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letter from an editor 
• greetings, gentle reader)

GREETINGS, GENTLE READER PAUL OBRECHTI02

° Spring break '02 is finally here, and those 
of us who have destinations in mind are about to 

set off on various adventures of the springlike vari-

ety. Personally, I'm off to Austin, Texas, the first of 

several road trips I have planned to scout out pos-
sible places I would be satisfied to call 'home' 
(whatever that means) after the dust of Santa Fe 

falls off my boots. I notice more and more often 

these days that the little two-digit addendum to my 

name corresponds to the current year, and like 
most of the rest of my class, my gaze is more and 

more drawn upward and outward, beyond the 
confines of Johnny Mountain, to the valley and the 

mountains and the vistas around, to the various 
unknown futures that seem to percolate quietly 
beneath the surface of the view, intimating still 

further horizons. The teapot is beginning to 

whistle insistently.

But all these musings about the future are 
a little premature, because the semester is only 

half over, and there are still.many days left to tick 

off, many i's left to dot and t's to cross. And these 

musing may of course be a little self-indulgent, 

because only a quarter of us will graduate in May. 
The rest, if at all as we were last year or the year 

before or the year before that, are not peering 

quite so intently into the curiosities of the 

out there.

Naturally, the upperclasspersons are the 

most familiar with the nuts and bolts of the 
College, and we have over time become most 

heavily invested in the smooth operation thereof. 

As a result, we have found ourselves almost acci-

dentally taking on more and more responsibilities 

as we have begun to sense the particular niches 
that need to be filled. For instance, I just occasion-

ally wrote mediocre poetry for the literary maga-

zine, TAG, when it existed, and only through some 

strange series of accidents and a dearth of willing 
participants did I end up as one of the editors of 
the Moon. But now we upperclasspersons have to 

go, and as a natural part of the cycle, the time is 
ripe for some new folks to step into these roles, 

and to create their own. Applications for next 

year's resident assistants are available in the 
housing office. The most prolific chunk of the 

Moon staff will not return next year, and we need 

writers, proofreaders, and designers. New lab and 

writing assistants are needed. Project Politae, the 
Gnomon, and Chrysostomos, to name just a few, 

would also gain strength in numbers. The opportu-
nities (or perhaps duties) are there, and in order 

that our little community would be successful, 

everyone must begin rising to the occasion. •

r ----------1
{from the moon & the gnomon staff members}

WE ARE EVER SO GRATEFUL FOR OUR TWO NEW

{power Mac G4s — which are working quite well!}

—--------------------------------THIS GENEROUS GIFT TS MADFl POSSTRT.Ttf BV
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RESPONSE TO MR. LORCH'S LETTER
ALEXIS BROWN|SF00/EC03/PR OFFICE

LETTERS TO THE EDITORS FROM: A BROWNI S. RODRIGUEZ

I am responding to Mr. Lorch’s letter in the 
last issue (specifically the comment, “In short, if 
food is being served, expect an administrator to be 
there. If no food is being served, we know the

event has been planned for student alone”). 1 
would like the college to view this photo. It is Mr. 
Lorch, at a stwj£nt event with food and a beer. Yes, 
Suzanne Rodriguez, an administrator, is also in the 
photo, but she and Tasina Banks organized this 
party for seniors. (Please note that both seniors in 
the photo have alcohol and food, while the admin- 
istrator is left with nothing.)

It seems Mr. Lorch didn’t quite tell the truth 
in his letter. And, as 1 would like to keep my job, 
this shylock shall keep quiet regarding all his other 
comments. •

(): Although I don't actually bother to show up for most 
school events anymore, there are rumors that Mr. 
Lorch has been sighted at many, with both food and 
drink. —PO.*

REGARDING MR. LORCH'S LETTER
SUZANNE RODRIGUEZ |College Advancement 

Officer and Weigle Shylock

It was with frustration and concern that 1 read 
Mr. Ben Lorch’s letter tothe editor in last month’s 
Moon, since from my perspective, Mr. Lorch has 
made numerous erroneous statements and ex-
pressed some very uninformed opinions.

