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The Graduate: A Johnnie' in Re•ality
by Hallie Leighton

Hallie Leighton, The Moon’s 
Red World Correspondent, went 
undercover as a ’92 grad seeking 
employment in the Red World. She 
tells of her shocking findings in an 
exclusive report to The Moon.

“Fot  company plane travel, 
do not carry a book by anyone too 
CTudite,” Lois Wyse advises readas 
in Company Manners, her primer 
on corporate etiquette. “This will 
smack of literary pretension, and 
only a few corporate executives can 
tolerate the literary mind.”

I found myself in this 
ccHporate climate upon graduation. 
Nonetheless, I dutifully abandoned 
my search fw truth in search of a 
job, and put down my Odyssey to 
begin my odyssey through a maze 
of personnel agencies and search 
firms. I hadn’t picked the best time 
to graduate; the state of the 
economy was so <hi  to put Bush out 
of a job, and all of my carefully 
nourished business contacts had 
been laid off, so I began my search 
at the very bottom: the want ads. 
What follows is the tale of my woes 

IB jUlllimil UUl 111 UIL RUB" WiUmi!!""
Veteran job seekers lipped 

me off that if an ad was placed in 
the Sunday New York Times with a 
phone number, I had better call at 9 
am Monday morning, as 
interviewers would be booked by 
10 am. So, with effort, I woke 
myself up at 9 am and responded to 
“Editorial Assistant - Liberal Arts 
grad firom Ivy League school or 
equivalent; call Vintage 
Resources.” Vintage turned out not 
to be the paperback publisher but a 
personnel agency of the same name. 
‘Trade Mag seeks Eng. or Comm, 
grad” was an agency as well, as 
was “AssL Museum Mag. College 
grad; self startCT, typing 45.” After 
a while I started to notice all ads 
looked the same: Self starter, team 
playCT, poised and articulate, detail- 
ori^ted, energetic, thrives under 
pressure, loves working with 
people, rising star, WordPerfect a 
must, Lotus a +, exdnt written & 
communications skills.” I made 
appointments at all the agencies.

My first stop was Allegheny 
Agency in Midtown at 10 am. The 
recqrtion area was packed with mat 
and women my age in business 
suits. The room contained a 
reception desk and four cramped 
cubicles with young men and 
women busily clicking away at 
typewriters. I filled out a form and 
took a spelling and grammar test 
The receptionist pointed me 
towards the back, where a row of 
harried-looking thirty-something 
women were sitting at their desks, 
shoulders cradling telephone 
receivers, hands sorting cluttered 
piles of resumes.

Susan, my “counselor,” was 
impressed with my resume and my 
spelling and grammar tests, and sent

me to take my typing test, to make 
sure it was 45. If I passed that I 
would take a “stat test,” which 
involved setting tabs and lining up 
rows of figures. I had never taken a 
typing test in my life. My hands 
were sweaty and the keys were 
wobbly. The receptionist set the 
timer and said, “go,” and I began to 
type as fast as my fingers could 
carry me. In the middle of the 
sentence, “Your typewriter is your 
office companion,” the letter “M” 
came off the keyboard and stuck to 
my middle finger. The space bar 
advanced two spaces where I had 
(Mily typed one.

‘Typewrite 3, stop now,” the 
receptionist said. It turned out she 
was talking to the young woman in 
the adjacent cubicle, who kept 
typing. The receptionist walked up 
to her. “TYPEWRITER 3, YOU 
MAY STOP TYPING NOW,” she 
repeated.

When I finished the test, 
Susan circled all the double spaces 
between words with a red pen.

“This just shows you know

jumped to 50. My counselor, Susan 
B., told me I was probably 
ovCTqualified for the Trade Mag. 
Ed Asst position because of my 
writing skills, but she would pass 
the resume on anyway.

I called Paula at Vintage 9 
o’clock sharp on Thursday morning 
to check on the status of my resume. 
Paula had difficulty remembering 
who I was. I told her I had called to 
check on the computer magazine 
position. I heard her cover the jAione 
and murmur to an associate that 
people were calling her and she 
didn’t know who the (blank) they 
were.

Then she remembered. “Oh, 
yes, the computer magazine 
position. I have 50 people interested 
in that position,” she said. “A lot of 
them a lot more qualified than you, 
babe.”

I began to do temp work, but 
continued to work with agencies. 
One called me in for a “media/ 
creative” job, but then told me “You 
need 60 [words per minute] for the 
creative job.” Another agency

counselor’s instructions and lied on 
all the questions, making me come 
out looking like Honest Abe. 
However, on the last question, “Do 
you resent the questions asked on 
this test?” I answered yes. So what 
if it would cost me the job; the 
agency had lied and the position I 
was up for was actually a 
receptionist, not administrative 
assistant, position.

Two hours later, as I was 
fishing through my purse, I found a 
pen with the Brinks logo. I had 
accidentally walked out with it, and 
I still have it.

Another agency, which 
recruited me at a cosmetics 
company at which I was temping, 
sent me on an interview at Marcel 
Dekker, Inc. At the agaicy I was 
given a card with the job description 
and the name of the person I was 
supposed to meet I was told to 
keep it in my purse, lest a competing 
recruiter approached me on the 
street I laughed at the idea.

But sure enough, when I 
walked out of the building, a man

'Til take your word for it, it's a 
wonderful school," she said.
where the keys are.”

“There’s something wrong 
with Typewriter 4,” I said.

