting of hand
some, tanned, huge people, each 
one surrounded by a pack of 
fawning chicks. A utopian world 
if ever one existed. I thought 
that after reading my article, all 
the lonely souls, and maybe even 
a few of the less bestial fresh
men, might finally find solace in 
the warm embrace of a woman 
who had been overcome by their 
awe inspiring amount of huge.
All would be right in the world, 
at last. Sure, we might have a 
mongoloid in the White House, 
and the guarantee of hearing the 
nasal whine of one Hillary 
Rodham “Macenudo” Clinton for 
at least another six years, but at 
least we’re getting chicks now, 
right?

Wrong. A few weeks after 
my article, I began to have mis
givings. Sad, pathetic men, 
cursed with plain features but 
huge nonetheless, kept ap
proaching me, tears glistening 
within the depths of their huge 
eyes. Sobbing like Bob Dole on 
a Nordic Track, they screamed 
my name to the heavens, flexing 
their mighty thews for all the 
world to see. “Why?! Why?!’’ they 
would yell. “I’ve done all you said! 
I’ve gotten huge, huger than a thou
sand suns,” and they would invariably 
bend time with their pecs to emphasize 
the last point, “And yet the flocks of 
women have not appeared! Where is 
my own Ms. Shoe?! You have led us 
astray, huge one!” At first, I shrugged 
off these complaints, because, as they 
say, you can’t cure ugly with muscle. 
Then you just got a whole lot of ugly.

But after a while even the beautiful 
people would say the same thing to me 
through quivering lips, and a dark 
shadow covered my heart, smothering 
it against its melancholy bosom. I be
gan to suspect that I had been wrong 
to advocate the blind path of hugeness. 
I still had faith, though, and continued 
to lead my comrades along the path of

huge. Until the dark day when the 
hugeness failed even me.

A couple weekends ago, there I 
was, on the receiving end of a crush
ing blow to my romantic aspirations. 
I know this is hard to believe, sweet 
reader, but it’s true. Me, the undis
puted sexiest man on campus (next to 
Mr. Duvoisin, of course. And Mr. 
Venkatesh. And Ben Judson. And I 
cannot forget the legendary Ian Mul
let. Upon further reflection. I’ll just

put myself somewhere towards the bot
tom of the top 100). Me, with all my 
hugeness, lay helpless before the grim 
hand of a decidedly chick-less fate. I 
too, like so many peons before me, had 
been thrown into the black pit of re
jection and left to wallow there as the 
voice of Rodney Dangerfield echoed 
within my crestfallen head. I had not 

felt so low since I took the stage 
with Vanilla Ice this summer, 
which incidentally, and against 
all bounds of logic, did not get 
me any chicks either. While this 
was happening, I kept thinking 
to myself, “What’s missing? I 
have the guns, I am huge, as she 
must obviously know, so what is 
going on here? How could she 
resist my one-dimensional 
charm?” I wracked my brain, 
trying to come up with the an
swer, when suddenly it hit me 
like an underpaid Dade County 
vote tabulator. What was the 
one thing lacking, the one thing 
that would have turned this dire 
situation around, that would 
have yielded the storybook end
ing? In other words, what would 
have gotten me the girl? Pref
erably in slow motion, with a 
boffo blur effect, while “Chari
ots of Fire” played in the back
ground. A slow fade and pan as 
I carried her gleefully up the 
mountain would have been 
sweet as well. The answer is 
simple, my friends: leather 
chaps.

Now before you roll your eyes sky
ward in disgust, let me just explain a 
few heretofore-unknown details to 
you. I touched upon eighties rock in 
my last article, but the problem was 
that I did not give it its proper due. 
While hugeness is great and all, I now 
see in hindsight that it is only a small 
piece of the chick magnet puzzle. 
Eighties rock is most definitely a re
quirement. You might scoff, but I will 
go to my grave thinking that if I had
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been wearing leather chaps at the time, 
the lovely lady in question would have 
easily fallen under the weight of my 
titanic masculinity.

I realize that this campus is mostly 
infested with slightly inbred, gap 
toothed bluegrass players (and even 
worse, bluegrass groupies . . .sweet 
Jesus . . .), so I will sum up the spirit 
of eighties rock for those who have 
been deprived. It was a pure time. It 
was all about attitude. And that atti
tude was expressed in two things: hair 
and crotches. While a lot of us can’t 
do very well in the big hair department, 
anyone who has seen Spinal Tap, a 
Whitesnake or David Bowie video, or 
even a tape of the last presidential de
bates, can easily come up with a solu
tion to the latter quandary. And that 
solution (at least the one not involv
ing produce), my friends, is chaps. 
The function of chaps, as far as I know, 
is to create a tunnel vision effect, 
drawing the viewer into the vicinity of 
your crotch and making it nigh impos
sible to turn away. Anyone who has 
seen Guns and Roses’ “November 
Rain” video knows exactly what I’m 
talking about. I’m pretty sure I spent 
a large chunk of my teenage years star
ing mindlessly at Slash’s crotch. I feel 
no shame in admitting this to the 
world, because deep down inside you 
guys know you did it, too. With chaps 
in tow, any guy (or girl, ‘cause 
methinks women in chaps be sexy), 
will become like unto a God, or at least 
like unto Anthony Kedis, which is 
pretty much the same thing. One of the 
reasons I think movie stars have it so 
good isn’t the money, or the fame, but 
the fact that whenever they feel a little 
down, they can perk themselves up 
with the knowledge that in the movies, 
on the big screen, their crotches are 
like eight feet high at least.

