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In Memoriam
Dean Haggard, 1934 -1998

By Lindsie Bear, '00

2 The Moon • January 29, 1998 • Volume 2, Issue 8

Dean Haggard once said, “I want to 
know everything” , and since coming to 
St. John’s as a tutor in 1961, he has invit-
ed the community to come along with 
him on his search. He wanted students to 
be exposed to more than the Western 
classics, so he helped create the Graduate 
Program in Eastern Classics. He knew 
that there was more to life than acade-
mics, so he built a stable and tack house 
for his horse program (though its term 
was brief),as well as a pottery studio.

On Saturday, January 17, Mr. 
Haggard died from the complications of 
a recent car accident . The note on the 
switchboard extended the condolences of 
the college to Mr. Haggard's family and 
eloquently expressed the tremendous loss 
the college as a whole had suffered. The 
topic at the memorial service held by his 
family in the Great Hall, however, was 
not one of loss and mourning, but of 
boundless gratitude for the opportunity 
to know Dean Haggard.

In the center of the Great Hall stood 
an orchid plant, presumably one of the 
many that were tended by Mr. Haggard 
in his greenhouse on San Mateo. Around 
the stage were a few of his musical 
instruments, including a violin he may 
have repaired and one of the two harpsi-
chords from his living room, on top of 
which were candles, the head of Buddha, 
winter branches and family pho-
tographs About 250 people packed into a 
semicircle around the hall. The drum-
ming group that met in his house, whom 
he said were good for his health and 
soul, played in front of the windows.

One by one those who had loved and 
been loved by Mr. Haggard shared their 
dearest memories of him. They spoke of 
warmth, fearlessness, genuine concern 
for others, intimidation, feasts of crepes 
on Christmas mornings, his booming 
greeting, genius, rampant enthusiasm, 
nudism, hospitality, a voracity for knowl-
edge, openness, persistence and the 
endearing way he cared for everyone as 
though we were all his children. In his

own words his family was his dynasty. 
Once, holding a friend's baby, he 
tweaked her belly, eliciting a squeal of 
delight, and remarked, “I love these little 
things. I just can’t have enough of them.”

The service ended with musical 
chants of Christian, Buddhist, and 
Islamic texts. His friends and family 
were encouraged to join hands in three 
circles and dance together. The themes 
of our singing were unity, love, and let-
ting go.

One of the memories that encapsu-
lates Dean Haggard for me happened in a 
freshman math tutorial. One afternoon 
he bustled into class a few minutes late 
apologizing that his accupuncture 
appointment had run over. He fished the 
black copy of Euclid from his leaning 
stack of books, opened somewhere in 
book seven, looked at us with twinkling 
eyes and said “Numbers are like chick-
ens; they have natural joints.” The class 
just sort of stared, baffled. Still feeling 
as though I should be somewhat formal 
with this man who seemingly knew 
everything of any importance and several

versions of the story behind it all, I 
asked him to expand on this analogy. 
His eyes crinkled up mischievously and 
he repeated more slowly that numbers, 
like chickens, had natural joints, as both 
were magnitudes with natural breaking 
off points. He used the analogy for the 
rest of the year and each time it met with 
quizzical looks and nervous laughter.

Only recently, talking with him at the 
kitchen table one Thursday evening, did 
the chicken analogy come back up. It 
occurred to me that these natural break-
ing off places were those points at which 
we must stop and let go of the rest.

As a close friend of his pointed out, if 
there could have been a theme to Dean 
Haggard’s life, it would have been full-
ness. The full pots of soup he made, the 
hall full of his friends and family, the 
full sound of the drums that poured out 
of his house and into the neighborhood, 
pictures full of family, the full warm 
hugs and the full cups of tea that he 
would hand you with an impish smile 
that at the same time accepted the full-
ness of fate and acknowledged how gin-
gerly you would have to carry it. I 
believe he did want to know everything, 
and am sure he enjoyed every moment 
he spent searching.

A line is amazing. A person’s hand is 
the person. If you ask ten people to draw 
a line, how different each one will be. 
Someone's straight line can be very 
crooked. Another person’s line may not 
look straight, but it is very straight 
inside.

You can’t hide anything in a line. You 
are there whatever line you draw. And 
you will stay there, even when you go 
somewhere else. If your personality is 
interesting enough, the line will be inter-
esting. To do this, you have to be fear-
less.

KAZUAKITANAHASHI
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Student Activities Center
Jaso n  Bielagus , '98

The building of the new activities center, 
projected to cost a total of 8 million dollars, 
should begin in April. All that needs to be 
done before building is for the school to be 
approved a variance to a local building code. 
(The site includes an incline of over 30 per-
cent, which is illegal.)

The approval for the needed variance is 
hopeful, as our neighbors support the center, 
so much so that one has given a generous 
gift to the project.

The activities center will rest on a shelf 
just down hill from the soccer field and ten-
nis courts, above the bottom of the arroyo, 
between lowers and the soccer field. Access 
to the facility will be had by the existing dirt 
road.

The building of the activities complex 
will be done in phases. The first phase, 
costing 3.7 million dollars (2.6 of which has 
already been raised), will be to construct a 
gymnasium, locker rooms, racquet-ball 
courts, a fitness center, and spaces for SAO.

The first phase will help students to par-

ticipate in sports, get in shape, and meet 
other students.

The second phase of the building will be 
to add a placita and rooms for dance, draw-
ing, pottery, photography, games, and the 
SAR club.

Another part of the project, one that is 
said to be especially popular with the facul-
ty, is the addition of a pool.

The complex may have a system which 
will recycle the water used in the complex. 
Some Board members were concerned that 
the center lacked space for refreshments or 
catering.

When it is first completed, the sports 
center will be available to students and fac-
ulty only, but perhaps later the center will be 
available to a few members from outside of 
the college community.

There is much excitement about the cen-
ter. Many hope it will be another place for 
our community to gather.

