


Jonathan Morgan___________________________
Will the Real St. John’s Please Stand Up?

Part Deux: Good Citizen Good Citizen
Or Those Harmless Weirdos, at it attain.
In my last piece (oh those many long weeks ago) 1 pointed out 

the argument that Socrates could be seen as a good citizen or a 
bad one, depending on perspective. Whether good or bad, he was 
eertainly a nonconformist. He spent the lion’s share of his time 
wandering around the agora engaging people in conversation about 
seemingly trivial, esoteric matters—to the detriment of his family 
life, his finances and his day-to-day household and political affairs. 
He associated with unsavory characters, treated the memories of 
Great Men (Solon, Cimon and Pericles, the Athenian “Founding 
Fathers”) critically or dismissively, and openly questioned the fun
damental values of his society. But perhaps his greatest crime, from 
society’s point of view, was that he caused other citizens to ques
tion those values, without giving them any concrete suggestions 
on what to replaee them with. So even though Socrates attended 
religious festivals, served his time in the military and in the boule, 
he was far from a model citizen. One might say that he obeyed the 
letter of the law, but he had less faith in its spirit.

In America, as in Athens, the responsibilities of citizenship go 
beyond obeying the laws and showing up to vote every once in a 
while. It is often considered politically irresponsible to go against 
the majority. And in America as in Athens, individuals who own 
up to beliefs that are too far from the norm are distrusted and 
ostracized. For instanee, members of the American communist 
party have traditionally faced mistrust and persecution from their 
fellow citizens—in spite of the fact that the communist party is a 
legitimate political organization which tries to get representatives 
elected by fair and legal means, or that most of its members are law 
abiding citizens who have never committed treason or tried to start 
a revolution. A fresher example of how raising your voice against 
the majority is branded bad citizenship can be found in the 2000 
presidential election: how many people were accused of ‘letting the 
bad guys win’, of being irresponsible citizens, simply because they 
chose to vote for Ralph Nader on idealogical grounds?

Given that a few basic values held in common by everyone 
are necessary to keep society together and running smoothly, 
it’s not surprising or entirely unjustified that the majority some
times reacts violently to non-conformists. But beyond whether it’s 
Just that society picks on weirdos, it can be argued that those 
weirdos, even harmless ones, often don’t contribute much to their 
society. Ladies and gentlemen, it may be that we are those very 
harmless weirdos.

If we could show that St. John’s had some specific political goal 
in mind, or conformed to some specific ideological perspective, we 
might be able to prove that (unlike Socrates) St. John’s doesn’t Just 
pluck out all your preconceived notions and throw out your empty 
husk. So, does a St. John’s education effectively train students to 
conform? At first, this seems doubtful. Not only does the college 
actively seek out idiosyncratic people, it also reinforces our idio
syncrasies by loading us up with four years of impractical, inappli
cable education (at least, that’s how non-Johnnies often regard it). 
It is also hard to accuse the St. John’s program of indoctrinating us 
to any particular political bias. Politically liberal institutions have 
a notoriously hard time seeing through the racism, class-ism, and

I continued on page 23

Adam Willson______________________________
The Sundry Contemplation of My Travels

'And indeed, gentlemen, there exists a law, not written down 
anywhere but inborn in our hearts; a law which comes to us not 
by training or custom or reading but by derivation and absorp
tion and adoption from nature itself; a law which has come 
to us not from theory but from practice, not by instruction but 
by natural intuition. / refer to the law which lays it down that, if 
our lives are endangered by plots or violence or armed 
robbers or enemies, any and every method of protecting our
selves is morally right.'

- Cicero, In Defense of Titus Annius Milo
Upon reviewing my editorial for last issue, I felt the urgent 

need to further explain something, which I merely left to the wind 
of conjecturing minds. There is no need to explain why some of 
my comments were inflammatory, or why I put sentiments into 
the mouths of a vast majority that arc probably mine alone. The 
simple reason is: I like revolt. But what 1 would like to give more 
definition to now is a brief and unadorned assertion I made that 
perhaps our voting rights don’t really matter. For sure, I did not 
mean it as a complete profession of my feelings, nor did I mean it 
in the way that I’m sure a lot of you interpreted it - that we should 
waste no time in such futile dealings. But, if you will bear with 
me for a moment, I will tell you explicitly what I meant.

As a sophomore, I have Just finished reading from The Annals 
of Tacitus and, like many of my classmates, my mind is livid 
with the precedents set forth in the reading. Truly, while Tiberius’ 
rule as Roman emperor provides us a great description of despo
tism, Tacitus’ account of it also allows us a window into human 
nature. Toward the end of our reading (Books IV - VI, especially), 
we see more and more cases against alleged treason, more 
behind-the-hand talk of revolt and ostentatious literary at
tacks on the emperor. All the ruckus of the people was moving 
toward a hostile pique, eventually being one of the causes for 
Tiberius’ reclusion.

We get a clear depiction of the times in the in.stitution of the de- 
latores, an abhorrent crowd who actually get paid for turning in 
their fellow men on counts of treason. With the reign of Tiberius 
in full-swing, cases of treason are fabricated left and right, for 
the sake of an extra buck. It becomes clear that Tiberius is not 
the only ruthless one involved in his reign; there are hundreds of 
Tiberian proteges, taking over the streets. And they have no small 
influence over the political structure in Rome at the time.

Even though laws were instituted (though some were uncon
stitutional - Just like the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T Act), Rome’s 
success as a truly great state rose or fell with the behavior of its 
people. Though we may allow our people to vote (an allowance 
not fully given in Tiberius’ empire), that alone does not ensure 
our ability to withstand a nation of capitalistic Caesars, or lazy 
minds, or perfidious infringements on our health, safety, and 
liberty. These defects persist in our country, whether we attempt 
to vote them out or not. And I am not the first to claim that most 
of our truly heinous enemies are those we are unaware of and yet 
persist. Those that come from our own hearts.

It is our responsibility to fight against these foes in ourselves, 
and devise against them in the world; and it is a blessing that 
most of us at St. John’s have the ability to do so. And so, per the
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I am the SRB
by Molly Hedges

H
ello. 1 am the President of the Student Review Board. Name 

of Molly Hedges, an Arkansan born and bred, I am plenty of 
other irrelevant things as well. 1 guess I feel like the SRB has 
been misunderstood as a student policing body lately. Which is untrue. 

We’re actually in place so that the community can take care of its own. 
In other words, if someone wanted to come forward about the breaking 
in of the common room doors, better to come forth to fellow students 
who are legally bound to be discreet (which is a sweet word) than to 
the administration, who is bound to put it in your file. We’re a group of 
people who have had friends who have had unfortunate brushes with the 
administration. We want to give the community another alternative.

Rather than having Mr. Davis try to deal with problems that arise in 
the community himself, the SRB is intended to have the opportunity 
to work out these problems instead. Mr. Davis does trust the SRB to 
handle these situations appropriately, so he is willing to put them in our 
hands. This saves him the trouble of trying to judge a situation he’s 
relatively unfamiliar with while giving the students their own chance to 
work out problems.

For instance in the case of the breaking of the common room doors, 
if someone comes forward about it, then their name(s) are never distrib
uted to ANYONE including the administration. Not even the student 
body would know. What would come about is that the reasons behind 
the break-ins would be known, the damage would be covered, and 
the administration would have greater reason to trust the community 
here to take care of their own problems. The parties involved would have 
a second chance instead of a record. That’s what the SRB is intended to 
do for us.

Even smaller quarrels are open to us. If your roommate was stealing 
your food or even some of your stuff, the SRB can handle that. Then 
no one’s name goes to the administration, but the quarrel is .settled. We 
are your fellow students, not power hungry people Just out to settle our 
personal disputes. I invite criticism. We’re still unsure as a group how to 
handle some cases, and we are here for the eommunity, not against it.

So, to sum up, community blah blah opportunity blah problems... we 
all agree blah blah community community blah future... ehildren are our 
greatest resource. Ah... yes. So, that’s it. We stand for Justice. But we 
don’t brake for workers or honk for Jesus.
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Fencing at St. John’s
by Ariadne Talbot

M
odem Fencing is a sport that 

combines the wearing of all 
over tighty-whities and the 
challenge of poking and/or slashing an 

opponent repeatedly (see insert picture of 
author and a vanquished opponent). What 
more could you want? I mean, where else 
are you going to get a legit reason to do 
these things at the same time\ This sport 
is just sexy. Sexy and sweaty. Sort of like 
Errol Flynn or Antonio Banderas as Zorro.

Other things that may appeal to Johnnies 
in particular about fencing is that you really 
don’t met stupid fencers. Par example, some 
famous fencers include, Winston Churchill, 
Grace Kelly, Rene Descartes, Ezra Pound, 
Marx, Napoleon, Shakespeare, W.B. Yeats, 
Neil Diamond and the lead singer of Iron 
Maiden. As you can see, there is simply no 
room for the stupid in this sport. Fencing 
has been called ‘physical chess’ and when 
you see Olympic fencing at 3am in the 
morning and entire bouts lasts less than 
5 seconds, (besides wondering why you 
stayed up) i swear those professional fenc
ers are actually operating at a tremendous 
mental and physical level. You have to be 
not to laugh uncontrollably at the spec
tacle. Another perk to this sport is the near 
total lack of death. This past century only 
saw three fatalities in sport fencing, each 
of very bazaar circumstances (but who 
knows, we could get lucky). Conclusion: 
Do not fear the blade, join us! Gird up your 
loins and learn to fence!

Most of us do not know (and few re
member) that St. John’s College has a 
great and long fencing history. It all began 
somewhere in Morocco, (let’s say a bar) 
decades ago. A Johnny was telling one 
Istvan Fehervary, a ex-political prisoner 
from Hungary, about the college. “Vat? 
No Gyhm?’’ I imagine him saying and 
then, slamming his fist resolutely on the 
bar, “Zat is vat I vill doo! I vill create a 
gyhm andt a fenzing programme for you!”

And so he did in 1969. Bless his saber 
swinging heart.

So when you next walk into the gym 
and hear the fine sound of steel clashing, 
feet stamping, and humans letting out 
guttural exclamations or French words, 
you’re just in time for either fencing or 
the French Foreign Legion has joined in on 
the Venkatesh workout. Either way, it will 
be wonderful.

Facts about St. John’s Fencing:
•It is the school’s only continually inter

collegiate sports.
•We coordinate weekly with a contin

gency of fencers from around town.
•St. John’s actually has a fencing award, 

though it hasn’t been awarded since 1998 
and is very dusty. *cough*

•St. John’s holds several yearly fencing 
competitions both formal and informal.

