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Agresto Elected President of Santa Fe Campus
by Owen F. Jones
On Saturday, March 18th, the SJC
Board of Visitors and Governors unani
mously elected John Agresto President
of the Santa Fe campus dviring a 45 min
ute meeting in Wei^e Hall. Afterwards,
Mr. Agresto and the Board greeted the
press and members of the community in
the Fireside Lounge and the Art Gallery
where the mood was a mixture of relief,
satisfaction and ebullience. Scott Kelso,
Chairman of the Board, expressed the
prevailing high spirits, stating: '1 can't
imagine what we'll argue about with
such a true believer."
Agresto, aged 43, recently accepted
an offer to run the Madison Foimdation
in Washington, D.C. on the condition
that he would leave in six months if SJC
offered him the Santa Fe presidency.
Prior to this, Agresto was appointed
Deputy-Chairman of the National En
dowment for the Humanities (NEH) in
1982 and he served in this capacity until
early 1989. In this period he also spent a
year and a half as Acting Chairman after
William Beimett left NEH to become
Secretary of Education. During his ten
ure at NEH, he became well acqujunted
with the institutional end of educational
philanthropy as well as representing the
values of a classic liberal arts curriculum
to the public in publications such as The
Washington Post and The Christian Science
Monitor. Agresto will assume his duties
as President of SJC in August or Septem
ber of 1989.
John Agresto was graduated from
Boston College (Magna Cum Laude), in
1967, with a degree in History and Po
litical Science and he received his Ph.D
in Government from Cornell University
in 1974 He has taught at the University
of Toronto, Kenyon College and the Na
tional Humanities Center in North Caro
lina. In addition to his commitment to
the Great Books program, he is consid
ered an authority on the U.S.
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Constitution. This is witnessed elo
quently by his own book. The Supreme
Court and Constitutional Democracy.
and two books for which he has served
as both editor and contributor. Liberty
and Equality Under the Constitution
and The Humanist as Citizen: Essays on
the Uses of the Humanities.
I met with Mr. and Mrs. Agresto at
their hotel on the Saturday he was
elected, and he kindly gave me an hour
of a very crowded day. Mr. Agresto had
loosened his tie and exchanged his
jacket for a sweater, but clearly had not
had much time to relax and put his feet
up. His moustace and heavy eyebrows
gave him a slight resemblance to
Groucho Marrx, and this is strengthened
as he speaks quickly, forcefully, and of
ten with a touch of the sardonic.
While our conversation was very
relaxed and disorganized, Mr Agresto
generally answered any substantive
question without hesitation. When
asked about the growing rift between

Mortimer Adler and Secretary Bennett
over what political vision most deserves
to be associated with the Great Books,
Agresto responded that "the Great
Books are not owned by any political
camp." He went on to note that the Pro
gram, including thinkers like Marx and
Madison, spans the political spectrum
and that this was a "false battle" because
'TVhere do you put Mozart?" On the
issue of his commitment to the SJC cur
riculum he says, "I believe in the Pro
gram as much as the faculty, if not
more." When asked about a president's
role in changes in the Program, Agresto
talks about being involved in the discus
sion and about presenting any argu
ments that he considers important to the
debate. In the final analysis, though, he
says, "If the faculty and I come to a real
disagreement over the fundamentals of
the Program, one of us would have to
give, and that would have to be me."
Eventually we discussed Agresto's long
term plans and how long he could see
himself staying at SJC. Here he slowed
down somewhat, leaning back in his
chair and reflecting for a moment or
two, before sa)dng that he certainly
wanted to stay long enough to get the
things that needed doing, done [a refer
ence to the formidable fund-raising ef
fort he faces]. He went on to say, how
ever, that there is a "natural limit to
what one can do, and if someone has
been around 20 or 25 years, then they are
way beyond what they can do."
As we were wrapping the conversa
tion up I asked him how he saw himself
relating to the College community.
"Don't be surprised," he said "if you see
me in seminar or just walking around.
I'm not goofing off; I'm just trying to be
friendly." We talked about the campus
for a moment and then, obviously as an
addendum to his earlier remark, he said
"Don't forget where my offtce is. I'm
sure I may regret this someday, but
don't forget where my office is."

