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In Memoriam 
Michael Littleton

Janet Dougherty, tutor

Thirteen years ago I taught junior semi
nar with Michael Littleton. It was my third 
year as a tutor. One colleague suggested I 
could help when Michael lost track of 
things. That wasn’t how it worked at all. I 
was the one who mislaid a student’s essay 
and had to ask Michael whether I could bor
row his copy. When I asked, he did give 
me the sort of look that could only come 
from common experience. But Michael had 
a kind of genius for sharing experience. 
When senior prank occurred -the theme was 
The Bacchae- he was the one who, while 
still pale from a recent illness, drank the 
offered milk and honey cheerfully and did a 
little dance.

Our work together was aU to my advan
tage. Michael helped me to learn to listen, 
not merely because he listened with his 
whole soul, to me, to the students, and to 
the books, but also because he said things I 
would never have expected about books I 
thought I knew pretty well. I knew I want
ed to hear what he said, and more. He made 
people work a little to follow his reasoning, 
but when we began to follow it the books 
opened up for all of us in a new way. My 
role in seminar was primarily to create 
opportunities for myself and the students to 
reflect upon things that Michael said before 
they got lost in the inevitably scattered sem
inar conversation. It’s true that at least one 
of our students found Michael’s words diffi
cult to follow. When he asked me for 
advice, I said, “Ask him what he means, I 
do.” The student started asking, with no 
suggestions to offer, “What do you mean by

that, Mr. Littleton?” about every thirty sec
onds. My methods of restraining him must 
have seemed a bit brutal, for the student 
began wearing sunglasses to seminar. At 
the end of the school year, Michael and I
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walked to the parking lot together, said 
what a great year we had had, and 
embraced. The student, now without his 
sunglasses, tapped Michael on the shoulder 
to ask him, one last time, “What did you 
mean...?” in the middle of our hug. He got 
his revenge.

In the course of the year in which we 
worked together it seemed that there was 
virtually nothing Michael couldn’t under
stand. I talked to him about everything, 
keeping him in the coffee-shop too late after 
seminar. We switched from books to per
sonal matters with no breaks; I’ve never met 
anyone who could understand so much that 
is spoken elliptically. The only sign of 
impatience he ever showed I noticed by 
accident when I drove behind him late one 
evening; he ran a red light. He was consis
tently generous to me, as he was to our stu

dents. When I saw a collection of misread
ings coupled with exuberance in one of our 
student’s orals, I was at a loss. He just 
turned to me after she left and said, “Isn’t 
she wonderful?” Yeah, I guess she was. 
When I confessed to him that I just did not 
know how to read the New Testament, he 
responded, “I’m glad there’s something like 
that.” No advice. I guessed I just had to 
keep trying. Each time I get a little better.

Our seminar together was thirteen years 
ago. I’ve seen Michael little since -at my 
wedding, here in Santa Fe for joint 
Instruction Committee meetings. I was for
tunate to have a wonderful visit with 
Michael and Herme two years ago when I 
came out to give a lecture, and we’ve writ
ten a little and talked on the phone a few 
times. Despite the limited time I’ve shared 
with Michael, I consider him one of the 
dearest friends I’ve ever had. When I told 
him of the birth of my first child, he said, 
“Now your already very full life is even 
fuller.” He knew. In our late talks after 
seminar together he used sometimes to talk 
about his extraordinary wife -she could 
learn languages by trying to speak them- 
and about his children. He said several 
times that he would like me to know his 
children. I’ve often wished he could know 
mine, and that they could know him. I 
knew that the way he would look upon them 
would show me, better than I already know, 
how I should look upon them. His gaze 
upon them would have been a kind of bless
ing. I have a vivid image in my memory of 
Michael’s face as he looked at a child, and 
can imagine him meeting my two and imag
ine his look. I am fortunate.

Robert D. Sacks, tutor

The last time I saw Michael, he had come 
to Santa Fe to give a lecture on Dante. The 
specific subject of the lecture held a special 
fascination for me. It was on the role of 
goats in “The Comedy.” Now I must admit 
that I had often been disturbed by the role 
that goats play in the Gospels. The sharp
ness of the distinction between “the sheep 
and the goats” appeared harsh. My world 
seemed to be more inhabited by goat-sheep 
and sheep-goats of infinite degrees and vari

eties.
Michael’s lecture concerned the fact that 

there were goats to be found in all three 
realms of Dante’s world, in the Inferno, in 
the Purgatorio, and even in the Pardiso.

We had a late and rather lengthily dis
cussion near the end of the Question Period 
and in it Michael began to let me sense 
something of the true use of human speech. 
Language, I was always became the way of 
“saying what you mean”, but for Michael it 
became the way he had of climbing into 
another soul in order to find its windows

and open the blinds. I can’t imagine that 
there was any third mind present in that 
could make much sense of our talk. You 
might say that his words had no meaning in 
themselves. There only meaning was to 
open meaning. It was the stark clarity of his 
presents that erased the here and the there. 
Who was Michael, Who was I? Had 
Michael become me, or had he for the 
moment allowed me to become him?
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Valerie Garvin, A '96

Following the lecture on Friday night 
about Frederick Douglass, I read his autobi
ography, called the Narrative of the Life of 
Frederick Douglass. The lecturer had spo
ken about a “seminal moment” in the life of 
Douglass, and I wanted to read about this 
moment for myself. It seemed to me that 
Douglass’ “seminal moment” applied to all 
men. It does not happen until Chapter 10 of 
his book and the book ends at 11. The story 
he tells reads like a Greek drama, and this 
moment is one of discovery and reversal 
like Oedipus’ discovery that he is the man 
he has been searching for.

Here is what Douglass says about this 
moment right before he describes it: “you 
have seen how a man was made a slave; you 
shall see how a slave was made a man.” 
This moment happened between Douglass 
and a white farmer named Covey. The two 
men fought for two hours in a bam. Covey 
was determined to break Douglass. He had a 
reputation as a “nigger breaker” and many 
masters leased their rebellious slaves to him 
at a cheaper price for the return of a docile 
slave. Douglass was more than determined 
to not let Covey break him. During the 
stmggle Douglass bloodied Covey, and kept 
Covey from beating him. Covey left the 
bam and never touched him again. This is 
what Douglass says after the fight: “I now 
resolved that, however long I might remain 
a slave in form, the day had passed forever 
when I could be a slave in fact.” Four years 
later Douglass escaped slavery’s form, but 
he was a free man long before that.

Let me see if I can say what makes this 
moment in Douglass’ life like every other 
man’s life. Douglass was fighting Death 
when he fought Covey. Earlier in the book, 
Douglass describes the deaths of two slaves, 
a man and a woman. Both were killed by 
their respective masters quickly, with no 
feeling of remorse. There was no outcry that 
a human life had been taken. There was no 
just cause for their deaths. The slaves were 
property. They had been slaughtered on the 
whim of their masters. A pet would have 
received more consideration. A few days 
before this fight in the barn, Covey had 
beaten him so badly that his head was bat
tered and bleeding. Douglass walked bmised 
and beaten back to his master and com

plained to him that Covey was going to beat 
him to death. His master sent him back to 
Covey. Douglass tried to stay out of 
Covey’s reach but Covey came looking for 
him. He was afraid and he had good reason 
to be afraid. So when Douglass says that he 
does not know where the spirit came to fight 
Covey, that it came on aU of a sudden, that it 
surprised him, he knew he was fighting 
death, literal death, not symbolic death. The 
ego had not died, the flower had not with
ered on the stem, the fruit did not lie rotting 
on the ground. A white man, a master who 
had the power of life and death over him 
was him was his opponent. Covey was a 
strong, sweating man who fought Douglass 
every inch of the way. Covey gave Douglass 
the opportunity to make real, to make con-

"Here is what Douglass says 
about this moment right before 
he describes it: 'you have seen 
how a man was made a slave; 
you shall see how a slave was 

made a man'".
Crete his freedom from the fear of death.

