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LETTER FROM AN EDITOR
To the College Community:

We would like to draw attention to the fact that 
The MoonTAG is 20 whole pages (XX for you 
Romans out there). This is mainly do to the won
derful work of our reporters. Thank you to all who 
have submitted to The MoonTAG by assignment 
and thank you to all who have submitted to us unso
licited. We would like to take this time to let you 
know that our fair journal is now following a strict 
deadline policy. What this means to you is if you 
have an assignment from the editors ofTheMoon, 
you will be expected to have that assignment in by 
the deadline. What this means if you do not have an 
assignment but wish to submit an article to The 
Moon or TAG is that you must have your submis
sion into us by the deadline. We have been more 
than relaxed about this policy up to this point, but 
we will no longer allow late articles into The 
MoonTAG. How this may affect the college com
munity is that if we do not receive enough articles 
by the deadline, we will have to run with smaller 
issues. This is not a pleasant option for us, however 
it is the only option available since this is by volun
teer only and we do not have enough time to sit and 
wait for articles that may or may not show up. 1 
repeat, we are not paid for this job. In fact, we rarely 
get any sort of response.

Which brings me to my next point Your paper, 
although printing several articles of interest, received 
no letters to the editors for this issue. This is shock

ing considering the nature of our institution. Are 
we not expected to question, or at least comment on 
the materials that we read for all our tutorials? How 
is The MoonTAG any different than tutorial read
ing except for the fact that it would be considered 
side reading. What we publish here are what the 
students at Sl John’s College want to hear about, 
what they are thinking, and what they are feeling. 
We need to hear what you think. We need to have 
letters and comments about the material in this pa
per. We have made some substantial changes to 
your newspaper and literary journal but we have 
little to no feedback. You do not need to spend a 
great deal of time writing a letter to the editors. All 
you need to do is write us a brief letter and send it to 
either our email address or through campus mail.

A couple of final notes before I close and allow 
you to read our most recent issue of The Moon TA G. 
First, Mr. Carey sent the newspaper a note recently 
suggesting an interesting possible column. He sug
gested that tutors who are particularly knowledge
able of a specific text being read or about to be read 
on campus submit a commentary of the topic. This 
commentary would not need to be any great length, 
even comments such as translation problems of the 
text or a brief warning about a particular passage. 
This would be a wonderful addition to The 
MoonTAG. Please see Mr. Miller’s (acting-dean) 
wonderful excerpts on page 13.

A note to the Seniors. We must start working 
on our commencement speaker, if you haven’t al

ready started. Mr. Carey mentioned in his note to 
the Seniors that this decision must be made soon. 
Please make sure you send your requests to the 
Dean’s office as soon as possible. The MoonTAG 
would like to help in this selection process as much 
as possible and we wanted to let the community 
know that we are here to help mediate this in any 
way we can.

To close this letter 1 wish to point your direction 
to a particularly interesting article about a stolen book 
and a security guard resignation. Book Theft In
trigue (on page 3) has been thoroughly investigated 
by Emily Graves, and closely watched over by the 
editors of The Moon. The editors would like you 
to know that we support this article 100%. We feel 
that although the issue could only be investigated 
so far (since a great number of those asked for inter
views chose to decline to comment) that the point is 
made clear that something very odd has happened 
and it appears that it has not been resolved to 
everyone’s satisfaction.

Thank you for taking the time to read this 
lengthy letter from the editor. Please enjoy this is
sue.

Sincerely,

Geoffrey Petrie
Co-Editor, The Moon
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BOOK THEFT INTRIGUE
Tutor Mark Rollins owns an Edinburgh first 

edition volume of poems by Robert Bums, pub
lished in 1787. When he and his family moved 
into Paine House on campus in June, he kept the 
book on a shelf in his office in Evans Science 
Lab, thinking it would be more secure there. On 
Saturday August 5th, Rollins entered his office 
and the book was missing. He called campus se
curity and left a message, but received no response. 
Monday morning, August 7th, Rollins spoke in 
person to security guard Charles Chipman, who 
asked if he wanted to report the incident. Rollins 
said yes, and on Tuesday, August 8th at ten in the 
morning the city police came to campus, met with 
Chipman and Rollins and took a report.

By the suggestion of librarian Inga Wait, 
Chipman suggested Rollins investigate local book
sellers to see if anyone had recently tried to sell a 
book of Bums’ poetry. Nicholas Potter Book
sellers, a vendor of used and rare books in down
town Santa Fe near the plaza, was the first store 
Rollins contacted, and Potter said yes, he had in
deed bought a book of Bums’ poetry. He gave a 
physical description of the man who had sold the 
book, and then realized he had the mein’s name 
on record because Potter had paid $200 for the 
book—with a check. Potter immediately returned 
the book to Rollins; meanwhile Rollins found the 
name in the campus personnel roster; it belonged 
to a man employed as a part time security officer. 
Rollins contacted Acting President James Carey, 
who, according to Rollins showed considerable 
concern, referring the tutor to the Director of Per
sonnel and to Treasurer Brian Valentine. Valen
tine said that, when confronted, the employee, 
who had worked at the college for several years, 
initially claimed to have found the book in the 
Junior Commons room, but then offered to resign 
and declared he would return the $200 to Potter. 
His resignation was immediately accepted, and 
following standard procedure his unifonn and keys 
were returned to the school. A week after they 
first talked, Chipman asked Rollins if he wanted 
to pursue tlie case though the book had been re
covered and Rollins said yes, so Tuesday, August 
15 a police sergeant c;ime to campus and took a 
written statement from Rollins about the details 
of the ciuse. This serge;int commented that be
cause the book was worth over S250, (tliough 
Potter only paid $200, tlie book was appraised 
six years ago as worth significantly more) its tlieft 
was a felony. However, due to tlie absence of 
eyewitnesses or oilier tangible evidence of a tlieft, 
tlie fonner employee could not be acciLsed of tlieft.

by Emily Graves, '04

only with possession and transfer of stolen prop
erty. When contacted, the police department re
fused to release information on the specifics or 
the status of the case.

The minimum qualifications required for se
curity guards include a high school diploma or 
equivalent, at least one year of security or law 
enforcement experience, and first aid and CPR 
certification, in addition to a clean criminal repiort 
and reference checks. Ted Gonzales, Director of 
Personnel was acquainted with the employee in 
question when the position became available and, 
knowing the man had security experience, told 
him about the opening. The employee met all of 
the above qualifications; in fact, Gonzales claims 
the employee was highly praised during his em
ployment by Chief of Security Ray Benavidez. 
Benavidez, however, when contacted for an in
terview, responded with, “I’m not available for 
interviews—I don’t have anything to say to any
one.’’ According to the Staff Handbook, while 
both the Director of Personnel and the Director of 
Housing and Residential Life (Kathy Mizrahi, 
who is also the Supervisor of Security) are in
volved in the selection of security guard appli
cants, the final choice belongs to Mizrahi. Mizrahi 
declined to comment.

Several people interviewed, including stu
dents, felt the college was not sufficiently aggres
sive in pursuing this matter. For example, one 
source commented, “If the college shows some 
interest in pursuing a criminal, it makes it appear 
as if the college is concerned for the welfare and 
safety of faculty, staff, and students.’’ Others were 
extremely bothered by the fact that the employee 
was allowed to resign, as opposed to being fired; 
they felt there was a double standard regarding 
students and employees, and cited page 60 of the 
2000-2001 Student Handbook, “Students who 
shoplift are subject to dismis.sal from the college.” 
Many also wondered whether the fonner security 
guard got off scot-free, as it were, having been 
allowed to resign instead of being tenninated, and 
will not have to face any consequences in the fu
ture.

According to Treasurer Valentine and Direc
tor of Personnel Gonzales, were a fonner em
ployee applying for a new job :ind his prospective 
employer called St. John’s as a reference, the only 
infonnation St. John’s could relea.se is tlie date of 
hire, peisition held, and die dtite the employee left. 
Witliout a fonn signed by the fonner employee, 
St. John's is not authorized to give the reason or 
manner in which the employee left tlie job, nor

recommendations regarding the person. Conceiv
ably, however, were this particular man applying 
for another job, his future employer would require 
the same criminal record report as does the Col
lege. In addition, regarding the administration’s 
decision to accept the guard’s resignation rather 
than to fire him, it was in the best interests of the 
entire college community to get him off campus 
permanently as soon as possible. Valentine, cit
ing the advice of Mel Youst, the attorney for St. 
John’s, says that anytime one can get a resigna
tion one should accept it, simply because of the 
complications and possible repercussions involved 
in firing someone. At any rate, the security guard 
resigned over the phone the very same day Rollins 
recovered his book, and therefore his employment 
at the college was over immediately. On the other 
hand, if the administration had elected not to ac
cept his resignation, and instead decided to begin 
an investigation into the matter, they would have 
had to suspend the guard with pay until a conclu
sion was reached. Lastly, Mark Rollins has no 
complaints about the way the matter was handled 
by administration, and in fact says that Carey, 
Gonzales, and Valentine were all very anxious to 
solve the problem and to insure it doesn’t happen 
again.

This semester the Student Life Committee, 
headed by James Carey and Basia Miller, will be 
reviewing the security needs of the students and 
faculty on campus. According to Gonzales there 
were discussions regarding an investigation of se
curity requirements previous to the book incident, 
yet the incident proves how critical this investiga
tion has become.

Obviously a certain level of security is neces
sary, but at what point does security interfere with 
privacy? For example, according to Valentine, 
the Student Life Committee may look into the 
feasibility of a posting a security officer at tlie St. 
John’s entrance from Camino Cruz Blanca, some
one to keep a record of who is on campus at any 
given time. Yet this would be at best an annoy
ance, and at worst an infringement on privacy, 
not to mention simply ineffective, because any
one can enter or leave campus on fixit through 
die mountains. 'I’hc goal of tlie Student Life Com
mittee will be to outline specific needs of the col
lege community and then to work with tlie secu
rity department to meet Uiose needs.

Wlien interviewed on Sept. 15tli, over a montli 
after tlie employee resigned and stated his inten-

Cant ■</ on paye 5
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WHERE HAS ALL THE COLLEGE WORK-

STUDY GONE?
by Lauren Peterson, ’01

In November of 1999, the Board of Visitors 
and Governors created a management committee 
to deal \vith issues that are common to both of the 
St. John’s campuses. The committee is made up 
of the college’s two Presidents and the two Deans. 
One of their jobs this year was to examine the 
schools’ budgets. The two campuses worked to
gether preparing their budgets for this school year, 
and submitted them to the management commit
tee in April 2000. In comparing Annapolis’ bud
get with Santa Fe’s, it became apparent that Santa 
Fe was spending about $ 100,000 more than An
napolis on funding their college work study pro
gram. As a result of comparing these budgets, 
our college drastically cut the number of work 
study positions.

I spoke with Mr. Valentine, our school’s trea
surer, about why the budget changed this year and 
where the saved money was going. He told me 
that our campus was not necessarily trying to 
match Annapolis, but that Annapolis was spend
ing less money on work study positions and was 
spending money on priorities that Santa Fe wanted 
on our campus. By cutting the work study bud
get by $ 100,000 dollars, Santa Fe wanted to fund 
four projects; 1) increasing the faculty minimum 
pay to match that of Annapolis, 2) eliminating 
one-tutor undergraduate seminars, 3) funding fac
ulty development projects, like study groups, and 
4) having two-tutor graduate seminars. The first 
three of these priorities have been achieved.