Naturally, as one of the “Weigle Shylocks,” 1 
was dismayed to read that, accotding to Mr. Lorch, 
administrators will attend events where food is 
served and students will be invited to activities 
without tefreshments. During his senior year, Mr. 
Lorch has been invited to (and has attended) four 
student events that I personally helped plan, each 
of which included generous amounts of food and 
spirits. From my observations, Mr. Lorch wasn’t 
shy about enjoying himself heartily at all four 
activities. From there marks and comments made 
by many other students, they also found these 
occasions intetesting and enjoyable.

While 1 certainly agree that Brendan O’Neill 
and his staff play asignificant and much-appreciat-
ed role in many student activities (that is, aftet all, 
their job), 1 must say, the statement “every time a 
table is placed outside of the Great Hall, two of the 
SEO workers have gone down to Peterson and put 
it there” is a gross exaggeration, extremely unfair 
and infact, rude. When one plans an event on 
campus, there are many offices and individuals 
involved, from Conference Services and Aramark 
to Building and Grounds. Each group has a staff 
made up of dedicated and hard-workingpeople 
who spend countless hours attempting to make 
things enjoyable and meaningful for YOU, 
Mr. Lorch. •

Do you have computer skills? Are you interested in graphic design? The Moon needs 

a new layout designer for the fall semester, and it could be YOU! If you're interested, 

talk to Paul Obrecht or Eddie Kovsky, or drop us a line at moontag@stumail.sjcsf.edu.
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in the stacks—
the view from the sjc library)

IN THE STACKS—THE VIEW FROM THE SJC LIBRARY ■ CRAIG JOLLYIMEEM LIBRARIAN

° Books, like we ourselves, exist in a physical 
world. They are written. They have lives. Without 
care, they fall apart. They come into—and some- 
times fade out of—existence.

Here at St. John’s, we may forget this. Our 
particular approach emphasizes a hook’s timeless 
content over the accidental aspects of its vehicle. 
We may sometimes overlook the obvious—that 
paper and ink are what set reading into motion. 
The text may be the soul, but the physical book 
sustains it.

This is one reason, a vital reason, why libraries 
exist. Not only are they places where a person may 
read a book at no charge, but they also keep for-
gotten works alive.

Consider the Meem Library here at St. John’s 
College. TTie core of its collection consists right-
fully of Program works. Eighteen copies of the 
Eagles’ Iliad, for instance. Seventeen of Hobbes’ 
Leviathan. Twenty of Kafka’s Complete Stories. 
Copies of each of the Program titles, in a smorgas-
bord of translations and editions.

These are the books we all know—or will 
come to know, after four years.

But the Program list, impressive though it is, 
constitutes only a small fraction of this Library’s 
holdings. The Library carries lesser-known works 
by Program authors—books of sometimes compa-
rable merit that our finite class time does not per-
mit us to read. The Library keeps books by con-
temporaries of Program authors, books by St. 
John’s alumni and tutots, and books about Program 
books—those infamous secondary sources.

There are even a few books here by women.
A good number of Library titles carry book-

plates, bearing the names of St. John’s donors and 
deceased. These names tell their own stories: Dean 
Haggard, Bruce Venable, Mortimer Adler, among 
others. Old friends of the College, old students, 
and old tutors, most now gone themselves, but per-
sisting through the books they have loved and left 
with us.

Many titles housed in our Library are long out 
of print. You will not find them on the shelves of 
the College Bookstore, nor even at Amazon.com. 
The forces of commerce have, for whatever reason, 
seen fit to stop producing them.

A patron recently declared that our Library

“doesn’t have a single bad book.” This may be 
close to the truth. Ours is a rare collection, built 
carefully by literate people. There are lost gems on 
these shelves, under cover of old leather and cloth, 
awaiting their particular renaissance. Their wait 
may last decades, or never come at all. This all 
depends on our curiosity and good fortune.

If we hope to discover them, we must wander 
into those stacks, every now and again. We must 
remember that our simple love of reading is what 
first brought us to St. John’s. We must delve into 
titles unknown as well as titles sought after. And 
we especially must keep our eyes and ears open for 
the hints that come our way.

A week ago the Santa Ee New Mexican ran a 
short interview with a man named Jack Loeffler. 
Mr. Loeffler lives here in Santa Fe, and has recent-
ly authored a memoir of his friendship with the 
writer Edward Abbey. Mr. Loeffler, I would add, is 
slated to speak at the College next November, as 
part of the Library Guild’s Speaking Volumes 
Lecture Series, and his new book (Adventures with 
Ed) is now in our circulating collection-as are sev-
eral of the works of Edward Abbey. (Abbey him-
self, incidentally, also gave a talk at this College in 
1971, a speech now on a reel-to-reel tape in the 
Library’s archives.)