“No, there’s not,” she said. 
“Excuse me. I’m busy. I have other 
rqiplicants waiting outside.”

But she let me take the typing 
test again on Typewriter 1. This 
time my typing was 31. Susan was 
pleased, but said she couldn’t do 
anything for me until I raised it to 
at least 45. She took another look 
at my resume, then looked over her 
shoulder and mused to herself, 
“Why do we get so many college 
grads who can’t type?”

“Bravo, Hallie,” Paula at 
Vintage Resources told me two 
hours later. My typing was 45 this 
time, and my spelling and grammar 
tests were 100. This time I had 
typed a poem about how typing 
was the key to my success. Paula 
was my counselor. She scanned my 
resume.

“Sl  John’s? Never heard of 
it”

I began my carefully 
rehearsed spiel: “Well, it’s a little 
known small 4-star liberal arts 
college where we study the Great..” 

“I’ll take your word for it 
it’s a wonderful school,” she said. 
She told me she would fax my 
resume to the computer magazine 
and that I should call her at 9 
o’clock promptly on Thursday 
morning to check on the status of 
my resume.

At “Town6” (pronounced 
“Town”), my typing speed had

misled me into believing I was up 
for a job in my field of interest but 
told me at the last minute that it 
was a security company “You don’t 
want to work in publishing,” my 
counselor told me in her thick Lawn 
Goiland accent “I have a friend 
who works in publishing, she 
started out making 18,(X)0, she’s 
still making 18,(XX)! This is the job 
for you, Hallie! You’re a rising 
star!” she said, though I had only 
spoken with her on the phone twice 
and never met her. “I’m sending 
someone else out for this job, but 
only as a contrast to you! It’s an 
administrative assistant position— 
real promotable.”

At Brinks I took a written 
lying test. I was given a 
computerized sheet of paper with 
bubbles to fill in and an 
accompanying booklet, mirch like 
an SAT exam. Some of the 
questions were:

“Have you ever lied?” 
“Have you ever thought 

about stealing merchandise, even 
once?”

“Have you ever taken money 
out of a coin slot or gum machine?” 

“Do you think that its wrong 
to bring office supplies home from 
work?”

“If you found a wallet on the 
street, would you report it or keep 
it?

“If you knew one of your 
relatives was stealing money firom 
a company, would you report it?”

I dutifully followed my

in a white suit and sunglasses 
approached me. “Job hunting?” he 
said, casually but barely audibly, 
the way a drug dealer barely mutters 
“Marijuana?” at rock concerts to 
passersby.

I ignOTed him and went to 
my interview at Marcel Dekker. 
Here I took the requisite spelling 
and grammar tests, and in addition 
to that a handwriting analysis test. I 
had to specify whether I was a 
righty or a lefty and write a 150 
word essay on why I wanted to 
work for Marcel Dekker, Inc. This 
wasn’t a penmanship test; this was 
a personality test based on my 
penmanship.

On my way from the 
interview to the subway I stopped 
to sit in the sun in fient of the main 
public library on 42nd. It was still 
sunny and beautiful. I almost 
tripped over a woman’s bag as I 
went to sit down.

“Loddng for a job?” she said.
“Yes, how did you know?”
“You have that distraught 

look on your face,” she replied.
At that point I turned to what 

I was currently using as my bible, a 
special issue of Cosmopolitan. Yes, 
my situation was pretty pathetic if I 
was turning to a Cosmo supplement 
for guidance, but this issue was 
titled, “Life after College,” and had 
an article for every situation that 
could possibly confront a young 
woman just out of college: “The 
last long summer,” “How to look 
for a job when there aren’t any,”

“Write the perfect resume,” “How 
to dress for the interview,” “Killer 
interview questions,” “Why should 
they hire you, a dime a dozen new 
grad?” “Suppose you don’t want to 
work right away?” “Your college 
boyfiiend...maybe it’s time to let 
go,” “Meeting men in the Real 
World,” “First ‘real’ paycheck,” 
“The office romance: Can it ever 
work?” “Is there sex after college?” 
“What I wish I’d known,” and the 
most pertinent to me at the time, 
“Hi Mom! I’m home!” I turned to 
Page 88 (“When no job calls to 
you”) for consolation.

“Roundering does not mean 
wallowing in helpless confusion,” 
the article offered, and even 
recommended a few months of 
floundering time, which gave me a 
little solace.

When I went to the interview 
on Election Day at the company 
which eventually hired me, I took 
another typing test before I met the 
recruiting manager, who looked two 
or three years my senior. He asked 
me the last five books I’d read. I

Vintage, because it turned out this 
company owned Vintage 
paperbacks, among many other 
imprints.

Then I saw him glance at my 
typing test, only a 40 today. The ad 
had required 50.

“It’s a bad day,” I told him. 
“The place I’m temping at now 
actually requires 50 a minute.”

“I don’t care,” he said, and 
then launched into a speech about 
how unimportant typing was in 
comparison to doing the job well. 
He Aen made an appointment for 
me with my potential boss, a 
Marketing Director in the Trade 
Division of the company.

When I went to the interview, 
my prospective boss quizzed me 
for a good part of the interview on 
my St. John’s education. The 
recruiting manager had told him all 
about it. He asked about the 
Program. What did we read? How 
was the Program structured? We 
read all thirteen books of Euclid? 
How did we tackle that?

He concluded by saying, “I 
have the greatest respect for 
someone with a classical liberal arts 
education,” and hired me.

