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Senior Essay Quotes
“I wrote about Plato’s Republic. I had a dream 

about it, where I was in the city, and I was one of the 
first people who had to be thrown out. It really helped 
me in writing the paper.”—Ariel Wolsztejn

“I wrote about Verdi’s Otello; it was about how 
something as silly as opera can be so profound, or how 
could something so profound be so silly.”—Garth 
Klippert

“I’m just happy that it’s done.”—Victoria Van 
Boom

“If my paper gets rejected, I’m going to write 
about ‘Forbidden Sexuality in the Bible’ .’’—Anonymous 

“It’s about how the world would be really messed 
up if everything I disliked was illegal.”—Tim Mossop 

‘The only quote I have is: ‘God is a horse’. I’m 
writing on the Phaedrus.”—Mark Woodard

“I’ve got this wonderful quote from The Restau
rant at the End of the Universe. ‘The major problem— 
one of the major problems, for there are several—one 
of the many major problems of governing people is that 
of whom you get to do it, or rather who manages to get 
people to let them do it to them. To summarize, it is a 
well-known fact that those people who most want to 
rule are, ipso facto, those least suited to do so. To 
summarize the summary, anybody who is capable of 
getting themselves made President should on no account 
be allowed to do the job. To summarize the summary 
of the summary, people are a problem.’ And that’s the 
Restaurant at the End of the Universe, Chapter 28.”— 
David Harman

“I would just like to say that I don’t recommend 
writing your paper the morning if s due.”—Anonymous 

“My paper is called ‘ Love is All About Me’, and 
thaf s what love is all about—me.”—Christina Drake 

“Love is a diminished seventh chord.”—Raoul 
Slavin

“IT WAS HELL! I HATED IT-weU, it wasn’t 
that bad.”—Wallace Witkowski

“We want drinks—now!”—Rick Redington 
“I was thinking of calling the paper ‘Meditations 

L'pon Jane Austen’s Fanny’, because the heroine’s 
named Fanny.”—Phoebe Merrin

“It was the best thing I’ve done all four years, and 
I dare someone to read it”—David Brooks

“I can’t say anything about it—that would require 
thought!”—Aaron Garza

“I’m not worried about my oral...If I can get a

couple of interesting metaphors into the discussion, it’ll 
be okay.”—Anonymous

“Halfway through the second week Mr. lannacone 
told me to make a big chart with all the confused issues 
and how they depended on each other....It’s turned in, 
it’s short, and it’s about how to define your terms with
out looking like you’re being arbitrary about it”— 
Randall Rose

“It’s about iny experience of mathematics at St 
John’s, and how I never seem to be able to explain it to 
anyone. So I talk about Plato some, and then I try to go 
beyond him, but I’m never sure what Plato’s saying in 
the first place.”—Ghana Goodman

“I never pulled an all-nighter.”—Dave Johnson 
“My title is ‘Can there be beauty in Sodom?’, on 

The Brothers Karamazov. Isn’t that a beautiful title?”— 
Erica Stangland

“Madness is reason. ‘In which reason is madder 
than madness, for reason is nonmeaning and oblivion, 
and in which madness is more rational than reason, for 
it is closer to the wellspring of sadness, however silent 
and murmuring.’—Jacques Derrida.”-Nicoletta Harris 

“I don’t understand why Polity can spend $700 on 
pizza, and then the printer in the computer room runs 
out of toner at a quarter to twelve on senior essay nigit 
That seems to be a bit of a contradiction.”—Joni Arends
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Senior Essay Quotes, Continued
“Essay? What essay? I deny all collu

sion with that paper.”—Tim Kelley
“I don’t ever want to type the word 

‘recapitulation’ again.”—Carl Condit
“It’s about one of those dead white 

males we study here, and the book he wrote 
after he came back to life.”—Michael Wolfe 

“It’s a big Hegelian sweep—Love, 
God, and Man.”—Ken Wolfe

“It’s about how puking is not learn
ing, digestion is.”—Ross ’Vineberg 

“It was orgasmic.”—Lisa Mabli 
“I turned in my paper, and I want an

other glass of champagne—please.”—Patty 
Simpson

“Reality is what you make it, baby!”— 
Molly Gage

“The panic is over.”—Dave Johnson 
“It was like running a marathon. You 

know you get to that wall, and you just 
keep going, you know, you’ re pounding into 
it—it’s like you’re running into that wall, 
you just keep that wall up, and you’re all 
right, it’s great!”—Amie Neff

