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Scientific Survey 
Reveals Ape-like Men 
at Saint John’s College

by Brady Parkhurst

Fifty-four Saint John’s students, faculty, and 
staff were asked to answer a recent survey about 
physical traits. These traits are all rudimentary 
traits. As rudimentary traits they have no func-
tional use. Our pre-human ancestors had them 
and used them, but since they are no longer 
used, they are present in only a few people and 
in a greatly reduced form.

Several people who had all three of the traits 
asked me whether this meant that they were not 
as highly evolved as other people. No, there is a 
long list of rudimentary traits which I did not ask 
about, and everybody has a few.

However, a trend did appear in the results of 
two of the three questions asked. First, sharp 

(canine-type) teeth are 
a predominately male 
trait. Of those who 
said they had this trait 
69% were male and of 
those who said they 
did not have this trait 
only 25% were male. 
Second, the ability to 
move the entire scalp 
back and forth (show-
ing the presence of 

certain muscles in the front and back of the 
head) is also a predominately male trait. Of 
those who answered yes to this trait 61% were 
male and of those who answered no only 43% 
were male.

Apparently the men at Saint John’s are ape-
like. But wait, we men are not ready to grow 
lots of hair and become vegetarians (like the 
gorilla) yet! Sharp teeth are present more often 
in the males of other anthropomorphous apes as 
well. Sinee it was true with our ancestors that 
the men had sharp teeth we can be excused for it 
now. As for the scalp, the numbers are close 
enough to 50/50 that it could be a statistical

Student Judicial Committee Emerges

Fig. 2. Human Ear. modelied 
and drawn by Mr Woolner. 

a. The projecting point.

by Honor Moody 
Sophomore Class Representative

The recent change in the alcohol policy has 
elicited endless discussion. Very little, however, 
has actually been done. Student Polity has dis-
cussed this (probably even more than students at 
large have) and has decided upon several meth-
ods to address the root causes of the change and 
student discomfort with the way in which it was 
instituted. We feel these to be, but not to be lim-
ited to, 1) a lack of communication between stu-
dents and administrators, partially caused by the 
gradual weakening of student Polity in the last 
few years, 2) a lack of communication between 
students themselves, and 3) the blatant disregard 
of state and federal laws.

One possible remedy, which was discussed 
very early on, is a student judiciary committee, 
which would take over the Assistant Dean’s cur-
rent role of judge and jury. The Assistant Dean, 
Mr. Cook, was oveijoyed at the prospect. With 
the administrative go-ahead only one difficulty 
remained. We had to write an amendment to the 
constitution and convince two thirds of the stu-
dent body to vote for it. A committee of Polity 
members volunteered to write one, and the fol-
lowing document is the product of much toil. It 
is not final. This is a tentative draft with a vari-
ety of problems, both textual and conceptual. To 
correct these we need your help and input. We 
have attempted to actively solicit them by speak-
ing to those of you whom we could convince to 
listen to us, and by holding an all-college semi-
nar on Tuesday, October 15. I know that it was a 
Tuesday night, and I know that juniors and 
seniors had essays due on Monday, but only 
twelve people even signed up, and only three of 
those showed. Those of us who have not only 
invested our time, but who also believe that this 
is an important, although not the only, step to 
building a strong community in which we would 
like to live are begging you (we would sit in 
ashes if we could) to read this and eomment on 
it. Please send comments via campus mail to any 
polity member, particularly Andrew Ackman, 
Jason Bielagus, Mary Dietsch, Meri Gots,

public; 3) the procedure for electing members to 
the committee; 4) the role of the investigator; and 
5) the name of the proposed committee. We dis-
cussed these issues at the seminar on Tuesday, as 
well as whether there even needs to be commit-
tee. The very idea of a mechanism to regulate 
our behavior is offensive to some. While Polity 
believes that a judicial committee is the way to 
go, you may not. We are only your elected rep-
resentatives and interested members of the com-
munity. If you disagree with us, we need to 
know.

Once we had resolved to have a committee, the 
biggest cause for debate was the nature of the 
relationship between the committee, its members 
and polity. This difficulty is closely related to 
the procedure for electing members. As many of 
you know. Polity elections are a joke. For 
starters, seminar tutors don’t bother to hand out 
ballot slips, and even worse, most people have 
only a vague idea how the people they are voting 
for will behave in Polity. While this is a sad 
state of affairs, the elastic clause, which allows 
any student to join Polity and become a voting 
member on the completion of their third consec-
utive meeting, remedies this. Were elections to 
the judicial committee held in the same fashion 
as polity elections have been, there would be no 
guarantee that the student body had in fact veri-
fied the legitimacy of the committee members’ 
ability to represent us as a community. This 
would be entirely antithetical to the purpose of 
the committee. By having Polity elect members, 
the hope was to avoid having to hold bullshit 
elections. In light of our goal of rebuilding a 
community that would police itself, as well as 
take Polity and its elections seriously, to assume 
that the student body is apathetic is to admit 
defeat before we begin. That said, we hope that 
you will offer us a better way to hold elections, 
so that the committee members are people whom 
you trust and respect and are willing to listen to. 
One suggestion, which was voiced at the seminar 
on Tuesday, was to have people nominate them-
selves and write an open letter concerning their 
views, and why they think that they should be on 
the conunittee. These letters would then be sent

peculiarity (especially considered the small 
number of people asked about it). (Since I’m on 
the subject of the scalp, Darwin mentions a fam-
ily with this trait, “the present head of the fami-
ly, eould, when a youth, pitch several heavy 
books from his head by the movement of the 
scalp alone; and he won wagers by performing

Rebekah Jongewaard, Mia McDaniel, Su Walker 
or Honor Moody. There are several parts of the 
tentative proposal about which we ourselves are 
in dispute, including 1) the relationship between 
the committee / committee members and Polity; 
2) whether the hearings should be open to the

to the entire student body, who would then vote.
All comments and ideas are welcome. •

Note: Copies of the SJC Constitution will be 
available across from the switchboard.

this feat.’’)
The third trait turned out to be too uncommon 

to glean any trends from it. The question was 
whether the point in the ear shown in the dia-
gram was present. This trait is actually from our 
ancestors that lived so long ago they were not 
even apes. Think of furry animals with ears that 
come to a point, cats for instance. This is the 
same point. It has grown smaller and folded
inward. •

j Buchenhauer Says Goodbye
jby David Johnston 
jthe Moon Staff
1 Nancy Buchenhauer, beloved St. John’s Tutor, 
Iwill leave Santa Fe to teach at the Annapolis 
jcampus beginning January 6th. Ms.
jBuchenhauer came to the Santa Fe campus as a 
•tutor in 1980 and has never taught in Annapolis.
1 Asked why she will leave, Ms. Buchenhauer 
[responded, "The pollen has gotten to me.” Her 
[allergies have progressed to a twelve-month-a- 
1

year battle. She claims to be “living on aspirin”. |
Ms. Buchenhauer earned her undergraduate[ 

and masters degrees in classics at Cornell, and' 
her Ph.D. in the same field at Brown. Excellent' 
tutors will be found to replace her in her three[ 
current classes for the spring semester. She was[ 
unwilling to venture a guess as to her replace-1 
ments. '

Ms. Buchenhauer is a cornerstone of the facul-i 
ty, and will be greatly missed by everyone on the[
Santa Fe campus. • |
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Corner
by Don Cook, Assistant Dean

I don’t have much to say this 
week. How rare! It hardly seems 
possible that we are more than half 
way through the first semester. 
The campus seems quiet with 
everyone hack in the academic rou-
tine after the disquieting events of 
the first three weeks. Am I operat-
ing under an illusion?

Mr. Carey and I still need to meet 
with members of the Student 
Judiciary Committee of the Student 
Polity to work out the details of the 
Student Disciplinary Board.

The Halloween party is next 
week and will be dry for the first time ever. Can 

I St. Johnnies have a great party without alcohol?
! I hope so. Alcohol was brought to Octoberfest

by some students who camped at the site the 
night before. Also, a college van was damaged. 
It was not the greatest example of responsible 
student behavior.

I hope the preceptorials go well for the juniors, 
seniors, and G.I.s. Good luck on the first semes- 

[ ter essays for freshmen and sophomores.*

! “Of The Exxons, By the 
General Motors, and For 

the Duponts”
Ralph Nader Speaks on the Real Issues

by A. EddyBlouin, '93

On Friday October 11 about 300 people, 
including about 20 Johnnies stood around in the 
Statehouse rotunda, waiting to hear Ralph Nader 
sj)eak. Nader, the longtime consumer advocate 
initially made famous by his book Unsafe at any 
Speed, is the Green Party candidate for President. 
Abe Guttmann, the Green candidate for the 
Senate, took the opportunity on to speak to the 
crowd, warming them up for Nader. He encour-
aged us to hope, fight cynicism, and prevent the 
loss of grass roots campaigning. Guttmann also 
reminded us of the Greens we have in Santa Fe, 
namely, city councilor Chris Moore, and munici-
pal Judge Fran Gaillegos.