The fear of death is the one thing men 
have in common. It is the rare individual 
who is clear enough not to be swayed by the 
threat of dying. It seems to me that self- 
preservation is a lie. When we want it to 
kick in, it never does. People die. We die. 
We cannot preserve ourselves, let alone our 
loved ones. I think Achilles is a good exam
ple of the lie of preservation. Achilles 
thought he had preserved Briseis. He had 
fought to win her. He thought she was his 
and permanent. I think that is why he is so 
angry at Agamemnon for taking her. He 
cannot fight Agamemnon; we cannot fight 
God or the fact that our loved ones are no 
longer with us. The anger that we feel when 
our loved ones disappear from our lives is 
his anger. The anger of Achilles is the same 
anger throughout the Iliad. Some say that 
Achilles’ anger is two different things, but 
as far as I can see it is the same. The first 
time with Briseis is a foreshadowing of the 
second time, when Patroclus is killed. 
Hector is Achilles’ opponent like Covey is 
Douglass’. Achilles knows from his mother 
that if he kills Hector, his own death wUl be 
shortly after, but if he refrains from killing

Hector, he will live a long life back at home. 
The change in Douglass’ life when he con
quers Covey is the same as Achilles’ change 
when he defeats Hector. The external cir
cumstances change. Douglass fights instead 
of allowing himself to be beaten again, and 
attempts two escapes after his fight. The 
second one succeeds. Achilles has also 
changed the course of his life. Home is no 
longer an option. Achilles gives up his anger 
not right away, but when Priam comes to 
retrieve the body of his son. A father’s grief 
moves him to pity as it reminds him of his 
own father’s grief to come. I think it is the 
figure of Priam that moves him so much. 
Priam is old, the loss is great, and he has 
come as a supplicant, pleading to be allowed 
to bury his son. If it had been Agamemnon, 
or a strong fighter pleading this cause, 
Achilles would not have been moved.

Pity moves us, but the image of the 
pleader has a lot to do with it and what you 
are pleading for. When Achilles is in that 
implacable killing rage by the river, one of 
Priam’s younger sons pleads for the preser
vation of his life. Achilles is not moved at 
all. He says something to the effect that we 
all die and there is nothing to be gained by 
pleading for what by nature we cannot have. 
Achilles kills him.

In the argument between the Athenians 
and Melians, near the end, the Athenians ask 
the Melian delegation why they have not 
used the one thing most men would use to 
save themselves. They do not name this one 
thing, but I think it is pity. Pity is the one 
argument that the Melians do not use. They 
are weaker than the Athenians, and have no 
real chance of receiving outside aid, but 
would rather die than have their lives ruled 
by the Athenians.

In the Apology, Socrates refuses to use 
pity to move his jurors. He says that he 
could bring up his family with small chil
dren to move them, but he refuses to do this. 
He has old age, like Priam, on his side, but 
unlike Priam he is not in a weakened state 
and he refuses to use age as a defense. I 
think it is because like the Melians, like 
Douglass, like Achilles, he is not afraid of 
dying. His defense is not for his life. I would 
call this a seminal moment in Socrates’ life. 
His life changes; he dies, and death is what 
seminal moments are all about.
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SljSAlO/^OtVlCt, an Annapolis Column

Heather Richardson, A'99
In this week's article. I’d like to catch 

some spring fever and leave behind the 
bookshelf cluttered with the great books of 
the western world to explore a new direction 
in movies. Often, we joke about watching 
the movie version of some great program 
novel instead of wading through any one of 
the long, long classics that grace our reading 
list. However, seldom do we explore the 
extremely subtle and sundry connections 
between the liberal arts and the big screen. 
This week. I'd like to look at not only movie 
versions of the great books, but also consid
er Johnnies in movies, Johnnies making 
movies, and, to wrap it all up, some rather 
surprising words from one of our program’s 
founders (Scott Buchanan) about how 
Johnnies and movies belong together.

Many of the great novels of the western 
world have made an easy transition from 
paper to celluloid. The first second-semes
ter junior reading in Santa Fe, Henry 
Fielding's Tom Jones, was made into an 
award-winning movie starring Albert Finney 
as Tom in 1963. The Annapolis second 
semester reading, George Eliot's 
Middlemarch, was cannibalized by the BBC 
in 1994. Jane Austen's Pride and Prejudice 
also has fallen prey to British filnunakers— 
twice, once in 1985 and again in 1995; an 
older version, from 1940, boasts Laurence 
Olivier on cast. Emma fell victim to 
Gwyneth Paltrow's acting abilities in 1996. 
Don Quixote has graced the screen twice, in 
1933 and then extremely successfully—as a 
ballet—inl988. Gulliver's Travels has made 
it to film 4 times, in 1939, 1977, 1982, and 
who could forget the $28 million dollar 
made-for-TV movie in 1996 starring Ted 
Danson? Homer's Odyssey was also made 
into a TV movie in 1997, with Vanessa 
Williams as an unforgettable Calypso. 
Odysseus was never the same. The Brothers 
Karamazov hit the big screen in 1957, star
ring Yul Breimer and Captain James T. Kirk 
(a.k.a. William Shatner). Also in the 
Russian vein, the colossal War and Peace 
has made it to moviedom twice, first in 
1956, starring Henry Fonda (the loonies, 
Norman, the loonies!) and Audrey Hepburn. 
In 1968, the Soviets released an unfaithful 
version of Tolstoy's masterpiece that took