Some students resent this building, 
because they feel that the money is needed

elsewhere (e.g. the lab, the library, financial 
aid). Still, many find this concern is mis-
guided, because the school does not have a 
large sum of money it is wondering how to 
spend. Instead, gifts were made specifically 
for this sports center, and then those gifts 
attracted other gifts. Also, bonds may be 
issued for a building, but not for operating 
expenses.

Discussions about this center led to some 
fond memories about sports at St. John’s. 
Intercollegiate sports were originally dis-
missed at our college because Stringfellow 
Barr was afraid one of the boys would be 
killed.

On Saturday nights, there used to be box-
ing matches. (This is interesting, because 
last year a student was asked to leave St. 
John’s in Annapolis for various reasons, one 
of which was his organizing of boxing 
matches on Saturday nights.)

There was a time when each seminar was 
a team, and would play other seminars in 
various sports.

Letter to the Editors
By  Mary  Lorio , 'oo
We all know how precious Moon 
space is, so I’ll make brief this plea 
for the awakening of your social 
conscience. I want to free Tibet, 
and as you probably already know, a 
lot of others do too. There’s 
Harrison Ford, Steven Segal, 
Richard Gere, the Beastie Boys, and 
of course that extremely cute old 
guy you’ve seen all over the nation-
al magazines recently. His Holiness 
the Fourteenth Dalai Lama.

While the whole “Tibetan 
Movement” may seem trendy and in 
and cool right now, what Tibet has 
been for the past forty years, and 
what it will continue to be well after 
its “cause-of-the-month” status has 
passed, is an occupied country struggling

for survival. The truth is, a cultural death 
is in the works. We witness the results of

such a death every time we visit the Plaza, 
an area that thrives off the exploitation of 
the Native American culture. In a hun-

dred years, you’ll go to Tibet, and find the 
very same situation, “Tibetan Buddhism 
Sold Here!”

But hey, there’s some exciting news: 
with time comes a new generation, us. 
Even more exciting, this generation seems 
to care, and seems capable of creating 
change. In short, there’s a chapter of the 
student run, nation-wide, organization 
Students For a Free Tibet, right down the 
road at the College of Santa Fe. YOU can 
become involved. Look out for posters 
announcing upcoming events, and contact 
me if you have any specific interest or 
questions (820-0490).

—Mary Lorio, '00
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By  Chris  Reichm an , '98

Drugs have found a new spotlight here at 
St. John’s College. This is the spotlight 
shone from a police cruiser. I read in a lib-
erally distributed pamphlet last semester that 
a few of our fellow Johnies were lost in then- 
own pot use, and therefore sent straight to 
the authorities. While I am sure that these 
evil people were only using pot 
for their own twisted ends, I feel 
that we should examine the issue 
of drug use at St. John’s.

Drug users are a strange 
breed. They encompass anyone 
from fresh young teenagers at 
college fresh from the inter-
minable boredom of suburban 
America to the fossilizing 
remains of circa 1960’s hippies I 
meet in the plaza at three a.m. on 
the legal walk home from the bar 
where I have imbibed numerous 
shots of state authorized and 
taxed shots of whiskey. Some of 
the more adventurous members 
of this society of illicit mind- 
altering substance abuse have 
even begun these black habits at 
an early age. I, myself, even 
used some of these more unusual 
powders and liquids in my days 
of unenlightened youth.

Oh, hell! Let’s get down to brass tacks. 
If it were not for other activities which hold 
more allure than getting high. I’d be sucking 
the resin-filled bowl right now. Drugs are 
an ingrained habit of humans since at least 
the first writings of our fore-dads, or can’t 
you remember the land of the lotus-eaters 
and the shiploads of wine delivered to the 
Achaeans on the shores of Illium? Ever 
since the first man looked in wonderment at 
his shelter and decided that smoking the 
marrow of the brontosaurus rack-of-ribs that 
he killed was necessary for facing his fami-
ly, man has felt an urge to escape into the 
highblown dreams of induced feverish mind.

For some reason, the lurid but bleary- 
eyed colors of an off-kilter mind are often 
preferable to the reality of human life. 
There is no greater proof of this in our coun-
try than the absolute and total failure of 
Prohibition. En masse, we stood up to the 
gangsters in nice suites and ordered a drink.

But have we forgotten amongst the after 
dinner cocktails what evils drugs have 
brought to America?

The first and most obvious evil is the 
drug commercials. I have found no more 
addicting a substance than those damn 
Denny’s eggs after a long night of pot smok-

ing. Another evil includes 
big-haired preachers telling 
their brothers what scum-
bags they are for destroying 
the youth of America 
between boffing altar boys. 
Finally, but not completely, 
an evU is the misconception 
that any teenager in a doo- 
rag is about to hold up the 
Seven-Eleven to support his 
newborn baby’s crack habit.

Let’s all cut the shit, shall 
we? By lying and 
overblowing the situation 
one way or another we all 
lose credibility. Half of a 
drug user’s problem arises 
from the fact that he is not 
conscious enough to realize 
the hypocrisy of a situation. 
Hypocrisy, like the drunk at 
the bar insisting on taking 
the keys away from a drunk 

comrade, should be followed by discourag-
ing the person next in the bong line. Let’s 
not even get into beer compa-
ny’s drinking and driving com-
mercials, or ‘Rock Against 
Drugs’. Unfortunately, the 
substance generally overpow-
ers a person's intellect, and he 
just coughs and giggles at how 
“stoned they are.”

The fact is that society has tacitly legal-
ized the use of soft drugs. With excuses of 
its widespread use and acceptance, not to 
mention the obvious hypocrisy of those who 
use legal drugs, pot smoking has become a 
tradition and source of humor to those buy-
ing sandwich bags. The only real threat 
anyone can expect from pot smokers is a 
Twinkie raid. I’ve used speed simply to try 
to finish an overloaded schedule on time, 
like those who feel coffee to be directly 
related to work-room performance. I’ve

used acid to allow the lie to become a reality 
for 2-24 hours. And, if heroin and cocaine 
can allow that feeling of iiber-mensch to be 
more intense and last longer than that bottle 
of rotgut, what complaint beyond jealousy 
of the high can any drinker muster?

