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Greetings, Gentle Reader | Jonathan morgan

A
lthough length should not automatically be taken 
as a sign of quality, it seems like it must be some 
kind of accomplishment that we have wrought 

for you the Longest Issue Ever of the Moon. And it is all 
quality stuff, as it turns out. I encourage you all to read Mr. 
Joe Sachs’ meditation on the character of seminar. I know 
that it’s utterly lacking in nudity, profanity, pretty pictures 
and self-consciously witty touches you’ve come to expect 
from Moon fare—as well as being several times too long 
for a Moon reader’s (and editor’s) attention span—but it’s 
beautifully written, intelligent, and very Johnny. The piece 
was given as a JF ‘Welcome Address’ in Annapolis at the 
start of this semester, and although we’re publishing it a 
little late, I hope it still serves it’s purpose—to welcome new 
members into our funny little mountain hamlet, and to invite 
the rest of us to reacquaint ourselves with why we’re here in 
the first place. Enjoy.

Greetings, Gentle Reader | margaret garry

A
s I begin to dive into the magical world of 
Immanuel Kant, another pressing matter is 
gripping my psyche, as well as that of many other 

Johnnies. Summer seems to be far in the distance (it’s still 
snowing every week for goodness sake!), but deadlines for 
internships for that chunk of the distant future are looming, 
if not already past.

I’ve already gotten a couple of letters from companies 
saying that I’m very qualified and they’ll save my stuff if I 
apply again next year and I’m going into their database of 
promising candidates that they share with similar companies 
and organizations and whatnot. Although I’m flattered that 
at least I’m not getting the “You are the scum of the earth 
and we would rather give a the job to a cocker spaniel with 
severe emotional problems than you,” letters, being one of 
the most promising candidates next year will be completely 
immaterial. By then. I’ll need a few good internships on my 
resume so I stand a chance at getting what I like to call a 
“real job.”

There is nothing like that shock when you are just 
beginning to get comfortable with the fantasy land that 
college seems to be. All I have to do is study hard and 
participate in class and write an occasional paper and life 
is good. Not so. The world out there doesn’t care that 
I had good things to say about Prop 13 of the first book 
of the Principia. In a little over a year I’ll be turned out 
into the wide world beyond and be expected to take care 
of myself, and I don’t want to be yet another justification 
of the “Liberal Arts Major, do you want fries with that,” 
stereotype.

So I briefly emerge from my resume obsessed 
cocoon to present another installment of the Moon. I 
hope you like it. Just keep away from the internships I’m 
applying for. Then we’ll all be happy, with the possible 
exception of Johnnie Neschintz, but that’s his problem.

Margaret
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To the MOON, Alice!
Who is this guy?

Dear moon staff editors,

I’m name is Johnnie Neschintz and a grad student. I don’t 
read your magazine and normally because why bother 
aynway. But my freind Jen Sequoia showed me thiers story 
about me in your moon. Hello. Did I right a story? No i dont 
think so why do you print it? If isn’t the abslolute truth you 
have no right to print it but I do not right it sp it is not the 
absolute truth, threfore you can’t print it. OK? OK. It hink 
we undertsand eachother now.

Johnnie Nescintz GI '04 
Student

A Critique of Community
Letter to the editors,

The vitality of the St. John’s/Great books education 
lies in integrity. One of the more valuable bits of wisdom 
that I picked up during junior year here at St. John’s came 
from Palmeri —the text book, as it were, from which we 
Johnnies leam the written French language. Though I do not 
know the origin of the saying, it runs as follows. “Sincerity 
is the mother of all genius.” What I take from this axiom 
provides me with the vanguard against all doubts as to 
the meaningfulness of my education here. The St. John’s 
curriculum demands that any worthwhile participation in it 
involve the participant (that’s you and me) personally. A 
true Johnny simply cannot read Plato, Kant or Einstein and 
not be personally affected by it.

Class participation at this College is not some 
polished and intellectually removed rhetoric provoked by 
some uninvolved dead white man. Rather, it is the unique 
and personal expression of the resonance provoked in each 
and every one of us by the brilliant minds with which we 
intimately commune. This is not to say that meaningful 
and constructive dialogue consist in unexamined emotional 
reactions, but that our great authors’ thoughts, with all 
their implications, demand an involvement as rigorous and 
personally invested as their own. Nothing undercuts the 
power of our unique education as does personal detachment 
from the curriculum. Along the same lines, perhaps the 
most potent criticism of our St. John’s education is its 
inapplicability to ‘real life.’ The argument can be made (and 
often is) that the Johnny is so wrapped up in his mind as to

be utterly useless to society. My response to this is curt in 
its simplicity: Johnnies are problem solvers. It is precisely 
the personal involvement demanded by the program that 
resolutely burgeons the vital efficacy inherent in each and 
every one of us.

If my readers are still with me, let me relieve them 
by informing them that I have now arrived at the immanent 
point of this letter. You, my dear readers, make this 
community what it is—students, tutors and administrators 
alike. The life of our community is, or should be, an organic 
expression of the education it offers. The philosophy, 
language and science we study are not separable from our 
social life. Certain students seem to have realized this and 
have accordingly become involved in certain matters of 
utmost importance to all of us. I direct your attention to the 
Polity Housing Committee Report published in this edition 
of the Moon. This committee of students, with the sanction 
of student government, has made the student voice an 
integral factor of our College’s future. More important than 
merely representing the concerns and desires of the student 
body, this committee opens the channel of communication 
between the student body and the administration. How 
can we expect our dialogue-oriented education to preserve 
and impart its inestimable worth if we do not maintain an 
open and honest dialogue within the very medium of that 
education—our community?

David Penn '04 
Student

Report from the Field
Dear Editors,

Listen, I know I’ve been a bit of a shit lately about 
missing the deadline, but that’s because I’m having a real 
problem writing this review of Swig. Here’s the thing: I 
think Swig is about the most pretentious, overrated bar- 
slash-club I’ve ever been to, with an inflated ego rivaling 
that of Johnnie Neschintz. It is so damned aloof and cool 
and arrogant in its attitude toward its customers, that I would 
love to tear it down with an article of witty and violently 
observant criticisms, ripping through their overpriced veneer 
of coolness, except... well.. .1 like it. I’ve always had a good 
time when I’ve gone- I really enjoy their drinks, I like the 
music for the most part, and the ladies room turns me on to 
no end. For me, accustomed to Santa Fe’s small town fuzzy- 
flavored soft bar scene, a place like Swig can be a shot of



American Woman j.a. maccaull ‘04

urbanity that is hard to swallow. I also very much dislike 
the fact that I am not allowed to dance on the platforms on 
the lower level: paid professionals only, apparently. And 
my drunken vehemence from that learning experience left 
a bitter taste in my mouth, for which nothing since at Swig 
has provided a chaser. But if the dictatorial platform policy, 
the fact that there is usually a cover charge, and the rather 
high drink prices don’t discourage you, then you should 
head on over to 135 West Palace and maybe you could invite 
me. I’ve been pouring, uhh, money into research for these 
reviews for long enough, already.

A couple more things: Wednesday nights, $5 Martini 
nights. There’s no cover, and there’s a whole menu of drinks 
that aren’t so Bond-ian, if you’re remarkably uncool and 
fruity, like me. I tried a Speedy Gonzales, which I liked, and 
a vodka gimlet, which I loved. Drink a lot of water (or wine, 
or what you will) before you go so you’ll have numerous 
excuses to go to the bathroom. Lean against the Astroturf 
walls at a tipsy angle (not hard after you’ve been there 
for awhile) and languidly bat your eyes at yourself in the 
mirror. When you walk out you’ll feel unusually irresistible 
and sexy beyond belief—at least until your friends look at 
you with annoyance and say, “What the hell took you so 
long?’’ Not that you shouldn’t always do this, but this is 
one occasion you really want to have a designated driver, 
just because it’s near the plaza and lots of po-po’s tend to 
congregate right outside. Probably the coolest thing about 
Swig is that there are numerous different sections, each of 
which offers a different mood by means of different decor, 
music, and general colors. There’s a mellow room that’s 
perfect for a conversation, dancing (although not on the 
hoity-toity fucking platforms, hmph!) downstairs, a room 
with pool tables, an outdoor patio that I assume opens later in 
the spring, and a couple more rooms that have varying levels 
of energy. There’s also a coat check, and did I mention the 
bathrooms?

All in all. Swig’s a fun place. I find that if I feel at all 
tired or am looking to wind down, it’s not the best choice, 
but if I’m feeling wound up and looking for an excellent 
beat, (and if I just received a fat check from the offices of the 
Moon), I’m there.

for “my little angel"

The walls in your room 
hide from you. I wish 
I could once take 
everything down,

let breathe and flake 
the faded paint before 
putting up the pictures 
you and my mother

take of me—to transform 
your lonely talent 
for loving none.

The Moon welcomes your letters to the editor. 
You might not have known that, because mostly 
people just tell us what they think about stuff they 
see in the Moon. If you have the energy to get all 
worked up about an article, you have the energy 
to write a letter to the editor about it. So if you 
loved that piece on the Art Program and want to 
add something too it, disagree with our Campus 
Moralist and want to give those quiet people who 
aren't doing drugs all the time a piece of your mind, 
or want to make fun of the Polity Seceretary along 
wih the rest of us, it may not be your duty as a 
Johnny to write a letter about it, but it would make 
the editors less plagued by annoying comments 
that we hear in the middle of lunch and thus prob
ably won't remember anyway.

#

Emily Graves '04 
Reporter in the Field



Towards a Doctrine of Style by Friedrich Nietzsche Use van boxel and michael grenke

T
his is a translation from Nietzsche’s notebooks 
{Kritische Studienausgabe vol. 10, pp. 38-39) of 
a note on style that he wrote, apparently for Lou 
Salome. To explore some of these thoughts further, one 

might look at Beyond Good and Evil, sections 246 and 247. 

Also Nietzsche used rule 8 below as section 128 of Beyond 
Good and Evil, only changing one word, erst (first) to noch 
(yet or still).

Toward a Doctrine of Style

1. The first thing, which is necessary, is the life: the style 
should live.

2. The style should for you have been measured with respect 
to one wholly determined person, with whom you want to 
communicate. (The law of the doubled relation).

3. One must first know precisely: “Thus and thus would I 
speak and recite this” - before one may write. Writing must 
be an imitation.

4. Because many means of the one reciting are lacking for 
the one writing, thus he must in general have as a model 
a very expressive kind of recitation: the image thereof, the 
thing written will already necessarily turn out much paler.

5. The richness in a life betray themselves through the 
richness in gestures. One must learn to feel everything, the 
length and the brevity of a sentence, the punctuation marks, 
the choice of words, the pauses, the sequence of arguments 
- as gestures.

9. The touch of the good writer of prose consists in the 
choice of this means, composing so as to step up toward 
poetry, but never to step over into poetry.

6. Be careful of the face of the period! Only human beings 
have a right to the period, who also take a long breath in 
speaking. With most the period is an affectation.

10. It is not courteous and prudent to anticipate the easier 
objections for your reader. It is very courteous and very 
prudent to leave it over for your reader to express himself 
the final quintessence of our wisdom.

7. The style should prove, that one believes in his thoughts, 
and not only thinks them, rather feels them. A good morning. 

My dear Lou
8. The more abstract a truth is, that one wants to teach, so 
much more must one first seduce the senses to it.

Lise van Boxel and Michael Grenke are by being.



