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etter from an editor)

As you may have noticed, there have been some 

changes around our little newspaper since the end 

of last year. Paul Obrecht and myself are now sharing 

the editing responsibilities. Paul will be handling all 

things literary, and I will be holding down the news 

section of the paper. I would also like to point out that 

Annette Prapasiri, in her role as our new layout ninja, 

has been instrumental in developing our new look, and 

her efforts have made her an indispensable member 

of our small staff.

This is the ONLY periodical pubication run by 

students for students on this campus. This is your 

paper. But it can't be yours if you don't get involved. 

We would like it very much if we could have a real, 

full time staff just like a real newspaper, but this is St 

John's and we all have lives outside of this publication. 

Writing something once doesn't commit you to a career 

with the paper. Occasional submissions from every 

other student would be more than enough to keep it 

going all year. It would be rather shameful if 

submissions from Weigle overtook student submissions 

to the studenr paper this year...

We are hoping to publish a paper every three 

weeks, with regular meetings every third Monday. 

Keep an eye on Ephemera and posted signs for the 

schedule. But if we can't keep a steady volume of 

articles we may cut back our schedule. The future of 

the paper depends on the support of the students. So 

don't be shy. Come to our next meeting. We always 

have stories we need someone to cover. And if you 

have an issue or opinion that you wish to share with 

the student body, write it down and send it to us. All 

submissions are welcome.

Some of you have been critical of the name 

MoonTag. Some of you may think the name sounds 

silly. Others may be more creative in their use of 

descriptive adjectives. However, this is the longest

GREETINGS READERSIWELC0ME BACK!_________________________

our publication has been able to maintain the same 

name. But in the spirit of change we are looking to 

remove ourselves from the shadow of irony the moon 

casts on us and move on to something else. 

Unfortunately, we can't come up with anything that 

really suits this publication. So if anyone reading this 

has a fantastic title to submit to us, by all means do 

so. Credit will be given where it is due. And if anyone 

reading this objects to breaking the tradition we've 

upheld for so long, by all means let us know! Nothing 

has been decided yet.

There is one other issue that I feel needs to be 

addressed. Some of you may be aware by now that 

our publication is reviewed by a legal expert before 

it is made publicly available. (Thank you to Mr. Franks 

for undertaking that responsibility for this issue.) This 

decision was made by the administration, but as the 

editors, both Paul and I have a significant vote about 

who is chosen for the task. This new policy would in 

nowayalterthe contentof a publication whose writers 

write and submit responsibly. As this paper is primarily 

a news publication, it is the responsibility of anyone 

reporting news for this paper to write only the news. 

Articles of opinion are only that: someone's opinion 

and not stated fact Writing for this paper requires you 

to be responsible for what you say, just as you would 

be for writing a seminar essay or any other other work 

to which you attached your name. This new policy of 

legal review only assures that such responsibility will 

always be upheld. The ideas, opinions, and facts about 

student life, written by the students, are at the heart 

of this paper. I only ask that those people who share 

their thoughts through this paper do so responsibly.

And with that out of the way, sit back and enjoy 

the first issue of The Moon.

Eddie Kovsky (03)



° Welcome! Let me take this opportunity 
to begin to introduce myself and to invite you 
to introduce yourselves. Nothing has prepared 
me for my new office more than having been a 
student at the college (in Annapolis, a hundred 
years ago). As a student 1 was entranced by the 
possibilities of the program and this “remarkable 
little college.” 1 saw and continue to see people 
transformed, strengthened, and come into their 
own, as I’ve seen nowhere else. So, in the tinnual 
dean’s lecture, 1 sought to open the year, as we 
do a seminar, with a question: Why do we do 
what we do? With this question, the prospect 
that we might rush headlong into the work of 
the college without keeping in full view the 
reasons for our doing what we do might be headed 
off. And, with the help of some documents from 
the founding years of the college (along with 
Jefferson and Lincoln), some of the original 
reasons for our being were brought back to view. 
But, above all, it sought to bring us to entertain 
for ourselves the manifold possibilities of our 
program and thus to make our engagement more 
reflective. A discussion would thereby be begun, 
it was hoped, that would infuse our work together 
with a renewed sense of purpose and openness 
to possibilities. 1 look forward to our sharing our 
ideas about how this might best be accomplished.

On the practical side, at the beginning of 
each year we need to set ourselves for the work 
ahead. When 1 met with the new freshmen class 
during orientation week, we spoke about ‘high 
expectations’, those that we have, as well as 
those that we should have both for the program 
and, equally important, for ourselves. 1 mentioned
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the Greek proverb that Socrates quotes in the 
Republic that “the beginning is half the whole” 
as well as Aristotle’s observation, as he reflected 
on what it means to be a fully developed human 
being, that we are first of all creatures of habit.
Put these two together, 1 suggested, and we get 
a formula for success at the college. That is, we 
come to realize that each new beginning is far 
more important than we first think, above all in 
establishing those habits both of work ethic tind 
character (don’t underestimate the latter) that 
will allow us to make it through the impressive 
demands of the program. Most things that we 
do here are not all that difficult, or at least we 
prepare you to deal with that level of difficulty, 
but what is difficult is the amount of work that 
we face. Plato and Aristotle are thus relevant 
even for non-freshmen. It is important at the 
outset that we develop or renew our habits and 
high expectations for our work, for one another 
and for ourselves.

We—Mr. Balkcom, Ms. Miller (the 
Assistant Dean), Mr. Pagano (the new Graduate 
Institute Director), and 1—^plan to work closely 
with the Student Polity, the Graduate Council, 
the Student Committee on Instruction, the 
Student Review Board, The Moon, to the end of 
improving campus life. Our question: What can 
we do to make things even better? We look 
forward to discussing your suggestions. However, 
because I’ve been involved with our graduate 
programs for the past several years, I don’t know 
as many undei^raduates as I would like. One way 
we might get to know one another is by our 
having lunch together. Should you and/or a group 
of your friends and yourself want to discuss 
something—complaints not excluded—I’d be 
pleased to get together with you. Stop in and 
we’ll make the arrangements. Or, if you see me 
in the dining hall, please join me.