And still you scoff. Allow me to 
present to you an image, a mere taste 
of my dream: It is a dark night, with 
fog rolling in through uppers. You are 
on your way down to lowers, and hope
fully are an attractive woman, when all 
of the sudden, sweeping majestically 
across the mountains, comes the sweet 
sounds of “Welcome to the Jungle”. 
Then, right at the chorus, Raife 
Neuman and myself walk slowly out of

the darkness, dressed identically in 
tight fitting, white leather pants, black 
vinyl wife-beaters, snakeskin boots 
(with spurs of course), leather jackets, 
cool mirrored sunglasses, and beauti
ful, gleaming black leather chaps. 
Maybe even without the pants, if you 
prefer. Studded leather Speedos or 
something. Reflect on this a moment. 
Now I ask you. What self-respecting 
women, already driven to the brink of 
madness and desire by the magnitude 
of our hugeness, would deny herself 
the simple pleasure of staring at our 
crotches? Once this moment has 
passed, the fawning could commence.

I think you owe it to yourselves to 
all chip in and buy me a pair of chaps 
(Neuman too). Not just for me, but for 
the children. Think of the dire fate 
faeed by the future generations of 
Johnnies to come, of the miserable 
freshmen, if they have no leather chap 
wearing, unbelievably huge men to 
look up to. The eighties were a glori
ous time because of the chicks, be
cause of the woman who selflessly 
dedicated their lives to following 
around chap wearing, massively coifed 
rock stars. And now, in these sad 
times, they are a dying breed, my 
friends. We have let the eighties rock 
dream die, and are now paying the ter
rible price, in the form of interminable 
waltz parties and women who think 
overalls and feminism is sexy. We 
need to take back our God given right 
to chicks, and we need to do it now. If 
you look into your hearts, you will 
know that I’m speaking the truth. Why 
can’t I get any chicks solely by my 
hugeness, you ask? Because without 
leather chaps, and all that the blessed 
things represent, the chicks will move 
to warmer, more crotch oriented 
climes, and even the unstoppable 
power of our hugeness cannot compel 
them to stay. I cannot do it alone, my 
friends. Is a world without chicks a 
world worth living in? So if not for me, 
do it for yourselves. Do it for the sake 
of the future, a world where chicks can 
once again blacken the plains. By the 
way, I wear a medium.

Don't Be A Wuss Continuedfrom page 5

but in a way that could be understood 
by anyone. We have an opportunity to 
learn this here. Next, if you are calling 
security before confronting someone, 
you are violating their sense of safety, 
j wouldn't want to speak my mind 
about anything if I thought people’s re
actions were to turn me in rather than 
engage in a conversation with me. If 
we can't feel comfortable stretching 
the limits of our freedom w'ithin this 
school, then we shouldn’t want to be 
here. Now I’m not implying that we 
should stretch these limits without re
gard for others, but it is the responsi
bility of the offended party to say that 
although you can’t get away with ev
erything, it doesn’t mean that you can’t 
get away with anything. Lastly, call
ing security is just straight-up petty. 
Yes, you're being a tattle-tale, you’re 
being a nerd amongst nerds. No one 
Will play reindeer games with you any
more. I will not lend you any of my 
Pixies albums.

Please do not misunderstand me. IF 
YOU FEEL THREATENED, IF THIS 
IS SOMEONE WHOM YOU DON”T 
KNOW, CALL SECURITY. Even 
though the administration is trying to 
tell you this quietly, I will say it out
right: this is not an entirely safe school. 
People do have good reason to lock, 
their doors when they go to class: 
things are stolen. Women arc not em,' 
tirely safe: there is a heck of a good 
reason to keep a whistle wdth you. Se^ 
curity does a good job here at the 
school, I vvould just like to relegate 
their responsibilities to something of a 
Maytag Man station. They should have 
to do all the things that they do now, 
except for one thing: they shouldn’t:| 
have to answer BS calls from students 
who are afraid to do what they are ca
pable of doing. Yes, we are .shy. Some 
of us are extremely shy. But by con
fronting someone who is beinc too loud 
or saying offensive things, what is the 
worst that can happen to you: being 
called a nerd? I'm calling you one right 
now. If you have a problem with this, I 
honestly hope you come to talk w'ith 
me about it, 1 guarantee not to give you 
any better treatment than, anyone else 
at this school would.__________________
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STRIFE WITH ADMINISTRATION
On November 7, 2000 some members of 

the student body received a letter from Acting 
Dean Timothy Miller informing them that they 
had been randomly chosen to participate in a 
study of student life at St. John’s. This study 
was being conducted by Dr. Krause, a trained 
psychologist, and a student in the Graduate In
stitute. Dr. Krause was to meet with the se
lected students on Tuesday, November 14, 
2000 between 2:45 and 4:45 PM.

I was one of the students chosen to par
ticipate in this study. Due to unusual circum
stances I was unable to attend the meeting on 
the 14th. I wrote to Timothy Miller the week 
before the study was to be done and told him I 
would be unavailable at the designated time. I 
stated that I would be willing to reschedule 
my time with Krause, but I indicated that I 
had many reservations about the project. I told 
Mr. Miller that his letter to the selectees lacked 
an explanation of the purpose of the study and 
what it hoped to do by pigeonholing “student 
life” at St. John’s College. I told Mr. Miller 
that it would be, in my view, much more ben
eficial if the Dean (or acting Dean in this case) 
and the newly appointed president were to 
meet on a small group by group basis with ev
ery member of the student body. If this were 
done, the administration would have a much 
better sense of what the needs of the students 
are. If this were done it would provide the ad
ministration with some real faces and real 
problems to work on.

Unfortunately it appears that my advice to 
Mr. Miller has not been considered. On the 
Monday before the study I received a phone 
message from Basia Miller. She wanted to 
know if I would be participating. Apparently

A Letter From Colin King, ’01

she was unaware of the letter that I had sent 
Mr. Miller. I called her back and left a mes
sage telling her that I was unable to attend and 
had reservations about the project. I told her 
that if she was interested, she should refer to 
the letter I sent to Mr. Miller.