But enough local stuff, this crowd was here to 
see “the most trusted man in America”, the can-
didate who would speak to us honestly about the 
real issues, not whether the Pentagon should get 
$10 or $11 billion. After a half hour delay, 
Ralph Nader walked up to the podium, and we 
weren’t disappointed.

Nader quickly got to the two main themes of 
his speech and his campaign: 1) We need a new 
kind of politics and campaigning. 2) Our democ-
racy has been weakened by corporate power. 
Nader laid out the connections between the

*Pkhafi/t/
by the Aficionado, Dane Owen,
A Snob Among Us

A.S the holidays rapidly approach I would like 
to deal with an issue of profound importance not 
just to you but also to how others .sec you. To 
smell or not to smell, that is the question of this 
issue. This is not in tcfcrcnce to the more 
bohemian of our student friends, but rather die 
cork. It is quite possible that osei the holiday 
season we may find ourselves in a restaurant oi 
even in a friend's home, where we may be hon-
ored with the job of deciding whether the wine is 
fit to drink. This is the moment of truth. Are 
you or you not worthy of the task? How can 
I tell if you are? It is very simple. After the cork 
has been pulled it is usually placed in front of die 
person making the fateful derision about the vin-
tage in question, the reason for this being that the 
cork is die only thing keeping the wine from oxi-
dizing and becoming putrid swill. The cork is 
inspected for some indication as to how well it 
has done its Job, What a person does with the 
cork tells me so much aboui their ability a.s a 
wanl-ui Ilf sommclifi that I am ciihcr loiccd lo 
laugh snidcly at tlicm. or smile appreciaiively at 
their .skill. What sort of actions would provide 
such an extreme range ol cmotion.s. you may 
ask? Well. 1 shall tell ytiu.

If when die cork is placed belore you, you pick 
It up and pinch U helwccn your fingers checking 
its consi.sifiicy and resilience and looking lo sec 
if the wine has seeped beyond the top of the 
cork, I shall smile.

Why? Because you know that it the cork 
crumbles or if the wine has stained the cork all 
the way lo the top, it is an indicaium that oxygen 
decline of society, the increase in corporate prof-
it, and general political corruption. Whether he 
was talking about CEO’s, the HMO market, or 
politicians, Nader’s mantra was “There is too 
much power and wealth in too few hands.” As 
Nader presented it, international corporations, 
which have no vested interest in the United 
States, pay big bucks to politicians, and therefore 
have those politicians in their back pocket. 
Because of this, corporations can engage in 
unchecked “corporate crime and violence,” 
Nader’s most memorable example being tobacco 
companies who, knowing that if a person reaches 
19 without taking up smoking, he is unlikely to 
take it up later, have become “child molesters.”

Nader threw out some compielling economic 
statistics. This year Canada will spend 11% of its 
economy nf health care, which is universal cov-
erage for all, with people having the freedom to 
choose their own doctors. This year the United 
States will spend 15% of its economy on health 
care, a system in which 40 million people have 
no coverage, 20 million are insufficiently cov-
ered, and most HMO’s dictate what doctors one 
can see. For Nader there is no mystery to this. 
The pharmaceutical companies, HMO’s and the

might have reached the wine, h may, in the case 
of the cork being stained, also mean that the wine 
has been baked, that is to say, the wine was 
stored improperly and has become too hot, 
When a wine is “baked” often the expansion of 
the Squid causes the wine to force its way past 
the cork, thereby staining the cork to toe tc^. If 
the wine is baked, it may also be accompanied by 
discoloration and other strange effects that gener-
ally cause the wine to appear to be well beyond 
its years, bnt only in the bad ways. This cork 
staining also occurs occasionally when wine is 
brought from sea level to higher elevations. It 
does not mean necessarily that toe wine will be 
oxidized, but toe potential is there.

If when the cork is placed before you, you pick 
it up and smell it, I shall laugh. I will laugh 
because corks smell like cork and the only wine 
experts who smell corks are on late night TV 
reruns from toe seventies. The only reason one 
should smell the cork is if one has forgotten what 
a musts cork smclN like and for some strange 
reason desires lo remember, but please do not do 
it m public. It is. however, important to have 
smelled cork at s<«ne point in your life because 
that is exactly whal a wine thai has been oxidi/cd 
due to cork failure smells like.

So, after inspecting the cork and smelling fee 
wine and finding it to smell nothing like the cork 
that you did not smell, you should look at the 
wine lo sec that it is not malien/ed (does not 
have big chunks of sniff In it), That being done, 
you may laste it. If you have done your job cor-
rectly, you will never laste a bad wine, and more 
importantly, you will never pour a had glass ol 
wme for me. •

private companies who now run many of the hos-
pitals in our country with an eye on profit, have 
pushed health care costs to great heights, and 
there’s no way that their profits would continue 
under a universal system. Hmm? Do these com-
panies give money to Republican and 
Democratic campaigns? Again—Too much 
power and wealth in too few hands.
Nader pointed out that the issue boils down to 
human rights vs. corporate rights. “Human rights 
should always have supremacy.” Another well 
known statistic Nader mentioned is that the top 
1% of the population has as much wealth as the 
bottom 90%.

If you believe these statistics, then Nader’s 
response is both inspiring and overwhelming. A 
change will come if we talk, person to person. 
The work is in “learning, reading, and reevaluat-
ing.” WE have to free ourselves from con-
sumerism’s “low-grade sensuality, including 
junk food and soft pom.” Nader posed the ques-
tion “Why are we not growing up civic but cor-
porate?” Using the words of Daniel Webster he 
called us to push the human spirit and focus on 

(continued on p. 11)
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Bigwigs To Drop 
French Program?

by David Johnston
the Moon Staff

A high source revealed to The Moon that the 
St. John’s College Joint Instruction Committee 
is seriously considering dropping French from 
the curriculum. The proposed language tutorial 
would consist of four years of Greek and 
Englsih studied concurrently. The source, a 
member of the Joint Instruction Committee, 
said they may call another meeting this year. 
Two such meetings in one year is extremely 
unusual.

The current language program consists of two 
years of Classical Greek and two years of 
French, interspersed with logic and English 
prose and poetry. Abandoning French would 
constitute the greatest change to the curriculum 
since Latin and German were dropped.

Advocates of the change say that four years 
would allow students to gain a more thorough 
knowledge of a foreign language than two 
years' study does. James Cohn, a tutor in Santa 
Fe, suggests that the problem is that French and 
Greek are simply not taught as well as they 
could be.

“It would be very unfortunate for the College 
if we dropped French from the Program. 
Losing French—a living foreign language— 
would encourage a kind of provincialism we 
can ill afford at St. John's. I would hardly say 
that studying Greek or English poetry was 
wrong: and I don't suppose anyone on the facul-
ty would sincerely argue that the French literary 
tradition lacks greatness. The arguments I have 
heard against teaching French amount to peda-
gogical difficulties, namely, that it takes too 
long to reach an interesting level of compe-
tence. We have, of course, never said such a 
thing about teaching math or lab. We ought to 
admit that learning languages—which used to 
be the hallmark of education—takes time. I 
strongly feel that we could improve our French 
pedagogy, and I have invested considerable 
energy in trying to do so, including the recent 
experiments with French assistants. Could St. 
John's survive without French? Of course. 
Would it be a better college? I guess I don't 
think so.”

Denise Loya, St. John’s student, doesn’t think 
the change is a good idea either. “I don’t know. 
Princess de Cleve would lose all its flavor if we 
read it in Greek.” •

page 4

As i woke, i began to boast 
how good it came to be, 
i rose in time to dine 
and discuss philosophy.

i set my pace, this was no race 
sat still in soft cool grass.
Ate my muffin, drank my coffee, 
fell asleep and missed my class.

-david korb
The Moon, Issue 5

REALITY
by Joshua Goldberg
the Moon Staff

Trouble in Afghanistan
This week I will depart from my usual format 

of byte-sized news blurbs in order to speak in a 
little more depth about one story that I included 
in last issue’s column. Many people asked me if 
this was the fake story, and I wish that I could 
say that it was. The story of which I speak was 
about the fall of the Afghan capital city of Kabul 
to an Islamic rebel group known as the Taliban. 
Their seizure of power has already had great con-
sequences within Afghanistan, and threatens to 
be of great importance outside of it as well.