Although I was assured that we were not try
ing to match Aimapolis, by comparing the two 
budgets, Santa Fe looked at the priorities it wanted 
to fund and thought they would see if the campus 
could get by with fewer student aids. Our cam
pus greatly relies on student staff to get things done.

while Annapolis has more of those positions filled 
by full-time staff. Over the past four or five years, 
the school has added a lot of student aid jobs. 
Mr. Valentine said that departments come to him 
asking for more help in staffing, and they would 
be given a couple of student aids. These depart
ments were asked if they could cut some of those 
added student jobs. According to Margaret Odell, 
the college employed 250 students last year, while 
only 195 students are employed this year. Many 
of the students employed by the College did not 
have College Work Study as part of their finan
cial aid packages; their financial aid award did 
not need to factor in a campus job to fill the need 
to pay tuition. It was decided that these jobs filled 
by students not officially on college work study 
could be cut. Mr. Valentine said, “It’s a sacrifice 
on the part of the staff, but we were looking at the 
fact that these students were filling jobs without 
college work study as part of their financial aid.’’

The Santa Fe campus also cut all language 
and art assistant positions; Annapolis does not have 
any language assistants, and the art assistants were 
eliminated at the suggestion of the art archon. 
Reducing the number of student aids in other de
partments, but not in other academic areas like 
lab assistants, made up the rest of the cuts. 
Brendan O’Neill told me that he is “definitely 
short handed,’’ having gone from 18 student aids 
to only four, and the computer center is open 12 
hours less a week than it was last year. Mr. O'Neill 
feels that the Student Events Office has been ex
panded to do more work, but that has not been 
matched with more labor.

Both Mr. O’Neill and Ms. Odell expressed a 
concern for the students who are no longer em
ployed on campus. It is much easier to walk off

campus in Annapolis and have a job, while the 
city of Santa Fe is farther away from the campus 
and commuting without a car can be very diffi
cult. “It is a shame if freshman or sophomores 
without cars cannot work on campus; it is harder 
for them to make money. We really are putting 
students at a disadvantage,’’ said Ms. Odell. Mr. 
O’Neill said his biggest worry “was that we would 
be compared side by side with Annapolis,” and 
believes that these budget cuts do not follow ba
sic business sense. “You guys are our customers, 
and they are cutting what we can do for you.”

The Board created the management commit
tee as a way of uniting the two campuses. They 
are hoping that there will soon be a three-column 
budget, one column for Annapolis, one for Santa 
Fe, and one total. By working together, the two 
campuses are learning how the other operates. Mr. 
Valentine said the treasurer in Annapolis has asked 
him for advice on some of Santa Fe’s practices 
and that this is not just a case of our campus try
ing to adopt Annapolis’ ways.

As for the staff in Santa Fe, the student posi
tions have been cut, but full time staff has not re
placed them. The college is preparing for a capi
tal campaign that would bring more money into 
the budget to allow the hiring of more people. 
But this campaign will not take place until our 
campus has found a new president. Until then, it 
is, as Mr. Valentine said, “a sacrifice” both for the 
staff and for those students who no longer have 
on campus jobs.

Book Theft Intrigue coni'd
tion of returning the money to Potter, flte book
seller had still had not received die $200, nor 
any communication inplying that the mon^ 
would eventually be returned. Potter says he 
no longerexpects to recover the money, and will 
probablyhaveto write itoffasaloss. InPotter’s 
words, “If there was a conscience involved, it 
would have acted by now” He also says die 
man tried to sell him two other books: one a 
Bible published in the 1830’s, wliich he didn’t 
buy because he didn’t know enough about it to

make an intelligent bid, and the other, a worth
less panqihiet. The man stated that tlie books 
had belonged to his family. ’When interviewed 
on September i9th, Valentine was unaware of 
the fact diat Potter liad not been rcimbuised, and 
vras disappointed, saying “I do tiiink we ought to 
try to help him get his money back,”

Tlie tragedy is, Nicholas Potter has associa
tions to St John’s completely separate from this 
incident Potter is the Vice President of the Li
brary and Fine Arts Guild. But as of yet die Col

lege lias made no obvious effort to follow up 
on whedier its former employee has made good 
on hi stated intent to return the money to Pot
ter. It seems the administration should pay Pot
ter back as a simple effort of good faidi towards 
som one who volunteers his time for the better
ment of our school.
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VOTE NADER
by Colin King, '01

Cynicism, steak, and tofu patties aside,
I too fear what could happen should Bush 
win the coming presidential election, or for 
that matter Gore. I am not bored with poli
tics. On the contrary, I have seen some as
tonishing events occur in the last two years 
that make my heart beat faster.

Two years ago in my home state of Min
nesota, a revolution was re-awakened. A 
third party candidate, Jesse “The Mind & 
The Body” Ventura was elected to a four 
year term as Governor on the Reform Party 
ticket. Even a week before the November 
general election the news media gave him 
almost zero air time. They were too busy 
following the trails of the Democratic 
Farmer-Labor candidate Hubert H. 
Humphrey III (then Attorney General and 
son of the former Vice President) and the 
Republican candidate, Minneapolis mayor 
Norm Coleman. Humphrey was the ex
pected victor. On November 5th, Minne
sota saw the best voter turnout in 34 years. 
Ventura received 37 percent of the vote out 
of 61 percent voter turnout. The exit polls 
showed that the majority of Ventura’s sup
port was coming from voters between the 
ages of 18-25, most of them college stu
dents. Ventura appealed to students be
cause of his coarse, straight-talking man
ner.

The upcoming presidential election is 
not about party rhetoric nor about the “simi
larity” of the two major party candidates 
that the disgusted masses exclaims. It is 
about change. For the first time in our life
time we are presented with a strong third 
party candidate. Ralph Nader has been a 
social advocate since the 70's and has run 
several presidential candidacies during that 
time. In the past he has never had a great 
deal of support, but this actually makes him 
more appealing. Because of his prior lack 
of support on a large national level, he has 
an ability to speak honestly about the is
sues that concern him and does not worry 
about catering to the whimsy of the voters. 
He, like Ventura, freely speaks what’s on 
his mind, and these are things that have 
been forming within him for over twenty 
years. This ability to speak freely and hon
estly is a character trait should appeal to 
all Americans, Republicans, Democrats,

and Independents alike.
Unlike the other two candidates, Nader 

is visiting every state of the union. He is 
also running his campaign on the donations 
of private individuals, not from the mas
sive financial power of Political Action 
Committees (PACs, which are at the cen
ter of the campaign reform issue) as the 
Gore and Bush campaigns do. On his web 
site, www.votenader.org, Nader asks for 
whatever you can afford. Nader’s cam
paign is characterized by its populism. He 
is seeking the support of Americans, so he 
goes out in search of Americans to share 
ideas. De Tocqueville states in his Democ
racy in America that, “the people reign in 
the American political world as the Deity 
does in the Universe. They are the cause 
and the aim of all things; everything comes 
from them, and everything is absorbed in 
them.” Nader appears to understand this 
point.

His running mate Winona LaDuke is an 
Anishinaabeg of the White Earth Indian 
Reservation near a small town called 
Pondsford, Minnesota. She has been ac
tive for many years organizing farmers on 
the reservation in an attempt to create a 
strong agricultural economy, freeing the 
people from the oppressive clutches of the 
welfare program. Much of her work is fo
cused around re-invigorating the traditional 
tribal agriculture such as the gathering of 
wild rice and the tapping of maple trees. 
Her efforts are not only driven towards 
strong economics or a recapturing of tradi
tional ways, but are also influenced by a 
need to use the land in a sustainable man
ner. She is spearheading a program called 
the White Earth Land Recovery Project, a 
program to repurchase farmland that once 
belonged to the Tribe, and use it to pro
duce organic foods. She is also working 
closely with other organizations in Minne
sota and Southern Mexico to establish 
“real” free trade between this country and 
the agriculturists of Chiapis and Oaxaca. 
LaDuke adds a couple of very important 
aspects to the Green Party campaign, in 
addittion to her Harvard training in eco
nomics. She has lived in rural parts of the 
Midwest for much of her life and as a re
sult has a good understanding of the in

creasingly difficult times farmers have 
from Texas to Minnesota. Secondly, as a 
minority woman, she adds a unique per
spective to the issues that are of concern to 
other women and minorities.

LaDuke is conducting her campaign 
with Nader in a very personal way. Be
cause she recently had a baby, she has been 
doing most of her campaigning fairly close 
to home. For a good portion of the sum
mer she traveled around Minnesota, fre
quently stopping at homes to share her 
ideas over a meal. She, her husband, and 
her newborn baby recently had dinner with 
friends of mine. They were discussing what 
the role of the vice president actually was. 
LaDuke’s husband said that he thought that 
part of the job had to do with leading the 
Senate and casting the deciding vote in the 
event of a tie. LaDuke replied, “wouldn’t 
that be something, to have an Indian woman 
sitting before the U.S. Senate, 
breastfeeding her baby?” That would be 
something. That would be a revolution!

Vote so that campaign reform can actu
ally happen. 1 don’t mean “happen” as in 
being inacted into law; 1 mean “happen” in 
practice. Don’t allow yourself to be caught 
up in the defeatist net of cynicism. Vote 
with your conscience and rediscover your 
faith in the democratic system. The cur
rents of dissatisfaction now run strong 
within this country and support for Nader 
grows even stronger. A long-deserved 
change is possible.

The MoonTAG needs 
Sophomores and Juniors to 
contribute more! Without you 
two classes, the newspaper will 
have no future. Come to our 
meetings with ideas. This does 
not mean that Freshmen and 
Seniors can stop working. We 
need everyone to make this bad 
boy work.

http://www.votenader.org


RESTAURANT REVIEW T:
CARLOS’ GOSP’L CAFE

by Dean Paetzold, ’01

Carlos’ Gosp’l Cafe 
11 ;00 AM to 4:00 PM Monday-Saturday 
125 Lincoln: 1st Interstate Plaza, Santa Fe 
(Shares courtyard with the Bull Ring res
taurant.)

Mv Lunch
Lemonade w/ wedge of lemon: $ 1.50, half 
pint.
Gertrude Stein, full: $5.75; half: $3.80. 
Cup Gazpacho: $2.95 
Gateau St. James: $3.95

This is a sandwich cafe. The low end 
of the menu displays a classic PB&J 
($3.50), while the high-end sandwich is the 
Jack Dempsey with roast beef ($7.50).

The majority of the sandwiches include 
meat in the composition. For those veg
etarians that do make exceptions for some 
animal proteins there is an egg salad 
Florentine sandwich offered as well as a 
tasty sounding tuna salad called the Nep
tune.

The First Course

My waiter rushed out the cup of 
Gazpacho almost immediately after I or
dered so that I could give it my full atten
tion before my sandwich arrived. 1 have 
been looking for a good Gazpacho ever 
since my elementary school principal in
troduced me to this cold soup at a holiday 
gathering years ago. That first impression 
left curious for more. From the descrip
tion of all the fresh vegetables and spices 
that went into my principal’s dish 1 was sure 
to like the resulting flavor, but it was shock
ing instead of pleasing. He had decided 
that his recipe needed lots of allspice and 
cloves. Other recipes 1 have come across 
since also include these spices in the 
Gazpacho, and so 1 have been expecting 
them ever since. The CGC has come up 
with its own recipe. I did expect something 
with some spicy kick to it since we are in 
Santa Fe. This was not the case. Despite 
the fact that all the ingredients used tasted 
as fresh as could be, the dish still called 
for more flavor. 1 did not finish the bowl

of soup. It would have also been nice if 
the piece of combread served with it had 
been hot. This is not to say that the cafe 
fails at making soups. I am only sorry that 
1 did not have their Hangover Stew. When 
I came back to school and told people 
where 1 had been for lunch I was lectured 
multiple times for not ordering this famous 
potato, corn and green chili chowder. Be
lieve me, next time I will.