On November 20 I received a second let
ter from Timothy Miller. This letter, though 
written and signed by him, made no reference 
to my earlier letter to him. It merely gave ad
ditional times that I could meet with Dr. 
Krause. I found this deeply disturbing as it in
dicates a lack of sincerity by Mr. Miller in a 
project that I assume was intended by Dr. 
Krause to get an understanding of lifestyles 
and the problems faced by students on this 
campus; a very well intentioned project. If 
Timothy Miller were genuinely interested in 
this project, I would have expected him to 
contact me regarding my concerns. This was 
not the case, however. I am still in the dark as 
to the true purpose of the study. Why is there 
no explicit explanation?

According to one student who participated 
in the study, many of the questions targeted 
substance abuse. This student felt uncomfort
able answering these questions as, in the 
student’s words, the questions seemed to be 
directed at helping the administration crack 
down on drug use on campus. This student also 
claimed that Basia Miller stated that the pri
mary reason for conducting the survey was the 
suicide and drug problems that many of us wit
nessed last year. This too is disturbing. If what 
this student said is true, is the administration 
going to make more ill-guided drug and alco
hol policies from on high? And are these deci
sions going to be based on the results of this

study? If this is true, then the administration’s 
actions are deceitful and dishonorable. Firstly 
because a purpose was not stated in a forth
right manner in the initial letter. Secondly and 
lastly, the administration would have used stu
dents as informants, unbeknownst to the stu
dents. But I hope that these conjectures are 
not true.

I do not wish to alienate Dr. Krause, as it 
is my understanding that he genuinely wished 
to do something helpful for the school. The 
solution, however, is not an academic study 
of student life. My complaint is not of the com
mitment of time needed for such a study. My 
suggestion to the Dean would possibly take 
an even greater amount of time than the study. 
The solution is for members of the adminis
tration, preferably those in the highest posi
tion, Assistant Dean, Dean, and President, to 
meet with small groups of students. These 
groups should be composed of every class, 
thus providing a perspective on all four years. 
Within this context the administration and the 
students can begin to work together on the 
many varied problems that individual students 
may find necessary to deal with. At the same 
time the two groups can address the issues of 
dmg and alcohol use in an intelligent and ex
plicit manner that will not alienate or anger 
either party, if that truly is the actual unstated 
purpose of the study.

It is my hope that other members of the 
student body will make general comments in 
the MoonTag, or even more specific remarks 
if they too were involved in the study. I then 
hope the administration will take this oppor
tunity to work on a more personal level with 
the students.

A LOOK AT THE DEATH PENALTY 5
Erin Hanlon '03

On Wednesday, December 6, at /prn in the Great Hall, the college chapter of Amnesty Intertiational liosted a panel di.scussion concerning the 
abolition of (he deatli penalty. In order to educate ourselves and the public alxxit the reasoits why the death penalty ought to be abolished we invited 
.speakers from Amnesty hitcrnaiional, the ACI.U, and the NM Coalition to Repeal the Death IVnalty.

In 1976 die United States rein.stituted the death penalty as an allowable form of punishment. For most of the 24 years it has been in practice the 
death penalty has had overwhelming support. Elected officials have used support of die death penalty as a way to show their cotastittiency they ate 
tough on crime. ' '

I he American publics attitude toward the death penalty is changing. Questions of racial disparity in the justice .system, inadequate le^ 
representation, ;md the high costs of executions (due to the numerous apfieals pri.soners have the right to) have all combined to bring doubts to the 
mind of the public as to whether or not the death penalty should continue to be part of our legal .system.

Ibis year Amnesty International U.SA has instituted a campaign to have a moratoritim declared on executions in those states yyhicli carry out 
|a£ifaf£uilishmentjd^_;end_feal_being the abolition of die death penalty in this country._________________ _ - . j ''' ’'iX
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NEWS BRIEFS

Documenting several news-worthy incidents 
around the institution:

FRESHMAN HAS REALLY SEXYFORE- 
ARMS

SANTA FE, NM—^Freshman Blake Hindley 
has really sexy forearms, sources reported Mon
day. This fact was first observed by his roommate 
Jonathan Friz, who has since alerted others as to 
impressive the nature of the forearms.

“They’re the perfect foreanns,” Friz said. ‘Ter- 
fect tan, perfect size, perfect amount of hair. It’s 
perfectly amazing.” All other witnesses to 
Hindley’s forearms have agreed with Friz’s assess
ment, adding their own criteria to the forearms’ 
perfection. “What’s funny about it,” Friz added, 
“is that the rest of Blake [Hindley] is really unim
pressive. It’s not bad, it just doesn’t strike one as 
immediately as the foreanns do.”

Theories as to the extraordinary state of 
Hiixiley’s forearms include the thought that there 
is a certain amount of “sexiness” allowed to each 
human being, and Hindley has had his sexiness 
unequally distributed entirely to his forearms, thus 
preventing the rest of his body from attaining any 
true level of sex appeal at all.

According to Friz, a recent viewing of 
Hindley’s lower legs has revealed them to be nearly 
as sexy as his forearms, although that fact is un
substantiated as of press time. As this notion op
poses the Sex Distribution Theory, this reporter 
cannot choose but to disbeheve it entirely.

ARAMARK TRYING WAY TOO HARD 
TOBEFUNNY

SANTA FE, NM—As has been officially 
noted on Tuesday, November 14, Aramark arrd its 
workers are apparently trying way too hard to be 
fiirmy. This observation was made when some
one noticed that the heading for the chicken dish 
read “Mantoori Chicken Man!” While the “Man” 
is assumed to be a futile attempt to “sound like 
Bill and Ted or something,” a noted percentage of 
eaters mistook it to mean they were actually being 
served genetically enhanced man chicken for din
ner. Consequently, there are now more vegans on 
campus than before.

