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Editorial
Hey Friends,

Levi’s brain is fried from paper writing so he asked me to scribble a few words. So 
here it goes...phlegmatic, toaster oven, bamboozled, galoshes. Okay, now that is out of the way. 
I’d like to thank everyone for their great submissions and for really turning the Moon into 
something cool. Next submission deadline is November 30th. I hope to see something from all 
of you. Thanks, again.

The Moon Rocks, 
Cobalt

Letters to the Editors

On Beconning HUMBLE . . .
One Mother's View of St. John's College

by: Marbea Lane, Roswell, NM

Part A - the Academics of it all

The Moon came out on Parents' Weekend. As a guise to be doing something 
productive like reading while sitting on the bench, I picked up a copy of the Oc
tober issue from the counter in the Student Center iobby. The fact was, I was 
desperately trying to catch my breath and still look casual. It was the first time 
I've been to campus as well as to Santa Fe.

It's about that hike from the parking lot . . . now that's definitely humbling . . . 
but not my target point. Regardless of my motive in reading the student publi
cation, it provided insight into aspects of SJC to which parents are not typically 
privy. Therefore, to return the favor, I would like to pass along to readers my 
mot/ier-impressions of SJC.

The Moon is the independent 
student newspaper for St. John’s College 
in Santa Fe. New Mexico. As such, all 
opinions expressed w ithin represent only 
the views of their respective authors, and 
do not necessaril)- represent the views of 
the College, the Faculty, the Administra
tion or the Moon Staff

The Moon is composed of 
works from the St. John's College Com
munity and all contributions are wel
come. but the editorial staff reserves the 
right to demand an indefinite amount of 
revision to ensure that each issue is intel
ligible. relevant, informative, and 
fun .The editorial staff also reserves the 
write to edit any and all submissions for 
content, length and clarit>.

There is no dark side of the 
Moon...it is all dark.

The Moon wants you to know 
it has been a business doing pleasure with 
you.

If y ou read the Moon back
wards you can distinctly hear yourself 
say, "Satan works in Weigle Half.

Aliens made us say this.

2 The Moon

My son is a sophomore - enrolled in Jan 2007. I can take absolutely no credit 
whatsoever for this briliiant move on his part. He discovered St. John's Coiiege 
on his own. Somewhere in the sky between Seattle and New Mexico, a conver
sation between passengers on an airplane - one a SJC tutor, one a High School 
student at the time, laid the foundation for where my son could actually learn. 
Two years later, he started.

Until attending five hours of SJC ciasses, for eons of time I have firmly bought 
into the idea that I could take credit for my son's ridiculously high IQ. Of course 
this was based on the universai premise that IQ's are passed down the maternal 
side of the family. By the time parents' weekend was over, I decided that hy
pothesis was the brain-child of scientists who aiso subscribe to the notion that 
my world is flat. However, this latter theory proved true when I definitely fell of 
its edge.

Following the past ten months of my son updating me on his assorted topics of 
study, I was duly forewarned as to the severity of his classes. Yet, I headed to 
the mountains with a rather high degree of confidence.

With my fancy degree in Linguistics (Japanese, German & Spanish) from the Uni 
versity of California at Irvine - an internationally renown "think tank" - plus my 
graduate courses - accompanied by my 25 years of specialized teaching in math 
algebra, geometry, sciences and languages from sixth grade to sophomore col
lege levels, I felt I could hold my own. Being a Type A personality, I have al
ways participated in any class or forum. I was disappointed that parents were 
admonished to keep their mouths shut during these sessions. What a blessing 
that turned out to be - NO chance to make a fool of myself. Bottom line: I was 
totally out of my league.



Though understanding the gist 
of his seminar, math and music 
classes, overall I was dumb
struck. The depth and breadth 
of the comprehension on the 
part of the students is absolutely 
phenomenal. It is all the more 
intimidating as these are "just" 
college sophomores. However, 
in reality, any of them could set 
the curve in a traditional ad
vanced graduate course right 
now.

This was the first time I at
tended any college class - 
[includes seven big-name col
leges and universities across the 
USA] - in which I felt insignifi
cant, inadequate and ignorant. 
That was great because it has 
insured the infusion of an oft 
absent vital component in my 
basic nature: Humility.
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's we’ve all seen, the Bush administration has been plagued by natural disasters. The poor response to 
'these tragedies has lead Americans to question the ability of the our government to respond to crises. 

Presidential candidates are facing tough questions on these issues: Is America prepared for any eventuality?

Our team contacted Congressman Paul’s office to 
investigate what has been and remains a serious 
concern of the St. John’s voting community: how would 
he react to a zombie invasion should it occur during his 
presidency? Through the conference 
phone in Cobalt’s office the melodic 
voice of Assistant Communications 
Director Kerri Price told us, “I’m afraid 
that 1 can’t go on the record 
now...there’s no one here who can at 
this time. ” But we did not despair, with 
two days till deadline and an obligation 
to report this most important issue to 
the St. John’s community; like all good 
journalists we realized this was not the 
time to cave, but the time to make shit 
up.

National Affairs Desk: Well, Ms. Price 
thank you for changing your mind 
about going on the record, and 
agreeing to talk with us about such an 
important issue. Our first question is, 
how does Dr. Paul see the impending 
zombie invasion affecting the rights 
and freedom of American citizens?
Price: First I would like to emphasize 
that Dr. Paul never votes for legislation 
unless the proposed measure is 
expressly authorized by the Cons
titution. Any laws proposed that infringe on the 
constitutional rights of American citizens can expect to 
be vetoed.

: Perhaps we can look at the specifics of those 
rights. We understand that that Congressman Paul is a 
steady supporter of the freedom of speech and religion. 
Am I to understand that his feelings haven’t changed in 
light of this threat?
Price: Many people believe zombies to be an 
abomination or devil-work, and that the government 
should stop them. On the other hand many zombies are

Ron Paul believes government 
exists to protect liberty, not to 
redistribute wealth or to grant 
special privileges.
He has never voted to raise 
taxes.
He has delivered over 4,000 
babies... take that all you 
photo-op baby kissers!
He has never voted to increase 
the power of the executive 
branch.
He voted against the Patriot Act 
and the war in Iraq.
He has introduced oodles and 
oodles of new legislation in the 
Senate.
He voted against regulating the 
Internet.
Zombies continue to be a real 
threat to our American way of 
life.

claiming that their lifestyle is protected by the freedom 
of speech and religion. In the Church of Laterday Life 
for example, zombies not only claim the religious right 
to eat brains, but claim they have the right to 

proselytize door to door. We can’t 
limit zombie’s freedom of speech or 
their religious freedom, no matter 
what our personal beliefs about 
zombies are. Obviously, if they are 
attacking people, that’s a different 
matter, but zombies have as much 
right as anyone to spread their 
philosophy and way of life. When we 
go to Washington we need to leave 
our own prejudices at the door and 
conduct business in the best interest 
of the state and of our citizens.

You mentioned zombies 
attacking people to get to their brains, 
which is obviously a concern. How 
do you see the right to bear arms in 
light of the invasion?

Price: It is at times like this that we 
really see that we need the right to 
bear arms, to defend ourselves. Dr. 
Paul has said before that, “[The] 
government cannot protect us. No 
matter how many laws we pass, no 

matter how many police or federal agents we put on 
the streets, a determined individual or groups still can 
cause great harm...we as individuals are responsible 
for our safety and the safety of our families.”

: Many however believe that the best way to protect 
our families is through preemptive legislation. There’s 
been a recent push to declare a ‘war on zombies’ and 
make the eating of brains illegal. What is Dr. Paul’s 
response to this?
Price: For the media to call this a “zombie invasion” is 
really just war propaganda. This is not a new tactic,
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 Update to last Moon’s Article: Folks, we got ourselves a new candidate!
Stephen Colbert would be the best president America has ever had. For those of you who are unfamiliar with Mr. 
Colbert, this pertinent post by Soloman on the Rolling Stone website may clear things up: “Memo to conservatives: 
Colbert is more liberal than John Stewart. What you apparently don’t understand is sarcasm. Good luck in life.”

we’ve all see the “War on Drugs”, “War on Terror” and 
now the so-called “War on Zombies.” All these 
movements make for bigger government and curtail 
individual freedom. With the War on Terror, they 
created a whole new Department of Homeland Security 
and started wiretapping American homes. And with 
this looming ‘War on Zombies’, we would likely see the 
government trying to make mandatory medical 
checkups for all citizens to ensure they aren’t ‘infected,’ 
when in fact those people may not have a problem with 
becoming zombies. For the government to profile this 
group “Zombies” as bad is against our belief and notion 
of innocent until proven guilty. What about the honest, 
hard-working and well-meaning zombies out there?

: We aren’t sure if 
we understand you 
quite right. You made 
it sound as if Ameri
cans may in fact wish to 
become zombies, and if 
they do, they should be 
permitted to do so...
Price: That is correct.
Americans have the 
right to become zombies 
if they chose. As for 
zombies themselves, as 
Americans they have a right 
to life, and to eat what they 
want. It is one thing if a 
zombie takes a brain by force, 
another if he is able to acquire it through legal means. 
After all, brains are not some mind-altering substance 
that needs to be controlled. Recently we’ve seen that in 
countries which do not pass laws preventing the sale of 
brains, legal, non-violent brain markets quickly 
develop. In the United States, for example, many 
Republicans have said that they would be willing to sell 
the unused portions of their brains (the portions that 
deal with remembering the Bill of Rights for instance), 
not to mention all the Democrats who aren’t using their 
brains at all.

: I’m glad you mentioned effects of zombies on

other countries, that was actually the next thing I 
wanted to talk about. Obviously, this is not just an 
American problem; there are zombies across the world. 
What should our involvement be in averting this crisis 
internationally?
Price: Should we really be sending arms and American 
troops to defend foreign soil from zombies, when the 
zombies in America are not yet pacified? Ron Paul has 
recognized that “the UN wants to use our military to 
policy the world,” and that’s not our place. We need to 
deal with our own zombie problem before can even 
consider sending troops abroad.

: What about the influx of zombies crossing over 
our boarders?

Price: Ron Paul believes immigration is 
all well and good, after all this 
^ country was built by immigrants, 

u.,* need to make sure 
that those who wish 
to become citizens 
of this fine country 
are doing so for the 

right reasons: love of 
liberty, passion for 
justice, and the 
dream of a better life. 
We cannot allow this 
issue to become 
clouded by, for 
instance, the allure of 
American brains, 

which a^w^all know, are prized worldwide for their 
assertive flavor, robust variety, and unparalleled 
tenderness (which many connoisseurs attribute to the 
widespread atrophy of American brains). We need to 
make sure that these zombies are trying to immigrate 
because they really believe in what America stands for, 
not because they want to come over our borders and 
eat our brains. America is not a welfare state, and if 
zombies from other countries want to enjoy these fine 
brains they will have to wait in line at the boarder with 
everyone else.