The Main Course

My Gertrude Stein with its accompani
ment of coleslaw was ready for me just as 
I was ready for it. I was immediately glad 
that I had ordered the full sandwich. There 
would be enough to take back to the lab to 
have as a snack during the long second 
round of the Millikan experiment that 
waited for me. This was one big fat burst
ing at its seams sandwich. There was no 
garnish on the plate and there was not room 
for any. What space was not occupied by 
the sandwich was taken up by the hearty 
serving of coleslaw.

The first bite of this vegetarian beast 
let me know I was going to be satisfied. It 
took an effort to get my mouth over the 
plentiful layers. For the keen sandwich 
observer 1 noted that each of these layers 
was logically placed. The avocado was 
mashed and spread onto the sourdough. 
This was topped with the red onion slices, 
tomatoes, cheese, sprouts and capped with 
the second piece of bread. There was no 
way the tomatoes were going to soak a hole 
in my bread and cause a mess. There is 
only one thing 1 would have changed about 
the sandwich and it is a very personal pref
erence at that. It would have been perfect 
if the sourdough had been toasted.

When given a choice of a side 1 could 
have with my sandwich 1 chose coleslaw, 
because 1 was in the mood for giving this 
traditional confetti of cabbage another 
chance. Coleslaw holds a place in my 
memory with rare visits to the Safeway deli 
and my dad’s occasional office picnic. Nei
ther were very exciting or culinarily re
warding. No one had served me a cole

slaw worth mentioning until now. All it 
took to make this chopped cabbage and 
mayonnaise interesting was a good dose of 
ginger. It was great. I did not have room 
in my tummy for all of it, but it did make a 
great leftover.

Just Desserts

The menu boasted a flan that is sup
posed to be the best ever. Maybe it was 
because by the time I inquired into this 
prize it had been 86’d. This did not disap
point me to much because there was a 
“chocolate and almond treat made in 
Heaven’’ offered just below the flan on the 
menu. This moist and dense cake left noth
ing to be desired. It did not pretend to be 
anything it was not. The wedge was deliv
ered alone without garnish on its plate. As 
soon as I tasted it I knew it needed no sauce 
or powdered sugar to mask its homely look. 
I did not dare finish it. I wanted to make 
the experience last so I saved half to have 
with the other half of my Gertrude Stein 
later. In the end Tommy Thornhill ended 
up finishing the Gateau St. James for me. 
Ask him how he liked it.

Service and Atmosphere

To show my waiter how much 1 appre
ciated his efforts to be quick and pleasant 1 
left more than a 30% tip on the $14.00 bill. 
I even sat at the patio table farthest away 
from the kitchen just to see how much at
tention 1 would get. 1 did not feel forgot
ten once. The only thing that disappointed 
me was due to an expectation 1 had had 
about the setting. 1 was not prepared for 
the office building feeling of the courtyard 
that the cafe was in. Next time 1 will be. 
The interior of the restaurant feels more 
like an ice cream shop and less like a small 
cafe trying to spread the gosp’l of having a 
good sandwich for lunch.
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CONCERT REVIEW: WEEZER VS.

When you ask almost anyone why 
they would drive to Albuquerque twice in 
one week, he will no doubt respond that he 
is researching contemporary reactions and 
interpretations of various movements in aes
thetics and sociology. In my case, this could 
have only meant seeing TransAm at the 
Launchpad on Tuesday and Weezer two 
doors down at the El Rey on Thursday (don’t 
worry, I have a four o’clock seminar).

Part One: TransAm and Post-Modernism

TransAm formed the quintessential 
post-modem experience from beginning to 
end. My cohorts and I started off the evening 
with a cup of tea and then zipped through 
the Albuquerque backalleys listening to Jud- 
Jud, possibly the world’s single greatest a 
capella hardcore band. Upon our fashion
ably late arrival at the Launchpad, we found 
parking easily, flashed our ID’s and press 
badges and waltzed right in like we owned 
the place (after paying the seven-dollar ad
mission fee). The space-age decor and ex
posed rafters continued the post-modem aes
thetic we had already begun with our auto
mobile and Jud-Jud. We had missed the first 
opening act, if there was one, and a game of 
billiards quickly whiled away the time until 
Neil Hamburger came on to warm everyone 
up for TransAm. When asked for comment. 
Tommy Thornhill (’01), assisstant to the 
laboratories, replied of Hambuger, “1 love 
[this] guy(s).”

1 cannot stress enough how awful were 
the twenty-five minutes that ensued. Neil 
Hamburger is the worst of all possible co
medians, if 1 can even use that nomencla
ture to describe what he does. Bad, bad, bad, 
bad, bad. Really bad. Joey Chernila (’02 or 
’03) and 1 left the floor and went all the way 
to the back of the bar where we couldn’t hear 
him and discussed Dostoyevsky. But 1 am 
getting ahead of myself Neil Hamburger’s 
schtick consisted exactly in being a bad co
median. Bad suit, bad jokes, bad delivery, 
bad fake cough between jokes. While this 
particular post-modern technique is con
ceived no doubt with a view towards mak
ing the audience and its reaction the focus 
of the artistic experience, which can be

TRANSAM
by David Weiskopf '01

somewhat charming in High School punk 
bands and almost effective in visual and am
bient arts, in a comedian it has shown itself 
to be intolerable. Really awful. I refrain 
from commenting further on Neil Ham
burger as any more analysis would only 
serve to grant him some small measure of 
credibility. However, I cannot deny that he 
was very post-modern, because no other 
movement would have him.

TransAm, on the other hand, made me 
feel as if I could still both be a twenty-some
thing and hold my head up without shame 
for my generation. TransAm is an organic/ 
electronic trio that applies the latest tech
nology to a retro-futuristic sound. As this 
description suggests they are both extremely 
skillful and not without a playful edge, like 
their namesake. Also like the car, they defy 
demographic labeling without being wishy- 
washy, which is evinced by their singular 
appeal to both indie rockers and under
ground ravers. In true post-modern spirit 
they interacted closely with the audience. 
This interaction varied from the left key
board player’s unabashed smile at the crowd 
after using the voice-effect that made him 
sound like a robot, to the flat-out lie they 
repeatedly told us that they would play a 
twenty-song-all-request-super-set. At times, 
the band even became part of the audience 
by leaving their instruments unattended and 
sitting down, having a cigarette, or wander
ing around on stage. Unfortunately for us, 
the real audience, this meant that no one was 
actually playing anything onstage and we 
had to stand through minutes at a time of 
plain old distortion and noise. Post-mod
ern, yes, but entertaining, no. This consti
tuted the post-modern coup de grace that had 
been hinted at throughout the evening, viz. 
the performers having a better time than the 
audience.

Part Two: Weezer and Romanticism

So much for Tuesday night and contem
porary aesthetics. By Thursday at six, I was 
high on Hegel and ready for something with 
a little more romance than TransAm, 1 char
acterize romanticism as follows, for such 
readers as may be unfamiliar with Schiller
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and Goethe. Romanticism requires a dedi
cation to the great and the beautiful. It 
claims that tragedy is not just for tragedians 
and that we can all apply Aristotle’s Poetics 
to our own lives. In our own times, roman
ticism is best illustrated by Chris Ware’s 
comic. Acme Novelty Library; certain char
acters in the films of Wes Anderson and 
Owen Wilson; and primarily in the band I 
saw Thursday: Weezer. If this aesthetic is 
still foggy, wrestle for a while with Weezer’s 
classic line off the album Pinkerton, “Maybe 
we could even get together, maybe you could 
break my heart next summer.”

Now, gentlemen, I return to my narra
tive. My seminar untimely over at six in 
the evening, tension was mounting all over 
campus in anticipation of eight o’clock. I 
was in a certain mood, gentlemen; a mood 
that led me to the dining hall as it were 
against my will, although perfectly in line 
with my innermost impulses. I was hungry, 
but not for Aramark. 1 was hungry for some
thing great, something beautiful. That’s 
when 1 saw Luke. Luke and I formed a clan
destine pact regarding the evening’s activi
ties and throwing caution to the wind set in 
motion a whirlwind of events, lack of tick
ets or no, that would lead us straight into 
the heart of the El Rey Theatre and before 
the eyes of Weezer.

1 returned to my on-campus apartment 
and fixed myself a dinner of two fried eggs, 
raisin toast, orange juice, and an apple, rel
ishing the contradictions and hurling myself 
headlong into them. The phone rang, awak
ening me from my trance. It was Luke. 
“Meet us at the circle in fifteen minutes.” 1 
was afraid. 1 walked down to the circle 
amidst the trees, the wild boars, the setting 
sun, the skinks, the sound of my own foot
steps, and finally, arriving at the circle I 
stood before my companions and implored 
them to abolish all memory of this plan and 
this night from their minds, to go home to 
their loved ones and their books and to aban
don all these dreams of greatness and beauty, 
to stay on campus, to live in domestic and

conrimu’d on next /x/gc



SEARCH AND RESCUE: AN 
INTRODUCTION

by Blake Hindley, ’04 and Aaron Mehihaff, '01

The St. John’s College SAR (Search and 
Rescue) Team is entering another year. It is a 
volunteer organization which consists of mem
bers from both the college and Santa Fe. The 
team is required by the college to consist of 
no more than fifty percent townies (as non
college SAR members are called) and the num
ber of members is capped at 100. To maintain 
this parity of townies to Johnnies, as well as 
to create team policy, the team has an execu
tive board which is elected by its members, 
and also generally consists of half townies and 
half Johnnies.

There are trainings every other Wednes
day night, along with meetings every Wednes
day. There are also training missions every 
weekend to learn field skills. These trainings 
include orienteering, celestial navigation, first 
aid, high and low angle technical work, pa
tient care and litter packaging, search tech
niques, rock climbing, tracking, snow-shoe
ing, building of snow caves, and survival tech
niques.

Every year the Team receives a stipend 
from the College, toward which part of every

student’s tuition goes, and which is returned 
if unspent at the end of the fiscal year. Apart 
from this, the Team also receives gifts of 
money from other individuals and organiza
tions. The SJCSAR Team is a non-profit or
ganization and is totally volunteer; many 
townies have given up lucrative judicial ca
reers to be a part of the Team. Gear must be 
supplied by individual members, while the 
Team will help all members obtain their gear 
and provide the necessary gear for missions 
themselves.

Safety of members is the number one pri
ority of the Team beyond the safety of the 
people that members may be searching for. 
The Team is aware of the dangers and will 
never put a member in a situation he may not 
want to be in. Everyone on the Team is aware 
of the possible unpleasant situations they may 
encounter, which could even be more unpleas
ant than cat dissection.

The main goal of the SAR Team is mis
sions: to go out into the field, find lost or in
jured people, and bring them back safely. The 
missions in which the SAR Team participates

are of a broad nature, ranging from hiking/ 
biking/skiing and searching, carrying injured 
people on litters, high and low angle rescue 
(low angle meaning a patient in a litter on a 
slope, and high angle meaning a patient on a 
cliff face), and searching for crashed air
planes. Members are not expected to par
ticipate in every mission, but are expected to 
be involved with a certain percentage to re
main on the team. On an average, the Team 
will participate in thirty missions during the 
year, leaving many opportunities for mem
bers to become involved.