The Fun Critic Rides Again [jess godden ‘02

I
 know you all think that all the fun in Santa Fe 
happens on campus. I know you snicker at the fact that 
most places in Santa Fe close at 9 p.m. I know you live 

in dread that “townies” will show up at your parties and that 
you might have to (gasp!) talk to them. I know that your 
worst fear is to graduate and end up, like me, living in this 
podunk town. I know all this because I was once like you; 
I secretly pitied the alumni who were “stuck” in Santa Fe. 
I thought they were big Lame-Os with nothing better to do 
with their lives than live in a town the size of a walnut. Then! 
graduated, and I too got “stuck.” But you know what? I liked 
it. I didn’t want to leave. I’d just gotten here, and I hadn’t 
actually lived IN Santa Fe, I’d lived at St. John’s (even when 
I lived off-campus, I wasn’t really 
in town). So I’m here, like a Big 
Sister to you all, to tell you that 
Santa Fe is surprisingly un-lame, 
even fun. In fact, young people (ages 20-40) are moving 
here all the time ON PURPOSE, just because it’s such a hip 
town. I’m not joking.

So what’s so fun about Santa Fe? For one thing, 
the people here are terribly interesting. Almost no one who 
lives here is actually from here, they all just ended up here 
somehow, which means that in one place you can meet 
people from India, France, Algeria, Greece, Italy, Oregon, 
Southern California, Philadelphia, Vermont, Boston...and 
you can find out how they got here, and what they do when 
they aren’t here. These people may have wildly different 
backgrounds, educations and professions. For example, 
I went to a Valentine’s Day party, thrown by a famous 
astrologer, hosted by a fabulous drag queen (in his prime, he 
was one of the best in New York, and a regular at Studio 54), 
and attended by all sorts of people in outrageous costumes. 
I met a man who worked with a shaman in the jungles of 
South America, who now lives in Santa Fe, working at a 
restaurant. I danced with a friend of mine who is going to 
school to become a Doctor of Chinese Medicine and her 
beau, a successful painter with a son my age. Maybe that’s 
not everyone’s scene (I have to say that the musical scene at 
the party was a train wreck—who can dance to Seal?) but 
you have to admit that meeting so many different kinds of 
people is fun.

The musical scene in Santa Fe is as varied as the 
people living here. My favorite thing to do is go out to a

Jess Godden has graduated, and yet continues to live in 
Santa Fe. You wish you could be a cool as this girl.

club, or whatever, and dance. The trick is to avoid the crappy, 
repetitive house music (Swig) and seek out the good, local 
DJs and bands (Bar B). Seriously, The Paramount/Bar B is 
the place to find local hipsters shaking their asses. Head over 
to Paramount to see DJ Phylli, because the only thing better 
than a kick-ass DJ is a kick-ass DJ who’s dancing and having 
a good time while she spins. Check out Phylli’s spinning at 
Paramount’s weekly Saturday night party. Flirt. If you’re 
longing to do some chill dancing after seminar on Thursdays, 
head over to Paramount for Club Dread: a dope reggae dance 
night. Keep an eye out for the older woman wearing silver 
shoes—that lady LOVES THE MUSIC! Which is why I love 
her. Everyone knows that Mary and Mars are awesome, so

head over to Paramount for 
their CD release party Sat. 
Feb 28. Joe West and the 
Sinners will be playing with 

them, and it’s sure to be a rockin’ good time. Don’t be afraid 
of Chicanobuilt—head into Bar B those nights to witness 
some local DJs are grooving their hearts out. Tuesday nights 
Bar B hosts Poetry Allowed, where I DO NOT recommend 
getting drunk and improvising a poem. And even Sundays 
are cool, because on Sundays my friend Paul DJs and gets 
other people to DJ and play music and the place is DEAD, 
but fun. For those of you who are underage or who enjoy 
a teen-punk scene. Warehouse 21 is always jammin’ with 
everything from death metal bands to punk bands to shoe- 
gazer shows. Check it out.

Another fun thing about Santa Fe is the art scene.
Don’t laugh. I know that there are quite a few crappy 
galleries out there with predominantly western (read: 
Cowboys & Indians) themes, but believe it or not, Santa Fe 
is a major player in the national and international art scene. 
If you haven’t done so yet, I urge you to go to SITE Santa 
Fe. It’s free on Fridays, and open later than usual, until 7 
p.m., it’s otherwise $2.50 with a student ID. The upcoming 
exhibition opens March 20, and it should be incredible, 
featuring the work of Uta Barth, James Drake and Jim 
Campbell. Also, check out the James Kelly Contemporary 
Gallery across the street. In fact, check it out before the 
26th, because the current show (5th annual works on paper) 
is great. If you haven’t been to Skeleton Art yet, you cannot 
possibly understand how young and hip Santa Fe, as a city, 
is becoming. Backroad Pizza hosts some great art and 
some great music (plus they have great pizza). And please, 
sometime between now and May 7, please head over to our 
“rival” campus, the College of Santa Fe, and check out the

I hate to break it to you, 
but “townies” are on to you



New Tutor Interview: Mr. Hand Joseph bramante ‘07

Henri Cartier-Bresson exhibit, “A Velvet Hand, A Hawk’s 
Eye” in the Marion Center for Photography. Cartier-Bresson 
is one of the most talented and thoughtful photographers of 
the 20th Century, and it is an honor and a privilege to have 
his work in our town. In the photography vein, the Monroe 
Gallery is having a great exhibition of romantic images 
called LOVE/KISS.

I hate to break it to you, but “townies” are on to 
you. They know that you don’t want to talk to them. Most 
of them know that you’re up here doing something intense 
and different, smart, and maybe even weird. But I continue 
to meet Santa Fe residents who think of “Johnnies” as 
intellectual snobs (true, right?) who think that they’re 
the only ones to have picked up Plato or heard of 
Herodotus. They also complain that instead of 
having a normal give-and-take conversation, we 
tend to lecture or argue. This is not a good sign, 
seeing as St. John’s is a school where we are purported to 
learn the conversational arts. Just an observation. So, get out 
there and talk to some of these fun people, check out this fun 
town, and for Pete’s sake: BE FUN!

Be sure to check out my next column, in which I will 
review fun day drives in the Santa Fe area and the local 
museum scene, both of which I will be checking out with 
my fun mom.

THE DOWNLOW ON
THE F

The Para mount/Bar B: 331 Sa

Warehouse 21: 1614 Paseo de Peralta, 989-4423

SITE Santa Fe: 1606 Paseo de Peralta, 989-1199

James Kelly Contemporary: 1601 Paseo de Peralta, 
989-1601

Skeleton Art: 123 Galisteo St., 983-0008

Backroad Pizza: 1807 Second St, 955-9055

Marion Center for Photography: 1600 St Michael's 
drive, 473-6341

Monroe Gallery: 112 Don Caspar Ave., 992-0800

R
ichard D. Weigle once said in a convocation address 
about tutors that “they genuinely care for the 
students in their classes, and that they find stimulus 

in the books they read and over the classes they preside. It 
is to be hoped that they are capable of transmitting their 
excitement and enthusiasm to students.”

Mr. Hand fulfills this particular challenge 
wholeheartedly. In Greek, constantly challenging his 

freshman not only to master their grammar, 
but also to begin pondering the ambiguity of 

vocabulary definition (specifically his 
differentiation between the different 

connotations of the large variety of 
words Luschnig merely translates “good”), 
he thrives at enhancing a St. John’s 

education with his erudition, while at the 
same time maintaining a necessary humility. 
As he says - exciting this interviewer with the 
implications of the statement - “My job is not to 

get in the way of interaction with the books.”
His exhibited reverence for “the books” draws from a 

background richly strewn with their influence. After serving 
as a paralegal for three years following his degree in political 
science as an undergraduate, he accepted the invitation of a 
friend to take an entry level teaching Job at Colorado Springs 
High School. “Probably the hardest thing was walking into 
a classroom filled with students, and being expected to just 
teach them.” he noted, adding that he was required at that 
time to teach a range of academic subjects. Thoroughly 
enjoying the experience, though receiving a drastic cut in 
pay, Mr. Hand decided to return to college to faeilitate a 
teaching career.

At the University of Chicago in the graduate 
Committee on Social Thought, Mr. Hand delved happily into 
the Western Canon which would lead him to St. John’s. He 
qualifies his interest in political science and his studies at the 
University of Chicago by asserting that “the program [at the 
University of Chicago], and my interests have always been 
aimed more at political philosophy than political science. 
Towards that end in his graduate school years he gained a 
working knowledge of Greek in order to apprehend the texts 
of Plato more fully.

While preparing to begin tutoring at St. John’s, Mr. 
Hand admits he held a certain amount of trepidation about

Joseph Bramante is a member of the SCI, as well as 
the CIA, the IRA, and the IRS. He is as inevitable as 
both death and taxes



The Mr. Davis Files: Part 11 John gorczynski ‘05

M
r. Davis spoke about the recent 
controversy over the Dirty 
Poetry Contest Issue of 

The Moon saying “the controversy is 
over...certain people in the college 
community were offended.. .the editors 
and Polity were incredibly responsive.”
Mr. Davis also stated his belief that 
The Moon would serve more as 
a vehicle of communication and 
that it be responsive to the college 
community as whole. When asked 
to define what his job as the Assistant 
Dean is, he stated that, most simply, he is “a 
counselor and a cop.” While the job has “a lot of different 
parts and has become larger,” he feels that he should be 
“someone the students can go to when they have difficulties 
and someone who can help them resolve these difficulties.” 
Helping students succeed in general at the College, 
improving student life, and advising the Dean in a variety of 
ways, all fall into his description of his job. Mr. Davis also 
stated that it is really important to him to “work with student 
organizations and support them in order to help them be a 
vital part of the community.” When asked how and why he 
became the Assistant Dean, it became clear why this guy has 
received praise from every branch of the College. Mr. Davis 
said that “the College is in a transition period with a bright 
future.. .1 wanted to help out.. .the job of the Assistant Dean 
is important.” After leaving the college for a year to go to 
another college to teach and consult on the forming of a new 
great books program there, he realized he missed St. John’s 
and wanted to be back here. “You’d give a lot [at College

X] for a classroom full of enthusiastic students” - the kind 
of classroom Mr. Davis finds at St. John’s.

Mr. Davis also commented on the fire in D-2. “The 
fire was the result of a lot of people not doing what they 
were supposed to be doing. The Dean and I reviewed 
anyone who had primary involvement in the fire and I 
believe we decided, as fairly as it could have been, who 
was most responsible. I commend the bravery of certain 
people involved.” Mr. Davis is working with a variety of 
individuals and organizations across the College to develop 
a plan for monthly dorm inspections, inside and out. “We 
should do regular dorm inspections to make life a little 
better. Individual student rooms should be left to the R.A.s.” 
Mr. Davis believes these regular dorm inspections will help 
alleviate the problem of students “feeling stuck at the end 
of the year” unaware of the standards to which the College 
holds them. While Mr. Davis stated, “The Absence Policy is 
serious,” he recently instituted a program of having students 
who overmax in a class perform ten hours of community 
service “as an alternative to being thrown out of the class. 
Although Mr. Davis is a busy man, he is always open to 
student input. Please talk to him about any coneems you 
have, and do not be put off when he stops you in the middle 
of your first sentence, points at you and asks you for your 
name.

In an upcoming issue of The Moon, Part II: Matt 
Davis, The Man.