Letters to the Editor . . .
To the Editon
In response to Ben Foley's front page
article, "What's WIPP," in the 10 Febru
ary 1989 issue of The Moon:
First of all, the issue is not "safety;"
the issue is "shutdown." By trying to
make WIPP "safe," we are only giving
our tadt go-ahead to the project. Fur
thermore, we are laying the foundation
for the plant to open irreversibly and
begin receiving waste. Many anti-WIPP
activists like Mr. Foley have accepted
the fact that WIPP will eventually open.
As such, their tactic is to delay the open
ing as long as possible via "safety" argu
ments. This maybe effective in the short
run, but in the long run it will prove to
be absolutely fatal. This logic shares an
impeccable resemblance to the free mar
ket system that says, "Make your profits
now—to hell with the environment and
future generations." This is where
people like Mr. Foley are coming from;
their vision is short-sighted, un
grounded and narrow.
The core issue in question here has to
do with compromising our principles.
By latching on to Mr. Bill Richardson's
(D-NM) strong "safety" emphasis, Mr.
Foley co-op's the democratic mandate,
which in his words, "to see that WIPP is
safe beyond all doubt." Politics (the art
of compromise) then plays the role of le
gitimizing the illusion that this plant
could ever safely keep radioactive waste
isolated from the living environment for
over a quarter of a million years. The
science of ecology tells us that this is an
impossibility.
We must learn to stand firm to the
truth and not to compromise our care
and comjjassion for the health and well
being of this planet. Without the Earth
we are nothing. Without the suste
nance, cycles and equilibria! purity of
the Earth's environment, we cannot sur
vive. WIPP threatens this principle, but
also beckons us to move beyond the ide
ology of ignorance and hypocrisy por
trayed by Mr. Foley and others working
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to make WIPP "safe."
It must always be remembered that
there is qo compromise in Defense of
Sacred Mother Earth.
Steve Jones
Citizens Against Radioactive Dumping
Mr Foley responds: I am sorry if it seemed
to you that I was trying to resign the Moon's
readers to the fact that WIPP will eventually
open; that was not my intention. As for the
focus on the safety issue, as opposed to the
“shut-down issue": I believe "shut-down" to
be a radical solution to the safety question,
not a separate issue. In trying to provide
only a general overview of WIPP's history, I
chose to limit my discussion of anti-WIPP
activists' positions, omitting a discussion of
the various degrees of skepticism (e.g. beliefs
that it is/is not possible for it ever to be safe)
they hold.
I wish your tone, had been less
accusatory. If you had reflected a bit more,
you might haoe realized that I'm probably not
a secret agent of the military-industrial
complex, and, instead of name-calling, you
could have stated your reasons for believing
that an underground nuclear waste-dump
can never be made safe.
To the Editon
Upon reading the last three issues of
The Moon, 1 have noticed a growing
trend which may or may not reflect a
current through our community, but
disturbs me nonetheless. It is anger —
anger in the guise of cynical, sarcastic,
denigrating criticism.
I understand that this publication fills
a need as a "truly open forum" for the
communication of viewpoints in this
community. Keeping this sentiment in
mind, I am led to wonder where Mr.
Bloom's intentions may lie by present
ing such generalized statements as may
be found in the February 24th issue. In
his request for contributions to The

Moon, Mr. Bloom characterizes the imdergraduate members of this commu
nity as being "reluctant to perform spe
cific actions in an allotted amount of
time." Not only does this characteriza
tion hold true for contributions to the
Moon, Mr. Bloom contends, but also for
lab papers and the algebra test. Perhaps
this statement was meant in jest, but it is
not this specific example on which 1 to
focus, rather it is on the overall tone of
The Moon- a tone which seems to be
one of the cynical "oh-I-was-only-joking" variety..
The colunm entitled "ti tiv eivoa" is a
perfect example of the general attitude
presented by The Moon. The anony
mous author (Mr. Bloom?) of this col
umn selects the ten most important 'Is
sues" on campus; each of these issues is
accompanied by a note of explanation.
It seems to me that this is little more
than an opportunity for the author to
take a series of non-constructive pot
shots at the ranked issues rather than
realizing the potential of truly construc
tive criticism by addressing the issues
with, perhaps, insightful alternatives.
To state that apathy is a campus issue
and to expoimd on why this is so is one
thing, but to say that "few people seem
to do anything on campus" is quite an
other. The writer states that "even
when good stuff happens people don't
seems to care," my friend (whoever you
are) "good stuff" happens all of the time
in this community: every conversation,
every moment is another opportimity
for that "good stuff." As for caring, well
to each his own, but I know that if I
didn't care I would have never made it

The Moon

The Moon recognizes its obligation to be a
viable forum for the concerns of the St.
John's College community. As such, it
should be noted that any views expressed in
The Moon do not necessarily represent the
views of the editor or the staff. The Moon
resereves the right to edit all submissions
and letters for grammar, clarity and
spelling.

has a staff meeting each
Tuesday night at 7:00 in ESL
115. Writers and photogra
phers, whether experienced
or not, are encouraged to
attend.

