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FOLK HISTORIES: 1
The search for ‘Aphrodite’

0 sacred Demeter, tender 
of the fields, first you I 
invoke, euid matchless Aphro
dite, hear me and teach me 
which words to speaJc. Tell 
me, why do we name you Aj^ro- 
dite? Aphros—from the foam 
upon the waters she was bom. 
This, then, is >^y she is oc
casionally manifested stand
ing by the fish-pond, a tall, 
imposing bronze statue. The 
casting called Aphrodite is 
perhaps sll^tly more than 
six feet in hei^t, ^d bears 
meiny scars from its long ten
ure as folk-ikon of the John
nies. It is an object mani
festation of the psychic in
tent of St, John's. /

Not all who peruse this 
paper will have heard of the" 
statue Aphrodite. And since 
the 03:al tradition slowly 
fades, clothing itself in 
fictions 2Uid half-truths, 
her story will be told in 
full. Thus, one must ask, 
whence came our statue?

The sdiool certainly pos- 
esses objects of art worth 
more money than Aphrodite, 
most of \^ich the students 
will never see, as such ob- \ 
jects spend most of their

time in safes, or closets, 
or ^diatnot. But, of Aphro
dite, the school hats, in 
past time, shown very little 
concern, prompting one to 
wonder -(diether her vailue is 
so sli^t. Besides the worih 
of the bronze of which she is

made, she must have had some 
worth to Soever made her, or 
had her made. There is no 
known reason, oiher than mys
tical, for why the statue was 
made. Yet, it is said that 
she was given to the school 
in the last will of a woman 
who haul, in life, grown very 
old. This woman was a weail- 
thy eccentric, >dio lived in a 
darkened house by the coast 
of the Atlantic, brooding ov
er the past tragedies of a 
somewhat glamourous life.
Some claim the womain was 
a worker of magic.

Upon her death, she be
stowed upon the.school am 
unknown qiiantity of money, 
reported to be sa tantlai, 
with the one stipulation 
that the .statue Ajtoodite 
be set on permanent display. 
Evincing gratitude, the 
school accepted the dona
tion, and proceeded to 
stash Aphrodite in a base
ment. In time, she warn 
discovered by students, idao 
could not fail to delict in 
her, and, in time, made her 
way to singular Santa Fe.

(Cont. on p.10)



2 OPTNTON
Election Day thoughts

November 6, 1984
standing 4n line to vote this morning, I 

looked around the school gymnasium where 
five precincts were voting and felt a wave 
of patriotic gratitude. In the li^t of the 
current state of the world as I saw it, sev
eral things seemed conspicuous:

First, there was a general feeling of 
good will. I felt it and emttraced it in 
spite of the liklihood that Reagan would he 
reelected with my extreme disapproval of 
him and the people he has hired. I accepted 
the good will in spite of Biy concern that if 
Reagan were to he reelected, we were more 
likely to subsidize the massacre of inno
cents abroad. I didn’t even think of nuc
lear war. Evidently, I subscribe to the 
myth of democracy strongly enou^ that for 
a few minutes on election day my faith in 
this democracy completely overrode my con
cerns about its ImmoraQ. behavior, let alone 
its survival. Pericles acknowleged the 
despotism of Athenian democracy with res
pect to its colonies. I am wondering about 
right behavior and moral cowardice.

"The question is whether youtry 'to discover the truth of the 
world from the United States, or 
the truth of the United States 
from the rest of the world."

Three residents of Santa Fe recently re
turned from a journey to three Central Am
erican countries—Nicaragua, Honduras, and 
El Salvador. The purpose of the trip was 
both to express the concern of many Ameri
can citizens about these countries' situa
tions, and to learn first-hand the role of 
the U.S. Government there. Last Thursday 
ni^t these three—Colin and Karen Glenn, 
and Anne Fullerton—gave a talk and slide 
presentation of their trip, at the Church 
of Christ. All three expressed great frus
tration at the lack of communication that 
exists between the people of those count
ries and the people of the U.S. Due to 
government intervention on both sides, any 
information that does eventually reach the 
U.S. press is watered down and often misle
ading. Here are some of the truths that 
don't often reach U.S. citizens:

U.S. business has exploited Nicaragua for 
over a century. Large U.S. companies, rele
gating the Nicaraguaui government to the pos- 
ition of a puppet, have exploited Nicsuraguan

Secondly, those running the voting were 
of us, the voters. When the Soviet dissl- 
dent Ginsberg was deported against his will 
from prison to the United States as part of
an "exchange" for Soviet spies, he wais ask*? 
a'^ut his impressions. He noted that offici 
ala in the United States acted decently to
ward others, idiereas officials in the Soviet 
Union treated others abusively. True, our 
polls were run by unpaid volunteers, suid 
bureaucrats in the U.S. can be abusive or 
obstructionist—but this morning's impres
sion of friendly cooperation was no less 
strong for that knowledge.