My interest here is not with Loeffler per se, 
but with the mention he makes, during his inter-
view, of another writer by the name of B. Traven. 
It is the sort of quick unelaborated reference a 
reader often skips over. Those who know the name 
“Traven” are surprised to see it. Those who don’t 
merely read on.

Who is—rather, who was—B. Traven? That 
question has no easy answer. One book in our 
Library’s collection. The Mystery of B. Traven, 
addresses this very issue. Published in 1977, this 
book has long been out of print (though reissued in 
2001). In the course of its residence in the College 
Library, it has been checked out only twice: once 
in 1998 (by myself) and once before, in 1988, by 
another now-anonymous patron who apparently 
shared my curiosity.

Film aficionados may know Traven best as the 
author of the book that later became John 
Houston’s The Treasure of the Sierra Madre. Two 
other films also exist: Rosa Blanca and The

CONTINUED ON P5



BOARD OF VISITORS AND GOVERNORS PLENARY SESSION COMMITTEE REPORTS • ERIN HANLONI03

“Annapolis—There is a lot of construc-
tion in Annapolis. Mellon Hall is undergo-
ing a $13 million dollar renovation that will 
be finished in 5 months. It is on schedule 
and on budget. Lectures are currently being 
held in the Great Hall because of renova-
tions to Mellon, but will return to Mellon 
next year. A new dormitory will be built 
because the Annapolis campus currently 
only has beds for 289. The new dormitory 
would house 30-40 students. It would not 
cause an expansion in the number of student 
body; in fact Annapolis is expecting shrink-
age in the number of students because they 
are currently over-enrolled. The new dorm 
would allow more students to live on cam-
pus. Annapolis currently has 481 undergrad-
uates—next year that number is expected to 
drop to 454. Thete are 68 graduate students. 
This summer there will be three faculty sum-
mer study sessions with stipends. There w ill 
be a study session with the Santa Fe Junior 
Lab Manual which Annapolis has adopted, 
one study session on classical geometry, and 
one on Hegel. Annapolis is facing reaccredi- 
dation in 1 year with two different accredi-
tation groups and is preparing for that.

Former assistant dean Anita Kronsberg is on 
sabbatical, Julie Seager is the new assistant 
dean.

Santa  Fe

Enrollment is holding strong. The budg-
et is good thanks to a tough policy on spend-
ing. There has been a 50% increase in annu-
al fund contributions. Annapolis Vice 
President Jeff Bishop has been in Santa Fe 
for one week every month to help with 
fundraising. The college inherited a minor 
Van Gogh painting from the founder of the 
Santa Fe New Mexican, Robert McKinney. 
[Historical side note: this is the same guy 
who alerted President Weigle to the possibil-
ity of building in Santa Fe before the Meems 
even gave us the land.] The painting has 
been appraised and will be sold; the money 
going towards the endowment. There are 
currently three faculty committees looking 
at the issues of enrollment, outreach, and 
planning. Plans for faculty housing continue, 
though no construction has begun. Their 
search for a new vice president has been nar-
rowed to five prime candidates who will be 
named in April.

CONTINURD ON P22
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IN THE STACKS—THE VIEW FROM THE SJC LIBRARY • CRAIG J0LLY|MEEM LIBRARIAN
CONTINUED FROM P4

Rebellion of the Hanged; both in Spanish, both 
obscure, again based upon Traven books of the 

same name.
These are only three of a dozen of Traven’s 

works. All were published first in German, and 
only later translated to English. The best of his 
novels, a seties of six known loosely as the “Jungle 
novels,” deal with cortuption and tebellion and 
the plight of the Mexican Indians; the same cause 
taken up more recently by the mysterious 
Subcommandate Marcos.

Traven’s style is lean, crisp, caustic, brilliant. 
His novels evoke a Mexican Dostoyevski—a simi- 
lat intuitive gift for character and story, and a pow-
erful sense of the depths, as well as heights, of 
human spirit.

Throughout a cateet of forty years Traven’s 
identity, too, remained essentially a mystery. 
Unlike J.D. Salinger, who merely eschewed the

public, Traven himself remained an unknown. All 
that was said was that he lived in Mexico City.

