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LETTERS
To the College Community:
Concerning Planning for Dormitory Housing for the 1999-2000 school year...
We are already anticipating an undergraduate enrollment in the fall of440 to 450 students, 

somewhat higher than this year. This means we shall again be facing a housing crunch. We 
will be addressing the room shortage in a number of ways, some of which may affect your 
plans for the fall.

First, the college will again evaluate eligibility for residence on the basis of your care of 
dorm rooms and dorm common areas and your college citizenship. As the Student Handbook 
stipulates (p.38), your present dorm room must pass inspection and be free of fines for dam-
ages or extra cleaning at the end of the academic year. We shall observe more strictly the cut-
off date of June 15 for returning the housing contract, specified on the same page in the Student 
Handbook. Neglect of that deadline creates an imposition on the college staff all the way 
around.

Next, we expect to rent off-campus housing for a dozen students or so and will try to find 
a location close to campus.

Finally, in Lowers, we might use the fourteen larger singles as doubles.
We would welcome signed letters offering further ideas, suggestions and observations about 

this situation. Please send your letter to the Housing Office by March 1.

—Kathy Mizrahi, Director of Residential Life

GEOFFANGER
by Geoffrey Petrie, '01

Well, Ladies and Gentlemen, today’s prize 
winning contestant for the fury of the week is: 
Security. Everyone loves to complain about 
this wonderful organization of rent-a-cops, but 
I have never duly felt the need to bust their 
chops until now. Although I have had huge 
laughs because of them, like the time when I 
first saw the President’s old Jeep Cherokee 
with a full set of lights and a siren, or when I 
witnessed a high speed pursuit down the dirt 
road that leads to the soccer field, or when I 
got the curt and disappointed “No.” from Ray 
(our illustrious security chief) when I asked 
him if he had had the chance to flash those 
fantastic lights, I never once thought these fine 
men in blue worthy of my time, nor my fury. 
Now, however, the depths of my soul have 
bubbled forth and left an acidic taste in my 
mouth about these well trained killing ma-
chines.

It was the night of Fasching and my lovely 
date and 1 were walking back to our recently 
purchased vehicle that was parked in France; 
low and behold what do my eyes surmise, van-
dalism. Yes, The Anger was once again a vic-
tim of a random crime. He was not alone, 
however, nearly every automobile in the lot 
had been sprayed with shaving cream. Some

had obscenities, others, like our car, had proc-
lamations of superiority from the College of 
Santa Fe; classy mottos like “CSF Rules”, and 
so forth, obviously well thought out slogans 
from enlightened individuals of a caliber that 
I clearly would never be able to contend with. 
After observing this lovely spectacle, we de-
cided that it would be best to inform the agency 
based on campus for our protection.

When we arrived I had the pleasure of see-
ing one of our uniformed officers and a plain 
clothed student employee having a cordial 
chat. Obviously I was interrupting an impor-
tant meeting. Was it a conversation pertain-
ing to a 10-36 (a.k.a. what is the time?), or 
was it something more important than even 
the time, perhaps a conversation on “what 
should we have for lunch?” Regardless of their 
code words and their secret passwords The 
Anger was pretty ticked to see two security 
personnel hanging around the office while cars 
in France were being sprayed. The explana-
tion that I got from the uniformed man of the 
hour was that since he was on foot patrol there 
was no way that he could get up to France and 
make sure all was copacetic. Very well, no 
matter how ridiculous that retort was, where 
was the officer in charge of the SJCSF

Continued on page 8...
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LETTER FROM THE 
EDITOR

I was pleased that so many of you were’ 
interested in the Limerick Challenge. One 
limerick is in this issue, and if we receive 
many more for the next issue; perhaps wei 
can include the best two or three. There 
were limericks from two writers that this^ 
newspaper was unable to print. I was dis-i 
mayed that limericks from one person were] 
purely about sexual intercourse atul male 
genitalia. In the future, let it be known that 
The Moon will not print limericks of such’^ 
a graphic nature. The Limerick Challenge 
has been included in The Moon for fun, and : 
not as an outlet for sexual fhistration.