So, though the elaborate 
hazing process, it seems, can’t be 
avoided, there are jobs out there for 
Johnnies, and bosses who 
appreciate the value of a Classical 
Liberal Arts education. While 
searching, though, it is essential to 
keep a sense of humor. Good luck 
to all of you, and have a wonderful 
Reality and summer.

The author, a ’92 graduate, 
is Assistant to the Marketing 
Director in the Trade, Sales, and 
Marketing Division of Random 
House, Inc.
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BVG Meeting: Student Rep Reports
by Carol LaRocque 
General Information

The St. John’s College 
Board of Visitors and Governors 
(BVG) met last month in 
Annapolis, as they do every 
October and April. In January and 
July they meet at the Santa Fe 
campus, and at all four meetings 
they discuss issues pertaining to 
both campuses. The Saturday 
morning of each BVG meeting is 
devoted to a Plenary Session— 
which is open to the public— 
where all the committees report 
on their proceedings.

Two students from each 
campus are elected to represent 
the undergraduate Polity: the SF 
reps are Paul Schmidt and now 
Jillian Conrad, who is replacing 
me. Over the last several years, 
we have seen the role of the 
student representatives become 
more important, as the BVG 
members have come to recognize 
our concerns and realize that the 
students have a long-term interest 
in the actions of the Board. I want 
to remind you all of this before I 
graduate: please talk to the student 
reps, ask them questions, give 
them your suggestions, and they 
will do their best to communicate 
your needs to the people who can 
often answer those needs. Both

Presidents and Deans are members 
of the Board, and often speak for 
the general concerns of the school.
■RmC tf the stadeiM representaUves

now. I do have some good news. 
First, as some of you may know, 
SJC-Annapolis has been lobbying 
the Maryland government for two 
years to sell the Hall of Records, a 
beautiful period building located 
on the campus. The state has 
agreed, and after some restoration 
it will become the new home of 
the library collection. The existing 
library will be adapted to house 
the GI office, tutors’ offices, etc. 
The King William's Room, where 
senior orals take place, will remain 
intact.
Capital Campaign

A second victory for the 
College is the successful kick-off 
of our capital campaign. With the 
goal of raising $30 million, the 
directors of the campaign decided 
they would “go public” with the 
campaign only after raising at least 
half that amount from inside. The 
Board and faculty have made that 
possible by committing 
$15,150,000 to the school. The 
earnings from this campaign will 
ensure the College’s financial 
stability now and in the future, 
and by doing so will sustain the 
integrity of the Program, the 
quality of the faculty, and the small 
size of the Student Polity.
Deans' Reports

From Dean Brann we heard 
that the first stage of Annapolis’ 
accreditation process, a self- 
evaluation, has been completed

And Dean Van Luchene told us 
that even though the Eastern 
Studies program will be suspended 
next year, it is likely to be 
reinstated the following year as a 
full-fledged Master's Program. 
Sexaul Orientation Clause

The issue that was of most 
concern to me at this meeting was 
the debate on whether or not to 
add the phrase ‘sexual orientation’ 
to our Polity’s non-discrimination 
clause. It currently states that the 
school will not discriminate on the 
basis of age, race, sex, religion, 
national origin, or physical 
handicap. This is all we are 
required to say in order to remain 
in accordance with the federal 
non-discrimination clause. The 
amendment to the clause was 
proposed by former student rep 
Matthew Kelty, and has been in 
process for nearly two years. 
Discussion was limited to 15 
minutes, which is unusual, but the 
chairman felt it was necessary or 
the discussion would continue far 
too long. The Board had debated 
this issue once before—^but did 
not vote on it—at the meeting in 
Santa Fe last July. The final vote 
was held at this meeting, and the 
amendment did not pass, by a vote 
of 13 for, 12 against, and 1 abstain; 
a two-thirds majority was needed 
to pass. Even though the vote was 
held as a secret ballot, several 
members had prepared statements

and encouraging o^rs to vote the 

same way. I’ll let them speak for 
themselves. The following are 
President Agresto’s and Dean 
Brann’s statements, unabridged.

concerns specific to 
undergraduates, they need your 
participation.
Annopolis Expands

With all that said, I can tell 
you what the BVG is up to right

The next stage will take place in 
October, when a team from the 
Middle States Accreditation 
Association arrives at the College 
to see for themselves what we do.

Statement by Eva T.H. Brann, Dean, Annapolis

I feel obliged to make a 
statement about the “sexual 
orientation” amendment. I hope 
the other members of the Board 
understand that whereas it is a 
fairly passing matter for them 
whether it is voted up or down, it 
is the Deans who will live with 
the repercussions. I will be called 
to account for what I said and did 
on this issue, so I hope you will 
forgive me if I read my thoughts 
to you. I want to get it right, and I 
want to be able to refer to it when 
students come to question me 
about my part, as they will. It is 
somewhat different with the 
faculty, at least in Annapolis. In 
their discussions they 
acknowledged the complications 
of the issue, and while they were 
divided, it was more by way of 
being undecided in their own 
minds, though some were strongly 
for on moral principle and some 
were strongly against, again on 
moral principle.

Let me say that I am 
strongly in favor of the procedure 
that will allow members of the 
Board who find themselves deeply 
embarrassed by this provocative 
issue to vote their true opinion, 
especially the secret ballot. On so 
complex and easily misunderstood

a matter we ought to follow the 
way of our public democracy.