The editor responds:

trying to hurt people. Nonetheless, I am
not noted for my tact. I apologize, sin
cerely. I do wish though that my words
had been quoted accurately, so that I
might have recognized them in less than
seven hours. (It doesn't matter, really,
what I said. It ought to have been be
tween Mr. Williamson and myself.)
All misunderstanding, tactlessness,
and lack of thought taken into consid
eration, I am sorry. I would like that re
morse to be taken separately from what
I am about to say next, that the sincerity
of my apology not be called into ques
tion.
Why does Mr. Williamson want to
further stratify our cliquish "commu
nity" by pinning the blame for all the
tactlessness and rudeness on the under
classmen? Does being a senior, how
ever much it may or may not guarantee
a more thorough knowledge of the
workings of The Program, guarantee
that one will never again say or do a
thoughtless thing? I agree that people
often do not think or speak before they
act. I know I do not. Nonetheless Mr.
Williamson should should not have
pointed a finger at one group. Maybe he
owes us an apology.
Dianne J. Cowan '91
Orav oSlKeioGai
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to the Odyssey.
Anger cloaked as rhetorical/ humor
ous criticism will get us nowhere. We,
as a community seeking to learn, must
find a more constructive and less shal
low way to communicate our thoughts
and our criticisms. A gentleman from
Japan named Meisheisama, in an essay
entitled "You are What You Think," had
this to say:
Gratitude breeds gratitude; discontent
spawns discontent. These are true and hon
est words. Because of this people whose
hearts are ever grateful are naturally fortu
nate and happy, but people who are discon
tent or who grumble are unfortunate ane
miserable. This is a fact.
No doubt.
To say the least, I am in no position
to give advice, but I will say that this
process whichwe call the program
would be that much fuller, that much
more profoimd for all involved if we
were to remind ourselves that we are
here to learn. Criticism in general is not
a bad thing. Criticism punctuated with
emger and insult is not only bad, it is use
less towards achieving change.
David A. Marquez '90
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an embarrassingly incompetent tele
phone system; a system unworthy of
the St. John's campus.
The phone's Touchtone buttons do
not connect with the central office. If
one pushes five buttons, the sixth often
does not operate and one must hang up
and start the process over again. Credit
call cards, if one is lucky enough to have
been allowed to push all ten buttons
plus one's credit card number, are inter
rupted by hostile voice announcing ac
cusingly, "operator, this is a pay phone"
over and over and over - disconnect!
Start over. Local calls? Much the same,
only the machines is now eating your
quarters. Incoming calls are cut-off
mid- sentence since there evidently is a
time limit on incoming, but not outgo
ing, calls. This makes a certain amount
of sense since outgoing calls are so diffi
cult to complete, the phones must rarely
be used for this purpose. A simple
phone call a traumatic event?! I will no
longer berate my Johnnie for her silence.
Sarah Maxwell's Mom
THE MOON
St. John's College
1160 Camino de la Cruz Blanca
Santa Fe, NM 87501
(505) 972-3691 ext. 280
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To the Editor
It took me seven hours, but I finally
realized it. I read Steve Williamson's
letter at 8pm. At 3am, I was in Carlow's
with a friend. I looked at him, and, with
the complete frankness which attends a
moment of self-realization, said, "Oh,
God, I'm one of the people in Steve Wil
liamson's letter. I feel terrible."
Despite my self-conscious laughter, I
did feel terrible. I felt terrible for da)^
after the incident had happened. I
made an off-hand comment, a joke. Mr.
Williamson overheard it, and took of
fense. For this I am sorry. I never
meant to offend. I do not go arotmd

To the Editon
In previous issues of The Moon, I
have read the vehement protests re
garding the private telephone system
installed on campus last fall. I attrib
uted the bitter complaints (forgive me)
to typical college students over-reaction
to change. My daughter no longer
called me, claiming the disastrous new
phone system as an excuse; I assumed
this to be a convenient cop-out for her
silence.
I have, however, recently experi
enced five days of frustration, verging
on total despair, with the OAN tele
phone system. Of course, it is possible
that the machines just need a mechanic
to come and repair them - but surely
someone would have thought of that!
No, this is a more serious defect. This is