The Moon also rejected limericks from, 
an anonymous writer. The Editors of The 
Moon grappled with the issue of accepting 
anonymous writing. Adrian, The Moon'& 
other editor, felt strongly about the politi- 
cally-astute writings of the enigmatic 
Amadis de Gaul, while I felt that it was 
unconstructive to chasti.se the administra-^ 
tion and the school community from be- • 
hind a rock. The Moon has not printed 
anonymous submissions for many years 
and fromnow on The Moon will religiously 
reject anonymous articles, no matter how, 
persuasive or beautifully written they are.^ 
in a community of this si:», I feel that it is 
cowardly to express one’s opinions anony^i 
mously. te, "

Kyle Kinsey, ‘99, wrote the limerick 
that caught the eyes of the editors:

There once was a painter named Paul 
Who was six feet eight inches tall 1 
They said "Height like that’s for the 

g;:," t'“frees"■’HiitiWife ]
So they sewed his feet to his knees 
And that's where we got that midget inj 
bathroom named Paul. . . ]|

The next Limerick Challenge will sta^ 

with: "There once was a snail with no 
slime.,.". Enjoy this issue!

f .Caris^Armendariz, Editor

_____
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A REVIEW OF THE IMPEACHMENT SEMINAR
A few weeks ago there was a test at St. John’s 

College. It wasn’t an Algebra test or a choms test, 
which are laughable, while still acceptable here. 
Ilie test t(X)k the forni of a seminar on the im-
peachment of President William Jefferson Clinton. 
As the blue flier placed all over campus suggested, 
it was a test of the limits of philo.sophic di.scourse. 
The representation of Liberal Artists present— 
including the Dean, five tutors, a number of 
undergrads and some G.I.s too —failed the test, 
but it was close. Just a couple more points from 
partial credit and the story might have been dif-
ferent.

The discussion was held in a for-
mat not unfamiliar to any of the semi-
nars one can find between 8 and 10pm,
Monday and Thursday nights. The 
opening question was first in the fonn 
of a statement of recent poll numbers:
An overwhelming majority (approxi-
mately 70%) of people believe three 
seemingly contradictory facts. First, the 
American people (according to the poll) 
believe that Bill Clinton did have an 
affair with a whitehouse intern; second, 
that Bill Clinton did lie to a jury under 
oath; and, third, the American people 
believe that he should not be impeached.
The question then, was “What does this say to us 
about the American people?” A great question, 
and at first it looked like there might be hojje for 
the test takers yet, even given St. John’s disdain 
for tests, but unfortunately this question was ig-
nored for the better part of the night. The first 
contribution to the discussion, by a senior, was a 
sort of summary of what many feel is the com-
mon issue at stake: the American economy is run-
ning great, and Bill Clinton is part of the reason 
for that, therefore, let him continue in his posi-
tion. From that point there was a great deal of 
movement in the flow of the discussion, and we 
as a group became stuck in a number of eddies 
and whirlpools throughout the course of the 
evening. As there was a strong contingent of law-
yers, or ftiture lawyers present, a great deal of le-
gal hair-splitting was done. As there were a num-
ber of people who read newspapers, and watch 
CNN or C-SPAN on a regular basis, there was a 
lot of bickering over the facts as they’ve been re-
ported by the media. As there were a number of 
Democrats and Republicans, there were a lot of 
quick asides sliding opinions in. There were also 
a fair number of‘what if this had never happened’ 
scenarios. “Metaphysics is in the street” is some-
thing Nietzsche said. The discussion we had that

by Tim Mitchell. '02

night, however, never left the street. It was mired 
in the pavement, the gutters, the cars driving down 
the street even, but not once did it truly address 
the metaphysics Nietzsche claimed to be there, 
that arise from everyday life as it were. One of the 
more interesting things presented came from a 
freshman in his commentary on the benefits of 
the dual party system. He claimed that the watch-
dog/spotlight creating nature of two parties, is a 
good thing, because it is a defense for the people 
against either one of the parties getting away with 
awful things. Although one other person raised

some quick concern about whether this was tnily 
a benefit or not, we were all quickly back into a 
whirlpool of semantics.

My own concerns about the two party sys-
tem aside (please see Howard Zinn’s A People's 
History of the United State.s), the leaders of the 
discussion started out trying to redirect the atten-
tion, which was quickly distracted, back to the 
original question. It looked as though Mr. Franks 
and Mr. Bolotin were determined to bring a pass-
ing mark to this test, but their efforts, as they even-
tually found out, were doomed. They too finally 
succumbed to the ways of the group and began 
sliding in their own political commentary here and 
there. One tutor with his cleverly quipping terms, 
which included the ‘yo mama’ school of thought, 
while the other tutor put forward three fairly du-
bious statements. First, he claimed that not many 
political leaders lie under oath (the last two Presi-
dents come to mind here). Second, he claimed 
that his personal wish was that none of these facts 
about the American people ever came out, namely 
that they believe its okay for the President to live 
a morally deficient life (but isn’t this the fact whose 
implications we should tmly be trying to gauge?). 
Lastly, he claimed that the backroom understand-
ing of the American government—and people—

is that if you get caught in a lie, then you’re going 
to catch hell. Some lying is okay so long as you’re 
not caught, because some lying must be done for 
the benefit of America (not far different from the 
noble lie of Plato’s Republic).