Still, there were rumors as to his identity, 
many of these tecounted in The Mystery of B. 
Traven. Suggestions were made that Traven might 
have been an American, one Berick Traven 
Torsvan, born in Chicago in 1890, whom records 
show immigrating to Mexico in 1930.

But, too, thete were strong circumstantial 
links to a Munich actor named Ret Marut, suppos-
edly of English nationality, who in 1917 began 
publishing a decidedly anti-nationalistic and anar-
chistic magazine entitled Der Ziegelbrenner. In the 
course of the May Day massacre of revolutionaries 
in 1919, Marut was captured, escaped, went into 
hiding for several years, and finally disappeared. 
Some years later, the Mexican tesident B. Traven 
began publishing—in German.

Nor is this all. The story grows wildly stranger,
CONTINUED ON P18
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FUN CRITIC: NEW MEXICO ADVENTURE ■ JESS 60DDENI02 SARA ABERCROMBIEI02

critic inPo 1>qx

° Ms. Sara Abercrombie is 
absolutely one of my very 
favorite adventure conspira-
tors. We have had a couple of 
Northern New Mexico adven-
tures together, and never real-
ly did anything so productive 
as fun. The summer after 
sophomore year we took the 
“Farm Tours of Northern New 
Mexico,” sponsored by the 
Farmer’s Market, and ended 
up in a little cafe thirty miles 
south of the Colorado border, 
where we ran into Craig Jolly 
(formerly of the Bookstore, 
now of the Library) and his 
wife Renee, who were return-
ing from a camping trip in 
Colorado. The waitress was a 
diva with long blonde hair, 
huge smile, and gobs of blue 
eye shadow. She sang us an 
aria in Italian. We walked 
halfway across the Taos Gorge Bridge on the trip 
back, and then freaked out (it’s pretty dang scary). 
We also saw the community (or is it a warren?) of 
Earthships just before Taos. We had been meaning 
to write about it for the Moon, but that was before 
my Fun Critic days. So when our trip to White 
Sands (we needed a Southern New Mexico adven-
ture) over New Years was cancelled, 1 was very 
excited when she suggested a short adventure to 
the small town of Cerrillos, New Mexico. Why 
would anyone make such a suggestion? Well, Sara 
is always on the lookout for adventure (that’s why 
she’s way up on my list of co-conspirators) and 
when she discovered she was out of a particular 
bath salt, which she had received from Rachael 
Pitkin, she noticed that this was no ordinary bath 
salt, boys and girls, it was bath salt from Ortiz 
Mountain Herbal in Cerrillos, New Mexico. So off 
we went, taking my handy tape recorder to memo-
rialize the experience. What follows is a transcrip-
tion, only slightly edited, of our journey:

Sara: Since we're going to Cerrillos, we're going to take 
Cerrillos Road down to 1-25. Please note: we don't 
know where we're going.

NEW MEXICO ADVENTURE w/ SAflA

ost: $9.30 for gas (If you've lost 
your ATM card, or your rent 
check just bounced, maybe 
Sara, or your own cohort, will 
pay for it.

Time- 3 hours

ffort: Little. Less if you're not 
driving.

ecessary Supplies: Car, gas, 

companion.

Optional Supplies: Map, food, 
camping gear, portable tape 
recorder. Bangles tape, woath- 
er-appiopriate shoes.

Fun rating: 7 (of 9 possible)

Fun rating of transcribing tape: 20 
(of 9 possible)

Sara: 3:08. Almost died.
1 was driving kind of fast, 

given the weather conditions, 
and especially considering we 
were on Cerrillos, the Most 
Dangerous Road Ever. It was-
n’t my fault. Some pickup 
truck tried to get into the lane 
I wanted to get into. After the 
almost dying, we stopped 
keeping track of the time. It’s 
almost as if our new lease on 
life had freed us from such 
concepts as “time” and 
“sequence.” From this point 
on, there were breaks of 
unknowable amounts of time 
between our reports. They 
(both the breaks and the 
reports) began to get sillier. 
Whenever anything struck us 
(or, rather, Sara, since I was 
driving) as interesting or 
funny, we made a report. 'The 

two didn’t always relate to each other. The trip 
became an intense exercise in secret weirdness.

Sara; By the way, our destination is Ortiz Mountain 
Herbal, [continuing to read the bath salt package] 
...avena's relaxing bath salts, four salts, oats, 
essential oils of lavender and rose geranium.