Now, many will say I am a buffoon who 
is making light of a serious problem. I say 
drugs are the escape from serious problems. 
How can any society which values its occu-
pants as little more than Social Security 
numbers, or voting card numbers to be 
swayed by 30 second spin-doctored sound-
bites expect anything more than a desperate 
individualism, often typified by outlaw 
behavior? How can a school devoted to the 
extreme intellectualism most often associat-
ed with melancholic outbursts of revolt 
against the paralysis of intense questioning 
expect more than the occasional, or perhaps 
even regular, attempt to destroy those very 
mind cells? The serious problems are not 
drugs, but the conditions which have made 
drug use a favorable alternative to clear 
vision.

Even the land of the ivory tower has seri-
ous problems of which drug use is only 
symptomatic. Many of the elder students 
(some being functional alcoholics at this 
time) and tutors have noised a concern that a 
sense of community has been lost at the col-
lege. Parties and other student gatherings 
have become less common. A sense of dili-

gence and perfection of studies 
has overcome any feeling of 
comraderie available to stu-
dents. Instead of taking care of 
our own, and sending security 
away, we have decided to call 
them in on laughable noise 

complaints which could have been averted 
by a simple request for quiet. Have we all 
lost so much courage that we cannot even 
form a community. If so, I will choose the 
company of drug users talking and laughing 
together.

Editor's note: it is to be known that Mr. 
Reichman does not advocate the use of 
drugs of any kind, and does not himself do 
drugs, as is blasphemously presented in this 
story.
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strange breed. They 
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Zo/O-i/Al/

By  Jason  Bielag us , '98

Sushi is a delight on any level one may 
wish to distinguish. Do you care to separate 
taste from nutrition, the tongue from the 
stomach, the aesthetic from the meaning? 
Very well—have it. Sushi still succeeds at 
pleasing your palate while being one of the 
most upright, wholesome, scientifically 
nutritious foods from any of the four or five 
food groups. The mysterious chemical mir-
acles it works in the system accord with its 
delicate taste and sensual feel: soft, yet firm 
enough to fool the tongue into thinking it 
touches another like it, in the dark.

The small wound on the back of her hand 
looked just like a bite of fresh maguro. It 
seemed to be some sort of bum; perhaps she 
accidentally seared her hand while cooking. 
The hand moved while she spoke in class, to 
help make her point. She was one of my 
students, and what she said was neither 
remarkable nor embarrassing. For some 
strange reason, her entirely forgettable com-
ments elicited a powerful emotion of violent 
passion; an act that, outwardly, would be 
hard to distinguish between a fight, a rape, a 
feast, or an affair—and all because of this 
httle bum on her hand.

You must remember this—^that it was the 
burn that caused it, and yet that causal 
explanation is senseless. The bum cast the 
hand in a whole new hght: What would it 
feel like to kiss that hand, on its little bum? 
And if it were bitten (playfully or other-
wise), how would it feel resisting a bite 
between sharp teeth? Firm, soft, or perhaps 
it would be something new, incomparable to 
any other sensation, traly new and remark-
able. But she’d die before she ever allowed 
someone such an indulgence, even if it were 
done as an experiment, for the sake of sci-

ence.
Aristotle—or was it only James?—said 

that to will something is to do it. Imagine 
two boys, William and Stanley, standing 
high upon a cliff, looking down in the 
murky waters of the quarry below. Will is 
strong and athletic, with taunt, defined mus-
cles, while Stan is pale, skinny, effeminate 
when he eats, and has weak ankles that turn 
when he climbs up stairs. (What brought

co-o-aAd to-

A/i&’S'tAn/t/A/O/n/cAj (hfi/tits'llttAc' 

^it tasrti' A<4/- 

teni or- (htA/eirto4sie'J,

A/o-eo- eiHHiildi/t/eieArssiiisitif^ a- 

Aiitci Atitnossn/ thA/OTjlif' teie^?

them together is unknown, but that’s how it 
is.) They both feel the same conflicting 
impulses; a fear of the height that makes 
them want to mn away, and a luring excite-
ment about mshing to the edge and casting 
one’s self into the air, turning the stomach 
like a sudden drop. Stanley stays at the 
cliffs top. He didn’t want to jump after all. 
William leaps off and is surprised to find 
that his legs shook only just before he 
pushed off and committed himself, but once 
in the air, he is calm and feels as if he is not 
moving. “There,” he thinks to himself, 
“that’s it. I’ve done it. I’ve chosen, its over, 
its too late now; we’ll just see what will 
happen.”

So I did it, I was that boy who took the 
figurative fall. I made no argument about it. 
Before I leapt, I was thinking I would go 
down to Mexico immediately when it was

over. But after, I just went home, had an 
usual drink, and went to bed. I slept quite 
peacefully. I even attended classes in the 
following days. (I’m sure that my col-
leagues are chilled when they think back 
about how I sat next to them, the very next 
day, and perhaps I even burped, and perhaps 
they even smelled some of what I burped.) I 
overheard many people asking about where 
the girl had gone, but no one asked me 
directly, so I didn’t volunteer what I knew. 
When the authorities did ask me, I replied 
quite simply and frankly. I was sitting at 
home, reading a paper, when the men came 
in, dressed in very inexpensive, 
coarse-looking blazers. They asked me, and 
I told them, and we walked to their car, and 
then they drove me to this jail. I sit here 
while they try to decide whether I should be 
killed, or committed to treatment. My last 
question I’ll be thinking, just before they 
destroy one of God’s best creations with a 
jolt of electricity, or a slow numbing of 
life-long sedation, is if they’ll even admit to 
themselves how their decision about me will 
reflect their own opinions of themselves.

Oh, I know what they’ll say about me. In 
every Middletown all over this country full 
of these people who moved even further 
west from Europe than the original 
Americans whom Hawthorne adequately 
exposed, into the fiat plains, and even to the 
rise further west, these Puritans of the 
Puritans, more zealously hypocritical than 
their fore-fathers; so many old women, with 
silver helmets, bobbing and clucking then- 
heads together, they’ll rush to read every 
word written about me, they’ll eat it up with 
relish and agree, “Oh, how horrible! That 
man is sick, just like those savages I’ve 
heard of. Honestly, I would never want to 
do that.”