The founding fathers weren’t thinking of a zombie invasion when they signed the constitution, but they did think about 
personal liberty and that’s something that can’t be trespassed on, regardless of circumstance. We Americans cannot 
violate the constitution when we are faced with difficult circumstances. If we take away freedoms now, when will it 
stop? Once governments take away freedoms they are less inclined to give them back.

Bottom Line: Vote for Ron Paul: he’ll let you become a zombie and own an Uzi.
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Accreditation and the Self-Study
By Travis Wilson

By now many of you may have noticed that the school has been holding numerous events related to some
thing called the Self-Study. Perhaps you, like myself, had been thinking that these meetings and surveys were some 
new hair-brained scheme by the administration to figure out what we think about this place other than that Aramark 
sucks. Turns out however that I was completely wrong, and so are you, in thinking this way. In fact, the self-study 
process is part of a much larger event that bears a significant amount of importance to all of us. It is called accredita
tion. You’ve probably heard this term before, but never really cared or wondered what it meant. Curiously, this is 
one of the few questions people tend to ask me when I’m telling them about the Program, about two minutes after 
their eyes have taken on that glazed, far off look I always seem to inspire when describing the college.

So what exactly is accreditation and how does the self-study play into that process? In the simplest of terms, 
accreditation is basically the government’s way of telling people that a particular college or university is educating 
its students the way it advertises, and has the capability to go on doing so for many years. This is important to us as 
students because it gives a standard of comparison for the “real world” to value our degree, and gives us access to 
government funds for student aid. In order to accomplish this evaluation, the government contracts out to several 
private organizations who have the government’s sanction to investigate all the various schools within their region. 
St. John’s in Santa Fe falls under the jurisdiction of the Higher Learning Committee which is under the North Cen
tral Association of Colleges and Schools. This same body is responsible for all of the schools in Arkansas, Arizona, 
Colorado, Iowa, Illinois, Indiana, Kansas, Michigan, Minnesota, Missouri, North Dakota, Nebraska, Ohio, Okla
homa, New Mexico, South Dakota, Wisconsin, West Virginia, and Wyoming. If you are wondering what allows 
these places to be grouped together or defined as “North Central” so am I, but that is a different matter altogether. In 
order to keep itself up to date, the government requires all colleges to go through this process every 10 years, hence 
the reason we are worrying about this now.

The first part of the accreditation process, begins with the individual colleges own self-study. The purpose of 
the study is for the college to collect as much objective input about the college as possible, especially in terms of 
student satisfaction and success. In essence, the college gets first shot at providing an honest evaluation of itself, that 
is then presented to the Higher Learning Committee. The HLC will read over the report provided, ours will be writ
ten by Mr. Pesic and will be nearly 200 pages, and will then send a small delegation to investigate whether or not 
what we have put forth in the self-study report is accurate. The delegation, to the best of the HLC’s ability, will be 
made up of faculty and staff from schools similar to us in their region. Obviously this presents something of a chal
lenge when they are dealing with St. John’s, but Mr. Pesic informs me that they do their best and usually are as 
close as they can be. Incidentally this self-study report is due into the HLC this summer and the delegation will be 
on campus November 17-19 of 2008. There are five main categories that the delegation will be examining, which 
are:

Criterion One: Mission and Integrity. The organization operates with integrity to ensure the fulfillment of its mis
sion through structures and processes that involve the board, administration, faculty, staff, and students.

Criterion Two: Preparing for the Future. The organization’s allocation of resources and its processes for evaluation 
and planning demonstrate its capacity to fulfill its mission, improve the quality of its education, and respond to fu
ture challenges and opportunities.

Criterion Three: Student Learning and Effective Teaching. The organization provides evidence of student learning 
and teaching effectiveness that demonstrates it is fulfilling its educational mission.

Continued on page 7
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Criterion Four: Acquisition, Discovery, and Application of Knowledge. The organization promotes a life of 
learning for its faculty, administration, staff, and students by fostering and supporting inquiry, creativity, prac
tice, and social responsibility in ways consistent with its mission.

Criterion Five: Engagement and Service. As called for by its mission, the organization identifies its constituen
cies and serves them in ways both value.

These are obviously extremely broad and somewhat difficult to measure categories, especially at a place like 
St. John’s. They are in fact, quite related to many of the criterion used in “No Child Left Behind” and accord
ing to Mr. Pesic are only the begirming of a broader movement to find post-secondary education into the same 
quantitative box used for No Child Left Behind.

Of course the difficulty of describing St. John’s in terms of these criterion makes it all the more impor
tant that YOU participate. Our self-study committee (Dean Mora and Ms. Adams as well as Mr. Pesic, Ms. 
Honeywell and Mr. Bartok) provides the students with far more opportunity to participate than at other schools. 
This is in part because they face different challenges and require more of our input and in part because the 
school requires our input to continue improving and meeting our needs. So if you have an opportunity, go to 
one of the self-study meetings you are always getting emails about or take the time to fill out the survey that 
has been handed out a dozen times. The accreditation process has the potential to affect all of us in a big way, 
which means its our responsibility to take some part in it to the benefit of ourselves and the college community 
as a whole.

What The Secretary Saw

By Scott “the man who puts the man in” Manis

In the last edition of What the Secretary Saw, I wrote about the way Polity works and how much money there is 
to disburse this year. Though we still have much of that money available, it is necessary to go into more detail 
about the proper procedure to obtain it. Many people have come in to ask for those thousands of unallocated 
dollars, but there are some common rules that they have not been aware of.

When presenting your request make sure you have, by the Sunday night before the meeting, sent your request to 
Murphy Harkins to be put on the Polity Council meeting agenda and a short summary of what you will be 
asking for. When it comes time for the actual meeting, there are several things that will ensure the success of 
your proposal. If at all possible have the person who is receiving the money at the Polity meeting, and if not 
possible, have something in writing from them acknowledging that they are aware of the request being made in 
their name. An itemized budget will also go a long way in getting the Polity Council to vote for your proposal. 
The members of the Polity Council will need some level of confidence in both the proposal and the individual 
making it in order to disburse the funds.

That takes care of the preparations that you need to make when preparing a budget request, but there is are a 
few other points that you need to be made aware of. Any money that you spend you need to be able to produce 
receipts for; if you cannot produce receipts for your expenditures, your student account will be held responsible 
for the unaccounted money. Another way to have your student account charged is if your use of the money 
differs from the use that you outlined the money being used for in the Polity meeting. Taking into 
consideration these things while preparing and making a budget request will make the process go much more 
quickly and ensure the success of your proposal on the first time.
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The Student Review Board
By Jennifer Chrien

Meet the Student Review Board This year’s Student Review Board (SRB) would like to take an opportu
nity to introduce itself. The members of the SRB are Tripp Androy (president), Jennifer Chrien, Lydia Cooper, 
Elizabeth Hardin, and JR Johnstone. Once again this year, we recognized a perpetual problem for the Board: no 
one seems to understand exactly what the SRB is for and what it does. The goal of this article is to try to clear up 
these questions, but even the members of the Board feel the confusion. Because the SRB works on a case-by-case 
basis, its charter leaves a lot of room for flexibility. This allows us to change our methods to suit the circum
stances of each case. We can have private meetings or public forums; we can facilitate communication between 
students or between a student and the administration; and we have the flexibility to introduce new methods for 
dealing with particular questions that come up. Though it leaves room for the Board to function as a situation re
quires, the charter does define the purpose of the SRB. The SRB is committed to “resolving disputes among com
munity members, providing a mediating link between students and college administrators, and upholding the 
rules of the Student Handbook. The SRB provides a format within which students at the college who appear to 
have committed infractions of the rules or who are otherwise at odds with the community can be heard by their 
peers. The spirit of such a hearing is intended to be consistent with the deliberative nature of this body and with 
the notion of a just and civil community.” Depending on the situation, this purpose can mean a variety of things. 
However, the attitude of the Board members is that this statement of purpose boils down to a simple goal: to help 
in whatever way we can the community of St. John’s.

We’re here for the community, and our role can be shaped by the needs of the community. Last year, the 
question of the sleep-study rule was passed to the SRB by the Student Polity Council. We decided to address this 
issue by holding a public forum on November 15, 2006. We heard the opinions of a number of members of the 
community about the sleep-study rule, noise problems, and parties. The response of the Board to this forum was 
published at the beginning of this year, and a transcript of the forum is available in the library. In the past, the 
SRB has also acted in other ways, for example:

-A student breaks a piece of college property but doesn’t want to go to the administration about it. The 
student can meet with the SRB and anonymously pay for the damage.

-Two students in a dorm are at odds over a residential concern. The SRB can meet with the students in a 
mediation role and try to come up with a solution that is satisfactory for both parties.

-A student is called in to the Assistant Dean’s office about the consequences of a disciplinary issue. The 
student may request that a member of the SRB attend the meeting. In this situation, the SRB member is not a 
lawyer for the student, but acts as a facilitator of the discussion on both sides.

-The Assistant Dean may also refer a disciplinary case to the SRB. The SRB then investigates the issue 
and makes a recommendation to the Assistant Dean about how the case should be handled. The final decision is 
in the hands of the Assistant Dean.

As these examples indicate, the SRB may be activated by either the Assistant Dean or by a student.
When the Assistant Dean refers a case to the SRB, the Board investigates all sides of the issue and then makes a 
formal recommendation to the Assistant Dean. If a student chooses to approach the SRB, the Board can be more 
flexible in how it operates. Depending on the situation, we can help in different ways. The student(s) involved in 
the matter can tell the SRB how they would like the situation to be handled. To approach the SRB with any prob
lem, just talk to any of the members. If you know someone on the Board, you can speak to that person; if you 
don’t know any of the members, feel free to give one of us a call anyway. All the members of the Board are con
cerned with helping the community, so do not hesitate to approach us about any issue.

Tripp Androy: x4249, Jeimifer Chrien: x4170, Lydia Cooper: x4241, Betsy Hardin: (505) 470-6904,
JR Johnstone: (505) 310-0867
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* Which would be a great title if it wasn’t a mock Search and Rescue mission

KINGSTON THROWS AWAY PIE; 
STUDENTS HORRIFIED BY TRAGEDY

By Chris Hamman

Last month an article published Mr. Andy “Jazzhands” Kingston’s preference of pie over cake; two freshmen., 
a Mr. W. Dodge and Ms. S. Rea, in endless generosity, decided to give Mr. Kingston a slice of the fresh-baked Blue
berry pie they had made the previous day. Upon seeing the pie, Kingston picked up the plate and threw the pie into the 
trash. Mr. Dodge and Ms. Rea were devastated, watching their hard work be so unceremoniously dumped. To justify 
his evil behavior, Kingston was quoted to have said, “If I thought you had actually baked this, I would have gladly 
eaten it.”