John Gorczynski calls himself a scholar, a gentleman, 
a lout, a force of nature, a former car salesman and the 
One True King. When asked about the contradictory 
nature of these claim, he said “I am vast. / contain 
multitudes. If I contradict myself I contradict myself. ”

continued from previous page

the experience. “Most students I’d taught wanted to be 
fed, and the [St. John’s] program relies heavily on student 
responsibility.” But upon arrival Mr. Hand rejoiced at the 
type of student he found as St. John’s. “There’s a different 
type of student present at St. John’s...! remember when I 
left my previous teaching position, and my students found 
out, one of the best came up and said he’d actually wanted to 
attend St. John’s, but the financial end hadn’t worked out for 
him.”

Besides discussing great books, Mr. Hand is an avid 
fan of windsurfing, and would one day like to travel to 
Oregon, where there are excellent windsurfing programs.

To contact Mr. Davis

Call him at X6925, or 
Take him to lunch, or 
Drop by his office, ESL #5.

His formal office hours are generally 
posted on his door, but our fair 
Assistant Dean will welcome you 
in with loving arms (and gently 
smiling jaws) anytime he's available 
or has a minute to spare.



That Place. That Time. [ gideon culman GI ‘05

Cent shatters my seminar dream. I yawn and rab 
my eyes open. In The Club mercifully drowns 
out all the useless chatter in the harsh light 

around me. I reach into a pocket and pull out my phone. A 
call, it says, from Jen Sequoia. My whole body grooves to the 
beat as I case the table to make sure Jen hasn’t accidentally 
phoned me from inside this class. No Jen here. Well yes, I 
think I hear someone say. That’s alright with me. I hit talk.

“Jen?” I say.
“Go Johnnie!” she says. “Ishya birfday!” Jen sounds 

almost out of range.
’’But wait,” maybe Mr. Neuman interrupts. “You 

know that we are living in a material world and I”
“You guys,” I scowl. “I’m, like, on the phone. 

Maybe have some common courtesy and, like, try to keep it 
down.”

This eases the tension.
I concentrate on Jen.

“Jen,” I say. “I already 
had my birthday. Wh__”

“Hey,” she crackles.
“Guess where I am?”

I glance very slowly 
around the table just to make 
sure. “Not here,” I finally 
say.

“Remember the place we went to that one time?” she 
nearly breaks up. “The time we went to that one place?”

Two times and fifty-six places come to mind. “No,” I
say.

“You know,” Jen crackles. “That place? That time?”
“Oh yeah,” I say. “I totally know where you mean! 

Out there its like we’re the fucking center of the universe 
everything revolves around us!”

“Meet me here,” Jen says
“I’m in class,” I say, suddenly noticing nobody talking. 

The seminar faces all stare at me, invariant, immutable, 
inalterable. “Oh shit,” I sigh. “I gotta go.” Hanging up 
before Jen can say bye, I confront the class. “What the hell 
are you staring at?” I sense a little bit of rage struggling with 
my endless cool. “I think it’s pretty fucking disrespectful the 
way you all eavesdropped on my conversation.”

The invariance, immutability, and inalterability in 
the seminar faces now look somehow different. My vocal

Gideon Culman plays video games on his cellphone in 
class. But that’s okay. All the other GI’s do it too.

passion has effected something. A warm and passionate 
feeling like the one I felt the first time I won a seminar 
discussion bubbles right up to my smile.

Our tutor Ms. Knight slides her face between her 
palms as if to signal her defeat. Then she looks up at me. 
With her right hand she half points at me and half plays 
an invisible piano. “Mr. Neschintz,” she says. “I wish you 
wouldn’t use that kind of language in class.”

“I don’t believe this!” I yell, rising to my feet and 
snatching Mr. Woogerd’s book right out of his hands. “What 
happened to free speech in this country?” I cry, waving the 
book over my head, now kind of wishing I’d actually read it. 
“This is like...” A burst of reasoned emotion kills my words 
dead in their track. Tears stream down my cheeks as I slam 
Mr. Woogerd’s book down on the table and finally rasp, 
“This is like Hitler.”

I cry, waving the 
book over my head, 
now kind of wishing 
I’d actually read it.

Heads turn as I storm out the door. I 
look back to see if they’ve learned 
anything. As if. It doesn’t matter what 
I say, they never leam. And they don’t 
give me proper credit. I Just walk 
away.

I realize that this leaves me free to meet 
Jen at the place we went to that one time. But first I decide to 
check my mailbox. In it I find a pointless invitation to please 
come and see the director of the Graduate Institute, my 
monthly statement from the Wu-Tang Financial Consulting 
Firm, and a note that says I should check at the switchboard 
mail door because they have something too large to fit in my 
mailbox.

I give the note to a switchboard operator who 
disappears. I don’t know what makes me notice the driver’s 
license right inside the switchboard window but I reach 
inside and pull it out just to see. New York State, familiar 
face, Jennifer Zauberberg. “That’s Jen Sequoia,” I murmur. 
I pocket the license right as the switchboard operator returns 
with what didn’t fit in my mailbox.

“A four-pack of Guinness?” I say. Then I see the card. 
“To Johnnie Neschintz,” it says. “From the Anapoloids.” I 
have no idea what Anapoloid means or why Anapoloids 
would give me a four-pack of Guinness. But why turn down 
free beer? My Anapoloid Guinness and I head out to my 
pick-up truck in the parking lot. I climb in, sit back, crank 
Britney, and head out into open the desert.

The moment I turn off 1-25, somewhere near San



I have no idea what Anapoloid means, or why the Anapoloids would give me a four pack of Guinness

Holo Pueblo, I see the moonlit outline of the place that Jen 
Sequoia and I went to that one time: Mesa Jarjarbinques.

From the bottom of the mesa I can hear Jen chanting 
her spirituality. The sound of Jen’s spiritual chanting as I 
climb up the side of the mesa brings back memories of all 
the stuff Jen and I have lived through together at St. John’s. 
Jen Sequoia, what a person: sometimes vegan; somewhat 
active in nearly every major world religion not to mention 
many minor ones; vaguely as brilliant as me but not really; 
father owns large swaths of the East Coast; resembles the 
perfect picture of perfectly emaciated womanly perfection; 
my best and only true Santa Fe friend.

Atop the mesa I see Jen engrossed in an intricate 
Pueblo dance she made up herself. She dances to the beat of 
an unheard drum, chanting and moaning a song in a Pueblo 
language of her own creation. I know she knows I’ve arrived 
so I don’t make a sound. I admire her talent, watch the noise 
of her turquoise jewelry jingle, try without success to discern 
a pattern in her moonlit footfalls, and in some sense become 
one with her inspired chant.

“Jen,” I say. Jen’s contours fall over backwards. “I 
made it.”

“Wow,” she says, slowly picking up her pale 
silhouette. “I that’s wow.”

“I found this back at the switchboard,” I say, handing 
Jen’s outlines the driver’s license.

“Awesome,” she says. “That’s why I came up here 
to dance. It’s a Pueblo dance I made up to help find my 
license.” Jen’s lineaments smile at me. It worked. Her hands 
reach into a tasseled leather bag and pull out a polished slab 
of turquoise, a silver razor, a little silver cylinder, and a zip- 
lock bag of blue-green powder. “I scored some spirulina at 
Hole Foods last night. Wanna do some?”

Jen’s moonwashed hands cut swift green rails on the 
polished turquoise slab. I take the little silver cylinder. Four 
lines of spirulina fill my brain with enough chlorophyll to 
leave me feeling capable of photosynthesizing by the dim 
light of the half-empty desert moon.

I stagger to the edge of the mesa, imagining leaves 
sprouting up and down my perfect body, and stare off into
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the distance at the bright lights of Santa Fe or maybe the 
bright lights of Albuquerque. Paralysis grips my chiseled 
limbs as they turn into old growth tree trunks. My body 
collapses and becomes a forest by the edge of the mesa. I 
hear Jen aligning herself with reality by chanting the name 
of this place. Mesa Jarjarbinques, again and again and again. 
Even through my blue-green sylvan paralysis it sounds more 
thoroughly annoying than anything I’ve ever heard, I force 
my eyes shut and allow my mind to become the forest too.

In the forest of my mesa dream a black cloud carries 
the sun away. A sunflower turns to me and grows gigantic. 
The clematis strays down, bends to me. Tendril and spray 
clutch and cling to me. I want to scream through my dream 
until I realize that tendril and spray merely love me, as they 
should. Their love for me conquers all my fears. Their love 
brings me closer to truth and beauty.

The remains of my forest groan themselves awake 
just before sunrise. I’ve lost my leaves. My trunks feel like 
very heavy limbs. Jen rocks back and forth by the edge of the 
mesa staring clean through Santa Fe or maybe Albuquerque. 
Red rays peering over mountaintops shade Jen Sequoia’s 
face bright pink around her greenshot eyes. Jen has clearly 
seen both beauty and the trath. I know quite viscerally why 
we picked this place that one time. I can tell that last night 
took Jen right to the limit.

“Let’s have breakfast,’’ I say, reaching for my free 
beer. “I have Anapoloid Guinness.’’

“Fhqwhgads,” Jen says as I hand her a free Anapoloid 
Guinness.

I have to help Jen drink her beer. Unusually strong 
spirulina shakes have left her mostly immobile. I chug the 
remaining three cans of Anapoloid Guinness before I help 
Jen to her feet and slowly lead her down the side of Mesa 
Jarjarbinques. At the bottom of the mesa I strap Jen into my 
pick-up truck. I climb into my own seat and look at her. She 
stares through the windshield out into the sunrise.

This moment fills me with a kind of wonder. Jen’s 
impassive stare tells me that she has seen both tmth and 
beauty in their purest forms. She has aligned herself with 
both space and time and she has seen straight through to the 
core of reality. My piercing intellect quite naturally outshines 
Jen’s, but I almost feel jealous of her right now. I’d never tell 
her that, of course. And I reason that my physical proximity 
to one who knows truth and beauty, one who has gone right 
to the limit, stands me in better cosmic stead than wasting 
my time in seminar. But still I envy Jen. This envy keeps my 
whole being wide awake as I start my truck and drive back 
into the sunrise toward Santa Fe.

Q
uite frankly though the last Polity Council 
meeting was long it mostly consisted of politely 
dealing with poorly thought out budget requests, 
gammon Society charter was approved. We also 

received a new General Officer List from the Sophomore 
Class Reality Organization. The current general officers 
are Maya Gross and Morgan White-Smith, Archons; Kalia 
Matsakis, Secreatary; and Lorien Ellomon, Treasurer. We 
tabled funding proposals from a proposed indoor soccer 
team and a proposed JF party for procedural reasons. We 
allotted $270 to Reality for a barbeque and $100 to the 
Junior Class for the Senior Essay writing party.

The Polity Council also decided to sponsor The 
Vagina Monologues to the tune of $600. This was a very 
contentious vote, by our collegial standards, and I do not 
currently have the patience to represent the debate, which 
was both procedural and substantive, to the degree required 
to be fair and accurate. If this vote concerns you, speak to 
your Council representative.

Congratulation to Elise Hanrahan and Glen Olson, 
the new Ereshman reps, and to Sam Holiday, who will fill 
the vacant Sophomore seat.

Mr. Imfeld is selling four turn-tables and two mixers 
that the Council purchased last year mistakenly. If you 
are interested in purchasing these items the Council has 
instructed Mr. Imfeld to give preferential treatment to the 
College community.

The other item of business at the meeting was the 
preliminary presentation of our Constitutional and By-Law 
reform proposal. Basically, although the Polity Council 
does work in a manner that is fair and equitable, it does not 
follow its own rules. One of the main goals of the change 
in the Council governance structure is to make our current 
workings more transparent. In addition to this main problem 
with our operation there are some other deficiencies in our 
regulations: the duties of officers are not adequately defined, 
there is no special election procedure, some of our current 
missions are not codified, and there are a couple sections 
of the constitution that nobody understands. The changes 
will be presented in greater detail at the upcoming Townhall 
meeting and in future issues of the Moon. The Council 
welcomes your input in this process. Please contact Robert 
Morris with your suggestions.