In general, I would like to have an ‘open 
door policy’, that is to be available to everyone 
who would like to speak with me (102 Weigle).
The practical reality, however, is somewhat 
different from my hope. I’m busier than I like to 
admit. Thus it may be necessary for people to 
make an appointment, but still I’m happy to 
speak with all of you when possible. Come 
discover the pretzels.

I look forward to our getting to know one 
another better. •

BEGINNINGS ■ DAVID LEVINEISTUDE N T DE A N
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THE CPURTSHIP ■ CHARLOTTE LATHAMI02

'W
° 1 hoped that at the beginning of a new school 

year, 1 would have a multitude of motivational sayings 
to throw out like confetti.’ Oh, well. More relevantly 

than my own mental meanderings is some news from 

the first Polity meeting, which is purportedly the reason 

I am writing.^

You will over the course of the coming year find 

my murmurings in this column of an assorted nature. 
I encourage you to respond.^ Dialogue is impossible 

if you keep your thoughts behind closed doors.

This year as Chairperson of Polity I am trying 

to open communication among the students as 

well as from us to the administration, in the hopes 

of dissipating the grumblings and distrust that has 

existed in past years.'’ The only way that something 

can be changed, or continued, is if others know your 

questions or concerns. Constructive criticism and 
compliments could create confusion^ classified 

as congenial classes®, continuous conversation^ 

and clandestine clarity.®*

PQTEI^ff I AL POLITY

:::r
*̂

PROLIFICITY

' 21 people were in attendance; more are welcome!

■ Erin Hanlon stepped down as Vice-Chairperson. Ari Gold was the only nominee and was unanimously 

voted as new Vice-Chairperson.

11ftortured for such inspiration, 
read Robert Bly.

^ I am Chairperson of Student 
Polity, which is your student 
government
For more information read the 
short description at the end of 
the Student Handbook.

^ Please do not do so during 
senior essay writing or other 
such holidays.

• Paul Obrechtand Ed Kovskyfor 
financing the first Moon (here you 
are) with an annual budget to be 
presented at the next meeting. Vote 
carried unanimously.

' Dan Klieman for a Poker Club, 
which will be discussed further 
upon the presentation of a finalized 
charter.

■ Student representative vote ballots 
were handed out on Monday, September 10

during seminar.

■ Yearbook and Amnesty International
presented budgets.

^ This is the earnest sentence 
of this article.

® Freshman joke; it gets even 
better!

6 Sophomore seminar joke, 
good luck!

’ Christian Blood for financing the 
annual "Welcome and Welcome 
Back Dance" to be held on 
Saturday, September 9, at 9:00 pm 
in the Dining Hall. Vote carried 
unanimously.

^Junior math joke.

B Senior joke, have fun!

■ John Rankin forthe Student Review 
Board nameplates. No vote 
necessary. Denied.

Polity meetings will take place every other 

Tuesday at 5:15 pm in the Private Dining Hall;

signs will be posted as reminders. 

Please attend, and be punctual.

I N T R AM U RALS UPDATE NATASHA VERMAAKI03

° As you may have already noticed, the 
intramural program has begun. The entire campus 
has been divided into four teams. The teams are: 
the Accelerators, the Barbarians, the Knights, and 
Schrodinger’s Wildcats. Intramurals are a way for 
the student body to get to know each other, to 
have fun, learn and work together, and perhaps to 
balance out the mental activity with a little physical. 
The intramural season begins with soccer. The

teams will play roughly two games per week for the 
month of September. Games are at 4:15 pm on 
Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Saturday games 
are at 3:00 pm. Each team will be divided into A 
and B squads to allow for varying sport histories.

Everyone is encouraged to support their team! 
Check posted Intramural Soccer Schedules for your 
game days and 1 hope to see you on the field! •
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NEW TUTOR SERIES — PATRICIA GREER JESS GO DDEN|0 2

<) I read your little bio from the dean’s office, and it 
says you got ycmrhl.A. from St. John’s in Annapolis, 
and I was wondering why you chose St. John’s?

g: You want my life story? (chuckles) In kind 
of a former lifetime, I went to college. I went 
to a small women’s college in Baltimore, I 
went to Johns Hopkins, got a masters in 
writing, went to get my Ph.D. at the University 
of Southern California, and then I decided to 
drop out for a year and travel, which I did. 
But the problem was that when I got to Europe, 
I wanted to go to India, 
which I did, and I stayed in 
India for twenty years. So 
then after that, suddenly, I 
got this incredible inteh 
lectual thirst. I don’t know 
where it came from. All of 
a sudden I had to continue 
my education. And I had 
always felt I should have 
gone to St. John’s as an 
undergrad, had I known 
about it. My parents were 
living in Annapolis, and 
there was a Graduate 
Institute, and I applied, and 
I got in. That’s why I went.
It was not long ago, I mean,
I got my degree in ’94.

NOTE FROM JESS GOODEN—

As a service to its readers, The

Moon will be presenting a series 

of interviews with our new crop 

of tutors. The first interview was 

with Ms. Patricia Greer, the only 

one out of the tutors I called— 

ahem—^to return my message. 

I hope that these interviews will 

remind us all that tutors are 

people, too.

<) What made you decide to stay?

g; Well, I evenmally wound up in the deep, deep 
south of India, south of Madras, almost at the 
very tip end, and I found a project there. I 
found a bunch of international anarchists who 
were building a city. And they were living on 
2000 acres of desert, and there were about 200 
people living out there building houses out of 
thatched roofs, and very idealistic, very—I 
could say spiritual in a kind of anarchistic way. 
And this project was getting support from 

various countries and Indira 
Gandhi in India liked it. So I 
found that was what I wanted 
to do, so I joined. Now it’s really 
a thriving place.