Jess: Ooh! The State Penitentary!

Sara: We just passed the State Penitentaryl Woohoo! If 
we see a hitchhiker, we may pick him up.

Ms. Greer: I think I'm using that in a loose way. [I recycle 
my tapes. Sometimes this just happens.)

Sara: We just passed a sign informing us that we are 
driving on a Scenic Byway of New Mexico. I would 
say it's scenic. The snow is sticking to the 
chamisa...

Jess: Actually, Sara, that's juniper.

Sara: Actually, Jess, chamisa means bush.

Jess: ...around on the ground and everything. It's very 
pretty. And very scenic.

Sara; We just pulled off the road into the Cerrillos 
Business District. I just saw a sign for the Cerrillos

CONTINUED ONP?
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CONTINUED FROM P6
FUN CRITIC: NEW MEXICO ADVENTURE • JESS GODDEN|02 ■ SARA ABERCROMBIEI02

Cafe. (We couldn't find the cafe]. We're currently 
driving almost parallel, to the railroad tracks. So far 
I see a few houses, a wooden fence, a white car 
just drove by, there's a trailer house; it's a double-
wide. It looks like the country. We are currently 
approaching a stop sign. Wait! What is this up 
here? (slowly) Cerrillos. There's a sign. It says, 
(reading) "Welcome to Cerrillos." It's covered in 
snow, so it's hard to read. Oh, yeah, the other side 
of the sign says "Hasta La Vista." Ohh, there's a 
petting zool And it says it's open. We might go.

Jess: There's a "Whatnot Shop." That's really cool.

The “Whatnot Shop” turns out to be the nerve 
center of Cerrillos, New Mexico. Every person we 
tallced to about how to find the Ortiz Mountain 
Herb Store told us to “check at the Whatnot 
Shop,” almost as if the Herb Store was a “whatnot” 
that could be located at this shop. The Whatnot 
Shop was, unfortunately, closed. 1 still have no idea 
what a “whatnot” might be. Gina Bouchard and 
Kate Jordan are requested for questioning.

Jess: (Bangles playing in the background) The Trading 
Post is owned by Trader Todd Brown.

Sara: Oh! (We don't know why. She just said it. This is the 
problem with transcription.1

Jess: I think we should go in. The Trading Post does 
advertise old bottles on their window.

Sara: There are many.

Jess: And there are many old bottles in the window. 
We're going in.

And we did. We left the tape recorder in the 
car, so we wouldn’t seem too much like “city folk.” 
We were “blending.”

Jess: Let's critique this fun. How fun was this?

Sara: Mmmmm... not too much fun.

Jess: No, not very much fun. But it was "amusing."

Sara: It was very expensive. They sold urn... about a 
gram... (Note that this is Sara's second use of the 
metric system. Who does she think she is, some 
kind of European citizen? Oh, yeah. She is.)

Sara: ...of popcorn for two dollars. (We laugh like 
morons) Dry popcorn.

Jess: Dry popcorn. The old bottles were like $2.50 each.

Sara: They had a map of the Scenic Byways of the United 
States. It cost three dollars and you couldn't look at 
it unless you bought it because it was taped shut 
Urn, what else? Urn, the old bottles; they were pret-
ty, and they also had a museum, and it cost $2 per 
person, which is more than I would pay for a muse-
um. (I think Sara means a museum of a Trading- 
Post Caliber. She pays more than that to go to 
museums all the time.)

Jess; Did you look to see what was in there?

Sara: There wasn't very much in there. (Tentatively) Yeah,
I don't know. Altogether I would rate it a three.

Jess: (ignoring Sara) Dkay, so. We're at the intersection 
of Main Street and First Street. There's the Whatnot 
Shop.

Sara: I'm afraid that the Whatnot Shop might be a disap-
pointment like the last one. Maybe you should go 
right and then next time we should go left. (We 
went right]

Sara: We're going to move on to Madrid, I think, right 
now. (Which just shows what Sara knows. We did-
n't go to Madrid right then at all. We went to Mary's 
Tavern and maybe even met Mary. Then we went to 
Madrid, anyway.)