The SJCSAR Team operates on a state 
level as an official Search and Rescue Team, 
it is considered one of the best teams in New 
Mexico, and since the state of New Mexico 
has one of the most developed Search and 
Rescue structures in the country, the SJCSAR 
Team is on a nationally recognized level. The 
level of field qualification on the Team is 
much higher than most other teams in the 
state, and members are well prepared for 
work in the wilderness.

Weez^r Vs. TransAm Continuedfromp. 7

undisturbed bliss, but, nay, alas, it was too 
late. “ We stand by our plan. Will you 
back out now, after you have led us to this 
point?” Believe me, gentlemen, this 
speech stabbed me to the heart. How could 
I have left them now? The die had been 
cast, and if notliing else, we could at least 
see Jets to Brazil at the Launchpad if we 
couldn’t get in to Weezer. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^

Four of us before the gates of the the
atre, we held only one ticket. In vain, we 
sought throughout the line stretching 
around the comer for any kind and noble 
soul who would pity our piteous plight. 
“Are you looking for a ticket?” said one 
man near the front of the line. My heart 
jumped. “You should have bought one 
ahead oftime,” he finished. My glove was 
drawn and I burned in my soul. Rank or 
no, the scoundrel had insulted me and 1

was on the edge of demanding satisfaction 
when Luke, in his nobility, calmed my cho- 
ler with the assiurance tlie man was simply 
below my challenge. “That mountebank 
would be a disgrace to you and a scoundrel 
does not merit pistols at dawn.” Gentlemen, 
I am forever indebted to Luke for these 
words. The man and I fell on each other’s 
necks and, moved to tears, embraced in a 
love that extended to all men. 1 refused his 
ticket and continued my search.

To skip over all that is essential, we, by 
hook and by crook, each made our way into 
the tlieatre, “My Name Is Jonas” opened 
the show to the crowd’s delight. All went 
well until, in the midst of “No One Else,” 
the PA went out. At a loss, Weezer signalled 
the audience to sing the song itself, and all 
joined in a chorus of voices echoing 
throughout the ether. Yes, we had to wait

for a new PA to be found or borrowed or 
stolen, yes we were out very late, yes the 
continuity of the show was destroyed, but 
we, the audience, all embraced in tears, 
and there are some who claim they saw 
Weezer embracing in tears and humming 
their songs, especially those from 
Pinkerton. After what must have been an 
hour, but seemed only a moment, tlie sound 
was restored and we rocked as none have 
rocked before. Shouting with tears of joy, 
many kissed the very earth and died from 
sheer love of rock music. Oh the beauty! 
The Greatness of it all!

Forgive me gentlemen, I have allowed 
myself to go too far. I am ashamed before 
you now, but nay, I am not ashamed, for 
Weezer merits all displays of emotion 
without shame, but I must waste no more 
words here...
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INTERVIEW WITH THE REGISTRAR
Moon: Why are there four o’clock classes 

this year?
Ken Howarth: This year, we have a record 

number of seniors enrolled. We also have a 
record enrollment for the whole college. 
(Grillot’s note: my freshman year, ’97, there 
were 380 students enrolled for fall term. This 
year, there are 434 students enrolled. That’s 
a 14% increase. No new classrooms have 
been built since ’97.) We needed either more 
time or more space. This issue was discussed 
in a faculty meeting and then decided last 
spring by the instruction committee. The in
struction committee decided to keep the ex
isting schedule and add four o’clock classes. 
Further, the JF class size will double this year 
to about 42 total, twice the traditional amount, 
so that this larger class must be accommo
dated for ahead of time. We have resisted 
putting daytime classes in Peterson since it is 
such a busy building.

Moon: Why are people resistant to 
change?

Ken Howarth: Hahaha. Let’s see... There

1 know, 1 know. I’ve left you in suspense 
for the last week or so about who the other 
new tutors are. Well, new tutor actually. 
There’s only one left. You know, in the singu
lar. All by himself.

Mr. Kraai shares a cozy (i.e., crowded) of
fice in Santa Fe Hall with Mr. Skinner. There’s 
actually enough room for two people, except 
for all the books straining the shelves on the 
back wall. But anyone at this college knows 
that books always have a priority in our work 
spaces. At any rate, you would never know 
that Mr. Kraai is currently sharing this office 
space, because his name isn’t listed on any of 
those nifty office assignment sheets posted 
around campus at places where such things are 
posted. This gives Mr. Kraai a very mysteri
ous, “James Bond” mystique. It also gave this 
reporter a “frustrated” mystique trying to find 
where Mr. Kraai actually has his office. So 
frustrated, in fact, that this article almost didn’t 
get written in time. 1 would encourage all of 
you readers to go visit Mr. Kraai and welcome 
him to our community, but now that Fve dis
closed his location he will probably be on the

by Greg Grillot, ’01

was no difference between how the students 
and the tutors accepted the changes—most 
people accommodate to change in the same 
way. Change requires attention, and people 
get used to paying no attention to certain 
things.

Moon: For those of us who might not 
know, what is your job?

Ken Howarth: We are the nuts and bolts 
of academic administration. A lot of what 
goes on between tutors and students goes on 
through the registrar’s office. We do sched
ules, grades, official documents, classroom 
management, convocation, commencement, 
graduation, federal reporting, and question 
answering. We also prepare transcripts on a 
running basis... SENIORS—get your tran
script requests in EARLY!

Moon: If you lived on a boat in a storm 
tossed sea that swallowed your first-mate, 
would you listen to the new first-mate despite 
any way in which he differs from the original 
first-mate? Or would you moan peevishly for

by Eddie Kovsky’, '03
move again.

Mr. Kraai is a graduate of Shimer College, 
which has a Great Books program historically 
related to St. John’s. He received his M.A. in 
History and Philosophy of Science where his 
thesis was Schellings Rezeption von Ritters 
galvanischen Untersuchungen. He has just 
completed his dissertation on Rheticous, who 
was a student of Copernicus and the first to 
publish works on the heliocentric theory of the 
universe. Mr. Kraai edited two of Rheticous’ 
unpublished manuscripts during his study, and 
expects to receive his Ph.D. in History and 
Philosophy of Science from the University of 
Heidelberg. He is also an International Chess 
Master.

Mr. Kraai was drawn to teaching at St. 
John’s because the program here is so similar 
to Shimer College, where he did his under
graduate work. He is also interested in exam
ining some of the fundamental questions that 
the Great Books raise which he had been 
forced to overlook in favor of specialization 
during his graduate work. He is also a native 
of Santa Fe, which added to the attraction of

the old first-mate?
Ken Howarth: Listen. (Grillot: me too.)

Moon: Are you still friends with the other 
guys in ZZ-Top?

Ken Howarth: Hahaha. As much as ever!

Moon: Is there anything you want to ask 
us?

Ken Howarth: How is your term going?
Moon: [Sadly, Mr. Grillot’s answer was 

unintelligible at best, so Mr. Howarth’s ques
tion now aims at you, dear reader.]

Moon: Has anybody in the history of lit
erature ever benefited from an encounter with 
an oracle, even if they have unlocked the 
oracle’s secret?

Ken Howarth: [A long pause] Seemingly.
f

Mr. Howarth’s closing statements: Any 
student or tutor is welcome to stop by and talk 
to me about their .schedule.

DEUX
coming here to teach.

Mr. Kraai says that he is most excited about 
the Great Books and the discussions we have 
about them. He has a strong background in 
Latin and German, but feels that the program 
would work well with the study of any lan
guage.

And there they are. The three newest 
members of the teaching faculty here at St. 
John’s. Though some of them may be a little 
hard to find, you don’t have to wait for them 
to come to you. So don’t be shy. Say hello 
when you see a new face walking through our 
halls. Or 1 WILL clobber you with the com
plete works of Aristotle. The complete, large 
print version of the works of Aristotle.

Mr. Kraai would like the student body to 
know that he is starting a Gennan language 
study group. They will be meeting in the cof
fee shop every Friday at 6:00 P.M. Please 
come by if you are interested, or talk to Mr. 
Kraai.

NEW TUTORS: PART
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WELCOME TO THE SJCSF CHAPTER OF 
AMNESTY INTERNATIONAL

Welcome to St. John’s, faces old and 
new. Though summer is for most students 
primarily a time for rest and relaxation, 1 
for one am glad to be back. I look forward 
to returning to the challenge of the program 
and the safety, physical as well as personal, 
which the college provides. We are truly 
blessed to have the leisure, resources, and 
support to undertake the venture that is St. 
John’s. Unfortunately it is all too easy to 
take our freedom for granted. In my plans 
for after graduation, I never stop to con
sider that my pursuit of the good life may 
be actively thwarted. Others the world over 
do. Where you or I fear a wrong career 
choice, they fear for their lives. Where you 
or 1 fear that no one is listening, they fear 
that someone is. Do we have an obligation 
to help the less fortunate? I say yes. I in
vite you to support your fellow man and 
join the St. John’s College chapter of Am
nesty International.

What is Al? Amnesty is a grassroots 
human rights activist organization, lobby
ing for change through letter writing. The 
letters are addressed mostly to government 
officials, both foreign and our own, but also 
to international corporations, and as a sign 
of solidarity directly to individuals whose 
human rights have been violated.

Whether by nature or by training, 
Johnnies can tend toward heightened moral 
awareness. The dilemma is; how is one to 
know what to do? Officially AI only sup
ports prisoners of conscience, that is, those 
who neither use nor advocate violence. 
Hence Amnesty protested the physical and 
legal mistreatment of Nelson Mandela, 
though it did not question the South Afri
can government’s right to try and imprison

Mark Chlapowski, '01

a proponent of violent rebellion.
Returning students might remember 

campus campaigns last year centering 
around Le nard Peltier and Mumia Abdul 
Jamal, both of whom were tried for mur
der. Starting with such cases was not the 
best of all possible beginnings for the 
SJCSF chapter, I admit. Personally I sym
pathize with reluctance to participate in 
these particular campaigns. However, the 
past history of the chapter should scare no 
one away from future participation. Simi
lar to being a member of a political party, 
being a member of AI does not mean that 
one is expected hold a particular orthodoxy. 
To the contrary, the Amnesty member is ex
pected to exercise individual judgement 
and to send letters only in good conscience. 
(In defense of these campaigns, campaigns 
from whose controversy, like all good poli
ticians, I wish to distance myself, in each 
case Amnesty was contesting the fairness 
of the trial and was not calling for the re
lease of either prisoner.) One may argue a 
case in favor of the death penalty. In some 
sense, the death penalty respects the right 
of an individual to choose to void the so
cial contract. 1 stop here before butcher
ing the argument. My apologies to Mes
sieurs Aigla and Thompson.

However, in order to encourage as great 
a participation as possible, we have cho
sen, I hope, a decidedly uncontroversial 
topic for this fall’s campaign. To the best 
of my knowledge, no one has as of yet 
openly advocated systematic torture as a 
legitimate tool of government. 1 pray that 
the entire college community, if not the 
country and even the world, can whole
heartedly support a drive to stop torture.

Proselytizing aside, we at the SJCSF 
chapter appreciate the heavy burden of aca
demics at St. John’s. In addition to the 
sheer volume of the work, students must 
grapple with difficult questions, questions 
that can be taxing if not painful. Under 
such circumstances, it is prudent not to take 
on very many extra-curricular activities. 
Scheduling conflicts may force a Johnnie 
to decide between AI meetings and dance 
classes. I for one believe that every indi
vidual needs an outlet, a means of relax
ation. In fact, I strongly urge fellow stu
dents not to forfeit pottery, or hiking, or 
music.