five years to complete; it starred every
body’s favorite Soviet, Lyudamila 
Savelyeva. This movie went on to win an 
Academy Award in 1968. Who says the 
great books and communism don't mix 
well? Huck Finn appeared in 1974, and 
only a year later Opie (Ron Howard) stole 
the show in a 1975 production of the same 
book. Disney, not to be outdone, recently 
waved its billion-dollar wand to produce its 
own 90's production of Huck. On a happier 
note, who can forget Coppola's Saigon-iza- 
tion of Conrad's Heart of Darkness entitled 
Apocalypse Now, or the not-nearly-as-great 
1994 TV production of the same book, with 
Tim Roth. While we can't boast that the 
Euclid's Elements were ever committed to 
celluloid, certainly any Johnnie will get 
excited over seeing Mel Gibson demonstrate 
some Euclid in Gibson's 1993 directorial 
debut, Man Without a Face. Of course, not 
only our program books have made it to the 
silver screen. Our very own Annapolis cam
pus graced Hollywood in the forgettable 
Boys, starring Winona Ryder and a bunch of 
pre-pubescent but very hormonal guys in 
private school. Those of us who saw the 
movie will be amazed at how back campus 
opens up to a dirt road and a really big field 
spotted with grazing horses, instead of 
College Creek. Of course, there are also 
movies by Johnnies: Lee David Zlotoff 
directed Spitfire Grill, and there are movies 
about Johnnies, like Quiz Show (so I hear). 
Perhaps one of the greatest achievements in 
film, however, are productions that were 
never box office hits or Academy Award 
winners. These films are known as The St. 
John's Story and St. John's College, Santa 
Fe Promotional Film. I'll interject here 
that the Santa Fe film club knows how to 
run a movie house. Not only can you get 
cookies, cokes, and candy right outside the 
show, but you get a short flick before the 
featured movie. It was there, in the Santa Fe 
great hall, that I saw both of these master
pieces. The St. John's Story, released in 
1954, offers the modem Johnnie an opportu
nity to glimpse what the Program might 
have been in its silver age. The viewer sits 
in on a few seminars that the late President 
Weigle, introducing the film, calls sponta
neous and typical. This liberal arts film 
classic, filmed entirely in velvety black and

white, was written by tutor John Barnes, 
with avant-garde music scored by tutor 
Douglas Allanbrook, produced by Forde 
Films, and financed by Paul Mellon's Old 
Dominion Foundation. In this film, we see 
that in the old days, a student would, in true 
Johnnie form, jump up to the board when he 
thinks he's figured out the derivation of the 
wave equation from only a collection of 
some pendulum data. Zuckerkandel, the 
godfather of the Annapolis music program, 
convinces a music tutorial that what unites a 
piece is the tonal one, (Sing one, every
body!) and that "hand" is not a musical 
term. Jacob Klein makes a cameo appear
ance nibbling on his pipe as his seminar dis
cusses the calculus of history in War and 
Peace and a young Eva Brann makes her 
acting debut leading a discussion of talk and 
virtue in Plato's Apology. A French tutorial 
translates Rousseau instead of Baudelaire, 
and graffiti—in Attic Greek— graces the 
walls of Pinkney. The Santa Fe 
Promotional Film, produced around the late 
60's, early 70's offers glimpses of the west
ern campus before Meem Library was even 
a dream, before the beautiful college land
scape across the street was leased away for 
all eternity to high-income housing develop
ers, and before Shirley McClaine moved in 
down in the arroyo. The beloved late Mr. 
Dean Haggard makes an appearance talking 
about the program, and the Johnnies appear
ing in the film were probably some of the 
first to set foot on that campus. In short, it 
has all the makings of a cult classic... and 
it's in color. The connection between film 
and St. John's does not end with tutors' 
attempts at cinematic greatness. To Scott 
Buchanan, the ulitmate practice of the liber
al arts did not result in either a Senator or a 
barefooted and penniless philosopher; 
rather, his Johnnies and liberal artists of the 
future would have resembled Orson Welles. 
In a supplement to the first catalog for St. 
John's College, Scott Buchanan wrote an 
essay entitled "In Search of a Liberal 
College" in which he presents us two images 
on which to envision the most successful 
combination of the liberal arts: "...Think as 
freely as possible about the whole St. John's 
proposal on two backgrounds: For the past, the 
Benedictine monastery with its useful, liberal, 
-continued on page 9



The Moonfly • May 11, 1998 • Volume 2, Issue 13 ^

Letter to the Editors

Chris Reichman, '98

The time has come to speak clearly and 
honestly about a number of issues facing the 
“community” of St. John’s College. I want 
no misconceptions about this editorial, so I 
say right now that there may be a few jokes 
tossed in, but this is intended in all serious
ness. St. John’s is no longer the place I 
enthusiastically entered into an education as 
a pimply freshman, let alone even approach
ing the ideal to which it lays claim. The 
blame for this lies squarely on the shoulders 
of a cabal in the administration 
whose most visible member is Dean Carey.

“We hold these truths to be self evident, 
that all men are created equal, endowed with 
certain unalienable rights, among these are 
life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” It 
is perhaps unfortunate that an adult romantic 
such as myself can find ways in the modem 
world of still adoring the essential tmth of 
these words. More unfortunate still, is that 
others also see this trath in a world of lies. 
A fellow undergraduate remarked to me a 
few days ago, “If the school would allow 
me half the freedoms guaranteed in the 
Constitution, I would be happy.” His com
ment is all too true.

We find ourselves in a slavery more 
insidious, if not monstrous, than that which 
caused a bloody war more than 100 years 
ago. It is the slavery of safety. Freedoms 
and rights of upstanding men are imposed 
upon by what people in power dictate as 
necessary for the safety of others. Most 
men have an overwhelming compassion for 
the multitude of others in their social group, 
and have no wish to hurt them, so this safety 
can be used to marvelous effect is the main
tenance and exercise of power. Worse still, 
it can compel those enslaved to perpetuate 
the slavery.

My first example is the Student Review 
Board. One year ago, I made a grievous 
mistake and voted in favor of the SRB’s cre
ation. 1 did not realize then that the problem 
was not in their disposition of judgements, 
but in the thing itself. To my knowledge, 
the SRB has used their powers to make wise 
and temperate decisions, but remains an evil 
in itself. The problem is very simple: the 
SRB makes students enforce a policy which

they have no voice in creating.
It can be claimed that, as we have no 

voice in the creation of policy, it is best to 
gain what little power over enforcement is 
available. This makes horrid cheaters of us 
all. Legalistic judgement is simple in 
essence; the laws and punishments are 
cleEffly defined, so judgement should be as 
computationally simple as ‘did the person 
do the infraction or not’. Hence, the SRB 
has taken on only the power of granting 
lienencey in contradiction to the given facts 
and rules, or cheating the system.

As it is, our lives, conduct, and persons 
are judged before the SRB. It is ludicrous 
and unpardonable that the students have no 
representation in creating the code which we

"A fellow undergraduate 
remarked to me a few days ago, 

'If the school would allow me 
half the freedoms guaranteed in 

the Constitution, / would be 
happy.' His comment is all too 

true."

must live by. Slavery and tyranny are, in 
essence, being ruled by a power which is not 
accountable to the people ruled. The SRB 
makes the slaves overseers of themselves, 
but not adjudicators of the code which the 
overseers must enact.

Next, I (and the majority of students) 
take issue with the way in which housing 
policy is created and enacted. At least two 
dorms this year have been called upon to 
change their choice of decoration due to the 
sexual or racial content of said decorations. 
Much of the request was justified by the 
claim that it might be found repugnant to 
members of the community at large, and 
perhaps even ground for harrasment. 
Bullshit. The dorms are not public areas, 
but the private residences of the students. 
The claims of potential harrasment are fully 
valid, and should be maintained in the com
mon buildings of the college, but not in the 
residential dorms. The only way these 
claims hold any validity is if one of the peo
ple residing in a dorm has a complaint with 
the decorations. To anyone who is not a res

ident of the particular dorm the decision to 
enter it, and consequences thereof, belong to 
the individual.