Admittedly, the tutor merely presented some 
of these as observations, and even his personal 
predilection for remaining ignorant of the tmth of 
tlie American people, may have been intended not 
so much to encourage ignorance, but to express 
grief at the state of the American people. Although 
I too share this grief, it is not something we would 

be better off not knowing. It means that 
there is a distrust of the government of 
the United States by the people, and to 
know this is better than not to know. For 
now it is evident that the only true moti-
vations in play are political and eco-
nomic, constitutionality is only a useful 
facade in the pursuit of self-aggrandize-
ment of the parties, as the Dean at one 

p point said.
There has been throughout history a 

laige disparity between what the people 
of America believe goes on in America 
and what really does go on. Although 
lying in defense of National Security cer-
tainly makes some certain degree of 

sense, the saying ‘for the good of the people’ has 
been appropriated again and again. Nixon made 
use of it, Andrew Jackson in the time of Native 
American Negotiations, and almost every single 
slave revolt in the pages of revisionist history. 
Most recently in our constant state of wartime, 
such that “If the Nuremburg War Crimes laws 
were still in effect, every single American Presi-
dent since the Spanish American War would have 
to be hung.” —Noam Chomsky.

In tmth, the only reason 1 give this test of our 
dialectic abilities to handle political di.scussions a 
failing mark, is that the night before the discus-
sion, 1 had just finished my last seminar on 
Thucydides. My hope was that we could use a 
method similar to that of Thucydides in our dis-
cussion to get to the bottom of the motivations in 
play, and to di.scover what all the facts, numbers 
and political maneuverings were really telling us 
about the United States of America. So, it was 
the curve that failed the test after all, which could 
lead us to complaints about subjective grading here 
at St. John’.s, but my only advice is that if you’re 
going to take a test, make sure it’s not the same 
test Thucydides has taken before. Such an en-
deavor is wrought with difficulty.
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DRILLING AND KILLING
On Chevron's rule of terror in Nigeria

by Floye Wells, m

Last month, an important breakthrough in the oil industry oc-
curred—^the Chevron Corporation admitted direct involvement in kill-
ing Nigerians for oil.

Oil was first discovered in Nigeria in 1960. The Nigerian people 
have yet to profit from this discovery, but their government and multi-
national oil companies are making a fortune. In fact, oftentimes the 
Nigerian government, in return for a “duty fee” serves as a hired gun 
for foreign companies. The rights of the people who reside near oil- 
rich areas are disregarded. Their rivers run with oil, and communities 
who attempt to protest against the companies occasionally awake in 
burning beds. In the last year between 20 and 250 protesters have 
been killed in Nigeria.

The most recent breakthrough towards exposing foreign compa-
nies occurred during a radio expose which was aired last month by 
Pacifica radio’s “Democracy Now!” During the course of the inter-
views, Chevron representatives were cornered into admitting that 
Chevron supplied helicopters in a shooting which occurred on May 
28, 1998.

What actually occurred on May 28, 1998 is difficult to discern. 
There are several conflicting stories. It is known that May 25, 1998 
more than 100 Ijaw youths from 42 communities of Ijeland occupied 
Chevron’s Parabe platform to demand their rights from the company. 
Those involved in the protest claim that they were unarmed. Chevron, 
on the other hand, claims that there were 200 armed youths on the

platform.
On May 28,1998 the protesters were met not with the negotiation 

they were seeking, but with gun-fire and tear gas from helicopters 
above. Two of the protesters were killed, countless were wounded, 
and 11 were locked in shipping containers.

The men in the helicopters were members of the Nigerian mobile 
police, called the “kill and go squad.” The mobile police have a repu-
tation for protecting foreign companies. Usually, the employers are 
known, but their involvement cannot be proven. This case is remark-
able because Chevron has been trapped into admitting that the heli-
copters the police arrived in were supplied directly by the American 
company.