Hey, You Cuys, We'^e Still Pun and Cool Here at the SRB
Matt  John sto n , '98

The Student Review Board is pig biting 
mad*. Nobody talks to us. Apparently our 
new titles and informational articles have 
scared off the rest of the student body and 
left us to wield our terrible power 
unchecked. At least that’s the impression

I’ve gotten from various Moon articles and 
the talk around campus. In fact, we have 
made relatively few earth-shaking decisions. 
We have not banned any cute, fuzzy dogs 
from campus, or for that matter, any cute, 
fuzzy fi-eshmen.

So far this year the SRB has struggled to 
make itself into a well organized.

respectable branch of the SIC Student 
Government, and it’s succeeded to some 
degree. We’ve written some very workable 
by-laws and even heard what a few students 
had to say about college policy and their 
actions with respect to that policy. We’ve 
also had the opportunity to see for ourselves 
-Continued on page 7
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Raising Consciousness: A Question
A review of John Searle’s The Mystery of Consciousness

By  Leonard  Kahn , Senio r  Resi de nt  
What is consciousness? You might be 

surprised by this question because it seems 
so easy to answer. What could be more 
obvious? If you can read this sentence, then 
you must be conscious and, therefore, very 
familiar with the matter at hand. So what’s 
the big deal?

The big deal is that, despite our familiari-
ty with consciousness, it is very hard to 
define—or even discuss. Anyone who sat in 
on the question-and-answer period after Mr. 
Aigla’s lecture last fall can attest to this 
point, for when the question of conscious-
ness was raised, we, like so many partici-
pants in a Platonic dialogue, were left in 
aporia.

You should not be shocked. 
Consciousness is a very controversial topic 
among scientists and philosophers, and 
accounts of it are many and difficult. How 
can we make sense of them and progress 
toward an understanding of consciousness?

John Searle’s The Mystery of 
Consciousness (New York Review of 
Books. New York; 1997.) is a good start. 
Searle’s qualifications are excellent; he is 
one of the doyens of contemporary analytic 
philosophy, yet he is concerned in commu-
nicating with (and persuading!) the general 
reader. Though his prose is not always ele-
gant, it is clear and largely free of jargon. 
His book, which is a collection of articles 
written for The New York Review of Books, 
provides two things of value.

First, it gives the reader a concise 
overview of some recent attempts to explain 
consciousness. For example, Searle intro-
duces Francis Crick and his attempt to cor-
relate consciousness with a type of brain 
activity—namely, the synchronized firings 
at roughly 40 times per second of neurons in 
circuits between the thalamus and the cor-
tex. Searle also acquaints us with Gerald 
Edelman’s efforts to explain that the neces-
sary conditions of consciousness are brain 
structures capable of categorizing stimuli, 
recalling these categories, and learning new 
ones.

Any good student of the field could make 
these introductions, but Searle does an espe-
cially good job because of his sharp, direct 
language; his ability to illustrate difficult.

abstract issues with simple examples; his 
common sense; and his acute critical facul-
ties.

Indeed, Searle is at his best when he 
attempts to reduce his subjects’ elaborate 
arguments to an elementary mistake or two. 
Consider Searle’s response to Roger 
Penrose. In his Shadows of the Mind, 
Penrose spends hundreds of pages arguing 
that computers cannot simulate conscious-
ness because they cannot mimic every facet 
of human thought. In particular, there are 
conditions 
under which 
computers 
cannot solve 
a version of 
G o d e 1 ’ s 
proof called 
the “halting 
problem.”
The problem 
in question is 
how to find a 
mathematical 
procedure to 
determine 
whether a 
computation will halt or not (and if so, 
when). For example, imagine a computer 
which is capable of doing nothing but count-
ing through the whole numbers. If it is 
asked to find a number larger than 8, then it 
will simply count until it reaches 9. At this 
point it will stop. Call this a computable 
solution since the number of steps to the 
solution (that is, the number 9) is com-
putable.

Yet if this same computer is asked to find 
an odd number which is the sum of two 
even numbers, then it will never stop 
because no such number exists. But this 
computer cannot deduce this fact from the 
axioms of its systems. In short, the halting 
point is non-computable. However, human 
beings do not need such a computable solu-
tion in order to stop. In fact, anyone who 
gave the problem any thought would not 
even need to begin counting to see the cor-
rect answer. Of course, Penrose uses a 
much more sophisticated version of the halt-
ing problem. A more rigorous proof is on

pages 89-93 of Searle’s book, but the point 
is the same.

When a world-famous mathematician 
such as Penrose invokes a version of 
Godel’s proof, you might be tempted simply 
to smile and nod. Not Searle. His reply is 
short and simple; Penrose draws a conclu-
sion that it too strong for his premises. 
Given the fact that computers cannot simu-
late a particular aspect of mathematical rea-
soning, it does not follow that they cannot 
simulate this reasoning at some other level 
of description. For example, Penrose gives 
no argument to show why a computer can-
not simulate the brain states that correspond 
to progress from a halting problem to its 
non-computable solution. (If you are famil-
iar with Searle’s work, then you might be 
surprised to find him defending computer 
simulations of consciousness. More on this 
in a moment.)

But caveat lector, short, powerful 
responses such as Searle’s are not the whole 
story. In the foregoing, Searle limits the 
validity of Penrose’s conclusion, but he also 
raises very important questions. For exam-
ple, how is it possible for a computer to sim-
ulate all brain activity but not all mental 
activity? What kind of implications does 
this have for those (such as Searle) who 
claim that all mental activity is caused by 
brain activity? Unfortunately, Searle neither 
addresses nor articulates these questions.