Thirdly, there were no armed soldiers 
posted to watch us. In most countries of

Dear President Reagan:
In the event of a war in Nicaragua, I 

shall not be present when called on to serve 
in one of our armed forces. Nor shall I 
participate in any way with AmericSn efforts 
in Central America or elseidiere so long as 
those efforts continue to be fvindamentally 
and practiceaiy anti-Constitutional and an
ti-American.

resources, taking advantage of much land and 
cheap labor. The country was sunk in pover
ty and powerlessness, and eventually the 
people had had enou^. In 1979, led by Aug- 
usto Sandino, they overthrew Anastaslo Somo- 
za Debayle, the violent repressive dictator 
supported by U.S. money. The 'Sandanistas' 
have demeinded the rl^t to be an independent 
country. Yet, despite all of the U.S.'s 
rhetoric about freedom, the U.S. government 
still supports the 'contras'—many of tdiich 
are leftover terrorists from Somoza's secret 
service—who effectively keep the Nicaraguan 
people from living truly free lives in their 
own country.

The Nicaraguan government, despite contra 
activity, has achieved many admirable goals 
since the revolution. The Agrariem Reform 
programs have been successful; children are 
no longer malnourished: citizens now have 
access xo government-supported health pro
grams. In El Salvador, the U.S.-supported 
government has achieved no such goals, and 
is one of the most repressive governments in 
the world. Doesn't it seem like we're on 
the wrong side in both cases?

Surely everyone is aware of the danger 
level we are approadiing in Central Amer
ica. There are those in Nicaragua idio feel 
that we have already declared war on them



the world, so It seems, the presence of arm
ed soldiers is not for the sake of the citi
zenry but for the saJce of those in i)ower 
threatened by the citizenry.

Fourthly, my vote was secret unless I 
chose to reveal it. In the last U.S.-org
anized elections in El Salvador, ballot box
es are said to have been transparent and 
ballots so designed that officials present 
could tell idiat the vote was as it was 
placed in the box. This, along with the 
presence of armed soldiers, and with the 
danger to life later if one did not have 
proof that one had voted, would have made 
intimidation unavoidable if not desirable. 
This morning it seemed notable that there

was probably no device on the machine re
vealing my vote that could possibly Iden-, 
tlfy me as one to be targeted for disap- •' 
pearance.

Now it seems that Ronald Reagan has been 
overwhelmingly reelected in a fair democrg,- 
tic election (we avoid for the moment the 
issue of campaign financing). Frankly,’I 
am appalled, principally because a'lhetoric 
flagrantly and abusively careless of the 
truth proved to be so effective. The les
son seems to be that democracy is risky. 
Shaw is said to have remarked that democra
cy is the worst form of government, except 
for all of the alternatives. I try to re
call the morning's gratitude.

—Hans von Briesen Jr.

The actions I am referring to are the, 
United States' allowance auid promotion of 
corporate rape of third-world nations, and 
of terrorist actions inflicted upon civil
ians via the CIA and other factions. By in
eptly supporting a capitalistic, econondc- 
growth ethic (one which is falsely equated 
with democracy), amd by supporting it at any 
cost, we bring shame & failure to our own 
nation, and effect the denial of democratic

by supplying the contras with war equipment 
and money. And yet, we must ask, who is 
threatening war; the United States, or the 
U.S. government? The people of El Salvador 
and Nicaragua recognize the difference be
tween' the two already, and welcomed the 
three Santa Feaas with open arms. As citi
zens of this country and of this world, we 
must take responsibility for the actions of 
our government and the freedom of the people 
of all countries.

What can we do? There are many routes of 
action we can take, in proportion to our 
commitment. And yet we believe that there 
are simple, daily things that all of us, no 
matter what our lifestyles, can do. First, 
we can all try to become as alert to the 
situation as we can. For instance, within 
the next few weeks there will be a repeat 
performance of Thursday's powerful slide- 
show and talk—watch for announcements!!
And secondly, we can participate in a world
wide movement called "Prayer for Peace."
In this movement, people around the world 
take a moment at mid-day to will, pray for, 
and meditate on peace. If enough people 
participate, there will be non-stop prayer 
happening in a chain following the sun as 
it moves around and around the earth.

—K. Baumgartner & J. Flynn

rights to third-world citizens everywhere.
The actions are violations of rights and 

show no concern whatsoever for long-term 
domestic tranquillity, or the establishment 
of justice, or the security of the blessings 
of liberty on our posterity.

Because I hold the American principles of 
attempted liberty, and equality, and true 
prosperity to be sacred (sealed and consecr
ated in blood, as it were), I shill, in my 
responsibility as a citizen, do everything 
reasonably within my powers to hinder and 
oppose any non-American acts on the part of 
your administration or any future administ
ration. My actions shall 'be within the 
code of honor of American laws aind rights 
so long as actions taken against me do not 
transgress this same code. When such trans
gressions occur, as they inevitably will, I 
will stop at nothing in an effort to liridge 
this hideous gap between an American nation 
and an \in-American government.