Also the Recycling Committee has been working 
very hard lately. Our thanks go out to all those who have 
volunteered. If you are interested in helping out with the 
Recycling Committee please contact Shane Gassaway.
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I
n Polity’s continued effort to enhance student life and 
encourage cooperation between different groups in the 
college community, namely, the Office of the Assistant 

Dean, the Office of Residence Life, Student Resident 
Assistants, and the general student body, we propose a new 
plan of action for student residences on campus. This plan 
of action will include regular dorm inspections, a clarified 
set of standards for the condition of on-campus housing, 
and new, more thorough, fire safety training for the Student 
Resident Assistants.

Regular Dorm Inspections 
These inspections are intended to improve the overall 
livability and cleanliness of on-campus housing.
Inspections of the interior and exterior of the Residences, 
excluding individual student rooms, shall be conducted 
by parties who will be determined by the Director of 
Residence Life and the Assistant Dean, with continued 
student input.

Concerns:
1. The Buildings and Grounds office should also be 

included in this discussion.
2. What punishments, if any, can result from a poor 
performance on a dorm inspection?

• Standards for the On-Campus Housing 
Standards for the On-Campus Housing is to be developed 
as the criteria to be used for the Regular Dorm Inspections. 
This document will serve to educate the Student Body 
about the agreed upon standards of cleanliness, resident 
responsibilities, and fire safety guidelines.

Concerns:
1. The standards must be clear such that individuals 
responsible for litter or damage are held accountable 
rather than a simple “the whole dorm gets fined” 
policy.
2. The standards must be clear as to which residences 
are responsible for what areas.

• Student Resident Assistant Fire Safety 
Training

It has recently come to our attention that the Student Body 
has not been educated in general fire safety. We believe fire 
safety includes, but is not limited to, knowledge of: what 
constitutes a fire hazard, proper procedures to follow when 
a fire occurs, and consequences of choosing to ignore the 
aforementioned guidelines. To this end. Student Resident 
Assistants should undergo thorough training and should 
facilitate fire safety education for their particular student 
residents.

Concerns:
1. RA training might not be sufficient.
2. Training of student residents should include a 
physical demonstration of where the hall phone is, 
where the fire extinguisher is, and where they should 
evacuate to in case of a fire.

A Word on Trash
The housing committee has spoken with many members 
of the college community regarding the trash bins outside 
of student residences. Short of having students take the 
trash from their rooms directly to the dumpsters, we feel 
it would be a service to the community if the residents of 
dorms, suites, etc. began taking the trash bins and recycling 
to the dumpsters and larger recycling bins themselves.
This would not only free B&G from doing work that the 
students could perform themselves, but it would also 
encourage an atmosphere of ownership in the on-campus 
housing. While students disposing of their own waste is 
not part of the rest of the current plan of action we would 
like to begin a campus-wide dialogue about whether or not 
this idea has broad support.

A Note on On-Campus Housing Eligibility 
After speaking with many students, the Polity Housing 
Cormnittee believes that the rules regarding how a student 
becomes ineligible for On-Campus Housing are not known 
to the general student population. The policies concerning 
eligibility, when and where these decisions are made, how 
and when the decisions may be appealed, should be more 
clearly explained to the general student body.

Closing Remarks
How exactly this plan may be implemented should be 
discussed in much greater length. The housing committee 
is dedicated to working with all parties concerned 
throughout the college community in order to make this 
plan of action a reality. All comments and suggestions are 
welcomed.

Housing Committee, February 10, 2004
Margaret Gary, Shane Gassaway, John Gorczynski, Chair,
Cory Gould, Morgan White-Smith



A Modest Proposal] Jonathan morgan ‘05

T
here’s probably no eampus issue of longer standing 
and more monotonous debate than the school parking 
policy —with the possible exception of school 

alcohol policy. We all know how it goes: students begin to 
park in a certain area because of convenience or proximity 
to class or dorms, because they’re in a hurry, or (as is often 
the case with, say, me) out of sheer willfulness and spite. 
Expensive little pieces of white paper start appearing under 
windshield-wipers, tow trucks become involved, and pretty 
soon it’s a whole big scene—overzealous security personnel 
ticketing with abandon, and students (those who can afford 
it) stubbornly refusing to budge as the tickets mount and 
the bright orange window stickers are broken out, or else 
resigning themselves to the long, cold walk from France 
every day.

As anybody who 
has attended a Town Hall 
meeting in the last year 
can tell you, there is no 
quick, complete solution 
to the parking problem at 
St. John’s. I emphasized 
problem in the last sentence 
because, of course, it’s mostly just a problem for students. 
Administrators, faculty, library personnel, security, some 
kitchen staff, and some members of Buildings and Grounds 
have parking reserved for them in the inner campus. These 
people deserve the parking privileges they have. However, it 
seems to me that there could be ways of altering St. John’s 
parking policy which would preserve the privileges of the 
paid members of the eampus community while at the same 
time making things a little more convenient for those of us 
who are paying.

But before we ean really focus on changes to campus 
parking policy, we need to actually have one. I spent a good 
deal of time last semester doing —ahem—research on where 
you were allowed to park on campus and where you weren’t. 
I admit that there were days when I abused the 30-minute 
parking eircle, library staff parking and the spot on the Snake 
reserved for security (I just couldn’t resist). Sometimes I got 
away with it, and sometimes on returning to my car I was 
greeted with a wave from one of those cheerful little white 
flags security likes to stick under our wipers. 1 don’t defend

Jonathan Morgan invokes editorial priviledge in 
not allowing Chris Harris to make wisecracks at his 
expense in his bio.

my actions, particularly, but I have changed my ways this 
semester—partially for finaneial reasons. Mostly, when I’ve 
been ticketed, it’s been fair.

There have, however, been cases in which I have 
been ticketed for, frankly, stupid reasons. I was once ticketed 
in the thirty minute parking circle, not for being there over 
thirty minutes (I hadn’t been), but simply for having a 
student parking sticker on my car. I’ve twice been tieketed in 
the library staff parking for parking there BETWEEN THE 
HOURS OF MIDNIGHT AND 3:00 A.M. I’ve been ticketed 
in the nurse’s space in the same time frame. I’ve been told 
by a security officer that 1 had to move my car off the Gym 
snake because there were spaces available in France. At one 
of the Town Hall meetings last semester, Mr. Randy Harris 
assured the students in the audience that they would not

be ticketed for parking in 
the Library staff lot or the 
30 minute parking circle on 
seminar nights. Mr. Harris 
might want to pass on this 
tidbit of information to his 
officers, because shortly after 
that meeting, I was ticketed in 

Library parking during seminar.
Certainly well-defined guidelines about where 

we can park and when we can park there would clear 
up eonfusion and decrease incidents of “illegal” student 
parking. Trouble is, most times the security chief or assistant 
dean has been questioned directly about the intricacies of 
parking poliey, he takes an all or nothing approach. Never 
shalt thou park in the library staff spots, nor the 30 minute 
circle, nor the Apartment or Tutor lots, unless you have 
explicit cause to be there. But I don’t see any reason why 
they have to talk this way. It seems to me that we eould 
create a student parking policy that was both well-defined 
and common sense. For instance, what would we lose by 
opening up the library spots to short-term student parking 
during hours when the library is closed? Another simple 
change that would convenience students at the expense of 
(it seems to me) nothing and nobody would be to extend 
the time limit for the 30 minute parking circle on weekends. 
After all, Weigle is closed and there are no elasses, which 
means that there are few official ‘visitors’ around who would 
have need of those precious spaces —there are, on the other 
hand, plenty of off-campus students who have business on 
campus during the weekend and could use a break.

It’s true that you can often get away with parking in

I have been ticketed for 
some, frankly, stupid 

reasons



the many ‘gray areas’ on campus—many of us do it all the 
time. But when you do so, you’re always at the mercy of the 
whim of whichever guard is on duty. I was recently told by 
one security guard that he “usually” doesn’t ticket students 
parked in the Weigle parking lot on weekends, “depending 
on how he’s feeling.” This would be more comforting if 
it wasn’t PERFECTLY LEGAL for students to park there 
on weekends in the first place (check out the posted sign in 
front of the lot—Weigle is actually the one example of real, 
practical time-share parking on campus). As it is. I’m now a 
little worried to park there. It seems that the students aren’t 
the only ones confused about where we’re allowed to park.

And so the root of the problem, as I see it, is a lack 
of information. How hard would it be to post and send out a 
clear explication of the current parking rules to the student 
body every semester? The Library sends us hours and other 
pertinent info via campus mail on a regular basis, why 
couldn’t security do the same? Overdue fines are far cheaper 
than parking tickets. I haven’t seen anything on parking 
policy for a long time.

And there are constantly new developments on 
which I would Ike to kept informed. Recently, for instance, 
half a dozen new parking spaces were constructed outside 
Lower Commons. Judging by their location, I would assume

they were meant as short-term parking for students wishing 
to visit lowers or use the Common Rooms. However, I have 
heard through the rumor mill that they were made for tutors 
(Who? The senior residents? They already have ample 
parking outside lowers.). I certainly haven’t heard a peep 
from the security office on for whom the new spaces are 
destined. So, good empiricist that I am. I’ve resolved to park 
there often, at different times of the day and for different 
lengths of time, until I get a ticket. Just consider it my little 
$20 sacrifice to the health of the campus community.

If everyone were clear and in agreement on 
the rules of student parking on campus, we could start a 
dialogue. I hope the few suggestions that I’ve made show 
that it could be possible to craft a more intelligent parking 
policy by allowing students to use certain parking lots and 
spaces when they are not needed by others—and do this 
without fear of a ticket. If this policy is implemented and 
students abuse it (say, parking overnight in library parking, 
or all weekend in the 30 minute circle), then crack down 
on the abusers. I still think there’ll be an overall drop in 
violations. And if someone takes too much advantage? Then 
feel free to break out the tickets, stickers, and tow trucks. At 
least we’ll all know where we stand.



The Wine Snob g. august deimel ‘04

A
t the moment, and it is just as true around here as 
anywhere, red wine is far more popular than white. 
There are many people in the world (notably crusty 

old Brits) who would applaud this. In fact, someone once 
famously quipped: “The first duty of a 
great wine is to be red.” But I believe 
this is a sad and outdated notion.
Many of the world’s great, often 
unsung, wines are white and they 
rarely get the appreciation they 
deserve. To drink only red wine 
(or only white for that matter) is 
to miss half the pleasure that wine 
has to offer.

Perhaps the most 
extraordinary thing about white 
wine is its great variety. Almost 
all great red wine falls under the 
category of dry wine made to be 
consumed with food. Some of 
the great white wines are also dry 
table wines but many are not. Sherry, 
champagne, and much of the world’s 
finest sweet wines are all white.

Acidity (that bite that we associate 
with citrus fruit) plays a far greater part in 
white wine than in red. It is acidity that makes 
wine taste clean and fresh and allows white wine 
to age (tannin, which is a compound found in grape 
skins, is what preserves red wine as it ages). At its 
best, simple white wine should always be refreshing.
For a taste of how delightful a wine with lively acidity 
can be, I would check out wines from Rias Baixas in 
Spain made from the Albarino grape. Morgadio makes 
a good version that is available at Whole Foods for 
around $20, or for $10 in the half bottle.
A cheaper way to taste this grape is to try some Vinho 

Verde from Portugal, which should be in season soon. 
Vinho Verde is consumed almost exclusively in summer 
and is the ultimate picnic wine. It sells for $6-8 a bottle 
at Whole Foods.