Furthermore, not everyone about whom 
Searle writes is satisfied with his account. 
Daniel Dennet and Searle have quite a row 
over the former’s Consciousness Explained. 
Much of the tumult could have been avoided 
if Searle had paid less attention to appearing 
clever. Again, when criticizing David 
Chalmers’ The Conscious Mind, Searle is 
both a crank (“This is [Chalmers’] account 
of consciousness. It is important to keep 
reminding ourselves how counterintuitive, 
how bizarre, it really is” [150]) and a bully 
(“I do not believe that anyone who writes 
such prose can be serious about the results 
of neurobiology” [172]). The poor taste on 
display here needs no comment.

The second thing of value which The 
-Continued on next page
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Mystery of Consciousness provides is 
Searle’s own account of consciousness. 
This account has two parts. The first is 
Searle’s definition of consciousness as 
“those states of sentience and awareness that 
typically begin when we awake from a 
dreamless sleep and continue until we go to 
sleep again, or fall into a coma or die or oth-
erwise become ‘unconscious”’ (5). In other 
words, consciousness is what it is like to go 
through the day - that is, to have pain, to see 
red, to be happy, in short, to be a subject. 
These states are called “qualia,” and as 
Searle puts it, “There are not two types of 
phenomena, consciousness and qualia. 
There is just consciousness, which is a series 
of qualitative states” (9).

Searle’s definition seems unsatisfactory, 
for it simply renames consciousness. 
However, he explicitly distinguishes 
“between analytic definitions, which aim to 
analyze the underlying essence of the phe-
nomenon, and common sense definitions, 
which just identify what we are talking 
about,” and he offers only the former (5). 
Nevertheless, his definition is important 
since many scientists and philosophers, 
including the aforementioned Dennet, deny 
the existence of consciousness as a qualita-
tive state (for example, 99, 120, 194). In a 
moment we shall see why. For now, note 
that Searle’s definition is a claim that our 
intuitive notion of consciousness (alluded to 
in the first paragraph of this review) is real, 
so call the first half of Searle’s account 
“mental realism.”

Searle himself calls the second half “bio-
logical naturalism” (xiv), and it consists of 
his ontology of consciousness. He says that 
“consciousness is a natural, biological phe-
nomenon. It is as much a part of our biolog-
ical life as digestion, growth, or photosyn-
thesis” (xiii). That is to say, consciousness 
is just something that the brain does, even as 
pumping blood is something that the heart 
does.

Of course, Searle is adamant that “brain
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processes cause consciousness” (191). But 
he does not mean that the cause (brain activ-
ity) is separate from the effect (mental activ-
ity); “Look around you at the objects in your 
vicinity and think of the causal explanation 
of the fact that the table exerts pressure on 
the rug. This is explained by the force of 
gravity, but gravity is not an event” (7). In 
other words, though mental activity is not 
descriptively reducible to brain activity, it is

causally reducible.
One of the most interesting consequences 

of accepting both mental realism and biolog-
ical naturalism is that digital computers and 
their programs do not—and cannot— have 
minds. Searle’s argument is as follows:

“1. Programs are entirely syntactical.” 
That is to say, programs do nothing but 
manipulate symbols which have no meaning 
to the program or the computer.

“2. Minds have a semantics.” In other 
words, symbols mean something to things 
with minds. For example, “human” might 
mean a certain hairy, bi-pedal, rational crea-
ture.

“3. Syntax is not the same, nor by itself 
sufficient for, semantics. Therefore, pro-
grams are not minds. QJE.D.” (11-12).

Searle thinks (contra Penrose) that com-
puters can simulate consciousness but that a 
computer simulation of a mind is no more 
conscious than a computer simulation of 
water is wet.

Of course, some are unconvinced by 
Searle’s argument. Dennet, for example, 
claims that all three premises are false (117). 
However, a full discussion of this controver-
sy would take us too far afield. An informal 
bibliography of criticisms of this argument 
and Searle’s replies is on page 126, and an 
expanded version of the argument itself is in 
Searle’s Minds, Brains, and Science.

But what of the mystery of conscious-
ness, this book’s namesake? Searle says 
“We will understand consciousness when 
we understand in biological detail how the 
brain does it” (xv). That is to say, we shall 
solve the mystery when we explain how bio-
logical naturalism causes mental realism. 
Searle is sanguine about the chances for 
such a solution, but he is unable to provide 
good reasons for his optimism, and no solu-
tion to the problem appears to be forthcom-
ing.

Thus, it is clear why many scientists and 
philosophers deny that consciousness is a 
qualitative phenomenon. For if there is no 
such consciousness, then they only need 
give biological accounts of behavior (or 
some similar substitute for consciousness). 
But this is only one way out of the dilemma. 
Other thinkers affirm consciousness but 
deny (some aspect of) its causal relationship 
with the brain. The difficulty is that both of 
these solutions seem to deny the undeniable; 
that is, they seem to deny our most intimate 
experiences or our sciences. Can we (1) 
aw^opev Tag nrjaivopeva and (2) 
aco^opev rag emorepagl Perhaps in the 
case of consciousness, this is asking too 
much. At least for now, the mystery 
remains a mystery, and we are still in aporia.

I have done little more than touch on the 
main issues in Searle’s book; the curious are 
directed to the work itself. But what’s a 
good read without a good conversation? 
Consider dropping by for a meeting of the 
Cognitive Science Study Group. There are 
three sections meeting on weekday nights to 
read about and discuss issues such as these. 
Please send me a note, campus mail if you

SRRcontinuedfrom page 5 
the kind of difficulties the deans face when they 
have to react to a student’s misconduct. So I 
believe that we’ve accomplished quite a lot, but 
we’ve stiU got a long way to go.

I’m sure all of you who were here last semes-
ter remember the uproar over a case of drug deal-
ing on campus, and I’m also pretty sure many of 
you thought, “Isn’t this just the sort of incident 
the SRB was created to handle?” Well, rest

assured, that’s exactly what we were thinking 
too. In lieu of that incident the SRB is working 
with Mr. Carey and Ms. Miller to set up a student 
liaison to participate in higher order investiga-
tions and disciplinary actions. This is a big pro-
ject and many questions of legality and confiden-
tiality are bound to arise, so we need YOUR 
help. Write us letters, stop us in the hall, leave us 
long, rambling phone messages, whatever it takes 
to get our attention. We, more than anyone else, 
want to make the SRB do what it was created to

do.
That’s all. Thanks in advance for all your help.