In the case of residential housing, the 
college is nothing more than a landlord. A 
landlord can ask his tenants to change 
repugnant decorations, and even evict them 
for their esthetic choices, but cannot compel 
a change. If the college is going to require 
most students to live in the dorms, they must 
take the good with the bad, or enact an evic
tion process. A landlord only has power 
over his property and the choice of resi
dents, not their artistic tastes.

The next proof of the slimy underbelly of 
administrative politics revolves around the 
tenure committee. Much has been said 
about the decision to deny tenure to Mrs. 
Dunn, but once again this is only an exam
ple illustrating a deeper problem in the insti
tution itself. Let me state immediately, that 
I believe the final decision to tenure a tutor 
should rightly belong to the academic 
authorities of the college, not the students. 
The college rightly, however, decided to 
give at least the seniors some voice in this 
process. For unknown reasons, that voice 
has been overruled at least once. As the 
consumers of the education offered by St. 
John’s, the students have a right to knowl
edge of how that product is created. Hence, 
the tenure committee has no right to remain 
in the shadowed secrecy which permits petty 
jealousies to become policy. It is not an 
unfair request for the students to be made 
aware of the reasons of a tenure decision.

Now, I come back to the issue of hous
ing. The details of the housing policy for 
next year have been made public, and have 
received much criticism. I do not criticize 
them, I indict them. The fundamental prin
ciple of the change is a segregation by age, 
which in any democratic institution is abhor
rent. The administrative parties responsible 
for this policy claim it is to promote the wel
fare of the community by discouraging 
underage drinking. Once again we see the 
spectre of safety being raised to cover the 
moral dictates of a few people totally unin
volved in residential campus life. Not only 
is this policy a repugnant reminder of the 
distinction between tyrannical overlords and 
[continued on page 6]
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^UUbhiU, continued
the voiceless subjects, but it is based on an 
old Machiavellian principle of dictators, 
“Divide and conquer”.

Finally, the Alcohol Policy itself must be 
addressed. Let me dispense with legalistic 
issues first. St. John’s must indeed conform 
to Federal dictates, but these only state that 
the school must have an alcohol policy, and 
it must state that persons under the age of 21 
are not allowed to drink. Our current policy 
goes much farther than this in dictating the 
areas in which students of age may drink. 
This policy makes perfect sense in coimec- 
tion with the public areas of the campus, as 
they are a common meeting ground of the 
community. I state again now that the 
dorms are not public, but private. It must 
also be noted that Common rooms in the 
dormitory areas are a tricky issue. They 
have no direct relation to the academic life 
of the college, but are also not private. It is 
therefore appropriate that any policy regard
ing these rooms be constructed only by 
mutual consideration of the students and the 
administration.

The alcohol policy is, in essence, another 
dictate on the residential life of the college 
by jjeople who do not reside on the property. 
As owners of the property, they should 
rightly have a voice in the dictates thereof, 
but not the only and overiding control. The 
opinion of the people required to live on the 
property should, at the very least, be con
sulted.

I have heard many reasons for the enac
tion of the policies spawning the complaints 
issued in this editorial, and none of them are 
convincing. It has been said that a recent 
increase of binge drinking over many cam
puses is a cause of the alcohol policy. This 
is faulty, however, as the definition of binge 
drinking has itself only been recently creat
ed. It has been said that minors are not truly 
responsible enough to control their drinking 
habits, and this may indeed be true, but 
minor or no, they are adults and are account
able for their actions (and the legal and poli
cy consequences thereof). Finally, it has 
been said that a shift has come upon the 
consciousness of the student body changing 
the conception of classes and study from 
one of enthusiastic endeavor to that of work.
I have met no student without a tale of how 
a particular class was enjoyable enough to 
enthusiastically affirm their decision to 
attend St. John’s.

The reasons listed publicly for the enac-

from page 5
tion of so many repugnant policy changes 
are easily refuted in their transparency. Let 
us now settle down to the real issue, which 
is always one of character. The solid truth is 
that this administrative cabal finds large seg
ments of the student body morally repug
nant. Good for them. I can often agree with 
the sentiment, if not the object of it. Their 
evil comes in the currently successful seduc
tion to use power to institute an individual 
or minority will upon a community. I take 
issue with the backhanded and cowardly 
manner in which this sentiment has been 
imposed upon me. If you find a person, or 
group of people, reprehensible, say so

"/ have heard many reasons for 
the enaction of the policies 

spawning the complaints issued 
in this editorial, and none of 

them are convincing."

directly and to their face. Do not have the 
craven impudence to command respect 
while hiding behind the fatuous facade of 
protecting people from themselves. This is 
the mark of the lowest of politicians, not 
that of an honest man.

St. John’s is indeed a community. Any 
community must have regulations to protect 
itself from internal violations of the basic 
principles which mold it. Any community 
in which the power to create those regula
tions rests in the hands of a small self-elect
ed minority is defined as an oligarchy. This 
is the political structure of St. John’s now. I 
understand that it must always remain so to 
some extent. It is, firstly, the extent to 
which I object, and secondly to the 
hypocrisy of claiming the nobility of a dia
logue, which can only truly exist in a 
democracy.

The College is indeed a private institu
tion which does not have to be a democracy, 
and has every power to institute policy from 
above. But, for God’s sake, if this is the 
path that that the cabal (of which Dean 
Carey is the most visible member) has 
decided to pursue, don’t even try to delude 
reasonable adults like myself into believing 
that which is not. There can be no dialogue 
when one side has no interest or reason to 
listen to the other.

I sincerely and deeply wish Mr. “Spike” 
Venable, God rest his soul, were still with 
us. If a man of his clear vision and voice

were with us now, I doubt not that the cur
rent foolishness would either not be amongst 
us, or at least would have to show its tyran
nical face honestly. He, as the former 
Archon of Curmudgeons, took it upon him
self to say unpleasant but true things, and 
fight for character and honesty. He would 
say far more eloquently: “Mr. Carey, char
acter is not imposed from power, but learned 
from one man to another by example. If you 
believe the students lack character and wis
dom, do not attempt to shove it down their 
throats; let it flow from your own self and 
watch those who crave nobility satiate them
selves.” I can only wish that, in time, my 
voice can have the passion of his, and my 
soul find the greatness his had.

In a truly Johnnie style, I have long- 
windedly discussed the problem. It is now 
time to become a problem solver. To that 
end, I suggest and propose the following 
solutions:

1) Revoke the Student Review Board 
until such a time as the students are given a 
voice in the creation of the policy which it 
enforces. I know that much effort was given 
to creating it, and apologize to those who 
spent uncounted hours on this project. 
Until students have representation in the cre
ation of policy, it makes us vile creatures 
who help clamp the bonds on each other.

2) Allow student representatives voting 
representation in the creation of housing 
policy. The actions of polity representatives 
and SRB members (in their judgements, not 
the thing itself) demonstrates that students 
are generally responsible and level-headed 
when faced with having to make broad deci
sions.

3) The alcohol policy, so far as it 
extends to to dorm areas, should be subject 
to the above (#2) representative committee 
responsible for decisions on housing policy.

4.) Submit a report of the findings of the 
tenure committee to a campus-wide mailing. 
It is the students who will attend classes 
with the tutors, and they have a right to 
know the reasons behind a tutor’s dismissal.