The best white table wines tend to be powerful; 
acidic in their youth but after some time becoming 
simultaneously approachable and complex. These 
are wines you can drink with the finest 
meals. White Burgundy and Alsatian 
Riesling are two of the most notable

pi

fine white table wines, but New World producers in places 
like California and Australia make excellent wines of this 
type as well. For suggestions on what great white table 
wines to run out and buy, read the recommendations for 

Alsace below and Burgundy next issue.
However the greatest gift white 

grapes have given the world is sweet 
wine. Nobody can be truly educated 
about wine without having tasted at 
least some sweet white wine. There 
are a few sweet red wines out there 
(Commandaria and Liquer Muscats 
come to mind) but the greatest sweet 
wines are all white. Good sweet 
wines utilize acidity just like white 
table wines, but here the acidity plays 

the role of keeping copious amounts of 
residual sugar from making the wine 
icky sweet. One of the best sweet wines 

is Tokay, made from the Furmint grape in 
the Tokaj (pronounce toe-kae) region of 

Hungary. You can try Tokay at the Winebar 
at 315 by the glass ($12) or by the half-bottle 

at Kokoman (around $35). Other great sweet 
wines include Sautemes from Bordeaux, Vin 

Santo from Italy, Muscadelle from Rutherglen in 
Australia, and almost any German wine not labeled 

trocken. German wines come in a dizzying array of 
sweetness levels. BA and TBA are dessert wines while 

all other German sweetness classifications are varying 
degrees of semi-sweet.

Alsace
It is no secret that I love Alsace. It is my favorite 

wine region by far. The fact that my last name comes from 
Alsace (that side of the family has been here a while) doesn’t 
hurt my love for it, but it is Alsace’s incredible white wine 
that has sustained my interest in the region.

Alsace is the one region in France that goes out of its 
way to label its wines with the name of the grape rather than 
the name of the place it was produced. There are four grapes 
that make up the “Alsace Grape Nobility.” These are Muscat, 
Gewurztraminer, Tokay Pinot Gris (a grape we know as 
Pinot Grigio in this country) and Riesling. Of those, two are 

worth discussing here. Gewurztraminer produces 
wines that are instantly recognizable. They 

can be charming, tasting primarily of (I



kid you not) rose petals and lychee fruit. Nobody makes 
better Gewurztraminer than Alsace. However, Riesling is 
the king of Alsatian grapes. If I had to drink one type of 
wine my entire life it would be Alsatian Riesling. Those 
of you who know German Riesling will find the Alsatian 
version a bit different. Here, Riesling is bone dry. It can 
be complex and interesting, as well as powerful and full- 
bodied, making it one of the rare white wines that are perfect 
to drink with red meat and other heavy dishes. Some claim 
that Trimbach’s Clos Ste. Hune is the greatest Riesling 
made, and those prone to risky exaggeration, claim it is the 
greatest white wine in the world.

G. August Recommends:
One of my very favorite inexpensive wines is 

Hugel’s Gentil. It is a blend of several noble and less- 
than noble Alsatian varietals. It runs for about $11 at 
Kokoman and Whole Foods and is one of the best white 
wines made in that price range. Another great way to 
introduce yourself to Alsatian wines is by finding a bottle 
of Gewurztraminer. Both Hugel and Trimbach make 
good versions for about $18 and Whole Foods, Simply 
Devine, and Kokoman usually have one or the other.

For those of you who still don’t believe white 
table wine can ever be as good as red, try a bottle of j 
wine from Zind-Humbrect, Domaine Weinbach, or 
Marcel Deiss. These all start at about $.30 a bottle, 
though Weinbach puts out half-bottles that I have seen 
at Kokoman. I have never heard of a wine that any of 
those producers have put out that is less than fantastic.

G. August Deimel is a self proclaimed connoisseur of 
wine. He says this comes from his refined palate, his 
exceptionally good sense of smell, and the fact that he 
has been an alcoholic for 6 years.

In an effort to become ‘closer’ to Courtney, Robert Morris 
has replaced all the pertinent parts of his body with those 
of his father, C3PO. The new, improved, C3PRoboMo is a 
hardened loving machine, whose chassis is both stainless 
and self lubricating.

4'rife



A New Art shane gassaway ‘06

A
s of the writing of this article, the program that 
forms its subject matter has not been formally 
proposed before the faculty of St. John’s College. 

However, the proposal may very well appear at the faculty 
meeting on Wednesday, February 25'*’. On behalf of the SCI,
I apologize vehemently if, through my own ignorance, I 
have misrepresented any of the issues at stake surrounding 
the discussion of a Visual Arts program.

Before I begin outlining Mr. LeCuyer’s proposal for a new 
Visual Arts program, it behooves me to elucidate some of 
the difficulties arising from a VA program entering into the 
curriculum:

Introducing a new program \ j. 
of any kind into the already-crowded / Lo Xi CC 
curriculum presents a substantial 
difficulty. The old VA program, as many people already 
know, came at the expense of a significant portion of senior 
Math and Language. In order to consider a new program, 
one must ask whether any given segment of the curriculum 
is worth sacrificing in favor of it. And even if this is found 
to be the case, who’s to say that a VA program is more 
worthwhile than, say, a program that formally instructs 
students in the art of rhetoric - and why shouldn’t this be 
given priority? Finally, what place does a study of Fine Arts 
have in a Liberal Arts college?

To one degree or another, Mr. LeCuyer’s proposal 
addresses all of these issues. If accepted, his VA program 
would become a specialized, additional segment of the 
Graduate Institute’s summer format. The program would 
be open to: rising seniors, earning graduate credit before 
their final year at St. John’s; GI’s who had completed their 
courses in both Math/Science, and Philosophy/Theology; 
and to faculty study-groups, to help integrate tutors into 
leadership of the program, and for their own edification. The 
class itself would follow the format of an already-existing 
Art Preceptorial, the itinerary of which may be found at 
the college web site at http://www.sjcsf.edu/instruction/ 
art/art.html, that is, under “Adult Education Programs.’’
(I encourage anyone interested in a more thorough 
explanation to visit this web-page.) The program consists 
of a seminar, a studio/lab practicum, and a preceptorial 
lecture series. Discussions, when not held on written text,

Shane Gassaway is the sophomore representative to the 
SCI. Also, if he sees you throw a Coke can in the trash, 
he ’ll kick your ass.

eenter around specific paintings - a dozen or so slides are 
shown in the classroom, which provide examples of the 
work both as a whole, and in parts, in order to bring to light 
the arrangement of certain details. The practicum helps 
to develop understanding of vocabulary and technique, 
regarding such things as perspectival proportion, the 
harmony and dissonance of colors, the ideal proportions 
of the human body, and how the body expresses thought 
and action. Written texts complement the exploration of 
visual conception and artistic themes. The program begins 
with a discussion of books VI and VII of Plato’s Republic, 
concerning the Divided Line and the Allegory of the Cave.

Other readings include works by 
-• • 1 Aristotle, Rilke, Goethe, Thomas

LllC/ imilLl Aquinas, Van Gogh, James Joyce,
Heidegger, and many others.

In short, the program seeks to enrich our 
understanding of the method by which we see things, and 
to develop literacy within the medium of Visual Arts. Just as 
we learn to approach written works, mathematical equations, 
scientific experiments, and musical composition as texts, 
(and just as the understanding of each one complements the 
rest), so we may approach and understand works of visual 
art. As Mr. Carl says, “The broadest sense of ‘liberal arts,’ 
is: arts that free the mind of he who studies them. Reading 
leads to understanding, and understanding leads to a better 
understanding of our selves.” In this way, perhaps the study 
of VA has a place in our liberal arts college, and perhaps 
it could help our understanding of many other avenues of 
learning already available to us. Whether VA should be 
valued above other possible additions to the curriculum, to 
me seems undetermined: each proposal, if and when it is 
made, deserves consideration.

The benefit of placing the VA program during the 
summer session is, of course, that we need not sacrifice any 
other part of the curriculum in favor of it. On the other hand, 
this plan is inherently problematic, due to issues regarding 
student financial support, diversion from alternative summer 
activities, and a departure from the tradition of ensuring that 
all students participate in the same classes, in the same order. 
It may be duly noted, however, that each of us inevitably 
brings different experiences to any classroom, and such 
an attractive addition to our options for summer activities 
constitutes no problem whatsoever. As for the rest, it awaits 
the consideration of the faculty and administration.

http://www.sjcsf.edu/instruction/
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The Heart of the Program [joe sachs

W
elcome, January freshmen. On Thursday night, 
your life in this college began with a seminar, the 
first of about 250 such occasions that you will 

take part in over the next few years. What you do in those 
seminars is going to get into your blood, and you will never 
willingly put it aside. Graduates of St. John’s gather together 
occasionally in all the cities where more than a handful of 
them cluster, usually for a meal, but before or after they 
eat they have seminars. They come back to Santa Fe in the 
summers or Annapolis in the fall once in a while, and they 
fill their old classrooms to hold seminars. You have begun to 
develop a power and an inclination to use it that will always 
be with you; you will never be unseminared.

That last word is not my invention but Shakespeare’s. 
I will return to his use of it in a little while, but first we need 
to explore some other and more common ways the word 
seminar is used, that are not what you will come to mean by 
the word. I once got in the mail a written text of twenty or so 
pages, with a note from the sender saying “this is a seminar 
I gave at Wisdom College.” (I’ve changed the name of the 
college to protect the innocent.) I took the writer to mean that 
it was a lecture he had given to a small group of advanced 
students sitting around a table, who were eventually allowed 
to speak, when he, the professor, was good and ready. That 
is more or less what the word means in the world of colleges 
and universities; it has in common with our seminars only 
the arrangement of the furniture. When we hold what he 
was calling a seminar, as we are this afternoon, we call it a 
lecture.

Outside the academic world, there is yet another 
sense of the word seminar. Someone I know once said to 
me something like “you won’t be working very hard this 
summer; you’ll only have a seminar.” He had in mind 
the sessions sometimes attended by doctors to talk about 
new techniques or pills, or by insurance agents to share 
the mysteries of their trade. This is probably the sort of 
thing most people think of as a seminar, and it has more 
in common with ours than do those of the usual academic 
variety; it is a group of peers assembled with their common 
experience and knowledge to speak in an unscripted way 
about matters of professional concern to them all. We lack

This lecture was delivered on January 17th, 2004 
as a welcome address to the January Freshmen on 
the Annapolis Campus by Mr. Joe Sachs, tutor and 
translator of Aristotle's On the Soul. It is a powerful 
insight into the real value of the seminar style.

the knowledge of these professionals, but at least we have 
more than furniture in common with them.

No one lectures in our seminars, or delivers a paper, 
but what are we doing there? Some of you may think we’re 
debating. It is probably true that everything said in a seminar 
is in some way set against something else opposed to it, 
and that some arguing goes back and forth, but that alone 
does not constitute a debate. In fact, if one of our seminars 
ever does degenerate into mere debate, that opposing and 
arguing is wasted, and fails to achieve the effect that makes 
it worthwhile. Debaters try to win, not to understand more. 
They make arguments that tend to support what they’ve 
already claimed, and not the arguments that seem best to 
them at the moment. They grab hold of the weakest things 
said by those they’re debating against, which may be things 
of minor importance, and deflect the discussion away from 
bigger and better things that would undercut their own 
chosen positions. In a seminar that goes well, every new 
thing that is said adds content or depth or a new perspective 
to what has gone before, but if a stretch of a seminar has 
become a debate, the things spoken about are likely to 
become more narrow, more vague, and more antagonistic to 
any possibility of learning.