Fortunately Amnesty has a system in 
place which will allow the participation of 
the frenetic. (1 find frenetic an apt term to 
describe my experience of St. John’s.) Us
ing the Internet, AI is now able to send tens 
of thousands of protest e-mails to offend
ing governments within hours of verifying 
a probable torture situation. Individuals 
sign up on-line at www.amnestyusa.org, 
and give their computer e-mail address. 
When the AIUSA’s Urgent Action office 
learns of a case of imminent torture, an ac
tion is posted on a special webpage and Fast 
Action Stops Torture (FAST) activists all 
over the country will be contacted with a 
brief text message and URL to send instant 
protest letters.

So log on and sign up, tell your friends 
and tutors about FAST, and those of you 
who can and are so inclined, please do 
come to an AI meeting, currently scheduled 
for every other Sunday at 2 p.m. in the Jun
ior Common Room. (Check the Ephemera 
for scheduling updates).

THIS SPACE COULD BE YOURS! 
i V SUBMIT TO THE MOONTAG! 

MOONTAG@STUMAIL.SJCSF.EDU
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CAMPAIGN 2000
1 want so much to make the right choice. I 

smile meekly and mumble consent to every au
thority who, in person or on television, exhorts 
me to fulfill my obligation to my forefathers, to 
the suffragists, to succeeding generations whose 
well-being depends on my partieipation in the elec
tion of a president this fall. If I don’t vote, it seems,
1 am wasting my education, whose goal it has been 
to create out of me an intelligent and useful mem
ber of my society (that is the goal, right?); 1 am 
dispensing with a privilege the gaining of which 
cost so much blood, a privilege which so many 
people more deserving and less fortunate than I 
can only drool after; 1 am leaving the fate of my 
country to the dogs; I am negating (and this I find 
most moving) my right to eomplain legitimately. 
Naturally, I am eager to exereise my right cis citi
zen, and cast my vote for the candidate whom, 
after mueh research and intelligent decision-mak
ing based on the exp)erience, wisdom, and sound 
judgment 1 possess at age twenty, I have evalu
ated to be worthy of my endorsement Perhaps 1 
possess none of these, I mean, experience, wis
dom, and sound judgment. This is often the adult 
sentiment: tinyone my age, regardless of educa
tion, has not earned the right to be heard as well

by Larissa Archer, ’01

as seen; we’re naive, ignorant of the many eye
opening events of life, like divorce, mortgages, 
and gray hair. We should keep to ourselves with 
our hormones and Britney Spears albums and not 
bother our elders with our childish ideas except to 
surprise them once in a while by saying some
thing they agree with, and then retreating to our 
rooms after they pat us on the head condescend
ingly and tell us how sensible and mature we are. 
This is the duplicitous attitude of the greater adult 
population towards my generation. So, “Fine!” I 
sneer as I roll my eyes and slam the door and hurl 
the teddybears of my babyhood on the floor in 
inarticulate adolescent rage. But, lo! or, in keep
ing with the jaigon of my peers, yo! Why, sud
denly, when a decision is to be made as to who 
should lead the most powerful and dangerous na
tion in the world, everyone is on my ass telling 
me to put my two cents in because I have a duty 
to my country and what 1 think matters and I care 
about my future, don’t I, and I have a brain, USE 
IT, goddamnit, blah-bitty-blah, rapateta. These 
same people would laugh disdainfully at how fool
ish 1 would be were I to get my nose pierced. Why 
do they trust me with a task of this sort? Should 
they not fear my naivete, my selfishness, my

oblivious contempt for all they hold dear? I was 
raised on television, I use Southpark as a thesau
rus, I jump people for their Nike’s, I only buy mu
sic that comes with parental warnings, I want my 
MTV!!! And I’m the one whom they’re so tire
lessly entreating to take part in the creation of a 
new tomorrow. Should I sit back and ignore the 
buzz, assuming bitterly that nobody cares what I 
think or do, just as long as I don’t max out my 
mother’s credit card buying Tommy Hilfiger jeans? 
Should I go to the stands election day and just vote 
eeny-meeny-miny-mo, because, although nobody 
actually respects my ideas or opinions, they still 
want me to go through the motions, so American 
voter stats won’t look quite so pathetic? Perhaps I 
should simply read up on these strange men in suits, 
sift through the soundbites, the catch-phrases, and 
the commercials, try to understand which prom
ises, failed and kept, made the America of today, 
and which promises, failed or kept will make the 
America 1 will have to live in. Perhaps it’s the 
disdain of the older generation which 1 should ig
nore, and take advantage of this ritual of democ
racy, however unworthy of it 1 might be and how
ever doomed I am to mishandle it through inexpe
rience, foolishness, and unsound judgment.

FRESHMAN LIES UNNECESSARILY ABOUT REALLY BIG PIG
by Blake Hindley, The Liar, '04

SANTA FE, NM—On Sunday, September 10, 
St. John’s College freshman Blake Hindley and his 
roommate Jonathan Friz traveled to Albuquerque 
to attend the New Mexico State Fair. Amongst the 
many thrills on hand at the fair were art galleries, 
mariachi bands, and stunt skiers. But perhaps the 
most interesting attraction at tlie fair was a 1000 
pound pig named Harvey. Unfortunately, Hindley 
and Friz were unable to view the hefty swine due to 
the 50 cent cover charge. Being poor college stu
dents, they barely had enough money to park and 
get into the fair, let alone spend any more to see an 
enormous bam yard creature.

Upon returning to the St. John’s campus later 
that day, Hindley went off on his own and report
edly lied to fellow students for no particular reason 
that he had actually seen the porker.

“It was amazing,” said Lizzie Whitman, who 
was one of the people Hindley lied lo. “He came up 
to me and said, ‘Hey, I jast went to tlie New Mexico 
State Fair, and I saw tliis really huge pig. It was

1000 pounds! You should have seen it, it was this 
big! ’” Whitman then spread her anns out to dem
onstrate how large Hindley claimed the animal was. 
She also mentioned the many fat folds that Hindley 
claimed the pig had.

When Whitman asked Friz about the alleged pig 
he respxinded, “Oh, we didn’t actually see the pig. 
It cost 50 cents. But we did see this goat.”

“It was at that point that 1 realized Blake 
[Hindley] had probably lied to me about having seen 
tliis really huge pig,” said Whitman. “And to tell 
you the tmth, 1 haven’t got a [vulgar comment] idea 
why he lied. 1 mean, it’s not like he gained hinrself 
any recognition by doing it. 1 also don’t know why 
he didn’t go up to his roommate afterwards to try 
and cover his tracks. It blew me away, man.”

When confronted about his Pig Lie, as tlie tale 
came to be called, Hindley responded by confess
ing thaL “1 have absolutely no idea why 1 did it. 1 
guess 1 just thought it would be cool at the time. 
‘Oh look, tliere goes Bkike Hindley, the guy who

saw the 1000 pound pig.’”
Hindley also admitted that while he had not 

actually seen the boar, he had seen the shed-like 
building that it was kept in. “Harvey—that’s tlie 
pig’s name—was in some spacious cardboard box, 
and I could even hear the thing breathing. This sign 
by the box said, ‘The Largest Pig You Have Ever 
Seen,’ and 1 wondered how they knew if 1 had ever 
seen a larger heiferor not. Of course 1 haven’t but 
still...” At this point, Hindley was reminded tliat a 
heifer is a cow, not a pig. He admitted this error.

No one, including tlie liar Hindley himself, have 
any good idea why he may have told the fable. 
Hindley claims he was in an odd state of mind dur
ing his lying spree, due to sleeping close to a car 
speaker that was playing The Doors too loudly, so 
he can’t be sure of how many people he actually 
lied to. So far Whitman and her boyfriend are the 
only people who have gone to autliorities about tlie 
lies, but there may be others out there who have 
been lied to by 1 lindley and don’t even know it.



TAG
TIRED

by Suzie Vlcek, ’04

questions arise
How should I live my life?
How can 1 know the right way? 
questions terrorize 
in the silence of night 
Will 1 regret this someday?

for there are so many dreams 
of so SO many futures 
there are so many prophets 
Which of them lead me to you?

passing eyes
do 1 smile or hide
either way always leaves me alone
passing lives
disappoint and surprise
either way Am 1 closer to home?

cuz I’m so tired
I’m
So
Tired

and there are so many emotions 
with so SO many faces 
that fly in so many directions 
Which of them lead me to you?

ON MORNING SEX
by Anna Perleberg, '02

Birds fight outside my window, and the sun 
Through blinds drips onto calmly resting forms.
From out of sleep, where there was only one,
1 struggle to awareness of a warm 
Hand on my thigh; half-conscious 1 recall 
The second in my bed (my cat’s the third).
Your hand moves. 1 turn, smiling, from the wall.
And take your waiting kiss without a word.
At night we bite, we scratch, we moan, we scream:
Too tired now for violence, we move slow.
Our sounds drowned out by birds; eyes closed, we dream; 

Then we move faster, louder—Oh God!—too soon 
We come, and then go back to sleep till noon.

no One knows
When will the answers come? 
it’s blind Faith vs. blind Fear 
Would I recognize hell?
Would I recognize heaven?
What if I’m already here?

what if i’m already here

itry
i try hard not to try
looking for Love makes it run away
i try
try so hard not to try 
looking for Life 
as it passes me by ...

Don’t pass me by.

yes, there are so many answers 
to so SO many questions 
there are so many choices 
but All of them lead me to you

All of them lead me to you 
so i’ll see you soon.

THE INTERACTIVE 
STORYLmE

Join in the MoonTAG's first ever cooperative, interactive ad
venture. Beginning in the next issue, our very own world- 
reknowned autlror, Laine Conway, will compose, based on tlie sug
gestions of the student body, one of the following, to appear in 
installments, published here, for the benefit of you, gentle readers:

1. Johnnies on the Moon! (A Science Fiction Adventme)
2. An Important Literary Poem about People Having Affairs, 

in cantos,
3. Life Outside tlie Bubble: A Roman k Clef and fantasy novel

Help kick off the adventure with a whoop and a holler, when 
appropriate. Send your vote to The MoonTAG, either via e-mail to 
inoontag@stumaiI.sjc$f.edu, or via campus mail to any member 
of our fine editorial staff.
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TURGENEV’S FATHERS AND SONS
by Dean Timothy Miller

The MoonTAG me to write something, what
ever I wished, for this issue. Feeling uninspired, having 
arrived at the end of a week full of appointments and 
meetings, I turn to favorite passages from the shortest 
of the great Russian novels, Turgenev's Fathers and Sons. 
Sharing these passages will be a refreshing indulgence 
for me and, I hope, a pleasure for readers as well.

In order to avoid the awkwardness of many quota
tion marks the narrative summaries appear in the initial 
typeface, the direct quotations in a contrasting type
face.

Arkady Kirsanov, a recent graduate, returns home to 
his father's estate of some 200 souls. His mother died 
long ago. An older brother of his father has also settled 
here. Arkady introduces his older friend Bazarov to his 
father, who has come to meet them at the nearest post
ing station.

“Daddy,” he said, “let me introduce you to my great friend, Bazarov, 
about whom 1 have so often written to you. He has been so good as to 
promise to say with us.”