The current unrest has its roots in the Soviet 
Union’s cold war occupation of Afghanistan 
from 1979 to '92. Rather than simply allow the 
Soviets to expand into the already volatile 
Middle East, the U.S. Government provided aid 
to those resisting the Soviet occupation, the 
mujaheddin. At the time, the State Department 
thought that the mujaheddin were fighting a lost 
cause, and that the American aid would only buy 
some time. However, they succeeded in driving 
the Soviets out of their country (and probably 
even contributed to the breakup of the Soviet 
Union that followed). Pakistan, however, had 
thought of this eventuality, and was worried 
about the prospects of a strong resistance move-
ment right next door. Thus, when the American 
aid was funneled through Pakistan, it did not go 
to any one resistance group, but seven different 
resistance groups. Consequently, when the 
Soviets finally left, there was a power vacuum, 
and the two largest groups fought it out for con-
trol of Kabul. In the end, a moderate Islamic 
regime was installed with Burhannudin Rabbani 
at its head. However, the remainder of the coun-
try was still pretty much run by local strongmen, 
who collected “taxes”, and administered justice 
with different degrees of honesty.

One common problem was that of transporta-
tion. Bands of highwaymen roamed the roads, 
demanding “tolls” in return for safe passage. In 
1994, a truck convoy belonging to some promi-
nent Pakistanis was hijacked. The owners 
appealed to their government to help them out. 
So, the Pakistani Government encouraged stu-
dents in the Afghan reUgious schools run by fun-
damentalist groups to arm themselves and come 
to the rescue. Approximately 2,000 students did, 
and got the convoy released. Unfortunately, they 
did not stop there, but continued on to Kandahar, 
Afghanistan’s second largest city, and captured 
it. Today, they are known as the Taliban, and are 
in control of the capital.

The current situation is that the TaUban has set 
up a government based upon the principles of 
strict Islamic fundamentalism. This poses sever-
al problems:

1. Human Rights
The Taliban do not have a wonderful record in 

this department. In towns that it has previously 
captured, the shura (assembly), composed of the 
elder Taliban members and religious figures in 
the area, acts as judge and jury, removing hands

(In a Nutshell)
and feet for fairly minor offenses. As soon as 
they entered Kabul, the mutilated body of ex-
president Najibullah was strung up in the middle 
of town.

2. Treatment of Women
Under the new regime, women will lose many 

of the rights that they have grown used to. For 
instance, they are no longer allowed to attend 
school or hold jobs. Women have been whipped 
in the streets for failing to cover their faces. In 
fact, many girls in the northwestern city of Herat i- 
are being sent across the border to Iran where 
things are more liberal, so that they may get an 
education.

3. Regional Stability
The Taliban’s successes will have an impact on 

the dynamics of the region. First of all, the 
Pakistani government backed the Taliban 
because the Taliban has been keeping the high-
ways safe. These highways are important trade 
routes for Pakistani businessmen dealing with 
central Asia. These businessmen will benefit 
from the Taliban’s victory.

In addition to the business-related aspects, 
Pakistan is also interested in increasing its influ-
ence in Afghanistan in order to limit the influ-
ence that Afghanistan’s western neighbor, Iran, 
can exert. However, the rise to power of a Sunni 
Muslim government could exacerbate Sunni-Shia 
tensions in Pakistan.

The spillover risks may not be limited to 
Pakistan and Iran. Some of the former Soviet 
republics, such as Turkimenistan, Tajikistan, 
Uzbekistan, and even Russia herself are very 
concerned about the possibility of the Taliban 
exporting their revolution.

4. Threats to American Interests
There are two main threats that the United 

States faces. First, the Taliban is strapped for 
cash. This means that it is quite likely that they 
will turn to drug trafficking for a quick buck. In 
fact, they have already imposed a standardized 
opium tax of ten percent.

Second, Afghan freedom fighters have a nasty 
habit of popping up all over the world wherever 
Muslims are fighting guerrilla wars, including 
Egypt, Bosnia, Kashmir, Riyadh, and the World 
Trade Center. A Taliban success would likely 
bolster their forces. ►

The takeover of Afghanistan is by no means 
complete, but is an issue that must be watched 
very, very carefully. If it is not handled correct-
ly, it could balloon all over south-central Asia 
and the Middle East, and that would mean real 
trouble.

(Incidentally, nobody managed to find the fake 
story, in which I said that Finland and Denmark 
are engaged in a dispute over environmental 
practices in a border town. Not only were the 
environmental practices made up, but so was the 
name of the border town. Come to think of it, 
the whole gosh dam border was made up also.
For shame!!) •
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Sympathy for the Devil
by JM MacDonald
the Moon Staff

It would seem that there are no tough decisions 
this week. What with freshmen reading the 
Apology, the villains of the week ought to be 
Meletus, Anytus and Lycon, the men responsible 
for doing in everyone’s favorite Attic gremlin, 
the son of Sophroniscus, the bravest, wisest and 
most upright man Phaedo ever knew, and the 
inventor of Socratic irony—need I say it?— 
Socrates.

But that would be preaching to the choir. 
Nobody’s angry with those guys. Everybody 
loves ’em already. Most freshmen realize, 
despite the brevity of his cameo, that Anytus is 
the hero of the Meno. And the sly answers 
Meletus gives Socrates at his trial reveal the 
magnitude of his genius. Besides, if it wasn’t for 
these guys, we wouldn’t have the Phaedo.

But the real topic of controversy is Sir Isaac 
Newton. Juniors have just begun to bask in his 
glow and are being lured into his mutually attrac-
tive universe. Beware! cry the jaded seniors. 
Newton’s worldview is a gingerbread house, and 
if you are not careful, he’ll throw you into the 
oven. Forget Descartes’ six days of Creation; 
Newton is the serpent with an eye toward storm-
ing Eden. The apple that hit him on the head fell 
off of the Tree of Knowledge, and he made 
applesauce out of forbidden fruit. He offers to 
make ye like gods, but he’s left the seeds in, so 
the whole brew is laced with cyanide. He makes 
curves out of straight lines, and if that isn’t 
sophistry, what is? He’s the bitterest, most petty 
genius ever, and repelled by his wife’s pubic hair 
on their wedding night, he died a virgin. And all 
that talk about ‘the most perfect mechanic of all’ 
makes it plain that the man’s a Mason. Need we 
say more?

Aw, c’mon! reply the juniors. He’s just about 
to make the world make sense, and you’ve gotta 
poop on our party with your velocities approach-
ing the speed of light. We’ve got vectors, we’ve

got conservation of momentum, we’ve got space 
travel, any month now we’ll get gravity, and then 
we’ll know what always seemed suspect in 
Aristotle: dropped rocks go down. We believed 
it then, but soon we’ll really KNOW it. As soon 
as we can figure out what he’s saying.

To tell you the God’s honest, I don’t want to 
touch this one. Instead, I’ll pander. Seniors 
immersed in Einstein can loosen up about 
Newton and how wrong he was. Juniors tread-
ing water in choppy Newtonian seas can see that 
the Principia just might be a barrel of fun. I 
offer the following comments on the problem of 
how a horse can drag a stone if the stone is 
pulling on the horse as hard as he’s pulling on it. 
It is dedicated to my muse, Amanda Poole, who 
demonstrated this beauty, and I am indebted to 
Mr. Cohn, who opened my eyes to the possibili-
ties of [highly irregular] anapestic tetrameter.

The force that the horse 
exerts on the course 

Is met and resisted
by an equal-sized force 

Which the course pushes up
on the hooves of the horse.

And so it is, friends,
that the horse can go forth 

(In a frictionless vacuum, 
which Nature abhors).

Of this strange insight,
Principia’s the source.

You can grasp its odd truth
with Bart’s notes or Densmoie’s. 

But if this seems too strange, 
it could surely be worse:

This is Newton’s third law,
thank God there’s no fourth.*

^Sports
Sputterings

by Tim Wolff
the Moon Staff

A great wise man on a soap opera once said 
that a doctor can’t let his emotions be involved 
with his patients. They should say the same for 
sentimental sportswriters. Alas, it will be the 
Braves and the Yankees in the World Series. 
But at least the Cardinals took the series to seven 
games, which few who claim to be in the know 
thought would happen. I guess there’s always 
next year, though for the first time in seventeen 
years Ozzie Smith will not be the Cardinal short-
stop. However, we can stiU rely on Braves fans 
to remain obnoxious. That whole ‘Tomahawk 
Chop” thing was cute in the beginning, but now, 
some five years later, it’s time to put it to rest. 
Sure, it’s insulting to a lot of people, but that’s 
the only good thing about it. Let me put it this 
way: If most basesball fans’ celebrations were 
dances, then Yankees fans would celebrate with 
a Salsa, Dodgers’ fans with a Waltz, and Braves’ 
fans with a contrived version of the Achy- 
Breaky. Maybe you’re thinking to yourself that 
I’m just jaded since the Cardinals lost. I think 
that would be unfair. It’s really because the 
Braves won. But enough about heartbreak and 
the cruel world.