() ■ JESS SODDEN 

MOON REPORTER

<) What made you decide to come 
and be a tutor?

g:-
MS. PATRICIA OREER 
NEW TUTOR

g: Oh, after getting my degree 
there, in Annapolis, you know, it was love at 
first sight, and I just thought, if I could do 
anything this is what I would want to do. But 
I also wanted to go on with what I was really 
interested in, so I went to UVA to get a Ph.D., 
but all the time I had St. John’s in my mind. 
I wasn’t sure I was going to get it and I was 
applying to other places and all, but...

() Yom  went to India in the late ’70s. Were you a 
hippie?

g: Oh, yeah. It was the early seventies. I went 
over land, I hitchhiked. And I mean, it was 
just another time, right? Afghanistan was still 
just unbelievable, and the Shah was still in 
Iran, and it was like another world. I just went 
all across Asia by myself. It was so great.

<) hit very anarchistic?

g: It’s anarchistic in that now 
there are at least 1500 people 
there. Well, it’s hard to say, 
because in that whole area there 
are forty or fifty thousand local 
villagers (it’s very rural) that are 
considered a part of the project. 
But the people that have come 
there from all over the world, 
including India, aire very strong 
individuals, so that the 
challenge there is what makes 
it interesting. It’s always like, 
how do we make this place 
work, but how to accommodate 

all these strong, idealistic people. 
So, it’s a fabulous place.

<) Would you consider yourself an anarchist?

g: Well, no, not in a... I think I’m using that in 
a loose way. I don’t consider myself an anarchist 
in a way like I would go do violent political 
action or anything. No, no, not at all. I could 
probably just say strongly individualistic people 
there. And what’s interesting of course, is 
that they are dedicating themselves to a 
community, so I think that’s one reason I feel 
at home at St. John’s. I was just thinking about 
that actually. It has the same kind of feel— 
all these amazing individuals dedicated to 
some common thing, you know.

(05)
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< > Do you have any sage fashion advice for students at 

^ St. John’s?
g: (clearly appalled) Fashion advice?
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( I Yeah, you know, one thing that has always worked 
for you, or something like that.

g: Oh. (thinks) Well, you know, I’m not much 
for fashion, but one thing 1 noticed at the 
convocation, somebody who came up had on 
that beautiful, you know, the Indian outfit, 
where there’s a long shirt and kind of baggy 
pants that go under it, and 1 saw that young 
woman in that, and 1 thought, 1 know one of 
these days that it’s going to become a very cool 
thing to wear, because it’s so totally cool, and 
that’s what 1 always wore in India, and 1 love 
that. I’d love to see that catch on, you know, 
because you can wear it with bare feet or sandals 
and lots of jewelry. And that’s my fashion 
advice, (laughs)

< I What are your hobbies?
g:Hmm... My hobbies... 1 have a lot of energy, 

so 1 need to exercise a lot, and that kind of 
thing, so I’ve been cycling a lot here in Santa 
Fe. 1 try to do as much of that kind of thing as 
possibly can, and if 1 had more time, 1 would 
be out backpacking and hiking every single 
weekend up here in the hills. 1 love that kind 
of thing, and otherwise, 1 love to read. I’m a 
reader, you know.

oWeU, that's fine, too. That’s a good answer. Have 
you ever been mistaken for ’70s superstar Pam Grier?

g: (laughs) 1 don’t even know who Pam Grier is.

I 0 2

<) Yesterday I talked to you about Site Santa Fe. What 
is your favorite piece in the show that’s there now?

g: Well, besides the films, and I really like the 
films—and 1 really liked the film with the guy 
who was repairing this car for half an hour; 1 
just thought that was so totally cool—1 think 
my favorite thing was those costumes that were 
made all out of feathers. Oh, if 1 could have 
stolen something 1 think 1 would have taken 
one of those and hung it in my living room.

I) What did you make of the show as a whole, because 
I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

g: The total thing? Well, see, that was the 
question because I’ve read so many reviews of 
it, you know. The New Yorker had a big review 
and The New York Times, and The Washington 
Post, and my mom keeps clipping out these 
reviews and sending them to me... All the 
reviewers say that the amazing thing about the 
exhibit is the exhibit itself, you know, that it’s 
this statement, that’s the work of art, and that 
is what I’m really thinking about, and 1 would 
love to sit and talk to some students about 
what they made of that.

<) Finally, Ms. Greer, how smart are you?

g: (a hearty laugh) 1 ask myself that question 
every day, you know, “Am 1 smart enough to 
be here at St. John’s?” 1 think I’m probably just 
smart enough to be here at St. John’s, (laughs 
some more) •

Amnesty International lAI) is a worldwide voluittary 

activist movement working towards the observance of 

ail human rights as enshrined in the Universal 

Declaration of Human Rights and other international 

standardsJt is independent of any government, political 

ideology, or religious creed. Al does not support or 

oppose any government or political system, nor does it 

support or oppose the views of die victims whose rights 

it seeks to protect. It is concerned solely with the 

impartial protection of human rights.

Our campus chapter of Amnesty International has 

been in existence for two years, and in that time we 

have written hundreds of letters and conducted several

campaigns—most notably our campaign to abolish the 

death penalty in New MexieOi This year we will conbnue 

our anti-death penalty campaign in conjunction with the 

New Mexico Coalition to Repeal the Death Penalty,die 

focus for this fall being to halt the execution of Terry 

Clark, scheduled for November 6th.

Besides our anti-death penalty work we will 

continue to write letters on the behalf of prisoners of 

conscience as well as work on various international 

campaigns, such as the Campaign to Stop Torture. We 
meet every other Tuesday afternoon at 5;30 in the 
coflfeeshop. if you are interested in joining us, our next 
meeting is September 1%h.



spirit can’t die.
The loss of light
is only an infiltration of pessimism.
When the searcher is bom
He is filled with the energy of a thousand stars.
How can we understand this intensity?
Pontificate on this plurality?
Tliink of our sun.
One drop from the ocean of its rays 
has painted ten million plants,
awakened a thousand feathers on every bird that ever was, 
and empted the mind of every mad pilgrim.
How to compare my longing towards candy 
and my hunger towards the eternal sweetness?
The Olympic runners pride themselves 
the fastest feet in all the world, 
but what of the feet of fire?
The speed of light is a dinosaur to the insect of our actions.
This hunger is like trying to eat a great watermelon in one bite.
You stretch your jaw like a man trying to fully embrace a redwood tree.
You are pregnant with a full grown elephant.
The birth pangs of eternity are a renaissance in the middle ages of the mind. 
A chain reaction of creativity ripples forth as if a meteor has hit a puddle. 
Inside the elephant is charging.
He is stabbing internal organs with his tusks.
After weaving wet bodies 
you lay exhausted.
So after the infinite reality has opened you 
and filled you with the seeds of truth, 
how long do you wish to sleep?