Other recent examples of misguided attempts 
at humor by the cafeteria staff include a bad refer
ence to Germany on the Black Forest cake, the 
signs which sit above the cereals, and the dread
fully unfurmy comment cards by one “Jeffrey.”

by Blake Hindley, ’04

Some people also think the hush puppies served 
occasionally are a joke. These are but a few of the 
terrible gags which have surfaced recently.

No sufficient explanation for the increas
ingly painful quality of the goofs provided by 
Aramark has been made. The only truly believ
able enlightenment suggests that perhaps Aramark 
is simply trying to degrade their comedy to the 
level of their food. Whatever the reason, it is clear 
the cafeteria shall not cease to be unfunny for a 
long time.

PHONE CARD MACHINE MAKES 
SWEET, SWEET BIRD NOISES

SANTA FE, NM—^Following an accidental 
collision with the phone card machine in the hall 
of Peterson, freshman Josh Diaz noted that the 
machine makes “sweet, sweet bird noises” when 
manhandled. Since this discovery, which was 
made several weeks ago, Diaz, along with a hand
ful of other students, have been intentionally at
tacking the machine just so they can listen to the 
lovely siren song flow from within. This habit has 
greatly armoyed others who happen to be in the 
machine’s vicinity at the time of an assault.

When the bird harmony was first encountered, 
it was believed that a sparrow was possibly trapped 
inside the machine, placed in there by some joker 
in Buildings and Grounds. However, further ex
perimentation with the contraption has revealed 
that not to be the case. Even though the sound is a 
recorded warning mechanism, no one can give a 
clear reason as to why a phone card apparatus 
would need to scream wildly like a feathered crea
ture. Communism is the current popular explana
tion. Further unnecessary harassment of the in
strument is recommended before this issue can fi
nally be put to rest.

MYSTERIOUS SNOW SYMBOLS 
FOUND IN POND

SANTA FE, NM—Over the past couple of 
days, since the snow storm that caused a couple of 
Cahfomians to race around excitedly in their board 
shorts, several mysterious snow symbols have ap
peared on the ice covering the fish pond. No one 
is certain where these ciphers, which appear to be 
cmde depictions of both a thin man and a bull’s- 
eye, have come from. One thing is certain: they 
have not been made by meager human hands.

These snow formations, somewhat resembling 
crop circles, Anasazi Indian rock hieroglyphics or 
crappy children’s art, are assumed to be the work

of either the fish in the pond or the space aliens. 
Such apocalyptic theories alarm many people, who 
beheve that either proposal is a foreboding sign of 
something much worse to come.

It is assumed that if the snow cryptograms are 
truly the handy work of the extraterrestrials, the 
beings are either making an attempt to make con
tact with us or are actually showing signs of an 
imminent invasion of St. John’s, for the purpose 
of taking over the “greatest minds in the nation.” 
Given the last assumption of this invasion theory, 
it seems pretty farfetched. Noted alien scientist 
Archibald Lafiiitzegger from Roswell has been 
quoted saying that the secret snow language de
picted on St John’s pond ice “has been confirmed 
to be of possible space beast origin.”

The other idea, that the fish from the pond are 
making these signs, is even more threatening. If 
this proposal, made by a nameless drunken stu
dent following parties after Seminar, is true, it 
means the fish are planning a full scale escqre fiom 
beneath the pond’s ice, and that they have designs 
on our “warm, warm dorm rooms.” Given a re
cent Simpson’s Halloween episode, which depicted 
dolphins conquering the Earth, it is not unlikely 
for the local goldfish to attempt an incursion. The 
fish are apparently gaining their ability to think 
like humans fiom the radioactive Aramark wastes 
which are constantly thrown into the pond by stu
dents. The guppies may even be led by the psy
chic undead voice of their leader, Stan, the dead 
mounted fish which resides in the Dining Hall. 
Some have called this whole idea “fishy.”

Whichever of these is the true explanation for 
the codes appearing on our precious dew pond, 
students of St. John’s are advised to prepare for 
the worst. Hopefully this article can be published 
before it is too late, given the MoonTAG’s abys
mal printing rate (special thanks to Paper Tiger). 
One worries that yet more formations may be found 
on the pond before the public can be sufficiently 
warned of the dangers. Beware!

WHERE TO FIND YOUR PORNOGRA
PHY—^As was promised in the last issue of the 
MoonTAG, the editors now proudly provide, for 
the sake of their homiest readers, an Internet ad
dress where they may be able to find pomogr^hy 
for themselves. This precious porno address is 
www.disneychannel.com. You must be 18 or over 
to enter, -ed

This is, in fact, not really a note fiom the 
editors, -ed.
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DE RERUM FRESHITATAE
By Ben Hitchcock-Cross, ’01

Why do we come together to form a society? 
What is the measure of society? Do we live to
gether to help each other or to exploit each other? 
Or, do we live to promote the young, the old, the 
infirm in short the weak or do we come together 
for the benefit of the strongest? These are the 
questions politics demands of us. In what man
ner are you asserting your beliefs in this modem 
world? Notice that I did not say ‘the study of 
politics,’ politics is not an abstract rather some
thing worked on. Rousseau’s objections still 
stand, certain men continue to view the world as 
sheep and themselves as masters both shepherd 
and butcher. Just because something has been 
that way for a long time does not mean that we 
must continue in the same mt. Must we be 
chained by history? No, politics are only the as
sertions of wants, fi'esh politics are assertions of 
wants with out regard to historical wants. Leave 
the past to the dead, we should be continuously 
fi'esh out the box.