In the happy world of the NFL, the Broncos, 
Redskins (I like the Redskins’ fans), and Colts 
are all still rolling, while the Jets and Falcons 
remain winless. Speaking of winlessness, there 
is still no winner in the “Great Raef Byers- 
Richard Martin Challenge Race” to seduce 
freshmen women. Raef seemed to be jumping 
ahead by making eye contact with a certain 
beautiful freshman, but it turned out she was just 
staring at the huge zit on his forehead. Then we 
thought we saw Richard making progress by 
conversing excitedly with a very cute freshman 
girl, but when we came close enough to listen 
we only heard her say, “Please don’t come 
behind the circulation desk—I don’t want to 

(continued on p. 7)

off the record
collected by AC Walker
the Moon Staff

HE WHO HAS EARS, LET HIM HEAR! To keep this little strip going 
1 need more submissions. Non-seniors may again be disappointed to find 
no representation here. I am too. So put on your off-the-record ears, and 
write down what they hear. Submit quotations to me through campus mail, 
or by calling x4302.

“Satan’s saying, ‘that God—what a swell guy...’ You don’t see God say-
ing, ‘Hang in there... one of the team.'” — Matt Bartels

“So this doesn’t work in a blackout, huh?” — Mike Jerominski on Einstein

“OK. 1 hafta wash my forehead.” — Sarah Morrison

“I don’t want to consider it a drug; 1 want to consider it a food.” — John 
Agresto, on alcohol

“I mean. I’m no mathematician (and I don’t care either), but I’m just a little 
skeptical.” — Jennifer Beyss on Rutherford’s model of the atom

‘Take a comb and go like this [waving his imaginary comb]. What are you 
doing? You are radiating through the universe, and you are sweating like 
mad.”— Mr. SwentzeU on Rutherford’s model

“It’s really weird to have your synthesis of the manifold be through a par-
rot.” — Richard Martin on “Un Coeur Simple”

“There’s nothing random about crackers.” — Anne Kniggendorf on deep 
physics stuff

“These things add up.” — Seth Brown on why the Dracula production 
needs an additional $1000 from Polity for unnamed expenses.

“Well, it’s God... like, of course, some of his necessity is going to drip on 
us.” — Katie Papagiannis
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☆HoroscopesLooking Back at Anger 
or

I Love It When You Squeal
by Cobalt Blue

My philosopher-farmer-mentor Zeke used to 
always say as I was shoveling shit from the bam, 
“If you can’t say anything nice...then you’re 
probably in New Jersey.”

Keeping this in mind I ‘d like to address this 
whole pork-eatin’, Tony-Anger, festering-sores- 
on-the-college’s-buttocks issue. That Tony real-
ly gets my goat. That is, if I had a goat, he 
would get it. I guess he could get somebody 
else’s goat, but that would be stealing, and I 
could never condone that, and even if he did get 
a goat, he shouldn’t give it to me, because I live 
on campus, and there are strict rules about keep-
ing pets in the dorm rooms. I guess he could get 
my goldfish, but that really isn’t very impres-
sive. Besides, the last goldfish I had spent far 
too much time sleeping on the surface of the 
water. But alas, I digress. Let us return to the 
farm and discuss the important matters at hand.

Now maybe I’m just opening a can of Spam 
here, but I think Mr. Anger has some very seri-
ous hostility issues that he needs to deal with. 
Maybe he needs to seek some professional help, 
or maybe he’s just projecting his own problems 
onto the graduate students, in which case he 
should buy some Preparation H. But anyway... 
I’m not usually one to advocate self-help groups, 
being that I’ve only attended two; S.W.O.P. 
(Socks Without Partners, for all those 
unmatched socks who have lost their significant 
others in fatal yet unfathomable incidents 
involving clothes dryers) and D.A.M.N. 
(Drunkards Against Mother Nature, whose sole 
intent was to get snookered and hit trees, rocks, 
and as much wildlife as possible in order to 
prove our superiority over the outdoors).

But I think that Tony really needs to come to 
terms with his pig bitin’ problem. I mean, I was 
lucky. I stopped before it got out of hand and 
ruined my life. All of my imaginary friends 
were doing it, and I really felt the peer pressure, 
but I just said “No!” to pig bitin’ and I’ve been 
clean and kosher ever since. Tony has got to 
realize, like myself, that what he needs is love 
and understanding and not a mouthful of swine 
to be happy. He’s got to realize that what he 
really needs is a hug and not a pork by-product 
to feel satisfied. It won’t be easy, but the effects 
are noticeable. Take it from me, I once stopped 
drinking for two weeks and lost a whole fourteen 
days.

I tried to locate the local chapter of the P.B.A. 
(Pig Biters Anonymous) in hopes that they could 
suggest some other ways that Tony could deal 
with his ire, rather than masticate cloven-hooved 

(continued on p. 8)

by Carisa Armendariz
the Moon Staff

Scorpio (Oct.24-Nov.22) Caution, caution, 
caution, Scorpios. With the Sun and Mercury in 
your 12th house you must watch that your ego-
centric selves do not become the focus of tdl that 
happens in the world. Perhaps you are still feel-
ing a bit into your own thing at this time, so I 
give the advice that you not give advice. But do 
continue to examine your life, your psyche, and 
all the powerful ambitions that you have for 
yourself

Sagittarius (Nov.23-Dec.22) Halloween is an 
excellent time for you to begin to extricate your 
pagan self, so build that pagan altar you’ve 
always been so curious about and dance about it 
in a wild frenzy. After you have honored your 
favorite pagan goddess you should meditate 
about the true state of your being, but if you 
don’t quite know what that true state is, chant as 
the wise Cowboy Junkies chant, “ I open my 
mind, I don’t get it.”

Capricorn (Dec.23-Jan.20) With Venus and 
Neptune in a trine with the earth signs (yes, 
Capricorn is an earth sign) your interest in the 
simple idealism of beauty and dreams will be 
positively affected. What do you find beautiful, 
what do you dream about? Well, if you had 
enough sleep to actually have dreamed about 
anything meaningful, besides running to class in 
everything but your clothes, think about the sig-
nificance of your dreams and reflect in order to 
get closer to that person that you dream about 
(you).

Aquarius (Jan.21-Feb.l9) After having had a 
pretty hellacious time lately, I am quite elated to 
say that we should be out of this trend, because 
our ruling planet, Uranus, is out of retrograde.. 
So, with that crap behind us, the Sun and 
Mercury in our tenth house will push us towards 
achievement in some important area of our lives. 
If, however, you are not feeling as enlightened as 
I am, I recommend that you see some kind of 
mental authority quickly and run to the book-
store and buy a copy of Catcher in The Rye by 
J.D. Salinger.

Pisces (Feb.20-Mar.20) Pisces, the dreamer, 
can unfortunately be easily disillusioned due to a 
topical, unrealistic understanding of complex 
issues. But that is all in the past because your 
ruling planet Neptune, having turned direct, 
gives you a lovely connection to the world of 
those departed, and oddly enough, this may be 
just the connection you need to begin to under-
stand the complexity of your issues. Read any 
books by dead people, Pisces? Well, in the very 
odd case that you don’t, I recommend Incest by 
Anais Nin. And I leave you with this very inter-
esting quote from this pained but fascinating 
woman, which if you can understands, nicely 
epitomizes the essence of you sign: “ Je prends 
conscience de mon pouvoir.”

Aries (Mar.21-Apr.20) With Venus complet-
ing a quincunx just before Halloween, a mildly 
negative aspect will be cast on the more pleasur-
able things in your life. Yet, animals are going 
to be supportive and sensitive companions.

What does this mean? Well, Aries, you tell me. 
It is now 3:57 a.m. and I am not interpreting the 
stars as I should be. But this I do know: Saturn 
and Uranus in a sextile within your sign will give 
you the comfort you need to coddle your way 
into some sense of the word reality.

Taurus (Apr.21-May21) A trine with Venus 
through October 29th will give you a strong 
understanding in partnerships. You will have 
more energy for projects due to the Full Moon in 
your birth sign October 26th. All of this is good, 
right? Well, only if you let your stubbornness 
out of the way and listen to the concerns of oth-
ers. Then all continues well in the world of 
Taurus.