Why should that be so? Why shouldn’t debate, more 
than any other kind of discussion, clarify alternatives? One 
piece of evidence I can offer you to the contrary is any 
televised program you’ve ever seen on any current political 
issue. It is customary on these shows to seek balance by 
bringing in advocates of opposite extreme positions, who 
trade their best arguments. For the sake of seeing what’s 
wrong with this, let’s assume that neither side stoops to 
name-calling, ridicule, or quoting poll results. Let two 
thoughtful people, committed to opposite beliefs, defend 
those beliefs articulately. Let each have a strong incentive 
to win converts, which should in turn assure that all the 
arguments tending to support either side will eventually be 
discovered and presented. But what if the large spectrum of 
possible opinions between the two extremes has more in it 
worth serious consideration than either of the original sides? 
Neither debater has any desire to allow such positions to 
stand. They must either discredit these moderate positions, 
or try to reformulate them as belonging to their own sides. 
Debates exert a centrifugal force that leaves the central 
region vacant.

But they have a worse effect even than that. Debates 
start with definite positions to which the debaters are 
committed. Both sides depend upon the formulations from



which they began. When real thinking is going on, one of 
the most valuable things that can happen is that someone 
steps back and sees a pair of alternatives as a limited way of 
taking hold of some thought that has wider boundaries and 
deeper roots. When debate is going on the debaters are like 
boxers in a ring, forever setting out from and returning to the 
same corners. Is there a wider world in which to explore and 
learn? They will never find it, if they have once committed 
themselves to debating.

For us, the question about the seminar is not merely 
whether it is or is not a debate, but what it is. We are not 
debating about debate, so we are free to move on to a new 
perspective altogether. Let us try another suggestion that 
I have heard, that the seminar is an exchange of ideas. 
This is at least a wider possibility than the previous one. 
The whole global economy is an exchange of goods and 
services, and an exchange of ideas would similarly admit 
as many participants as have anything to bring to it, so we 
are not stuck with the ping-pong-like batting back and forth 
of debate. The exchange admits more than two sides, and 
each participant might be receiving something instead of 
batting it away. What’s more, the parties to an exchange 
need to put something in to get something else out, and 
this too accords with the nature of the seminar. A receptive 
openness is the first condition for learning, but little can be 
learned by those who don’t try out their own thoughts and 
their own opinions about what they’ve gotten out of the book 
or the conversation. In a true exchange, the back-and-forth 
of the debaters is replaced by a give-and-take that does not 
repel an opponent but joins in a many-sided effort to gain an 
adequate understanding of something.

So the commercial metaphor of an exchange has 
served us better than the athletic or pugilistic model of a 
debate. We might declare victory to the former and defeat to 
the latter, but this would mean that we were still stuck in the 
debater’s way of thinking. If we suit our own speech to the 
second model, we could say that we have exchanged a worse 
opinion for a better one. And that formulation does give us 
an adequate understanding of why the seminar is not a 
debate. The debater never moves from his chosen comer; he 
may fortify it, but he will never be free of it. But one who has 
left a starting place can look out on new vistas from a new 
place, and continue the motion to new opinions that might 
be worth visiting at least, and perhaps worth dwelling with. 
Similarly, Just by thinking about commercial exchange, we 
may be able to see the seminar in a new way that is still 
better than either of those we’ve considered.

What is involved in the act of exchange? You have to 
bring something of your own into the marketplace, and you 
have to be willing to give it up to gain something of value. 
These things are both reflected in the seminar, but they may 
both be misleading. First, you may think that what you have 
to bring to the table is a finished product, an articulate and 
impressive interpretation of something. But the seminar 
takes place much nearer the origins of the production chain. 
Any sort of raw material of an understanding is needed and 
welcome. You might have only a question, and not even 
be sure how to ask it. You might think a certain passage 
is important, and not know how to say why. You might 
think two passages are connected, but not be sure what the 
connection is. You might have none of those things, but only 
a willingness to work, and you can always go right to work in 
the seminar, because you have with you the only set of tools 
you need, your memory of what you have read and your 
desire to understand it. These possibilities already suggest 
a division of labor and an opportunity for cooperation. 
Any such cooperative effort has the advantage that what 
it builds belongs to those who build it, because they watch 
every step of its development. That makes it far superior to 
any exchange that began with a finished product, even one 
delivered for our instruction by the most famous and learned 
professor. We are better off in solid huts of our own making 
than trying to take up residence in such mansions, if, for all 
we know, their foundations may be full of holes.

But what if you don’t feel the need even for a new 
hut? Suppose you do like the place you are already, not 
with the fierceness or arbitrariness of a debater but with 
a reasonable sense that it is a good place to be. The fact 
that you have opinions you don’t want to give up doesn’t 
disqualify you from participating in the exchange. The 
currency of the seminar is opinions, and giving an opinion 
doesn’t mean giving it away. Giving an opinion in a seminar, 
though, does mean giving it up for examination. If you are 
really participating in the seminar, nothing you say will have 
the belligerent or defensive tone of a debater; all of your 
opinions will be offered up to be worked at in common, 
even when you are strongly committed to those opinions. 
An opinion worth holding on to can never suffer by being 
examined, and you can never suffer by opening your beliefs 
to respectful examination among friends. If you do not 
move on to new opinions, the seminar at least will bring 
your old ones back to you enhanced, seen from more sides, 
and deepened. No opinion that enters a seminar discussion 
can remain merely what it was before. Even a tutor who has



asked the same questions about the same books many times 
can never foresee what will be done with those questions 
by a new group of students. A tutor can direct the seminar 
to passages, to questions, to connections, to arguments, 
and to interpretations, but only the seminar as a whole 
can do anything at the places to which it is directed. One 
spontaneous response can open a door no one has ever been 
through, and a series of honest responses will construct a new 
world for the understanding and imagination to explore.

The exchange that takes place in a seminar is of a 
kind that commercial traders can only dream about, in which 
everything you give up can come back to you appreciated in 
value, and supplemented by new and other riches produced 
on the spot. How is such a thing possible? If the seminar 
is an exchange, it is not one of the commercial sort, but a 
dialectical exchange. Dialectic is something that the greatest 
of philosophers have all talked about and practiced. You may 
have heard a schematic description of dialectic as a formal 
process in which a thesis and antithesis yield a synthesis, 
which in turn becomes a new thesis with which to repeat 
the process. This is a superficial account of the thinking of 
one particular philosopher, and even he would by no means 
consider it accurate. In any case, genuine thinking rarely 
takes place in such a mechanical way. There may or may 
not have been an occasion in your last seminar on which 
you or someone else replied to a claim by saying “I think 
it’s exactly the opposite,” but something different happens 
hundreds of times in every seminar. And even if a statement 
is succeeded by its complete antithesis, the seminar may 
take a long road to finding a synthesis, or discover that some 
other line of thinking altogether is more fruitful.

What does happen typically when something is 
asserted in seminar is that someone else responds in a way 
that takes it as partly right and partly wrong, or as capturing 
something correct, but with some crucial word that doesn’t 
feel as though it captures it best. This sort of thing is not just 
disagreement dressed up in polite terms. It is the natural way 
thinking works. When someone articulates a thought, the 
rest of us try to understand it, but each of us is different. We 
bring different experiences and opinions to the conversation. 
In the mere act of construing what someone else has said, 
each of us is likely to bump up against a way of grasping 
it that seems to cohere better, or fit the text better, or lead 
more directly to some further insight. And now we’re off and 
running, because that two-sided view of one overlapping 
thought is now twice as likely to strike off sparks in the 
thinking of a third person. It is perhaps here that you can

see best what’s wrong with debating in a seminar. If the first 
speaker wants to defend the original assertion, the potential 
third speaker is cut out of the discussion, and a seminar that 
might have moved on gets bogged down. A follow-up point 
or two can help clarify things, but only if they are offered up 
and let go. A seminar is a living thing that needs freedom to 
move, and no one knows where it is headed, because a third 
contribution may overlap something in the second that was 
not present in the first, and the whole series of interrelated 
observations will be something no one on earth has ever 
considered before in Just that way.

The dialectic of the seminar has the power to generate 
thought. An opening question may be asked about which 
you think you have nothing to say, but as soon as someone 
else responds to it, you might begin to discover opinions that 
are altogether yours, but weren’t present for you until the 
conversation nudged you into conceiving them. Everything 
said in the seminar is seminal in that way. I mentioned earlier 
that Shakespeare invented the word unseminared; he uses it, 
in Antony and Cleopatra (Act I, scene v), in just the sense 
we are now considering, to describe a eunuch. Exchange 
no longer seems an adequate metaphor for an activity in 
which the giving and receiving are always generative and 
fertile. The seminar is not the market into which you take 
the products of prior learning, but a place to which you go 
to engage in the act of learning. That is the power you are 
acquiring, the power to conceive thoughts you could never 
come up with alone, but that no one else could ever conceive 
for you. The seminar is always a process of appropriation, 
of expanding your thinking by taking more and more 
possibilities into yourself.

One way this process of appropriation works is by 
getting rid of the fancy and unfamiliar language in which 
thoughts might first seem most impressive, and moving ever 
forward into the straightforward and ordinary words that are 
richest in meaning. We are now at a point in this discussion 
at which we can enrich our own language about the seminar. 
When we last formulated what the seminar is, we called it a 
dialectical exchange, and we have just abandoned the noun. 
We should now be ready to abandon the adjective too. The 
word dialectical has served a purpose for us, but it has no 
magic in it, and if we rely too much on it, our thinking will 
be blocked from going forward. What dialectical means is 
“suited to conversation,” or working the way conversation 
works. Our elaborate discussion of this remarkable 
instrument of learning was all along just a matter of looking 
closely at a certain kind of conversation.



But now I have to specify the kind of conversation 
the seminar is. You take part in conversations all the time 
that generate no learning in anyone, conversations about 
nothing in particular, or about something in the newspaper, 
or even about serious topics like war or poverty. The seminar 
conversation is the second phase of an activity that begins 
with reading something, and it is not a matter of indifference 
what that something is. For example, there are good books 
available about Homer’s Iliad-, why shouldn’t the first 
seminar reading be designed to give you some background 
and help you read the Iliad itself? An introduction of that 
sort might help you feel comfortable, but it would squash the 
very activity you need to engage in if you’re going to learn 
anything. Books about other books are called secondary 
literature, and whatever else they may do, they stand between 
you and your own encounter with the primary text. If a book 
tells you what Homer’s gods are, and you believe it, you 
will not wonder what Homer’s gods are, and without such 
wondering, you will not call on your own resources to think 
about what a god might be. And the less thinking you do in 
your life about what a god might be, the less you will have 
thought about what a human being is. The Iliad is not going 
to fit neatly into any of the categories of thought you already 
have available. If you want to gain any understanding of it 
at all, there are two ways you can go: you can read some 
secondary literature, or get even that prepackaged by 
listening to lectures given by a professor, or you can begin to 
expand your own ways of thinking. You can suspend some 
of the assumptions you already make about things, try to see 
through the eyes of the poet and his characters, take the risk 
of making mistakes, and stretch your powers to imagine and 
think. An appropriate seminar reading is one that launches 
you into the seminar conversation with a need to stretch 
yourself to understand it.