All Aristotle meant by “man is a political 
animal” is man is an animal with unfulfilled 
needs. Politics is about fulfilling needs, finding 
limited resources for imlimited wants. Political 
statements, like this one, address how we should 
go about fulfilling future wants. Throughout his
tory we have come together to fulfill different 
needs: for the needs of our parents (family), the 
needs of a family (clan), the needs of a group of 
families (oligarchy), for the needs of one man 
(kingdom), the needs of a kingdom (empire), the 
needs of the individual (merchant society), for 
the needs of the employer, the merchant and in
vestor (capitalism), for the good of capital (the 
corporation) but we have seldom come together 
to fulfill our mutual needs (communism). Now 
don’t bother me with historical example or prob
lems you may have with that word. If that word 
scares you, it won’t profit you to read further. 
Too many people live in the past. As far as the 
past is concerned why not out do those bastards? 
Are we not fi-ee? Trae fi-eedom means the ability 
to have a future completely independent of the 
past. I’m sick of reacting. Let us be fresh, that is 
not bound by history.

Neither should we be dominated by the 
present. Fulfilling wants is not only consumer
ism, that is only our present interpretation, one 
based on a historical model. Live in and for the 
present yet do not become bound by it. What is 
is not necessarily right, by virtue of existence and

longevity. Apologists beware!!
NBI originally was scared myself to use that 

word. Thank the almighty for my main man and 
the minister of positive propaganda Joel F. 
Hopkins because he said: “damn right and don’t 
be afraid.” That is keeping it real. Joel will be 
awarded him with the Jam Master Jay medal for 
freshness above and beyond the call of duty. Fears 
aside jokes aside, this is real. End note.

For what reasons do we presently come to
gether? We live for the good of the corporation. 
Their tentacles have slithered their way into ev
ery crevice of our lives. We are not even raled by 
capital, even dragons fall prey to that cold mas
ter. We are ruled by a nexus of contracts given 
person-hood by the law and what a great person. 
Effectively shielded from the law, these tyrants 
with out flesh dominate our thoughts with back
ward reasoning, socialism for the rich and capi
talism for the poor. What a new Idea. How often 
have I seen moral men of genius spouting forth 
lies in jets of poisonous black ink? We are like a 
school of fish caught in the midst of two battling 
octopi, how could we not help but be blinded by 
their bilious ink. The educated especially have 
no moral orientation. Corporations have placed 
a magnet near our compass. What is our daily 
goal? Nothing other than theft, (subject, verb 
implied) Make all the arguments you want, if 
the market is not fair, and its not, then it works 
for but a few people. The Economist promised 
that it will all work out in the end. We are told 
that our self-interest will check other’s self-inter
est. That parasite, profit sucks man’s time and 
energy and the judges clap their hands. We for
tify ourselves behind walls, forge weapons to 
destroy other’s. We are a society at war. The man 
with the thickest walls and the strongest weap
ons we call great and noble. In the end we die, 
leaving our labour and profit to fat ugly children. 
There has got to be a better way to live. If its not 
working together, I will be astonished.

Ahoy Christianity ahead, captain. A1 hands 
brace for impact. “Do not lay up for yourselves 
treasures on Earth, where moth and rust consume, 
and where thieves break in and steal.” If we come 
together for our mutual needs, we become im
mortal. “For where your treasure is, there your 
heart will be also.” Place your faith in humanity 
and receive the wages of love. I’m making a 
clear comparison between the people and the 
Almighty, not a large leap if your from Milwau

kee. In Latiu capitals across the top of the Mil
waukee municipal courthouse reads this motto: 
“The voice of the People is the voice of God.” A 
polish catholic sheet metal translated the Latin 
for me. “Solidarity forever, for the union makes 
us... (mumbled)” Every year at the Labour Day 
rally I would read that Latin motto and know at 
least that much was true. Self-interest might be a 
very powerful engine, but love is a much more 
noble one. I hope we have the capacity to use it.

“Virtue is not left to stand alone. He who 
practices it will have neighbors.”

“A great light can not hide its radiance.”
There are many barriers between you and 1. 

Sometimes it is difficult to convince me of your 
existence. But, the ultimate barrier of certainty 
of beings is your own problem. I refuse to be 
burdened with it any longer. Here I am. There 
are yet more barriers that have been deliberately 
put between you and I. Barriers of this kind are 
the point where are the arguments of all the apolo
gists fall. Discrimination is the name of this bar
rier, the idea that one person has more rights than 
another based on some artificial criteria. In our 
society this translates into discrepancies in prop
erty. We are taught from birth to pile our walls 
high with the stones of racism, sexism and too 
many others. Do not let them make you stumble. 
Racists, sexists, homophobes and other discrimi
nators, fortune 500 companies and country bump
kins alike, can not stand long against reason, time 
and hope. Play like Joshua blow that hom. The 
walls must topple, if only for the sake of effi
ciency. But there is a much more noble reason, 
namely the love of your fellow man. What would 
happen if love instead of hate were preached in 
our schools? Build yourseffup with walls of love, 
forge instruments of love to smash the walls of 
self-interest down.

In our country we have an almost imiversal 
thought: recent historical events have proved once 
and for all that self-interest is king. I’m not buy
ing what you’re selling, take that trash out of here. 
Rather the history of our eastern neighbors teaches 
us the failure of submitting oneself to Ae state. 
The state, like capital has no feelings, no real 
human emotion. What is Ae point of submitting 
to an inhuman monster? It would be better to 
have a king. It we must submit let it be to our 
love for each oAer.