Gemini (May22-June21) Did you know that 
you possess psychic abilities? If you were not 
previously aware of this fact, the Full Moon in 
your 12th house highlights this ability. At this 
time you know much more about others and will 
be able to dissect their puny little psyches. 
November begins with Venus improving your 
mood for the better. There are all kinds of things 
you have the power to do at this time. Go out 
and do something, Gemini.

Cancer (June22-July23) Say goodbye to 
your old Cancer self and get ready to move on to 
a rebirth of your person. This is all due to 
Uranus on the edge of your 8th house, which 
basically means that you have the advantage of 
progress of the soul and change. What do you 
not Uke about yourself? Do you lack a sense of 
unpredictability, are you a boring person? 
Unfortunate for you, but take the big plunge into 
an interesting life and finish that bottle of vodka 
you’ve been sipping at for a year. (I know that 
all of you underage Cancers will not have any 
alcohol in your rooms, so go ahead, get a carton 
of your favorite smokes from the Sophomore 
class.) And as my favorite tutor advocates, “Life 
through chemicals.”

Leo (July24-Aug.23) After having Mars in 
your sign for most of October, the energy that 
you exerted should be more channeled. Use 
your efforts to stabilize your life and home. Leo 
tends to dramatize situations, resist the urge to 
freak out about odd happenings. Last of all, I 
urge you to help out other people at this time 
because they need you more than you could ever 
know.

Virgo (Aug.24-Sept.23) With Mars entering 
Virgo on October 30, Virgins (Is this the correct 
way to classify more than one Virgo? Ha,ha.) 
will be more competitive than ever. This trend 
will continue on for an indefinite amount of 
time. Competitiveness can be a good thing if 
used to provide inspiration for others, not to 
make yourself the center of attention.

Libra (Sept.24-Oct.23) Have you by any 
chance been snippy with people lately? If so, 
spend some time alone. You need to decide 
what you want in life, or at the very least, what 
your gut feeling is trying to tell you. Early in 
November, with Venus moving through your 
sign, you should focus on your appearance. 'This 
will make you feel good in addition to adding to 
the spiritual strength you will have gained from 
spending time thinking about yourself.*
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I Opening Questions ?
For holidays I sometimes like to call in a 

guest columnist, in much the same way that 
the casts of Happy Days and Laverne and 
Shirley mix on special occasions. So, this week 
I have a Halloween article written hy Amy 
Robertson (A98):

AR,
I have been having trouble trying to decide 

what to dress up as for Halloween. I am hop-
ing that you will be able to offer some advice. 
I have narrowed it down to two alternatives— 
to go as either Ptolemy’s eccentric or epicyclic 
hypothesis. Please help.

Astronomically Confused 
AC

I would like to first commend you on your ded-
ication to the Program. After giving this some 
thought (I am busy, you know), I have surmised 
that the epicyclic hypothesis is the way to go. 
Imagine your torso as the deferent, draw your 
hand into a tight fist (for this is the planet) and 
keeping your arm rigid, rotate your shoulder. As 
this is likely to be tiring (and perhaps tiresome), I 
would suggest preparing by doing a few curls 
down at the gym. I urge you not to attempt to 
recreate the eccentric hypothesis for I imagine an 
endless series of cartwheels would have to be

by Salvatore Scibona 
the Moon Staff

Most of us are going home in two months. 
Most of us are going to have to shift gears pretty 
drastically.

For freshmen, the experience often trauma-
tizes. Ask an upperclassman about it. You leave 
home, maybe for the first time, come back, and 
you can’t talk to anybody anymore. All those 
friends who you used to be able to talk with for 
hours about absolutely nothing are taken aback. 
“You never questioned that before.” “But you 
know what I mean.” “Why can’t we just eat 
dinner?” I don’t want to intimidate anyone 
who’s going home again for the first time, only 
warn you: it can be more frustrating than you 
may expect.

Certainly some of us have had no problems fit-
ting back in to Portland, Oregon; Lake Forest, 
Illinois; or wherever. Some have already lived 
away from home a long while and have already 
watched themselves grow out of who they were, 
but many of them even find themselves having 
permanently lost the ease and comfort of their 
old relationships.

Anyone who comes to this college sincerely 
must be willing to have his thought, his speech, 
and his passions confronted and perhaps over-
thrown. Taking one’s education seriously neces-
sitates the willingness to build a new mind—and 
probably a new self. To make ourselves, as 
Socrates exhorts us, better, braver, and more

performed with an occasional pause and reversal 
to account for the appearances. The resultant 
nausea would just not be worth it, even for 
Ptolemy. So, good luck. I look forward to see-
ing you whirling about campus.

AR
P.S. Perhaps you would feel more in harmony if 
you considered the Copemican hypothesis.

AK,
My friend. I’ll call him Richard M. or R. 

Martin, has very had gas. I think that it 
makes him unhappy. How can I help him 
without embarrassing the poor fellow?

Tony
Tony,

There are several different types of gas, and I 
suppose there are also different remedies for 
each—I won’t go into listing them here because 
that might get real icky. It’s a good idea in any 
case to try and keep the colon clean; this can be 
achieved with enemas. Potato juice is a good 
idea. N.W. Walker, author of Fresh Vegetables 
and Fruit Juices: What’s Missing in Your Body? 
writes:
"The juice of raw potatoes, combined with that of 
carrot and celery, is a boon to those suffering 
from gastric, nerve, and muscle disturbances. .
active people, we cannot help appearing differ-
ent. If we have changed, we will look like it and 
sound like it. Our families want us to do well. 
They want us to succeed, to get smart, to be good 
people, but very often (as we will find ourselves 
doing) they will also want us to stay the same. 
And we come to odds with one another. You 
want me to be a good person, don’t you? Yes. 
That means I have to get better? Certainly. 
Then I can’t stay the same.

Of course, St. John’s doesn’t have a patent on 
this tension. But unlike other schools, we try not 
merely to cultivate a particular discipline (repair-
ing engines, reading Latin, smashing atoms) but 
to cultivate character through exposure to a slew 
of disciplines. That’s what liberal education is. 
While the conflicts between ourselves and our 
backgrounds and between ourselves and how we 
present ourselves do not present themselves only 
to Johnnies, they do present themselves especial-
ly to us.

If we go home and find ourselves retrograding 
out of habit back into who we were because it’s 
easier, because it’s more comfortable, because 
we don’t want to take the trouble of forming new 
relationships on new premises, then we sacrifice 
that for the sake of which we thought and read in 
the first place. Unless we refuse to give up the 
drive to become better, braver, and more active, 
refuse to pretend that we are just as we always 
were, then we miss the point of this college. We 
all ought never to forget what we are studying 
and what we have studied, and never to let the 
discomfort of others’ expectations cow us out of 
our own progress.*

.One pint of this combination is addition to one 
pint of carrot, beet, and cucumber juice daily, has 
often given complete relief from these discom-
forts in surprisingly short time, provided meat, 
fowl, and fish were eliminated completely from 
the diet.”

I warn you: if you’re going the juice route, 
STAY AWAY FROM CABBAGE JUICE!!! 
It’ll cause gas which is the “result of waste putre-
factive matter present in the intestines being bro-
ken up by the cabbage juice, which causes a 
chemical reaction to set in....sulfureted hydrogen, 
a foul smelling gas, being the outcome of cleans-
ing elements in the juice acting on and dissolving 
waste matter” (Walker).

I don’t know this person you’re worried about, 
but I wonder if the problem might be due to lack 
of good posture?? You know how compression 
is... Is it possible that he just likes to pass gas? 
You asserted above that it makes him unhappy, 
but my cousin, well, he just likes to make the 
noise.

And, umm. I’ve been thinking about something 
all the way through this article that I, umm, 
haven’t known how to articulate. I want to be 
delicate about it, but, umm...do the words, “I 
have this friend..." mean anything to you?

AK*
... Sports Sputterings, cont'dfrom p. 5 

have to call security.” You can still place your 
bets as to who will win, but as the legendary 
Paul Cadden-Zimansky put it, “The day one of 
those two losers seduce a freshman girl is the 
day that people will think their lecture review is 
enjoyable reading.” In connection with the chal-
lenge race, I want all women to know that securi-
ty can be reached by dialing “0” from any cam-
pus phone...

In Hockey news, it’s still too early to tell the 
contenders from the pretenders, but there is no 
pretending when it comes to New Mexico’s 
newest hockey team, the Scorpions. For those 
interested in Minor League Hockey, we will try 
to organize an SAG trip to a game or two, pro-
vided there is interest. Just contact me and I’ll 
see if 1 can get it together. Warning for those 
new to hockey: If you couldn’t stand the cat dis-
sections, don’t bother goin’ to the game, because 
players sometimes get hit so hard that they spend 
more time on ice than Mr. Goldfarb’s favorite 
scotch.