At the end of last month a protest was held in San Francisco out-
side of Chevron’s headquarters. But, perhaps what Chevron is doing 
in the Nigerian Delta can be best stated by a Nigerian. Oranto Dou-
glas, a Nigerian environmentalist and lawyer, said it best when he told 
Democracy Now!, “This is what cannot be tolerated in the United States 
of America where Chevron comes from.”

For more information, including the transcript of the Democracy 
Now! broadcast entitled “Killing and Drilling” produced by Amy 
Goodman and Jeremy Scahill, and ways to get involved, visit 
www.moles.org and go to Chevron’s World. This site is maintained by 
Project Underground, a group dedicated to exposing the effects of oil, 
and mineral exploration.

’iai# I \»3I IM I i
by Adrian Lucia, '00

Tke Language of Los Angeles

In this triumphantly artificial city of advertised “real-
ity”, of neon light, of smooth and easy roads that form a 
perfect plaid grid when viewed from above, no one really 
listens to anyone el.se. People here speak past one another^ 
pointing the pistol of language back at themselves, bare 
aware of their equally self-referential (inter)locutor. Like 
the sedative calm of an uncongested Los Angeles freeway, ‘ 
there is a comfort in a (con)versation which really is little 
more than two monologues occurring simultaneously, like 
assurance found in the confident cool of a cellular telephone 
(now, by the way, often referred to as “body phones”, a term 
which suggests an erosion of the distinction between the 
human body and technology...cyberbqdy, cyberspeak;, 
cybercultufe)r /Technologically-enhanced entertainment 
becomes one’s language: speech and discourse is reduced 
to the programming of the television and radio airwayes. 
All linguistic spontaneity and creativity is stifled by thj 
never-ending presence of corporate music, radio, and tcle-

< ^ ''..i

vision; you wake up to your clock:radios listen’.to the news 
ras you eat breakfast, switch onthe car stereo or walkman as 

you commute to work, inactively absorb the musak or in-
sipid oldies at work, come home and turn on the tube... One 
can’t even get a word in. Indeed, who needs to?

Perhaps this disease that is Califomiantitus, this ability 
to have a conversation only with oneself or one’s computer- 
in other words, with nothing at all, is only another symptom 
of the narcissism that has plagued human culture since its 
foundation. But if the Disneyland/Universal Studios/Knotts 
Berry Farm Cerberus is a paradigm for the pseudo-reality 
.packaged and sold by the new 20th-century capitalism, Los 
Angeles is the source of the disease.

&
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INTO THE ABYSS
The continued diary of SAO's January trip to the Grand Canyon

by Liz Bor shard, '99

Days
The entire gang had woken up early to 

hike the Beamer trail, a fifteen to eighteen mile 
day hike along a sketchy cliff-side trail, end-
ing at the confluence of the Colorado and the 
bright blue, salty Little Colorado. My ankle 
kept me back, and Honor’s fear of heights in-
spired her to keep me company—the phobic 
and the gimp were left behind. I woke up in 
the shade, the sun just hitting the top of the 
rim. The group camped next to us was pack-
ing up and setting off. Our group was long 
gone, leaving a couple dirty oatmeal plates and 
half a pot of water. Honor and I spent our 
time stretching our still sore muscles, reading, 
swimming, and snacking. Lying on the beach, 
two ravens perched in a tree directly above us 
to converse, sending out loud screeches. The 
sun stays far south in January.

The hikers arrived at dusk, almost dark, 
exhausted and hungry. Sam had had a violent 
case of dehydration, blaming Justin for it in 
his delerium. Luckily, both Justin and Sam 
made it back alive, after procuring water and 
dealing with temporary insanity. We fired up 
the bean burritos again, as their hike was re-
counted. The trail was long with sketchy drop- 
offs, and a spectacular array of views, the Little 
Colorado being bluer than anyone had ex-
pected.

We were well into our trip now, and one 
yard of beef had completely vanished. The 
other two were going fast. The vegeterians 
were in ecstasy whenever a new fresh veg-
etable appeared, as these were miming low 
also. We decided to head out a day early, giv-
ing ourselves three days to hike out on account 
of my gimpy ankle. The only problem was 
the lack of water, but Kee and Sam had gra-
ciously (foolishly and selflessly) offered to 
carry several extra gallons each. Keeping in 
mind that each gallon of water weighs eight 
pounds, and the gear we carried was about 
thirty pounds, plus food, and four gallons of 
water is pretty damn heavy.