Get up!
You must be a warrior.
You must use your diamond dagger to pierce
the tremendous watermelon of the world into small edible pieces.
The knife is your insight.
Eat and savor the sweetness at every moment.
TTie sweetness is love.
You must make love unceasingly.
But you must not make love under the sheets of delusion.
Cast them off!
Be naked!
Make love with the sky.

(D7)
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• the relativity factor of life at st. jolm
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THE R El ATIVITY FACTOR OF LIFE AT ST. JOHN'S ■ SHANE STUMP|02

“ The real imagination is the reality of the 
imagined universe, the alloying of reality and 
mathematical suppositions. In the oh shit what am 
I trying to say where am I going with this, I find 
myself peeling a banana of abstraction forgetting 
what I was intending to think or say, regardless 
brothers and sisters we all come from some cave, 
we venture out, intending to return, but yo, it’s a 
hectic world. So I suffer and life melds with a 
certain satisfaction of things moderate and oblique.
1 have gone to the ocean, I have heard the waves 
tumble upon the sands that were brought by the 
rivers from on mountains high, I have heard the 
joy of childhood in these college years, and yet I 
remain defunct in a purgatory sense. And I accuse 
my self of all the flaws, which tend to own me. I 
see that path that is the wonder way but the course 
I heed is on the trigger finger of damage done, it 
is this reproach of my beingness, of the hypocrisy 
that I cannot escape, this is the region where 
philosophy does not succeed, and we are left 
looking in the looking glass, inside, we do not 
know if we are out, the iVind blows with great 
grandeur and yet sometimes certain intrigues 
will overflower the power of our will. Again that 
fire will not subside, it is torment along for the 
ride, and infinity we can divide against our foes we 
or I only find myself, drifting deadwood with eyes 
and a soul and everything around is mystery and 
it is all God I believe as is heaven a place on earth.

So I am subjected to my own tyrannies, my 
own griefs are torments upon the ravished head 
that holds my soul. Infinity can be broken down 
into parts which become pieces of the puzzle, 
embarked amid some thorough consternation, 
knowledge becomes essential though in the totality 
it lacks the acts of morality, not that knowledge 
should indeed impede the speed of our decaying 
back into seed that is sowed out upon the throne 
that is dirt and bone, what do we subsist on but 
the incomplete, and where are the residual effects 
of all these thoughts thinking on thoughts? 
Are they laying alongside the cigarette butts 
so thoughtlessly strewn? I know for certain that 
which I do not know, except that in love there 
need not be resolutions nor revolutions merely 
love, unyielding, love without thought of gain, 
only love in the heart love in the sky tears from 
the eye rolling like hard thunder in the oblique 
night. Imagination. This is my stJvation, to salivate 
in the labor of action, to unify the fraction, using

fission to coagulate the factions that keep us down, 
such is our pursuit in this gauntlet of education, 
this admiration for such things or thoughts or plots 
of land in the deep wild wide that in seeking we 
choose to not let subside. And still God’s hammer 
trounces me and most likely you at every step like 
tight tension on the second derivatives of time and 
space respectively conceptually conceived in order 
to make a disbeliever bereave, to make him or her 
bleed, it’s the same for all, I need not ponder why, 
or how and none can deny, there is no solution for 
this penetrating pollution, but there is time and 
space and hearts and hands philosophies to tweak 
the mold of the too often sold mind of man. There 
are too many wrinkles in the fold when all is tallied 
and told, and somehow I end up being bought then 
sold, traded for decomposed gold, I'm telling you 
sold out even by my better doubts. Do I dare, do 
you, to continue to pursue? Of course I could redeem 
myself tmd claim I have found the cure so that the 
subconscious can be pure of insane thoughts and 
fear, O, but the solution does seem near when we 
enable ourselves to hear the chuckle of those we 
love. These things and more make the train ride 
worth the trip, make the evanescing dip into the 
vast expansive sea worth the fee, like Gulliver 
binding himself yet always seeking liberty. And 
some thoughts should be kept, some should be 
howled, because for every plague there is a cure, 
as every action has its reaction; essentially there is 
no hope to be truly castrated by the sweet smelling 
dope for even dangling from the rope is but a plea 
to the harsh God called eternity, wanting all the 
time to find the right rhyme we are neglected and 
think it a crime to be duped and bent asunder, 
spanked by the maestro’s thunder, but anyhow 
there is a need, and truths to heed in the books we 
read, they may speak to the heart or the soul they 
may pain and stain or bring torrents of giggling 
rain and at some point we must concede, not to 
right or wrong, and for god’s sake never to the well 
established throng but to time and space and the 
thing called grace, for it is here, in our shy eyes, in 
our bent necks, in our malnutritions, it is well 
established even inside our crooked thoughts on 
man and beast, on self and plurality, the Muse is 
in us all, fiend or Christian, slacker, skriller druellers 
all, know thyself not to exclude others who may 
have a hand in helping us to understand. And 
thus its relative not always on the train but in the 
one heart that beats in us all. •



TIM SPABKMAN|02

Tis a day better left undone
as far as my manipulative reach

A day better spent within
the foundaries boundaried bardic sietch 
wherein
each longing reaches each
beseeches each
to frustrate neither to profane
to salve with speech
intoxicant
deliverent
—lubricant

Oh, Penitent the day unmade 
against the making 
against the taken for the taking 
amidst an orient archetypal framed the aching 
upon a dissatisfaction in the dealt 
and so to break forsaken 
fetterless 
unanswerable 
worthy.