Nikolai Petrovitch went back quickly, and going up to a tall man in 
a long, loose, rough coat with tassels, who had only just got out of the 
carriage, he warmly pressed the ungloved red hand, which the latter 
did not at once hold out to him.

“I am heartily glad,” he began, “and very grateful for your kind 
intention of visiting us... Let me know your name, and your father’s.”

“Yevgeny Vassilyev,” answered Bazarov, in a lazy but manly voice; 
and turning back the collar of his rough coat, he showed Nikolai 
Petrovitch his whole face. It was long and lean, with a broad forehead, 
a nose flat at the base and sharper at the end, large greenish eyes, and 
dropping whiskers of a sandy color; it was lighted up by a tranquil 
smile, and showed self-confidence and intelligence.

“I hope, dear Yevgeny Vassilyitch, you won’t be dull with us,” con
tinued Nilolai Petrovitch.

Bazarov’s thin lips moved just perceptibly, though he made no re
ply, but merely took off his cap. His long, thick hair did not hide the 
prominent bumps on his head.

Later that afternoon we meet Arkady's uncle.

“Yes, 1 must wash,” answered Arkady, and was just moving to
wards the door, but at that instant there came into the drawing-room a 
man of medium height, dressed in a dark English suit, a fashionable 
low cravat, and kid shoes, Pavel Petrovitch Kirsanov. He looked about 
forty-five: his close-cropped, gray hair shone with a dark luster, like 
new silver; his face, yellow but free from wrinkles, was exceptionally 
regular and pure in line, as though carved by a light and delicate chisel, 
and showed traces of remarkable beauty; specially fine were his clear, 
black, almond-shaped eyes. The whole person of Arkady’s uncle, with 
its aristocratic elegance, had preserved the gracefulness of youth and 
that air of striving upwards, away from earth, which for the most part 
is lost after the twenties are past.

Pavel Petrovitch took out of his trouser pocket his exquisite hand 
with its long tapering pink nails, a hand which seemed still more ex
quisite from the snowy whiteness of the cuff, buttoned with a single, 
big opal, and gave it to his nephew. After a preliminary handshake in 
the European style, he kissed him thrice after the Russian fashion, that 
is to say, he touched his cheek three times with his perfumed mus
taches, and said “Welcome.”

The next morning Bazarov rises early and seeks ac
tivity.

In a few minutes Bazarov had traversed all the little paths of the 
garden; he went into the cattle-yard and the stable, routed out two 
farm-boys, with whom he made friends at once, and set off with them 
to a small swamp about a mile from the house to look for frogs.

“What do you want frogs for, sir?’ one of the boys asked him.
“I’ll tell you what for,” answered Bazarov, who possessed the spe

cial faculty of inspiring confidence in people of a lower class, though 
he never tried to win them, and behaved very casually with them; “1 
shall cut the frog open, and see what’s going on in his inside, and the, 
as you and 1 are much the same as frogs, only that we walk on legs, I 
shall know what’s going on inside us, too.”

“And what do you want to know that for?”
“So as not to make a mistake, if you’re taken ill, and I have to cure 

you.”
“Are you a doctor, then?”
“Yes.”
“Vaska, do you hear, the gentleman says you and I are the same as 

frogs—that’s funny!”
“I’m afraid of frogs,” observed Vaska, a boy of seven, with a head 

as white as flax, and bare feet, dressed in a gray smock with a stand-up 
collar.

“What is there to be afraid of.^ Do they bite?”
“There, paddle into the water, philosophers,” said Bazarov.

While Bazarov collects frogs the Kirsanovs come down 
to breakfast and talk about their guest.

“Tut, tut, tut! To be sure, I kept asking myself, ‘Where have 1 
heard that name, Bazarov?’ Nikolai, do you remember in our father's 
division there was a surgeon Bazarov?”

“1 believe there was.”
“Yes, yes, to be sure. So that surgeon was his father. Hm!” Pavel 

Petrovitch pulled his mustaches. “Well, and what is Mr. Bazarov him
self?” he asked, deliberately.

“What is Bazarov?” Arkady smiled. “Would you like me, uncle, 
to tell you what he really is?”

“If you will be so good, nephew.”
“He’s a nihilist,” repeated Arkady.
“A nihilist,” said Nikolai Petrovitch. “That's from the Latin, nihil, 

nothing, as far as 1 can judge; the word must mean a man who ... who

ContinucJ on payc 14...
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accepts nothing?”
“Say, ‘who respects nothing,’ put in Pavel Petrovitch, and he set to 

work on the butter again.
“Who regards everything from the critical point of view,” observed 

Arkady.
“Isn’t that just the same thing?” inquired Pavel Petrovitch.
“No, it’s not the same thing. A nihilist is a man who does not bow 

down before any authority, who does not take any principle on faith, 
whatever reverence that principle may be enshrined in.”

“Well, and is that good?” interrupted Pavel Petrovitch.
“That depends, uncle. Some people it will do good to, but some 

people will suffer for it.”
“Indeed. Well, I see it’s not in our line. We are old-fashioned 

people; we imagine that without principles, taken as you say on faith, 
there’s no taking a step, no breathing. Vous avez changA tout cela. 
God give you good health and the rank of a general, while we will be 
content to look on and admire, worthy... what was it?”

“Nihilists,” Arkady said, speaking very distinctly.
“Yes. There used to be Hegelists, and now there are nihilists. We 

shall see how you will exist in void, in vacuum; and now ring, please, 
brother Nikolai Petrovitch; it’s time I had my cocoa.”

For what are probably several weeks Arkady and 
Bazarov present a solid front in their conversation with 
the elder Kirsanovs. At last a small breach between the 
two friends occurs on the following occasion:

“I have looked at all your father’s establishment,” Bazarov began 
again. “The cattle are inferior, the horses are broken down; the build
ings aren’t up to much, and the workmen look confirmed loafers; while 
the superintendent is either a fool, or a knave, 1 haven’t quite found 
out which yet.”

“You are rather hard on everything today, Yevgeny Vassilyevitch.”
“And the dear good peasants are taking your father in to a dead 

certainty. You know the Russian proverb, ‘The Russian peasant will 
cheat God Himself’”

“1 begin to agree with my uncle,” remarked Arkady; “you certainly 
have a poor opinion of Russians.”

“As though that mattered! The only good point in a Russian is his 
having the lowest possible opinion of himself What does matter is 
that two and two make four, and the rest is all foolery.”

“And is nature foolery?” said Arkady, looking pensively at the 
bright-colored fields in the distance, in the beautiful soft light of the 
sun, which was not yet high up in the sky.

“Nature, too, is foolery in the sense you understand it. Nature’s 
not a temple, but a workshop, and man’s the workman in it.”

“At that instant, the long drawn notes of a violoncello floated out 
to them from the house. Some one was playing Schubert’s Expecta
tion with much feeling, though with an untrained hand, and the melody 
flowed with honey sweetness through the air.

“What’s that?” cried Bazarov in amazement.
“It’s my father.”
“Your father plays the violoncello?”
“Yes.”
“And how old is your father?”
“Forty-four.”
“Bazarov suddenly burst into a roar of laughter.

“What are you laughing at?”
“Upon my word, a man of forty-four, a paterfamilias in this out- 

of-the-way district, playing on the violoncello!”
Bazarov went on laughing; but much as he revered his master, this 

time Arkady did not even smile.

Four women are prominent in the novel, but except 
for Bazarov's mother, I leave it for you to make your 
own acquaintance with them. Bazarov himself is the 
novel's most memorable character. Contemporary Rus
sian readers were sharply divided by Turgenev's por
trait. Conservatives found Bazarov insufficiently villain
ous and radicals found him weak-willed.

After unsuccessful amorous adventures the two 
friends arrive at last at the home of Bazarov's parents.

Bazarov leaned out of the coach, while Arkady thrust his head out 
behind his companion’s back, and caught sight on the steps of the little 
manor-house a tall, thinnish man with disheveled hair, and thin hawk 
nose, dressed in an old military coat not buttoned up. He was stand
ing, his legs wide apart, smoking a long pipe and screwing up his eyes 
to keep the sun out of them.

The horses stopped.
“Arrived at last,” said Bazarov’s father, still going on smoking 

though the pipe was fairly dancing up and down between his fingers. 
“Come, get out; get out; let me hug you.”

He began embracing his son... “Enyusha, Enyusha,” was heard a 
trembling woman’s voice. The door was flung open, and in the door
way was seen a plump, short, little old woman in a white cap and a 
short stripedjacket. She moaned, staggered, and would certainly have 
fallen, had not Bazarov supported her. Her plump little hands were 
instantly twined round his neck, her head was pressed to his breast, 
and there was a complete hush. The only sound heard was her broken 
sobs.

Old Bazarov breathed hard and screwed his eyes up more than 
ever.

“There, that’s enough, that’s enough, Arisha! give over,” he said, 
exchanging a glance with Arkady, who remained motionless in the 
coach, while the peasant on the box even turned his head away; “that’s 
not at all necessary, please give over.”

“Ah, Vassily Ivanovitch,” faltered the old woman, “for what ages, 
my dear one, my darling, Enyusha,”... and, not unclasping her hands, 
she drew her wrinkled face, wet with tears and working with tender
ness, a little away from Bazarov, and gazed at him with blissful and 
comic-looking eyes, and again fell on his neck.

Soon bored with the simple life, Arkady and Bazarov 
seek more interesting company elsewhere.

When Bazarov, after repeated promises to come back certainly not 
later than in a month’s time, tore himself at last from the embraces 
detaining him, and took his .seat in the coach; when the horses had 
started, the bell was ringing, and the wheels were turning round, and 
when it was no longer any good to look after them, and the dust had 
settled, and Timofeitch, all bent and tottering as he walked, had crept 
back to his little room; when the old people were left alone in their 
little house, which seemed suddenly to have grown shrunken and de-
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crepit too, Vassily Ivanovitch, after a few more steps, sank into a chair, 
and his head dropped on to his breast. “He has cast us off; he has 
forsaken us,” he faltered; “forsaken us; he was dull with us. Alone, 
alone!: he repeated several times. Then Arina Vlasyevna went up to 
him, and, leaning her gray head against his gray head, said, “There’s 
no help for it, Vasya! A son is a separate piece cut off. He’s like the 
falcon that flies home and flies away at his pleasure; while you and I 
are like funguses in the hollow of a tree, we sit side by side, and don’t 
move from our place. Only I am left you unchanged forever, as you 
for me.”

Vassily Ivanovitch took his hands from his face and clasped his 
wife, his friend, as firmly as he had never clasped in youth; she com
forted him in his grief

Eventually Bazarov returns home again alone. Aid
ing his father in his medical practice, he contracts ty
phus and dies. The novel ends as follows:

There is a small village graveyard in one of the remote comers of 
Russia. Like almost all our graveyards, it presents a wretched appear
ance; the ditches surrounding it have long been overgrown; the gray 
wooden crosses lie fallen and rotting under their once painted gables; 
the stone slabs are all displaced, as though some one were pushing 
them up from behind; two or three bare trees give a scanty shade; the 
sheep wander unchecked among the tombs .. But among them is one 
untouched by man, untrampled by beast, only the birds perch upon it 
and sing at daybreak. An iron railing runs round it; two young fir-trees 
have been planted, one at each end. Yevgeny Bazarov is buried in this 
tomb. Often from the little village not far off, two quite feeble old 
people come to visit it—a husband and wife. Supporting one another, 
they move to it with heavy steps; they go up to the railing, fall down, 
and remain on their knees, and long and bitterly they weep, and yearn, 
and intently they gaze at the dumb stone, under which their son is 
lying; they exchange some brief word, wipe away the dust from the 
stone, set straight a branch of a fir-tree, and pray again, and cannot tear 
themselves from this place, where they seem to be nearer to their son, 
to their memories of him... Can it be that their prayers, their tears are 
fruitless? Can it be that love, sacred, devoted love, is not all-power
ful? Oh, no! However passionate, sinning, and rebellious the heart 
hidden in the tomb, the flowers growing over it peep serenely at us 
with their innocent eyes; they tell us not of eternal peace alone, of that 
great peace of “indifferent” nature; they tell us, too, of eternal recon
ciliation and of life without end.