In the Grand Canyon there are thousands 
of gorges like that below Niagara Falls, and 
there are a thousand Yosemites. Yet all these 
canyons unite to form one grand canyon, the 
most sublime spectacle on earth.. . Pluck up 
the Blue Ridge and hurl it into the Grand Can-
yon, and it will not fit.— J.W. Powell

Day 6
Again we split into two groups - the 

gimpy slow group and the macho water-car-
rying group. I headed out with Honor, Frasier, 
and Miranda about one p.m. We went up. And 
up. As we were huffing and puffing and sweat-
ing through our first hour uphill, we spot a 
man almost jogging down the trail towards us. 
He looks to be in his sixties and is wearing a 
day pack. He stopped to talk. It turned out 
he’s been hiking the Tanner trail since 1958, 
and regularly made a day hike out of it, that 
is, a day hike out of the trail we were taking 
two days to go down and three to go up. He 
kept glancing at his watch, as he was timing 
his hike. He left to lunch at the river before 
speeding back up and we tmdged on, licking 
our flabby youthful pride. We reached the spot 
Brendan had suggested for reuniting and 
camping at. It was a saddle, with steep hills 
on either side. Sheer insanity and masochism 
would drive a party of eleven to camp there, 
so we proceeded to the next camp site. We 
waited. Finally, around dusk, Marcel and Jus-
tin showed up with a stove (which our group 
did not have but needed to cook dinner). The 
water carriers had refused to proceed further 
than the saddle, and with good reason -it sucks 
to carry that much weight and they were tired.

We heated up our ffeeze-dried dinners and 
listened to the rushing in our ears left by the 
absence of Tanner rapids. We giggled and 
joked and made an instant lemon dessert. The 
absence of campfires not only sent us to bed 
early, but made us look at the stars and scratch 
our brains for remembrances of Ptolemy. We 
still had two nights left in the canyon.

In the imagination the clouds belong to the 
sky, and when they are in the canyon the skies 
come down into the gorges and cling to the 
cliffs and lift them up to innumerable heights, 
for the sky must still be far away. Thus they 
lend infinity to the walls. —J. W. Powell

Day 7
This morning I watched the sun rise, 

that is, the canyon walls and sky reflecting the 
sun rise. The sky began a light blue, with in-
tense peach clouds scattered across it. The 
canyon walls were pink, contrary to their dusk 
purple. Various people stirred, and Justin woke 
up to see the sky. I nudged Marcel, but he just

shrugged and groaned and kept snoring. I fig-
ured it was a hint and let people sleep until the 
calls of instant oatmeal dragged us all out of 
our warm sacks.

We started our day with the switchbacks 
up the limestone layer, the same ones I had 
flipped over on. We found a slow steady pace 
and stopped before we were tired, camping at 
our lunch spot. The views were spectacular; 
the Colorado River was shrinking. This day 
we experienced our first marked gender divi-
sion. The boys found rocks. Oh yes, there 
had been rock throwing the whole trip by the 
male members, but this spot triggered an ex-
tra hormone or something. It started out with 
a lone water bottle sitting on a rock. A stone 
was casually tossed, leading to a torrent of 
stones. Struck by a brilliant epiphany, several 
water bottles were placed on the rock. After a 
few rounds, all boys were standing. Things 
had escalated into long distance targets, short 
distance targets, high targets, low targets, and 
much whooping and hollering. All XY chro-
mosome eyes were focused on empty water 
bottles, in one of the most beautiful and coolest 
places all of us had ever been. It was a strange 
phenomenon. One by one the XX’s vanished, 
some to write, some to read Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez, some to hike a butte and check out 
the view. This strange XY rock-throwing phe-
nomenon has occurred before, on every wil-
derness trip I’ve ever been on, despite the lack 
of girlie-girls and stereotypically male males 
on such trips. The hippiest of hippie boys 
throws rocks, the calmest of intellectual boys 
throws rocks. It’s worth someone’s doctoral 
thesis to investigate this phenomenon.

Everyone was farting a lot by this point. 
Conversation centered around food and shit, 
as usually happens on extended camping trips.
I discovered a goldmine of entertainment in 
showing the gang mouthfuls of chewed food. 
Midget jokes were rampant, always including 
a reference to me, the shortest of the bunch. 
“Isn’t Liz a midget?” Sam inquired after a 
long series of midget jokes. (I will have the 
school population know that I am way past 
midget standards...)