Unlike the revolution for which this edi
torial is named, the problems at St. John’s 
are not severe enough to necessitate a break. 
But, let it not be said that the students who 
first fell under this yoke went down silently. 
It is now a critical time for us to stop talking 
about a dialogue, and actually begin one.
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Coffee Shop Controversy Continues

To the editors of the Moon:
As the “tutor on sabbatical” who recently 

asked the Dean to return to our practice of 
previous years of not allowing recorded 
music in the coffee shop, I think that 1 owe 
the community a statement of my reasons 
for doing so.

In his thoughtful letter to the editors, Mr. 
Fram says that the coffee shop is primarily a 
social space, a place where students and oth
ers can meet iirformally and where they “can 
hang out and study at the same time.” And 
he objected to what he called my argument 
that it be reserved as “a place for quiet con
versation” and as “an extension of the class
room.” Now I do appreciate the value of 
there being such a social space at the 
College as Mr. Fram describes in his letter. 
And I agree with him that there are other 
and better locations on campus for those 
who want a quiet place to study. If these 
were the only considerations, then, I would 
agree that the administration ought not to 
become involved in restricting music in the 
coffee shop. But the coffee shop is now just

about the only place on campus where tutors 
and students can meet regularly for paper 
advising and other academic discussion. 
True, tutors have offices. But aside from the 
fact that these offices have to be shared with 
other tutors, many of us feel uncomfortable 
— and reasonably so, in today’s national cli
mate — meeting alone in an office with a 
student of the opposite sex. So we meet in 
the coffeeshop. And many of us, at least 
among the older tutors, find that we cannot 
concentrate sufficiently on our paper advis
ing and other work with students if there is 
music playing in the background. (The bet
ter the music, the greater the distraction.) 
This is the reason — the only reason, but a 
decisive one, in my view — why I think that 
recorded music should not be allowed in the 
coffee shop.

The most common, and the most legiti
mate, complaint that I’ve heard students 
make about tutors is that we don’t spend 
enough time talking with them. Now the 
amount of time we spend with students is to 
a large extent up to us; generosity cannot be

legislated by the administration. Do the stu
dents really want to turn the coffee shop into 
the kind of place that many of us will want 
to avoid, even if that means spending less 
time helping them with their papers and 
with their studies more generally? I hop)e 
not.

Now it would be best for all concerned if 
the campus had both a coffee shop that 
allowed music and a quiet common area for 
paper advising and the like. And perhaps 
this is not an impossible dream. Perhaps the 
new recreational center will eventually 
include space for a more informal hang out. 
In the meantime, moreover, perhaps some 
compromise can be worked out. But I think 
that the reason for the College’s existence is 
to make it possible for tutors to help stu
dents with their education, and that our other 
social arrangements ought to be accommo
dated to this our primary purpose.

David Bolotin, tutor

and^ressidi'.' .An/ Anmdadis' dleateo}-
Mollynda Bagaglio, A’Ol

"Shakespearean Tragedy" long play in 
blank verse, full of sex and violence, notori
ous for sounding portentous and curing the 
insomnia of the audience. Fortunately, the 
production done by KWP (Annapolis' King 
William's Players) this past weekend was 
directed and acted exceptionally well. I 
have seen other Shakespearean plays pre
formed by professional companies. They 
were comedies. They were not nearly as 
entertaining as this production. The entire 
production staff must have been right in 
tune with each other to pull this production 
off the way they did.

The setting was advanced from Ancient 
Dardia to the American Civil War era. Due 
to the number of historical reenactment 
groups and history buffs in the area, it 
would have been all to easy for the cos
tumers and set designers to go all out in 
their endeavors. But the set was quite 
Spartan, in a most effective way. There was 
a table where their needed to be a table, a 
tent where there needed to be a tent. There 
was no superfluous furniture on the stage

which would have called for long scene 
changes and interrupted the flow of the 
story. The costumes did exactly and only 
what costumes should do in a theatrical 
production: tell the audience where the 
action is and when. The Greeks were in 
blue, the Trojans were in grey, and they all 
looked like Civil War soldiers. They were 
well made, but not so frilly as to impede or 
overwhelm the actors themselves. This 
down playing of the set and costumes, 
things which (although quite necessary and 
useful) are really only accessories, kept the 
focus on what really keeps an audiences 
attention: the actors.

I find it hard to pick out singular cast 
members, all of them preformed exception
ally. The leads lead, and kept the pace of 
this long tragedy sufficiently swift, without 
rushing lines or garbling words. Even the 
angry shouts of Ajax (Mr. Kolb) and 
Achilles (Mr. Goree) during the chase at the 
end of the final act, and the ecstatic prophe
sies of Cassandra (Ms. Barker) were well 
enunciated. At the same time, the characters 
who were on stage and engaged in only sub
liminal acting were effective, but not

upstaging to the main acting. Menelaus' 
(Mr. Treuer) cutting of pertinently shaped 
paper dolls, and Briseus (Ms. Santiago) 
attention to Agamemnon were visible, but 
controlled.

The characterization, also, was strong: 
Troilus (Mr. Henry) was in love, Cressida 
(Ms. Hall) was tom, Nestor (Mr. Hopper) 
was concerned, but sometimes befuddled, 
Ulysses (Ms. Jacot) was a wise advisor. 
Each actor put their heart and their guts into 
the character they played. Even if the lines 
had not been discemable, the basics of the 
plot would been clear merely by 
the tones of voice.

Most impressively, the actors achieved 
very well the most difficult goal of any 
Shakespearean cast: reciting the metrical 
lines in a way that seems completely natural. 
The meter was sensible, but not overly 
accentuated, even in the punctuating cou
plets.

In short, the KWP production of Troilus 
and Cressida was most enjoyable, because 
the story was told, well and clearly. The 
time and place were easy to discern, and the 
actors truly brought the story to life.
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(Srviiicet' tournament/

And last but not least, the 
Imperial Wicket proudly holds 
the Cup, safe for another year.

Mr. Moser with his caddie, fellow junior 
Piroska Kopar, setting the standard for fash

ionable attire.

Croquet Day went off pretty much 
as we advertised it in our special sec
tion last week. That is to say, if you 
didn’t go, you missed out on a relax
ing good time. Whether it was watch
ing the game, drinking, talking to fel
low students, or reminiscing with 
alumni, the setting was practically per
fect every way. Here are several pic
tures from the day:

People flooded onto Front Campus, 
laying out their blankets, chairs and 
food everywhere. Johnnies, 
Midshipmen, alumni, and 
Annapolitans were all there. We print
ed 800 copies of the program just for 
the event (aside from the 400 issued 
on Tuesday), and by the next morning 
they were all gone.
The Reality desk sold 
a lot of liquor and the 
croquet t-shirt mod
eled after a World 
War II recruitment 
poster. The alumni tent filled with 
people, and many small reunions took 
place. At the event was Imperial 
Wicket Emeritus John B. Ertle from 
the class of 1984. Junior Christian 
Moser takes aim at his Naval 
Academy opponents as partner Samuel 
Davidoff and Abigail Gibbs watch. He 
and Mr. Davidoff trounced Navy 
handily, and indeed we won the Cup 
four matches to one. But Imperial 
Wicket Hardison Wood conceded that 
Navy fielded the best team he had 
seen in his three years on our team. 
This is partly because inter-team rela
tions were quite good this year and 
we let them in on some strategy and 
gave them more practice than usual. 
Nonetheless, if Navy continues to get

"One wishes 
Hollywood stars 

would dress as taste
fully. "

better, we may see a repeat of our 
infamous defeat in 1991.