In presenting these excerpts I have in mind that Par
ents Weekend comes soon and also an All-College Semi
nar on Gogol's story The Nose. Along with Pushkin, 
Gogol was the abundant source and inspiration for the 
later masters of Russian fiction.

Haiku by Brian Brock. EC

like two dogs walking 
led down opposite sidewalks 
look, sniff, tug—pass on

QUIT LIVING IN THE 
PAST

by Benjamin Hitchcock-Cross, ’01

We often hear the phrase “you can never go back.” You better know its 
tme, and all complaints may be registered with old Time. I had a relation
ship with a friend that was simple, enjoyable, and fruitful, but nine years of 
being apart changes everything. No one can take away the facts of times 
gone by, but you can never go back.

At the end of last year my old good friend Chris called me up out of the 
blue. It was unexpected to say the least. I have talked to Chris three time 
science I picked him up on his release date. This guy was talking like he 
was going to come and visit me for Reality. And just like every other time 
somebody says they are going to come for Reality, they don’t. I don’t know 
why people get you so exited about trying to go somewhere and then bitch 
out. Tvebeenfickleinmy time. I’m just saying. Damn.

So any way this fool left my ass high and dry in a desperate hour, be
cause he could not convince his mother to pay for him to rent a car. This 
little betrayal bothered me very little for 1 always try to have little faith when 
men are concerned. When I finally got home this summer, 1 went through 
great pains to find Chris, because he owed me $25 for his Reality ticket.

His parents made for an enjoyable call. Chris’ mother had recently been 
in a local newspaper’s article about Cuba, so there was much to discuss. (I 
have found that the sole advantage in being an adult is that other adults now 
listen to what you have to say, as if you have not said the same thing all your 
life.) Sadly, they had no idea where Chris was for the vast majority of the 
time. You must understand that the week after Chris got out when he was 
seventeen, he worked some drone job at a burger joint, at some warehouse, 
security, the best of the best jobs one ean hope to have with a felony record. 
About a week after spring break last year Chris terminated his jobs, and 
became an independent contractor, which is variously known as unemployed. 
About five days into summer 1 get a call from Chris. Naturally I stopped 
what 1 was doing (beating my little brother at NFL 2K) and met Chris at 
some apartment on the Eastside.

It will be a famous meeting, two fierce fires so utterly dependent as to 
blur the line between our two selves in order to live in that land of friendship 
called we. We are now so unique and independent. A perfectly good road 
that split into two and now meeting face to face for the first time is uncertain. 
At that instant and for the first time in my life I was determined not to front. 
It was important to put my tme foot forward. Some how the ease of a 
familiar past warranted a fresh start.

On the way up to the apartment Chris warned me that some of his friends 
were a little crazy. 1 told him: “If anything gets too hectic I'll just starting 
talking about the bronze cla.ss in Plato’s republic.” Chris was a little taken 
aback by this, and he laughed a little laugh. He has never knovsTi me in that 
period of my life where 1 say almost everything that 1 think. We had a very 
deep understanding, but it comes from having a similar staring point, not 
through solid communication.

It was his laugh tliough that affected me the most. He had a nervous 
high-pitched little laugh bom of fear and uncertainty. All at once it stmck 
me that my comment on Plato made him uncertain. My friend for so many
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MERCYKILLING
by Jenna Beck, '04

Everyone remembers when his first patient dies. Six years ago, I had to 
tell Mr. Manik Harris he had Lupus. I was awkward, not comforting at all. 
Imagine having a clumsy young man in a white labcoat break the news to 
you and your stunned wife. Then, imagine him saying it isn’t treatable. I 
told him he had a few months, maybe even years. He just stared blankly. His 
wife sobbed. It was real.

But it was almost worth it. Manik Harris hadn’t moved off the couch 
since he quit work five years before. His wife complained he just drank beer 
and lived off the inheritance. I don’t doubt it for a second. It’s a small town, 
and everyone knew he didn’t give the time of day to his family. He didn’t 
fish, didn’t swim, wasn’t a Mason, hadn’t found the Lord, hadn’t read a 
good book, and hadn’t left town since his honeymoon. That was thirty years 
before. Lazy.

The day after I told him he had Lupus, something happened. Manik 
Harris booked a trip to Paris. He called me to ask if there were any more 
medications he needed to pick up before his flight. He said he’d always 
wanted to see Paris, and this was his last chance. He pulled his daughter out 
of college for the semester. He got his wife’s boss to give her a sbt-month 
leave. When he got back, he was smiling. He started running. He became a 
Methodist. He repainted his house, threw away his TV, took up cooking, 
read to children at the library. He bought his wife a fur coat. He started to 
write a book. No one had ever seen him this alive.

He died on a Sunday. He had been getting worse, and his wife brought 
him into the hospital. She held his hand, and they laughed cind joked all 
morning. He sent out for Chinese food. He died at 3:45pm. 1 was invited to 
the funeral. As I was leaving, Mrs. Harris whispered in my ear. “Thank 
you,’’ she said. I walked home. That night I had the best sleep of my life. 1 
didn’t feel responsible for Manik Harris’ death. I didn’t feel sorry. 1 always 
pictured losing a patient as a painful process. It wasn’t. He had been dead 
his entire life. Lupus was the best thing that happened to him. 1 began to 
think. I looked around and 1 saw dead people. They were everywhere. People 
just sat in front of their television sets, waiting for life to come to them. They 
flowed througli my office by the dozens. Lifeless automatons, too absorbed 
in their minor problems to care about anything or one. Every one of them 
would die with regrets. Every one would wait until they were out of time. 
Mr. Harris was lucky, he had warning. 1 thought of him in the hospital, I 
thought of his wife. 1 smiled.

The next day, Mrs. Emily Hutchison walked into my exam room. She 
was a hypochondriac. 1 saw her every other week. Esach time she was con
vinced she had a new terminal disease. Every time she heard of a new 
illness, she came down with tlie symptoms. This time, she wanted me to 
check a mole she was convinced was cancerous. 1 took a skin sample, and 
told her I’d get back to her in a few days. Of course, it was benign. 1 called 
her at work.

“Mrs. Hutchison,’’
“Yes,”
“This is Dr. Miles.”
“Oh, hello doctor, how funny you should call. 1 was just getting this 

cough and...”
“Mrs. Hutchison, it’s about that tissue sample I took the other day. I'm 

not sure how to say this, but I'm afraid you have melanoma.”
“1,1 can't believe this. 1 mean, 1 never really thought, I mean,” Sob, sob.
1 felt horrible at first. She w;is a disaster, litis woman who spent her

entire life waiting for disease was crying because it finally came. I would 
have to tell her it was a mistake. I would tell her the next day in the office. I 
would confess.

She walked in and 1 barely recognized her. She was wearing a tight 
black dress, bright red lipstick, and little round sunglasses. She was hot. She 
told me straight off that she was going to refuse treatment. She gave me a 
French kiss, and left. The next day 1 heard that Emily Hutchison had pur
chased a red convertible and left for LA. A week later, a moving truck showed 
up at her house and a for sale sign was planted in her front yard. I got a 
postcard from LA, with a picture of palm trees on a sunset beach. The back 
read:

Dear Dr. Miles,
Having a wonderful time in LA.
Staying indefinitely, have two job interviews tomorrow.
Sorry about the kiss, hojje you didn’t take it too personally.
No regrets, Emily

Wow. From then on, it was easy. 1 had to time things right, of course. I 
stayed another two years in Emery, then moved to another town a little 
further north. I saved so many more people than I ever did before. It didn’t 
always work, of course. A few went the other way. Mr. Jones was an electri
cian. He always talked about himself, very loudly, so that everyone could 
hear. He always complained about his great difficulties, which consisted of 
an obnoxious wife and picky customers. A perfect case, 1 was convinced he 
would improve. He committed suicide when 1 told him he had AIDS. That 
was the worst. 1 questioned myself, I even thought about giving myself up.
I didn’t, because it was worth it. It was all worth it. One man hadn’t screwed 
his wife in ten years, until I told him he had heart cancer. Then he got a new 
job, went back to school, traveled, and gave five thousand dollars to charity.

It gets harder and harder to convince these people of their symptoms. 
One day, Mrs. Anzetti came in.

“Oh, hello Mrs. Anzetti! How do you feel? 1 hope nothing new has 
developed—”

“Well doctor, that’s just what 1 came to talk to you about. You see, I 
know the cancer’s pretty far along, like you said, but I just don’t feel that 
much worse. Is that typical?”

1 furrowed my brow and gave her an inquisitive look.
“What do you mean, Mrs. Anzetti?”
“Well, it’s very silly 1 suppose, but 1 was just thinking that, well, I don’t 

feel very sick. That’s all.”
Obnoxious woman. Who’s the doctor here anyway?
“You mean you haven’t experienced any tiredness or weight gain?”
“Well, come to think about it, 1 have been filling out a bit. That’s the 

cancer?”
“Oh yes, classic symptom. Also, Mrs. Anzetti, would you be so kind as 

to hold out your hand?
“Uh, of course.”
1 pinch her fingertip.
“Hmm, yes. Just as 1 thought. Hmmmm...”
“What is it'.^ Is everything okay'.'”
“Well, you see, when 1 apply pressure to your nailbed, it turns white. 

That signifies poor circulation. You see the cancerous cells need more blood 
than regular cells, and tliey tend to drain your system at tlic expense of other 
appendages, like your fingers. It may be progressing.” Please, buy it.

“Oh dear,” Hooked. “Well dcK'tor, I had no idea it was this bad. 1 sup
pose this is a more uigent than I thought. Sorry to bother you, thanks for
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your time.”
“Perfectly alright. It’s normal for patients to go through a stage of denial 

when faced with such a daunting illness. Just try to really pay attention to 
your symptoms, don’t dismiss them in hope it will all go away. Feel free to 
come in if you have any more questions.”

Tiredness and weight gain, that’s easy, because everyone wants an ex
cuse to be fat and lazy. But even that only works for a while, because as they 
get to be more alive, they don’t have to trick themselves anymore. Mr. Trantor, 
the high-school principle (who, I might add, began a heated affair with the 
French teacher after 1 told him he had prostate cancer) just asked for a sec
ond opinion. I’ll have to move soon. I’m looking at a place in Nova Scotia, 
a small mining town. My work here is almost over, and I can hear the sad 
beckon of the north.

Quit Living in the Past cant’d from p. 15

years was my rock showed he was cracked. Our relationslup was bom 
out of a mutual need for potection. Qiris specialized in defending us 
from antagonism from tlie ranks of the students, and I specialized in tlie 
art of defeating teachers. I first noticed the possibility of a crack in our 
amior when, on tlie last day of fiftli grade, Antoine Lewis (who was a 
more effective bully tlian Chris) said tliat as soon as Mr. Lentieur left the 
room he was going to punch Chris in the stomach. It took that bully three 
hours to make good liis promise. It took Chris three hours to realize tliat 
he did not want to figlit that fool. I saw my rock for the first tune sliow 
fear. 1 knew their was notliing 1 could do, for we were long since sepa
rated because we talked too much. At tliat moment 1 knew I could never 
go back.