This stretching toward understanding is the central 
activity of the most important kind of learning. It cannot 
be done by taking over an explanation, or a theory, or a 
way of thinking from anyone else. We sometimes say that 
the teachers at St. John’s are not the tutors but the program 
authors, but this does not mean that Homer knows something 
which you need to come to know. It means that Homer 
invites you to imagine things you’ve never seen and think 
thoughts you’ve never had. If you accept that invitation, you 
will not be replacing some twenty-first-century knowledge 
with some other, old-fashioned set of opinions. You will be 
expanding your own capacity to evaluate and choose among 
the true array of possible opinions and ways of knowing.

You need not begin by assuming that Homer has the truth 
about anything. But if you are going to learn anything by 
reading Homer, you do need to begin by assuming that 
he has something worth your effort to grasp. It happens 
that the second book of the Iliad contains an example of 
someone who is unwilling or unable to make an assumption 
of that kind. He is not interpreting a written work, but he is 
engaging in interpretation, and he is a bad reader of the things 
around him. His name is Thersites, and he is the first of the 
Achaeans to speak when the army has been reassembled 
after its wild rush to its ships (II, 211-278). If you remember 
Thersites at all, it is probably for Homer’s description of 
him as the ugliest man who went to Troy. But his malformed 
body is an image of his words, which are described by 
Homer as lacking balance and wholeness ( ametroepes, 
epea akosma), and by Odysseus as lacking judgment or the 
power to make distinctions (akritomuthos). What he says is 
that the only reason the army is fighting is to get gold and 
women for Agamemnon. Now it is a fact that thousands of 
men fight and die at Troy, and Agamemnon gets the pick of 
captured treasure and women, and it may, after all, be true 
that there is no purpose to the war beyond that. As someone 
who challenges authority and debunks any high-sounding 
Justifications of war, Thersites may seem like an image of 
ourselves, and someone speaking the plain truth. But what if 
there is some higher reason for the fighting? Thersites does 
not try to understand what that reason would be, show what 
is wrong with it, and conclude that it is false or hollow; he 
is simply incapable of conceiving any motive other than 
greed, lust, and glorying in having more than others do. His 
argument is not based on Agamemnon’s defects or on human 
nature; he just assumes everyone is like himself and argues 
from his own limitations.

As soon as one entertains the question whether there is 
some better reason for the war, it becomes clear that Thersites 
has no insight to offer on that question one way or the other. 
Since he can’t even conceive a good reason, he can’t compare 
it to a bad one. Thersites has no place in a council of the 
Achaeans because he has no argument to make that takes in 
view the choices before such a council. So Odysseus replies 
both to the man and to the things he has said. He replies to 
the man by beating him, with Agamemnon’s golden scepter, 
the sign of the king’s authority, much to the delight of the 
men, incidentally. But Odysseus also takes up the other 
scepter, the staff the speakers hold in council, and replies to 
Thersites’ speech, and in his first seven lines (284-290) he 
already gives three reasons for fighting that were invisible



to Thersites. Agamemnon’s honor is at stake, the soldiers are 
bound by a promise they have made to him, and their own 
honor is at stake if they willingly abandon that promise. He 
urges the men to stay, and they roar their approval. Please 
understand: none of this means that Odysseus is right and 
Thersites is wrong. Honor is one of the great themes of the 
Iliad and is subjected to the most challenging scrutiny, and 
the exact fulfillment of a promise becomes one of the most 
devastating events in the poem. The important thing is that 
such invisible motives as honor and promises come to sight, 
and be thought about as claims on human beings that may or 
may not be worth respecting. Those who read the poem and 
do not allow themselves to feel the claims of those motives 
have not even entered into the world of discourse the poet 
has made.

But the reader who has listened attentively to 
Odysseus’s appeal to the soldiers’ honor will hear a shade 
of difference shortly afterward when Nestor makes the same 
appeal (II, 337-368). Where Odysseus had addressed them 
as human beings who had freely given their word. Nestor 
locates their honor in their courage and competence at 
fighting. In the Iliad, then, a soldier’s honor may be at least 
two different things. And there may be serious reasons for 
subordinating one’s own honor to that of the king. When 
Agamemnon reviews his men before battle in Book IV, he 
sees Diomedes and a companion at ease away from the 
battlefield, and tells them they are not the men their fathers 
were. The companion takes him literally, and recites the 
accomplishments by which he and Diomedes have excelled 
their fathers. But this companion, like Thersites, is someone 
who can see the facts but not the point. Diomedes replies to 
him (IV, 412- 418): “Dear old friend, shut up,” and then says 
that Agamemnon is the one who has everything to gain and 
everything to lose. They owe it to him, not to themselves, to 
risk everything they might lose in battle, out of respect for 
one who is entitled to their respect (402). The characters in 
the poem who articulate their reasons for fighting are like 
the members of a seminar, as they take hold of the same 
motive from different angles, and the seminar that wants to 
understand the poem needs to be at least as versatile as they 
are.

Now if you’re beginning to catch on to the way the 
motion of the semiar works, you won’t be surprised to hear 
that the poem might point to a good reason for the war that 
is other than, and perhaps higher than, honor of any sort. In 
Book III, the word friendship starts to be used over and over. 
The Trojans Join the Achaeans in swearing by it (323), and

among the Trojans, Paris has lost it (453), but most important 
(354), Menelaus attributes the war to Paris’s violation of his 
friendship. He is referring to the special bond of friendship 
between host and guest. Before the Greeks crossed the sea in 
war, Paris had crossed it in the other direction, in friendship, 
but ran off with Menelaus’s wife. Just as Thersites cannot 
see any claim on himself stemming from honor, Paris saw 
no claim on himself stemming from the friendship of his 
host. But is such a claim worth the lives of thousands? How 
should we go about comparing things that are beyond all 
measurement? By now I am sure you will not be surprised 
to hear that Homer offers us an image in which these very 
things, guest-friendship and war, confront one another.

In Book VI, when Diomedes encounters an enemy 
he doesn’t recognize, and demands to know his lineage, 
Glaucus responds with one of the most powerful similes 
in literature (145-149): “Son of Tydeus, great heart, why 
do you ask my genesis? Like the generations of leaves 
are those of men. The leaves, the wind scatters on the 
ground, and the sprouting wood grows others, as the time 
of spring comes over it. So one generation of men grows 
and the other is no more.” Many years ago, Jonathan Tuck 
gave a lecture called “Dead Leaves,” and showed how this 
passage has been imitated by every major epic poet in the 
thousands of years of the tradition since Homer’s time, and 
the sophomores will have discovered an almost identical 
image in the 40th chapter of the book of Isaiah (verses 6- 
8). But great as the image is, and full of the truth of human 
mortality, the speech of Glaucus that the image introduces 
refutes it. Glaucus tells the stories of three generations of his 
ancestors, and attests that many men know those stories. He 
ends by telling the reason he has Joined the war: so that he 
might bring no shame to the memory of his ancestors. They 
have not become anonymous leaf-mold, rotting away as the 
march of generations covers them up; they still retain their 
distinctness, and still act to cause effects in the world.

And the telling of their stories brings about another 
effect, and probably saves Glaucus’s life, because Diomedes 
recognizes that Glaucus’s grandfather was the guestfriend 
of his own grandfather, and drives his spear into the ground. 
He exclaims (215): “Why then you, now, are my friend, by 
way of our fathers, from the old times!” Instead of fighting 
they shake hands, and pledge hospitality to one another if 
they survive the war, and they exchange armor. The whole 
amazing interlude then closes with the lines everyone 
remembers best from this scene. “Zeus stole Glaucus’s 
wits,” Homer tells us, and he made an exchange of gold for



bronze, of one-eleventh the value (234-236). But if you take 
that comment at face value, Homer has stolen your wits. 
That would mean that you had exchanged the opportunity 
to think about a beautiful and complex scene of 115 lines 
for a dim-witted three-line summary that might have come 
from Thersites. Homer’s closing lines are like the leaves 
that sprout in the spring, and Homer has already let us see, 
if we were willing to think about it, that the latest sprouts 
do not necessarily annihilate what was generated before 
them. The poet let us watch human friendship span the dead 
generations and supercede the deadly enmities of the war. 
But how stupid we were to take that seriously; friendship 
might cost a man the price of 91 cattle.

I hope you can see how many-sided an apparently 
simple remark can be, and how an adequate understanding 
of a text may call for great flexibility. Our imaginations have 
been drawn into a moment when the noise and dust and 
death of the battlefield have cleared away, and friendship 
has been sighted or at least declared. If we are swept up 
in the feeling of this moment, Homer suddenly pulls the 
rug out from under our feet, and makes us feel like gullible 
fools. Didn’t we see that the only things that matter here are 
greed and anger, swindling and killing? If someone speaks 
to you of hereditary friendship, watch your wallet. The result 
is that it is up to us to restore any balance to the scene. Any 
defense of friendship over war will have to come from our 
own thinking and courage. If someone in the seminar has 
been very observant, though, it might appear that Homer has 
given us a tiny bit of help. In the long catalogue of ships and 
fighters at the end of Book II. Glaucus, who gave up gold 
armor for bronze, is the last person named, and he is called 
blameless, or not to be scorned. But if we look to the lines 
directly preceding this mention, we find someone named 
Nastes, whom Homer does blame and scorn, and calls silly. 
Why? Because this fool came to war wearing gold armor 
which was of no use in protecting him from death.

I offer these examples not as an interpretation of the 
first six books of the Iliad—I have, for instance, not even 
mentioned Achilles, who is clearly the central figure in this 
poem, even when he is absent from the action. Nor am I 
claiming that the bits and pieces I have taken up from those 
first six books are necessary parts of an interpretation of 
them. Other passages could serve equally well to bring out 
the same or similar questions and possibilities about what is 
in front of us and how it might be understood. I have focused 
on some places that suggest that the meaning any passage 
has at face value may need to be pushed and challenged, and

that the author of the poem may provide help in doing that. 
Thersites’ argument needs to be heard, and Glaucus’ bargain 
needs to be questioned, if either of them is ever to come 
back to sight within any larger vision. The more pairs of eyes 
there are looking for evidence, and the more imaginations 
there are trying out interpretations, the likelier any of us is to 
find something that lifts us closer to the thing we have read. 
Since so many parts have to be balanced and combined, it 
makes little difference which ones are the starting points for 
any particular discussion, or even which ones come to be the 
focus of it.

I am suggesting a model of the act of interpretation 
that might be compared to learning how to swim. I had many 
weeks one summer, long ago, to think about why I couldn’t 
even manage to float, until one day when I suddenly could do 
so easily, and then rapidly progressed through the sequence 
of skills that led from there to swimming. What I concluded 
is that every muscle in my body had to be involved in trying 
out countless combinations of tension and relaxation until 
they all produced one coherent performance that fit the needs 
of the situation. Similarly, I think, in reading a book one holds 
its unfolding parts in a loose grasp in which each of them 
might have to change many times before they begin fitting 
together in any convincing way. The same sort of process 
can be involved in writing a paper; instead of starting with 
an outline and a topic sentence, one might accomplish more 
by starting with some incomplete, not yet fully connected 
thoughts, and press onward through possibilities that might 
turn them into a coherent way of thinking about something. 
Reading or writing that builds up an interpretation gradually 
can produce a flexible solidity of understanding that is worth 
incomparably more than a bottom-line opinion adopted at the 
outset and defended like a fortress. The cost associated with 
the more adequate way of learning is a more-or-less constant 
feeling of incompleteness. The understanding sought may 
seem always out of reach, on a shore that may seem never to 
draw any nearer. But to be in the midst of genuine learning 
can also be exhilarating, as you realize that the solid ground 
you’ve left behind was never able in the first place to support 
the weight of a fully developed understanding.