Sara: We may have just met Mary of Mary's Tavern. She's 
a tough old broad, very wrinkly, white hair. We 
asked her about the Drtiz Mountain Herbal Shop, 
she knew nothing about it She said maybe it 
closed, she wasn't sure, it might be up on Did Gold 
Mine Road, and the guy in the bar, he didn't know 
either. They were very surprised to see us. Jess, do 
you have any comments?

Jess: Tough old broad? (Mary also advised us to check 
the Whatnot Shop. So did her customer. He also 
told us to come back and have a beet It's probably 
lonely in small towns like Cerrillos, New Mexico.]

Sara: I think we found it

Sara: We definitely didn't find it. We found the Drtiz 
Mountain Health Center, though. A faculty of 
Presbyterian Medical Services.

Jess; Facility.

Sara: Dh. Facility. Excuse me. This is why I go to St 
John's, to learn how to read. We also found the 
post office.

Sara: We're going to a store called the Woo Place, it says 
"Woofy Bubbles".
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CHORUS FROM SOPHOCLES' OIDIPOUS TYRANNOS \ LINES 1186-1221 ■ EVA MELKONYAN|04

strophe a

Oh, family of mortal souls,
You are no different from shadows.
Is there a man, a single human spirit.
Who owns the essence of their joy?
Whose happiness won’t melt into deception?
Oh, wretched Oedipus,
Your fate has thrown us a lesson.
From now on I know no mortal man can be considered happy.

antistrophe a

You shot your arrow far.
And have surpassed all other mortals.
Your wealth was blessed with strength.
Your mind—with clear thoughts.
0 Zeus! Those crooked talons of a chanting virgin.
They were destroyed by you!
You, who has set a wall against our deaths!
From all these deeds, we put you on the throne.
Awarded you with greatest honors.
And handed yoi,i the jeweled crown of our TTaebes.

strophe b

Yet now, whose wretched story is unbearable to hear?
Who is in suffering and in diseased bewilderment?
Who has been wedded to a change in life?
Oh dear, wretched Oedipus;
A child and a father of the same great harbor.
Born as a bridegroom.
Your father’s furrows held you for so long in silence. 

antistrophe b

Unwittingly you saw the truth with time.
Which has condemned this sinful marriage long ago.
Both the begetter and the begotten.
Oh, Laios, child.
If only you did not set foot upon this land.
For how 1 mourn and cry.
And twist my lips with sorrow.
From you 1 used to take my breaths.
And now, because of you,
1 lie my head to sleep.

(08)



TO OEDIPUS • EVA MELKONYANI04

And so it was,
The body left the spirit,
It cried for heavens rather than for earth.
And fortune licked away your tears.
The salt of sea could bum your face no more.

You ask yourself:
What’s fate, but naked power of madness?
What’s soul, but madness in the other words?
The body screeches, tearing at the spirit.
And blinds its eyes with light from your own thoughts.

The blood has stained both of your eyes from fear.
From fear of the truth that claws and moans within your whole. 
You harm your flesh.
You spill your blood upon the gold and silver.
Yet no flesh wound could scream as loud as the soul.

Forgive yourself.
And fate that knows not of forgiveness.
You let the blackness out from your bursting veins.
You who already has no fears.
For you have given you, worst poison of golden flames.

THE FORTUNATE DEAD ■ WILLIAM ALBAITUTOR

No sanded remainders from tombstone decay 

nor weathered belitter remains

stand in test to declare some longdast name 

through hallowed timewarned halls.

No lilies are left for the fortunate dead. 

Oceans forget. Clouds shrift in deceit

and drown the skin-pink round in their turns. 

But the calm sifted dead (who touch

everywhere) feel their peace fairly glow 

as the reined reddening sun.

(09)
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SOMETHING, SOMETHING SYSTEM • RYAN BOYCE |02

I. The  Spinnin g  Woma n

His Eros is passive like a child’s; he hopes 
to be caught, sucked in, enveloped, and 
devoured. He seeks, as it were, the pro-
tecting, nourishing, charmed circle of the 
mother, the condition of the infant 
released from every care, in which the 
outside world bends over him and even 
forces happiness upon him. No wonder 
the real world vanishes from sight!

—C.G. Jung

He deliberately walked down the cobble stone 
path, glancing left then glancing right. 1 can 
remember it now. He stood when he stopped, per-
fectly upright, he held himself up with genuine 
brilliance. Alive, cool, and completely free. He 
stretched out his arms; they forced a contrast even 
1 can’t account for. A shadow moved across his 
body with rich intent, it knew exactly when to 
stop and what position to assume. It covered parts 
of him, but not the best parts. He was wearing this 
smile that makes me believe he was patiently wait-
ing for something wonderful to happen.