Editor
Steven T. Bloom'91
Layout Editors
Sarah Maxwell '91
Michelle Griest '92
Staff
Ben Foley '91
Andy Nelson '91
Dimitri Seletzky '91
Eric Lyons A'91
Business Manager
David Jaramillo '91
The Moon actively encourages the
submission of: articles,topical or
opinionated; humorous cartoons; and,
newsy items of relevance to the SJC
community. Fiction, poetry, and other
more literary works should be submit
ted to a campus literary publication.
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Why Latin? Why Greek?
This article is reproduced with the per
mission of The Washington Post.
©1987 The Washington Post, All rights
reserved.
by John Agreslo
Twain tells us that Huckleberry Finn,
that quintessential American, was fascinated
with the Biblical story of Moses. But it soon
dawned on Huck “that Moses had been dead
a considerable long time.” With that. Huck
leberry informs us, “I didn’t care no more
about him; because I don’t take no stock in
dead people.” Since making the case for
learning “dead” languages is, arguably,
harder than making the case for learning
about Moses, what in the world can contem
porary Americans say in favor of Greek or
Latin?
The first answer everyone seems to give
is the one that is in the papers each week: the
study of ancient languages, especially Latin,
is useful in building English vocabulary,
thus helping to raise our children’s SAT
scores. We read it, and we wince. Is this
how low the mighty have fallen? Is the real
competitor to Cicero no longer Catiline but
Stanley Kaplan and the quickie cram
course?
Or sometimes we read that the best rea
son for learning Latin is simply that it is
tough - it teaches “rigorous discipline,” it
“exercises the mind.” For what end? Well,
so valuable is the rigor of classical learning
that I recently heard of a teacher who pro
motes Latin as good mental training for fu
ture computer buffs. A kind of warm-up ex
ercise for the real stuff. O temporal Such
narrow and merely utilitarian arguments are
perhaps why a majority of Latin students
drop the language after only one year.
Surely we need to know the value of these
ancient studies, but is there nothing good the
classics have to offer beyond vocabulary
building, pretechnical training and the aca
demic equivalent of Marine boot camp?
So let us begin a defense of the Ancients
with the least popular of all contemporary
academic reasons: we read the Ancients be
cause they are ours. These languages and
their books, their plays, their modes of
thought have helped form not orUy our con
temporary speech but our politics, our litera
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ture, our history and the shape of our civiliza
tion. If we are to know ourselves, we must
know our own. Despite glib talk in certain
circles that insists our first job is to open our
minds to the understanding of other cultures
and ways of life, if we fail to know our own
civilization - its hopes, its principles, its rea
sons and its greatness - we will not be able to
make comparisons that are even worth a
dime.
These dead languages and the civilization
they embrace are ours: they formed us, al
most as deeply as have Christianity and the
Bible. To give a small example, not too long
ago I picked up my copy of the Federalist
Papers and turned to one of James Madison’s
attacks on the opponents of the Constitution.
In defending the new Repubhc, Madison
mentions, in the space of about two pages,
Minos, Theseus, Numa, Tuilius Hostilius,
Brutus, Servius TuUius, Romulus, Crete, the
Locrians, Rome, Athens, Sparta and the
Achaean League. Madison, the Father of the
Constitution, was just as much at home in
Greek and Latin as he was in English and
French. But the Federahst Papers were not
essays written for a convention of classics
professors. They were newspaper articles,
read on the street.
In forging this new nation, this Novas
Orde Soclorum (you can read these words in
Virgil and on the back of a dollar biU), any
number of Americans knew their Athens,
their Rome, their Republicanism and their
Latin, and knew them as something living,
not dead. The problems of Athenian democ
racy were not far from our own problems.
Socrates’ questions about about human ex
cellence are stiU our questions.
Nevertheless, the Ancients are not com
pletely ours. If the thoughts of antiquity mir
ror our own in all or even most particulars, if
we are their direct and exact descendants,
then there is less, not more, reason to study
them. Or if the progress of the human mind
was such that the Romans and Greeks were
mental children and we are smarter, more
thoughtful adults, then looking back is
merely an antiquarian affection. It is only
because Homer and Herodotus and Cicero
and Socrates are like us, but not exactly, that
they are worthy of attention. Locke, Madi

son, Marx and Nietzsche would not have
been possible without the civilization and
politics that stemmed from Plato and Aris
totle. But they are not Plato and Aristotle.
Indeed, their conversations with the An
cients are profound debates, arguments that
take seriously the alternatives defended by
those who lived before modernity. Arthur
Miller is not Sophocles. Sophocles has a
different insight into human tragedy from
the tragedy of Willy Loman. That’s why we
read Sophocles. In the Ancients we see parts
of ourselves more clearly, yet refracted
slightly differently. And we see this other
side in texts and through languages that
move us from within.
Prop)erly taught, the classics inhabit the
best of all possible worlds. They can q)peal
to the desire to know ourselves, to see the
roots of our principles, ideas and culture and,
at the same time, to see who we are not
People who speak as the Romans did are not
the people we meet every day. The ex
amples of Achilles, Hector, Odysseus,
Priam, Penelope and Antigone teach
thoughts that resonate, yet are still disquiet
ing.
I once met a professor of Latin who
taught Roman literature with great misgiv
ings. The Romans kept talking about such
unmodem notions as manliness, virtue, the
deepest of friendships, nobility, baseness, re
venge, honor. It made him uneasy. 'This
unease, not vocabulary building or the
chance to play in togas, is the true value of
Latin and Greek.
Yes, we can learn “about” the Ancients
and become pedantic. We can do our Latin
declensions and hope to jump up a notch on
the college boards. Or we can try to leam
some things from the Ancients, and do it in
their languages and with their ears, and be
come broader, less provincial and more
deeply educated. Despite all our contempo
rary pride, they still might have the best
books.
There is one thing more to say, and it
has to do not with the searching for truth but
with beauty. 'The ancient languages and
their poems and plays and dialogues have
unrivaled charm, power and grace.