At the same time I want to 
say, and I want to be heard saying, 
that secret ballot or not, I shall 
vote in favor of the amendment I 
shall vote in favor of it although I 
am sorry that it ever came up and 
oppose it in principle. Please allow 
me to say why I oppose it in 
principle and why I judge that I 
must support it in practice.

I wish that a matter that 
involves current political passions 
and about which there are entirely 
moral positions on both sides had 
never come before us. I think it is 
not good to put in our Polity a 
toothless pro forma clause. As we 
all know, to pledge non-
discrimination in accordance with 
federal law is idle when there is 
no federal law. I object in my heart 
of hearts to protecting particular 
groups rather than individuals 
because I can see no end to it. I 
have real, live—not ideological— 
sympathy for the many 
homosexuals, usually of an older 
generation, to whom the public 
distinction of their most intimate 
tastes is anathema. But above all, 
I am troubled by being 
admonished in a document I live 
by to behave well in a matter in

which neither I nor my colleagues 
would ever dream of sinning, 
What other moral mandates might 
not be imposed on us, who think 
of ourselves as teachers who care 
about nothing so much as our 
students’ and colleagues’ common 
humanity! Some people are, 1 
might add, also anxious that this 
amendment might mark the 
beginning of the introduction ol 
factionalism into the universalism 
of our curriculum. But I am not so 
worried about that, because I can 
readily say: Over my dead body.

Nonetheless, I will vote for 
the amendment and moreover 
hope that it will go through. My 
reasons are these:

1.1 feel a certain obligation 
to the members of the Polity 
Committee who worked so 
faithfully to answer the concerns 
my fellow-Dean and I outlined in 
a memorandum we sent them. 
Although it appears that nothing 
can protect us from potential 
litigation, they did their best to 
ascertain the dangers.

2. The faculty supported, 
with some limited enthusiasm, a 
working rule I introduced—the 
“what-the-hell” rule. It says that a 
principled but hard-to-explain 
opposition is not worth the uproar 
_____ Continued p. 3___________

Statement by John Agresto, 
President. SF

This is an extremely 
divisive issue, perhaps the most 
divisive one we have faced in my 
time as a member of the Board of 
Visitors and Governors. It has 
divided this Board, it has divided 
faculty member from faculty 
member, it has divided faculty 
from students and students from 
students. Given this divisiveness,
I must ask what behavior of ours, 
as a college, does this amendment 
seek to change? I mean that 
seriously, not rhetorically. If we 
have discriminated on these 
grounds, I would like to know 
where. If we must change, I need 
to know.in what ways. And if we 
have not discriminated on these 
grounds, why are we being asked 
to support something that has been 
so divisive and hurtful to people 
on aJl sides? My guess is that we 
are being asked to affirm this 
because others, other colleges, are 
affirming it. We are asked to bear 
wimess for a kind of ideological 
and political correctness in this 
age. I’m sorry, for me that’s not a 
good enough reason.

My guess is that we are 
really not being asked to change 
any pattern of behavior on either 
campus, for everyone knows we 
do not discriminate on these 
grounds. So all this controversy is 
simply to make us affirm 
something, say something. We are 
being asked to place 
homosexuality in the same 
category as race, as gender and as

to affirm that. I am not prepared 
to say that homosexuality is in the 
same moral category as race. And 
1 do not appreciate being told that 
I must say it. I know we have 
been told repeatedly that all of the 
finest schools in America—finest 
by a certain standard—are 
affirming this moral equivalence. 
Yes, I do know that well over a 
hundred of the nation’s 3500 
colleges do so affirm. Strangely, 
however, I never saw a list that 
had even one of America’s 
approximately 110 historically 
black colleges affirming it. Why 
do they all fail to see its moral 
equivalence?

The argument that strikes 
me as most sound is that since we 
do not discriminate on these 
grounds, why not say so. The 
amendment, we’re told, is both 
innocuous and irrelevant, since 
there seems to be no evidence of 
its ever being violated. However, 
on the other hand, we don’t 
discriminate against right-to-lifers, 
adulterers, former drug 
addicts...you name it. Will we 
debate adding to this list every 
time a new group wishes to be 
affirmed?

My fears go further. 
Virtually all the areas listed in the 
catalog of groups not-to-be- 
discriminated-against have gone 
from non-discrimination to 
positive protection and affirmative 
action. We’re scrutinized 
regarding how many women, how 
many blacks, how many minorities 
we’ve hired, fired, promoted, 
retained. We all feel that pinch. 
Will we now be scrutinized on 
how many homosexuals we have? 
Are there enough? How will we 
prove that we don’t discriminate 
except by naming and numbering 
them? Could anything be more 
against the character of this 
college?

Nor do I want the activity 
of this college on a practical basis 
held up to a standard defined by 
others. If the student polity funds 
a women’s anthology but refuses 
to fund a gay anthology, shall they 
be accused of violating college 
policy and all be called 
homophobes? If gay and lesbian 
students asked for their own 
dormitory or dormitory floor and 
we refused, would we be in 
violation? Was a member of the 
last presidential search committee 
for Annapolis in violation of this 
amendment when he announced 
that he was voting for Chris 
Nelson in part because Mr. Nelson 
had a lovely wife and the College 
could get two for the price of one? 
Was that a discriminatory 
statement?