“Writing it was wonderful, and this 
has been a great four weeks. I’ve had a 
good time. Although I knew printing out 
would be a hassle, and in fact it was. First 
of all, I wrote it on WordPerfect, and I had 
to transfer it onto a disk—which I didn’t 
know how to do—and then transfer that 
into Macintosh— which I didn’t know how 
to do—and then they ran out of toner. As 
my paper says, nothing goes as planned— 
and it’s my birthday, too, as of 12:00.”— 
Nicole Freeland

“Reason is our highest faculty. I did 
my best, it wasn’t much.”—David Beltran 
del Rio

“Mr. Carey is a god, that’s all I have 
to say.”—Anonymous

“I have 172 footnotes.”—David 
Harman

“It was like giving birth to a baby, 
who had arms coming out of his kneecaps 
and a large turnip for a head.”—Jonathan 
Thompson

“On Thursday my adviser told me to 
cut out half of the paper, and to drop Hegel
Feb. 14, 1994

cause he wasn’t worth it.”—John Sullivan
“It was fun. r m glad it’s over.”—Laura Lopez 
“I was going to call my paper ‘You’ll shoot your eye out’, 

after the movie in which that line is used, but even I didn’t get the 
joke.”—Tom Jacobson

“I wrote on Paradise Lost It freaked me out, because my 
paper made me realize that Satan’s pretty cool and that God has a 
lot of faults.”—Coriime Belsky

“Are you writing down the blood-alcohol level with these 
quotes?”—Mike Nemey

“I was battered on the breast of beauty.”—Sajid Razvi 
“I heard from the alumni at our dinner that one of the tutors 

gambled his way through St John’s when he was a student. So 
there’s hope for us.”—Anonymous

“It was very traumatic, and my essay turned out ‘cute’.”— 
Vida Day

“The last word of my essay is ‘Grace’.”—Heather Malcolm 
“As Ms. Vida Day said, ‘We seniors are so cool, it’s pa

thetic.’”—Jason May

Spearing an Essay

The ocean thunder rocking the air
around me hardly stirs this conscious dawn inside.

Sometimes the water I watch like an ancient 
anxious fisherman heaves slowly with an 
indrawn breath
I watch for expulsion quiet and braced. I 
lean and strain, clench my teeth to see 
Whose shape will be traced in the underbelly 
of a wave:
whose shape to trace upon this empty paper.

My thoughts are brave, fierce as hunger 
deer-quick, flashing and sinking back 
Into sunny-mirrored waters.

But somewhere in the window of the wave 
Surely I will seize a minute gasping whisper 
Pin it bloody on the page 
Soothe its wounds and sing it, coax it

Into beauty, fine with the gold of realization. 
—Phoebe Merrin
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Public Letter—A reply from Polity
To all members of the college community.

As Chairman of your Student Polity Council, 
I consider it my responsibility to respond to Mr. 
Rose’s article and Mr. Schmidt’s letter in the pre
vious issue of the foreWORD by way of explanation 
and also to set out what I believe to be the only 
argument in favor of the Polity Council purchasing 
and consuming refreshments at its meetings, pur
chased with money from student activity fees.

Mr. Schmidt’s concerns are well founded, as 
far as they go. I have tremendous respect for Mr. 
Schmidt’s intelligence and moral sensibilities, and 
he is certainly correct in theory when he claims 
that students who would attend Polity Council 
meetings for the sake of pizza are unlikely to act in 
the best interests of the polity. These, in fact, were 
concerns I had earlier this year when the “Brew 
Crew” attempted to pack the council by offering 
pre-meeting beers. The outcome of that attempt 
— those members who either had or acquired an 
interest in the workings of the Polity Council have 
remained to the benefit of the Council, while the 
others stopped attending when the beer stopped 
flowing — suggests that this practice, while not 
universally beneficial, cannot be dismissed as 
wholly detrimental to the Council. Several of the 
most active members of the Council, most notably 
our Treasurer, Bob Forrester, came to us because 
of the “Brew Crew”, and I see no reason to assume 
that similar cases will not occur as a result of polity 
pizza. Mr. Schmidt’s first objection seems to me 
on the grounds of past experience to be inconclu
sive.