A motto on the USNA players’ 
uniforms said, “We’re not here for a 
long time,we’re here for a good time,” 
and this seemed to be the order of the 
day, all the way into the wee hours. 
The mess on Sunday morning was 
really impressive. Every trash can was 
overflowing with beer, wine, and hard 
liquor bottles, and much of it had been 
left on the ground along with over
turned tables, chairs, and discarded 
cigars. Seniors Aaron Pease and 
Richard Bravo at the Collegiate 
Nationals which took place on April 
18. St. John’s won, beating out Navy, 
Yale, and Smith. They played a differ

ent version of croquet 
there, using six wickets 
instead of the nine used at 
the Annapolis Cup tour
nament. The games are 
timed, and the winner is 

determined by which team passes 
through the most wickets. We wonder 
about the tie (and where is that belt?), 
but the hat and shades are pretty cool. 
Miss Kopar’s gloves, dress, and para
sol (a gift from Justi Schunior in Santa 
Fe) are the final word on elegance. 
One wishes Hollywood stars would 
dress as tastefully. The Imperial 
Wicket’s famed red shirt was also in 
evidence, and Daniel Lee and Ryan 
Simpson wore baggy jeansXpar and t- 
shirts to distinguish themselves from 
their Navy opponents.
{Photos courtesy of Jon Lawless, 
Sylvaine Rameckers, and Ryan 
Simpson. }

Fellow Albanians Gjergji 
Bojaxhi (A’97) and junior 

Gjergj Bakallbashi live it up on 
Saturday afternoon, drinking 

their beverage of choice.
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Samuel B. Johnson, Tutor

St. John’s is a cxmimunity which often has the 
wisdom to honor the traditional, and one of the 
mcae delightful examples of this is the inclusicHi of 
toasts in the senior dinner. However, I have 
observed that many seniors in the past were 
unaware of the procedures involved in toasting. 
Surely the members of the Class of ‘98, being 
obviously eugeneis and gentils, know better. 
HowevCT, on the outside chance that there are a 
few less civilized membas of the class who might 
find the following helpful, I here provide the pro
cedures involved in toasting.

1. The person proposing the toast makes an 
(optional) speech, then raises the glass and con
cludes with a short and repeatable phrase, usually 
beginning with the word “to”, e.g., “To Mr. 
Whipplewhite.” or ‘To Ms. Glassfeather, may she 
continue to age gracefully.” or ‘To the tutors of 
the college, whom we will one day forgive.” 
(Omissicxi of this repeatable phrase, cleariy enun
ciated, is one of the most common arors.)

2. All who are joining in the toast then stand, 
raise their glasses, gesture with the glasses toward 
the honored pason (or anyone among an honored

Movies -continued from page 4
and divine arts and their rotating daily schedule; 
for the future the cinematic institute where 
mathematical physics finds a liberal home and 
progressively finds the synthesis for what may 
be a twentieth-century renaissance of the same 
useful, liberal and divine arts..." In this essay, 
Buchanan speculates about a St. John\’92s 
Institute of Cinematics, a closely related but dis
tinct extension of the undergraduate program 
where Johnnies would produce movies and 
"everything from the raw material, both animate 
and inanimate, to the finished movie perfor
mance, [would be] studied firom both theoretical 
and practical standpoints. The movies put afi 
the arts together. In some sense, they offer the 
only major activity of modem civilization 
which properly and exhaustively mirrors the lib
eral college."

I should note that Scott Buchanan is remem
bered to be quite an engaging personality, with a 
flair for surprising suggestions—of which this is 
one. Nonetheless, his speculations raise the 
question of whether, in another hundred years, 
Johnnies may be not only discussing, but mak
ing the Great Movies of the Western World.

group), and repeat the final phrase, which is why it 
must be short and memorable, e.g., all repeat ‘To 
the tutors of the college, whom we will one day 
foigive.” All toasters then take a sip of the drink. 
(If absolutely necessary, one may raise and pre
tend to drink fiom an empty glass or use a watCT 
glass.)

3. Note, those joining in the toast do not clink 
glasses. Attention should be chi the one(s) being 
honcHied; one looks at the honoree(s) and gestures 
with the glass in that direction. (In contrast, glass 
clinking turns the attention of the toasters inappro
priately away from the honoree(s).)

4. The honoree(s) remain(s) seated, smiling. 
After the toasters have dmnk, the honoree(s) 
stand(s) briefly, ncxlding and smiling to acknowl
edge the toast. (A large number of honorees 
remain seated and iKxl and smile in acknowledge
ment to fliose immediately around them.) At no 
point in this process do(es) the honoree(s) drink or 
even touch a glass. (No matter how uncomfcHt- 
able it makes one, one continues to smile modest
ly and one keeps one’s hands off that glass.)
5. In very formal settings, the returning of a toast, 
at a later time, is obligatory. E.g., if President 
QintcHi is hosting President Yeltsin at the White

Dean Carey Responds
To the Editor,

Shortly before spring break an article writ
ten by Kyleb Wild, '99, appeared in The 
Moon under the title "Reason or Policy?" I 
had hoped to respond previously but have not 
until now found the time to give Mr. Wild's 
article something approaching the response it 
deserves. He raises a variety of important 
questions, but I wish on this occasion to 
address only one of these.

Mr. Wild noted, at a special Polity meet
ing earlier this year, he asked me why the 
College had investigated a report of dealing 
in illegal drugs on campus, given that a police 
investigation of this report had turned up no 
evidence to substantiate it. Had not the 
College, by having notified the local police of 
an alleged felony occurring on College prop
erty, fulfilled its legal obligations? Why did 
we pursue matters further? I said that I 
thought we had a moral obligation to do so.

The police investigation did not occur 
until four days after the police had been 
informed of the report we had received, and 
five days after the student who had filed the 
report had warned the student dealing that she 
was going to report him. The failure of the

House and proposes a toast to him and his party, 
Mr. Yeltsin will later stand and propose a toast to 
Mr. Clinton. Our senior dinner is not that formal 
and the number of people is suffidendy large so 
that the later returning of the toast is optional. 
Graduating seniors, however, may want to 
remember this last part of the procedure for futrrre 
occasions. If I were taken to dinner early in my 
time at a new firm, and if I were toasted at the end 
of the meal by my new boss, I would wait briefly 
but then return the toast before the meal ended. 
Such gestures do no harm and sometimes great 
good.
References:
Ledtia Baldridge, The Amy Vanderbilt Complete Book 
qfEtujuette. Doubledday& Co. (1978) New York. pp. 
293-295.

-------------, New Complete Guide to Executive
Manners. Rawson Assoc. (1985) New York. pp. 314- 
319.

Judith Martin, Miss Manner’s Guide for the Tum-of- 
the-MiUennium. Pharos Books (1983) New York. p. 
480.