Finally,! worry about what 
we would be allowed to say and 
not say. The books we read are on 
both sides of the moral issue of 
homosexuality. Now we say the 
Polity, and therefore the College, 
will pick the correct side. But, it 
might even be worse. I’ll just give 
one example. The University of 
New Mexico does have a 
statement in their charter 
forbidding discrimination on the 
basis of sexual orientation. A dean 
at the University of New Mexico 
recently wrote a letter on his 
office’s stationary criticizing 
Senate Bill 91 to the Governor of 
New Mexico. The headline in the 
newspaper read, “Dean’s letter on 
gays violated UNM policy.” And 
the president of the New Mexico 
State Senate said in public “the 
letter violated university policy 
outlawing discrimination on the 
basis of sexual orientation. He 
(Trujillo) ought to be disciplined, 
demoted, or terminated.” I think 
deans, presidents, tutors and 
students all have a right to speak 
their mind on this issue now and 
in the future and they don’t need 
this resolution telling them to 
speak correctly or they, too, will 
disciplined.

Next year, the Gnome will be looking for more reviews 
of music, books, and movies. If you’re a student or a tutor, 
and come across anything this summer that you want to write 
a review of, feel free to turn it in at the beginning of the year. 
We want to print other Gnomish kinds of stuff, too.

—R.R.
The story in last issues’s Gnome entitled In Defense of 

Straight People was written by Randall Rose; his initials 
were inadvertantly ommited.
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An Interview with the Assistant Dean
Mathieu de Schutter: A lot 

of what makes a good Sl  John’s 
student is what makes a bad high 
school student (both academically 
and disciplinarily).

Don Cook: You mean 
unmotivated and bad grades... Yes, 
this is interesting. I have not seen 
enough statistics, but I will tell you 
my honest opinion about this: I 
think people who do well usually 
do well any place. And I think that 
it used to be the case that St. John ’ s 
was in the business of saving souls, 
that we saw ourselves as that. We 
would take anybody and that the 
more disgusted a person was with 
their previous education and the 
world around them, the more we 
would welcome them here, and 
they would blossom here. I don’t 
know if that is necessarily true. I 
think that people who do well here 
IHobably have done well elsewhere. 
Although thereareacertain fraction 
of the students who get caught up 
in what we do, and I think the 
reasonissimple,andit’sthe reason ' 
they come here: we don’t 
emphasize grades, they can 
participate in their own education 
by participating in their classes, 
they can read, they can discuss, 
and it is very hard to find those 
things any place else. So there are 
a certain fraction of students, but I 
don’t consider them juvenile 
delinquents, ot  social problems, 
justunmotivated, people who have 
been looking for something like 
Sl  John’s, who know why they
panw anH fi.ll
in AeU-tum. Butin general I think 
most people who do well do so in 
most situations they are in. That’s 
my opinion, I have no confirmation 
on that...

MdS: When I was in high 
school, I saw a lot of bright kids 
who focused all of the talents they 
had into fighting the school. And 
that was the manifestation of their 
talent.

DC: I see some of that in the 
applications. And I always wonder, 
if you’re too rebellious and you 
becomedisatisfiedwitheverything 
and you can’t see the good in 
anything—whether that can’t 
become a habit of mind. So when 
you come here and things are 
regimented and you ’ ve got to learn 
your Greek paradigms—there are 
a certain number of things here 
which we expect people to prepare 
for class, so it’s not like...Gee, let’s 
sit around and discuss great ideas; 
it’s a lot of hard work. So when I 
see those students I wonder if they 
are used to working hard.

MdS: Do you beleive that a 
student with academic problems 
and even disciplinary problems can 
still be a Johnnie at heart?

DC: I’m going to have to 
detour around that because it 
depends on what you think 
education is. I think part of the 
school is in the Program, I also 
believe that part of it is growing 
personally and meeting your 
responsibilities in the community. 
So I think that when you say 
disciplinary problems, well...first 
of all you must know how I view 
this office; primarily, I don't view

this office as a disciplinary office, 
I view it as a helping office, and the 
more I can help students realize 
their potential the better I feel about 
the job I do...So I consider a minor 
part of what I do disciplinary in the 
social sense or academic sense. 
And usually, those aspects of my 
job I consider to be teaching jobs 
because they are helping people 
meet their responsabilities towards 
other people and towards 
themselves...So do I think they can 
be true St. Johnnies? Probably not 
given that broader way of looking 
at what a true St. Johnnie is. But on 
the other hand the idea is, when 
they are in that category, to do 
everything you can to help them 
become what my conception of 
being a true Johnnie is. Which is 
carrying on your responsabities in 
your classes, to yourself, to your 
fellow students, in your community 
at large. So if you have those kind 
of problems, I don’t think you are 
being as effective as you can be 
and I don’t think you are being a 
true St. John’s student

MdS: So a Johnnie isn’t 
simply someone with curiosity,and 
lovef(H‘leaming,andaquestioning 
mind...

DC: You can do that but 
why stay here and pay a lot of 
money? Ithinkpartont is that you 
do that here in connection with 
other people in the community, 
and that puts a certain amount of 
responsability on you. We have an 
absencepolicy, and thatmeans that 
you don’t stay mu nf vmir nlagy-g 
and sit in your room and read a 
book. You’re here to participate 
with other people, and that includes 
the living conditions on campus, 
and how you treat other people. I 
get upset by thefts especially when 
I suspect that they are being carried 
out by some member of our 
community againstothermembers 
of the community...The question 
is can you be a St. Johnnie and not 
beat St John’s...in other words, be 
intellectually curious, read a lot of 
books, and I guess that’s part of it 
but when you’re at St John’s it’s 
got to involve these other aspects 
of being in a community and 
carrying out your responsibility to 
that community; in other words I 
don’t think you can be a true 
Johnnie and be ^art from that 
community, because that is so 
much a part of how we learn and 
are with one another. So I would 
have to say no. Unless you answer 
me that you can be a true Johnnie 
and be elsewhere. And I guess in a 
certain ways you could be those 
things. It’s not just what we do, it is 
the way we do them...And coming 
to class prepared is fulfilling a 
responsibility not only to yourself, 
but to your fellow students as well.