All the tortillas and pitas had been eaten 
either by us or by mice. We finished all three 
yard-o-beef today, and finished off all the 
freeze dried meals for dinner. We had noth-
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ON THE WILDERNESS OF BEING A
"FRESH-MAN"

It’s 2 AM. Instead of precious sleep 1 am 
reading about the Grand Canyon trip in the 
latest issue of The Moon, and I am reminded 
why such an adventure— a rendezvous with 
the old homestate of AZ—could not have been 
a possibility for me last month. 1 look envi-
ously at the pictures and sigh. Where has my 
life gone? Almost nine years ago 1 was con-
tentedly resettled in Prescott, the town of my 
birth, as a fmst-time student at Pre.scott 
College. Thrust into the world and still 
wet behind the ears 1 was alternately joy-
ful and scared to the very center of my 
being. Prescott College orientation was 
my first and last true submersion into the 
natural world where 1 slept with the stars, 
communed with the moon, ate sweaty 
cheese for five lunches in a row (and liked 
it!), and talked to fish. Three weeks of 
back-breaking, soul-tearing, boundary-
surpassing hiking culminated in the most 
difficult steps I have ever taken—the ten-
tative placing of first one foot then the 
other back into “civilization” and the be-
ginning of adulthood. I am reminded of 
my coming of age as I read about the 
Grand Canyon trip. And I am humbled.

A tiny hand rests on my shoulder. I 
look over into a face I have likened to 
the Divine. She sleeps. Just beyond her, 
on the other side of the bed, her father sleeps 
as well-nestled in with us as long as the fourth 
member of the family remains on the couch 
(where he crashed in his earlier sleep-drunken 
.stupor). All is quiet save the tide of breathing 
next to me, the gentle reminder of why 1 now 
have roots finnly gripping this earth. Still, 1 
long to once again mold my body into the 
ground as moonlight stains the horizon, pull 
my sleeping bag up over my head, sleep the 
sleep of the dead. Wake with the sun, shake 
the dew from my hair, drink cowboy coffee 
and not mind the grounds. Then throw every-
thing necessary to my own survival on my 
back and hit the trail or prepare to bushwhack 
through another day. I made friends for life 
that long ago September. All pretense was 
stripped away, we saw each other at our best, 
our worst, our deepest, barest humanity, and I 
am forever the better because of it.

Flash forward and the world looks a bit

by Ana June, '02

different. Touched somehow. Changed. The 
light slants a bit more knowingly in the morn-
ings, weaves colorful clouds in the evening 
sky that vary endlessly in form, yet all look so 
familiar. I try to see the world through my 
children’s eyes but in the end I am only left 
wondering if the orange I see twisted up the 
side of a cumulous cloud is the same shade 
my four-year-old sees—or is his view more

clear because it is a little less “known”? Is it 
all just a matter of perspective in the end?

Quite possibly. The other day in the cof-
fee shop I was introduced to a tutor by an-
other student, a student I didn’t even know— 
as simply “a freshman.” It struck me. Fresh-
man. Yes. In the context of this academia, 
this institute of deep thought, 1 am but a nov-
ice of sorts. I am just cutting my teeth on Plato, 
never mind_Euclid. A child, this particular stu-
dent went on to say, referring again to me. We 
quickly discovered that he and I are the same 
age, but never mind. Never mind, never mind. 
Funny how, three days into Prescott College 
orientation in the fall of 1990,1 was no longer 
18. I was no longer fresh from the nest. The 
societal trappings of self fell away by neces-
sity. Older students reached over to give me a 
hand across a fiood-swollen river. I offered 
my help in return. I don’t recall ever hearing 
the word “freshman ” used in reference to me.

Yet now at age 26 with a marriage, a mort-
gage, and two kids in preschool I am suddenly 
new again. Fresh.

Though not truly on the brink of death my 
life flashed before my eyes, and I found a sense 
of relative peace in knowing that I have a 
choice in who I am, who I will become, and 
how I can respond to my world. Initially per-
turbed that .someone would seemingly write 

me off as being just “a freshman”—as if 
the title implies ignorance—1 then real-
ized that not only am 1 not just “a fresh-
man” but neither are any of the other mem-
bers of my class. I may be unique in the 
sense that I have my own family, but 
hey—I’ve never been to Europe or fixed 
a car, as have some of my classmates.