“It was disturbing,” says Joan Dufour, who was in the room at the time of incident. “I had no idea a tutor could 
be so callous. They were just trying to do something nice for Mr. Kingston.” This was the usual reaction to the inci
dent, but there were some notable discrepancies. Another student, Joshua Barr, was overheard saying that it was the 
furmiest thing he had ever seen. Mr. Barr is often noted for being callous and shallow, so nothing else was expected of 
him.

“That’s not the whole story!” was Mr. Kingston’s vehement response upon being approaehed for an interview. 
“You have to understand, I met Mr. Dodge that morning while he was in Lab. He held up a sheep heart and said to 
me, ‘Mr. Kingston, I got something for ya in Greek!’ I thought Mr. Dodge was trying to poison me!” This claim has 
yet to be verified, as Jacques Duvoisin, Mr. Dodge’s lab tutor, was unavailable for questioning.

Of the wounded parties, only William Dodge was available for questioning. “I was just trying to do something 
nice for my tutor. We had pie, and his article said he liked fruit. I had no idea this would go so wrong.”

The pie was unavailable, having been eaten, but Mister N. Duggonious said that it was, “a damn good pie.”
Out of all the people affected by the incident, Ms. Rea was hurt the worst. “Sara did most of the work,” says 

Dodge. “I only supplied the ingredients and a bit of the grunt work; Sara was the one who found the recipe and made 
the pie. She was devastated when Mr. Kingston threw away her hard work.”

Later that week, Mr. Kingston was given a chance at redemption when Mr. Dodge approached him with the 
last slice of pie. He ate the pie and was said to have liked it, but skeptics wonder if this clears him of his irrational dis
trust of Mr. Dodge.
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Outdoors
By Patrick Macala

It has recently eome to my attention that there is an opinion among Johrmies that a typical river trip involves hair- 
raising rapids, split-second life and death decisions, and creepy men resembling Kevin Bacon. Hello People! The 
River Wild was just a movie, get over it. Or better yet, relax.

""Relax ” is the word you are most likely to encounter on the river especially if you come on the Thanksgiving River 
Trip sponsored by your very own Student Activities Center. The trip is on the San Juan River located in Southern 
Utah. At a little less than 30 miles in four days, the trip leaves plenty of time for looking at the ancient Anasazi 
settlements that dot the river, checking out the hundreds of millions of years of geology uncovered at the bottom of a 
sandstone and limestone canyon, and of course relaxing. And this trip has something for everyone. Don’t believe 
me? Allow me to convince you...

The Workaholic. The workaholic believes that slacking off just for an instant would result in the sun calling in some 
waaaaay overdue vacation time, downing a couple of margaritas and heading out to the Andromeda Galaxy to paint 
the stars red. Guys relax, the sun moves in a perfect circle by divine will, haven’t you read your Ptolemy? I 
apologize, you’ve probably read it more times than Mr. Donahue. For you, we have several layers of therapy. The 
Basic includes kicking back in a chair next to a brilliant fire, sipping a warm beverage, and listening to the murmur 
of the river. For more advanced cases, we offer the Basic and the Food Package, a team of gourmet chefs working 
around the clock to bring you the best food of your life. For the most difficult cases, try the miles of night sky free 
from all light pollution, and then try and figure out Ptolemy’s universe. We give you about ten minutes before 
curling up into a small ball and whimpering. Additional therapy may include but is not limited to: Polar Bear Swims, 
Sleeping in. Walking across Hot Coals, Confinement to an Oar Boat, Acupuncture, Solitary Confinement, and a 
strict No Electronics Policy.

The Mexican Jumping Bean, aka The Freshman Boy. We’ve seen them climbing the Flag Pole, jumping the 
Fishpond, playing king of the hill on top of the Grassy Knoll, and now you ask me, “do you seriously think these 
guys are going to relax?” Well, in all honesty probably not, but we have a solution. While the rest of us are relaxing 
at camp how about sending these guys off on a killer hike called “Stairmaster” up a canyon wall? Combine that with 
hikes up jutting sandstone ridges, lifting baggage out of the gear boats, and polar bear swims, and I’d say we have 
some pretty tired guys. If for whatever reason they still have energy, we can always put them in the middle of the 
river in a kayak and tell them to paddle upstream. But wait! Somewhere out there is a Freshman Boy with a stomach 
shrunken and twisted by cafeteria food. He is dazed, helpless, feeble, walking into the girl’s bathroom with a bottle 
of Herbal Essences in one hand and a blow dryer in the other... If you are reading this, there is help, in the form of... 
real meat... cooked on an open grill! Red meat, White meat, Dark Meat, Light Meat, Meat, Meat, Meat. Because we 
know you’re suffering, and there is a way out.*

For the rest of us semi-normal people, a combination of the above aetivities can easily turn an otherwise uneventful 
thanksgiving into an unforgettable experience. If you’ve got a problem, we’ve got the answer. It doesn’t matter if 
you are; “Bumt-Out Senior,” “Stressed out Junior,” “God Fearing Sophomore,” and “Relative Escaping, 
Disillusioned, Don Rag Broken, Terrified, Freshman,” we have a solution. So come out and join us where we will 
teach you how to “relax, ” “hurry up and wait, ” and of course ""Eat, Eat, Eat, save room for dessert. Eat! ” Because 
as we say in the business, “every day is a good river day. ”

* For those strange creatures who, as a result of their refusal to sacrifice to the gods and indulge in the feasting of 
meat, are slighted and cursed; tofu is available. We are not responsible for divine judgment.
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Things I Learned at the Halloween Party
By Aldona Dye

I realized almost instantly after typing the title that, in order to be truly accurate, it should have been, 
“Things I Already Knew As Fact But Were Repeatedly Slapped In The Face With at the Halloween Party”. 
But honestly, when is journalism truly accurate? Hahaha, a journalism joke. I guess it would also be a joke 
to call t/2A journalism. Anyways, layers of fake blood and maroon polo shirts did not, as the name suggests, 
costume any Johnnies. Rather, they made our true nature spookily apparent. (Oooh, a Halloween pun!) To 
name a few:

1. We have amazingly un-PC senses of humor.

Jackie Keimedy, still looking poised, and rocking the “covered in my husband’s blood and 
brains” look. Don’t write angry letters; you guys voted her as “Best Costume”.

Martin Luther King Jr. looking happy despite a mortal wound.

2. We ARE our ovm costumes. [
Ml. /w TWINS! The man on the left is in costume, of course.
The real Jordan is on the right. Right?

The only thing possibly scarier than the pinpoint accuracy of these costumes is the fact that one can
immediately tell which person is being impersonated.

3. We’re nerds. But creative nerds! 
He’s in Zen.

A character from “War.” I got to hold the sword!

Ultimately, the most important thing I learned at the Halloween party was that whether 
we’re covered in blood from a gunshot, clad in our neighbor’s favorite sweater, or painted 
with tribal decorations, we’re not about to only go half-ass on it. We’re isolated from the 
modem world, crude, and horribly nerdy, and goddammit, we’re going to show it!
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Reviews

Siouxsie Sioux and Yeah Yeah Yeahs

Mantarav - The queen of Goth goes solo.

While her contemporaries Annie Lennox (Eurythmics) and Debbie Harry (Blondie) have just 
released albums that seem designed and titled to appeal to the Goth market, Siouxsie Sioux, 
the mother of Goth music, has released a pop album (with bright and pretty album art to boot). 
To say it is a pop album however is not to say that it is bland or formulaic, this is hardly the 
most imaginative album of her career but her previous work has given her plenty of elbow 
room. After a career of experimentation Sioux takes some time to explore a variety of 
established pop forms adding her own dark edge and satirical sense of humor. The album 
stretches from the 30s (Drone Zone, an almost mechanical jazz critique of modem society) to 
present (They Follow You, cliche Goth lyrics layered over cheery twenty-aught pop satirizing 
the degeneration of the genre Sioux helped create). The songs on this album are not cheery, 
but they feel like pure bubblegum coming from the mouth of Siouxsie Sioux, a woman who 
has sung about serial killers, fascist robots, pedophiles and the destmction of Pompeii (among 
other cheery subjects). Though she is now thirty years into her career Sioux’s voice is still as 
powerful and expressive as on her first album, with the added bonus of much greater musical 
skill. Best of all on this album is the track Here Comes That Day, a dark, harsh and heavy take 
on classic Bond music. If s the sort of song that should have taken the place of Chris Cornell’s 
shoddy rock track in Casino Royale. While this is not the best introduction to Siouxsie Sioux, 
it is a good solid album. Sioux fans should be well pleased (excluding those who still consider 
black lace and bondage gear prerequisites to good music).

Is Is - YYYs win award for rock EP with most suspiciously philosophical title.

Much like Siouxsie Sioux and Joe Stmmmer before her, Karen O of the Yeah Yeah Yeahs did 
not allow a lack of technical skill get in her way. On the YYYs early work Karen O was 
adventurous and passionate in her singing but it lacked a certain amount of musicality, 
something which became especially clear when she was not belting it. By now however her 
technical skills have started to catch up with her ambitions. Come to think of it the same can 
be said for the rest of the band. Their previous work was good but often artsy to the point of 
losing song stmcture. On Is Is however the band has tightened up, the songs here are more 
cohesive and consistent. With the excellent Nick Launay producing (Gang Of Four, Nick Cave 
And The Bad Seeds, etc.) they have created a dramatic larger than life sound that merges art- 
punk with an almost heavy metal aesthetic. While their new sound does sound a little like 
heavy metal, it does not have the slick, overproduced feel of much heavy metal. Is Is manages 
to stay fairly raw and experimental while improving on the shortcomings of YYYs earlier 
work. It’s great to finally see young rock groups like the Yeah Yeah Yeahs (and their 
compatriots TV On The Radio) making creative and fairly original rock music. Especially 
when the standard for the past several years has been to continually riff on what The Magnetic 
Fields, Neutral Milk Hotel and Belle And Sebastian were doing back in the Nineties. I highly 
recommend Is Is. it is a very strong piece and shows great promise for the future of the band. 
An excellent album for playing at very loud volumes. Turn it to eleven!