Now if it sounds as though I’m saying that to be 
learning is to be at sea, our metaphor has gone beyond its 
usefulness. It is not easy in practice to draw a line between 
learning and knowing. The one who has embarked upon 
learning already has a grasp of many things, but is focused 
on extending and improving that grasp, and the kind of 
knowing that is at stake is not a fixed possession but is



itself a living activity. With the multiplication tables, or 
the capitals of the states, though they might grow fuzzy in 
your memory, you either know them or you don’t, but with 
an understanding of the Iliad, or an assessment of the place 
of honor in human life, learning never ends. The better you 
understand such things, the more they draw you on to look 
further and see more. To be learning is not to be at sea, and to 
jump to a conclusion is not to have arrived anywhere at all.

There is a natural tendency, whenever a question 
has been raised, to want it disposed of. An unanswered 
question may be felt as pain, or at least annoyance, that 
craves relief in any plausible answer, and an impressive- 
sounding answer has the added allure of sophistication. 
Why is Achilles angry? He has low self-esteem, or a bipolar 
disorder. Thank you. Now we can find a new question and 
dispose of it. Thinking is troublesome, and thinking beyond 
the presuppositions one is accustomed to relying on is hard 
work. The forward motion of a discussion that opens up a 
question is always fighting a counter-tendency that seeks to 
close it. This is most evident in a seminar when people fight 
the question itself. Is Achilles right to withdraw from the 
war? What do you mean by “right”? This sort of counter
question is asked in good faith by someone who sees that 
there is more than one direction in which a good answer 
might be found, but who has not yet grasped that a wide- 
ranging question is bound to generate a better seminar than 
a question that can be answered conclusively by reading a 
line from page 24.

A question in seminar presses thinking forward 
toward a goal, but that goal is not like a soccer net. Answers 
do not count as victories. Thinking needs to approach such 
a goal by finding a place to start from, and that is no easy 
thing to accomplish. The real victories are won in the 
exploration that leads to the finding of a beginning. The 
seminar is the place where you will secure the starting- 
points for the thinking you will do for the rest of your life. 
It follows, then, that the seminar is the place where you will 
find the starting-points for thinking about the other parts of 
the program. The College catalogue has long recognized this 
function of the seminar by calling it the heart of the program. 
Some people have taken this to mean only that the seminar 
is the place where the focus on language or mathematics or 
musical analysis or laboratory observation is broadened, so 
that all these arts of understanding may be brought together 
and connections may be made with and among them. Like 
the heart, where blood from all the peripheral parts is 
united, purified, and sent back to re-invigorate those parts.

the seminar does serve as a center of circulation. But the 
catalogue’s metaphor resonates more deeply than that with 
us.

The tutorials and laboratories do not belong to 
departments, and questions that arise in them may be 
pursued without limits, as far as those present can take them. 
Every class at St. John’s is finally a group of people sitting 
around a table, reflecting on something they have all done, 
and trying to make as much sense of it as possible. But the 
seminar is the place where that activity is the sole, direct, 
and sustained concern of those present, all the time it’s going 
on, every time it happens. The seminar is the heart of the 
program in the primary sense that it is the place where you 
go directly, and intensely, to the heart of the learning activity, 
and put all your effort into it. A text is in front of you that 
has brought the best out of the intellects and imaginations of 
many people in the past, but no presuppositions about it are 
required, and no questions about it are offlimits. This open 
approach means that you can’t take refuge in translating or 
demonstrating, can’t insist on alleged facts you’ve found in 
an introduction, can’t rely on anything but your own power 
to grasp and put into words something that seems to you 
to make sense, to have evidence, to be worth believing. 
What should be the standards for making sense, for having 
evidence, and for being worth believing? Those primary 
questions are always up for discussion in the seminar as 
much as are any other topics, and you are responsible for 
choosing among them and defending your choices. That 
responsibility is shared by everyone at the table, but it is not 
lessened by that sharing. The learning activity, at its heart, 
keeps all presuppositions open to question, and all points 
of view open to sight. Every kind of learning is worthwhile 
and needed, but unseminared learning can never achieve the 
highest possibilities of what it means to leam.



Vegas Odds on Upcoming Lectures
Date Lecturer Topic Predictions, Odds

Fri. Mar. 5 Susan Collins Aristotle’s Investigation of Longhorns by 6, 3 fumbles.
8 p.m. Dept, of Political Science the Citizen Great Souled Man kicks
GH University of Texas field goal.

Fri. Mar. 12 The Corona Man & his A Look at Underage Partying and Assorted
All flickin' night associated Girls Gone Drinking in America: Revelry will carry the
South Padre Wild. Who’s to Blame? night. Sobriety looses by 3.

Fri. Apr. 2 Axelrod Quartet Beethoven
^*^1 A disoriented junior

8 p.m. standaiyduring the show
GH ^ .. screaming “Rock me

/ ^ % %
Amadeus!”

Fri. Apr. 9 Steve Fonnan Ijjfeom Embryd^^Stem 
'ft 11s to End of Life^

Raiders by 4. But only
8 p.m. Dir. of Hematology because the stem cells are
GH and Bone Marrow HBl

Transplantatioa# .
City of Hope Hospital,

Ethical Dilegmas i^^: 
Medicine a^^edical 
Researc^. # =

100 cultured to fight back.

Life’s a Crapshoothimmy the greek
Legally speaking the player may play blackjack 

any way he wants without cheating or using a computer, 
and the casinos may do anything from making conditions 
unfavorable to barring in an effort to stop anyone who they 
deem has an advantage over the game. Much of the challenge 
of card counting is avoiding suspicion that you are anything 
but a normal non-counting player. The most obvious 
indication that .somebody is counting is that they make a 
substantial increase in bet size after a lot of small cards leave 
the table. Although the greater the factor by which you can 
increase your bet the greater your odds of winning, more 
than doubling your last bet is a fast way to arouse “heat” 
from the dealer and pit boss. Usually when casinos do realize 
you are counting they will cither .shuffle the cards whenever 
you increase your bet, essentially removing any advantage, 
or ask you to leave.

Jimmy the Greek and the Lecture Spread are 
sponsered by Lola’s. Please think responsibly.

Cover Photo Call Out
The editors of the Moon frequently have need 
of photographers and photos. Specifically, we 

currently seek student photography to feature on 
the cover of each issue. Photographs should be 

high-resolution digital stills, or high-quality glossy 
prints (we will scan your photo and then return 
it to you). All photos will be printed in black and 

white (duh), but if you have a color picture that you 
think fits the bill, we can convert it to grayscale by 
means of a patented method involving chanting, 
Minoan fertility rites, and top-secret 19* century 

technology. We have no specific stylistic criteria in 
mind, but generally we find that lots of contrast— 

for instance, say, creamy white skin on black 
velvet—looks graceful and distinctive.
Send us submissions in the usual way.
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The Campus Moralist: Party Bashing with a Cane

Life was going well for the Campus Moralist. Campus Life 
had improved dramatically. I was very proud of everyone 
on campus for respecting themselves and other people. 
Then came Symposium Party. I would like to commend 
the freshman class for keeping alcohol out of the common 
area. However, I could not enjoy this party or night until the 
alcohol section was shut down. I’m not dry. I’m not upset 
because people were drinking. The reason I am upset by the 
alcohol was its placement, in my dorm. Did I know about this 
until I got back from seminar? No. Did anyone ask if they 
could use my dorm, my living area? No. This is what upset 
me. The alcohol was technically in the basement laundry 
room, but how did people get to the basement because of the 
placement of said alcohol? Through my hall! The noise made 
it impossible to relax, let alone sleep. The outside entrance 
to the laundry room was shut off. So everyone looking for 
alcohol came through my dorm. These people may think 
that they were being quiet. But being under the influence 
did not make these people audibly aware of how loud and 
obnoxious they were. Who invited these people into my 
dorm? None of the residents of the building! I guess that’s

Charity Simpson is that mean old lady on the floor. 
Damn Kids!!! :shakes cane;

what bothers me the most. The party planners invited people 
to be loud an obnoxious in my dorm and there was noting I 
could do about it. When my dorm-mates have friends over 
and they’re having a party and being loud, I can go over and 
ask them nicely to be quiet. They are a fixed entity. I know 
them, they are respectful. People walking through my dorm 
making noise are entirely different. Someone asked me, “did 
you ask them to be quiet?” Yes. But I didn’t want to spend 
all night telling everyone that was passing through my dorm 
to be quiet. This happened the night before Free Friday, so 
I also heard the argument that the sleep study rule didn’t 
apply. In the hand book the sleep study rule is technically 
from Sunday Night starting at 8 p.m. until Friday morning 
at 8 a.m. However, I ask my dorm mates to be quiet on the 
week-ends too. Because they are wonderful ladies, they do. 
So my point still stands. These people invaded my home 
without an invitation and without respect for the people 
living there. A good party planner would get everyone’s 
permission in the dorm if any of the party is going to be 
there. I’m glad that security broke the alcohol part of the 
party up. I don’t know who called security, but I could kiss 
him or her. But that’s just me.....

mailto:moontag@stumail.sjcsf.edu


secretly admired 
sharp, sophisitic, yes this means 
you, Johnny Neschintz 

x4160

late night bass-bumper,
I sleep on weeknights. Turn it 
down to turn me on 

x4269

sprawled in seminar 
stretched, cool, languid with ennui 
yawning as I talk 

x4279

Miss Piggy seeks an 
Adventurous anphibian 
For lily-pad play 

X4041

You should be my Valentine, 
but the took of fear on your face 
tells me to stay away. 

x4147

An Editor’s Note:
The above is no haiku
but we’ll let you run on if you want to.

You: Working the bar.
Me: Passing out at your bar.
Thanks for the pillow. 

x4258

Drunk. Tired. I buy us 
two tequila sunrises 
as the sky lightens.

X989-1905

Plied with enough booze 
I’ll dance to most anything.
Even “Hey Ya.” Shots! 

x4277

Haiku Personals
even the Anapoloids 
would like to get laid

The Art of Personals chris harris
The IT Department, for all of their foibles, has finally 
done something right. Thanks to their meddling, every
one on campus with iTunes can now see and play each 
others’ music. Why should you care? Because God and 
the IT Dept have just put the Holy Grail of people-meet
ing into your hands.
You now have a way to see all of someones’ musical taste 
without having to resort to the same old Johnnie cliches. 
Rather than speaking about The Bobs and Tupac, you can 
find a fellow Neutral Milk Hotel fan with total anonym
ity. Never again will you be the only one singing along 
with the Buffy Musical at the party. And then, having 
found the only other person who likes both Greg Brown 
and Rammstein, you can write them a haiku personal.

If you have a favorite playlist, or a shared user who really 
makes you swoon, send your proof of music piracy to:
moontag@stumail.sjcsf.edu

Dancing like a slut 
I like you and your friend too. 
The JF’s are hot. 

x4275

Oh, Immanuel
our love is Pure; I concieved
it a priori.

x4356
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The Inferno blake hindley
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chrysostomos
(the St. John’s college student 
theatre group) presents...

The Reduced Shakespeare Company’s

Ok

an irreverent, fast paced romp through the bard’s plays, 
the complete works of william Shakespeare abridged
presents all thirty-seven plays in ninety-seven minutes.

Free for students Sun., March 7 - 7:00
$5 for townies Tues., March 9 - 7:00
Great Hall Wed., March 10 - 7:00