MDS: So you think this 
community is more than academic?

DC: Oh yes, I think so.
MDS: The community I am 

apart of, as a Junior, is mostly off- 
campus.

DC: Yes, we have suffered 
fiom that—over the last three years 
so many people wanted to live on 
campus, we had to turn a lot of 
people down. But I am hoping that

with the new dorms, we will be 
able to regain, on campus, the 
community that we have lost This 
year has been pretty bad regarding 
the mixing of the classes.

...You’ll have to excuse me 
if I talk so much, but I am passionate 
about this place and the way it 
should work; and I see it as a 
whole...not just the academic 
program.

MdS: Now for a couple of 
lighter questions, what has been 
the longest DonRag you have heard 
of?

DC: An hour and a half, but 
it was one of the best and most 
productive Don Rags this school 
has seen. A tutor who participated 
in it along with me told me 
afterwards it made him proud to be 
here.

MdS; What aboutMr. Carey: 
he claims he was never kicked 
out—would you have expelled 
him?

DC: [Pause]...Yeah, I 
probably would have...I would 
have told him to go think about 
things fw a while, come back and 
be Dean.

Brann Statement
continued from p. 2
of saying no in today’s climate. I would not dignify the “what-the- 
hell” rule with the term “principle,” but it does catch the mood of 
the faculty on this campus.

3. As the chairman of the Polity Committee himself has 
pointed out, once the amendment has been proposed, it draws 
unfavorable attention to us to defeat iL and invites invidious 
public comparison with the many colleges that already have it. 
This situation is a political Catch-22, which is simply working as 
intended. I think we must, however reluctantly, yield.

4. But above all and most seriously, there are some 
homosexuals on my campus, and quite a few sympathizers, with 
whom I have established a relation of trust. The reasons against 
the amendment are subtle, long term and difficult to explain to 
people who regard themselves as facing possible present 
disadvantage. Voting yes is a gesture which, in my judgmenL will 
mean more to them than my principle means to me at this juncture. 
Or better, voting against it will be felt by them as a greater rebuff 
than I am prepared to administer. I shall vote yes, in a word, to 
signal to them that they are as safe on this campus as they indeed 
deserve to be by reason of their own good citizenship.

Philosopher in the Kitchen
by Laura Melbin

Well folks, this is my last hurrah! It has been great to enlighten your kitchens, and I hope you 
all continue to cook, and cook happily! This is my new favorite recipe, which I have adapted from 
several sources and thus give credit to none. Dana Dunbar contributed the chocolate mousse (which 
you all hopefully tasted at prank). I wanted to leave you with a grand finale, including desert.

There are many ways to make the spinach dish: lamb, chicken, tofu or potatoes are all classic
! I give the ea5aft.st-.TofitSaaB. JMit anything gJse.^.aiv ha iisp A tf y«ii

potatoes, steam them beforehand and do not let them get too soft, because then they will fall apart. 
Chicken should be either steamed or baked with curry and salt and then diced. Then substitute into 
the recipe at the VERY FIRST STEP!!

TOFU SAAG
(Tofu in a spinach cream sauce)

8-10 ounces of firm Tofu, diced 
vegetable oil 
salt
curry powder
1 green chili pepper, sliced into 1 inch strips 
1/2 cup water 
6-8 large garlic cloves
1 red bell pepper, chopped coarsely
3 roma tomatoes, chopped coarsely
2 lbs. (or more!) spinach, stems removed, cleaned and chopped finely 
1 tsp. cayenne pepper
4 tablespoons half and half 
crushed red pepper (optional)

1) Saute the diced tofu in a large saucepan in some vegetable oil for a few minutes. Remove, 
place on plate and sprinkle with salt and some curry powder.

2) Blend together, (in a blender or cuisinart is best) the garlic, green chili, red pepper and the 
water, until relatively smooth. If you don’t have a mixer, chop everything very very well, and mix 
with the water.

3) Saute in 1 1/2 tsps. oil for a few minutes.
4) Add the very finely chopped spinach leaves (you can use more than 2 lbs. because it melts 

away!) and simmer in the mixture for about ten minutes, stirring often.
5) Mix in the cream, and simmer for five minutes.
6) Add the tofu, the cayenne, some salt, and some crushed red pepper if it isn’t hot enough. 

Simmer for five minutes, or until the tofu is hot. Serve over rice!

MOUSSE AT THE PALAZ OF HOON 
1 1/2 cups chocolate chips 
1 1/2 cups half and half 
1 tsp. cinnamon
1 Tbsp. Kaluah, or other liquor you love 
a blender or food processor

1) In a sauce pan, heat the cream over low heat until bubbles start to appear at the edges. 
Remove from heat.

2) Put the chips in a blender, and pour the cream over them. Add the cinnamon and liquor and 
blend everything until smooth. Pour into paper cupcake cups, and freeze for three hours, or let sit in 
the refrigerator overnight
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A St. John's Couple
The administration at St. 