Regardless of experience, or lack 
thereof. I’m pretty simple, really. I’m hu-
man, comprised of love, fear, joy, anger, 
reason, intuition. I am struggling with this 
new chapter in my life, often in silence. 
Pulled from the maelstrom of full-time 
mothering and all its inherent beauty in 
order to set foot in a flood of intellect 1 
have always desired to float with, melt 
into. Aside from very personal journeys,
1 have only watched. A reality check in 
the sense that the streams of the mind— 
that I have always felt quite comfortable 

traversing on my own terms—are yet so far 
removed from the primordial soup that is, and 
must be, parenting. Somehow 1 manage to 
marry the two, on good days at least. How 
many atoms sift around, between, within the 
trembling block tower designed by my two- 
year-old? How many are disturbed as the 
blocks shudder, fall, break the shaft of late af-
ternoon sunlight which quickly repairs itself 
after the disorder? And why do 1 think in terms 
of quantity? Quality? Order? Disorder?

Perhaps because it is through waves of 
such chaos that the design of my life falls with 
the symmetry of sunlight. Every day so new, 
every evening, old. I laughed to myself that 
afternoon as the other student in the coffee 
shop drifted away from my table. Then 1 
picked up my pencil and returned to my trans-
lation to sift through the words of the ancients, 
with a mind so...;;en’.
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ing but spoons and fingers on which to spread 
our peanut butter and jelly. Snacks and water 
were miming low. People were eyeing each 
other’s power bars, trail mix, and M & M’s. 
The clouds were hinting at rain just enough 
for us to put up a couple tarps and the tent. 
(Didn’t rain, of course.) Kee and Sam couldn't 
stop talking about fned chicken. Matt, Marcel, 
and I stole the last vegetable (a green pepper) 
and devoured it, much to the fmstration of 
the vegetable fanatics. We thought we were 
hiding it well as we giggled hysterically. We 
tried to cover our stealth mission as Brendan 
continually offered us canned tuna fish to add 
to our freeze dried din-
ners.

Another early star-
lit night. Everyone 
turned in except for 
Brendan, Sam, Marcel, 
and me. Sam insisted I 
knew nothing about car 
engines and Brendan 
couldn’t stop quoting 
Pink Panther movies.
Our last night in the 
canyon.

The Cyclopean 
forms which resultfivm 
the sculpture of tem-
pests through ages too 
long for man to com-
pute, are wrought into 
endless details, to de-
scribe which would be 
a task equal in magnitude to that of describ-
ing the stars of the heavens or the multitudi-
nous beauties of the forest with its traceries of 
foliage presented by oak and pine and poplar^ 
by beech and linden and hawthorn, by tulip 
and lily and rose, by fern and moss and li-
chen.—^J. W. Powell

Days
I woke up trying desperately to ignore the 

18-wheeler tmck noise of Honor snoring, with 
Sam and Marcel contributing to the choms 
occasionally. I tried desperately to also forget 
that today we were leaving the canyon, return-
ing to the world of great books and senior es-
says. When planning what reading materials 
to pack down. Honor had tom out the “rel-
evant” chapters of Ulysses on the pretense of 
working on her essay, and I had blatantly left 
Brothers Karamazov and Sophocles behind in 
favor of Powell’s journals. Sam, in his junior 
year enthusiasm, carried Kant’s Critique of 
Pure Reason the whole way, “ just to get 
ahead.”

We ate powdered milk and granola for 
breakfast, basically all that was left. We were 
low on water, though Kee sacrificed hydra-
tion' for morning coffee. We had our last 1500 
feet up, and it was a steep climb. No one 
wanted to stop to look around at the canyon 
since there was a cold wind and the only food 
was in the van at the top, and at the store deli 
of course. (Kee and Sam kept dreaming of 
the store deli’s fried chicken.) The views of 
the canyon just got more spectacular as the 
Colorado shrank and the canyon deepened 
below us. late my last pack ofM& M's. Step 
after step we climbed. As we reached the top

I heard cars and my heart fell. I walked slowly 
to the van. Sam had already started the van 
stereo, and after a few minutes of bluegrass 
the inevitable Rubber Soul album began to 
play. We had reached the top and the van, a 
week after our initial clambor down the icy 
trailhead. We were hungry. The tourists in 
their cars driving to the scenic overlook were 
almost offensive to us as we stroked our greasy 
hair and loaded our packs back on top of the 
van. Sam couldn’t wait to get to the fried 
chicken.