His second objection is firmly grounded in 
the hallowed ground of Plato’s Republic. As every 
current voting member was serving on the Polity 
Council before the advent even of the idea of polity 
pizza, it seems impossible that they have become 
so “for the sake of’ the pizza; rather they became 
so and have remained so for the sake of their own 
interest in the student government. The remainder 
of the quote suggests that the members of the polity 
council must be called “hirelings;” they are certainly

not “thieves,” as the vote was taken in open session 
(which every member of the community was 
strongly urged to attend) and the results of which 
were posted openly in the Minutes of the Polity 
Council meeting for that week.

The third reason in support of polity pizza 
which Mr. Schmidt considers he does not deign to 
refute; apparently he sees the argument that the 
pizza is available to any and all who attend a 
Council meeting as being too feeble to need refuta
tion. I disagree; indeed if the food was available 
only for voting members I would be strongly op
posed to the students’ money being spent on it 
This argument is in fact vitally important to what I 
consider to be the only truly valid argument in 
favor of the Council’s activity on this issue.

We have seen several times this year that vital 
issues brought before the Council have been allowed 
to drag on for weeks, sometimes months, because 
the Council as a whole has lacked patience and 
determination in addressing the issues as they have 
arisen. Most particularly in the cases of the ill- 
fated Amnesty Intenational charter, the issue of 
theater on campus, and the funding of the 
foreWORD, the Polity Council has acted with what 
I think is an insufferable lack of expedition in re
solving these questions. It is my hope that as these 
or similar issues arise in the future that the presence 
of warm food will allow the Council and more 
importantly its guests to give each issue its due 
consideration as it arises, to deal with it thought
fully and in a reasonable amount of time. I do not 
think that it can be denied that people are in general 
happier and more reasonable when they are well- 
fed and comfortable, and the reverse when they are 
not; and so I believe that spending a small amount 
of student activity funds on a happy, reasonable 
Polity Council to be well worth the price. If in 
reaching this conclusion I have been guilty of 
sophistry or casuistry, I ask anyone who can explain 
my missteps to me to do so, lest I fall into the 
same errors in the future.

I do not pretend that this view is universal 
among the members of the Polity Council. Certain 
of its members see the refreshments as their just
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compensation for services rendered; I would agree 
with Mr. Schmidt and Mr. Rose that such an attitude 
is shamelessly mercenary and has no place on a 
volunteer governmental board such as our own. 
As to Mr. Rose s quote from a Council member 
that “We want to eat well,” the Council has on 
occasion met during dinner in the Private Dining 
Room, which is uncomfortably small and even 
claustrophobic; and it seems impracticable to have 
the meetings in the dining hall itself because of the 
general din and distractions, although I am willing 
to try it if the rest of the Council is.

In passing it occurs to me that the objections 
of both Mr. Schmidt and Mr. Rose are, no matter 
how well-reasoned and -intentioned, a trifle disin
genuous; it was the council under Mr. Schmidt’s 
leadership that spent student monies on pizza and 
soft drinks at the last meeting of the ‘92-’93 school 
year, and provided the inspiration for the current 
Council’s behavior; and Mr. Rose was a present 
voting member at the unanimous vote in favor of 
the idea in December, as a quick perusal of the 
appropriate Polity Council minutes will plainly 
show. Mr. Schmidt opines that “One wonders how 
they could have looked at each other as they pulled 
this off without laughing, crying or vomiting.” I 
was there and can answer that the Council did not 
believe itself to be “pulling” anything off; rather it 
was acting in accordance with what it perceived to 
be the best interests of the student polity. It is 
truly unfortunate that the Council could not avail 
itself of Mr. Schmidt’s more penetrating observa
tions at the time. I can only hope, with Mr. Rose 
and himself, that more (and more deeply perceptive) 
members of the student body will attend Council 
meetings in the future, lest the Council be guilty of 
a further “monstrosity”, though experience suggests 
that the members of the Polity Council are on aver
age neither more nor less capable of making fine 
moral and ethical distinctions, which lack both au
thors implicitly accuse the Council of.