•Our official team name is the “St. John’s 
Hippy Bashers”

•The club practices in all three fenc
ing weapons (foil, saber, and epee)- at the 
same time!

•We provide the equipment (yes you get 
to have a ‘sword’), friendly over qualified 
instruction for fencers of every level, and 
it’s all FREE to any College member. Just 
bring your cadav...er...self.

•The SAC sent out the wrong schedule. 
The fencing club actually meets Monday 
and Thursday (come anytime) from 
5-6:30pm for open fencing and Saturday 
from l-3pm for lessons and maybe some 
workshops.

Ariadne Talbot is even quicker with 
a sword than she is with a pen. She 
can flay a trout faster than a speeding 
security van, has more steam than a 
locomotive, and leap short tutors in a 
single bound.

Famous Fencers include 
Winston Churchill, 
Grace Kelly, Rene 

Descartes, Ezra Pound, 
Marx, Napoleon, 

Shakespeare, W.B. Yeats, 
Neil Diamond and the 

lead singer of Iron Maiden
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Johnnies, help 
Carnaval Santa Fe 

to begin some traditions

Carnaval Santa Fe
by Ellen Lampert

C
amavale (Venice), Kameval 

(Rhineland), Carnaval (Rio), 
Mardi Gras (New Orleans). 
Carnival is a celebration to get us through 

the winter, dating back to Roman times. 
Ask any Rhinelander and he or she will 
tell you that Karneval begins on the elev
enth day of the eleventh month, at eleven 
o’clock in the morning. This particular be
ginning, throughout Europe, coincides with 
the Armistice of WWI. Shrove Tuesday, 

Fett Dienstag, Mardi Gras, the day 
before Ash Wednesday, all signal the end 
of Carnival.

Johnnies! WE WANT YOU! Specilically, 
we want you to form a Masquerade Brigade 
or Brigades to join with the people of Santa 
Fe in celebrating the first annual Carnaval 
Santa Fe! Our kick-off event is November 
11, in the Plaza, 1 - 3 pm, the beginning 
of a three-month program of events. What 
is a Masquerade Brigade you ask? In 
New Orleans they are called “krewes”, in 
Mexico they are “conjuntos”, in Cologne 
they are “Gruppen”, and in Basel they 
are “Cliques”. The Santa Fe Masquerade 
Brigades are groups of people who get to
gether under a chosen theme, pick a contact 
person, and a name, and register by going 
to www.camivalsantafe.com clicking onto 
the “masquerade brigade” page and con
tacting the Brigades Master. Or contact me, 
ellenlampert@qwest.net. I am chairperson 
for Masquerade, and Brigade Commander 
of The Blue Angels. Need some Carnaval 
coaching? I am available to meet with 
groups or interested individuals. You can 
take a look at the brigades already regis
tered at www.carnavalsantafe.com as ex
amples. The reason for registering is quite 
simple. The Carnaval Brigades Master 
needs to be able to inform all costume 
groups about events they can Join in. And 
some brigades like to inform others about 
impromptu participatory events. For those 
of you who cannot come out on November

11, between 1 and 3, on November 5 you 
can join the Blue Angel, Venezia and 
Avant Garde Brigades for a more informal 
costume walk on Palace Avenue, at the 
monthly Palace at Twilight gallery walk.

We will also be out on Canyon Road 
in costume on Christmas Eve, we will be 
bunnyhopping the Round House in 
January, and we will have a Mardi Gras 
parade in February.

Santa Fe has the great good fortune to 
use the wonderful new CARNAVAL! ex
hibit, by curator Barbara Mauldin, at the 
Museum of International Folk Art, as a 
launch pad for our winter festival. If you 
have not already seen the CARNAVAL! 
preview show, do drop by the museum 
for a look. The Museum of International 
Folk Art is free to New Mexico residents 
on Sundays.

We urge you to take advantage of the 
Carnaval Santa Fe website! Click into the 
“events” page to see some of the happen
ings in store. Click into the “forum” to join 
the Carnaval discussion. If you click into 
the “media room” you can download and 
print out posters with either a calendar or 
instructions on how to join the Carnaval 
Santa Fe masquerade.

What is typical of Carnaval? Well, peo
ple are out socializing in their costumes, 
putting on costume parties, and doing a 
lot of political parody. Participating restau
rants and cafes around Santa Fe will have 
“Carnaval Friendly Venue” signs in their 
windows, indicating that brigade members 
are welcome to patronize those establish
ments in their costumes.

Friday, November 19, 5:30 - 7 pm is the 
official public opening of the CARNAVAL! 
show at the Museum of International Folk 
Art, featuring live music, stilt walkers, 
and a reception. We invite you to come 
in costume. Sunday, November 21 will be 
Activities Day, 1-4 pm.
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January 6, known in many places 
as “Three Kings Day”, is Cake Walk. 
Participating bakeries throughout town 
will be competing in a “King Cake” 
(New Orleans) competition. Stay tuned for 
more information on the Cake Walk, or 
Bakery Crawl.

My own expertise in Camaval is 
Cologne, Germany, where I lived for 12 
years. Santa Fe has not yet had time to 
develop the traditions peculiar to Cologne, 
such as: “Weiberfastnacht” (Ladies 
Camaval), the day on which a lady, if she is 
wearing a costume, may cut off the necktie 
of any man she kisses. You see a lot of guys 
out in turtlenecks on Weiberfastnacht. One 
of my favorite activities is the Great Dmm 
Bivouac, the Saturday before Mardi Gras. 
Anybody who can bang a drum arrives in 
the center of town and starts playing.

On Saturday, Febmary 5, the Museum 
of International Folk Art will host a Mardi 
Gras/Camival Party for those 21 and over. 
The party will have a Costume Showdown, 
with prizes, and a Lack-of-Talent contest. 
So start rehearsing!

Different Camaval venues have different 
main costume parades to end the Camaval 
season. New Orleans has a Tuesday parade 
(Mardi Gras), Cologne has a Monday 
parade (Rosenmontag), and Santa Fe will 
have a Sunday parade on Febmary 6. 
Everyone is welcome to participate.

Johnnies! Help Camaval Santa Fe to 
begin some traditions! Those of you cur
rently at St. John’s, begin a Brigade as 
a legacy that will keep on going! Let us 
know what you want to contribute to 
Camaval Santa Fe!

Ellen Lampert is Gideon Cultnan's 
mother. She took this picture at his sixth 
birthday.

OUR GENERATION 
MUST TAKE ON THIS ISSUE.

First Application Deadline: October 24th!
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Chrysostomos Puts on One Hell 
of a Good Show
by Trystan Popish

The dedication of all the 
actors was evident in 

all their performances; 
even the dead were 

convincing.

W
hat did you do on October 9 

and 10? Maybe you spent time 
with your visiting parents and 
family. Maybe you sat in your room alone. 

Maybe you don’t remember. Regardless, 
there is one event you should have made time 
for in your schedule: Chrysostomos’ presen
tation of Stephen Vineent Benet’s “The Devil 
and Daniel Webster.” For those of you who 
missed it, here’s a quick synopsis of the plot: 
Jabez Stone, a prosperous young politician 
and new husband, made a deal with the devil 
ten years ago: suceess and the woman of his 
dreams in exehange for his soul. The devil 
(AKA Mr. Scratch) comes on Stone’s wed
ding day to ensure Stone keeps his end of the 
bargain. Luckily, Daniel Webster, rhetorical 
genius that he is, is a guest at the wedding 
and is willing to take on Stone’s case. Mr. 
Serateh provides a jury of the damned and 
a judge from hell, and the trial (and the fight 
for Stone’s soul) ensues.

Since you didn’t come, I won’t tell you 
the end (though you eould probably guess 
the outeome if you really tried). While I ean 
summarize the plot for you, I can’t adequate

ly synopsize the performances of the actors 
or the effort of the tech crew. Mark Cassells 
starred as debonair Daniel Webster, Chase 
Anderson as the formidable Mr. Serateh, 
and Adam Scott as Jabez Stone and Jesse 
Longman as his new bride Mary, a truly com
mitted newly-wed eouple willing to overcome 
even hell itself to stay together. The dedica
tion of all the aetors was evident in all their 
performanees; even the dead were convincing, 
their joints appearing slightly disjointed and 
their skin a deadly shade of green (thanks to 
the makeup and lighting crews). Though the 
tech crew themselves weren’t seen during the 
performance, their efforts clearly were. Best 
of all is seeing people you know from classes 
or the room downstairs surprise you with 
their usually dormant yet amazing abilities. 
Overall, the play was humorous, heartbreak
ing, hope-inspiring, and hellishly delightful 
while reminding us of the ideals that make 
America the land of the free.

Regardless of your excuse for missing the 
play, you should make time in the future to 
support the theatre efforts at St. John’s. (For 
those of you who did come, keep it up!) If you 
didn’t manage to make it to this Chrysostomos 
performance, you have another chance 
coming up to support St. John’s theatre. 
Chrysostomos will be performing a cross- 
easted version of “The Importance of Being 
Earnest” on Deeember 10-12 (cross-casted 
means the gentlemen will be playing the fe
male parts and the ladies those of the males. It 
should be very interesting.) For each show the 
students of St. John’s put on, they put in end
less hours and effort, all for the entertainment 
of the eollege community (and the townies 
when they’ll come). All that’s asked of you 
(if you can spare a mere few hours) is to be 
entertained. Is that so much to ask? I didn’t 
think so. See you at the show.

TVystan Poppish is the Moon Intern. She gets 
paid to eat popcorn and watch plays, and put up 
with the Editorial staff.
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The Devil and Daniel Webster
by Gideon Culman

M
any years from now, 

when Libby Vega and 
Jesse Lasser are both 
grey and old, on the day that Jabez 

Stone weds his beautiful young bride, 
things won’t go quite as swimmingly 
as planned. Wedding guests dance and 
we see that the bride (Jesse Longman) 
is head-over-heels enamored of new 
groom Jabez (Adam Scott). And what 
a catch! Mr. Stone has gone from in
digent farmer to New Hampshire state 
senator in no time. He’s even friendly 
with hotshot lawyer Daniel Webster 
(Mark Cassels). If you think Stone’s 
career sounds too good to be true, 
don’t worry —it is.