’Tis a day peaked atop the thousandth soul 
whereof
a view of leagues finds not a thing substantial 
wherein
the seed of discontent finds not parablan earth 
and all cum mythic 
in lax pursuit.

Away, this is a day 
this is a man 
unbroken.

ROB CULBEBT|n4
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Those... those passersby Q
some like stones rt
cold with rain
and hard with consistancy;
others like moths
(attracted to flashing lights
and stuff like that).
One moth, she took me by 
the hand
her eyes whispered:
“1 am the third Reich,
I am full of sour grapes 
tind bad milk.”
1 took her upstairs 
and told her how it was.
I told her many things but 1 don’t think she was interested. 
When I came to she was gone

I jumped a trolley: southbound.
I watched all the sing-song men on board for awhile 
“What a glorious light,” 1 thought 
as we passed a moonrise 
or a sunset or something.
The driver shouted something inaudible.
It seemed like a good place to get off.

Three stores passed by 
hell with stores and moths 
I need a butterfly.

At Iccist they know what they want.

DAN KIRKEBYI02

TODAY. THE SKY CAROLYN CERF|05

Today, the sky
Rains down cotton seeds
In an early day
That sounds like listless
Water pooling in
Weightless pools at dusk.
Still,
The cottonwoods resonate 
An immobility 
To an incessant search.
Here, the external 
Gives rest to the internal;
Now, even the insects
Know when to sleep
Lest the world outside
The cottonwoods runs them under.
Drenches them down.

While astir, one night, searching ’long some way 
TTien austere abundtint sleep upon me crept 
And held me still, ’til in dream again 1 slept 
Through woven waking sleep I dreamt 1 lay 
Trying tangled knot, tied, myself that day 
Until this knot I’d conscious dreamt became 
Unfettered from my mind, yet still the same.
My form, now epileptic, would not stay.
And as 1 thrtished my head upon the floor 
And felt my writhing body conscious bend,
1 searched this knot until I’d known no end.
Then what within myself had reared this violence
Layed me soft, across the passage of a door
Two ways through and still so many more, ’til silence.



dan  si I N SPARE OF THE VIOLENCE. OH YE VAMP-BOTS OF THE NIGHT ■ DEVIN KING|Q3
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“ The Faint have a dancing vampire on the cover of 
their new album Danse Macabre. Does this frighten me? 
Not especially, considering that the vampire is much closer 
to a representative from Blow Up than the great cerealer, 
Count Chocula. Is the mod look that hip? Only if you like 
vocoders.

Fortunately, 1 do. Cher’s last single, “Believe”, made 
my list last year simply for the ambience of the vocoder so 
subtly placed within the refrain. But the divine voice of 
the one-named wonder is gone here.
Instead, vocalist Todd Baechle uses the 
vocoder to its fullest potential on almost 
half of the album. Of that potential there 
be three parts. It makes your voice sound 
like a robot. An evil robot. A cool as hell evil robot.

The album begins in typical Faint fashion. Spectre- 
ally layered bass and drums and the usual blips and bleeps 
lead into “Agenda Suicide,” a tone poem that changes the 
focus of Baechles lyrics from the gross sexuality of 1999’s 
“Blank Wave Arcade” to a new concern with Vamp-bot 
society. This movement hardly affects the style of the 
music, but it does create a commonality of ritual within 
the danse rather than strategically pointing the young 
vamp-bot in the direction of sensuality as a means to 
dansing. Implications aside, Baechles voice stays on top of 
the music. By constantly changing his meter, he gives the 
already phat beats counter-rhythms, effectively forcing

a new sort of melodic structure on otherwise tedious 
danse music.

But ah, to danse. “Your Retro Career Melted” bats 
fifth, and the album takes most of its cues from this straight- 
up club hit. Bassist Joel Peterson drops the octave 
movements and screeching synthesizers layer themselves 
over straightaway drum beats. Depeche Mode with a little 
more kitsch. Or “Tainted Love” with more taint and less 
love. “Ballad of a Paralysed Citizen” ends the album, 

beginning with cellos, and turning into 
an evil version of Portishead, and Baechle 
sings, dripping with self-aware melancholy 
and over-conscious evil.

Now, I’m a sucker for self-aware 
melancholy and any sort of evil, but used in the terms set 
forth by the music, namely, to danse like there’s no 
tomorrow, the lyrical catharsis that Baechle forces upon 
the listener clashes heavily with the simple catharsis of 
physicality inherent in the music. The Faint are much 
more serious than they need to be and the album revolves 
around a stylized understanding of music that makes little 
sense by itself, and even less sense in album form. Naturally, 
this means there are about five songs worth hearing, and 
even then the worth lies in, as near as I can tell, at last 
being able to set loose the vamp-bot within. On a scale of 
Gza to Rza (Gza being 1, Rza being 9), Danse Macabte 
receives a Raekwon and two thirds of ODB (5.66). •

THE FAINT—0a/7se Macabre 

Sandle Creek Records

ALLA: A LITERACY JEWEL ■ REBECCA DWYER|03

1 do not speak Spanish. Nor can I read it, for obvious 
reasons. In fact, I am quite illiterate in all languages short of 
English and those which are taught here at St. Johns. Regardless 
of this fact, I greatly appreciate reading books in their original 
languages. That is why I like the Alla bookstore.

Alla is located on San Francisco Street, right in the Plaza. 
It resides in a building on the second floor, 
surrounded by little shops that sell rocks, 
stamps, and other weird items. When you walk 
in, you are affronted by books, many books, 
copious amounts of books—most of them 
written in Spanish. It is practically guaranteed 
that one can find any book in Spanish there: 
they even have an entire section devoted to 
program books en espanol. There are local 
authors, Spanish authors, Mexican authors. Native American 
authors—where Spanish is written, it is represented here in Santa 
Fe. Not only that, but most of these are not English works 
translated into Spanish, like most Spanish sections of bookstores, 
but are originally written Spanish. Thete is also a large children’s 
section that includes “Calvin y Hobbes.”