What I see in our government is either a 
quantum leap 'backwards in common sense and 
intelligence or is a case of blatant misin
formation—often equated with lying. Tell
ing us Americans that we axe walking tall 
again is a severe cop-out and a poor substi
tute for the kick in the head that we really 
need. Much of the world is wonderini^, how 
long Americans will continue to sleep as 
time runs out.

Mr. Reagan, I believe with my whole heart 
and soul that the war for democracy is here 
in America—the land of marshmallowed men ' 
and women and narrow-minded intelligence. It 
is a 'battle of education and transformation. 
And here is where T shall take a stand for 
my country, till death do we part.

—To.m O’Dowd



Looking ahead: Education
In light of the recent elections, a poli

tically oriented article in the Moon seems 
most appropriate. It is my hope to present 
some good news to the many people with dark 
clouds ui»n their brows about the future. 
Throu^ many years of associating with col
lege campuses, it has come to my attention 
that many students are politically clumsy, 
myself included. I find that student-writ
ten political articles are often as inter
esting and about as clear ais Gay-Lussac's 
theory of molecular wei^t. For this rea^^ 
son, I defer the contents of this article 
to secondary sources. The topic: the fut
ure of federal educational funding.

It seemed best to offer a comparison as 
to what mi^t happen during the next four 
years with either a Reagan or a Mondale 
administration. It seemed even better since 
I had found an article addressing just such 
speculations. Unfortunately, the basic con
census of Michael O'Keefe (Change, 10/84), 
was that given the high deficit and budget
ary constraints (and the various interest 
groups Hondale himself had aligned with) 
neither man was projected to act very dif
ferently towards education in the next sev
eral years.

Before we look at the future it is only 
fair to look at the past. What little re
view 1 offer comes from O'Keefe's article 
and an essay by Nathan Glazer in the Public 
Interest, #75, "Reagan's Social Policy—A 
Review."

The effort to reduce Government's overall
role in society seems to have been initiated 
some time before the Reaj^n administration, 

t.hniigh he has made the most advances. Ac
cording to Glazer, many reductions in social 
welfare programs and educational programs 
were initiated during the Carter administra
tion .

O'Keefe documents monies appropriated for 
hi^er education programs during '81-'84 as 
declining from $11.9 billion in '81 to $9.4 
billion in '84. Althou^ he does not prov
ide a breakdown with his chart, two facts 
would attribute someidiat to the need for 
less money. First, over the last four years 
social security benefits to students have 
been phased out. 1984-85 is the first year 
that no more students have become eligible 
for these benefits. This request had also 
been made by President Garter. Also, Rea
gan consolidated 29 Federal educational pro
grams into one block grant. Glazer points 
out that many of these programs were social

engineering projtects which specifically tar
gets money to deal with specific problems in 
specific ways. The recent move by the gov
ernment basically says that local authorit
ies know how to deal with their problems 
better than the Federal Government. The im
port to O'Keefe's diart is that block grants 
reduce the costs of appropriation and valid
ation of spending. I would think that these 
two elements account in some way for the re
duction in hi^er education funds.

On the other side, funds for education in 
general have remained steady, with an incre
ase of about $0.6 billion during '81-'84.
In fact, fiscal 1985 looks pretty good for 
students of the federal level. The Dept, of 
Education's budget is to be $17.6 billion, 
up from $15.4 billion in 1984. (This infor
mation is provided by the American Ass. of 
Collegiate Registrars and Admissions Offic
ers .) Fiinds for Guaranteed Student Loans 
are to be Increased by $824 million; Pell 
Grants are to be raised $500 million; col
lege work-study funds are up $37-5 million; 
an increase of $37*5 million for SEOG; and 
there will be $29 million more for National 
Direct Student Loans. This is the most sub
stantial increase in educational funding in 
four years. I have no breakdowns for the 
rest of the increases.

Naturally this small portion of a natlorfs 
concerns is no reason to feel good about an 
election. But on the other hand, education 
is really no small concern. Althou^ St. 
John's College is so small as to be relativ
ely uneiffected by most Federal Funding pro
grams, I think the items just mentioned will 
prove to be beneficial to those of us >diose 
education depends on federal money. But the 
most comforting discovery to me in research
ing this article is that somebody is actual
ly staying on top of all this stuff.

—Tom Leavitt
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vocabulary for baudelaire
inf^e------squalid
viol-------------- rape
glaipissant----screeching
baneil---- trivial, hackneyed

1 The origin^by request: 3,
/ . .

coming sooA 
u;(>h cv Jlesev'^'^A€cxr you,

liil , V/hat'S -hhiS? ^ <iofi-h kocui,
> I-b mus+ be

C\

V/hat‘5 a star ch,p?