Jabez Stone seems baffled that 
a certain someone — maybe the 
devil?—hasn’t crashed his wedding 
to close a deal. That’s when Chase 
Anderson (played by the devil) sneaks 
onto the stage all dressed in black and 
tries to claim what’s his by right; it 
turns out there’s a reason Stone has 
done so well for himself: he sold his 
soul to Chase Anderson.

The wedding guests bolt when they 
find out that a politician has had deal
ings with Chase Anderson. Reasoning 
that “if two New Hampshiremen 
aren’t a match for the devil, we might 
as well give the country back to the 
Indians,” Daniel Webster creates a 
New Mexico PR disaster the mo
ment he takes on Jabez Stone’s case. 
Webster’s gonna wrest Stone’s soul 
from the devil!

Daniel Webster tries to best the 
devil by insisting on a trial with an 
American judge and an American jury. 
His reasoning is sound: Americans 
traditionally don’t like the devil. Yet 
the devil consents! He knows he has 
in his back pocket Justice Hathorne 
(Jesse Lasser) of Salem witch trial

fame. And what better crew to pass 
off as a jury than the zombie cast of 
Michael Jackson’s Thriller video?

Looks like Daniel Webster bit off 
more than he could chew. Justice 
Hathorne sustains all of the devil’s 
objections while categorically deny
ing Webster’s. The Thriller ensemble 
agrees to each of the devil’s arguments 
in a hilarious call-and-response led by 
juror Joe Bramante that leaves the audi
ence in stitches.

That’s when Daniel Webster busts out 
his New England patriotism and appeals 
to the American in all of us. Webster 
sways the jury and wins the trial. Jabez 
Stone wins back his soul, and Renee 
Albrecht-Mallinger wins over the 
St. John’s community with her directo
rial debut.

We walk away from The Devil 
and Daniel Webster feeling like 
the triumphant Americans we are. 
But Chrysostomos and Renee have 
something deeper in mind: under no 
circumstances sell your soul to Chase 
Anderson. Unless, of course, you have 
a clever lawyer like Daniel Webster—or 
at least Mark Cassels—on your side.

We walk away from The 
Devil and Daniel Webster 

feeling like the triumphant 
Americans we are.

However much we 'd like to pander to 
Mr. Culman’.; every greedy whim, he only 
gets one blurb in this issue.
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Good Intentions Are Just Not 
Market Liberalism and YOU!

by Andrew Humpheries

A
lmost all of the political rhetoric 

one hears is that one person is 
“for” this and that another person 
is “for” something else. People decide for 

whom to vote by seeing who among the 
candidates wants to make the world the 
way they want it themselves, the candidate 
who professes to have their goals. The in
herent assumption is that the political ma
chine, if piloted by the “right” people, can 
succeed in achieving whatever it sets out 
to do. The question isn’t even generally 
asked if the government makes a situation 
better or worse; people just blindly believe 
that things will be better. There’s a prob
lem with inner-city housing? Then make a 
law! Children aren’t getting as much cal
cium as they need? Make a law! The sun 
is coming in my east facing window and 
making it hard for me to read my computer 
screen. Make a law? There is always a 
one-size-fits-all solution to problems in so
ciety—the government. And the politician 
persuades you that when he is in office, he 
will use that magical power for the causes 
YOU believe in.

Market Liberalism (or Libertarianism) 
claims that this way of looking at things is 
rather naive. Market Liberals believe that 
if you want to be successful in whatever 
goal you choose, you have to know what 
actions will achieve the ends sought; inten
tions about goals are not enough.

Market Liberalism is not against the 
rich or the poor; it promotes the welfare 
of all. Its goals are those of most people: 
peace, prosperity, liberty, a clean environ
ment, security, etc. The way in which

This is a job for logic, 
and not ad hominem 

attacks like "you’re a 
nazi!” ... This is a job 
for economic science!

Enough:

Market Liberals differ from socialists and 
interventionists is merely in the means 
that they believe will be most suited to 
the end of everyone’s well-being. Anyone 
who dismisses Market Liberal ideology 
because they believe that its advocates are 
only interested in benefiting a particular 
class of people is doing so for erroneous 
reasons. If the critic is really interested in 
the well-being of all, it would do him well 
to take seriously whether or not the means 
suggested by Market Liberals will achieve 
this stated end. This is a Job for logic and 
not ad homonym attacks, like “you’re a 
Nazi,” or “my brother is bigger than yours 
and he’s going to beat you up.” It is a job 
for economic science!

Most simply. Market Liberalism, deriv
ing much wisdom from economics and 
sociology, states that a society in which 
everyone is free to associate or not as
sociate and use their property as they see 
fit, i.e. a free market, will be a society 
with the least poverty and the greatest 
opportunities for all. This can be scientifi
cally demonstrated.

The “market” is another name for a 
network of the countless voluntary interac
tions that people enter into as they strive 
to better the lives of their families, friends, 
neighbors, pets, and to achieve the things 
they care about. In the free market, if I 
want your help to build automobiles, you 
have to agree or I am out of luck. I would 
not be permitted to coerce you, with physi
cal force, to do my bidding and likewise 
you would not be permitted to coerce me. 
We must both agree to assist one another. 
Thus the foundation of a free market is 
peaceful cooperation. If I am to work for 
you, you must remunerate me; if I am to get 
bread from you, I must give you something 
in return. When both agree to interact in 
this way we both win: you achieve more of 
what you value and I achieve more of what 
I value. There is no loser, for if someone

would be made worse off by an interaction 
they could freely chose not to enter into it. 
What’s more, in a free market my prosper
ity rests on your prosperity. I am interested 
in your well-being. The more intent I am 
upon achieving what I value, the more I 
must find ways of helping you achieve 
what you desire.

Market Liberalism attempts to extend 
this principle of un-coerced interactions 
as far as possible and recognizes that the 
bedrock of all government power is the 
coercive force of arms. All other political 
philosophies wish to use the coercion upon 
which government power ultimately rests 
(i.e. the army and the police) to achieve 
their ends.

When one person is coerced to do an
other’s bidding, there is necessarily a loser. 
And in a society based on the ability to ini
tiate violence against other people to make 
them do what they wouldn’t freely choose 
to do in the absence of that violence, ev
erybody ends up a loser. When the govern
ment coercively intervenes in the market 
on behalf of someone’s will, it hampers the 
free energies of people, and thus we are all 
made worse off in the long run.

In the 1700’s, the term “Liberalism” was 
awarded to the philosophy of individual 
liberty—including the freedom to own and 
exchange—because it attempted to liberate 
people from the oppression of the coercive 
state. Indeed, everywhere other than North 
America, the term Liberalism is still used 
in this connotation. Market Liberalism 
was and is a radical movement that led 
the battle against the status quo, against 
slavery (including Feudalism), corporate 
welfare (Mercantilism), colonialism, ar
bitrary government power and entrenched 
interests supported by violent institu
tions of all kinds. The Liberals promoted 
equality before the law for all sexes, reli
gions, and races. It is no coincidence that 
England, the US, Canada, New Zealand,

lO
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Our Common Wealth

by Adam Braus

A
 commonality upon which a 

commonwealth is built is of such 
importance, convenience, and 
good ethics that to destroy it would be ir

responsible, and truly shortsighted for the 
members of that community. I have come 
in contact with many individuals contrary 
to this opinion, individuals who agree that 
the organizations and agreements that dis
tinguish the commonwealth of the United 
States should be removed and/or severely 
limited by the people in order to secure 
radical economic liberty. This ‘liberated’ 
environment is dubbed “Libertarianism.” 
As to how far these people feel the federal 
government (or any government) should 
be dismantled, I am not sure. I will avoid 
extreme views, and stick to realistic argu
ments in an attempt to show the weak
ness and inconvenience of the view of 
Libertarianism. I will also explore why this 
ethos might emerge in the present political 
and social atmosphere, and a very realistic 
and appealing alternative to it.

The public does control, strictly, certain 
sectors of the economy in a so-called “free 
market.” The public regulates minimum 
wage, air and traffic transportation, and 
emissions and use of natural resources; it 
provides subsidies to companies, imple
ments tariffs, and provides social security 
and some medical care help to private in
dividuals. In those instances and more the 
public through the government regulates 
portions of the economy; each makes the 
market less free. As any ethical student of 
history can see, this control is implemented 
for good reason.

Libertarianism did once exist in this na
tion. Three things about this time are ap
parent: the lower classes were unethically 
neglected, the economy itself was unstable, 
and ecologically irresponsible. New
fangled and typically unregulated entities, 
corporations, excelled at production and 
amassment of capital of all kinds, be it liq

uid, physical, or human. The treatment of 
human beings in this system characterized 
by radical economic liberty was negligent 
and unethical; however. The robber-bar
ons, the ultra rich, would always have had 
the upper hand over the poor, unorganized, 
and disenfranchised. This deregulated sys
tem was also unstable and unsustainable. A 
market which is not regulated has a tenden
cy to fluctuate greatly; capital trades hands 
quickly, chasing after its maximum profit. 
Such a market only secures the well-being 
of few, mainly the already wealthy, who 
have the means to catch that maximum 
profit. The security and well-being of the 
most is sacrificed for the few. The crash of 
the late 1920’s and the resulting depression 
could have been controlled by a regulated 
financial policy, but because it was not, the 
shortsightedness that accompanies quick 
profit seeking led to the irresponsible use 
of the ultimate fool’s gold: credit. The sub
sequent and intelligent regulation of both 
labor and of financial policy (e.g. setting of 
a minimum wage and creation of the FDIC, 
Federal Deposit Insurance Cooperation) 
has given us the more stable and more 
ethical system that we have today. The 
economy of this time period’s relationship 
to the environment was horrendous, and 
any improvements to this relationship are 
due to governmental intervention (e.g. the 
creation of national forests and the defense 
of natural resources against pollution). To 
ask to remove such regulations on labor, 
financial policy, and environment in favor 
of ‘liberating’ people to buy and sell as 
they please will lead to the same sorts of 
unethical relations to human capital, rap
idly and synthetically changing markets, 
and something the world cannot afford: en
vironmental irresponsibility. Their position 
then and the present one is divided only by 
that protection that the public demanded 
for the common good. The same good and 
bad characteristics of human condition

New-fangled and 
typically unregulated 
entities, corporations, 
excelled at production 

and amassment of 
capital of all kinds, be 
it liquid, physical, or 

human.