The effect of Ae walls of discrimina
tion is a real barrier, which someone has put be
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tween us, the barriers of material inequality. The 
superficial differences between humans make us 
beautiful. Revel in the exquisite superficial dif
ferences, beauty, strength, wit, raw sexiness, red 
hair, etc. Got to love that natural diversity. In 
civil society the distinctions which the almighty 
gave us have no place measuring our material 
status. If they don’t measure your worth to soci
ety, than it will be said; ‘how great it is that you 
are a woman’, ‘How beautiful is your black skin’, 
‘how wonderful it is that you are strong’, ‘how 
amazing that you are a homosexual.’And not ‘too 
badyouareawoman’, ‘how ugly your skin’, ‘I’m 
jealous that your strong’, ‘The Almighty hates 
you homo’ I’m sick to death of hearing that last 
kind of talk. Suckers In our society your worth 
to the society is measured in income. A man will 
earn more for the same work as a woman. So in 
what why would a white man ever have cause to 
think of himself in any other way except superior 
to a black women.

It is a crime that education costs money. A 
real wedge of thought is driven between the edu
cated and the non-educated. What is the priority 
of our society? In a word Profits. What are the 
priorities of a civil society? Healthcare, educa
tion, culture, dignity in short human rights. What 
are your priorities? Society, doughnuts, women, 
profit, love, self-interest, probably self-loathing.

It is an embarrassing fact that we are the only 
developed country in the world without univer
sal healthcare. Although some Americans receive 
the best healthcare in history, millions of Ameri
cans go without any health insurance. Poor people 
in this country can not afford to get sick, there
fore the great heights that our hospitals provide 
are a luxury of the rich and not a right of human 
dignity. Reflect on this startling statistic: life ex
pectancy of black men and women is 5.4 and 7.5 
years less respectively than that of whites. One 
can see with little effort the double-edged sword 
of superficial and material differences have real 
impacts on people’s lives. These statistics are

the most startling of all. The top one per cent 
controls ninety percent of the wealth. Forty-eight 
of the one hundred largest economies in the world 
are private corporations. We know that capital 
is social power, so let us hear no more of this 
democracy nonsense. “In this way we have man
kind divided like herds of cattle, each with a 
master, who looks after it in order to devour it.” 
In a land of plenty people starve. In a land of 
great thinkers the vast majority of the people learn 
bottom feeding ignorance and crippling self-ha
tred in purposely failing schools. The commons 
stink with the effluvia of ignorance, oppression 
and poverty and its no accident. Let no one de
lude himself or herself stupidity is no more linked 
with poverty than riches to greamess. Society 
indeed, may the Almighty damn them!! In 
Europe’s so-called social societies garbage men 
have something to say about politics. Fine, men 
are not angels. Rich men certainly are no angels. 
If my examples do not startle you enough here is 
the problem: the only way to have more than some 
one else (profit) is to cheat or steal from them, 
and the only way to do that is to convince the that 
you are better than them. I object.

I firmly believe the Economist is wrong, the 
role of the sovereign is not to simply protect the 
nation Ifom other nations the citizens fi'om other 
citizens and build infiastructure that is in no ones 
private interest to build. That is not the role of 
the sovereign but a referee. That is an entirely 
negative world. The best a wise ruler could hope 
for is to minimize the evil. Make his world less 
negative. The most he could ever hope for is 
zero. This is the mathematics of amour-propre. 
I have always been more disposed to positive 
numbers. Leave those referees in the past, the 
politics of fi-eshness make decisions on future 
wants based on the noble future and not the ig
noble past.

I saw abiUboard in Cuba, which reads: “There 
are 1000s of reasons to be happy.” It illustrated 
men women and children of all varieties enjoy

ing themselves under the sun. I wept. Just imag
ine those commie bastards informing people that 
happiness is with in their reach. In our country 
the government and corporations spend six times 
more money convincing people they are inad
equate than educating them in our first rate pub
lic schools. We know full well that our educa
tion teaches us how to work and consume. Some
body better be happy, it’s certainly not the daugh
ters of rich men. So why the fuck do these men 
go around making life miserable. A consumer 
will always be inadequate, he will always need 
his next day’s bread. The bread of fi'eshness is 
love. Let the tmth be your sword and cut away 
the fetters of ignorance, please.

I have faith that love will conquer self-inter
est and I hope it will come soon. Now everyone 
has the duty to make up their own mind. When 
we stop reacting, we might find that we don’t 
have to be afraid, we might even be fi-esh. Peoples 
be at ease. I have no expectations of you. I prob
ably receive no more satisfaction fi'om what I 
write here than you from what you believe. Be
lieve what you must. Be a capitalist, a socialist, a 
republican, a democrat or a hypocrite but do not 
hole me into any of those categories, except the 
last. This is my political -theological treatise. I 
manifest freshness, that is we are not bound by 
history so let us live fresh new lives, not domi
nated by the stmggles of the past but with the 
hopeful stmggle of loving people in spite of our 
natural distinctions. These are my political ideas, 
and I submit them to the market place of ideas 
for reflection. If you do the same, I will repay 
you in the same coin. Viva la Revolucion!

These are my reflections on October, 20 2000 
during a speech by Dr. Fidel Castro Ruiz and 
edited after. Respectfully submitted a sincere 
man recently returned finm the land of the palms.

Ben Hitchcock Cross

A thanks from amnesty
INTERNATIONAL

By Erin Hanlon, '03 v
Amnesty International wants to thank everyone who participated in sending cards to prisoners of conscience. We sent out 

over a hundred cards to thirteen prisoners and human rights orgini'/.afions. These cards will do much to brighten the lives of 
those oppressed for their beliefs. If you should recieve a reply, please let us know so that we can contact the national A1 
office with the iniorniation. Thank You.