WeUj 'yoo kootu THAT does A/OT
it5 oanoe]^ (mean i-hat ^

Yeah! T7/AT A/i^T
,/-HMwbe knows IM

avaler------swallow up
' halller------yawn
echafaud------gallows or stage
hypocrite------hypocrite —E. Drew NEXT The Tumbleweeds— 

Still in God's office.



Remembering War
•'Remembering War" is an essay re
flecting on the memory of war. It 
is'written by Mr. John yerdi, a 
St. John's tutor currently on sab- 
battical, and travelling throiogh 
Europe. This is, I hope, the first 
of a series, —the editor

REl^MBERING WAR

Those nations vcinqulshed in war remember 
their defeats longer than do the victors 
their triumphs. In this way states resemble 
individuals. There exists, however, a group 
^rtiidi nourishes its wartime memories with 
even greater devotion than either the win
ners or the losers. These are the liberat
ed, like the Belgians here in the Ardennes, 
tdiose towns suffered massive destruction 
during the early and late phases of both of 
this century's European wars. The liberated 
owe their ultimate condition to others. In 
effect, they share in the conquest of their 
liberators, much as Christians share in 
Christ's triumph over original sin.

As part of my study of war I am examining 
how its memory is kept alive (and doubtless 
transformed) by victor, vanquished, and lib
erated alike. For this brief essay let me

V ______________ _________________ —------------------------------------- -----

remind you of the Battle of the Ardennes 
(The Battle of ihe Bulge to us colorful Am
ericans), vdilch resulted in Ibe final lib
eration of Belgium from German occupation in 
December, 1944. German treeps# having been 
pushed back into the Rhineland in the autumn 
began an offensive early in December, and 
finally surrotinded the town of Bastogne.
When Allied forces under McAuliffe in the 
town in the town refused to surrender, art
illery attacks destroyed 90^ of the build
ings. General Patton came with help, and 
the Germans withdrew on December 26. They 
were never agsiin able to mount a Western 
drive.

Today, throu^out this hilly and forested 
area, nothing in the land itself serves to 
remind one of >riiat took place here. The 
grass has done its work. And it is only the 
scarcity of pre-wau: buildings that testifies 
to the destruction of man-made objects. In 
such an environment it could become easy to 
forget. And so, there sit German tanks near 
the centers of Houffalize and Bastogne. And 
photographs from late December, 1944, which 
look surprisingly like those in newspapers 
depicting a recent earthqusike in some far
away land, are publicly displayed. Monum
ents to those killed in the first war are

If one eats at the St. 
John's cafeteria one is lik
ely to lose sight of what one 
is eating,as one becomes lost 
in the mysteries sxrrrounding 
its preparation. It is not 
the plain food that some of 
us might prefer, and there is 
little imderstandlng on the 
part of the people who eat it 
of where the food came from 
or vdiere it was grown and 
harvested. I am living on a 
farm in Maine this year. It 
is late Fall here and we are 
bringing in the food for win
ter.

The winter squash is kept 
in grain sacks by the piano 
in the upstairs entrance 
hall, which is cool, dry, 
and spacious. On top of the 
sacks rest great purple cab
bages in langorous splendour. 
The long, central, tubular

Moving toward a non-carcinogeni
root is left attached to the 
cabbage although the smaller 
ones are cut from it. Both 
of these vegetables should 
be brou^t in before the 
first heavy frost. The car
rots are left in the geirden 
all winter long with a thick 
mat of hay thrown over them 
(before the first heavy 
frost). They are picked 
fresh as needed.

In the kitchen hang strings 
of onions, the longest of 
which nearly reaches the floor. 
That’s the one I made. The 
onions were pulled in early 
fall so that they ml^t dry 
in what little remained of 
the summer warmth—for two 
weeks they were brou^t in
side before nightfall in big 
sacks to keep the dew off them 
and then put out again the 
next morning. When the onion

greens had faded to shrivell 
yellow grass we braided them 
feeling around the roots for 
the small, soft, black spot 
which indicates that the oni 
is rotten. These onions wer 
•Uirown at the goat. To brad' 
the onions cut yourself thre 
long pieces of twine, equal : 
length, and with a single kn 
bind them all together at on^ 
end. At the knotted end beg 
to braid the twine and Insin 
ate the tough onion tops inti 
the braid of twine as ti^tl; 
as you can. It is not diffi 
cult but matters are made ev< 
simpler if you bundle the 
three long ends of twine int< 
little balls, unravelling th' 
neatly as you work down the 
braid.

The bean plants die and 
turn \diite in late summer. 
When they are perfectly vAiiti
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soberingly overj-aid with plaques to the dead 
of the second. And in Bastogne one eats at 
Cafe McAuliffe and views the latest movies 
at Cine Patton: ordinary and ever-present.