reigns over those in positions of power are 
in place then as now, and deregulation is, 
now just as then, quickly taken advantage 
of in order to increase profit, despite the 
out comes. Take for example the abuse 
of emission deregulation in correlation 
with possible and probable fact of global 
warming, or the raise of unregulated health 
care premiums and the very real health care 
crisis in our country.N 

A sense of powerlessness pervades 
the political atmosphere of our country. 
Perhaps those who share this feeling the 
most is the young adults, not just those of 
one political leaning in particular; each and 
every person must deal with not knowing 
how to achieve a substantial foot hold in 
the wall of political change. Libertarianism 
is an imaginary and easy way out: it is 
a way out of owning up to the realities, 
benefits, and intricacies of the many parts 
of the local and national commonwealths. 
Libertarianism is a chance to reject this 
reality for one easier to come to terms with. 
It persuades one to assure one’s own af
fluence above all else, and anyone else. It 
means something very real and terrible to 
ignore the Other, to be partisan only onto 
the Self. This ethos denies the validity of 
the communication and compromise that 
can expand freedom and improve life. 
Despite the fatalistic aphorism, it is not 
a dog-eat-dog world. Rather the world is 
made up of interconnected communities 
of people. These same people, if able to 
communicate and are dedicated to im
proving their lot in life together, form a 
commonwealth. Instead of individual risk 
health insurance, there exists common risk; 
instead of individual injury, there is com
mon injury; instead of individual poverty, 

continued on page 23



An Open Letter to the President
by Ben Glass

Dear Mr. President:

Following the tragie events of 9/11, the outpouring of anger and sorrow nationwide, 
your summons to Americans to “unite in our resolve for justice and peace,” and the begin
ning of the American offensive in Afghanistan, I had vague, albeit positive, notions of the 
U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T Act.

Here’s what I thought: I understood that the primary purpose of this Federal legisla
tion passed in 9/11 ’s horrible aftermath was to protect American citizens from death or 
serious injury caused by future terrorist attacks. I knew the law gave federal law enforce
ment agencies broader authority, such as the ability to share information obtained by legal 
means about terrorists, or the ability to .search and seize incriminating evidence of suspect
ed terrorists more effectively. As a compassionate and just human being, I cheered you on. 
I wanted you to lead the federal government’s efforts to track down terrorists at home and 
to prevent them from striking again on American soil. Like most Americans after 9/11,1 
was scared stiff and mad as hell. I cast my fellow airline passengers many a wary eye. I 
wanted bin Laden captured dead, not alive. And I supported the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act.

That is, until I actually read the fine print a month ago. Here’s what happened: I noticed 
an innocuous, little 8” x 11” placard in my school library. First, it spells out the definition 
of the law’s mnemonic name “U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T”:
Uniting and Securing America by Providing Appropriate Tools Required for 
Intervening and Obstructing Terrorism.

Sounds good so far. But it’s the statement below the definition that sent chills down 
my spine.
Records of the books and other materials [I] borrow from this library may be ob
tained by federal agents.

That sounded very wrong, like an illegal search and seizure: something I thought our 
great law of the land, the Constitution, prohibits. So 1 decided to do some searching of 
my own.

It turned out I was right. Before the passage of the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act, Mr. 
President, federal law enforcement agencies, like the FBI, were only permitted to seize 
records of my activities (like library borrowings), or to search my belongings, with a 
judge’s approval. The purpose of scrutinizing the FBI’s intrusion into my life to such a 
high standard of judicial oversight was to protect my Constitutional right to privacy. (One 
of the things we learn here at St. John’s, Mr. President, is that governments with absolute 
power over their subjects have a nasty track record of manipulating their subject’s lives 
for the leader’s glory, seizing their subject’s property and even enslaving or destroying 
them. Read about the King of Persia in Herodotus’ Histories.) Pre- 9/11, the FBI had to 
justify any intrusion with some evidence of my criminal activity. Now, post- 9/11, the 
FBI can seize my library records from Meem library (and any other), rifle through my 
belongings at home when I’m in the classroom, and even seize all of my Email messages 
from my Email service provider, all without showing any probable cause of my criminal 
activity that was necessary in a pre- 9/11 world. Today, the FBI only needs to make the 
(rather nebulous) claim that my library records, personal effects and private Email letters 
are sought for a “[government] authorized investigation” into “international terrorism” or 
“clandestine intelligence activities.” The burden of proof imposed on the FBI pre- 9/11 to 
show that I am actually doing something illegal has been vaporized post- 9/11. So long as 
the FBI claims that I am part of some ongoing investigation - and they do not even have 
to justify whether I should be part of that investigation - they can search and seize what
ever they want: even, according to Attorney General John Ashcroft, my “genetic informa-
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tion.” My genetic information? Mr. President, aren’t you going a little overboard? While 
you deem the government’s intrusion into my activities and belongings as an “Appropriate 
Tool” against terrorism, Mr. President, I think you are torpedoing my Constitutional right 
to privacy.

So I was not surprised to learn, also, that the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act violates the 
Constitution’s First Amendment protection of freedom of speech. According to the Act, the 
FBI can shove a sock in the mouth of anyone the FBI approaches to help seize my records 
or belongings. The sweet and kind library staff here at Meem library, for example, is for
ever prohibited from telling me that the FBI came and snatched my records - even after 
the fact! The U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act allows the FBI to molest me and to gag everyone 
else involved in their ongoing “international terrorism” or “clandestine intelligence activ
ity” operations. What kind of government are you trying to establish here in America 
Mr. President?

Most troubling of all, the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act makes no provision for a “police” 
to “police the police.” The FBI gains its new power to search my records and seize my be
longings without any judicial oversight. With all due respect to the fine men and women of 
the FBI, somebody besides the FBI’s Internal Affairs division ought to keep an eye on this 
group. This is the same federal agency that shadowed Martin Luther King and made bald 
threats against his person; it’s the same group that kept tabs on thousands of benign Civil 
Rights advocates in the 1960’s. The FBI is a necessary arm of the law, to be sure; but the 
FBI is no Platonic guardian, Mr. President. Someone outside of the FBI needs to make sure 
that petty politics, personal prejudices and profiteerism and careerism don’t color the deci
sions of FBI agents to invade my privacy. And my concerns go well beyond the unjustified 
harassment of my person or the seizure of my own belongings; the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. 
Act is creating a culture of authoritarianism and fear right here in the homeland.

Don’t just take my word for it, Mr. President. Over 275 communities encompa.ssing 50 
million people around our nation have passed resolutions objecting to key provisions of 
the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act. This grand tally of patriots includes entire states like Maine, 
Alaska, Vermont and Hawaii; cities as large as New York (8 million) and Los Angeles (4 
million) and as tiny as Edgartown, MA (3,779). Even members of your own Republican 
party see dangers lurking behind the Act’s provisions. Republican Representative C.L. 
Otter is on the Congressional Record, saying:

American citizens, when the government has pledged to protect them from terrorist 
activities, now find themselves the victims of the very weapons designed to uproot 
their enemies.

You have aimed the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act at unsuspecting U.S. citizens, Mr. 
President, not suspected terrorists. The act violates my Fourth Amendment rights to pri
vacy. The act violates the First Amendment rights to free speech of the people with whom 
I associate and do business. The Act gives unbridled power to a federal law enforcement 
agency with a dismal track record of respecting citizens’ personal and political beliefs. If 
there is a tiny loophole around the Constitution’s privacy protections, Mr. President, you 
can bet more than several FBI agents have squeezed through it already. The loopholes 
around the Constitution in the U.S.A. P.A.T.R.I.O.T. Act, however, are big enough to drive 
a truck through. This legislation is on a collision course with the basic civic rights of every 
American citizen. I’m mad as hell at the terrorists, Mr. President, but after learning more 
about your misguided federal policy for dealing with them. I’m mad at you too. Stop step
ping on the little guys; we are the ones our government is supposed to protect.

Sincere regards,
A concerned U.S. citizen.



Circe’s Lonely Musings
by Rachel Pagano

And after Odysseus and his men had disappeared 
Over the foaming waves of the mighty deep-green sea.
After he had talked with the dead
When he was on his way to green Ithaca once more,
Circe, the witch with the deadly voice
Who had loved the hero Odysseus
And longed to have him as her husband
Sat long on the beach looking out into the sea
Thinking over the days that had passed
When Odysseus and his mighty men had stayed
And feasted in her marble hewn halls.

So as she sat there on the windy beach 
She began to talk to herself saying:
“Why,” she said, “did the bountiful gods 
See fit to let a mere mortal although a hero 
Be untouched by my magic 
And even beyond this to threaten to harm me.
Me, an immortal like themselves.
And even after that they did not stop their spite.
For, when after five years, when I had learned to have him here 
Eating of my food, drinking my flowing wine.
When I had learned to count on someone to talk to.
When I had become fond of this famous hero.
Then the bounteous gods that rule all the earth
They decided to let him remember his homeland
His wife his child so long forgotten
His own home that he has not seen for so long
And all that he had left so long ago
When from thence he went to the plain of Troy,
They decided that it was time for Odysseus 
Hero of the fight of Troy to go on again.
On in his quest to find his home-land again 
Green Ithaca with its herds of goats.

And I, even though I longed to have him as a husband,
Even I ushered him on his way.
For it is useless not to heed the word of the bounteous gods.
I told him how to find his way home again,
To go down to the dark land where the dead rule,
To talk to the famed seer of Thebes, Tieresias by name.
For only that man could tell great Odysseus how to get home. 
And when he came back, I who never wanted him to leave,
I told him of the horrors that were before him.
Of the evil of the six -headed monster Scylla 
Who eats men from every boat that passes her way 
And does not hear their cries for mercy.
And I told him of the huge monster Charybdis 
Who pulls the water into her greedy gut

14

And then lets them go again,
And if any boat is pulled into her mouth it does not 

reach it harbor.
I told him of the beautifully singing sirens
Who lure men to there island with their bewitching singing
In order that they might eat of these same men
And throw their bones upon the ground.
I warned him of the danger of landing on the mighty sun 

gods’ island.
No matter how rough the mighty deep-green sea is
It is less dangerous than the island of the blazing sun-god,
Helios who blazes through the sky.
Pulled by his mighty horses, his island
On which he keeps his herds of goats and cattle and sheep,
I told great Odysseus to stay away from it 

Lest he or his men kill some of the herds of the blazing son-god.



All this I warned him of and yet I still did not wish for 
him to go.