Continued on page 5

~SJC
Intellectual Freedom
by Steven T. Bloom
For the past month or so
organizations, clubs ,some countries and
plain ol' folk the world over have been
condemning the Ayatollah Khomeini for
his offer of several million dollars to kill
British citizen, "trendy liberal" (to use
Pat Buchanan's phrase), and author of
Satanic Verses. Salman Rushdie. This is
a good thing. It is reprehensible that
some, like Cardinal John O'Connor of
New York and B. Dalton have waffled
on the issue. Interestingly enough,
however, this hue and cry has failed to
trickle down to the repression of other
intellectual freedoms.
During Spring Break, on March 7th,
Republican National Chairman Lee
Atwater was forced to resign his post on
the Board of Trustees of Howard
University (the historically black
university in Washington, D.C.). While
students occupied an administration
building, and stood outside in a late
winter storm chanting, "rain or snow,
Lee must go," Mr. Atwater apparently
received personal phone calls from Jesse
Jackson and D.C. mayor Marion Berry
requesting that he resign. A student
spokesman later clarified the "rain or
snow, Lee must go position" by stating,
"[Atwater] is regarded by students as
opposed to the black agenda."
Whether true or not, and whether
there are any students at Howard who
might believe that Lee Atwater might
help them with their agenda, this is
roughly what Khomeini has said about

The Moon is introducing a new fea
ture this issue entitied, “~SJC." On
this page we invite articles, opinion
ated or objective, about items that
do not specifically concern SJC.
Next year, in this section, we will
begin to run a weekly news sum
mary.

Satanic Verses.
Rusdie's book is
insulting to Muslims and he is regarded
by many as opposed to the Islamic
agenda. Intellectual freedom? Oh, well.
And now, not all that long after the
Dartmouth 7 incident where seven
students were punished by Dartmouth
(expelled, put on probation ...) for
advocating conservative views, this
editorial had to appear in the Wall Street
Journal (14 March 1989):

Jeffersonian Censorship
For we here are not afraid to follow the truth
wherever it might lead, nor to tolerate any
error so long as reason is left to combat it.
Thomas Jefferson
Mr. Jefferson's brave words now
fall on deaf ears at the University of
Virginia. The school built by the author
of the Declaration of Independence had
joined the Campus Crusade for Liberal
Intolerance by censoring the only
conservative
publication
in
Charlottesvilie.
The student council decided last
month to defvmd the Virginia Advocate,
a three year old student magazine.
Students on the appropriations
committee decided the magazine was
"political," and therefore not entitled to
funding. Aside from the question of
defining political, editors of the Virginia
Advocate point out that they were
denied fimds at the same session as that
approved funds for several liberal
campus publications and even a group
as avowedly political as the National
Organization for Women.
The Virginia Advocate is a mild
mannered cousin of the better-known
and independently financed Dartmouth
Review.
It features such items as
interviews with Virginia graduates Fred
Barnes and Brit Hume and light
sendups of silly courses including one
that requires Priscilla Presley's "Elvis
and Me." In contrast, the supposedly

apolitical publications included articles
declaring the CIA an "outlaw
organization" and a cartoon satire on
Jesse Helms "book," "Why 1 like White
People." They got fimded.
The student newspaper. The
Cavalier Daily, has offered editorial
support to the Virginia Advocate,
arguing, "It is obvious that the
standards for funding are being applied
selectively." The magazine's editors are
appealing the decision, but one suspects
that the liberal administration will offer
no help, despite the fact that President
Robert O'Neil, a law professor, must
know the Equal Protection Clause
applies to a public University.
Somehow we doubt Virginians will
allow this censorship to continue. The
state's taxpayers no doubt more revere
their state's contribution to Jeffersonian
democracy than to liberal academia's
new double standard.
The above artide is imprinted with the permis
sion of the Watt Street Journat. £>1989 The
Wait Street Journat. Ait rights reserved