13



FAMINE IN MEXICO
By Tim King

The duration and intensity of the 
drought in the North American Southwest 
has nothing to compare it to in the last half 
century. That is the assessment of Father 
Luis Verplancken, who has worked as a Je
suit priest for 48 years in the Sierra Madre 
Occidental, or Sierra Tarahumara, in the 
Mexican state of Chihuahua.

Fr. Verplancken’s opinion is shared by 
many across the huge area.

El Paso’s principle water supply, the Rio 
Grande’s Elephant Butte Reservoir at Truth 
or Consequences, New Mexico, is ex
tremely low due to extended drought con
ditions in the Sangre de Cristo mountains 
of northern New Mexico, according to the 
El Paso Times. Although snow has been 
falling throughout the Rio Grande water
shed early this winter, weather forecasters 
say the unexpected early snowfalls are prob
ably part of a drought that may include a 
shift in precipitation patterns.

In October, mile high plumes of dust 
could be seen in northwestern Kansas as 
wheat farmers “dusted in” their winter 
wheat crops during the unusually warm and 
dry autumn days.

“The dry weather in recent years has 
caused many farmers to quit,” said Russell 
Smith, a retired Oberlin, Kansas wheat 
farmer. “When I was a boy there was more 
snow and rain and the ponds froze in the 
winter. Something is changing the weather.”

The prolonged drought may be chang
ing the structure of agriculture in western 
Kansas and the water usage patterns up and 
down the Rio Grande. But shoppers in 
Oberlin, Santa Fe, New Mexico, and El Paso 
have yet to suffer the pangs of drought in
spired hunger.

That’s not the case in Sierra Tarahumara. 
Thousands of Tarahumara Indians are suf
fering from repeated crop failures. As a re
sult those Indians, who have relied on tra
ditional subsistence agriculture, are facing 
starvation.

“These are very traditional people. They 
are used to solving their own problems but 
seven years of drought is pretty overwhelm
ing,” says Richard Fisher, of Tucson, Ari
zona. Fisher’s non-profit Wilderness Re

search Expeditions has purchased over a 
hundred tons of corn and dry beans for 
Tarahumara hunger relief in recent years. 
“I liken it to what maybe happened to the 
Anasazi. When you put com in the ground 
year after year and it doesn’t come up you 
make a decision—you either walk out or 
starve.”

The Mexican government estimates 
there are 65,000 to 75,000 Tarahumara liv
ing in Chihuahua. Fisher says the 
Tarahumara, or Raramuri—as they call 
themselves—count about 40,000 people as 
being Tarahumara.

“About 10% percent of the Tarahumara 
are in danger of starvation,” Fisher says. 
“And the government says around 25% have 
already left and are begging on the streets 
of Chihuahua (City).”

The Tarahumara Mission, at Creel, Chi
huahua, has been distributing food to the 
Indians for a number of years. Tarahumara 
are competent farmers. They raise orchards 
of oranges in the lower canyons and in the 
higher elevations apples and cherries can 
be found. They collect manure from their 
goats and burros and then use it to build soil 
to grow com, beans, and, in some places, 
amaranth.

“But every year there is a need,” Luis 
Verplanken says, “because all the good 
lands are now not in the hands of the Indi
ans. They have been forced off them. So 
now they have very small patches of land 
and they depend totally on the rain.”

But since 1993 the rains have come spo
radically. Or not at all. Like a farmer who 
watches the sky, Verplancken has this year’s 
rain calendar burned into his memory. The 
Tarahumara plant their crops in late April 
or early May. Then the frosts of the high 
Sierra have largely disappeared and the low 
canyons are not yet baking from summer 
heat. Their hope is to use the winter’s ac
cumulated soil moisture to start their crops, 
catch a rain shower or two, and when the 
monsoons start in mid-summer across the 
Chihuahua desert their crops will be ready 
to take advantage of them.

“This year the rain started beautifully,” 
Fr. Verplancken says, “until the 17th of July. 
After that, for over two months and one

week— or for two months and a half—no 
rain. So all the com dried out.”

Verplancken estimates an eighty percent 
crop failure in the higher altitudes and a 
one-hundred percent failure in the lower, 
and hotter, canyons. He says the year 2000 
harvest is the worst crop failure of the seven 
year drought.

“It’s not the same thing here as in other 
places when the crop doesn’t do well or 
when it fails,” Father Verplancken says. 
“Here there is no industry and very few jobs 
and so they depend on the subsistence crops. 
That’s all. So if that fails they have nothing 
to eat. They have to depend on charity or 
something else.”

Both Verplancken and Fisher are con
cerned about the immediate effects of the 
prolonged drought. Severe malnutrition and 
starvation looms this winter.

“When the children get under nourished 
they are stricken easily with the different 
illnesses because they are weak,” Father 
Verplancken, who operates a hospital and 
clinic free of charge for the Tarahumara, 
says. “When we have droughts like this we 
have many under nourished children in the 
hospital. 80 to 85 percent of the children 
are under nourished.”

As the Indians choose to leave the can
yons and Sierra rather than starve, one of 
the richest indigenous cultures in North 
America is being rent apart. In fact, just as 
the Tarahumara are becoming recognized as 
some of the best runners in the world, hun
ger and starvation are causing them to stop 
mnning. And their unique religious tradi
tions are being threatened as communities 
are depopulated.

Richard Fisher believes one of the 
causes of the prolonged drought is the de
forestation of the Sierra by paper compa
nies.

“The logging companies had cut down 
all the pines by 1990,” he says. “We thought 
the forestry was at an end. That would have 
been good for the Tarahumara. But oaks 
were coming up where the pines had been. 
They were beautiful oaks. The World Bank 
funded a huge pulp mill near Cauhtemoc (in 
the foothills) and now the logs just pour out 
of the mountains into that mill to be made
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into wood chips. The Tarahumara children 
are being chipped up and turned into toilet 
paper.”