When I went in the other day to see what they had, we 
were able to speak with the owner of the store, Jim Dunlap. He’s 
older man, graying, thin, with a light Spanish accent, possibly

left from when he lived in Mexico some 20 or 25 years ago. We 
spoke to him about how unusual it was that there should be an 
entire bookstore devoted simply to reading in other languages. 
When living in Santa Fe about 20 years ago, he said, he decided 
to find some books in Spanish to read. It’s almost unbelievable 
that with so many Spanish speaking people in the town, that he 

could find only one book in Spanish in the 
entire city. With this in mind he opened up 
Alla, a bookstore for those who read in languages 
other than English. He currently boasts over 
20,000 volumes in Spanish, about 5,000 in 
Portuguese, another couple of thousand in 
French, and a handful in English, German, and 
other languages. Jim is trying to get his store 
on-line, as books in Spanish are difficult to 

locate, but with over 25,000 volumes, the data entry is taking 
some time.

Alla ships all over the world, should one choose to do so. 
But, since we are fortunate to live in the same towri as this 
extraordinary resource, we should take advantage of it while we 
can. Alla does not advertise, so I am passing this valuable 
information on by word of mouth: if you are looking for a gift 
for someone who reads in a language other than English, a book 
is a fantastic idea, and Alla is where to find that special gift. •

Alla—102 West San 
Francisco Street, Suite 20 
Santa Fe, NM 87501

(505) 988-5416

MONDAYS-SATURDAYS
12pm-6pm

(10)



CURRENT CAMPUS CHAOS CLARIFIED ■ ANNA PERLEBERGI02

° A simple question: Why does our campus 
look like the Western Front?

The answer: it doesn’t. Far fewer rats. 
Perhaps it more resembles a forgotten circle of 
Hell, or the fall of Troy—in any case, all metaphor 
aside, one must admit that the road through 
campus is in bad shape. For freshmen and their

'fe

It was business as usual in Greek class despite 
the accidental shut off of the campus main oxygen line.

parents, the already harrowing task of moving in 
was complicated by the lack of parking spaces in 
Uppers and the gaping caverns in the Visitors’ 
Circle. The road approaching the suites has spent 
the past week being pummeled and excavated 
in three or four different places, to the point 
where driving up to the suites entailed edging 
up a dirt ramp and having two wheels on the 
sidewalk. Even the grassy knoll has suffered.

All this devastation is, unfortunately, 
unavoidable. In early July, the tree in the Visitors’ 
Circle was obviously dying; its death was not 
only sad but mysterious, since the chamisa around 
the tree was dying as well. Because more than 
one species of plant was suffering, the culprit 
could not have been a disease. In fact, the soil 
was full of natural gas. Gas service to the campus 
was shut down on July 11, and contractors began 
locating and repairing an astonishing number of 
leaks in the College’s gas lines. Apparently the

original pipes, installed forty years ago when the 
Santa Fe campus opened, were extremely 
corroded, and many sections needed to be 
replaced.

The extensive construction tore up the road 
and made parking inconvenient; but in the early 
days, these were the least of the campus’s 

problems. No gas service meant no hot 
water anywhere on campus: no hot 
showers in the dorms, no way to work 
the ovens in the kitchen. TTie College 
is far from deserted in the summer. There 
were JFs, Gls, summer workers, and 
conferees of all stripes living in the 
dorms—LANL scientists, high school 
writers, St. John’s alumni. Summer 
Classics participants. All these people 
were treated to cold showers and cold 
food—though, to be fair, Aramark did a 
surprisingly good job of making do until 
July 21, when gas service was restored to 
Peterson.

The gas lines to the gym were 
hooked back up on the fifteenth of July, 
which made hot showers possible, if one 
was willing to trek down and wait in line. 
President Balkcom also offered the 
laundry and shower facilities of Hunt 
House (the president’s residence, not far 
from campus) to anyone who needed 
them; SEO organized runs to local 
laundromats.

On July 22, a woodpecker crashed into a 
transformer near the gym, and the lights went 
out, facing the College with the prospect of 
welcoming arriving conferees to a campus without 
hot water, electricity, or phone service. Luckily, 
this problem was fixed within an hour and a half.

TTie gas lines are fixed now, and the campus 
is safe, the only significant victim of the leaks 
being the tree in the Visitors’ Circle. The current 
construction involves a water line addition, 
scheduled before the gas problem was discovered. 
This project is moving more slowly than expected 
because of the summer’s unforeseen excitement. 
Soon, showers will again be jeopardized; as this 
construction finishes up, it will be necessary to 
shut down the water main for an afternoon. TTien 
the unwashed student body, dust clinging to their 
clothes, can once again go about their business 
unhindered by construction—at least until they 
repave the road. •

current cam
pus chaos clarified)
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R E : PA RTIES. PERMISSION AND PLANNING ■ BASIA MILLER|ASSISTANT DEAN

° There are several conventions to be observed 

when you plan a party at St John’s. The entry under 

"Parties" on page 71 in the Student Handbook spells 

them out Generally speaking, parties may be held 

in Peterson, the upper dormitory common room, the 

upper Placita area, or the Meem Library Placita. 

College-sponsored parties at which alcohol is to be 

served may be held only on weekends. Parties at 

which alcohol will not be served may be held on 

weekday evenings, provided they end by midnight 

Alcoholic beverages at college-sponsored 

parties are the responsibility of the Student Events 

Office. Individuals are specifically required not to 

bring additional alcohol either to these parties or to 

parties where no alcohol is being served.

The rest of the regulations are concerned with 

communication between students and staff so that 

everyone is clear on what is expected and all the 

work gets completed on time. For this reason, 

a number of deadlines are specified.

Ten days before the event: A party permission 

form should be picked up from the Student Events

Office. Students need to sign up legibly and 

completely for the responsibility they are taking to 

co-host the party, whether it's for music, decorations, 

refreshments, clean-up, or alcohol patrol. Decide 

on the date, the space you prefer, and the hours. 