Why Greek?
Continued from page 4
They have the singular ability to help us
free ourselves from vulgarity. I do not
mean "vulgar" in the Roman sense of
"common." The Greeks had a more in
sightful word for vulgarity. They re
ferred to it as apeirokalia, the lack of ex
perience with things that are beautiful.
The Parthenon, Euripides, the perfec
tion of each Platonic dialogue, the
sound of Greek sentences - all these
have the power to raise us up, not sim
ply our vocabulary scores. It hardly
qualifies as the most practical argument
to make, but as we work over our Latin
declensions, difficult as they might be,
we might soon get the sense of some
thing precise, something proportioned,
something noble, something truly
beautiful. Salve.^
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A Walk In the Woods
by Ben Foley
A couple of months ago, after
telling a tutor 1 felt "bumt-out" from
school work, he expressed his belief that
students could do so much more
studying and with greater enjoyment if
they knew how to truly relax and
recreate. 1 didn't ask him what were the
magical activities that could regenerate
the enthusiasm 1 had in my first Iliad
seminar, but I've given it some thought.
1 knew from experience that the
conventional bunch of weekend
diversions were inadequate. The first
impulse 1 invariably have when 1 decide
I've had enough of the routine of school
is to launch myself into oblivion,
whether it be with loud music, drinking,
eating, or reading Newsweek. Usually 1
give in to this urge, spend hours with a
diversion and end up feeling more as if
I'd wasted time than recharged my
desire to do schoolwork. Hung-over,
bloated or with notions imparted from
People about the bliss in Joan Collins fifth
marriage, 1 have not been made more
ready to engage in the formidable task of
making the Great Books a part of Iny life.
After a few weeks of these attempts at
recreation, 1 get rundown and begin to
fantasize about being elsewhere.
Sometimes 1 pine miserably for home,
for a beach, or for another school; 1 moan
about classes and feel as if I've been
released from bondage when they're
over. Eventually, if 1 happen to be in
the right mood, 1 come to terms with
being at St. John's. How does this mood
come about? I've noticed more often
than not it occurs when I'm out alone in
the woods; very rarely when I'm reading
a
newspaper
at
Downtown
Subscription, watching a movie, or
swigging a beer. It probably isn't exactly
a fail-proof cure for St. John's stress, but
it has on a number of occasions done the
job that 1 think that tutor was describing.
1 think one of the reasons being
alone in the wilderness is such an
appropriate and profitable experience
for students is that, imlike most of the
extra-curricular activities we engage in,
it doesn't by definition exclude what we
do academically here. Campus dance
parties and movies are diversions which
by design bring the participant's full
attention away from the usu^ concerns
of their lives. In the thirty-six hours
between Friday evening and Sunday
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morning, many swear-off the Great
Books if they think they can afford it. Of
course, one might do this on a hike too,
but "serious" topics like our formal
education aren't necessarily excluded.
You might object that you've attended
many a drinking party where you
discussed the Great Books. Perhaps, but
how much of that was just casual namedropping, a facile mention of a famous
idea, or spouting drunken rhetoric?
This light-hearted reaction to the
Program is healthy on occasion. It
seems to me, however, there should be
time given to a more serious, respectful
and personal relation to what we do
here, and that such time should not be
considered work or study time, but a
time in which you are trtily re-creating
your feeling that what we do here is
important. Because so many of the
diversions we try to recreate with only
serve to separate us from our education,
in the belief that only by forgetting
about St. John's we can truly enjoy
ourselves, we relegate to learning only
the qualities of stress and work.
1 don't mean to suggest that the
moment one steps on to a wooded trail
one should immediately turn one's
attention to the past week's seminars
and diligently andyze. 1 don't have any
specific prescriptions for how one
should conduct his thinking, but 1
usually find when hiking that the
solitude and beauty 1 have entered
directs my thoughts to important
matters, among which is my intellectual
growth. Hopefully 1 will strike some
personally significant issue that gets
addressed somehow by the Program; a
feeling that when 1 hit the books again, 1
will have a place inside that's really
receptive to what they are saying.
I'm sure there are probably other
places where this sort of activity can
occur, but 1 find campus is filled with
reminders of the multitudinous things 1
could, as a student, feel some stress
about. The trees don't serve as symbols
for work uncompleted or pleasures
missed. They grant my mind a freedom
from the ruts of anxiety that pervade
campus, while still permitting it to
further explore the issues of which my
schoolwork consists.
And the
mountains themselves are eminently
worthy of our attention— 1 always ask
myself when I'm out on a hike why 1
don't get out here more often and why
so few students regularly do. While the

natural splendor may not conduce to a
brilliant new insight on Aquinas, it can
have the effect of inspiring a greater love
of life, sensation and reality —^usually a
boon to my excitement about education.
Does my criticism of typical collegestudent recreation rituals does seem a
bit stodgy? Disregard what I've said if
you can come out of a weekend of beer
and videotapes looking forward to
another week of school. But to those
who get "bumt-out" and don't know
how to cure themselves of it (and 1 think
there are many of these), I proffer the
above suggestion.