Fisher speculates that the vast forested 
mountains of Mexico may have served as 
the engine that drove the monsoons of all 
of the American Southwest. As the forests 
disappear so too, do the familiar weather 
patterns of the Chihuahuan desert of the 
northern states of Mexico and the US South
west.

Fisher’s dark vision suggests a need for 
a massive international policy agenda. 
Meanwhile Richard, who hauled over 30 
tons of com and beans into the rugged can
yons of the Copper Canyon in September 
and October, will work to keep starvation 
at bay this winter. So will Father 
Verplancken. He estimates the need this 
winter to be 150 to 250 tons of com and 
beans.

Donations to Luis Verplancken’s efforts 
can be made by going on-line to a web site, 
operated by volunteers in Oregon: 
<www.giveaminute.org>. A tax deductible 
check can also be mailed to his account at: 
Chase Bank of Texas, Box 1231, Houston, 
TX 77251-1231, Acct: 15002330421. Fax 
a copy of your check to him for a receipt: 
011-52-145-60278 or write him at 
Tarahumara Mission, Apartado 11, Creel, 
Chihuahua, Mexico, 332000.

Richard Fisher’s efforts, which tend to 
support people not reached by 
Verplancken’s efforts, can be supported by 
contacting him at
www.canyonsworldwide.com or Wilderness 
Research Expeditions, Box 86492, Tucson, 
AZ, 85754.

“We do not give handouts of corn or 
beans,” Luis Verplancken says. “We always 
ask them to do something for their own 
community and so they fix their school or 
fix their church or their road or make ter
races in their lands to protect from erosion. 
They have to do something. We do the dis
tribution through their chiefs who they 
tmst.”

Tim King is a freelance correspondent 
who frequently covers sustainable agricul
ture issues for regional papers in the Mid
west. He occasionally can also be found in 
Sierra and Z Magazine. King was an inter
national observer during the 1994 Mexican 
Presidential elections and has spent the last 
decade regularly travelling through rural 
Mexico.

TAG
UNTITLED

by Urn Sparkman, ’02

The mind requests a vaction, 
took a while to get out the words.
I go to parties and drink like a shopvac
and feel like the boogie
and sit and stare and think
because I’m so tired I forget I’m tired
and it’s getting to be all 1 can remember how to do.
And mostly its not so much thinking as watching,
Walter Mitty uncensored and on the loose
peppered with 40 oz. curls come involuntary
come hell or high water
come automaton
CUISINART
a processor of ideas and alcohol
come what? come on,
the occasionally eloquent aggression.
A puppet wearing away its own bootstraps 
by the perspective of a pigstaked head.

HAPPY HOLIDAYS FROM THE MOONTAG
STAFF!

We at the MooiiTAG wish the eollege eommunity an enjoyable, 
safe, and relaxing winter break.

Go somewhere where someone you love is, drink lots of hot 
chocolate (made from soy milk, if such is your preference) 

and rest up for next semester.
To Seniors: Good Luck on your Senior Essays!

To Juniors: Get ready for a heapin' helpin' of Kant, Newton,
Faraday, and Racine

To Sophomores: Don't worry. Be enabled 
To Freshman: Memorize those paradigms, and remember not to

eat the barytes.
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November 6, 2000
To the College Community

I underst-and that some members of the College community have expressed 
concern about an assault, alleged to have occurred on campus on September 1 
and reported in the police notes of The New Mexican last week. The police 
have not contacted the College about this matter, as far as I know, but I as
sume that the report in The New Mexican is related to a formal grievance and 
complaint that was filed here in late September. In that grievance a female 
employee of the College alleged serious mistreatment by another employee 
of the College. The matter is currently undergoing investigation under the 
College's Title IX procedures. Hans von Briesen is our Title IX Coordinator, 
and we have hired an independent attorney who is assisting Mr. von Briesen 
in the investigation to help guarantee that it be objective, impartial, and re
spect the rights and privacy of both employees. I understand that the inves
tigation is nearing completion, but it is possible that there may be further 
proceedings. Accordingly, neither I nor the other officers of the College are 
at liberty to speak about the matter, beyond what I have said in this state
ment.

The

MoonTAG
MOON EDITORS

Aaron MehlhafF 
Geoffrey Petrie

TAG EDITORS
Greg Grillot 
Paul Obrecht

COPY EDITORS
Raife Neuman 

Giovaima Vecchitto

James Carey 
Acting President

The Editors of The Moon TA G would like to apologize to the College for not bringing this 
out to you sooner. When we received this letter from the former Acting President, the issue at 
the time had already gone to press. We would like to inform the school that we have not 
completed our own investigation, and we will be bringing you an article on this matter in our 
next issue, -ed.
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The MoonTAG serves St. John’s Col- 
1^ in Santa Fe, New Mexico as an inde
pendent bi-weekly student newspaper and 
literary journal. Opinions expressed here 
represent the views of their authors rather 
than those of the College. Issues are dis
tributed at no chaige to students, faculty and 
staff on the Santa Fe campus, and yearly 
subscriptions can be obtained for $30. Tax- 
deductible contributions are welcome. We 
solicit submissions from all members of the 
Coll^ community. The deadline for ma
terial for the next issue will be posted on 
bulletin boards. Please submit work via our 
e-mail account,
Moontag@stumail.sjcsf.edu, or in text for
mat on a 3.5” Macintosh disk (if you abso
lutely cannot use a Mac then save your file 
as a Rich Text File [.rtf]) along with a typed, 
double-spaced copy including the author’s 
name and phone number. Hard copies with
out disks are acceptable in certain circum
stances. The MoonTAG reserves the right 
to edit and to rejea any submisson.
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