The Student Events Office can help with any 

questions.

One week before the event Return the form to 

The Student Events Office. If the members of the 

alcohol patrol have not done this job before, they 

need to call me at x6470 to set up a time to meet 

The best meeting time is noon in my office, SFH 113, 

for fifteen minutes or so, to review the procedures 

for carding outside the Fireside Lounge, for 

communicating with fellow students, and for dealing 

with any difficulties that may arise.

At the end of the party: Leave your party space 

clean and tidy! Be forewarned that the clean-up 

crew needs lots of encouragement and always 

welcomes late-night volunteers. •

OOL OF THE AMERICAS ■ ZUSHA ELIWSON|03

" I lived for a year in South America after 
graduating high school. The experience opened 
my eyes to a different world, a world of poverty. 
Although many of the people 1 met there were 

very happy in their day to day lives, the disparity 
between our wealth, health, and education and 
theirs is astonishing. There are many causes of 
the inequality between North and South. Some 
have to do with internal corruption. Some have 
to do with economic exploitation by larger and 
more developed nations. Some have to do with 
cultural differences. And some have to do with 
our own foreign policy. The causes of inequality 
are many and complicated and 1 am only going 
to talk about one of them in this article. This is 
a story about Father Roy Bourgeoise, who spoke 
in Santa Fe at the Plaza Resolana last Tuesday, 
and his fight against the School of the Americas.

The School of the Ameticas is located in 
Ft. Benning, Georgia. It is much like any small 
college, except that all the students are aspiring 
Latin American militarymen studying the liberal

arts of torture, execution, blackmail, commando 
tactics, counter insurgency technique, and dealing 
with dissent and civil disobedience. The graduates 
return to their Latin American homelands and 
put to use all they have learned as military 
oppressors, dictators, and union-busters. The 
school is financed annually by the American tax-
payer at the cost of $10-20 million. Why the 
government created a school like this and why 
it continues to support it is the story of the rest 
of this article.

Fr. Bourgeoise grew up in a conservative 
Louisiana town and it was only after he fought 
in the Vietnam War that he began to question 
the abusive foreign policy of the US. After the 
war, in an effort to revetse the effects of US 
foteign policy, he began doing mission work in 
Bolivia until he was exiled from the country for 
his political work with the poor. The man who 
exiled him was Hugo Banzer, the dictator of 
Bolivia and a School of the Americas (SOA) 
graduate.

(12)
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THE SCHOOL OF THE AMERICAS ■ ZUSHA EUMSON|Q3

In 1980, in the midst of a “war on 
communism” in El Salvador, a priest and advocate 
of the poor and persecuted, Oscar Romero, was 
gunned down while speaking to the people in 
his church. His death brought concern from 
around the globe aind it was revealed that two of 
the three men who killed him were trained at 
the school of the Americas. Fr. Bourgeoise felt 
that something needed to be done. As many of 
the soldiers in training at SOA were Salvadorans, 
he wanted to make them realize what they were 
part of. He went down to Georgia and with a 
few colleagues did a hunger strike at the gates of 
the school, demanding its closure. His efforts, 
at that time, were of no avail so he Find his friends, 
masquerading as officers, entered the facility at 
night. TTiey brought with them a boom box and 
a recording of Romero’s last speech, given to the 
people about freedom from oppression. They 
secured the boom box to a tall tree in the middle 
of the campus and played the speech to surprised 
ears of the soldiers. Fr. Bourgeoise was threatened 
and finally arrested and sentenced to one and a 
half years in prison.

Upon his release from prison Fr. Bourgouise 
continued the tradition of protesting the school 
each autumn. Year by year the protests have 
grown and last year there were about 10,000 
protesters at the gates of the School of the 
Americas. He also began to research the names 
of the graduates and began link them with 
countless human rights abuses in Latin America 
(this led to the formation of the School of the 
Americas Watch). Some of the more notable 
findings were cases that had affected not only 
the country but the whole world. During the 
strife in El Salvador four American nuns helping 
the poor were raped and killed. Five of those 
involved were SOA graduates. Six American 
Jesuit priests who helped run the University in 
the capital were murdered along with their maid 
and her 15-year old son. Of the 26 cited for this 
atrocity, 19 were SOA graduates. These were 
cases that caught international attention, but 
Salvadorans suffered much worse at the hands of 
their SOA trained brothers. In the town El 
Mozote, 900 civilians—men, women, children, 
and elderly—were massacred. Their bodies were 
mutilated and burned or left to rot. TTiere were 

twelve officers cited; ten were SOA graduates.

A suit is being filed against SOA graduates Lucas 
Garcia and Rios Montt by Guatemala’s Center 
for Human Rights. They are filing a genocide 
complaint on behalf of the 14,000 people killed 
in attacks on 11 Mayan villages during the civil 
war between 1978 and 1982. These findings are 
only few of the many that spatter the South 
American soil with blood.

One might say that these atrocities would 
happen anyway even without SOA. However, 
that is not the issue. The issue is that we as 
Americans have innocent blood on our hands, 
and for what? Since the end of WWII and the 
inception of SOA the US has used an aggressive 
foreign policy to insure that our political and 
economic interests are protected in Central and 
South America. The CIA, aided by SOA 
graduates, has been involved in the overthrow 
of many Latin American leaders who dared to 
liberate their countries from the forces of 
imperialism. They were men like Jacobo Arbenz 
from Guatemala in the 50s, like Jose Artigas from 
Paraguay in the 60s, like Salvador Allende from 
Chile in the early 70s and the Sandanistas in 
Nicaragua in the 80s, who wanted to remove the 
imperialists from their homelands to build up 
strong national infrastructures. All these men 
were replaced by military governors, some SOA 
trained, and all puppets for US foreign policy 
and economic interest. For these reasons many 
have called the SOA the military arm of our 
economic exploitation of Central and South 
America.