Matt Johnston, for the members of the SRB: 
Kevin Blankenship, Mike DiMezza,
Ming Fu, Jennifer Rogers, Janene Santo

*For more info on “pig biting” see “Tony 
Anger”, ‘96-’97 Moon articles.



Fishing Out of Water
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By  Shane  Stump , '01

My body trembles and aches, my head 
hangs in perplexity. Just the thought of it, 
the mere inkling of my memories. The 
knowledge that it’s there, that they are there. 
The rivers as much as the trout ignite an 
uncorralled passion around me, through me. 
I have been snatched, taken by the silver 
currents, tugged on by barbless hooks prick-
ing my heart and delicate dancing flies 
swimming in my dreams. Haunted by 
streaking golden flashes exploding inside 
the crystal molten waters I have been so 
honored to know. I cower in awe at the sen-
tinel like sycamores embracing the river’s 
edge. This ache scours my skin, engender-
ing animal like desperation. I have become 
a helpless lover -a permanent infatuation has 
devoured the tangle of my drifting soul.

It could be a mutiny within my spirit, (a 
blasphemous deception, a mortal sin), to 
honor and cherish seven feet of tubular 
tapered fiberglass bom somewhere in the 
promised land of the Montana range. 
Regardless of what this confounded bond to 
a slinky object is, it is marvelous; I become 
my own conductor of a fiery-quiet art. With 
my little rod, (and Neanderthal like tech-
niques), I can cast myself beyond all of 
life’s tattering conflicts, beyond my mortali-
ty. I can drift like a tightly tied black deer 
hair beetle into an eddy of serene revolving 
epiphany. I can resolve the hidden wounds, 
expunge my boiling rage, extinguish my

By  Shane  Stump , '01

Stranded shipped off and branded
for a crime that I'm not aware
I'm in the middle of nowhere, isolated from
all others
I call out for my brothers
Wishing they were here
then all the sudden I feel a tear
rolling down my cheek, my legs get weak
On my knees I fold my arms and put my
head inside
for I feel that have died

greedy thirsts (of course not including my 
thirst for all beloved trout). Standing shin 
deep and performing with love each flex and 
waver of wrist with hope, letting myself go 
and feeling my little Winston bend like a 
blade of grass tilting in the warm summer 
breeze. Feeling some extraordinary connec-
tion, some spirit flying like extensions from 
my fingertips singing its own silence. I lis-
ten to it all transcending, melting into the 
murmur of cold ebbing waters, liquefying 
into the lineage of earthen blood merging on 
its journey towards some sea, some cloud, 
some sky, some flesh or spring foliage 
sprouting, expanding to the comers of all 
realms, tangible or not.

So I cast and stalk, waiting, hoping, 
watching, fishing. Fly fishing because in a 
hard world where enduring needs a helping 
hand, it shines personalized colors on the 
great gift and chance of existence. “Give 
me liberty, or give me death.” Fly fishing 
and all it encompasses is my liberty, my har-
bor from a chaotic sea. My savior from any 
tme or symbolic deaths. I have been cap-
tured and therefore am freed. When I am 
extracted from this eternal paternal boyhood 
engagement I am lessened like a fruit lack-
ing juice.

For when I am there at the footstep on 
the edge of nature’s flowing, mysterious 
ebb, I am drenched in silently coveted pastel 
hues, shrouded in a vigorous geyser spurting 
with some sweet recognition of life, made 
circular and involved in the purity of living.

Ugly Buzzard
but now I have shed my tears and shown my 
fears
so I stand and look across the land
I cry for help in a horrid yelp
screaming let me out of this dream
I clinch my fists and pound the ground
Sitting down I gaze feeling
Like I’m trapped in a rat maze
Calling a god, I want to be heard
In the distance I see a bird
floating over the sea coming straight at me
I don't move an inch, not even a flinch
As the bird grows in size my spirits begin to

I realize that I am ALIVE!
Reccurring methods while asleep; I lift 

treasures from the chest of my enduring 
memories. Dreamlike are the fringes of a 
silver gleaming glow magnifying an allure 
of that which is sacred. I see my father’s 
smile and I understand my own, as I amble 
towards that truest truth. Sometimes I just 
watch my little brother’s prodigious, vigor-
ous casting which automatically links him 
and all of us to the majesty of air, water, 
trees and trout. I fondle an illuminating 
respect that has become engrained, by the 
soundwaves of nature, in the pulse of my 
heart. And this rhythm it dances unre-
strained, unbefouled, sweet and nectar-pure.

Life, containing its contours subjective to 
other partial realities beyond our moderate 
control, can be evasive, damning, and rough 
compared to the symphony of our joys. But 
hurrah, there enters the treasure of nature 
and its enduring undercurrent of quiet brava-
do lining our fragile hearts. In the nitty-grit-
ty of life’s dealings it is those few things 
that ignite a furious passion in us, passion 
beyond compromise or control, that lay 
claim to who we are.

So I fly fish. In times forlorn and times 
fascinating, in times exhausting or electrify-
ing, I go fly fishing. Trying to condense all 
experiences into that truest truth. To pursue 
those circular etchings under my skin, those 
tangled scars and cashed poems that make 
us us.

rise
Faster and faster the bird flies 
looking straight into my eyes 
Its claws grab A hold tightly and bold 
It soars into the sky 
I feel high
Not looking back at that awful place 
my mind begins to race 
Towards the horizon I see a shining light 
the day has become night.



Gabriel and Ian at the Movies
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By  Gabriel  Gryffyn . 'oo  and  Ian  
Stone r , '99

Christmas has come and gone, and as 
always, that annual orgy of avarice and thin-
ly veiled consumerism has put us in a deeply 
spiritual mood. So for our reviews this time 
around we chose to take in a couple of 
movies that turn to spiritual lore for their 
inspiration, movies that take this inspiration 
and turn it into a pop-culture event with all 
the wow-eem of Christmas.