Finally, in response to sentiments expressed 
by both Messrs. Rose and Schmidt that the student 
polity should seek better class representatives (and 
by way of extension, better Council officers), their 
point is unassailably true — we should always find 
the best leadership available. I point eagerly to the

section of the Council Charter on impeachment and 
encourage them, or for that matter any other student, 
to make full use of it if they truly believe there is a 
better alternative. For my part, I am convinced 
that we have the best leadership available, in part 
because the exodus en masse of virtually all mem
bers of last year’s Council has made their experience 
and wisdom inaccessible but primarily because, 
despite the unashamedly polemical tone of both of 
last week’s pieces, the members of our Polity 
Council are such becuase they are the ones who do 
care about student government.

-Aaron Fredrickson, Student Polity Council 
Chair

Note: I was indeed present at the time of the 
unanimous vote in favor of buying pizza, but (as a 
look at the minutes in the library will show) I was 
not a voting member. I had not at that point at
tended three previous meetings, and so I was listed 
as a guest in the minutes . The few things I said in 
Polity about the pizza were not in favor of it, 
though I did decide to delay writing my article 
until just after Polity agreed to fund the Foreword.

There was no Polity meeting or pizza during 
Long Weekend. The Polity members I have talked 
to say that no one has yet said anything to them 
against the pizza.

—Randall Rose

Puzzle
Use clues on left (1-6) to get words on right. 

Then rearrange boxed letters to get answer to #7.

1. Shreds
2. Free money
3. Texture
4. Final home
5. Wrestle
6. Vivid

1.

2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

-□

:;:a;gn
7. He thought a lot 7. □□□□□□

Hint: all words 1-6 start with same 3 letters. 
—Jessica Hersh
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Adventures of a Lush in the Ukraine
In the beginning my luggage weighed 250 

lbs.
Arrived in Moscow 5pm, contact spoke no 

English. Went to Kharkov that night and stayed 
for a week. No hitches.

Sat. Sept. 19, 1992—I’ve changed families 
& now with Helen, Oleg, and son Stass. Stass’s 
friends: Mark—the slim guy off Fat Albert’s, 
Andrew—short & in control, Julie & Kate (rarely 
saw one without the other) fairly attractive, 
Henry—only one aside from Stass who spoke 
English. Went to party at night with some of 
Stass’s friends. Showed some card tricks. A 
little vodka, 5-6 shots, not bad. Rooskie Cham
pagne tasted great at first but then the added sugar 
began to sicken one. Andrew says vodka will 
double in price Oct. 1st in Gov’t stores—black 
market will follow. I might invest in some. 
Gasoline is now up to 1/4 of what it is in the US, 
which of course is 1/4 of what it is in Germany.

Mon. 9/28—Got inebriated once again at one 
of Stass’s friends’. Henry and Andrew dropped 
some cry stal which POed his parents. Party broke 
up at 9:30, but for some strange reason I was 
back home at about 12:00. All I remember was 
walking. I wasn’t wasted, quite intact. Asked to 
dance a couple of times. Made first Russian 
toast—“A toast to Peter who brought us more 
vodka.”

10/2 Kiev—Pollution like a river thru the 
streets. Puked from greasy breakfast. Anne (trav
eling Irish-American) & I were sitting down be
side an art exhibit in the culture center. I had left 
my hat out in front of me by chance. Earned 18 
kyp. 20 k. from some kid field trip. Perhaps it is 
time to wash. Went to restaurant by Dnieper. 
Coke for 21 kyp., omelet. On to ancient nunnery 
with healing springs, then two bottles of wine: 
1st a Red Whiskey I swear (really cheap too) 
with Arab/Turk script, 2nd White ’88 Italian, also 
trash. At night went with Anne and Scott (an
other American) to some bar where I planted the

Red Whiskey. Expensive hotel bar, with Euro 
prices. Went for cheeseburger. Derailed trolley 
bus (quite common) & car chase for night’s en
tertainment. Craziest drivers on earth. No blood, 
no argument. A says, “Officer, he smashed my 
door, it doesn’t work.” B—“So what, you’ve got 
three more.” C—’That guy’s lying, he had the 
right of way.” Officer—“And what did you see?” 
D—“I saw A pay C $20 to say that.” Officer— 
“Just apologize and go away.” The roads are so 
bloody ripped, it’s like 4-wheeling on concrete.