John’s College- might be made 
somewhat uncomfortable by the 
story which I intend to relate here. 
My only response to them is not to 
worry; I greatly doubt anyone will 
believe a word of it. In any case, I 
am myself greatly skeptical as to 
its trath. The effort which would 
be required in order to verify it 
would be so great that I think few 
people will bother trying. Finally, 
it cannot truly be said that Sl  Jdin’s 
is responsible for what h^pened.

I heard this story from an 
alum (whose name I will give to 
anyone interested enough by the 
events I shall henceforth set out to 
look further into them) one evening 
of my Freshman year. He was an 
old friend of a friend of mine, or 
rather, an old friend of my friend’s 
father. This gentleman had come 
to Santa Fe for a few days on some 
business, and my friend, feeling 
obUged to take him out to dinner, 
asked me to join them. We went to 
the Pontchartrain, a restaurant 
which has since then closed down, 
and there had the following 
conversation.

This gentleman was 
extremely curious about our 
feelings and opinions concerning 
Plato’s Symposium. My friend was 
writing his annual paper on it at the 
time, and so had a lot to say in 
response. After he had spoken for 
a while I said something about 
being amused by Aristophane’s 
description of the rolling 
Hermaphrodites.

“Some people take that 
speech mote seriously than any

“I have not told this story to 
anyone in a long time—at least not 
while sober. It is somewhat of a 
sick story, and certainly an 
incredible story. Nevertheless, it is 
a true story and if you promise that 
you will not mock me for it or 
accuse me of having made it up, I 
will tell it to you.”

We both promised and he 
began relating this story:

“You know how people say 
that couples at St. John’s don’t 
work? Well, they don’t— 
sometimes they work for a while, 
but they never last. And if they 
ever do it is because they avoid the 
intensity of their experience at the 
College. If the relationship is based 
on or is in any way affected by their 
experience there, it will end up a 
disaster. That’s because, though 
some people don’t give it enough 
credit, the Sl  John’s Program is at 
least exhausting spiritually, and at 
most destructive. It is in one sense 
the best way to study for an 
undergraduate degree, but if one 
takes his study there too seriously, 
and this is easy to do, it will 
absolutely wreck him.”

My friend, who apparently 
felt argumentative that evening, 
broke in saying that he knew of 
many happy couples at the College, 
some of which had gone on to 
marry, and that many of them took 
their work at school very seriously 
and even based their relationships 
on their work at the College. The 
gentleman looked down at his soft 
shell crabs, shaped his face in an 
expression of patient restraint, and 
answered nothing. Noticing this, I

wgentleman responded. I laughed at 
this and said something about it 
definitely being the most 
memorable speech there.

“You laugh,” he said “but 
when I was a Freshman there was 
a couple that was absolutely 
absorbed by that speech and who 
wound up giving over the rest of 
their lives to their interpretation of 
it”

My friend pressed him to tell 
us about this couple, which the 
gentleman finally did, giving us 
his warning;___________________

'' Zill

gentleman continue, and begged 
him go on, which he did thus: 

“There was in my Freshman 
class one couple which was 
extremely happy and in love and 
also very much into the program 
and into Plato. They would 
motivate conversations which 
attracted large groups of students 
and tutors to discussions that would 
last hours and which were as 
exciting as the best of seminars. I 
had them both in my seminar. In 
and out of class they discussed the 
readings like no one else I have
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ever seen, with a sense of continuity 
and rhythm that made their 
dialogues seem like works of art. 
Sometimes half a seminar would 
go by with only the two of them 
talking, having this intellectual 
intercourse between them which 
won the admiration of the rest of 
the members of the seminar and 
made us reluctant to break in on it. 
It was as though they established a 
beautiful, calm stream of 
conversation on which the work 
being discussed was reflected. The 
rest of us barely dared jump in, and 
rarely knew ho w to help make their 
stream flow even more calmly.

“Early in the year they 
established a relationship with one 
of the tutors, and spent a part of 
every evening after seminar was 
over with him, in the same 
classroom as theseminar had been, 
talking. A group of us would stay 
after and listen to their talk, which 
was always very inspirational. It 
was this tutor that first turned the 
couple on to the Symposium. It 
was, I remember, after the last 
Odyssey seminar. They began 
talking about love and the union of 
marriage, relating their 
conversation to Penelope's loom 
and Odysseus' bed. They asked 
about whether we read any texts 
that were purely about love, and 
the tutor talked to them about the 
Symposium.

“The following week they 
opened this post-seminar 
discussion by telling the tutor about 
their experience with the 
Symposium and about how they 
thought that Aristqphane’s speech

felt for each-other. They talked 
about it for the next few meetings, 
so that the few of us who stayed 
after seminar came to think of those 
talks as a separate. Symposium 
seminar, and read the Symposium 
so as to be able to understand their 
comments. There was an 
excitement about the first part of 
my Freshman year which I have 
never been able to find again, and 
my excitement was largely 
motivated by these two people, 
who were both very much in love 
with each other and with learning— 
and, in fact, with the idea of their 
being acouple. It was the last of the 
three, the love which they felt for 
the idea of their being a couple, 
which finally lead to their undoing.

“One of these Symposimn 
trialogues lead to the young man 
suggesting thata very happy couple 
in modem America should have 
the option of being joined the way 
in which Aristophane’s 
Hermaphrodites were joined. For, 
he said, it was evident that if they 
were extremely happy, then they 
had indeed found their other half, 
which Zeus’ metaphorical bolt of 
lighming had taken from them. I 
think that the tutor must have 
become as exited as I was by the 
conversation of this couple, for he 
immediately began insisting upon 
it and rambling off names of 
surgeons whom he was friends with 
who might agree to carry out this 
operation.