Elizabeth L. Post, Etiquette: A Guide to Modem 
Manners. Harper & Row (1984) New York. pp. 527- 
530.

to Mr. Wild’s Editorial
police to turn up any evidence in their investi
gation led to wide speculation that the report 
we received had been a lie motivated by vin
dictiveness. It seemed imperative that the 
truth of the matter be discovered and specula
tion put to rest. If the report we had received 
was indeed a lie, which seemed highly 
unlikely, we needed to find this out. And if 
the report was true the community needed to 
know this, lest hounding of the student who 
had made the report continue indefinitely. It 
was these considerations that convinced me 
that we had a moral oblligation to look fur
ther into the matter. In the course of our 
investigation, the student who had been deal
ing admitted having done so and confirmed 
the origional report we had recieved. Since 
then this student has apparently claimed that 
he had in fact never dealt in drugs, and had 
lied to us about this only to avoid undeserved 
punishment. Or so I was told at a Polity 
meeting this semester. I can only respond 
that this comic development is a fantasy one 
would hope our students would be too intelli
gent to be taken by.

James Carey, Dean
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The Annapolis Student Committee on Instruction Offers a Long-Winded 
JustiHcation for Written Evaluations of Classes

And urges tutors to be sensitive to such evaluations

To the college community,
The completion of a project usually leads 

to some kind of evaluation or consideration. 
Given that we are now at the end of the 
school year, these sorts of reflections 
abound. They appear as Don Rags, grades, 
conversation among friends about how their 
classes went, orals, etc. We profit from 
these reflections and, if they are well 
thought out and well articulated, they help 
us grow, giving us the ability to evaluate our 
own progress and the progress of our classes 
as we continue our education at St. 
John\’92s. As a school, we pride ourselves 
on the notion that thoughtful discourse 
makes better men and accordingly, we dis
course on just about anything we can get our 
hands on.

Given this notion, we, the members of 
the S.C.I., are somewhat struck by the lack 
of discourse that occurs between tutors and 
students regarding their classes. While 
clearly the smallness of our classes and the 
availability of tutors makes this kind of dis
course much more accessible to students 
here than at a larger school, it seems that 
much more could be done to engage stu
dents and tutors in a dialogue about how 
they feel that their classes are going. While 
the Don Rag provides some opportunity for 
this type of discourse, the focus of the Don 
Rag is clearly on the tutor’s assessment of 
the student rather than the overall progress 
of the class. Additionally, a student might 
feel uncomfortable vocalizing his opinions 
in the company of his other tutors. At this 
point, it seems fair to say that students 
should simply approach their tutors and 
engage them privately. This would be a fine 
solution if not for several considerations.

First, for a number of reasons, students 
have a difficult time approaching their 
tutors. Most students only approach their 
tutors to talk about class when they think 
that there is a big problem and when they 
feel that they know what that problem is. 
The bulk of the concerns that we have heard 
from students are much more vague in 
nature. They feel that their classes are not 
going well, they do not know why and they 
feel that they have no recourse — it is hard 
to approach your tutor when these are your 
feelings. Additionally, it seems that stu

dents have a difficult time offering positive 
criticisms to their tutors when they feel that 
their classes, or some aspect of their classes, 
are going particularly well. Students gener
ally have no hesitation when expressing 
these feelings, either positive or negative, to 
other students. Thus it seems that the 
unwillingness to express these feelings aris
es from a lack of comfort that students often 
feel when engaging their tutors in less than 
purely intellectual concerns. Secondly, 
because students have no formal opportunity 
to express their feelings, they often remain 
in the dark about what exactly these feelings 
are. It seems clear that if smdents thought
fully considered their classes and were able 
to articulate the positive and negative 
aspects of their classes they would be better 
off irrespective of whether they actually 
communicated these opinions to their tutors. 
While clearly we all have the opportunity 
for this kind of reflection without the inter
vention of our fellows, it seems that we 
would be much more likely to take it seri
ously if it were asked of us.

We believe that written feedback on the 
part of the students addresses many of the 
concerns expressed above. Such writing is 
meant to do just what papers often aid us 
with, namely, focusing and clarifying our 
thoughts on a given subject. It is far too 
easy for students to say to each other, "That 
class was awful," or, "That class was fantas
tic" without ever giving serious thought to 
precisely why that is the case. Brief, but 
carefully considered evaluations by students 
will help them to focus these ideas, and will 
hopefully also benefit tutors by letting them 
know what was beneficial in the class and 
what was difficult or frustrating for students. 
By this we do not mean that students should 
offer criticism specifically of their tutors but 
instead of the class in general. It seems that 
there is potential for this kind of thing to 
turn out poorly, but, if students can be 
thoughtful and considerate in their com
ments and tutors can be open-minded in 
their reading, both parties would profit. 
This kind of consideration on both parts 
should not be hard to muster in a communi
ty where conversation is king and where we 
recognize that mutual respect is the only 
foundation for real communication.

Therefore, assuming that such communi
cation can only help our community of 
learning, provided that it is undertaken in 
the proper spirit, we suggest that tutors 
request written evaluations of their classes 
from students and that students apply them
selves seriously to the task of reflecting on 
the year's work, and writing down their 
ideas. We hope that opening such a dia
logue will be beneficial to all concerned. If 
you have any ideas or opinions on the sub
ject, the S.C. I. would love to hear from you.

-The Student Committee on Instruction

Photo by Ian Stoner
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(Boast of ^rama to Come
Aaron Mehlhaff, '01

There is a small, devoted group of under
ground activists on campus. They meet a 
few times a week, for hours at a time, in the 
Great Hall. Yep, right under the noses of 
the administration. This band of misfits is 
creating something of extraordinary magni
tude. They are performing Shakespeare’s 
As You Like It.

This is not just a simple rendition of 
some Bard play. To begin with, it is 
claimed to contain some of Shakespeare’s 
most human characters. Since I’ve hyped it 
up so much, I will claim that this will be a 
performance above and beyond what I’ve 
seen and heard of St. John’s theatre. A lot 
of very talented individuals are devoting a 
massive amount of time and effort to this 
project.

To start off, those involved with the play 
would like to thank the President’s office, 
Pohty, SAG, and the Dean’s office for there 
generous financial gifts. Among others who 
deserve gratitude are Jessica Darling, who 
provided necessary vocal assistance, Uen 
Hong, who has handmade all of the 30 some 
costumes (all while balancing grad school, 
family, and the rest of her life) of which I 
have seen many, and they look GREAT, and

Goodbye
Jacob Keller, '98

There was one day from the pond pro
truding a fish-fin, dead. Upon closer inspec
tion, the fin revealed itself as the organ of 
Stan, the informal mascot of St. John’s in 
Santa Fe. What to do with this dead sym
bol? We gathered around and within five 
minutes we had called all the taxidermists 
from Los Alamos to Albuquerque. The 
cheapest was Tom Kettles’ Quality 
Taxidermy just outside of Albuquerque, at 
nine dollars the inch. But could we afford 
it? We figured it would be a part of the 
senior gift, decided to front the cash, packed 
into the SAG van, and set off for Tom 
Kettles’ kitchen (he lives at his workplace). 
He said well he could probably stay open an 
extra hour for us, so don’t worry, he’d be 
there. Strangely enough, everybody we 
talked to about the enterprise was very sup-

Cobalt Blue, the deity of tech, who has cre
ated an incredible lighting system (which I 
can also vouch for). And Edward Gorey is 
creating posters (see the Ephemera).