The greatest shrine of all sits atop two 
acres in Bastogne. It rises like a temple 
above the land where the battle raged. In
scribed on the outside are the najnes of the 
American States, while within the sanctuary 
(for such it feels) is inscribed, in five- 
inch letters, a detailed account of the bat
tle. A museum adjacent recreates the battle 
in three or four ways. (The enemy is always 
referred to as "The Germans," never as "The 
Nazis.") Perhaps the most remarkable of all 
is that the monument was dedicated in 1976, 
38 years after the battle.

Perhaps more striking was the day-long 
celebration at Welkenreadt, to honor a ^oup 
of American veterans >rtio participated in the 
initial liberation of the area in September, 
1944. The diildren of the town joined in 
the celebration with as much enthusiasm as 
the adults. They appeared to understand 
>diat was being remembered. An American I 
met took from his wallet a photo of two 
yoxing women he'd known there 40 years ago, 
and someone ran to get them, sisters I be
lieve. Such is the stuff of memory.

These rememberings have in common that 
each exists at a place to remind people of 
or at the place that something must not be 
forgotten about that place. Although the 
destruction caused by the battle was great, 
it did not prevent the inhabitants from re
turning, rebuilding, remembesring. I sus
pect that after the next war, when places 
will become uninhabitable for decades, the 
modes of remembering will drastically changa 
The places themselves might emerge as their 
own, unvisited memorials, shrouded in myth 
because their streets are inaccessible.

That we go to such lengths to remind our
selves of the effects of war betrays a star
tling fact about us, when we realize that 
monuments to the victims of natural catast
rophes or to success in liberating mankind 
from diseases are rare: we do not consider 
war to be a natural event of which all par
ticipants are really victims. We rally ar
ound "No More War," but would find ludicrous 
a chant of "No More Earthquakes," or "Never 
Again Cancer." And yet, isn't war a natural 
disaster which bears a disarming resemblance 
to moral action? Isn't the face of war 
thereby wrou^t with bitter illusion, to 
which we all too readily succumb?

—John Verdi

ief. On the Beauty of Living Food
pull the plants out, roots 
and all. When you get 8-19 
plants in your hands (you 
will know, as this is about 
all that is manageable) tie 
the plants together as ti^- 
tly as possible just above 
the roots and hang them in a 
cool, dry place for storage. 
We hang our beans in the 
wood shed adjoining the kit
chen. One bundle makes one 
pot of beans.

The corn, like the beans, 
dries out and turns white on 
its stalk at the end of the 
season. You husk the corn as 
you pick, leaving two or 
three leaves on each cob to 
hang it by. Tie them toge
ther in bunches of twelve and 
hang them anywhere: kitchen, 
shed, or bam.

I am glad to have given 
you folks something really

useful in the way of infor
mation. How to? How to put 
your hand to your mouth. The 
sound of the dry corn stalks

rustling in the wind is mourn
ful and light. It will refine 
your spirit to listen.

—MaJ-ly Mechau

MONDAY MORNING
thanksgiving

I spent this past weekend 
slowly and then abruptly re
alizing that I would be hav
ing a baby in July and so now 
what are you going to do with 
your life? Do you tell the 
father? Your father never 
went overseas because your 
mother was pregnant, and in 
a dash of much regretted her- 

,oism he married her. No, you

woiQdn't marry and the father 
would go to England on Sunday 
as he had planned. Suddenly, 
your imagined frecidom has an 
ei^teen year appointment. 
Suddenly sex is a game of 
Russian roulette. But then 
Monday morning and you aren't. 
You want to thank someone but 
can't think of who.

— (Ngime withheld)



8------------------------------------------------------------------------

Letter to the Editor:
I zim writing to vent my anger at a prob

lem i^ldi has been bothering me since the 
fall of my Freshman year, >^en someone stole 
my copy of Uie Odyssey after only our first 
seminar on it. Since that experience of 
disillusionment, I have discovered that thi
every is commonplace at St. John's.

Stealing comes in a variety of forms. 
Probably the most condoned is the act of 
finding something sind keeping it, rather 
than bringing it to Lost & Found, or trying 
to discover the owner. Working in the Msls- 
tant Dean's Office in Annapolis last year, I 
was amazed at the number of books, clothes, 
and items of jewelry—most of them prominent 
objects left in prominent places—vdiich nev
er showed up. There are-many rationaliza
tions for this kind of stealing! "The owner 
obviovisly didn't care for it,". "Someone 
ml^t claim it falsely," etc., ad infin- 
itum, ad nauseum. Do unto others as you 
would have them do unto you.

A more serious form is taking someone's 
Od.yssey from >diere they had set it down, go
ing home after a i>arty with a "new" coat, 
keeping the gloves left sitting on the bench 
(how fine the line between "finding" and 
"appreciating"), eating other people's food 
in the kitchens (how petty can you get?)j in 
other words, one person taking from another. 
Now here, too, there niay be rationalization; 
for instance, perhaps those individuals 
don't believe in private property. Ha! I'll 
bet they guard their own pretty damn care
fully.