Speaking of ice, I want to personally thank the 
anonymous person who ran to get ice for Mr. 
Carey after that frisbee hit him in the head (I’m 
sure it was an accident—or a Braves fan).

That’s it for this busy week in Sports. I’ll 
leave you with this trivia question (the first per-
son to send me the correct answer in campus 
mail receives an Oakland Raiders car sticker): 
Who was the last AFC quarterback to win a 
Superbowl? See ya’ next time, probably with a 
new World Series Champion. Until then, keep 
your feet on the ground, and keep reaching for 
the stars!*

Sam on Home
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Tony Anger says, 
"No Hippies"

by Tony Lagouranis
the Moon Staff

When Tony Anger’s beloved editors asked him 
to cover the St. John’s Octoberfest, he happily 
took the assignment. I thought it would be a 
good opportunity to grease up my ulcers with a 
few bratwurst and treat my nerves to the cool 
mountain air. So I packed up my family poUca 
cd’s, put on my lederhosen, and headed up to 
Hyde Park. But Tony Anger didn’t find any 
Octoberfest, dear reader, instead I stumbled upon 
an S.A.O.-sponsored degenerate hippy love-in. It 
was no less than a drunken orgy of shameless tie- 
dyed longhairs playing with their frisbees and 
smoking their drugs in the light of day before the 
plain sight of God and man. Half dressed and 
drug addled couples were strolling out into the 
woods unsupervised to do heaven knows what; 
bongo playing freaks were playing their so-called 
music while communing with their nature gods; 
I even saw one young sophomore spawn of Satan 
girl rolling in the dirt and twigs, moaning incom-
prehensibly, while Mark St. John, the groovy

page 8

self-styled Jerry Garcia of the Liberal Arts, 
strolled happily among this motley crew. Well, I 
was fit to be tied. I beat the ground with my 
fists, bit my lips in rage, and flayed my back with 
my own suspenders.

I’ve had just about enough. I’m pig-biting 
mad. Tony Anger hates hippies. These flower 
children, barely through suckling their mammies’ 
teats, think that they know how the world works 
and can throw it in our faces. Well, Patrick 
Nash, you can’t run the world on your groovy 
hair, peace symbols and Janis Joplin records. It 
takes bare knuckles and guts and Tony Anger’s 
got 'em. Do you want to get back to nature? 
Tony Anger hates nature. The way I see it, the 
only time you become one with nature is when 
you’re dead and buried... and I’ll be happy to 
help any of you freaks get there any time.

I for one don’t want you on my campus any 
more. When are the good people around here 
going to stand up and reclaim what is ours?

Here is Tony Anger’s message to the Hippies: 
Take a bath and go back to Berkeley.

P.S. Hey Russ Dribble- The newspaper that 
you are reading right now is paid for by student 
Polity. That’s undergraduate money. So if it 
makes you cry, just remember that I never asked 
you GI’s to read it anyway.*

... Looking Back, cant'd from p. 6

mammals. Unfortunately, rumor has it that the 
closest chapter of the P.B.A. is in Ireland. The 
nearest thing I could find was the P.G.A., which 
I thought was the Pig Goaders Anonymous, but 
turned out to be just a lot of guys in plaid pants 
and funny shoes trying to hit a little ball with a 
club on a big, well cut lawn. Somebody ought to 
tell those guys they would be a lot more success-
ful getting that ball in the hole if they made the 
hole bigger. But alas, I digress again. So much 
stupidity, so little time to make fun of it. 
Anyway... Not many people realize how big of a 
problem pig biting is. I mean, despite the den-
tists' warnings that pig biting can lead to cavities 
in the teeth and gums and is very annoying to the 
pigs involved, there are still a lot of closet pig 
biters out there. It might be reaching near-epi-
demic proportions even as we speak. Tony is 
really in luck though, because there is a 24-hour 
pig bitin’ hotline manned by G.I.’s with their 
degrees in psychology and sociology to help him 
and others like him adjust to a non-pig bitin’ 
society.

I want all of you G.I.’s to realize that if Tony 
fails, it’s really not his fault. It’s our fault. It’s 
society’s fault. Tony is weak. His spine has the 
solidity of a jellyfish. He needs our help. So 
next time you see him, take him by the hand and 
say, “I really admire you, you filthy undergradu-
ate.” Or if you’re feeling more informal, take 
him in your arms and shout, “I love ya, ya dirty 
undie!!!” Only with support like this can Tony 
ever change his angry ways.

Maybe if we all work together we can put an 
end to this pig bitin’ madness. Maybe we’ll find 
a cure in our lifetime. I just thank God that I 
stopped before it was too late.*

David Johnston; Mr. Nader, I’m the editor of 
the St. John's College student newspaper. 1 just 
wanted to ask if you had anything you wanted to 
say to the student body at St. John’s College.

Ralph Nader: Yes, I think they should be part 
of New Mexico PIRG [Public Interest Research 
Group] .... There are twenty states with public 
interest research groups funded by students, full 
time staff, citizen advocates, grappling with the 
problems of the state, connecting classroom to 
the community, and developing critical civic 
skills which most colleges don’t teach on behalf 
of the students. I think that they should be part 
of New Mexico PIRG which is based at the 
University of New Mexico.

Also, it's important to have courses with actual 
hands-on problem solving chosen from some 
area of the community. Citizen skills are impor-
tant in all of the technical and vocational skills 
that you learn. What good is it to have a techni-
cal skill if you’re not an active citizen in the 
next fifty years with all the awesome problems 
confronting our society?

ATALAYA
RESTAURANT-BAKERY

• Johnny-owned and operated •
serving seasonal regional american and international cuisine

show your St, John's student I.D. and receive 

with the purchase of any pastry
offer good until 11.6.96!

II

320 Suadalupe 
982.2109

open
sun-thurs, 7-9 

fri and sat, 7-10
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Letters to The Moon
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An Open Letter To Tony Anger 

Mr. Lagouranis,

I understand that part of your shtick as a writer 
for The Moon is to use colorful language and to 
play at being a jerk. I even accept that it’s possi-
ble I should just lighten up and disregard your 
article altogether. However, some of the things 
that you write are representative of opinions 
held by more individuals than just you alone.

You appear to have two issues. The first is the 
use of the computer room by students of the 
Graduate Institute. The second is the very exis-
tence of the Graduate Institute and the character 
of the students accepted by the same.

There is some doubt in my mind that the facili-
ties of the Meem Library computer room exist 
only by efforts and contributions of the under-
graduate Student Polity. If you are correct, and 
the students in the G.I. have contributed in no 
way to resources that we use, then it’s a problem 
you are right to bring up. I invite you to come to 
a Graduate Council meeting and offer your sug-
gestions on how such a situation might be recti-
fied. Graduate Council meetings are held every 
Thursday at 6:30 p.m. in the Private Dining 
Room. Feel free to bring your diimer.

The “Neanderthals” of the Graduate Institute 
are not going away. It surprises me that you 
even notice our presence. I don’t recall anyone 
ever being deprived of a classroom because of 
my Sanskrit tutorial. I’m certain there are no 
Johnnies having seminar around a moss-covered 
stone for want of a table usurped by us, the sub-
humans. If our poor grunts and coos concerning 
our shared intellectual heritage are bothersome, 
then you teach us all about it, Mr. Lagouranis.

Your sense of superiority is unearned. I was 
an undergraduate at Annapolis for two and a half 
years and I agree that what you are being offered 
is a “great liberal arts education at the best col-
lege that the world has ever known.” I wish Td 
had the foresight to finish the program, instead 
of finally returning to school at the degree mill 
called the University of Texas at Austin. But the 
virtue of St. John’s is not yours as a man. You 
just got lucky enough to choose the school that 
many students in the Graduate Institute wish 
they’d known about years ago. Whether that 
choice will make you a free man or just an unin-
hibited windbag remains to be seen.

The next time you feel like your anger at the 
students in the G.I. is boiling over, you are per-
fectly welcome to come chase me with a broom-
stick. I would find it most amusing.

Russ Dibble
Graduate Student in the Eastern Classics 
Program

My dearest Tony Anger,

It is time; the veil is to be lifted. You have 
never known that I was among you, you and 
your precious undergraduate order. More mys-
terious than the druids, as secret as a coven, and 
harder to penetrate than the Masonic handshake, 
so it has been with your impenetrable undergrad-
uate society at St. John’s—UNTIL NOW!!