Go on the rough and mighty deep-green sea
Away from my marble hewn halls
For I wished for him to stay here with me,
I who am far more beautiful than any mortal.
Whose power is far greater than any king.
And yet he wished to leave me for a mere mortal.
And the bounteous gods permitted him to go 
Just to spite me I have no doubt.

And yet since he has left me, I hope that he reaches 
green Ithaca

And sees his home and loved ones again.
For if he does not either he will have died on the mighty 

deep-green sea
Or he will have learned to love another 
A nymph perhaps with long beautiful hair

Or a woman far more beautiful even than Penelope,
Penelope his long sought wife, daughter of Ikarios,
Much better than any of this is it that he should reach his 

own home again.”
Having said all this Circe the witch with the deadly voice
Sat a long time on the sandy beach
Staring into the waters of the mighty deep-green sea
Thinking of things that had already passed
And wondering on things that were yet to happen.
She sat there lost in thought until long after the sun 
Blazing Helios had gone back to his shining halls 
After riding across the heavens all day long.
She sat there until soft dawn with her blazing eyes 
Had woken up the world with her light;
Only then did Circe the witch with the deadly voice 
Get up from the sandy beach where she had been sitting.
Then she walked sadly up the rocky hills into her own halls 
And sat in a chair made of gold
And her serving women always ready to do her bidding 
Brought her fruit and flowing wine
Placing all before her that she might drink of all she wanted. 
And her bard began to sing of the bounteous gods.
But she commanded him to stop and hang up is lyre for some 

other time
And she did not eat or drink that day.
Instead she sat and thought long on mighty Odysseus,
Hero of the battle of mighty Troy.
Then when blazing Helios again went into his halls 
Circe the witch with the deadly voice 
Went into her own chamber and slept in her lonely bed 
All the while thinking of Odysseus,
Hero of the battle fought on the plain of mighty Troy, 
Odysseus son of Laerties, King of green Ithaca 
The land he had not seen for so long.

Rachel Pagano was brought into this world by two St. John's 
tutors, which might help to explain the phenomenon of a high 
school student writing this much better than we do.



She said that her 
perception and her 

understanding come to a 
stop when she reads and 
her spirit simply moves 

where it wants.

Shame on a Johnnie!
by Gideon Culman

^ ^ I f what you say is true,” Mr.

I Claunch points his pen at Mr.
-A-Weeks and pauses, “the Shaolin 

and the Wu-Tang could be dangerous.”
“When it’s properly used,” Mr. Weeks 

almost reluctantly nods, “it’s almost 
invincible.”

“Which?” Mr. Claunch squints. “Shaolin 
shadowboxing or the Wu-Tang sword 
style?”

I check my watch. 9:02. I check my 
pulse. Beating. Somehow I have survived 
through the first half of the most worth
less seminar ever. I scan the private dining 
room and find unanimous consent. But de
spite everybody’s bewilderment at my mi
raculous survival, nobody says jack. Since 
you should never leave a silence unbroken 
unless it serves to emphasize your own per
sonal triumph, I decide to look thoughtful 
and speak my mind. “You know,” I say be
cause this invariably scores major Eastern 
Classics points. “What if it’s both?”

My mention of ‘both’ starts people chat
tering. A mouse scuds across the floor into 
the dining hall. I notice someone scowling 
into the pages of a book.

Last night Jen Sequoia and I took 
Johnnie Weiss-Nicks out to dinner. I chose 
Cook Ting’s Kitchen. We meant to show 
Weiss-Nicks the ropes. Weiss-Nicks said he 
wanted to read the Great Books. I told him 
cool but you don’t really have to read them. 
Jen blinked startled. I said you only have to 
talk like you’ve read them. Jen looked con
fused. 1 laughed and said I hadn’t actually 
read a whole book since some time late last 
fall. Jen Sequoia lost it.

“But you could never capture the Sage 
King’s stature,” Mr. Johns insists.

“Are we discussing the Sage King’s 
preternatural sense of rhyme?” How 
does Mr. Ayers manage to look naturally 
more pensive than me? “Or is it maybe 
his rapture?”

“Both!” I say.

“I get what you’re trying to say, Mr. 
DeBarr.” Mr John points a hand at me. 
“But—”

“Neschintz!” I say.
“Okay. But—” Mr. Johns clasps the visor 

of his cap with both hands. “We’re treating 
this like it’s a manual for Wu-Tang sword
fighting and I—how do we even know 
that’s what it is?”

Last night at Cook Ting’s Kitchen Jen 
Sequoia told Johnnie Weiss-Nicks to stop 
paying attention to me. Weiss-Nicks ex
cused himself and wandered back to the 
buffet. I told Jen I’d simply laid bare the 
truth. I insisted that, in all fairness, my 
honesty had to count for something. Jen 
said just you shut your mouth. Weiss-Nicks 
returned to our table with a plate full of 
food. Jen turned her back to me and her 
attention to Weiss-Nicks. She said that 
when she first started reading books at St. 
John’s she could only see each book as the 
book itself. Then, after three sections in the 
Western program, she no longer saw the 
whole book. And now —now Jen Sequoia 
reads books by spirit and doesn’t even 
read them with her eyes. She said that her 
perception and her understanding come to 
a stop when she reads and her spirit simply 
moves where it wants.

“Right,” I say when somebody fi
nally shuts up. “That’s just their culture. 
It’s the East. I mean, that’s just how they 
are. Right?”

Mr. Rawn drapes an elbow over the 
back of his chair. He leans forward and 
rasps, “Mr. Neschintz, I think I know what 
we’re talking about.” He bugs open his 
eyes and pauses. “Do you know what we’re 
talking about?”

“Right,” I say. “Knowing is half the 
battle. But do we as Westerners even have 
the right to dissect this? I mean, in some 
sense it’s something we each have to expe
rience on our own. Right?” Pitting dissec
tion against experience, if you know when
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“Some guy I’ve never seen before, slides the open yellow dictionary across the table at me.”

to do it, sometimes wins even more points 
than ‘both’.

“But weren’t we just talking about 
the value of experience in all this?” 
Ms. King says.

“Irregardless,” I say. “Don’t y—”
“Hold on a sec,” this guy I’ve never even 

seen before interrupts me and pulls out a 
canary yellow dictionary. He leafs through 
it and runs his finger down a page. “Ha!” he 
beams. “Just what I thought.” He slides the 
open yellow dictionary acoss the table to 
me. “See what it says under ‘irregardless’? 
Didn’t think so. Know why?” he laughs. 
“Because it’s not a word!”

“Mr. Maison,” Mr. Perry rubs his eyes, 
darts his smile around the room, and kind 
of chuckles. “Aren’t you ajunior? What are 
you doing here?”

“Oh that,” Mr. Maison winks, smiles, 
puts on a hat, and walks to the door. “I’ve 
been hearing about this Neschlntz guy for 
nearly a year. Just wanted to see if he was

for real,” Mr. Maison says as he waves 
goodbye and walks out the door.

“You better believe I’m for real,” I 
stand up and tell the closed classroom 
door. Before I sit down I take a moment to 
check out my puffed-out heroic reflection 
in the window.

“Unregardless,” I continue. “Don’t you 
think it’s lame that whenever we try to talk 
about any kind of experience we always 
seem to want to dissect it? I mean, how 
do we know? What right do we have to try 
to force our Western view onto something 
we probably don’t even have any business 
trying to understand? I mean, that’s totally 
just their culture.”

“But Mr. Neschintz—” Mr. Francis 
says and sighs. He rubs the bridge of his 
nose and falls deeper into silence. I smile. 
Mr. Francis knows he can’t say anything. 
Awwww....

Later last night Jen Sequoia drove me 
back to my place. Bad tension. We had

already dropped off Weiss-Nicks. Jen 
let me out of her car outside my place. 
I saw her thinking. Then she got out of 
the car and started shouting at me even 
though—honestly? —I had done nothing 
wrong. Jen yelled you have no claim to 
brilliance, you don’t even read your books. 
I said my brilliance doesn’t need her stupid 
books, I already win seminar without them. 
She yelled you don’t win seminar. Tears 
poured down her cheeks. She said Johnnie 
read. My face said nothing. She said you 
could learn something. What could I have 
told her? Unlike Jen Sequoia, I, Johnnie 
Neschintz, actually have my shit together. 
Why try to reason with the unreasonable? 
An image of Jen Sequoia looking at me all 
choked up on tears burned itself into my 
mind. And then she went home.

“Right,” I tell some chick who usually 
never talks. “I totally see your point. In a 
way, it’s about domesticity. Right?”

The non-talking chick says, “No.”
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“Right,” I say. “What I’m trying to say is 
that this is all about domesticity, all the way 
up to the highestmost echelons of society. 
Probably even beyond. Any way you look 
at it, it’s about domesticity. That is what 
you’re trying to say. Right?”

The non-talking chick shakes her head 
and says, “No.”

“Right,” I say. “But you know what? I 
listened to everything you said and it’s not 
like I didn’t agree with you. So now do me 
a favor: you have to listen to what I have to 
say and then you have to agree with me.”

I felt empty last night when Jen Sequoia 
left me. I wanted to escape the feeling. I 
felt like a wreck without Jen. I saw the 
stars crashing down. I went inside and felt 
tragic like Marlon Brando. I took down my 
mirror to do some spirulina. But I couldn’t. 
I no longer cared if my empty feeling hurt 
me. I just crouched there and stared at 
my reflection in the mirror. I knew I had 
control. A teardrop splashed like a dead 
snowflake onto the mirror. I knew I had a 
perfect body. Another teardrop died onto 
the mirror. I knew I had a perfect soul.

“I think that I’m special,” I blow apart 
somebody’s meaningless diatribe. People 
look up at me and seem to want me to say 
something more. “I mean, whatever the last 
person was saying could, under the right 
circumstances, maybe even be right.”

“But you said you were special?” the tu
tor Mr. Madden says. “That’s very interest
ing? I’d like to hear more?”

“Right,” I say. “I think all the East is try
ing to tell us is that we each have this thing 
within us. We just have to find it. Deep 
down inside we’re all special. Right?”

Not long after noon today I woke up with 
my head pounding hard. I felt too sober to 
think. I stared at my reading list. Then I 
did what I hadn’t done in nearly a year. I 
attempted to read a whole book. 1 stared at 
the first few lines for forever. I don’t think 
they made any sense. I tried to call Jen

Sequoia. She didn’t answer. I tried to call 
her again and again. Then 1 tried to read the 
book. Eventually I just let my spirit guide 
me and I think that it maybe actually did. I 
know I read the book well. Because when
ever 1 came to complicated passage, I sized 
up the difficulties and told myself to watch 
out and be careful. I kept my eyes on the 
words. I worked very slowly. I moved my 
eyes with the greatest subtlety, until—flop!