We arrived at the store and hit the bath-
rooms, after a stuffy, smelly van ride. A 
washed face and clean shirt later I entered the 
store. I knew exactly what I was after. I met 
most of the gang in the deli after I purchased a 
pint of Ben & Jerry’s ice cream and two pints 
of Guinness. Brendan looked up from his nox-
ious chili dog and fries and had the gall from 
such a viewpoint to call my lunch unhealthy. 
I was in heaven. The veggie-fanatics were 
happily sitting on the concrete outside, split-
ting up the whole wheat bread, avocados, and

sprouts they had just bought. We consumed.
We were too hungry for the culture shock 

to be very pronounced until we reached the 
south rim hub to visit the bookstore. There 
were paved walkways, lodges, gift shops, even 
a steakhouse. We looked like freaks with our 
knotted hair and smelly long underwear. One 
guy stopped me next to the van, pointed at the 
packs, and actually asked me where we had 
gone. When I replied, “the bottom, you know, 
the Colorado river,” he looked incredulous. 
His next question displayed even more genius: 
“ How did you get there?”

“We walked,” I answered. He couldn’t be-
lieve it. He walked off in the 
direction of a few hotels and 
lodges and the hair salon.

It was a long drive back. 
After getting along splen-
didly in the wilderness for a 
week (with the exception of 
the dehydration incident) we 
got cranky after hour six in 
the van. Things got violent 
when we stole the banana 
power bar Justin had been 
hoarding and ate most of it 
before returning it. Finally 
in Gallup, New Mexico, we 
stopped for dinner at the 
Avalon Cafe, on the seedi-
est stretch of Historic Route 
66. Half of us initially re-
fused to go in. The dilapi-
dated sign claimed Chinese 

and American food, though it looked like it 
only served coffee that tasted like wood and 
rubbery eggs. We all finally gathered inside 
and had one of the best meals of the whole 
trip. Not only were the cheeseburgers and 
Chinese food pretty good, they had great 
huevos rancheros, complete with super down 
home green chile. All were happy again, and 
most of us slept our way back to Santa Fe, 
treasuring our last hours of innocence before 
re-entering the warped intellectual atmosphere 
we pay so much for and love so dearly.

Home again, home again. Why am I here? 
I ask myself daily why I left the depths of the 
canyon. “Intellectual” conversation makes 
little sense to me, and I keep being shocked 
that people here who live indoors do not find 
surprise displays of chewed food or fart jokes 
amusing. What are we talking about in this 
place? Will someone please remind me be-
fore midnight, February 13 th?
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“GeoffAnger ” continued from page 2. 
SECCAR? Since I had had the delight of view-
ing that fine super-charged Jeep in the secu-
rity parking lot, I deducted that he could not 
have been far. The answer that was given for 
this deeply complex, multi-leveled question: 
“I have no idea.” Someone explain this to me, 
obviously someone from the College of Santa 
Fe must know for their intelligence clearly 
exceeds mine, but does it make sense that these 
pepper-spray wearing officers who also carry 
radios with them so that they may maintain 
contact, no matter where they are in the area, 
didn’t know where their driver was?!

Well, Ray, what do you have to say for 
yourself? God forbid that the foot detail could 
haul their butts up to France once in a while to 
check on the cars there, but how about these 
fine folks knowing where their counterpart 
might be located? The thing about the shav-
ing cream really rings my bell, but the fact of 
the matter was, these vandals had enough time 
to spray over 15 vehicles. Do you know how 
long a good thief takes to steal a car? A lot 
less time than it takes to spray shaving cream 
on 15 cars. Where was security for all this? 
Heaven knows, clearly security doesn’t.

Well that is The Anger for this week. Be-
fore I go, however, just a couple of tid-bits of

information that you may discuss while eat-
ing your diimer this evening:

1. Word has it that our “To serve and pro-
tect” force do not have background checks be-
fore they are given keys to every room on cam-
pus. In fact, the claim is that when the sug-
gestion of a background check was made the 
entire rabid group threw their hands in the air 
and screamed bloody murder. I wonder, what 
type of check is there with these fine men? Is 
there a drug test? Do they check their driving 
record for DWI’s? A car dealership requires 
this from their sales people, for God’s sake! 
If a sales person, during the course of their 
employment at a dealership obtains a DWI or 
cannot pass this drug test they are immedi-
ately released and may never be employed 
with a car dealership again. Interesting, isn’t 
it, that the men in charge of our safety may 
not even have the requirements of a used car 
salesmen?

2. I happened to walk by one of the secu-
rity guard’s personal vehicles and what was 
one of their bumper sticker’s slogans? “Don’t 
piss me off, I am running out of places to hide 
the bodies.” Yeah, no wonder they are scared 
of background checks.

Ray, I want some answers fi"om you. The 
Anger is waiting.
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