That’s right Mr. Anger, there is a spy amongst 
your kind. Due to the insolent nature of your 
last Moon article, I am forced to reveal myself, 
forced to teach you humility, and forced to shat-
ter your imaginary defences. I AM THE DARK 
CLOUD GRADUATE STUDENT. I AM THE 
LIGHTNING WHICH YOU CALL POST-
GRADUATE WORK AND NOW I’M TONY- 
BITIN’ MAD.

In your comfortable sanctity you have let your 
guard down and I slipped in between the cracks. 
Is it possible? A graduate student who could 
pass as a “real” student? An outsider who could 
flourish in the stuffy air of your pretentiousness? 
Yes, it is possible and it is I, Todd Macon, your 
fiiend, your “fellow student”, your confidant and 
trusted “Johnnie”. Who could have guessed that 
I was a graduate student; who could have 
dreamed? But it is a reality. No, I am a reality. 
I am the knowable to your imagined, the stark-
ness to yom delusion, the Form to your shadows.

You see Tony, what you fear is not the blem-
ish on your exclusive ass, but rather the Truth 
that your angry Greek ass was nothing but a con-
glomeration of false pre-suppK)sition, snotty tra-
dition, and pimples the size of your bloated 
head. You mock us, Tony, because you fear us. 
You fear us because you know that soon, all too 
soon, you will lack the courage to continue 
onward, like us, after your verdict and sentence 
is dished out to you in the form of your St. 
John’s diploma. Where will you go, Tony? To 
the computer lab? To your comfortable dorm 
room? To the placement office? These places 
will not harbor your displaced resentments, 
Tony, nor will the kind community of people 
whom you have slighted, slandered, and misun-
derstood. By closing and keeping exclusive 
your short period in small place, you have closed 
and excluded yourself from the world around 
you. Tony Anger, I damn you to a life of loneli-
ness and student loans.

And this from someone whom you thought 
was a “safe, desirable” person. Your own inso-
lence and vanity has been your downfall.

Love and curses from your favorite G.I.,
Todd Macon

P.S. Just to show you how greatly you have 
misjudged the Graduate Institute, I challenge 
you to an arm-wrestling bout against our cham-

pion, Cary Stickney.

P.P.S. It shouldn’t have to be said, but kudos to 
Tony Lagouranis for his keen sense of satire. 
This letter is to be taken as seriously as his arti-
cle, however, I feel it necessary to point out the 
fact that in every satire there is a small grain of 
painful, irritating truth. Such is the case with 
undergraduate-graduate relations. Tony has 
brought to surface an issue which is rarely rec-
ognized, much less discussed. The classic books 
of the Western Tradition are not the exclusive 
discussion of the small population which is the 
undergraduate classes of St. John’s. They are 
simply books and are accessible to any willing to 
crack their bindings. When a small number of 
those undergraduates who complain of intrusion 
stereotype and resent graduate students, they do 
nothing to further the “purity” of the knowledge 
discussed at St. John’s. Instead, these students 
deny themselves and others around/outside them 
the sharing of perspectives which is the human 
condition. The authors of these books solidified 
their thoughts in writing so that others might 
share in their ideas. “True,” some might say, 
“but those others can do that elsewhere without 
making my program at St. John’s seem less rig-
orous.” In response to this, the value of your 
knowledge and your education should not 
depend upon the external and undependable 
presence of its reputation. If it does, I don’t 
think you read well enough. I for one expected 
a community of intellectually inclined students 
to be a warm group eager to welcome any per-
son who shared the same interest in how 
thought, truth, and the human condition is repre-
sented in the Western Tradition. I still believe 
this possible.

Public Apology
In the last issue of The Moon, an article 

appeared entitled Bon Vivant by the 
Aficionado. It was written by JM MacDonald, 
Alex Zavracky, and myself. An article of the 
same name written by Kelly Stirman appeared 
in the second issue of The Moon. The second 
Bon Vivant was intended as a spoof of the first. 
Mr. Stirman had no knowledge of it prior to 
publication. It has been pointed out, and quite 
correctly, that to publish an article which might 
be attributed to someone other than the author is 
a breach of journalistic ethics and an abuse of 
editorial power. I take this matter quite serious-
ly, and apologize to Mr. Stirman. I take full 
responsibility for any offence caused by our 
actions.

David Johnston, Editor
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The Robin and the Transcendental “I”
An Interpretation of Mr. Pesic’s Lecture on Francois Viete and the Origin of Algebra

page 10

by Raef Byers and Richard Martin
the Moon Staff

Tim: Can a bird be taught virtue? Or does a 
bird have virtue by nature? Or does a bird have 
virtue by the gift of the gods? A bird? What’s 
the being of a bird? Or is a bird always becom-
ing? Does a bird have a telos? Is that telos its 
virtue?
Raef (entering): Hey Tim! What are you doing? 
Why are you wearing a bed sheet? Isn’t that 
Richard’s?
Tim: Raef, Nature has moved me to philoso-
phize. I am trying to return to the beautiful 
vision of nature that the Greeks once had. This is 
my toga, symbol of Greek enlightenment.
Raef: Hey Richard! Come out here! Check out 
Tim.
Richard: What? Tim! That’s my bed sheet! 
What the hell? I’m going to have to sleep in that. 
Tim: Raef, Richard, today I am reborn. I am a 
new Tim Wolff. I was once lost in the creations 
of modernity: Levi’s jeans, plaid shirts, stereo 
systems, country music, televised sports, toaster 
ovens, etc. etc. But now I have returned to a sim-
ple way of being. God is Nature. Nature is God. 
In comprehending their unity with man, I can cel-
ebrate my knowing like the rooster celebrates the 
dawn, “Cock-a-doodle, cock-a-doodle, cock-a- 
doodle-DOO!!”
Raef: Oh my God!
Richard: O.K. Tim, that’s enough! Give me my 
sheet back!
Tim: As I was driving home today, I was think-
ing how much I loved my car, my 1987 5-speed 
Honda Prelude, my Kate Moss. Its red color, its 
nice seats, its 0-60 acceleration in 5.3 seconds. 
But then over the stereo system, I heard Kant’s 
voice, ‘Tim, Timothy Wolff, do you really know 
your car in itself? Isn’t your car only known to 
you by your senses and categories? The noume- 
na of your car is none of those things you imag-
ine. Another being could experience your car as 
slow, uncomfortable, and unattractive. Others 
might even name your car Barbara Bush.”

As my unhappy consciousness entered into the 
house, there was the sound of fluttering and 
screeching in the kitchen. I had thought that 
Richard had caught his foot in the washing 
machine again. But no, it was a bird, a baby 
robin, hitting itself against the window panes, 
trapped, homeless, longing for the sweet embrace 
of its mother. As I was trying to shoo the bird 
out the window with a broom, it flew straight at 
me, and struck me in the forehead. Terrified, I 
was up against the wall, the bird hovering before 
me. It stared straight into my eyes. I stared back 
in wonder. I saw its soul. He saw my soul. 
Then it flew out the window. Our moment had 
ended. He returned to his world of nature, and I 
to the world of man. Yet for a small moment, 
God had brought our worlds together.
Raef: That’s nice Tim, but I’m afraid you have 
misunderstood your experience. Let me explain 
it to you algebraically, for as I learned from Mr. 
Pesic’s lecture, nature is not simply open to man.

but presents itself in a code which perhaps alge-
bra can break. Late at night I have been search-
ing through algebra in order to find just the right 
equations to interpret nature, and luckily for you 
I think that I have just the right equations for 
your natural experience. If I treat you and the 
bird as differences of potential, and if nature is 
the electromagnetic field integrated with the sur-
face area ds, and if I take the derivative of God 
with respect to the bird and you as the constant, 
and if...
Richard: O.K. That’s it!! I have had enough of 
your perversions of the great ideas. You should 
both be ashamed of yourselves. Sometimes a 
bird is just a bird! Don’t you get it? A bird is 
just a bird! Ahhh! Birds are birds! BIRDS!!! 
TIM! GIVE ME MY SHEET! I’m going to 
bed.*

The Billfi

... Ralph Nader Speaks, cant'd from p. 3 
“the great work of human beings on this earth— 
Justice.” He recalled those who revolted against 
King George, the abolitionists, the suffragettes, 
and the civil rights leaders, and assured us that 
“the pursuit of justice suddenly becomes the pur-
suit of happiness, and the pursuit of happiness, 
justice; and that’s a great way to live.”