The third, and most ODIOUS, REIBEHENSIBLE 
kind of thievery Is stealing from one's com
munity. I'm talking about people fdio take 
things ranging from salt & pepper shakers, 
to (iiair-cushlons, to the Sunday funnies in 
the library (!), to, most despicable of all, 
records, tapes, and books from our libraries. 
There is no possible ratlcnalization here; 
these Neanderthals are making a conscious 
decision—the decision that they and their 
desires eure more important than those of 
their entire community. These aases are so 
selfish that they actually think they have 
the right to deprive everyone of something 
so that they may have it to themselves.
Aside from hurting the community, they are 
also hurting the College itself, >diich we 
all presume to love, and whl(di we all know 
is far from wealthy. They are making it 
poorer, both financially and spiritually, "by 
their actions.

I would like to address specifically the 
people in the latter two categories: Well, 
giiys, I have only one question. What the 
hell are you doing here?! What makes you 
think you have the ri^t even to speak the 
names of Homer, Socrates, Christ, Shakespe
are, and the rest, let alone read their 
words? How dare you discuss problems of 
justice or honor >dien your own consciences 
are so warped?

Thank you; I feel better.
—Anne E. Boyle

PROEM
Where'er you wsilk, there shall you go 
Whoe'er you meet, he shall you know 
Whate'er you do, it shall be so 
Sing it sombre, sing it low.

Where'er you look, that shall you see 
Whoe'er you are, that shall you be 
Whate'er you do, do sing with me 
This jolly song of apathy.

-Si



Caring about Apathy
In my yesurs at St. John’s, I have often 

heard that there is an Invading spirit of 
apathy among us that causes us not to do 
all we are capable of, and that keeps us 
from joining together as a real community. 
Well, the longer I am a part of this com
munity, the more deeply I am able to see 
into the spirit among us and to feel for 
myself if it is a spirit of apathy. On the 
surface, I think I have felt something like 
apathy. If I t2dce the stance of an observ
er, I see something that does not immediatly 
seem tdiole and powerful about our community. 
There have been times that I felt frustrated 
because we do not appear to be doing much 
together. But this is the wrong way to go 
about feeling for the spirit of our commun
ity, Rather than look at the way we appear 
(for exaunple, at how many people come to the 
polity meetings, or how thick the next Au 
Verso will be, or how full the Great Hall is 
on lecture ni^ts) we should look at how we 
care. And more than just looking, than just 
making aui observation of how students care, 
we should feel ourselves in the midst of our 
coBBiunity and ask ourselves idiat we feel to
wards this place and with vAiat spirit we 
feel drawn to respond, to interact. ___  ___

Looking carefully at the community I' have 
be«i a part of for almost 4 years,
I believe I have never felt from it (or in 
myself towards it) a spirit of apathy. In 
fact, far from apathy, I have felt a quiet 
depth of care among us, that we come together 
and grow able to really speak with each oth
er. Sure, there are times >dien we auren't 
wholly able to meet or to say what we feel 
with the strength of a full community, times 
when our individual interests appear to bar 
the way from working well together—but that 
does not mean that we act with apathy or in
difference. The very fact that we feel the 
desire to come together more wholly as a 
community, and to be able to share the ful
ness of our Individual strengths with each 
other, denies the charge of apathy.

I think that we care for what we do to
gether here at St. John's. And I think that 
by becoming more and more perceptive to each 
other's care and each other's efforts to in
teract with this care, we will also perceive 
more and more that this is a community with 
life and action inside it, a community that 
together we can make even more active and 
more alive.

—Liza Hyatt

Jasmine Brandy
Dear Jasmine Brandy«
I need your advice! Now 

that I've graduated and gone 
3ut into the world, commvmi- 
cation with non-Johnnies has 
become increasingly difficult. 
I get flustered. Whenever I 
should happen to le^ the nam
es of Hegel, or Plato, or any 
of the others fzJ.1 in conver
sation I immediately feel 
stuffy and pretentious. Then 
I become so flustered and em- 
taeurrassed that I forget tdiat 
I was going to say (which had 
promised to be rather enligh
tening, if the depth of loss 
I then feel is any indicat
ion.) But it looks to every
one else as thou^ I am con
stantly name dropping and 
have nothing to say (being 
tongue tied). What can I do?

— Red as a Beet in 
Baton Rouge

Dear Red as a Beetj
If you were more inter

ested in Truth (for its own 
sake) you wouldn't become so 
flustered. You may be suf
fering from false humility. 
When you next enter into a 
potentially onbarrassing con
versation, just remember: you 
are not interested in creat
ing a favorable Impression of 
yourself—Stendhal had some
thing interesting to say ab
out that!—rather, you are 
endeavoring to get to the 
heart of the matter. Preten- 
slousness is a self-conscious 
activity. Fix your eye on 
the Truth (or focus your de
sire for it in some direc
tion) and don't, in the fut- 
\are, allow your gaze to turn 
Inward, to vhat Fl'eud calls 
the Ego. As long as you dorft 
actually think you are being 
pretentious, you are not.
The moment you do think so.

you are lost, like Hansel and 
Gretel. Good enou^.
—Jasmine Brandy in Nobleboro
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The search for Aphrodite’-continued from pg. 1

And here it nas that she reached her full 
potential, eind gained the political signi
ficance that has made her the choice of 
poets and statesmen alike.