By Oliver Muchmore

Mantaray

Is Is
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The Summer of 
A January Freshman

Information and 
Technology, Really?

By Jennifer M. Lind

To my knowledge, there hasn’t been a 
submission from a 2007 January Freshman (JF) - until 
now. Fve had many of you ask me what a summer here 
in school is like, so I thought I would share just a little 
of what my experience at St. John’s has been so far. The 
real story of a JF however, doesn’t start in the summer 
semester. As our name implies, JF’s arrive in the 
freezing-cold, snowy month of January to launch 
ourselves into the program. This year’s class started out 
as exactly 30 students, and surprisingly, we have only 
lost 6 so far (and all of those before the summer even 
started). We arrived to be greeted with the cautionary 
tales of how we would all be rock-throwing-crazy by 
mid-July, and if not then, that we would all burnout at 
the beginning of our second semester Sophomore year. 
(That, of course, remains to be seen.) It was all very 
encouraging...

Why, you might ask, would a person—a person 
of a rational sort—ever want to be a JF? We all came as 
JF’s for various reasons, but there is one reason that is 
most common. A lot of us are older and having spent a 
semester or two, or even two years in college already, 
didn’t want to wait until the fall to begin, yet again, as a 
freshman (not that there is anything wrong with being a 
freshman...).

One of the difficulties of coming into St. John’s 
as a JF is that, your fellow students who do not mistake 
you as a “prospie”, will simply choose to leave you 
alone. However, I in my first semester “last year” made 
a point of branching out and got to know students from 
all the classes, fully knowing that in four short months 
our student population would shrink from 400+ to a

By Travis Wilson

Actual Phone
Conversation 10/16/07 2:32pm
Switchboard: Hello
Me: Hi can you please connect me to IT
Switchboard: Sure.
Long ringing....
Person: Hello
Me: Hi this is Travis Wilson in the Student Activities

Center and I was wondering if you could tell me 
what the status of the voicemail system is.

Person: Wha....? Oh. You’re in Santa Fe. This is
Annapolis, I’m in Annapolis. You are going to need to call 

the help desk about that.
Me: Ummm.. .ok... Thanks a lot.

Next Conversation:
Switchboard (again): Hello
Me: Hi, can you please coimect me to the IT Help Desk?
Switchboard: Sure
Ringing... (much shorter)
Person: Hello
Me: Hi, is this the IT help desk in Santa Fe?
Person: ...yes...
Me: Ok, good. This is Travis Wilson in the student

activities center and I was wondering if you could 
tell me what the status of the voicemail system is.

Person: Ummm.. .1 don’t know. Is it not working? It
should be working but if it’s not working they are 
working on it. I don’t know. But yeah, if it isn’t 
working, they are working on it. I’ll tell them that 
it’s not working in case it’s something else.

mere 30. This tactic seems to have worked pretty well (although it did cause some to question my “JF loyalty”) and I 
think made it an easier transition this fall. We, the 2007 JF’s, are all now sophomores. Happily (for the most part) 
inducted into the world of the “normal students” (except for those of the group who insist on never doing so...) with 
Seminars nearly twice as big and different students (!) in every class.

A summer in Santa Fe is really a wonderful experience. We planned our own college events and activities, 
and most of us made sure to get out and enjoy the amazing weather. The summer sunsets and nearly daily thunder 
storms were terrific. There were also several conferences on campus, providing (at least me) the amusement of, 
among other things, joining in on games of pool with a couple of truly geeky British scientists, and a few hilarious 
Australian theorists.

I will not pretend, however, that the summer was “all fun and games”. We did enjoy it, but there were 
moments when a few of us at a time were on the verge of insanity, insomnia, or at the very least, incessant nonsense. 
The hot and sunny pleasantness of summer is not extremely conducive to studious behavior, and so there was also 
plenty of procrastination to go round. On the whole though, our class remained strong. We managed, even to the end

Continued on Page 14
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of the 10 weeks (we had 6 less weeks to do about the same amount of work of a normal semester), to translate our 
Greek, prepare our props, argue over atoms, read countless pages, and even turn in our second semester Seminar 
essays - for the most part - on time.

JF’s are undeniably strange, and some of that oddity is irrevocably lodged deep within us. But we are 
Johnnies just like the rest of you, and I can personally say, are some of the most interesting people on campus. So go 
ahead and sit down at the lunch table with us — and in January, when “those strangers” arrive on campus, greet them 
with a friendly smile, and wish them well as they begin their seemingly endless journey through sophomore year.

Snoot andi Sensibility: A Gentle Tirade 
on Preceptorial Attitudes

By Krishnan Venkatesh

My favorite old tutor at Cambridge once told me, “Young people who go to good colleges tend to 
become snooty. It’s natural.” He was talking about Cambridge B.A.’s, but his words could just as well apply to 
many St. John’s students, undergraduate and graduate. His point was that Snoot isn’t merely a bad thing, and is 
a natural offshoot of confidence and pride - but it’s good to know this and not take it personally. This is what I 
tell G.I.’s whenever I hear of the occasional undergrad being snooty about sharing preceptorials with G.l.’s.

St. John’s undergraduates are amazing, brilliant beasts, and by the time they are Juniors their minds have 
been hammered and honed by two thousand years of great books into precise and probing question-shaping 
machines. A Junior seminar has an awesome ability to frame the right question on any text, and then begin 
chomping into the inquiry with piranha-like efficiency. In contrast, a G.I. has at most five semesters of St.
John’s experience, and hence has not had time to become a “Johnny” to the same extent as most Juniors. The 
relatively rough-edged G.I., to whom the St. John’s way of wording things has not become second nature, can 
be irritating to the Junior or Senior used to a certain kind of functioning in class. The upperclass undergraduate 
can feel sometimes that the G.I. in the precept is getting in the way of efficient inquiry. But pause awhile: Is 
efficiency an end in itself? Or is it a better path to truth to have to wrestle with different ways of asking, 
different questions, different vocabularies? After all, at this college we like to assert that while we may not have 
much ethnic diversity, we do have an impressive diversity of perspectives, from which we say we learn. 
Therefore undergraduates and G.I.’s should be finding ways to learn happily from each other!

The dark side of Johnny efficiency is seen in those upperclass episodes in which the same old futile 
discussions of Fate vs. Freewill, and the Infinite, substitute for real thinking about the text at hand - or when, 
after reading War and Peace, Seniors want to talk only about that shallow and soporific Second Epilogue. This 
kind of thing is Empty Pseudo intellectual Habit masquerading as the Life of the Mind, and is philosophy being 
used as a defense against the unknown. G.I.’s are not immune to this bacteria, but in general they are more 
interested in questions that are important to life. They may not speak Johnnyspeak as readily, but surely this is a 
good thing. It also means that G.I.’s don’t have much trouble transitioning to life away from the college, and 
actually enjoy talking to people who are not Johnnies.

My point is: Let’s leave the Snoot behind when we share preceptorials. G.I.’s, Juniors and Seniors can all 
learn and benefit from each other - for instance, in my Montaigne preceptorial last year, in which every student 
had miraculously succeeded in leaving any sign of snooty herd-thinking way outside class, and individuals were 
listening to individuals. This, and not the kind of Johnnyspeak that excludes groups of people, is the St. John’s 
way.
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rEATLRCS
Tales From The Circulation Desk: Vitamin C, for Confusion

by S. Flynn

As you, dear readers, may or may not know, despite my obvious and inherent uselessness, I have managed to 
con Meem Library into employing me. (I am rather a pro at such cons.) My duties, such as they are, are light. Shelve 
books. Find books. Put new covers onto books. Glue books together in order to recreate famous landmarks (current 
project: the Golden Gate Bridge.) Use the magnetic words to write terrible Goth poetry on the side of the magazine 
holder (yes, that's me, shut up.) Answer questions, such as:

"Do you guys have any, uh, pom?" (Of course not. That leopard-print curtain is just, um, the door to Periodical 
Storage. Yeah, that's right. "Periodical Storage.")

"Can you just delete that fine off my record?" (Sugar, if you can’t even pay your late fee, how can you hope to 
bribe mel)

"Do you have the story about Linnaeus? .. .And the fish?" (Nope, sorry to say that one slipped the line. — 
Honestly, what the hell? Where do you people even come from?)

But my favorite part of my job, odd as it may seem, is its janitorial aspect. That’s right—the librarians are just 
like your mother. We will come along to clean up after you. (We won’t yell at you about it—we are after all in the li
brary—but don’t underestimate the power of a furious whisper.)

People have such nice things. I wonder, sometimes, why they leave them in the library. Normally the offending 
article is a book, usually not checked out— research material, perhaps, that was just waaaaaay too heavy for someone 
to pick up and carry the five feet back to the shelf I have also collected backpacks, water bottles, iPods, scarves, coats, 
papers, textbooks, wallets and keys (sometimes all from the same table) and brought my bulging armloads back to the 
circulation desk, behind whose counter they will languish until some happy day their owner reappears to claim them. 
(If not, we librarians divvy up all the goodies for ourselves. Thievery is an essential qualification for librarianhood.)

Last closing shift, however, a particularly perplexing discovery was made— not by myself, but by the other li
brarian on duty. During the course of her rounds, she came across a table empty save for a single, solitary object, a 
bright-hued enigma whose inexplicable existence we could only marvel at.

An orange.
We have certain notices, posted in the front of the library, denoting our policy on foodstuffs. (For the curious, it 

is NO.) Moreover, if someone had smuggled this citrus orb into the library for snacking, surely he would have... 
snacked? Or wouldn’t he have taken it with him, lest the pangs of starvation threaten again? Surely a logical assump
tion....
But perhaps I am too quick to judge. Perhaps it was no such small, selfish incentive as personal peckishness that drove 
our citrus-carrying comrade to leave his lunch in the lurch. Perhaps, instead, he left the orange as a token, a gift, to the 
librarians he knew would undoubtedly discover it.

As was pointed out to me by one of my upperclassmen friends, there is a certain poem translated by the seniors 
at the begiiming of the year, having to do with oranges and robes on floors and whatnot. (Oh man, that whatnot.) In 
light of this information, what are we to make of this orange? Is there some lonely Johnny boy out there longing for a 
librarian to, hmm, dust his shelves?
Y et even here I find myself perplexed. Out of all possible tokens of affection, an orange? A sweet gift, certainly, 
but our languishing lad needs to put out a bit more effort if he wants to get anyone to, ahem, Dewey his decimals. Is a 
less flattering message intended? Is some comment being made on the state of our diet? Do we librarians, under the 
fluorescent lights as we are, perhaps appear a bit sicklyl Is our mysterious benefactor attempting to provide us with 
much-needed vitamin C? To my knowledge none of us wear eye patches or peg legs—^why would someone assume we 
had contracted scurvy?
That fateful orange now sits upon my bookshelf, smug in its silence. And I find questions turning in my head, over and 
over, like chickens on a rotisserie:

Why an orange? Who left it? What was his purpose? What does it mean?
And next week, will he bring strawberries?