I don’t want anyone 
from my seminar to think 
I’ve given in. But for the 

last twenty-four hours 
I’ve wanted nothing but 

this hug.
the whole book came apart like a clod of 
earth crumbling to the ground.

Seminar ends. I can almost hear the white 
cow and the brown cow grazing in the pic
ture on the wall moo sighs of relief. People 
feed books into their bags. Mr. Claunch 
says, “Wait a minute. I wanna show y’all a 
short video clip that relates to what we’ve 
been reading. I think it’s purdy funny.”

Mr. Claunch pulls out an iBook and 
plays us some video of Mr. Goldfarb, sud
denly bald and Sicilian, sitting at a table on 
a hillside next to this blindfolded princess. 
After much scheming and a good deal of 
laughter, Mr. Goldfarb points out the most 
famous classic blunder: Never get involved 
in a land war in Asia. Mr. Claunch closes 
his iBook and grins. “Idn’t that some
thing?” he says and buttons up his orange 
TEXAS jacket.

I walk out of the classroom and see Jen 
Sequoia waiting for me by the Pepsi ma
chine. Her class got out earlier than mine.

“Namaste, Biatch,” Jen smiles like she 
knows she’s done something wrong.

“I called you,” I glare with no emotion. 
“You didn’t even pick up the phone.”

People from my seminar pretend 
they don’t see us. They walk by. Deep 
down inside 1 wish they would stop and 
pay close attention. 1 also kind of wish 
they wouldn’t.

“It’s not like I need your help,” I tell Jen 
Sequoia just loud enough for everyone to 
hear me. “I do just fine on my own.”

She hugs me and says, “Shhhh.”
I hold Jen close. I don’t want anyone 

from my seminar to think I’ve given in. 
But for the last twenty-four hours I’ve 
wanted nothing but this hug. I clench my 
teeth. I pretend not to hold Jen close—or 
to even care.

“You know what?” I say.
She says, “Shhhh.”
I relax into Jen Sequoia’s embrace. I 

don’t want anyone from my seminar to see 
the tears in my eyes so I shut them tight. I 
don’t know why —I just—my best friend— 
I—I don’t know. Even though I love Jen 
Sequoia—I truly deeply hate her.

“I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings, 
Johnnie,” Jen Sequoia whispers. “I’m 
really sorry. I promise I won’t ever do 
it again.”

I agree with Jen. But I try to make it look 
like I have won this round of our friend
ship. Because last night she screwed me 
over hard. I did a reading, I wish I could 
tell her, and it nearly messed up my usually 
impeccable classroom performance. But 
better simply to win this round, I tell my
self. Better to simply say nothing at all.

“It’s okay, Johnnie,” Jen Sequoia says. 
“You know you’re the best!”

Gideon Culman likes to eat the sweet-and- 
sour cicadas as well as the steamed fillet of 
K-un when he gets to Cook Ting s Kitchen buf
fet. He avoids the human pig. For additional 
information see his bio blurb on page 9.
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View from the Edge
by Barry E. Goldfarb

X ^ _^pi_hose who cannot remember 
•• I the past”, as the philosopher 

I George Santayana wrote in 
1905, “are condemned to 

repeat it”. Almost exactly 66 years ago, 
on Nov. 7, 1938, Hershel Grynszpan, a 
17-year-old Polish Jew living in Paris, 
“entered the German Embassy there...and 
shot the third secretary, Ernst vom Rath”, 
in reprisal for his family’s expulsion from 
Germany. The next day saw the outbreak 
of local rioting and violence throughout 
Germany. “But the signal for a country
wide progrom was given by Goebbels— 
apparently with Hitler’s consent—on the 
evening of November 9, after vom Rath’s 
death” (Leni Yahil, The Holocaust, p. 110). 
For the next two days, “a progrom that 
burgeoned into a mass frenzy of destruc
tion spread throughout the country” (p. 
111). So many shop windows—the shop 
windows of German Jews—were smashed 
that the violence has been given the name 
‘Kristallnacht’, “night of glass”.

In principle, 1 am opposed to my speak
ing, as a tutor, on matters political or re
ligious. There are times, however, when 
political matters have major moral aspects, 
aspects of such enormity that to remain 
silent would be, for me, both irresponsible 
and immoral. Sueh a time is this election. 
The situation need not be—and fortunately 
is not—as dire as it was in Germany in the 
‘30s for one to have an obligation to make 
oneself heard. For me, it is necessary to 
speak out now, before we reach a crisis.

In considering the issues faeing us as 
a nation, I want to look at them from two 
perspectives, international and national, 
and I want to divide them into two aspects, 
actions and principles. Given the intercon- 
neetedness of the world, the lines for both 
these distinctions are blurry, but they help 
me to understand more clearly what is at 
stake here.

International Actions
The most prominent actions the US 

has taken in international affairs recently 
have been the wars in Afghanistan and 
Iraq, where American (and allied) forces 
drove out the Taliban and removed Saddam 
Hussein, respectively. However, in 
Afghanistan, while

In Kabul the US backs the [Hamid] 
Karzai government; in the countryside 
the US has failed to forcefully challenge 
warlords...and their gross abuses of hu
man rights, their heroin smuggling, their 
defiance of the central government, their 
desire to maintain their fiefdoms, and 
their resistance to democracy.
The Taliban is remobilizing, and is better 

equipped than before; pledges for recon
struction are inadequate, actual funds are 
minimal (Ahmed Rashid, NYRB, Feb. 12, 
2004, pp. 24-27, quote on p. 24).

In Iraq, when considering the number of 
dead, sources put the figures at more than 
1000 dead, 6000 wounded, figures refer
ring to American (and coalition) forces. 
The numbers for the Iraqis are about 12- 
15,000 civilian deaths (with some estimates 
as high as 35,000), with a proportionate 
number of casualties; these numbers are 
for civilians, which include children and 
women, the innocent as well as the guilty 
(see Iraqbodycount.net for further analy
ses). Moreover, as for reeonstruction, the 
ministry of higher education, just one ele
ment of society, estimated the nation-wide 
rebuilding cost for colleges and universi
ties at $1.2 billion; John Agresto, former 
president of St. John’s College in Santa Fe 
and then “Coalition Provisional Authority 
Senior Advisor to the Ministry of Higher 
Education and Scientific Research” (cf. 
Reporter, Aug. 4-10, 2004, p. 8), requested 
$120 million, 10% of the total cost; he was 
granted $8 million, less than 1% of his 
request and less than 1% of the amount 
needed. As he is reported to have said;

Nobody dispute that 
Saddam Hussein was 

dangerous; the question 
has always been how 

imminent this threat was.
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Lack of money got in our way. The mili
tary got in our way, a lot... We were really 
naive thinking we would just come over 
here and build a democracy. Democracy 
is hard.
(Chronicle of Higher Education, Aug. 

13,2004, p. A-38)
What, then, was the reason for such a 

war? The standard answer has been that 
Saddam Hussein was dangerous—that he 
posed a threat to the world—and he needed 
to be removed from office. But nobody 
disputes that Saddam Hussein was dan
gerous; the question has always been how 
imminent this threat was. The argument 
for war in Iraq was that it had to be waged 
now, because Saddam Hussein had weap
ons of mass destruction (WMD) which 
he was preparing to use NOW (or in the 
near future). Secretary of Defense Donald 
Rumsfeld stated that Saddam Hussein 
constituted an “immediate threat to the se
curity of our people”; Vice-President Dick 
Cheney reported, on August 26, 2002, that 
there is “no doubt” that Saddam Hussein 
“has weapons of mass destruction” (re- 
|x>rted in NYRB Feb. 26, 2004, p. 43); on 
September 8, 2002, The New York Times 
reported that Saddam Hussein was seek
ing materials—aluminum tubes—for nuclear 
weapons (ibid, p. 44); on February 5, 2003, 
Colin Powell, before the UN Security 
Council, asserted as “facts”, statements 
“backed up by sources, solid sources”, that 
“Saddam Hussein is determined to keep 
his weapons of mass destruction, is deter
mined to make more”. However, Charles 
Duelfer, the chief US weapons inspector, 
released his report on Wednesday, Oct. 
6, 2004, stating that there were no WMD 
nor were there facilities for producing 
them. No links between Saddam Hussein 
and Osama bin Ladin and Al-Quaeda have 
ever been established. In fact, the con
nections between the Bush family and the 
Saudi royalty have been well documented

(“As someone once pointed out, it’s a lot 
easier to document links between the bin 
Laden family and the Bushes than it is to 
document links between the bin Ladens 
and Saddam Hussein”, Paul Krugman, 
NYRB, Feb. 26, 2004, pp. 4-6, quote on p. 
5). The rush to war, in other words, was 
utterly unneeessary.

Even the language of the war has been 
deceptive; a “pre-emptive war” is, in in
ternational law circles, “a military attack 
on an enemy who is known to be about 
to strike”—not the situation with respect to

This war calls into 
question the notion of 
national sovereignty

Iraq; what the US waged was, more prop
erly, a preventive war, “a war brought when 
there is no certainty of the time or even the 
likelihood of an enemy strike” (Anthony 
Lewis, NYRB, Nov. 7, 2002, p. 4). The 
sloppy use of language here coneeals the 
core issue, the lack of urgency for this war.

However, whether or not the American 
people are safer, or more secure, as a result 
of removing Saddam Hussein from power 
is arguable. We are certainly less respected 
and more hated internationally now than 
ever before: The Pew Global Attitudes 
Project released its report on Tuesday, 
March 16, 2004, entitled: “A Year After 
Iraq War: Mistrust of America in Europe 
Ever Higher, Muslim Anger Persists”. Dan 
Yankelovich presented a report at a meet
ing convened by the Rockefeller Brothers 
Fund and Public Agenda on July 14, 2004, 
entitled: “Cutting the Lifeline of Terror: 
What’s Next After Iraq”, in which he ob
serves that “Iraq invasion deepened ani
mosity in Arab eountries”, that the alien
ation of traditional allies has contributed 
to the notion of “U.S. military initiatives 
as lacking legitimacy”, that the US military 
occupation has led to “radicalizing Muslim

moderates”. Indeed, there seems to be an 
increasing number of people who are will
ing to die in attacking us. According to 
Sheikh Mahdi al-Sumeidayih,

What Saddam Hussein failed to do in 
35 years—to unite the Iraqis against the 
Americans—George [W.j Bush has suc
ceeded in doing in only one year. Each 
single Iraqi feels hatred and hostility 
toward American troops...[WJhat we ex
perienced in Abu Ghraib will never be 
forgotten or forgiven.
(The American Prospect, July 2004, p. 13) 
Such sentiments, it seems to me, are not 

conducive to Americans feeling safer or 
more secure.