What greater possible illustration of 
AjAirodite's political significance could 
there be than the many separate occurren
ces, each of long duration, she has spent
perched, wildly painted, upon the bell tow
er? She is gloriously ugly, shamefully be
autiful. She is a union of a simultaneous 
worship and a mockery of the divine. The 
magic of statuary is its mysterious posses
sion of soul, and thus Aphrodite becomes the 
object of plots and counter-plots, aimed at 
winning her keeping. Thus, Aiiirodite has 
been seen at the centers of dance-floors, 
surrounded f?y revelers. Thus, she spent a 
winter in the second-atory shower stall of 
G-dorm. She has been the attending patron
ess of pranks and Realities. And thus, one 
is drawn to wonder >rtiether it was her gift 
of soul, or merely her wei^t, that led her 
to be broken as the tool in a vain attempt 
to shatter ice on the fish-pond, that tragic 
day of prank, last year.

Because she is broken, because her 
trtiereabouts are tmknown, I fear she may not 
return. And the fear of this eventuality 
has prompted me to set down what I know of 
her. I will reveal here her true identity, 
a notion best kept among the the minds of 
the few initiated For her loss would im- 
mea&urably impoverish St. John's, and the 
untold story may prove the spark of her re
discovery and healing.

® It was a former student, Ken Cubby, 
who^ on a sunny day pointed out to me that 
the goddess is perhaps not Aphrodite at all, 
but instead, Demeter. This came as quite a 
revelation to me. He explained, "This is 
not Aphrodite, as you have thou^t. The ac
tual title of this work is 'Bountiful Harv
est'." Continuing, he pointed out the 
fruit, and a serpent, which appeared to 
spring from her body. He also indicated 

almost conscious effort at showing the 
goddess to be ugly. She is, in fact, chun
ky, rather than lithe. But it is the cre
ation of fruits, grapes, and peau:s, and of 
grains, from her own substance that clearly 
announces her as Demeter.

This case requires the re-thinking of 
tho eymbolism one has attached to the v^- 
lous manifestations of the statue around' 
sdiool. This does not prove painful, for 
one soon realizes that she is the grandmo

ther of Bacchus—certainly appropriate.
And it could hardly be inappropriate if she 
were, at one time Demeter, at another AjAi- 
rodite, and at another time both. The sta
tue is so rirfily significant that it might 
be endlessly "xinpackable." Does this not 
invest it with some worth?

The question that looms largest, thou^, 
is, "Where is she?" She must be rettimed 
to the light of day. Are there no advent- 
urovis souls? —Cinema

NEXT TIME: The Tunnels

UPDATE:
Upper Commons

With very little hard Work, we can make 
the Upper Commons Room into a nice area for 
informal gatherings (including coffee hous
es, poetry readings, small concerts and 
plays, in other words, »rtiatever we want to 
do together). We have two carpets that 
were given to us free that need a few peo
ple to vaccuum -Uiern and trim them up a lit
tle bit. We need students to donate strt- 
work for the walls, and maybe we could go 
so far as to make some cushions for the 
floor. The main point is that with a lit
tle bit of effort we can maJce that space 
into a place that welcomes people into it, 
that perhaps would even encotirage people to 
make friendly things happen in it. But I 
have heard very little one way or another 
from people directly about vdiether they like 
this idea. Should we change Upper Commons, 
or keep it as it is? Do we want it to re
main more dismal than a bus terminal? Ple
ase tell me what you think. It can be a 
nicer place by Christmas if we spend a few 
afternoons working for it.

—Liza Hyatt

Rummage for El Salvador
During the first weeks of December there 
will be a rummage sale at the Episcopal 
Church. The proceeds will be going to the 
Salvadoraui Refugee Committee of Santa Fe.
I would appreciate any materials you ml^t 
be willing to donate. I will be posting 
the date and address later. If you have 
anything to offer. Please contact me.

—Toby Barlow
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The Moon is made of Green Cheese—or is it?

Dear Johnnie:
As you flip through this paper, 

you will probably notice great dif
ferences in writing style. Some of 
the items may be to yoiar liking, 
others not. But it is my hope and 
belief that there is nothing in this 
little monthly publication that does 
not deserve due consideration.

You say,"Well, yes, there are 
some things here that I might be in- 
teffisted in reading—but why should 
I take the time?" A thoughtful an
swer to this question must take into 
consideration the nature of the pub
lication; that is, just what are we 
trying to do vv^ith the Yoon?