Wed. following—Rainy, lost borrowed 
zontik (umbrella) yesterday. Saw Lavra, an old 
monastery, in morning. Caves there are closed 
on rainy days. Went with Scott to a Hard Cur
rency Grocery- and charged $55 on Am/Ex: 
Sandman’s port $15, Stroh’s Rum (80%) $10, 
some cream liquor $8, & some magazines. More 
cheeseburgers. Back to where we were staying. 
Anne back with Valencia (a guide) from Babi 
Yar—where many Jews were killed and buried 
during the Nazi invasion. There is a great poem 
about this place. Died after a half-pint of Stroh 
straight. Split an egg with Anne.

10/13—Caught a cold from teacher Sat. & 
kept in bed all day & Sun. Took 3/4-full Stroh to 
Misha’s (friend of Stass) and met Sasha (singer 
for local punk group DEC King Size—Drugs F— 
ing Company). Puked, blacked out. Sasha had 
an amused smile when handing me my hat and 
coat when I got up to leave the last night. Felt 
great that morning. Helen intentionally overfed 
me. Train to Crimea 9 or 10.

Old ladies (over 50) dye their hair purple 
and other odd colors. Some sort of style.

Capital city Simferopol at 9 or 10 in morn
ing. Riot in town that day. Tartars and their heri
tage. 30 wounded. Bus to Aloopka. Sat in back 
with Anne. Great castle & stylized nature. Built 
by high-ranking duke in style of Romance 
(castle). Arabesque, Gothic, Palace that fits in 
with nature, looks part of mountain. When he 
came to visit, all of the village was a party. Wine
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Adventures of a Lush, continued
tasting—Crimean wines too sweet. Only one I 
liked they didn’t sell. Bought 2 bottles of vodka. 
While waiting outside bookstore for others, 2 
separate people tried to buy them, thinking I was 
selling. Keep products out of sight. Remembered 
a C-rate Soviet movie where a cowboy who was 
prince charming could beat a guy up at light 
speed, passed out at the slightest whiff of alco
hol, & did flips off of huge cliffs in ambush. I 
commented after a particular speedy flight, I 
would be amused by a bedroom scene. Young 
boy beating a bush outside. He left and came 
back with stones to throw at it. Cheap entertain
ment, for him and us.

Sun.—Cranes and half-built “concrete mon
strosities”: a sign of a country under Soviet power. 
Everywhere. 4 within view of our hotel. Small 
mountains, remind me of home. Didn’t expect to 
go 1/2 way around the globe to see what w as in 
my backyard.

Fri.—full moon (new moons should be called 
empty or full one’s “old”). Walked 3-4 hours past 
civilization & back. Anne told story of lady who 
after police took her husband away for life— 
some minor misdemeanor—threw stones at po
lice station & broke windows. She ran to ask 
Victor’s (Anne’s tutor) mother what to do, who 
said to hide under table with an open umbrella.. 
When police came they thought her loony and 
left. Victor lived early part of life in Siberia 
where all alternative sorts were. Milk came frozen 
in cylinders. Only sound from footsteps in snow. 
Reminded one of those B&W WWII Russian 
movies with the bleak atmosphere. Better yet. 
The Ice Thief with the B&W Italian emptiness.

Sat. —Walk in heavily wooded forests near 
Alushta. Downed bottle of vodka and slept. Knew 
it was a dog-eared night when I found my hair 
plastered to the head and shower. Woke at 11:30 
and read Freud. Left a rose in Anne’s room.

Sun. — Played cards and left for Kharkov. 
Someone let out a jar of flies in our cabin again 
when we woke up. Jake killed a few with my

Middle East Report. I beat Jake by 2 or 3 bare
handed. Toilet a fly factory. Railroad stations 
play music for trains headed toward Moscow. 
Slept with clothes and boots on, mattress as a 
pillow. Not much Mon.

Tues.—Caught cold again. Sometime over 
past week I proposed to follow Anne around 
world. Learned the 6 cases of nouns from Jake.

Anne had told me an anecdote: Pushkin after 
being kicked out of St. Petersburg for some vulgar 
poetry was a minister under the duke who owned 
the Castle in Aloopka. He was sent out to report 
on the locust problems in a local area. Pushkin 
came back to give a paper with only one line on 
it, ’They came, they sat, they ate, they left.” The 
Duke got St. Petersburg to take Pushkin back.