(*All questions are real, though names have, naturally, been omitted.)
Any questions or comments may, as usual, be directed to the author—although it should be noted that yelling “HEY, 
YOU! CHICK WITH THE HAT!” will result in a fork being directed into your jugular.)
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Testicle-Growing 101 
The Open Diary of a Senior Wallflower

By Dauren Velez

Once upon a time 1 was a girl, and I fell for a guy. 1 know that “fell for” is a little cliche, but it’s probably the 
most accurate way to describe what happens to most teenagers. I’d known him for a while, but once upon a time 1 
looked at him differently and it felt uncomfortably like falling. It was a fateful combination of the music and lighting, 
a little alcohol, and more than a little mischievousness on Time’s part. I’d once before had the experience of time 
slowing down or expanding to make room for a larger-than-usual moment, although previously it had involved a 4 
foot tall pot of chocolate instead of love.. .some would argue there’s an undetectable difference.

Anyways. Time stopped, I fell pretty hard, time passed, and years later I sometimes forget exactly what color 
his eyes were. But I have always had one souvenir, which I hardly ever look at. One night in the middle of this unre
quited love story I had an extraordinarily dirty dream about him. This was and is the only dirty dream I’ve ever had, 
because the Dream Gods hate me. So to commemorate the monumental occasions of falling in love for the first time 
and having what I hoped to be the first of several dreams about something other than being turned into a grape pop- 
siele by an evil sorceress.. .1 wrote a poem about my dream. I wish I could recreate it for you, but it’s been a very long 
time sinee I’ve looked at it. The order of events was something like this: I had the best dream of my life and then I 
woke up. For a few seeonds I thought it was true, then the eold reality hit me and I realized what happened. My wet 
dream ended in tears. I wrote this poem to exorcise all of the emotions of that night, and then I tucked it away in my 
notebook.

I keep all sorts of strange things in this notebook. It’s full of dreams, poems, sketehes, movie stubs, and things 
I’ve written on scraps of paper when inspiration struek in an inconvenient place. In fact, the short story I wrote on 
brown paper napkins the night I met Jason (the inspirational eccentric I told you about in my last article) is tueked in 
there now. So this poem, written on the baek of a receipt, made a perfeet transition from my cluttered head to my elut- 
tered journal. It stayed there for years.

A few weeks ago I went to see my sister in Oklahoma. Her sehool was hosting a giant regatta, and I got to see 
her row for the first time. Everyone else in my family is quite athletic, so I try to at least be a good spectator and pre
tend like that makes up for my complete lack of athletic inclination and ability. I spent an entire Saturday getting sun
burned by a river, watching muscular men in boats whiz by. I pulled out my little notebook and started writing. I said 
goodbye to the sunny weather I knew I’d miss when I got back to Santa Fe, I wrote peacefully about senior year and 
excitedly about the future, and I started writing a eolumn for the Moon that would soon be replaced by what you’re 
reading now. The only defect of this perfect day was the wind. Oklahoma City is a very windy city: a fact I often for
get. A sudden gust caught me and my journal, and lifted out several things so quiekly that I barely had time to panic.

All I could think was that I’d lost those brown paper napkins, the physieal proof of the growth I’d undergone 
this summer. I ran fast and hard, and eaught up with a kindly gentleman with the napkins in his hand. I was too re
lieved to care about the odd look he gave me when he handed back napkins with vmting scrawled all over them. I hap
pily sat back down and tried to figure out what else the wind had carried away. And then without looking I knew. Like 
you can tell how a story will end only because it’s the most fitting ending the author could have thought of for the 
characters involved. My woeful, dirty little poem belonged to the wind now.

If this had happened a year ago I would just now be getting over the thought of someone picking up that scrap 
of paper and reading something so personal. But life has managed to make me a whole new person in the last year, 
and that new person found this situation hilarious, and in a strange way fitting. I laughed at the thought of an unsus
pecting crotchety old man finding a graphically sexual and youthfully discouraged poem thrown in his face by a sud
den wind.

But then I had a more serious thought, or more accurately a hope. I hope the wind that was wise enough to re
lieve me of a burden I no longer needed to earry brought that poem to a teenage girl by the riverside. I hope she read it 
and empathized with the teenage girl I used to be. I think that’s all I really want from the experienee of writing. I want 
the strange combination of being understood and making a reader feel like I would understand them: that unique eon- 
nection that sometimes only the written word can mediate. I hope someday I have the strength and courage to rip out 
every page in that notebook and throw them all into the air, and have faith enough in the wind to laugh and walk 
away.
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Angry Johnny
By Henry Anderson

Ron Paul And His Fascist Ways
As part of the ongoing discussion of my contempt for the mighty and un

bearable xocxotq (that is, aU things repugnant, preposterous, or otherwise obnoxious), 
I will be writing about a certain pubhc servant who has, over the last few months, 
been actively trying to destroy my euSaigovia. I am speaking, obviously, about Con
gressman Ron Paul. For those not famihar with Mr. Paul (and thank God that you 
aren’t), he is one of approximately 346 candidates mnning for the Republican nomi
nation. He is from the fine state of Texas and used to deliver babies back in his 
more formidable years. What’s more, he is of the so-called hbertarian persuasion. 
That is to say, he hates the government, want’s to blow up the Internal Revenue Ser
vice, and drinks the blood of puppies. That’s really all you need to know about him. 
Oh, and he’s old, and I mean like over seventy!

Now, let me clarify a few things first. It’s not so much that I dislike Ron Paul. In fact, I actually think he’s a 
pretty sweet guy and, to be honest. I’d probably agree with just about everything he says. That is, if I had any opinions 
about these sorts of things. The thing about Ron Paul I find abhorrent is not Ron Paul himself, but his minions. You 
see, just like Pythagoras or Wu-Tang Clan, Ron Paul has a small but vehement group of die-hard fans, and it is these 
people who are trying to destroy my hfe. I’U explain.

First let me start with my roommate, who, in order to ensure his anonymity, I will refer to only as The Grand 
Chaw-Hee. Now, this fine fellow happens to be a Ron Paul supporter. Oh, he’s acmaUy a fine gendeman (I mean, his 
heart is in the right place), it’s just that sometimes he gets swept up in the moment. You know how it goes.

In light of this, I took it upon myself to have a bit of fun with him. You know, just some harmless joshing, as 
they say. Well, I went onto Wikipedia and logged onto Ron Paiil’s page, and decided to make some adjustments to his 
biography. How could I help myself? It’s just so satisfying to change a presidential candidate’s hfe around to fit your 
fancy. Seriously, it’s an unbehevable feeling. So, I just inserted a htde sentence of my own creation, a disclaimer as it 
were. It went something like this:

Ron Raul has no friends... exceptfor the Grand Chain-Hee, who wants to ‘do ’ him.

Take that Ron Paul! Then I showed my additions to my roommate. He thought it was really funny, because he’s 
not a humorless, pea-brained, stiff. In fact, even though he won’t admit it, I think he probably wanted to do the same 
thing himself. I mean, come on! Ron Paul is just so easy to make fun of. For Christ’s sake, he looks like Mr. Magoo!

You won’t beheve what happened next. The crazy Ron Paul fans (who apparendy run Wikipedia) decided they 
didn’t want me to have fun or enjoy my hfe in any way whatsoever! They erased by beautiful sentence and banned me 
indefinitely from the website. They told me that Wikipedia was not a game and that I was being immamre and destruc
tive, and had committed vandahsm and fraud. So now I’m not aUowed to change anything on Wikipedia ever again, 
which is a shame because I have so many wonderful opinions to share with the world.

This why I hate Ron Paul’s fascist supporters. They’re hypocrites! They claim to be freedom loving hbertarian 
types (even anarchists), but in fact they are mindless spongers who want to impose their tomfoolery on my free-spirited 
ways. It’s not my fault that I can’t be tied down! No, I hve for spontaneity. I need to change the biography of anyone I 
damn weU please, just on a whim! But these people won’t let me. They want to stifle my spirit, suppress my behefs, and 
conquer my dissent. Most of all, they don’t want me to have any fun at aU.
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Travel

The Keys
By David McGee &Josiah Stevens

The jarring sound of the alarm invaded the warm sea air. It was followed by an 
itomated weather report, a robotic voice of doom. Minutes before, we had been under
ater in the surreally calm coral reef at Looe Key. The fish were swimming low in the 
acks between the mounds of limestone, keeping their distance from the more turbulent 
ater at the surface. We came up to find huge thunderheads a few miles away, closing
St.

Clambering on board, we hoisted sail and reached northeast toward fair skies, 
tie winds were picking up all around. Off our starboard side 1 caught sight of two large 
[angular fins. It seemed a bad omen.

As the winds and waves continued to pick up we reefed the sail and struggled 
ith the tiller. The waves threatened to capsize our boat and forced us to bear up into 
e wind. With the sails down and the motor running we took turns at the tiller, pointing 
e bow into the waves. Rain and spray cascaded down onto the deck. Several hours passed before we found better 
eather. Eventually a group of dolphins swam by our port side and we knew we would make it home.

Weathering the storm was a small price to pay for our visit to Looe Key. As the day drew to a close we watched 
e crowd of boats leave their mooring buoys and decided to spend the night to dive at sunset and sunrise. One of the 
eys’ top diving sites, Looe Key is located a couple miles south of Bahia Honda State Park, itself a noteworthy destina- 
Dn. It offers facilities perfect for swimming, snorkeling, picnicking and camping. Sombrero Key is another great dive 
te we visited. There are several dive spots south (Oceanside) of the keys because of the chain of reefs that runs parallel 
the archipelago. These reefs are the precious few that remain in the continental United States.

Our boat for the week was the sloop-rigged “Pagan Charm”, a 26’ Balboa. She is one of the yachts that Bill Coo- 
;r keeps in his small fleet at Florida Bareboat Charters, docked in the Keys Fishery Marina, Marathon.

Spending a week in the Keys, it was difficult not to become concerned with the frailty and impermanence of the 
irrounding natural beauty. Coral and sea grass have been progressively depleted since modem human habitation of the 
eys began. This is unfortunate because sea grass acts as a natural filter to remove impurities from the water, which in 
cent years has become extremely polluted. Since most of the pollution comes from human presence on the Keys, support 
growing for legislation like the Keys Waste Water Project, which requires all residents in Monroe County (where Mara- 
on is located) to be connected to the city septic system by 2010. This should prevent septic leakage and runoff from 
illuting the surrounding water. Yet many residents doubt the effectiveness of legislation to solve the problem, since it 
IS not prevented illegal over fishing (especially in the tourist season, when out-of-towners are mmored to be less respect- 
il of the take limits).