A Note From
Kathy Mizrahi
, In response to student concerns
about lack of study space at night, the
Campus Planning Committeeconducted an informal observational study
of the number of students studying in
SFH and correlated their observation
with data gathered by students on the
Library Steering Committee. The study
noted that students used SFH in large
numbers between 12pm and 2am.
As per a CPC decision, from Meuch
27 imtil the end of April there will be a
switchboard operator on duty until 2
AM Sunday-Tnursday. The doors by
the pond and the side door next to the
switchboard will be open. For quiet
study, students will be able to check out
keys for the Fireside Lotmge and the
junior and senior common rooms fiom
the switchboard. The coffee shop will
remain open for study space as well,
however only the door leading into Pe
terson will be open; the outside doors
will be locked for reasons of security.
Santa Fe Hall will continue to be
open and available for study all night
long as will the common rooms. AIw,
the second floor of the lowers common
room has been furnished for a JF semi
nar; now the room has a door, better
lighting and chairs and tables. ^

Teo- Dance
St. John's College and the Hotel St.
Francis are sponsoring their
second Sunday afternoon Tea
Dance to benefit the Southwest
Scholars Fund. Come join us from
4 to 7pm Sunday, April 2 at the
Hotel St. Franis. Live music of the
40s and 50s, champagne and
refreshments. Tickets: $7.50 per
person. Call the Conference
Center, ext. 289, for reservations.

This is our version of the New Republic's “Zeitgeist” colunui. Herein, The Moon rates the most important issues on campus and tell you
snmrttiing about them The list is compiled by the editor with suggestions from the staff andcommumty at large._______________
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1. Lectures
7
1
Do we have such poor lectures due to a budgetary problem? The polity
is considering paying a real speaker for commencement since, other
wise, we’d have another tutor. Though there is nothing wrong with
tutors, it does seem that few of them can lecture unless they’re sitting
at a seminar table.
2. The President - Elect
—
—
Soon enough we shall see if President-elect Agresto has better rela
tions with the S JC community than his sorry predecessor (who did get
us the $ for a library, for which kudos); indications so far are positive.
Perhiq>s, the op/ed page of every other the Sunday New Mexican wiU
improve as well.
3. Akohol Policy
—
—
The alcohol policy still stinks. As it gets warmer and warmer out,
people are going to want to be outside, in public, enjoying themselves.
Is each beer consumed outside going to cost $30? Has there been any
progress made by the Student Life Committee on this issue?
4. Apathy
4
4
5. The on-time problem
7
S
Many people in many place do things in a fixed amount of time. You
can too.
6. The writing problem
7
6
to not be overly redundantly repetitive; emphasization of this "issue"

rank last
week

needs to quickly occur and the fact that it does is probably because
Socrates in the Meno, says he does not know what excellence is like
me so I do not write excellent
7. Enabling Essays
2
—
They're due Monday, but is doesn't matter; all sophomores finished
over Spring Break. Maybe you should hand it in late just for fun.
8. The Secret Government
—
—
Did you know that the student polity can declare itself to be in
SECRET SESSION where non-voting members are not permitted to
be present? The two editors of this p^r were denied access to the
last polity meeting (on March 2nd). Is there any acceptable reason
for this?
9. The Grass
—
—
Trees are planted all over Lowers. Rocks are all over Uppers. To get
to the fields, one must traverse a long rocky path and half of the grass
is ruined by a jogging track few Johnnies use anyeway. A 250 acre
campus?
10. The Telephones
4
10
With the new ficsal year alomost here, does anyone know if the profit
making OAN phones have helped to reduce our tution increase?
They sure haven't helped our telephoning.
11. Senior Orals
—
—
Underclassmen should go see a few. Seniors should stop worrying.
They're just an hour; the library is forever.

A Flower Child Discovers Consonance
Arrived
a lecture on Andrew
Marvel's "The Garden" given by Mr.
Darkey one Friday in Febrtiary, I
found myself vainly in the position of
wanting—needing—a real Garden,
and the unadulterated Solitude de
scribed there. Alas, the land lay em
balmed under snow; furthermore, I
would be hard press^ in any season
in New Mexico to find a Garden the
likes of which inspired Marvell to a
"green Thought in a green Shade."
Dismayed, I wondered why Mr.
Darkey timed his lecture so.
Meanwhile, my mind was di^ng
through other gardens, shades otgardens,Yike a Persephone. And the one I
remembered best was my mother's last
garden, abandoned when I was nine
and we moved to where professional
landscapers outfitted lawns in imiforms or sod; where instead of decidu
ous giants, consumptive saplings
stood decorously dwarfed by new, for
midable houses.
I think it was then that I made the