International Principles
The US foreign policy has been one of 

unilateralism: whether withdrawing from 
the Kyoto Protocol (concerning global pol
lution) or entering war, Mr. Bush has made 
it clear that he is willing to act unilaterally. 
As Michael Hirsh writes:

The Bush doctrine has been used to 
justify a new assertiveness abroad un
precedented since the early days of the 
Cold War—amounting nearly to the dec
laration of American hegemony—and it 
has redefined U.S. relationships around 
the world. (Foreign Affairs, Sept.lOct. 
2002, p. 19)
The decision to wage war in Iraq, in 

fact, lacked the support of the UN, the 
organization charged with handling these 
matters and whose principles the US has 
agreed to. Kofi Annan, the UN secretary 
general, ealled the war “illegal”; then, a 
week later on Tuesday, Sept. 28, 2004, he 
pointed out:

Those who seek to bestow legitimacy 
must themselves embody it, and those 
who invoke international law must them
selves submit to it.
(The Guardian, Sept. 24-30, 2004, p. 7) 
The US argument here evokes that of the 

Athenians to the Melians, that
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the standard of justice depends on the 
equality of power to compel and that 
in fact the strong do what they have the 
power to do and the weak accept what 
they have to accept. (Thucydides, 11.89). 
Ultimately, all the Melian men of mili

tary age were put to death, the women and 
children sold into slavery (11.116)

More critically, though, this war calls 
into question the notion of national sover
eignty. Foreign intervention, according to 
UN standards, is permitted—even required- 
-in cases of genocide, a condition quite dif
ficult to establish, as is illustrated by the sit
uation in Darfur, Sudan (cf. The Economist, 
July 31 - August 6, 2004, p. 11). Without 
such a basis, this war becomes essentially 
an invasion, a denial of the sovereignty of 
another nation. (For a description of how 
the US has violated Iraqi sovereignty in 
the economic realm, see Naomi Klein’s ar
ticle “Baghdad Year Zero”, Harper’s. Sept. 
2004, pp. 43-53.) The classic example of 
such an action was. I’m afraid, the German 
annexation of Czechoslovakia in 1938.

Domestic Actions
1 begin this examination by looking at the 

tax cut of 2003. Joseph Stiglitz, the 2001 
Nobel laureate in economics, has pointed 
out, in connection with these tax cuts.

While 50 per cent of all tax filers would 
receive $100 or less, and two thirds 
$500 or less. Bush himself, according 
to Bloomberg News, would have saved 
$44,500 on his 2001 tax returns, and 
Cheney $326,555.
According to the Brookings Institute Tax 

Policy Center, concerning the exemption of 
corporate dividends from taxation.

The 226,000 richest taxfilers, those with in
comes over $1 million, will receive a benefit 
roughly equal in size to the 120 million tax 
filers with incomes below $100,000. 
(NYRB, March 13, 2003, p. 14)
226 THOUSAND receive about the 

same amount of benefit as 120 MILLION.

No wonder, then, that Stiglitz proposes, as 
a motto for these tax cuts, “Seldom have so 
few gotten so much from so many” (p. 13).

Yet this action needs to be seen in 
the context of other actions. The Bush 
Administration filed an amicus curiae 
(“friend of the court”) brief asking the 
Supreme Court to find the University of 
Michigan’s affirmative action program 
unconstitutional (see Ronald Dworkin, 
NYRB, May 15, 2003, pp. 8-11). The cur
rent administration is adamantly against 
gay marriage and civil unions, though how 
the union of Del Martin, 83 years old, and 
Phyllis Lyon, age 79—the first same-sex 
couple to receive a marriage license in 
San Francisco, a couple who have been 
together for more than 50 YEARS—how 
THIS union can pose a threat to the sanc
tity of marriage whereas Britney Spears’ 
marriage of 55 HOURS is not considered 
a mockery of the institution requires 
mind-numbing distortions (see The New 
Mexican, Friday, Aug. 13, 2004, p. A-7). 
“The Medicare prescription drug benefit 
enacted in 2003, and scheduled to go into 
effect in 2006, promises a windfall for big 
pharma [pharmaceutical companies] since 
it forbids the government from negotiat
ing prices” (NYRB, July 15, 2004, p. 58). 
Despite the slogan “Support Our Troops”, 
“The Disabled American Veterans (DAV) 
has labeled as ‘indefensible and callous’ 
a plan by the House Budget Committee to 
slash $470 billion from domestic spending, 
including health care for sick and disabled 
veterans.” Sierra, the magazine of the 
Sierra Club, has devoted an entire issue to 
the damage this administration has done to 
the environment, listing more than “300 
Crimes Against Nature”—from weaken
ing clean-air regulations to permitting the 
logging of more trees to ignoring global 
warming to compromising the pristine state 
of our national forests; at Yosemite, for one 
small example, the ban on snowmobiles has

Justice has not been 
a high priority of this 
administration in any 

respect
been reversed, causing irreparable damage 
to the environment there. Furthermore, ac
cording to the Census Bureau, there was an 
increase, for the 3rd consecutive year, in 
the numbers of individuals without medi
cal insurance and individuals below the 
official poverty level, a figure of $18,800 
for a family of four, $ 12,000 for a family of 
two: 12.5% of the American population- 
-1 person in 8, approximately 35 million 
Americans—are in this category, a dispro
portionate number of them children (The 
New Mexican, Friday, Aug. 27, 2004, p. 
B-7); more than 45 million Americans lack 
health insurance. Recently the French jour
nal Le Nouvel Observateur ran an article 
exploring the connections between Donald 
Rumsfeld and multinational corporations 
(27 May - 2 June, 2004, pp. 4-9). Here we 
see an administration working hard to pro
mote the interests of the wealthy, against 
any principle of social justice.

But justice has not been a high priority 
of this administration in any respect. Civil 
liberties have been extensively violated in 
the name of security (cf. Anthony Lewis, 
NYRB, May 27, 2004, pp. 9-11). The 
‘Patriot Act’ allows the government to sub
poena borrowing records from libraries, or 
compel bookstores to hand over records of 
who has bought what books—without in
forming the ones being investigated. Most 
egregiously, two American citizens—Yasir 
Esam Hamdi and Jose Padilla—were held 
for more than two years as ‘enemy com
batants’, without being charged, without 
legal representation, without the right of 
appeal. These two were—let me repeat- 
-AMERICAN citizens. Fortunately,
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on June 28, 2004, the Supreme Court 
ruled that

even in war executive detention of 
suspected enemy combatants must be 
subject to some form of review by a 
neutral tribunal.
(Ronald Dworkin, NYRB, Aug. 12,2004, 

pp. 26-29, quote on p. 26)
What is disturbing here is that, in the 

name of ‘security’ and preserving the 
American nation, the government is trans
forming American society into something 
not worth preserving—a nation without 
freedom, fearful, secretive, intolerant 
of others. Tacitus reports the Emperor 
Tiberius as saying, “Better to subvert the 
constitution than to remove its guardians” 
(4.30, tr. Modem Library). However, the 
American statesman Hamilton Fish said, 
after the Civil War, “If our country is worth 
dying for in time of war let us resolve that it 
is truly worth living for in time of peace.”

Domestic Principles 
In the summer, 2004 issue of the journal 

Daedalus, there is a comment by Sanford 
Levinson, Chair in Law and professor of 
government at the University of Texas at 
Austin, entitled “Torture in Iraq & the rule 
of law in America” (pp. 5-9). Beginning 
from a question of torture and abuse at Abu 
Ghraib, Levinson soon raises the question 
whether

legal norms [are] only applicable in 
stable and peaceful situations—and not in 
times of war, when the state confront[sj 
‘a mortal enemy, with the threat of violent 
death at the hands of a hostile group’. It 
follows that conventional legal norms are 
no longer applicable in a state of emer
gency, when war and chaos pose a stand
ing threat to public safety, (p. 7)
We might add, to the list of “war and 

chaos”, the third term “terrorism”. This 
position follows, according to Levinson, 
from the maxim “There exists no norm 
that is applicable to chaos”. This quote as

well as the quote embedded in the longer 
quote above come from the writings of Carl 
Schmitt, “the leading German philosopher 
of law during the Nazi period”. Schmitt 
here is Justifying the actions of National 
Socialism, of Hitler.

Levinson goes on to examine how 
“norms” have changed in America since 
9/11. “’Sovereign is 
he,’ wrote Schmitt,
‘who decides on the 
state of the excep
tion,’ or, much the 
same, who is al
lowed to redescribe 
what is “normal”.”
(p. 8) The Bush 
administration has 
assumed the power 
to make this Judg
ment. As Levinson 
points out,

A final quotation 
from Carl Schmitt is 
illuminating:

‘A normal situa
tion has to be created, and sovereign is 
he who definitively decides whether this 
normal state actually obtains. All law is 
“situational law". The sovereign creates 
and guarantees the situation as a whole 
in its totality. He has the monopoly on 
this ultimate decision’. This is precisely 
the argument being made by lawyers 
within the Bush administration, (p. 9) 
The question Levinson then leaves the 

reader with is: Who is ultimately sovereign 
in the US—the American populace? or the 
Bush administration? And if one chooses 
Mr. Bush, “what, then, is left of the vaunted 
vision of the rule of law that the United 
States ostensibly exemplifies?”

I am writing of political matters now 
because I believe the stakes before us 
in the upcoming election are incredibly 
high, frighteningly high, as the events of

the Holocaust teach us. No, George 
Bush is NOT Adolf Hitler. But the rule 
of law in this country is being seriously 
compromised, powerfully eroded, even 
Jeopardized. The rights of blacks, of gays, 
of women, of Muslims, of ‘others’ are 
dangerously threatened. As Pastor Martin 
Niemoller wrote, after the Nazi period::

It is essential that you vote in this elec
tion, and that you help others to vote. 
Please. The stakes are dangerously high.

Barry Goldfarb once described his sexual
ity as polymorphously diverse. Apparently, that 
goes for his politics, too.