On this note, Nader left his audience encour-
aged, motivated, and ready to beat up any corpo-
rate Fat Cat they might run in to. I was just as 
impressed and hyped as the rest. But now, a few 
days later, I wonder how many of us will follow 
through. I am uneasy with the fact that we need-
ed a national figure to come in and tell us about 
the importance of grassroots politics. I wonder 
how many of those 300 in attendance will follow 
through and work on grassroots movements. 
(Green Party meetings are on Tuesday nights, 7 
pm, at the temple Beth Shalom on Barcelona, 
just in case...). I know that I find the status quo 
extremely finstrating, but it’s bard to know what 
to do about it. Maybe Nader is right, and the 
corporate Goliaths will implode, but until then I 
will continue to vote Green, buy locally, boycott 
McDonald’s, Walmart and the like, and voice 
my opinions about the Political Duopoly. •

DAVE'S EXPEDIENCES WITH WEIGHTLESSNESS 
BROUGHT HIM CLOSER TO GOD, SO HE ENTERED 
THE PRIESTHOOD WHERE HE TRANSLATED THE 

LIVING BIBLE BACK INTO HEBREW AND GREEK
ASTOUJDED by  DAVES BRILLIANT RESCUE OF 

THE GOOD BOOK FROM MODERN CHRISTIAN 
LINGUISTS. THE CHURCH SENT DAVE TO THE 

VATICAN WHERE HE ENGAGED IN AN 
LNFORTLNATE SLAP FIGHT WITH THE POPE 

WHO IS A SURPRISINGLY SORE LOSER. AFTER AN 
ESPECIALLY COMPETITIVE BOCCE MATCH
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Bedtime Stories
Skeeter the Nasty Elf

by David Johnston
the Moon Staff

Of all the elves, Skeeter the Nasty Elf was the 
least popular. He fancied himself a dangerous 
dandy, and his eyes would glimmer as he cussed 
the night away in the little bar where the elves 
drank. He would ply some fragile lady elf with 
drinks, make lewd comments, wake up with a 
hangover, and chase the neighborhood beatles 
with a stick. He loved it. But most of all, 
Skeeter loved to steal. He stole everything; cars 
and money, fruit and kisses.

One day, as Skeeter the Nasty Elf passed the 
Troll's house, the smell of canary steak tickled 
his nose. Skeeter loved canary steaks. At the 
open kitchen window his hand slid over the sill, 
onto the counter, and took hold of the steak. But 
the leathery old Troll was too wily. Elf smelled 
like skunk to him, and he was ready with his 
cleaver. Skeeter’s hand came off as easily as the 
head off a chicken. Clutching his stump, Skeeter 
the Nasty Elf ran into the forest.

As luck would have it, the Doctor Elf was a

wizard with prosthetics. He rubbed his crusty 
hands together, tugged at his mothy old beard, 
and smiled in his queer way.

“Well, let me see,” Doctor Elf said as he slid a 
spangled magic bag over the stump where 
Skeeter’s hand used to be.

“Hoongadoonga, hoongadoonga, hoongadoon- 
ga!”

Doctor Elf pulled away the bag and presto! 
There, on the end of Skeeter’s arm, sparkled a 
beautiful silver hand, perfect in every way!

Skeeter the Nasty Elf shrieked with glee. He 
ran straight from the Doctor’s office back to the 
Troll’s house. The Troll hacked away at the sil-
ver hand to no avail, and Skeeter smacked his 
chops all the way home with the fresh taste of 
canary steak on his breath.

That night, Skeeter the Nasty Elf realized that 
what appeared at first to be a curse, was actually 
a great gift. The very next day he went back to 
the Doctor Elf.

“Hoongadoonga, hoongadoonga, hoongadoon-
ga!”

When the Doctor Elf removed the bag, a shin-
ing silver hoe had grown out of the end of 
Skeeter’s arm. Skeeter went off to make friends 
with the Farmer Elf.

“Hoongadoonga, hoongadoonga, hoongadoon-

ga!”
The next day, with a brush attachment, Skeeter 

made friends with the Artist Elf.
“Hoongadoonga, hoongadoonga, hoongadoon-

ga!”
His barbell attachment was the envy of the 

Fabio Elf. Soon all the other elves loved Skeeter 
the Nasty Elf.

One day, Skeeter hurried back form the Music 
Elf s house. His tuba attachment was so heavy 
that it hurt his arm. Skeeter barged right into the 
Doctor Elf’s house without knocking. The 
Doctor Elf, blue and stiff, lay stone cold dead on 
the floor.

Skeeter the Nasty Elf looked at the dead Doctor 
Elf. Then he looked at his tuba attachment. He 
looked again at the dead Doctor Elf.

Skeeter the Nasty Elf was good and drunk by 
midnight. More than fifty broken glasses were 
scattered all around him, and the Bartender Elf 
ducked as Skeeter gesticulated with the tuba.

“Guezz aye orta go homb,” belched Skeeter.
“G’night Skeeter the Nasty Elf,” the Bartender 

Elf called from the comer.
“You half yooseffa heery day anna goon tuba 

morrow,” Skeeter said as he smashed through the 
door.

The way home took Skeeter stumbling through 
the woods. He was looking at the moon and feel-
ing very sorry for himself and his stupid tuba 
attachment, when he smelled canary steak cook-
ing. He loved canary steak! In a stupor he 
looked around and saw the Troll’s house with the 
window open. He gently reached over the sill to 
grab the steak, but the tuba got jammed in the 
window. Skeeter the Nasty Elf stmggled like a 
monkey on a leash as the Troll came out of his 
house. The Troll began to swallow the Elf, slow-
ly from the toes up. Like a snake, he dislocated 
his jaw to get around the hips and the torso. He 
worked his way up the last arm to the wrist, and 
snipped it off just like a green bean.

And then there was no more Skeeter the Nasty 
Elf. •

Andrew Van Luchene to 
Exhibit at S JC

The St. John’s College Fine Arts Guild will 
present an exhibit of the graphite drawings of 
Andrew Van Luchene, a recent graduate from the 
College, in November. A largely self-taught 
artist. Van Luchene was a multiple winner in the 
college’s annual student art exhibit, which was 
judged by several prominent members of the 
Santa Fe art community, including Richard 
Lamport and Susan Kelly.

Ginger Roherty, art gallery coordinator for St. 
John’s, said, “The Fine Arts Guild chose to have 
Andrew exhibit because he is one of our own, 
and because the guild members were impressed 
with the level of success and workmanship that 
he has already achieved... We feel that Andrew 
has real potential as a professional artist and we 
want to give him that first start.”

Although Van Luchene has shown in several 
group exhibits, this will be his first solo exhibit. 
The exhibit will open with a reception from 3 to 
5 p.m. on Sunday, No»(.“mber 3, in the Fireside 
Lounge. The sht^W" -will continue through 
November 30. »

HIS ARMY TOOK TO ROBBWG 
DANCE STUDIOS FOR BEER MONEY UNTIL THFV WERE EVICTED FROM HlS^wfXIWO 

PICKEDUPFORVAGRANCY.

™ hold  down  a  job  UNTII
na sap ick edh imu pas an astr on au t  but

DAVE FOUND SPACE COLD. SO HE ScNro 
FROM DUTY WITH A NEAR FATAL CASE OF 

CHAPPED LIPS AND A SERIOUS CARMEX 
mon ke y  ON HIS BACK

P-
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creditsANNOUNCEMENTS
Santa Fe Theatre Company To Present Wit S.A.O. Announcements

The Santa Fe Theatre Company opens its 
1996-97 season with Wit, the story of Vivian 
Bearing, a woman who has used wit, irony, love 
of language and a decades-long study of John 
Donne as the foundations of her life. When 
faced with advanced cancer, she turns to them 
once more in her strong-willed battle for sur-
vival.

Performances of Wit, which is directed by 
Catherine Taylor, are scheduled for Friday and 
Saturday, October 25 and 26 and November 1 
and 2 at 8 p.m., and Sunday October 27 and 
November 3 at 2 p.m. at the Santa Fe 
Community Theatre, 142 East DeVargas Street. 
Tickets are $10 for general public and $8 for stu-
dents and seniors. For additional information or 
reservations, caU (505) 982-1441.

Vans will take on-campus registered voters to 
the polls to vote on Tuesday, November 5, 1996. 
The vans will leave the circle at 4:15 p.m. and 
4:30 p.m.

Mr. Peter Pesic, musician-in-residence, will 
play waltzes by Strauss and Schubert on Friday, 
October 25, 1996 in the Great Hall begiiming at 
9:30 p.m. This performance is sure to be 
extremely enjoyable and invigorating after a long 
and busy week, so please come and relax to some 
beautiful pieces.

Art Exhibit Announcement

Andrew Van Luchene to Exhibit at SJC, please 
see p. 11.
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When he first took up his quarters in the cave, St. Martin 
fastened on end of a chain to his ankle and another to the 

rock, so that he could not wander wantonly from his 
habitation. He later gave the chain to his followers when 

they complained that the bucket rope in the well 
kept on breaking.