—Matt Hood

People to bitch at if you don’t like 
what’s going on here:

Randall Rose 
(editor)
Alexa Van Dalsem 
(layout & delivery)
Aaron Fredrickson 
(filler-inner)
Chris Allison, Tom Jacobson 
(clarity & grammar)
Cass Carrigan, Hope Del Carlo, 

Kathiyn Hoar
(taste & judgment)

There will be a meeting in ESL-115 
on Wednesday at 2:45 PM; any new people 
who want to contribute should come.

If you play acoustic music, and are interested 
in performing at Collegium Musicum (on Faculty 
Seminar Day, Wednesday, March 3rd, 3:30-5:30), 
please contact A. Elizabeth Stanton.
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Press Release Digest 
—Political Correctness

Dinesh D’Souza will be 
lecturing here on Tuesday the 
22nd. His press kit says “Dinesh 
D’Souza is available exclusively 
through MasterMedia Limited for 
lectures, debates, seminars and 
residencies,” and goes on to sug
gest a number of lecture topics. 
What Mr. Agresto actually invited 
him to speak on, though, is “The 
Challenge of Diversity and Po
litical Correctness on Cam
puses”; Mr. D’Souza’s Illiberal 
Education (1991) was one of the 
most prominent books of the anti
political correctness movement. I 
guess Agresto thought Mr. 
D’Souza could provide a view
point that our regular lecture se
ries lacked.

The battle against political 
correctness has been going on for 
quite a while, and, as has often 
been pointed out, it has become 
politically correct to attack po
litical correctness. Supporting 
“political correctness” is a less 
widespread orthodoxy than op
posing it, which is one reason 
why most of the publicity has 
been against it. But a bigger 
problem with the term “political 
correctness” is that the term 
means almost nothing, and even 
what it does mean is unclear. I 
have seen “political correctness” 
used to mean; a) A kind of rec
ommended diction, words to use 
or avoid; b) sympathy for Third 
World people, blacks, women; c) 
any liberal or left-wing view; d) 
political conformism; e) attempts 
to enforce or overdo any of the

above. A phrase as unclear as 
this, especially when abbreviated 
to PC, just suggests something 
you don’t like without giving you 
a clear picture of what it is. As 
Orwell and others have said, 
speaking in terms like these 
makes it hard to question your ' 
beliefs or even understand why 
you hold them.

Mr. D’Souza’s book con
centrates on universities’ anti
prejudice policies, and gives 
many examples of their bad con
sequences. His criticisms are in
teresting, especially since he 
himself is an immigrant from In
dia, and can see racism as a 
problem. (He considers other bi- 
£ises less important; sexism is 
mentioned only as a problem of 
the past, and the few references 
to anti-homophobic policies don’t 
indicate any sympathy for gays.) 
The rest of his resume is quite 
impressive, too; in 1987-8 he was 
a “Senior Domestic Policy Ana
lyst” in the White House, and 
helped work out Reagan’s poli
cies on civil rights, constitutional 
issues, and AIDS. Though the 
title of ’’Senior Analyst” might 
mean only the next-to-lowest 
rank, it still indicates a vast 
amount of ambition and talent for 
someone who was only 26 at the 
time and not even an American 
citizen yet. In fact, one thing that 
surprised me about his book was 
that, except for a couple of re
marks on race, D’Souza’s reac
tions were completely normal for 
an American conservative. If an

American went to India, would 
he end up saying the same kinds 
of things an ordinary Indian 
would?

D’Souza’s ideas on educa
tion are pretty sensible: universi
ties should not concentrate on 
race- and sex-based courses, but 
should teach great books. Show
ing the reasonableness of his 
views, he says that “No one at 
Stanford or other campuses has 
denied that students would ben
efit from exposure to the great 
works of non-Westem cultures, 
such as the Ramayana.” (His 
book gives no evidence that he 
has heard of St. John’s.) He adds 
that “Another valuable addition 
to a great books curriculum would 
be the Gitanjali, written in the 
early part of this century by the 
Bengali poet Rabindranath 
Tagore” (can you imagine that on 
the program?) On this count 
alone, D’Souza is definitely one 
of the most left-leaning lecturers 
we’ve had at this school for a 
long time. His talk should be 
worth hearing.

—Randall Rose

Mr. Christopher 
Bruell will be lecturing on 
Plato this Tuesday. If you 
think Plato is God, or even 
if you don’t, it’s worth go
ing to this one. Find me 
after lecture if you want to 
write one of the reviews.

—Randall Rose
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