First they came for the Jews 
and I did not speak out 
because I was not a Jew.
Then they came for the Communists 
and I did not speak out 
because I was not a Communist.
Then they came for the trade unionists
and I did not speak out
because I was not a trade unionist.
Then they came for me
and there was no one left
to speak out for me.
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Andrew Humphries continued from page 10

and Australia are among the most free and 
wealthiest nations in the world—England 
was the mother land of Liberal ideas. Alas, 
even England fell short of the Liberal ideal, 
among other things, due to its colonial ex
ploits and state religion.

Ultimately, Market Liberals have the 
goals of prosperity for all (peace and lib
erty) but believe that the use of government 
as a means to achieve these goals is both 
inexpedient and immoral. The foundations 
of these positions are deep and broad; their 
surface cannot even be scratched in such 
a short discussion as this. Someone who 
wishes to understand some of the founda
tions of Liberalism and the science of eco
nomics would be interested in Economics 
in One Lesson by Henry Hazzlit, and the 
more serious scholar of the means/ends 
question should read Ludwig von Mises’ 
Human Action.

Andrew Humpheries, after over
hearing a snide remark about Plato at 
a Libertarian convention, has made it 
his mission in life to prove that Market 
Liberalism is not incompatable with the 
idea of a philosopher king.

Adam Braus continued from page 11

starvation, and ignorance, these plagues are 
shared in common, and commonly eradicated.

So where can we as young members of 
a flailing republic feel like we have power 
and worth? I offer a three part resolution: a 
realistic way out. Participation in our local 
communities through jobs, service proj
ects, volunteer work, membership in clubs, 
social work, participation in churches, and 
in schools is rewarding and empowering. 
Interest and time spent on or around local 
government institutions and issues such as 
campaign help, community newsletters, lo
cal political action, and internships give us 
a sense of direct contact and control in the 
goings-on of one specific community: our 
own. The third prong, despite its character
istic feeling of remoteness and insensitive 
infrequency, it is empowering to VOTE 
responsibly and diligently for the positions

Adam Willson continued from page 2

advice of Cicero, we must arm against our 
enemies, our robbers, with every maneuver 
we can invent. The whole institution of vot
ing mostly distracts us from the real wars 
we must wage. We rely on our vote to make 
a difference, when the only change we can 
expect must come from our resolve against 
temptation and in setting an example for 
those who have become weak.

Some of you may, after all I’ve said, 
think I’m spouting mere trash. You’re wel
come to think that. But if you will allow 
me one more word of advice, I will leave it 
to Marcus Aurelius, who said: ‘Remember 
how long you’ve been putting this off, how 
many extensions the gods gave you, and 
you didn’t use them. At some point you 
have to recognize what world it is that 
you belong to; what power rules it and 
from what source you spring; that there is 
a limit to the time assigned you, and if you 
don’t use it to free yourself it will be gone 
and will never return.’ Aurelius, Roman 
emperor and philosopher, knew what was 
deep within the hearts of men. He saw its 
turmoil and its elevation. And his words, 
meant to warn a strife-prone populace long 
ago, are ever so appropriate, even now.

of federal, state and local government posi
tions. For any party, under the auspices of 
any political ideology, VOTE, for the sys
tem doesn’t work and one is truly disem- 
powered and disenfranchised without this 
small act of civic participation. All of these 
three parts of empowerment are not fake, 
idealistic, nor empty unless he who under
takes them is of that same consistency.

“The world is mn by those who show up.’’

Adam Braus wants to take all your 
money. And your power. And your women.

Jonathan Morgan continued from page 2

misogyny of many of the Crusty Old’ Dead 
White Men we read here. So if they teach 
them at all, its with a careful emphasis on the 
historical context, as a justification for the 
authors anachronism. In turn, conservative 
institutions who take the classics approach 
have a hard time not favoring certain views 
of the course of western civilization: whether 
it’s the inevitable spread of enlightenment 
culminating in pluralism and capitalism, or 
the tragic wandering path of Humanity away 
from God, they usually present some kind of 
bias (it’s no accident that most of the other 
Great Books-type programs you’ll find in the 
U.S. are at Christian Colleges.).

My first impulse is to puff up with pride 
that I attend a college that is so detached 
from the particulars of society that it can see 
the great progression of western thought as 
a whole, without the blinders of bias. But I 
left my first impulse back in freshman year 
somewhere, and since then my mind has 
been troubled by more practical worries. 
What is it, then, that separates St. John’s 
from Socrates? How many people leave this 
school having spent four years bravely dodg
ing being sucked into this or that ‘limiting’ 
ideology only to find themselves, as gradu
ates, even more lost for what to believe than 
when they started? Are we current students 
all being set up for the great Socratic rhe
torical turn—are we about to be ‘torpedo 
fished’—and then sent out into the world, 
numb and disoriented?

It’s hard to see how a graduate with that 
mindset can be called a good citizen. A 
St. John’s graduate might be able to make 
subtle distinctions in abstract philosophical 
concepts with a surgeon’s precision, but he’s 
not nearly as valuable to society as a real sur
geon. A society doesn’t want deep thinkin’ 
as much as it does common sense, and an 
independent spirit that rejects everything in 
favor of nothing in particular will probably 
not change the world—if he can even live in 
it. If the St. John’s experiment can be justi
fied, there must be something inherent in it 
that is capable of drawing students out of the 
Socratic Paralysis that an ‘objective’ four- 
year survey of Western Thought can bring. 
As I see it, there are two places we can look 
for such a principle: in the books, or in the 
method.

Next issue (or maybe not): The books and 
the method.
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Quotes
taken out of context

In senior math we learn to tell our right hands from our left.
— Mr. Houser, On the culmination of four years at St. Johns.

I must obey the panties. 
- Jean Bustamante, On the unmoved mover.

I was arguing with Kierkegaard about whether electrons were quantized, and 
we were both speaking Dutch.

- Rob Gilbreath, On Relativity, or Fear and Trembling.

No baby, you’re hotter than everyone at this party. 
-Random girl on a cell phone at a party. On why we drink.

Now for other orders of business...wait, what up with alcohol?
- Polity VP Michael Barber, On making us the hottie at the party.

I kill you and your little germ friends! That’s right bitch!
Kill those germs, Chris, kill those germs. 

-Chris Harris and Jonathan Morgan, On proper handwashing technique.

Confidence? I exude it. I’m Sure® right now.
— John Gorczynski, On how to win seminar.

Where is the drunken party on Tuesday night? 
We are the drunken party on Tuesday night. 

— The drunken party on Tuesday night. On the birth of the Self-Conciousness.

Someday, our children will watch the Yankees/Sox game on their cellphones. 
Until then, screw seminar, let’s go to the bar.

— names obscured to protect the guilty. On why we should screw seminar 
and go to the bar.
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Haiku Personals
sometimes when you are drinking 

six looks like seven

Pourquoi, placid ploid? 
Passionate play; Portentous 
Port: Pah! Penumbra 

X4034

you turn from my gaze, 
embarrassed, I study the 
flushed curve of your check

I saw you in the 
dining hall, with cereal, 
pouring on soy milk

your cheeks flush and bum 
violent dirty naughty sex 
how hard you can grasp 

x4141

oh warrior prince 
a suit of arms lays in wait 
to dawn your man brawn 

x4052

I need no alarm
this place stirs every hour
sirens sing your call

postcards from p-town 
envelopes sticky with spit 
mo’ faux hawk implored

soft and forcefully 
your gyrations rivet me 
screamingly I wish

butterfly land on my tongue 
tell me when you’re gonna cum 

x4052

Swarthy swell: hot cook. 
Tangos on Venkatesh legs.
Pens poison Moon swill. 
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Siegfried by Lucas Smith
...as young Siegfried, 
exiled son of King 
Sigmund 
rides...

'...Strike out ot first light along the 
canyon trail until you reoch the 
Rhine. From there you sholl enter 
the land of Worms and of the reknowned 
King Gunther and his sister, Princess 
Kriemhild..."

*...it is only there, amongst Gunther's 
heroes ot Worms, I feor your mighty 
strength will ever find a worthy 
chollenge!"
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iCARNAVAL!
SANTA FE

It’s Time To Play!
November 11,2004 - August 28,2005

For more information and event schedule, see
www.carnavalsantafe.conn

THURSDAY NOV I f Masquerade Brigades meet 
for lunch then hit the Santa Fe Plaza from 1:11 pm-3:00 
pm. Brigades kick off the Camaval season with costumes 
and music. Information and sign-up booth for anyone 
wanting to get involved in other Masquerade Brigade 
events.

NOV, DEC, JAN Brigade Gatherings continue, both 
organized and spontaneous throughout November, 
December and January all around Santa Fe - get together 
online at our website: www.carnavalsantafe.com

FRIDAY NOV 19 |CARNAVAL! Exhibit Opening at
the Museum of International Folk Art (MOIFA). 5:30-8:00 pm. 
Performances by Wise Fool New Mexico and Pandemonium, 
Refreshments. Free Admission.

SUNDAY NOV 21 |CARNAVALI Activity Day at 
MOIFA. 1:00-4:00 pm. Hands-on projects. Mask and Hat 
Making. Performances by Wise Fool New Mexico and 
Samba Fe. Book signing 2:00-3:00 pm. Refreshments. Free 
Admission for New Mexico Residents with ID.

THURSDAY JAN 6 Three Kings Day 
“Let them eat CAKE!"

EVERY SUNDAY IN JAN; 9, 16, 23, 30 Costume 
Making at MOIFA. 1:00-4:00 pm. Hands-on costume 
making to wear in our {CARNAVAL SANTA FE! pro
cession and costume party in February. Free Admission for 
New Mexico Residents with ID.

SATURDAY FEB 5 |CARNAVAU Costume Party 
at MOIFA. 6:00-10:00 pm. Over 21 Event Costume con
test Brigade Showdown, Prizes! Advance Tickets $10. 
Cash bar.

SUNDAY FEB 6 |CARNA¥AL SANTA FE!
Brigade and Costume Processions. 1:00-4:00 pm. 
To participate, sign your brigade up, join one online or get 
information, see www.carnavalsantafe.com. Free. For 
the whole family.

FEB thru AUG iCARNAVAO 
Exhibit and activities continue.
Museum of International Folk Art - Museum Hill™, on Camino 
Lejo off Old Santa Fe Trail. Santa Fe, New Mexico. 505 476-1200 or 
visit www.moifa.org Open Tuesday—Sunday I0anv-5pm, Closed 

Mondays
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