There are several eco-tourism attractions in the Middle Keys to inform 
tourists of the problems and promote respect of the environment. In Marathon,

, the Turtle Hospital rehabilitates sick or injured sea turtles like Bowser, a Log- 
\ gerhead Turtle that was infected by pollutants. Other turtles, especially those 

j injured by propellers, lose the ability to survive in the wild and become perma- 
•j nent residents. A little farther down the coast, the Dolphin Research Center on 

. Grassy Key offers many opportunities to touch and play with dolphins and their 
friendly, knowledgeable caretakers. The team of scientists at the Center is cur- 

fi 1 rently conducting research on the ability of these mammals to comprehend num- 
ber.

If you decide to take a bearing for the Keys, be prepared for a little ad
venture and some amazing natural beauty. Like many beautiful things, the Keys 

e fragile and should be treated with appropriate consideration. Gaining an understanding of the ecosystem’s intricacies 
)uld be both enjoyable and altruistic.
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Europe
By Wes Venteicher

I took a year off from St. John's, and traveled around Europe for about six months. While doing so I sent a se
ries of e-mails to my friends, which seemed well received, and so I've decided to share them here. I hope you 
enjoy.

11/28/06 
Dear friends,
I have been rather sluggish in producing an en masse log of my travels, but here it is, one month in. I feel 
comfortable on the road now, the first couple weeks were a bit rough but I've got most of the kinks worked 
out. A couple highlights were partying with the well-polished in Oxford, staying on a sheep farm on the coast of 
Denmark, and being confronted by some New Zealanders at the purple Peace and Love Hostel in Paris. I'm now 
in Vienna, birthplace of Mozart and Arnold. It's rumored that if you say you're from California, you might have 
a drink on a local nationalist.
Australians are everywhere, and Americans are scarce. I try to represent here and there, defending the right to 
bear arms vigorously, and sometimes dropping a toast to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness upon 
unwittingly charmed Aussies. Thanksgiving was nonexistent, I managed to turn up a small morsel of turkey 
and drown it with Czech beer, but it did little to convince my digestive system of the occasion. From here, after 
I become bloated on opera and live classical music, I make my way to Budapest to go caving, soak in the bath 
houses, and get a cheap massage.

12/04/06 
Dear Friends,
I am making liberal use of couchsurfing.com, and staying with the third host member of the online community 
in Budapest. So far no thieves or sadists, though that is the fear among every hostel traveler I inform of the 
organization. So far just free sleep and good hosts. I have learned of the impending epidemic of Esperanta, the 
colorless universal language of hope. I've also learned of hippie coves in Spain and the pleasures of living 
naked.
The Christmas markets are in full swing across Eastern Europe, offering mulled wine and other local delicacies, 
such as dark liver sausage, which I found slippery and nearly tasteless but edible. I saw a band of Hungarian 
teens performing traditional music and dance. They moved in a large circle before the stage, drawing in their 
family members from the crowd and stepping to the frantic pace of a lute, backed by steady sitar and 
percussion.
Today I traveled to the outlying town of Eger and The Valley of Beautiful Women to sample the varieties of 
Bull's Blood, a somehow aptly named and delicious local wine. I was the only visitor in sight, so the various cel
lars were very friendly and liberal in welcoming me. I brought several liters of the stuff back with me, for a few 
dollars. From here I move on to Romania, the barely civilized East recently freed from communist rule and ex
tending an invitation to the West via Eurail membership. I miss you and hope you are 
well.

12/09/06 
Dear Friends,
I've been robbed and harassed ever since entering this horrible remnant of communism. On the night train here 
someone sneaked into my sleeping car and stole my day-pack, including my Eurail and journal, out from under 
me. When I arrived at the station, I asked a railway employee where the police were so that I might report the 
incident. He directed me to a man who conned me out of about $200 on a taxi ride, taking advantage of my ig
norance of a confused double currency system here in Romania while they await the
introduction of the Euro. Eventually I made it to the train police station, where after much haranguing they 
agreed to write me a theft report (for insurance purposes on the Eurail pass), but they didn't really understand 
insurance and were very suspicious of my intentions. Eventually they demanded to see my passport, they be
came angry at something and then they refused to return my passport to me, threatening to report me as some 
kind of thief to the US embassy and local police if I did not pay them. So I gave them about $25 US dollars, all I 
had on me, and took my passport and left.
Eurail has not responded to my most recent emails concerning their insurance policy maze, and I've retreated 
to the nearby town of Brasov in the Transylvanian hills to escape the sewer that is Bucharest. Here the sun is 
shining, its the first time I've seen it in weeks.
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“On Becoming Humble” Continued from Page 3

After that, through high school, he basically marked time. Boredom set in from the memorization thence the 
regurgitation of this data inherent in the majority of his courses. The expected simple task of getting a diploma 
turned into a major project. In time, it worked itself out and he graduated from high school.

But . . . then what? He tried attending traditional university classes, but those proved to be more of the same as 
high school. He was bored, thwarted and excruciatingly frustrated. By the end of that first semester, he told me 
about St. John's. This was a full year after his plane ride (see part A). It seemed like a pipe dream to me, yet I 
went along with his dream. I filled out my share of the paperwork, but with little hope anything would come of 
it. My son persisted in his efforts to attend SJC. Two years after his chance encounter, he started classes. SJC 
was manna from heaven.

Within the first six weeks, it was apparent SJC was where my son could come into his own. His course load was 
not volumes of busywork; it was volumes of challenging and inspirational work.
It was as advertised - and more.

Over the past ten months, my son has retained exuberance for his studies. He has updated me on assorted top
ics. He regaled the joys of Greek. After telling me this, I downloaded the Greek alphabet and the Visual Key
board. Then went to Hastings buy a Greek dictionary. It took me two and half hours to type out Happy Valen
tine's Day in Greek. The problem was, I did it in modern not ancient Greek but my son still gave me accolades 
for effort. Late May, he sent me the first five verses of Genesis translated. This is now laminated and serves as 
a bookmark in my Bible.

At one point, my son said learning math from Euclid's Elements was the first time he truly understood the basic 
workings of math. His endorsement of its merits was the reason I ordered a hardback copy to use this fall with 
my privately taught high school Geometry students. This is as a reference for me - to help me understand some 
concepts so I can better teach them. However, after forking over $45.40 - book plus shipping, I needed to 
make more use of it and decided to make a pattern from one of the proofs. I designed and sewed for my son a 
custom-made blue felt Postulate Pin Cushion. Now, that's cool!

*

Music class seems especially rewarding to my son. He started playing instruments 
in third grade and settled on the Trumpet by end fourth grade. He has stayed 
with this through the years. His trumpet skills paid a large part of his high school 
costs and now partly pay for college. But it is at St. John's he has been able to 
branch out to compositions and choral - in Latin, no less.

A great aspect is the dance lessons available to students. Ironically, most musi
cians don't/can't dance. They are the ones providing the music and rarely get to 
dance. It was an enormous treat for me to dance with my son. He offered to take 
me for lessons prior to the Satur
day night dance. I thought he was 

- joking. Rather arrogantly, I in
formed him: Son, it was my generation that perfected The Swing 
through the 1950's and 1960's. We called it Rock 'n Roll. 
However, trying the Waltz from memory proved my undoing. I 
should have taken his advice for that. This was not like getting 
back on a bicycle after an intervening 20 years. It was suddenly 
having several left feet on one leg and no second leg for balance.

Dancing is all we had for weekly entertainment when I grew up in 
the middle of the Ozark Mountains of Arkansas. Statewide dance 
contests were regular affairs. Being on American Bandstand was 
my goal for years. It did not happen. But on Parents' Weekend, 
dancing with my elegant, polished and skilled partner was an 
even better dream — come true. We "shined" doing The Swing.

Watching students enjoying themselves at the dance was fantas-
Continued on Page 21
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Continued From Page 23

tic. The decorations were beautiful; the food was delicious. The music was perfect, as was the sound level. It 
had class. The intent to enjoy was realized. Sadly, I quit going to dances 20 years ago. I got fed-up with com
ing home with a migraine from the decibel level.

There's something about the ease Johnnies have with each other, that is unique to St. John's. It is unlike any 
group of any age I have ever been around. This aura permeated wherever I went on campus. It didn't matter 
which it was: groups in the dining room, in the classrooms, on the patio, in the dorms, with the parents at the 
luncheon or at the dance. Sometimes my son was with me; other times, I wandered around on my own. Stu
dents seem to easily accept each other as they are. There is respect for one another. There is respect for dif
ferences. They seem open and honest and easily laugh at themselves.

Perhaps it was "good behavior" time because parents were on site. If so, cut the respect aspect by 50%. Even 
if arbitrarily cut in half, St. John's student family rapport is still at least 5000% more emotionally healthy than 
any school or organization at any level I've been around in my entire lifetime- which has been spent primarily in 
the education business - either as a student or as a teacher in 13 different states.

The value of St. John's College way of life is beyond priceless. My son served his time trudging through schools, 
coping with academic and social environments geared most often to the lowest common denominator, while 
consistently being subjected to indifference of his needs for more than a decade. He more than earned the 
privilege to be a Johnny. I hope he stays spoiled like this forever'.

Crossword Puzzle
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Answers on 
Page 28

ACROSS DOWN

2. Provided the Olive Tree to the 
Greeks in a competition to earn their 
affection.
5. Of the three Gorgon sisters, she is 
the only one not Immortal.
6. Helen and Athena lost a beauty 
contest judged by Paris to...
9. Pandora's Father.
10. Hades' Three-Headed Dog.

1. Apollo was the patron god of the 
oracle in this mountain town.
3. The sole legitimate son of Zeus and 
his wife Hera.
4. Herald of the Gods who also did 
various tasks for Zeus
7. Has to share her daughter 
Persephone with Hades for 1/2 the 
year.
8. She was the mother of Hebe, 
goddess of health, and Eileithyia, the 
Cretan goddess of childbirth.
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Ten Questions For A Tutor 
Travis “Travis” Cook

By Aldona Dye

1. What’s your favorite of the 3: Halloween, Thanksgiving, or Christmas? And why?
Are you going to edit out the long pause? I take things so seriously, sometimes, that this kind of question gives me 
anxiety. I have to really think about this... Well, ordinarily I guess it would be Christmas, because I like getting to
gether with family. I have a lot of nostalgia for Christmas. However, this year my kids are going trick-or-treating so 
Fm looking forward to Halloween. Originally they were going to be a pumpkin and a ghost, but now they’re going 
to be jungle-exploring animal rescuers.