If we were trying to be a liter
ary forum, you could say that you 
would be better off reading Joyce or 
O'Connor or yaugham. If we were try
ing to present student commentary on 
pertinent issues in "today's world", 
you could say that you would rather 
read the Washington Post or Time or 
some such thing. If we were trying 
to give you pithy or himiorous pie
ces, well-written little stories a- 
bout nothing in particular, you 
could say you would rather read the 
New Yorker(Who woTJldn't smile at one of their cartoons?)

We are not trying to do any of 
these things. We are trying to bring 
you the current thoughts of St. 
John's students. If they do happen 
to enter the ranks of the above- 
mentioned publications, so much the 
better. But tnis is not the reason we are here.

The Moon is here as a means to 
give some more creative vitality to 
the community at St. John's. The 
Moon is here so that people who talk 
Plato and Hobbes and v/hatever else 
can show each other what they're 
thinking in terms other than didac
tic. The Moon is here to help the 
comm\mity take on a life of its own, 
and not become "just one more set of 
Johnnies passing through a very so
phisticated m.eat grinder." We're 
here to think and discover, not as
similate and criticize.

some new phrase they've conjxrred, or 
because it niakes sense that there 
should be a student paper with lec
ture reviews or film reviews or some 
Other "appropriate" thing. For this 
reason, you will see few "coliimns" 
and very little material which is 
easily categorizable; this fact itself siaggests that we are being 
thoughtful people.

So this month and future months 
when you pick up the Moon and flip , 
through, think also about what is 
written, and not only about the way 
it is written. You may be pleasant
ly surprised. And when the deadline 
for the next issue rolls around, 
think whether there is something— 
a story, a satire, a letter, a car
toon, an aphorism— which you wo.'yild 
like to share with other Johnnies, 
and don't worry about whether it 
would be pink-slipped by Alfred 
Knopf. —Dave Lewis, editor
THE DEADLINE FOR THE NEXT ISSUE 

IS WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 12.

COMMERCIAL & OFFSET 
PRINTERS

• ANNOUNCEMENTS 
SPECIALIZIIQ M 
WEDDMQ SUPPUES 
ASERVKE

• BOOKLETS PAMPfUTS
• BUSMESS CARDS

• ENQRAVBnS
• ENVELOPES
• IfTTERHEADS
• LETTERPRESS
• TICKETS
• PROGRAMS

24 Hour Service In Most Cases

983-4271
1519 3RD Santa Fa 

Corner Of 3rd & Jay

The Moon is here so that people 
can tell" each other what they're 
thinking, and not to show each other



12 S.A.O. Announcements
MEN’S SOCCER

The St. John's men's soccer team comple
tely shellacked Los Alamos Inn 7~t in a spe
cial challenge game in Los Alamos on their 
home field. Along with the chaLlange, our 
team was invited to a free dinner at the 
fine Los Alamos Inn restaurant, so our team 
literally "had their caike and ate it too"!! 
Istvan also invlted_them to a dinner party 
celebration at his home. This soccer team 
is unparaJ-leled in the history of St. John's 
soccer. They have trounced teams that in

------------ FITNESS TEST--------------
The Fall Fitness Test Program, clJnsisting 

of the 100 yard dash, 400 yard dash, push
ups, sit-ups, softball throw, and obstacle 
course,results are: Men's first place over
all winner Mike Ryan, 2nd Bill Slakey, 3rd 
Jeremy Lauer. Women's first place overall

the past have been unbeatable. It is in
credible that this small college with its 
intense academic program (making athletic 
training much more difficult than at other 
colleges) unquestionably has the best soc
cer teaua in Northern New Mexico! Here is 
the "list of winners" that have played the 
season throu^: Jon Bauer, Jeremie Lauer,
Ian Webb, Steve Haurtzog, Andre Wakefield, 
Grant Henry, Jeff Pope, Scott Boac, John Ri- 
llette, Duncan North, Bill Slakey, Eric Eb
ert, Joe Lennihan, Cullen Hallmark, "TEE". 
CONGRATULATIONS!!!!

winner Tam bra Leonard. Congratulations to 
the winner and to everyone who came out for 
the test. All >dio competed had a good time 
and leaurned something new about their j^iys- 
ical prowess. In the spring we will run 
another fitness test—stay in shape!

—Kevin, SAO 

COMING NEXT MONTH :
Music at St. John's 
Report of the

Student polity 
Student instruction 

Committee info. 
HOLIDAY SPIRIT
AND... Your gracious 
contributions for the 
pages of the Moon.

STAFF
LAYOUT AND DESIGN** Tom O'Dowd
TYPING**Chris Eavenson
BENEFACTOR**Istvan
EDITOR**Dave Lewis

ON CONTRIBUTIONS:
All suDmissions must 
be signed. We will 
withhold name or use 
your pseudonym if you 
request. If we edit, 
we will make every ef
fort to get the auth
or's approval.
NEXT DEADLINE: Dec. 12