“The rest of us felt shocked 
at this, but agreed that it might 
have been a burst of excitement on 
the part of the tutor which brought

his suggestion about. We decided 
to wait until the next seminar, to 
see whether their discussion 
continued there. But much to our 
surprise when the next seminar 
ended the couple walked out and 
the tutor after them, taking from us 
the satisfaction of hearing their 
discussions. They had begun 
realizing that the group that stayed 
on after seminar could no longer 
be allowed to hear of what they 
were planing.

“The next thing that 
happened, perhaps not surprisingly, 
is that the couple drc^ped out of 
school. The small group of us who 
had been so interested in their talks 
decided not to let them out of our 
sight, which was difficult, because, 
as -we finally discovered, they 
moved to Baltimore and were lost 
to the sight of all for a while. We 
had a suspicion that they intended 
to do that which we had heard the 
young man suggest to the tutor, 
and knew that they could not do it 
without exploring its medical 
possibilities. Fortunately the father 
of one of the members of our little 
group was a surgeon in Washington 
DC. The whole story was explained 
to him, and the names of the young 
man and woman were given to 
him. What this man did with that 
information is a mystery to me, but 
heapparentlyknew which surgeons 
and specialists would be interested 
in a problem like this one. He was 
also lucky in this respect, that the 
couple had used their real names in 
all their visits to hospitals. We also 
knew that they had not gone very

pause once in a while the 
utOTlh out semiS^ummentibn

a resent conversation over dinner 
engagements with the couple after 
they had been gone from school 
for several weeks. I pressed this 
tutor once for information about 
the couple, and he told me that they 
were happily married. But he would 
say nothing else about them.

“A long time went on like 
this. The father of my friend, the 
surgeon, became very interested in 
the case and began being let into 
the circle of people who were trying 
to help the couple have this 
operation performed. Fortunately, 
he let his son know all about it and 
his son told the rest of our group, 
but we were begged by the Doctor 
not to let the story spread any 
further.

“The biggest problem which 
faced the couple was actually 
getting the operation. Though a lot 
of people were exited enough by 
their talk to look into the possibility 
of it being done, no one was 
confident enough to try it. It was 
finally the surgeon, the father of 
my friend, who agreed to do the 
operation, having the couple sign a 
contract which freed him from any 
responsibility in case that the 
operation failed. This operation 
was carried out in the home of my 
friend, for no one wanted to do it in 
a hospital. An anesthesiologist 
agreed to put the couple under, and 
two nurses agreed to assist”

Here this gentleman paused 
and looked at us. I noticed that my 
friend was keeping back amocking 
expression which nevertheless 
presented itself too clearly.

“I knew you would not

believeme. Itreallydoesn’tmatter. 
We can talkaboutsomething else.”

I insisted he go on, and after 
a short time my friend also pushed 
him, saying that he could not be 
blamed for being skeptical about 
such a fabulous story. My friend 
said that though nothing which the 
gentleman said would bring him to 
believe the story, there were many 
things which he did not believe 
when he first heard but came in 
time to accept the truth of. He then 
sighted a few examples of strange 
things which had taken him some 
time to believe, and so implored 
the gentleman finally to go on.

“Well, in any case, I saw
them. They tried to pass for Siamese 
twins. She dyed her hair black so 
that she would look more like him, 
and in fact they resembled each 
other enough that no one thought 
otherwise. They were joined at the 
abdomen, from right over the groin 
to right under their breasts, and, 
since they were of comparable size, 
neither of them had to bend or 
stretch to accommodate the other. 
They carried out a strange but 
routine life in the suburbs of 
Baltimore. They had furniture 
designed for them, like special 
chairs with tables at either end so 
that they could both study at the 
same time, looking over one- 
another’s shoulders. They also got 
rather good at walking together, 
which was rather amusing to watch. 
What was left of our group after 
the operation had been done, which 
did not happen until my senior 
year, would sometimes make a trip 
to Baltimore on weekends and hide 
^astowatohthecouplegetaround.

“Then what was going to 
happen happened. They began 
fighting a good deal. They would 
fight constantly. I talked to the 
woman that lived in the apartment 
underneath them, who told me that 
some nights she could not sleep 
because the couple was so loud, 
she told me that the woman kept 
screaming athim; ‘We are still two 
different people.’

“One day this neighbor heard 
screams from the apartment above 
which were so loud that she finally 
called the police. They were male 
screams, hysterical. The police 
knocked and finally burst in. They 
found that he was screaming 
because she had killed herself. She 
was still holding the knife in her 
hand when the police burst in. 
When he saw them, he pulled the 
knife from her hand and put it into 
himself. End of story.”

My friend could not keep 
back his laughter at this point, and, 
apologizing, burst out. I myself 
could not hold back a smile at the 
melodramatic tragedy which had 
been laid before us. Thegendeman 
reacted by getting up, pulling out 
his wallet, and throwing on the 
table a picture and a twenty dollar 
bill, his share for the dinner. He
then, without saying a word or 
listening to our pleas, left the 
restaurant I still have the picture 
he left Siamese twins joined at the 
abdomen and wearing special, 
double overalls. I don’t think I 
have ever seen a more perfect 
couple.
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