move from outdoors to indoors; when,
bereft of a place where imagination
might perennially flower, I took to
printed pages at a desk that faced a
window that faced a barren street.
Now words are foliage and ecstasy a
folio.
Ecstasy in the Garden, though, was
for me all that Marvell described: "Ripe
apples drop about my head/The Nec
tarine, and curious Peach/Into my
hands themselves do reach/Stumbling
on melons, as I pass/Ensnar'd with
Flowers, I fall on Grass." While I didn't
exactly stumble over melons, I did trip
over my mother's pumpkin vines ha
bitually, bruising myself on the dowels
to which tomato stalks were tied.
There were ripe apples —crabapples—
and a species of peach tree that never
grew more than a small and hard green
miit. There were Strawberrys, Gooseberrys. Buttercups, Snowball Bushs,
Maples, Forsythias, Tulips, Crocuses,
Belfadonns and Birchs.
It was play that transformed me with
raprture — a primitive freedom to play
as I wished, to pretend to wildness like

a deer, to espionage in a high tree, to
battle shadows as war waged in the
sky at sunset. I knew the other kind of
play, the ritualistic kind acted out in
other gardens — "kindergartens" —
where concrete schoolyards efflo
resced with noisy teams and other
games. From those I abdicated, prefer
ring my freedom. Oh yes, there was a
different solitude to be found in those
gardens. Memory underscored this.
My garden, geography of the mind, is
lost to me. Tne mind is the map that
remains, now that the synthesis of in
ner and outer landscapes has disinte
grated forever. The word for it is exile
—a word that pinches, invariably, ev
ery dreamer in a garden, beginning
with Eden. Now 1 imderstand why
Mr. Darkey's lecture is entirely ^propriate to winter in New Mexico. R^iscovering my exile, I rooted through the
garden of shades where solitude was
innocent — and, in so doing redis
covered the refuge, the umbrage{check
your Chaucer Lexicon -ed.), of the
mind that preserves the paradigm of
the first gardens for all time.
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Do you feel informed about student government?
-.f

Peter Steadman *92
I see nothing, I hear nothing,
I know nothing.

Peter Haugan *91
No.

Consuelo Sanuso "92
Not at all. I'm tangled up in
other things.

Laura Hunt '91
No.

Judah Domke '92
No, I don't even feel
involved with the American
government when I'm at this
school.

Mark Shiftman '90
I feel somewhat inveolved
but very knowledgeable. I
hang around Owen and he
talks a lot.

Jennifer Mischer '91
No.

Peter Looney '92
No.

Next Deadline March 30th
Do you feel involved in, or informed
about, student government? The com
ments above suggest you do not. This is
hardly surprising. Even when the polity
is not in secret session (apparently polity
has decided they have the power to expel
all non-voting members from their cham
bers whenever they want) their minutes
are usually months out of date. As for the
rest of student government, which, as far
as I know, is just the Student Life Com
mittee and the Student Instruction
Committee, does any non-member have
any idea what goes on at their meetings?
Even more significantly, do people have
any possible way of finding out. Who
serves on these committees and how did
they get there?
The lack of knowledge of committee
events seems to affect even committe
members. Due to the non-existence of
minutes and the general lack of conversa
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tion about what occurs in any of these
meetings, members who miss meetings
are apparently not informed as to what
has occurred. The Moon had an alloca
tion from polity delayed by a member
who claims he was imaware of business
transacted at a previous meeting. Though
perhaps it is his fault for not learning
what occurred in his absence, all of the
blame cannot be layed upon his shoul
ders.
Part of the responsibility must lie
with this newspaper for failing to report
on current events that affect SJC. As such
we would like to begin to fulfill our obli
gation to the community by beginning to
run minutes of the various student gov
ernment bodies. Though we will not be a
weekly publication until next year, and
thus cannot keep people up to the minute
about what is occurring, we feel the lim
ited service we can provide this year will

nonetheless be beneficial.
The same can be true for non-govemmental organizations. The Moon does
not wish to devolve into a calendar of
weekly events, but if your group has a
significant event coming up or wishes to
attract more members, write a short ar
ticle for The Moon about your event or
about why the condition of people's souls
will improve if they begin to attend your
meetings and we will print it.
If you are involved in some sport
here, like fencing or soccer, and have a
game or meet coming up, either tell us
about it so we can try to have someone
cover it or convince one of your team
members to write about what happens so
we can print it. We'd very much like to
have some conventional sports eirticles.
In short. The Moon can work but
we're going to need a little help from the
community, (i