2. Fill in the blank: It would be so cool if someone came to the Halloween party next year dressed as
;

These are good questions, but my answers are not so good. Um, dressed as Julius Caesar.
3. Have you read the 7*'' Harry Potter Book?

I haven’t read any of the Harry Potter books, actually. I don’t have a principle stand against them, I just haven’t.
I’ve seen some of he movies, though, and I’ve heard that the last book is the best.

4. If you could get a beer with one of the program authors, who would it be?
Oh, geez. Well, it would probably be Augustine before his conversion.

5. Fill in the blank: The BEST thing about living on campus is________.
Free firewood.

6. What food could you live on for one month straight and not get sick of (standard nutritional needs do 
not apply)?

Coffee’s not really a food, is it? But it would have to be something like that. I would probably have to say pumpkin 
chocolate-chip cookies.

7.1f you could live in a program book, which one would it be?
Oh, wow. If I could live in a program book... I have to think about this for a second. There’s a way in which we al
ready live in a program book, right? Presumably, there’s some relationship between real life and our books, so I 
would hope that there’s a way. But, not being a jerk about the question, I think I would probably like to live in 
Plato’s Republic. Although, I’ll let you figure out who I’d want to be.

8. Do you like pineapples on pizza?
No, I deplore pineapples on pizza. There’s something unnatural about that. I’ve showed myself not to be very 
broad-minded about this, but in fact I have very strict guidelines for pizza. There are many things that should not be 
on pizza, including barbeque sauce.. .you know, these might be fine things to eat, but it’s no longer a pizza.

I agree fully. I hate pineapples on pizza.
You know. I’m sure it tastes fine, but morally it offends me.

9. What’s the best Christmas gift you’ve ever received?
Well, my wife will read this so I have to think about it. I’m so bad at remembering things.

Well, it doesn’t have to be in retrospect. Like, you could have been really excited about something as a 
kid.

Oh, good point. The best Christmas gift I ever received was an electric train.
How old were you?

Twenty-four.
Really?

Yeah, I just graduated college, and.. .no, I was probably eight.
10. Ok, this is the last one and the question I always ask: In a zombie apocalypse, 

choice?
I guess rhetoric wouldn’t be very useful there, would it? I think Mr. Kingston said hiding.. 
weapon of choice would have to be fire.

what is your weapon of

.oh, cowardice, ok. My

22 The Moon: Features



Kolock’s Comer
‘Sing to me, o Muse, of the rage of the Womenfolk’

By Steve Kolock

Somewhere between being picketed by angry women, shunned by angry 
women, and waiting for the bomb squad to arrive and defuse letter bombs sent to me 
by angry women, I had an epiphany: parts of my articles might somehow be making 
women angry. But why this was so I simply could not understand, however hard I 
tried; and I tried everything.

For weeks on end I stayed up late meditating on this anger whilst absorbed in 
hookers and booze - yet to no avail. I reread my articles shod in women’s lingerie 
hoping to get into their minds through their p>ants - and I was left even more con
fused than before.

No matter how revealing that teddy might be I simply couldn’t see through to 
the body of this female anger. And I know it wasn’t because the teddy didn’t work 
on me. It looked sexy as hell against my ample bosom and supple skin, but there was 
just something essential lacking...it didn’t quite bring out my eyes the way I’d ex
pected.

After finally accepting (after much crying, weeping, sobbing, and questioning 
the existence of God in a world so cruel) that I would never find any lingerie that brought out my eyes properly, I 
decided I needed to take some ‘me time’ in order to recover. Usually this would have resulted in me watching a 
Gossip Girls marathon, but today was different. Today I was on a mission to discover the origin of this mysterious 
emotional response sent me by women.

By the time I’d taken off the push up bra, wig, fishnet stockings, six inch heels, and crotchless panties (the 
sense of freedom you get in those is amazing). I’d begun to feel calmer and more in control of myself. I knew ex
actly what would help me understand this confounding issue of female anger; a nice walk in the plaza amidst the 
tourists I so dearly love.

As I neared the plaza, I could see clearly that the hustle and bustle of Santa Fe life before 5 pm was in full 
swing. Cars were driving poorly and threatening the safety of all; people were walking in the middle of the street 
oblivious to my car (aptly named Natural Selection) bearing down on them rapidly; and I was singing along to my 
favorite song: all was right in the world. “Don’t cha wish your girlfriend was hot like me...” I bellowed to the scat
tering pedestrians in a bass voice that could only find its genesis in the depths of my soul. Already, in the midst of 
driving to my walk, I could feel insight pouring over me like that tender smell of chamisa on a sultry spring day.

Believing the drive to my walk to be exactly what I wished, I almost decided to 
turn around and go home to treat myself to a nice, hot bath surrounded by can
dles, enveloped in the harmony of Destiny’s Child, and immersed in dark choco
late as God intended me. But alas, although this was a ‘we day,’ it was a me day 
on a deeper level and I knew that deep inside my soul (in roughly the same area 
from which it sings bass) I needed to resolve this concern that plagued me so. So 

11 told my shallow self, “I can’t always cater to you,” and soon sought a parking 
spot amidst the throngs of appalled witnesses to the process of evolution which 

I i Natural Selection and I had just affected.
' Hearing the sirens swiftly weaving through traffic, I thought to start my walk with 

a brisk jog away from “the crime scene” (as the evening news that night so un- 
J feelingly proclaimed it). Finally reaching the main plaza area I felt safe from that 
m crazy drunk bastard we call Justice.

At this point all would have been exactly as I’d hoped had not intervention far 
from divine occurred. It was but a few minutes that I’d been walking along the 
plaza before I heard the familiar catcalls...cries of, “Hey cowboy, lookin’ for a 
ride?” and “Is that a massive, Florida-shaped lump of steel in your pocket or are

Continued on Page 24
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you just happy to see me?” filled the air around me. “Damn this cowboy hat, these cowboy jeans, and this sweet 
Polish ass!” I thought to myself, “Will I never be able to walk in public without feeling I need to hide my precisely 
hourglass shaped figure from the world?” Those women were looking at me like I was just some sexually gifted 
manwhore and 1 knew it. And sure, they were completely and absolutely right; of course my sweet Polish ass is 
irresistible; of course 1 have a come-hither stare that can cause seizures in those uninitiated into the Mysteries of 
Steve; and of course in bed I perfectly combine the tenderness of a dove and the raw 
power of a full grown T-Rex on PCP, but dammit if I didn’t for once want just a little 
peace instead of just a little piece.

.. .As I walked back to my car I hung my head, tears streaming down my face. I 
wasn’t sad. I was angry. Angry at those pedestrians for not getting out of my way in 
time and angry at those women for not viewing me in any other light than that which 
provided the best illumination of my award winning ass. “How could they be so hurt- 
fully blind,” I asked myself, “as to not even have thought about exploring my mind be
fore my body, and to not even have looked in my eyes before undressing me with 
theirs?”

For just a moment I wondered if I’d come upon an answer to the question that 
drove me. Were the women who were threatening my life angry because they thought 
I’d been lacking the requisite respect for them? This realization hit me like Natural Se
lection.

Perhaps I’d been selling women short; perhaps I’d been treating them as a 
nameless, faceless people without a rational faculty or even a soul. But to those who 
would say this I ask; isn’t imitation the sincerest form of flattery? And don’t I look 
damn good in that teddy? I leave it to you to decide...

Loneliness in the Desert
By Laura Sook

So, judging by the amazing volume of mail I received after my last allegedly groundbreaking (or at least of
fensive) column, no one gives a shit. Fortunately, I expected this. Motivated by the relative anonymity afforded me 
due to the fact no one reads this, I will tell the truth.

My friend, an old friend, is in trouble. She’s going through a really tough time, and there’s no one to help her. 
What I really need is a few weeks to be with my friend, and it’s affecting my concentration, attitude, and certainly my 
ability to participate in class. There’s maternity leave and now even paternity leave, but there is not a single work
place (not even in Berkeley) that offers friendship leave. This got me thinking about friendship. See, fifty years ago, 
our grandparents grew up, married, raised children, and died in the same town. People lament the lack of privacy in 
today’s internet culture, but what we put on facebook is what we want people to know about us. How much harder 
was it to hide, say, an extramarital affair, when the neighbors knew when your car was due home each night, the 
make of every car in town, and heard your phone conversations on the communal phone line, than it is today, with 
motels, text messages, and ‘business trips’? But I digress. What I mean is that we are not family people anymore. My 
family is scattered around the country and I know I’m not alone. The 50 mile radius world our grandparents grew up 
in is gone forever. We are a culture of jetsetters: rootless, homeless singletons who pride themselves on their ability to 
move their entire life to Switzerland at a moment’s notice for that killer promotion. This is unassailably cool, sure.
But it’s left us with a wound most of us don’t realize we’re nursing.

People need families. We need elders to nag us about the way it was and tell us when we’ve gone too far. We 
need aunts and uncles to try to fix us up with horribly unsuitable blind dates so we can learn what we need in relation
ships. We need people to come home to, people who love and accept us unconditionally, people who know who we 
are. And nowadays, we just don’t have families close by to fill this void.

This is where friends come in. Especially Johnnie friends. We are a wonderfully weird lot, full of jokes no one 
gets and wisdom no one cares about. We have to stick together out there, and here, too. (Continued on Page 25
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I don’t buy into the Friends-era. “let’s live with our friends forever to avoid growing up” thing, but I do think 
that when we need to grow, and change, and screw up, and get hurt, and celebrate, we need our friends to be 
there. When I tell people (in line at the grocery store, waiting room, wherever) that my friend is hurting and 
that’s why I’m blue, they sort of nod. But when I say sister, they pat my arm and smile sympathetically. It’s 
not fair.

So, I am calling for a rally. Let’s change our collective mind and put more faith in our new, chosen 
“families”. When people tell us that we ought to stop acting like teenagers and stop depending so much on our 
friends, we need to look them in the eye and say “I don’t think so”. It’s time to realize how much we need each 
other and that relying on friends is not a sign of weakness, but strength. Let’s demand equal respect for our 
friendships, and sooner or later, that friendship leave might not be such a dumb idea after all.
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My Goth Girl
By Strontium Dog

I love her for her tombstone eyes.
I love her for her graveyard smile.
I love her for the darkness she wears on her sleeve.

She is my black rainbow.
She is the shadow of God.
She is the night of my life in this bright, burning world.