Let us not despair that nothing can be done, 
even though so much damage already has been. 
At the end of his speech Fr. Bourgeoise invoked 
the words of the assassinated Salvadoran priest 
Oscar Romero, saying, “Let those who have a 
voice speak for the voiceless.” We as Americans 
have a great voice and much power. We must 
not allow our government to fund and teach the 
future oppressors of Latin America any longer.

If you are interested in closing down the 
School of the Americas, you can write your state 
representative saying that you want him or her 
to co-sponsor House Bill HR 1810 to close 
WHISC (SOA’s new name—The Western 
Hemisphere Institute for Security Cooperation), 
or you can attend the protest to close the school 
in Ft. Benning Georgia on November 17. •

(13)
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AT L6AST THERE'S NO REASON TO PARK LEGALLY ■ JENNIFER HAMMITI03 

O

(V

•“t

&

?r

Co
r-^;s~‘
f5)

Hia
Co

O

Hi

“ ...now that St. John’s, in its wisdom, has 
made the cost of legal parking on campus 
equivalent to ten parking tickets ($200.00 per year 
for residents—you do the math). Unfortunately, 
for the multitudes of students pushed into off- 
campus housing by the dormitory shortage, the 
parking fee adds yet another unavoidable expense 
to gas, food, and Santa Fe-style rent bills, while 
the residential students who actually want access 
to the world outside of “Johnny Mountain” are 
charged nearly as much as the expected collegiate 
expenditure for books for the right to park... 
where? France?

The unpopular parking fee, first instituted 
this academic year, is an attempt by the 
administration to cut down on the number of 
students with vehicles on campus, as campus 
parking is limited and the increase in both cars 
and students has created a dangerous overcrowding 
of available space. In some situations (i.e., in 
Annapolis, where the campus is located in the 
center of town, only blocks away from stores, off- 
campus employers, and affordable housing) this 
would not be a problem. Ahd if Santa Fe had a 
reasonably reliable public transportation system, 
the vehicle problem would not be nearly so acute. 
However, the Santa Fe campus is built on the side

of a mountain at the eastern edge of town—not 
exactly convenient access—while the Santa Fe 
busing system is a joke, with an irregular timetable, 
few convenient in-town stops, and a bad habit of 
not arriving even at the (few and far between) 
scheduled times. And this is only the beginning 
of the problem.

Starting last year, the College, in financial 
straits, began to cut down on available work-study 
positions, forcing students who qualify for federal 
work study to gain “off-campus jobs” to meet costs. 
These off-campus jobs are given as part of the 
financial aid award, so students who do not obtain 
employment in town must devise a different way 
to make $2200.00. TTiis, in and of itself, may or 
may not be unfair. But, because of the location 
of the campus, it is nearly impossible to get a job 
in town without owning (or at least having access 
to) a car. This makes the parking fee, in practice, 
a fine imposed upon students who must work their 
way through school, must pay for gasoline and car 
insurance in order to get to that job (as a result of 
policies instituted by the college), and yet are 
expected to pay additional money to park... a 
punishment for being less than full tuition.

Then there is the housing shortage. In the 
“good ol’ days” of St. John’s in Santa Fe, virtually

(CONTINUE ON P15)

FRESHMEN INVOCATION ■ BLAKE HIWDLEY|04
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AT LEAST THERE'S NO REASON TO PARK LEGALLY ■ JENNIFER HAMMITIQ3

(CONTINUE FROM PU)

all students lived on campus for all four years of 
the undergrad program—they could, because the 
student population was approximately a fourth the 
current enrollment (graduating classes of 25 
students were common not so long ago). It was 
then that housing, and particularly parking, were 
planned to more than adequately fit the needs of 
the community. But the dramatic increase in 
enrollment, without a subsequent increase in 
dormitory space, has created a situation in which 
many students (most of the junior and senior 
classes) must live off-campus. In Santa Fe, this 
requires owning a car. Is it not a bit outrageous, 
then, that students who, because of the college’s 
own policy of increased class size, are forced to 
own a car are penalized again for parking it?

Meanwhile, the Atalaya parking lot (France) 
is still available to the Santa Fe public for parking 
in order to access the hiking trail—it’s only the 
students who must pay to park there. And, if one’s 
parking fee is paid, it does not change the fact that 
the parking which has been allotted to the student 
population is far from adequate, leading to 
dangerous overcrowding (only worsened by the 
recent construction) and illegal parking.

So what is the average Johnny to do? One 
can refuse to pay the parking fee, leave their vehicle 
unregistered, and park on Camino Cruz Blanca 
(the road right off campus), but this leads to 
treacherous situations caused by a further narrowing 
of an already nsurow and winding road upon which 
motorists, bicyclists, and joggers compete for space. 
Or one can bike or walk to and from work and 
home, an option that seems viable now, but

becomes increasingly difficult when November’s 
wind and snow come around. There is also the 
option of racing for parking in the 14 spaces allotted 
for Atalaya trail (the very back part of France), 
thus disallowing the use of the public trail for the 
public. None of these options seem to be the 
answer to the St. John’s parking problem that the 
parking fee was supposed to magically create.

Even if only the students who had paid the 
fee wete to park on campus, the parking lots would 
still be dangerously overcrowded—the increase in 
class size, combined with the decrease in jobs and 
the difficulty of obtaining on-campus housing, 
ensure that student parking remains a problem. 
All the parking fee can do is enrage the students 
who need a car, annoy the students who like having 
a car, and further alienate those members of the 
community who see the administration as a 
machine to make profit at the expense of students. 
To truly alleviate the parking problem would require 
a vast restructuring of the campus to account for 
a student population nearing 500 people, many of 
whom currently must live and/or work in town. 
More dorms would need to be built, with their 
own parking lots, and more options made available 
to students who qualify fot work-study but cannot 
get on-campus jobs (including, perhaps, SAO van 
drivers taking people to work). Yes, this would be 
long term. Yes, this would be expensive. But the 
parking problem is a long-term problem, and cannot 
be solved by short-term measures that, when used, 
exacerbate the issue that they were intended to 
solve. The patking fee, in its cutrent form, is a 
punishment of students. It is not a solution. •
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