FALLEN

Oh no! The evil (or perhaps just misunder-
stood) angel Azazel has chosen to vent his 
wrath on, of all possible humans, that 
paragon of virtue, that diamond in the 
rough, that type-cast detective/sex god, 
Denzel Washington! Much like a St. Johnis 
tutor, Azazel has a bad sense of humor and 
speaks Greek and Aramaic. But even worse 
than this, Azazel can take control of the 
body of any living creature, so that our hero 
cannot even turn to the loving paws of his 
cat for solace. And much like a St. Johms 
student, Denzel can't get his mind around it.

Fallen features (ahem) performances by 
Donald Sutherland (as Denzel's boss) and 
John Goodman (as himself again) and a 
(ahem) plot only a mother could love. 
Always predictable, never engaging, filled 
with gratuitous characters, and obnoxious, 
pretentious cinematography. Fallen really

delivers. That is, if you are a drooling veg-
etable with bad taste. No, really, donft go 
see this movie. Our suggestion is that you 
do some Mad Libs instead. They will be 
more lyrically poetic, moving, and thought 
provoking.
Here is one to start you out:
(Name of person on Moon staff) and (name 
of another person on Moon staff) went to 
see a (noun) that (past tense verb) out to be 
(derogatory adjective.) They were very 
(unpleasant state of being) and wished that 
they'd (mind rakingly boring activity) or (a 
physical labor) instead, (negation) again 
will they make the (noun) of paying (small 
sum of money) and squandered (number) 
hours of their (plural noun) to see such an 
(expletive) (adjective) (noun)!

Rating: The Surgeon General has deter-
mined that smoking has no effect on fallen 
angels.

The Prophecy

If Fallen didn't provide your recommended 
daily allowance of angels, old bibles, and 
cheese, then turn to video and rent the 
Prophecy. For while the plot, the characters, 
and the dialogue may be of debatable quali-
ty, the Prophecy has an ace up its sleeve: 
Christopher Walken. Yes, Mr. Walken is 
cool enough to make any mediocre movie 
cool.
(The reviewers would like to note the fol-
lowing important exceptions: 1. McBain, 2. 
Mouse Hunt 3. Communion)

The "airtight" plot centers around the second 
war in heaven, prophesied in an as-yet- 
undiscovered chapter of Revelation. The 
war is due to a second schism among the 
angels, this time due to man's favored posi-
tion with God. The war will hinge upon the 
soul of a man who spent his life in the ser-
vice of Uncle Sam, and numerous eyeless, 
hermaphroditic, and patient angels duke it 
out for possession of this valuable commod-
ity. Christopher Walken plays the archangel 
Gabriel, bringing this character to life like 
none before him. The only thing standing 
between the angelic forces of evil, headed 
by the unstoppable Walken, and helpless 
invalid children everywhere is a smalltime 
cop who washed out of seminary. One may 
think this to be an uneven match, angels 
being immortal, hermaphroditic, and all, but 
one will be surprised at how much a small-
time cop can accomplish with a little elbow 
grease.

While we do not pretend that this is a 
high quality picture, Chris Walken is more 
than enough to make it thoroughly entertain-
ing. Plus it is nicely photographed, and it 
has old, dusty, leather bound books. (And a 
brief appearance by Ian's favorite actress, 
Amanda Plumber.)

Review: For review, please see Revelation 
23:12.

St. John's Film Society Cares About You!
No, really, we do! Seriously. Well, we're fond of you at any rate.

Ok, ok, we just want your input.

Don't complain, explain. The Film Society wants to know what you want to see, and we will be choosing some of next years films from 
your suggestions. If there are films you would like us to consider for the upcoming 1998-1999 school year, please drop a list including: a 
brief description of each film and why it should be shown into the campus mailbox of Gabriel Gryffyn. Lists must be in before Spring 
Break to be considered.

Other Film Society Aimouncements:
The Film Society will be meeting every other Wednesday in the private dining room at 12:15. The next meeting this semester will be 
Wednesday, February 11. All are invited and welcome to attend.
If you would like to leam how to project future film society movies (this year or next), meet Jeffrey Reed in the Senior Common room at 
5:30 pm on Saturday, January 31.



St. John's Bailers Undefeated in 1998
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By  Shawn  Watts , '00

Let's get it all out of the way. Yes, I 
have been a slackass and left you all devoid 
of sports news for a whole month. And, yes, 
you haven't been able to get along without 
it. But, you made it through. Good 
Johnnie!

Most important news first. The St. 
John's College basketball team finally 
pocked up a win. The Johnies manhandled 
their opponent getting out to an early lead 
with the help of solid defense and a high 
powered run-and-gun offense that was 
impressive to say the least. At the half St. 
John's found themselves with their first half-
time lead of the year 30-21. Thirty seconds 
into the second half the Johnies were up 14. 
They lead by as much as 21 early in the sec-
ond half, but lost some of the lead when 
their conditioning started to catch up with 
them. However, there was never a serious 
threat from the opposition though they did 
pull to within six points late in the second 
half. However, when it was all over the

Johnies won 65-54. Again, none of the stu-
dent body showed up to support their cham-
pions.

For all the Michigan fans that feel that 
you got screwed by having to share the 
National Title with the Nebraska 
Cornhuskers you have an argument. 
However, there never would have been any 
controversy had you systematically disman-
tled Washington State the way Nebraska did 
to Tennessee. By eeking out a win against a 
mediocre-to-good Washington State you 
made only half of your National Champion 
bed. But, hey—you still get to lie in it.

By the time this article comes out, St. 
John's will realize that I called it months 
ago. Exactly what did I call? The Green 
Bay Packers will be Superbowl champs. So, 
if you did as I told you and put all the 
money you could find on them at the begin-
ning of the season, then you should at least 
double your money or better. My heart is in 
it for the Broncos, but my brain is telling me 
otherwise. Final score—Green Bay 28, 
Denver 21.