I went up to this ^artmcnt and met his friends. To blanket them in as 
few words as possible, 1 must say “University of Wisconsin Milwaukee.” 
Often times i make a quick judgemait that no one else m the room is 
wortli my time, I try to focus my attention to tlie utmost for that person 
who is. 1 might seem strange, but to remember the time that Chris was the 
pencil-popping cliampion of Morse middle school held more immediacy 
to me tlian any of these real people in tliat room. Lost in the land of 
memory, I found myself drifting slowly into tlie land of rudeness. I broke 
out of my revelry on the realization that these people in tliis room had 
become as much a part of Chris as tliose old days. To undeistand this 
present Chris it seemed necessary to know tliese people. 1 tried, but the 
nKire I said tiie more it became clear that besides a similar love for certain 
consumables the past and present can not meet Tlien some broads from 
Grafton showed up and ruined everything.

Now Grafton is the only community in America fliat operated a Nazi 
party continuously throu^out WWU. It is also home to some of the 
foulest broads in the history of broads. It is not in the least considered 
uncommon to see some girl form Grafton widi both too much makeup 
and a mustache. There must be a group of very committed individuals 
who make sure that everybody from that city ends up selfisli, bigoted and 
dumb as a box of hammers. After tliose broads came, we straight left. 
Chris took me back home.

I saw him a few times ftiis summer, but it was strictly business. He 
would even call me up say he was going to come over, and tlien bitch out. 
He was very reliable. 1 know, you can’t go back, and I am fliankful just for 
that one night It just stinks. I love the past and I hold on tight to this 
present. I’m just saying 1 think they need to work on their communication 
skills.

MYTHOS
by Jonathan Morgan, '04

I never sing here, even if the night is quiet. The landscape before 
me lives for its own, and not for mine. Even the porch lifts for my feet, 
pushing back with every step. The doors don’t creak. But sometimes I 
feel grace behind the hollow shed. Grappling with concepts of Energy 
to the rhythm of frogs puffing out night air. With practice, I can now 
wrap this sound around my own tongue—and then I can hold the trees 
more perfectly, even in the reflection of the water, even all night. Then 
I sing, and the quiet night sings with me.

In a hall on a hill on a cityscape 
Inside of a larger continuum.
Swirls a dynasty of holy structures.

Inside these walls.
This maze of minds.
Swirl a mass of creatures 
Like holistic laymen.
Like honorary Hebrews,
Like a dozen red roses 
On display

Not misty prophets all.
These wind whipped sacks.
Logging youthful data entries 
And giggling.

No, some live throughout these rows 
Without harvest.
And—be sure—
These hallowed hilltop evolutions 
Are directed this way and that.
Wracked with interpretation, sometimes this way.
And sometimes that.

But no, not that often.

And as each turn comes round... Some, they help themselves to 
every whiff of every daily fume. Some they toast the sun and drink- 
and let the libations that dribble down their chins serve. Some, some 
they hold their poisoned cup on high and splash it gleefully on the 
cheeks of shrinking clouds. Some left it on the balcony, some lost it on 
the .stumbling way back to their rooms. Some poured it over the folds 
and slips of a wann naked body. Some walked around the next day 
with new spaces to play in, and some boarded them up ‘for good.’

(But, hell, some later took those boards and boarded a glistening 
ship out among the stars, across the waves...)

Everywhere! They still go on! Lo.st, lost... whatever was lost? And 
in the last thought before sleep it all came clear:

Stop! Think! Sometimes to lose your mind is to find your voice.

“Sing to me of the man. Muse, the man of twists and turns...”
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NON-PROGRAM TUTOR'S 
RECOMMENDED READING LIST

from http://www.sjcsf.edu/academic/facreadrec.htm

MATH/ SCIENCES
Richard Feynman, The Character of Physical Law, The Feynman 

Lectures on Physics (particularly Vol.3)
Jacob Klien, Greek Mathematical Though and the Origin of Alge

bra
Alexander Koyre, From the Closed World to the Infinite Universe 

(philosophy of science)
E.F. Taylor and J.A. Wheeler, Spacetime Physics 
Richard Trudeau, Introduction to Graph Theory

PHILOSOPHY
Thomas Aquinas, On Being and Essence 
John Austin, How to Do Things with Words 
A.J. Ayer, Language Truth and Logic 
Cicero, Academica 
Dogen, Being-Tim ( Uji)
The Inwood and Gerson Anthology of Hellenistic Philosophy 

(Hackett Trans.)
Immanuel Kant, Doctrine of Right (or Justice; which is the first 

half of the Metaphysics of Morals)
Kripke, Naming and Necessity
Jacques Maritain, Art and Scholasticism, A Preface to Metaphys

ics; Seven Lectures on Being
Mill, On Liberty, Utilitarianism
Nagarjuna, Mulamadhyamakakarika (Fundamental Wisdom of the 

Middle Way)
Newman Nagel, Godel’s Proof 
The Presocratics, Parmenides, Heraclitus 
Quine, Selections From a Logical Point of View 
Bertrand Russell, Problems of Philosophy, Logical Atomism 
Ludwigg Wittgenstein, Tractus Logico-Philosophicus, Philosophi

cal Investigations

PHILOSOPHY AND ETHICS
Hannah Arendt, On Revolution, Human Condition
Eric Auerbach, Mimesis
Norman Bryson, Word and Image
Levinas, Ethics and Infinity
A. MacIntyre, After Virtue
G.E. Moore, Principia Ethica, Naturalistic Fallacy
Josef Pieper, Leisure, The Basis of Culture, Criticism
A. Prior, Critique of Moore
Rawls, Theory of Justice, Political Liberalism
Ian Watt, The History of the Novel

James Bellington, The Icon and the Axe
Wendell Berry, Standing By Words
William Blake, Marriage of Heaven and Hell
Maurice Blanchot, The Space of Literature
Steve Brahms, Negotiation Games (political science)
Taylor Branch, Parting the Waters
Laurie Cowlin, Home Cooking
Stanely Elkin, Searches and Seizures
Sextus Empiricus, Outlines of Pyrrhonism (Hypotyposes)
A1 Franken, Rush Limbaugh is a Big Fat Idiot 
Michel Foucault, The Order of Things 
Nicholas Freeling (mysteries)
David Hockney, Camera Works
Keith Johnstone, Impro; Improvisation and the Theater
Beth Kobliner, Get a Financial Life
Konrad Lorenz, On Aggression (sociobiology)
Emmanuel Levinas, Otherwise Than Being 
David Macaulay, The Way Things Work (technology)
The Mahabharata (Indian Epic)
Mencius, Meng Zi or Meng Tzu
Scott McCloud, Understanding Comics (graphic design)
Harold McGee, On Food and Cooking (culinary arts/ chemistry) 
Lorrie Moore, Anagrams, Self-Help, Who Will Run the Frog Hos

pital
Robert Nozick, Anarchy, State and Utopia 
Salman Rushdie, Midnight’s Children, The Ground Beneath Her 

Feet
Jose Saramago, Blindness 
Shostakovich’s String Quartets 
D. Sobel, Longitude
Dylan Thomas, Under Milkwood (drama/poetry)
Edward Tufte, Visual Explanations (graphic design)
[Unknown], The Cloud of Unknowing

P.G. Wodehouse, Jeeves Takes Charge, Leave it to Psmith, The 
Great Sennon, Handicap

Tom Wolfe, The Right Stuff, The Kandy Colored Tangerine Flake, 
Streamlined, Baby

Lao Zi, Dao De Jing (or Lao Tzu, Tao Te Ching)
Zhuang Zi (Chuang Tzu), [no accepted title]
Slavoj Zizek, The Metastases of Enjoyment, The Plague of Fanta-

OTHERS
Christopher Alexander, A Pattern Language (architecture)
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THE ORACLEST. JOHN’S 
COLLEGE 

PERSONALS
SVO (Single Volunteer Organization); desires to help 

subvert the dominant paradigm by volunteering in the lo
cal Santa Fe community. Seeks others who want to stand, 
and reach out to help those in need with Project Politae. 
Serious inquiries only and please, no hairy backs or head 
games. Call x6138 to find out more.

Zusha Elinson 
x6138

A MESSAGE FROM 
SECURITY

Within the next few days, Security will begin 
checking all vehicles on campus for their regis
tration stickers. Remember to register your ve
hicle at the Switchboard. It only takes a few 
minutes, but it will take years off the life of your 
car. Think about it this way; Do you really want 
your car to be towed? They'll do it, you know. 
They'll really do it.

A Public Service Announcement from your 
fun loving editors of The MoonTAG

The City of Santa Fe has imposed stage III water restrictions due 
to the recent drought. Is St. John’s doing anything to conserve water?

Yes! The College has placed a sign in the Men’s restroom on the 
first floor of ESL which reads:

“Saving water is always in season. Santa Fe is located in a high 
desert area with limited water supplies. Regardless of weather condi
tions or reservoir levels, water should always be treated as a precious 
natural resource. Whether you live here or are just visiting our fine 
city, please help preserve Santa Fe’s future by conserving water when
ever you can.”

The Oracle understands that Johnny students have a reputation for 
not showering and as a result, they are helping to conserve water in 
this manner. Are you “smelling” up to the reputation?

What’s with the phone list we got in campus mail that listed about 
half the numbers NOT AVAILABLE?

An old Jedi mind trick. If you tell all of the people that half of them 
aren’t available, then Aramark will begin to believe that they really do 
have enough silverware for the 295 students on the meal plan. Obvi
ously, it didn’t work and you should have received a new phone list 
showing only 9 students NOT AVAILABLE.

Submit to the Oracle! Address your questions to 
MoonTag@stumail.sjcsf.edu
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UPCOMING EVENTS
Sunday, October 1, 2000

Concert
Taos Chamber Music Group with Jacquelyn Helin on Piano and members of the St. John’s 

College Chamber Choir 
Great Hall, 3pm
Admission is free for all students

Saturday, October 7, 2000

Oktoberfest
1 lam-4pm
In the Mountains
SEO will provide transportation
Come and celebrate the Autumn season!

October 10, 2000

All College Seminar Day
All Undergraduate tutorials and labs are cancelled

October 13-16, 2000

Long Weeekend 
Go forth and Relax!

October 20-22, 2000

Parents Weekend

The MoonTA G
St. John's College 
1160 Camino Cruz Blanca 
Santa Fe, NM 87501-4599
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The MoonTAG serves St. John’s 
College in Santa Fe, New Mexico as an 
independent bi-weekly student newspa
per and literary journal. Opinions ex
pressed here represent the views of their 
authors rather than those of the College. 
Issues are distributed at no charge to stu
dents, faculty and staff on the Santa Fe 
campus, and yearly subscriptions can 
be obtained for $30. Tax-deductible 
contributions are welcome. We solicit 
submissions from all members of the 
College community. Material for the 
next issue should be submitted by 6 p.m. 
on October 6,2000. We insist that work 
be submitted in text format on a 3.5” 
Macintosh disk (if you absolutely can
not use a Mac then save your file as a 
Rich Text File [.rtf]) along with a typed, 
double-spaced copy including the 
author’s name and phone number. Hard 
copies without disks are acceptable in 
certain circumstances. The MoonTAG 
reserves the right to edit and to reject 
any submisson.