Through the beyond-the-call-of-duty 
efforts of these people and others, the cos- 
rnmes and stage are magnificent. Due to the 
non-existence of a theatre department, the 
group has recreated a stage in the round. 
They’ve obtained bleachers for three sides 
of the great hall. Around the stage area will 
be vegetation so that, in combination with 
the lighting, a sun/stars-through-the-trees 
effect can be achieved. The floor will be a 
portion of a recreated 15th century tapestry, 
“The Lady and the Unicom”. Musical wiz
ard John Carone has recreated all of the 
music used in this play, with songs in three 
part harmony, a capella, and Elizabethan 
style. The group also has a CD of back
ground music and sound effects (just wait 
until you hear the flock of birds in stereo!).

The thespians themselves are of a dedica
tion and an ability to learn that the director, 
Genie Stevens, has found comparable to the 
professional’s she’s worked with, including 
those of London and Paris. She says that, 
being Johnnies, they are dedicated to the 
language and intellectual content. Some of 
those involved have been working 20-30

Stan, Faithful
portive; the head of the food service helped 
us to pack Stan up in ice, B & G gave us 
some gloves with which to handle him, and 
SAD immediately supplied the van for the 
trip to Albuquerque. Wrapped up in a heavy 
trash bag and packed in a bucket of ice, Stan 
still stunk with the stench of sickly death. 
Controlling our nausea as well as possible, 
the trip turned into quite a magical mystery 
tour, as shall soon be evident.

Arriving at the taxidermist’s, we piled 
out and went in. Tom awaited our arrival, 
coming out from an adjoining garage in the 
back of the store. All around him hung fish, 
birds, deer, elk, raccoons, skunks, mrtles, a 
beer can under which read he inscription 
“the only thing I killed this year was a six- 
pack,” an ostrich, some exotic African 
gazelles, a water buffalo, and several aquatic 
dioramas; the collection was dramatically 
impressive. After salutations, we brought

hours a week for five months. The intention 
is that the intimacy of transforming the 
Great Hall into a theatre viewed on three 
sides allows for the emphasis of subtlety in 
the acting. It’s like the difference between 
seeing a comedian in a full arena (where all 
that’s important is his shouting), or watch
ing a movie (where the camera can focus on 
every whisper or twitch of an eyebrow). 
They are working towards the latter, and 
from what I have seen (keep in mind that 
this was not even a dress rehearsal, and was 
the day after Senior Prank) they are definite
ly attaining this level.

The curtain goes up Tuesday May 12th at 
8, and then there is a special show for some 
local high schools on Wednesday at 10 a.m., 
then shows Thursday at 3, Friday at 8, and 
Saturday at 3. The shows are free for all 
students and campus employees.

This is a theatrical event which will 
hopefully define St. John’s theatre for years 
to come. These incredible people are 
attempting to create a tradition of spring 
Shakespeare out of scratch, even down to 
creating the stage. The Great Hall will be 
unrecognizable in its verdant, bleachered 
glory, and the thespians are set to mesmerize 
the audience with there artful performances.

Mascot
out the fish to be measured; with deft 
motions. Kettles measured the fish, which 
turned out to be a stunning twenty-six inch
es. That came out to $234.00, and with the 
plaque and tax, the sum total was about 
$260.00; the figures are here quoted to show 
how important a fish can be to a group of 
people. In choosing the inscription, we 
were faced with a dilemma: should we put 
quotes around “Stan,” or just leave him as 
Stan. “In this situation. I’d go for the 
quotes,” advised Kettles. We thought it best 
to follow the sage advice. The plaque ended 
up reading succinctly:

“STAN" 
d. 1998

With a down payment we were assured by 
Kettles that the fish would be ready by early 
May. [continued on page 12]
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Goodbye Stan, Faithful Mascot, continued from page 11

And he was. Sometime around spring 
break I received a phone-message from 
Kettles running: “Hi this is Tom Kettles 
from Quality Taxidermy, just calling to let 
you know that Stan the fish is ready.” It 
was very exciting, but I had no way of get
ting to Albuquerque, and none of the 
expected contributions had rolled in. 
Kettles and Stan would have to wait for over 
four weeks before the necessities were pro
cured. Part of the funds ended up coming 
from the president’s office, but the other 
part is expected to come from contributions 
from other seniors. We will see what hap
pens...

Anyway, the trip to retrieve Stan was 
even more mysterious than the first trip. 
Seeing Tom Kettles’ face again was won
derful, and there on the shelf lay Stan in a 
more artificial form. Kettles promptly 
showed us a rather large rock lying next to 
the fish on its plaque. “Had to pull it out of 
his mouth with a pliers,” Kettles told us. 
Carp, Kettles informed us, often take stones 
into to their mouths in order to wash off the 
algae and get a bite to eat. So Stan had bit
ten off more than he could chew! “What a

strange, perhaps telling death,” we thought, 
“The old mascot-the old St. John’s-dying 
from overzealous greed?” In any case, the 
story is true according to Kettles. Perhaps it 
is a trick of the trade for taxidermists to sup
ply a fake cause of death? We will leave 
such speculations to the reader. The present 
author believes the story, but wonders how 
the death came at such a pregnant time.

Anyway, the last related incident hap
pened as we were pulling out of the taxider- 
mist’s: there seemed to be an argument 
between a man in a pickup truck and a man 
on foot. It seemed like nothing at first, until 
the man on foot struck the man in the truck 
through the open window. The argument 
proceeded as we drove away, and I could 
see in the rear-view mirror more blows 
being dealt to the man in the truck, and a 
plume of dust as the truck roared away. 
And that is all.

Stan will soon be hanging in the dining 
hall in Santa Fe, keeping watch over the 
new breed of Johnny, who will be, it is 
hoped, at least as animated as Stan used to 
be. But Stan is truly very dead. RIP?

Editors Election

Election of editors will be held on May 12,1998 at II Vicino. Anyone inter
ested in running for editor is welcome to, but only members who have con
tributed three submissions or substantial office word to this year's Moon are 
allowed to vote.
Contact Evan or Carisa at extension 6137 if you have any questions.
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The Moon serves St. John’s College in Santa 
Fe, New Mexico as an independent bi-weekly 
student newspaper. Opinions expressed here 
represent the views of their authors rather 
than those of the College. Issues are distrib
uted at no charge to students, faculty and staff 
on the Santa Fe campus, and yearly subscrip
tions can be obtained for $35. Tax-deductible 
contributions are welcome. We solicit sub
missions from all members of the College 
community. Staff and contributors meet 
Wednesdays at noon in the SJC coffee shop. 
We INSIST that work be submitted in text 
format on a 35” Macintosh disk along with a 
typed, double-spaced copy including the 
author’s name and phone number. Please 
edit your work (remember two spaces after a 
period). Hard copies without disks are accept
able in certain circumstances. Please do your 
best to self-edit your submissions -some recent 
contributors have left too much up to us poor 
editors (remember things like putting two 
spaces after a period). The Moon reserves the 
right to edit and to reject any submission.