College hoops is looking more interest-
ing by the day. There have been more early 
upsets this season than in any recent season. 
Some early season surprises are:
1) Michigan- The Wolverines have sound 
some way to beat lots of good teams, even 
amidst rumors of recruiting violations and 
the firing of longtime coach Steve Fisher.
2) Hawaii-Who? That's right—the Rainbows 
are beating not only good teams, but some 
of the best including Big 12 powerhouse, 
Kansas. 3)Princeton-The Tigers are the 
only Ivy League team that can come close to 
competing with the big boys in the NCAA. 
What is most surprising is that not one play-
er on the team has an athletic scholarship or 
a g.p.a. below a 3.0. Princeton is 13-1. 
Their only loss came to then number one 
North Carolina. Princeton even lead that 
game for 34 of the 40 minutes (they just did 
not lead in the one minute that counted-the 
last one). Come tournament time, my mon-
ey's going on white boys.

-We hope that's from his heart, not his brain.

ALCIBIADES
Goes  to  the  L»6RAf?Y. , ,
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reality dues will skyrocket jan 30.

Herr Feddersen to Engage in "Mindless Fun" During Reality Weekend
Citing fact that he too will need it

By Rene Feddersen, '00

After beginning to sell tickets for Reality 
Weekend, the sophomore class began to 
realize that the freshman class has no idea 
of what reality really is. This, naturally, 
hasn’t changed. After a solid year’s worth 
of Plato and Aristotle-you freshman are 
beginning to get the gist of this yourselves- 
none of us sophomores have become any 
wiser, at least not in a quantifiable way. 
What is reality? Help me!

Play on words aside, coming to grips 
with Reality-the event-is not a simple task. 
People’s impressions are strong, and also 
vary strongly, participators and absentees 
alike. Even people who have never attend- 
ed-often strongly asserting that they never 
will- seem to have a very good idea of what 
it’s all about. But the most noteworthy 
aspect about this discussion is that there 
seems to be no middle ground. From what 
I’ve heard I can only say that students either 
love it or hate it. So where to begin? How 
should one reconcile these two camps and 
arrive at a definition that will satisfy you?

The typical non-and-never-will-

attendee’s attitude-and I last heard it spoken 
only yesterday-is that Reality amounts to “a 
bunch of drunk kids breaking bottles”. To 
put it frankly, this person is right. From the 
experience I had last year-and I will not 
hesitate to extrapolate-. Reality, at large, is 
a no-holds-barred catharsis of a year’s 
worth of perplexity and hard work. For 
those particularly zealous participators, the 
attitudes of “I deserve this” and “I’m going 
to make this worth my while” issue forth, 
resulting in a tireless pursuit of sense stimu-
lation and gratification.

I would not say that this approach is 
entirely unfortunate. If you have worked 
hard all year and feel that this pleases you, 
then go for it. What I do feel is unfortunate, 
is that this attitude takes over entirely, 
blocking all other channels of enjoyment 
and appreciation. Taking this into consider-
ation, the decision to stay away by those 
students, who do not enjoy this kind of 
event, is justifiable and fair. The only 
grudge one could hold against the non-
attendees is that there has never been an

attempt to change this.
If there is one thing that defines Reality 

this year, it is such an attempt. There will 
still be an ample amount of mindless fun for 
those of you who will need it (I will need it, 
too). What we do hope to achieve, however, 
is a Reality-weekend that attracts everyone. 
The combination of ideas and venues 
presently floating around should already 
achieve this. If in doubt, please let us hear 
your opinions and suggestions; and espe-
cially for those of you who have never 
attended and swear you never will, please 
give us the benefit of the doubt and attend. 
We need to break this pattern. Reality is for 
everyone.

Tickets will be on sale at the entrance to 
the cafeteria Mondays, Wednesdays, and 
Fridays. Reality will cost you only $12 until 
Friday, January 30th, after which the price 
will increase to $15, and continue increas-
ing in increments after that -all price 
increases will be announced.
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Letter from the Editor Credits
To the College Community,

This weekend Evan, the dedicated paper-writing senior, appointed Adrian Lucia to take 
his place as main schmoozer and co-editor of The Moon. Adrian was a gigantic help this 
weekend: he harrassed people for articles and did an amazing job doing layout with a new 
computer program.

This letter is to once again remind the students, staff, and faculty of the school that The 
Moon is the responsibility of everyone. The newspaper will only be as good as the work 
that we put into it is good. I know that there are many of you out there that could con-
tribute fabulous articles, pictures, and opinions, but don't. We need your work!

One of our projects this semester is to do a joint issue of the paper with our Annapolis 
counterparts called The Moonfly (their paper is the Gadfly). If you have any ideas that you 
think would give Annapoloids a picture of what we are like, contribute it. The Moonfly 
issue will probably come out after the writing period.

Thanks to all the great Moon staffers that have put in tons of time and energy.

Carisa Armendariz 
Editor

Thanks be to Santa
Thank you. Secret Santa, for your generous gift. What a splendid surprise!

Mrs. S. Martin
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The Moon serves St. John’s College in Santa 

Fe, New Mexico as an independent bi-weekly 

student newspaper. Opinions expressed here 

represent the views of their authors rather 

than those of the College. Issues are distrib-

uted at no charge to students, faculty and staff 

on the Santa Fe campus, and yearly subscrip-

tions can be obtained for $35. Tax-deductible 

contributions are welcome. We solicit sub-

missions from all members of the College 

community. Staff and contributors meet 

Wednesdays at noon in the SJC coffee shop. 

Material for the next issue should be submit-

ted by 6 pan. on Friday, February 6. We 

INSIST that work be submitted in text format 

on a 3 Macintosh disk along with a typed, 

double-spaced copy including the author’s 

name and phone number. Please edit your 

work (remember two spaces after a period). 

Hard copies without disks are acceptable in 

certain circumstances. Please do your best to 

self-edit your submissions -some recent con-
tributors have left too much up to us poor edi-

tors (remember things like putting two spaces 
after a period). The Moon reserves the right 

to edit and to reject any submission.