And I would gladly spend a life in agony 
If my dying breath could be spent 
In her arms and in her eyes.

For Bela Lugosi may be dead 
But I feel just fine.

The Repossession
By s.a.m.

I know you by a mouth- not mine,
A mouth I've not reclaimed- 

A mouth that only questions flesh 
Dares not undress a name.

I falter falter at your feet.
And lo! You hearten me- 

To claim you with a mouth- now mine 
And coward cease to be.
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Tnc Sheer Tact That I'm in a Developing Country Should Make Me a
Better Person, Yes?

By Alyssa Johnston

It was kind of a fucked up story. My siblings and I showed up for the holidays—home from boarding school—to be greeted 
with packed bags and a plane ticket. We didn't even want to be in Africa on any kind of safari, but there it was. Our parents 
wanted us away for Christmas to have some magnificent party. Something about champagne and a loss of memories, some
thing about having no regrets. So the three of us would do what we always did. We would get trashed in whatever language 
we had to so that we could get through our abandonment and start doing it again in English. It happened all the time and this 
time we were in Tanzania. Unfortunately Africa didn't care that I was feeling dejected and hung-over.
It was a fucked up story and completely untrue. I had known my "sister" for two months, which I guess is long enough to know 
anyone. I'd only met my "brother" about two days before. The thing was that they were legitimately siblings while I was just 
going along for the ride. I don't know why we made up the story. It was justified in the moment. There was some unexplain
able bitterness, probably about missing holiday baked goods. Actually we were all just there waiting for life to start, waiting for 
Africa to be something huge, hoping to grasp meaning. I think I was waiting for divine inspiration. It was cliche, but life is cli
che, and I was fine with that. I was working on Mephlaquin- induced hallucinations and surely the two have been confused 
before.
I had come to Tanzania to volunteer with an organization, and I was currently on the necessary African safari. I had to pay a 
few hundred dollars to take the required wildlife pictures so the people back home would be affirmed in their beliefs that Africa 
is in fact only poverty and big game.
I met Kelsie while volunteering. She was sane and close to my age, and when you're that close to someone you go on gnarly 
Land Rover photo expeditions with them. Her brother had just come for a few weeks and was really only there for the impres
sively unorthodox chance of telling people he climbed Mt. Kilimanjaro. We had decided against filling our safari car with an
noying filler people even though it would have lowered the price. It was the three of us as well as our local guide, Joseph. We 
figured our combined age was lower than some of the other tourists we saw in the parks. Alright fine, our driver definitely 
pushed our total car age way over the normal life expectancy but it sounded cool anyway.
No matter how much we drove around Lake Manyara and the Ngorogoro Crater I couldn't seem to shake the idea that we 
were on a Disneyland ride. I had been living in the area for months but the elephants were still a part of my Southern Califor
nia theme park. It all seemed very surreal. Our Land Rover couldn't leave the track; the animals couldn't leave their specified 
living area. And while it was discouraged, my hands and arms would know no real danger outside the vehicle. It was a hell of 
a mindset the world had put me in. Life imitates art. Africa was fashioned after Disneyland. It depressed me a bit so I took my 
angst out on my imaginary parents—the same ones that did this to me and made me who I am.
'Where's the cheetah?" I asked. "We can at the very least see some cool animals if we're going to be homeless on Christ
mas."
"Come on, that's unfair. We saw a leopard with a kill. We saw two hyenas taunting a jackal with his dead buddy," Jordan 
brought up validly. What do you want?"
"I want to see a cheetah."
'We saw the Big 5."
"Dude, I don't even know what the Big 5 is... there were at least 7 animals on that 'Big 5 necklace' the Maasai guy was trying 
to sell us."
"These fucking people are stopped for another fucking bird," Kelsie threw in. The fucking people in the car ahead of us were 
indeed stopped for another bird. Considering how narrow the road was we were also forced to stop.
"They can't be, that's a magpie," Jordan pointed out. "You can see one of those anywhere."
"No yeah, they are."
We threw around threats and insults for a while, knowing they were too far away to hear us.
'We should tell them our sob story," I mused. "I wonder how they would react to it." The group of middle-aged people in front 
of us looked like they were all overdue for a midlife crisis. They were the kind of people who jumped on the idea of a safari 
through the Serengeti to bring spice into their lives. Maybe they were planning on hiking Kilimanjaro later. That idea also made 
me vaguely depressed. For some reason, I desperately didn't want to become that kind of person, but I'm not even sure I 
could have defined "that kind of person". I just knew that I didn't want to be in my mid-50s wearing REI gear and taking photos 
of magpies while on an East African "adventure". Basically 1 didn't want to become the kind of person who would put quota
tions around the word "adventure" and say it with a winning gleam in my eye.
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Luckily, we were young and rugged. Granted, we were camping on the lawn of a hotel, but damn it we would have 
camped somewhere else if anyone had told us. Our good buddy Joseph conveniently forgot to tell us about the swim
ming and shower facilities that would be available to us, so we just tried to pretend that they weren't there. Sure, it 
might have been cool to camp in a naturally historic crater, but a manicured lawn was fine too. We were young and 
we would make our own adventure.

HOW TO COOK A ROGUE EGG

INTRODUCTION
by B. D. Cronin

My search for the ugliest word in the English language will commence on the 29* of November, 2007, at approji 
mately 8:30 p.m. Pacific Standard Time. By then my lifetime whole-turkey consumption integer will have exceeded 
score by exactly one unit, provided that Thanksgiving dinner proceeds the way it has since my first in November ■ 
1987. At this point I might gratify the inquisitive reader by explaining the peculiar logistics of my festive procedure- 
hut instead, with view to certain pecuniary interests I urge you to purchase a copy or two of my handsomely bom 
autobiography entitled The Lofty Rhyme: Politics, Poetry, and Blimps in the Age of B. D. Cronin, 1987-1999, 200 
2007.

B. D. Cronin
Oct. 20, 2007, Santa Fe, New Mexico.

HOW TO COOK A ROGUE EGG: METAPHYSICAL RECIPE NO. 47

Upon this balmy winter day 
I’ve conjured up mine own decay:
An egg (cracked!), three ‘haves’ of a whole.
Once wooden wings now coal.

Now slather balm of retrospect 
On ken of spring sincere:
We’ve rhymed and roamed 
Through peppered gloam 
Of colder things, my dear.

AFTERWORD:

A PREEMPTIVE DEFENSE AGAINST A CERTAIN CRITICAL VULGARIAN WHOSE REPUTATION 1
WISH TO CALL INTO QUESTION

Although you deign to fold and strain these peppered poet hands.
Past blind endeavor bold and vain my edifice yet stands.

Yom rhetoric is powerless to liquefy the glue 
That binds these words, the sign it brands,

A recipe for two!
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A REPLY ON THE BEHALF OF A CERTAIN CRITICAL VULGARIAN
By W. T. Rothamel

How To Cook A Rogue Egg would have occupied the mathematical center of The Metaphysical Recipes had not the 
author made the addition of the equally famous and preposterous 95*^, the now cursed integer of all inventory poets. Nev
ertheless, The 47**’ is the mean of B. D. Cronin’s thought. What tittering delight he would have bestowed upon us all had 
he maintained a semblance of mathematical rigor! The manuscript from which the text is taken consists of forty-six index 
cards (one for each word), each brimming with successive strikeouts and rewrites of the same term in varying calligraphy. 
The 4T‘ card, which contains your favorite word, reveals a conspicuous stylistic anomaly upon close inspection. The tech
nique with which the final “gloam” is cast is not one Cronin had in his repertoire. After intensive perusal, I can only offer 
an inhospitable explanation. Our author must have stolen the card sometime within the six October hours he dedicated to 
the poem’s composition. A pseudo-methodical man, Cronin has always been a better swindler than a poet. He divulges 
this all too quickly when he refers to his poems as recipes, for we all know that even the most exquisite chefs are only the 
finest borrowers. There is nothing in a recipe for fois gras au torchon that is as profound as the fois gras itself. The compo
sition of a recipe is then never an act of absolute creation, but rather a bundling of disparate filaments of chaff. Sorry, but 
we can never properly call an egg our own.

Beyond the presumption of putting his name next to these poems, what are we to make of Cronin’s food? In keep
ing with his faulty arithmetic, his proportions are lamentably erroneous. He calls for two rations of balm (lines 1&5), 
which, I think we can all agree, should have been just to taste. I do not object to ointment per se, but Cronin trespasses on 
our patience for such culinary novelties by means of this double inclusion. He stifles our palates and we fail to taste the 
rest. If we could somehow reach the end of our repast despite such digestive distress, we might appreciate the “peppered 
gloam” at the finish. The word “gloam”, which I have gracefully indicated, cannot be attributed to Cronin. Although it is 
used only once in all of his work, it strangely resonates throughout the whole of Cronin’s Recipes, like the echo of a bleat
ing chevre, or the word “gnomon ” in Euclid. Gloam is guttural in sound yet substantially evanescent—a sublime harmony 
of contrapuntal natures. Yet Cronin quenches the stolen fire of our Adversary and Redeemer by his adjectival recruitment 
of a pedestrian spice. He tips his hat to such grace with a sloppy attempt to underscore our Divine music. The rays of twi
light shatter and tumble into the aether, and Cronin’s universe expires—not even the chestnut sentimentality of “my dear” 
can resuscitate this old sack.

I am convinced that the hand of He who penned our beloved “gloam” was malformed. But setting the mystery of 
source aside, this is the only place where Cronin’s words chime together—“peppered gloam” reverberates against the 
rather obtuse irony of his title. Metaphysical Recipes. At least Cronin gives us what he promised and serves us food with
out formal existence, contributing nothing to either metaphysics or cuisine. If we are looking for order, here we find a fo
cus of points that ultimately have no relation—strange geometry indeed.

I return to my initial question: what of his cuisine? I find this question unanswerable, for it presumes that Cronin 
has indeed given us food to eat. Such a presumption is just as audacious as the composition of such insipid blather. I do 
not wish to discuss here whatever Cronin’s objective might be. My purpose is simply to convince you that I have right
fully called a thief a thief, and a liar a liar. If you, my humble reader, seek to approach Cronin’s ironies, I ask of you noth
ing more than to refer to your handsomely bound edition of my latest bestseller, entitled Spoiled Eggs: Sulfur, Sodomy, 
and Chestnuts in the Age of B. D. Cronin, January to December, 2000.

W. T. Rothamel
Feb. 14, 2001, Phoenix, Arizona.
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Reflections on Walt Wliitman

By Henry Anderson 

Walking through the great

American plains, naked.

Spooging as I go.