This reminded me of the feeling I used to get 
when 1 would lay down on my grandfathers lawn at 
night, listening to the alligators in the water, lis-
tening to the snake slowly traversing one corner 
while my grandfathers orange tree manipulated the 
other. The cobble stone path lead to where it 
always leads, to my grandfather’s dock, it’s at the 
back of the yard stretching all the way out into the 
canal. A cool breeze would drift by, causing ripples 
in the water and goose bumps on my naked chest. 
Alive, cool, and completely free, 1 stretched out 
my arms; they forced me to expose myself to the 
moon and to the stars. Lying next to ingenuity, 
pondering the bright stains that starred this 
throne. The spotlight was on me; the moon made 
me feel like a white creature all alone in a world 
with no color except for gray and midnight blue. 
The distance 1 had created between myself and the 
rest of the dark night was a violently liberating 
one. 1 didn’t have to do anything but go through 
the motions of being me, thinking about what 1 
think about. Thinking about her perhaps, thinking 
about him maybe, thinking about me only when 1 
remembered to.

Lying there, motionless, totally numb to 
everything but her. 1 knew her every word. 1 went 
over it about a million times that night:

Ryan—I don’t know what to say or do but I 
know I have to talk to you, physically, before 
you go to Vegas. I have to read your letter a 
couple more times first. I had a dream about 
you this morning. A dream that resisted my 
alarm clock, held on, and wouldn't let my 
eyes open till it had told me what it needed to 
say. I have to think about it more. It hurt so 
bad. I almost didn’t go to lab, didn’t come to 
school at all and then cursed myself for being 
weak and went. Then I held my breath in the 
classroom, waiting for you to show up or not 
and trying to decide which would be more 
painful—your presence or your absence. It 
was the absence, I think, but maybe if you’d 
been there I’d have a different answer.

Maybe it doesn’t matter so much how I love 
you as that I love you. I’m dying all the time. 
I can’t stop thinking about it except when I 
absolutely have to.

Let me think, feel it out. Give me a moment 
to breathe, reflect, re-read. I’ll show up to 
you sometime and say something or not say 
anything and hopefully it will be the right 
thing.

Love, Stella

Getting closer to home, 1 knocked the beetle 
off my back and put my shoes on. Feeling fright-
ened and feeling strong, 1 lit my last cigarette. 
Seeing my shadow through the smoke, lifting my 
eyes beyond the evergreens, over to the peak. 
Staring, contemplating, and enjoying this great 
expanse of nothingness mixed with just the right 
amount of everything. Where did she go?

It all seemed right. 1 couldn’t walk away. 1 had 
to do it. Only one thought led my emotions. They 
took me through my consciousness and let me out 
on the other side. I came out knowing something 
rather comfortable and not the least bit querulous. 
It told me to find her, it told me to take her in. 
That’s what 1 always wanted to hear, but this was 
the first time that 1 let myself hear it. It was now 
screaming, “take her to Vegas, take her to the 
moon, take her everywhere.” It was wonderful but 
it wasn’t easy. 1 had to give up so much of myself, 
so many times what 1 thought 1 would ever want to 
give. But her eyes make me feel like I’m staring 
into a wide-open sky. With the perfect gray and 
the blended blue, 1 knew she was what 1 wanted,

CONTINUED ON PI I
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and I will always have a piece of her somewhere 
inside.

But the kneading, knocking, pounding heart 
of mine gave way a little while ago to a more sen-
sible, translucent praise. Lost in misery and alive in 
a dance, twirling, tossing and putting me every-
where I needed to be. I needed to be inside riding 
all my brain waves until they burst. I didn’t know 
what would happen if I just let it go. Let the train 
derail, left the phone off the hook, hid inside and 
never came out. 1 just might see something that I 
won’t like. 1 forget sometimes what happened to 
me and her. 1 pause and tell myself to get off, stop, 
and breathe.

When I see something that 1 want, I want to 
be able to touch it, to feel it, and to talk to it. To 
be able to feel everything that it feels, this is the 
only way that 1 know 1 feel something too. Is she 
happy? Is she sad? Is it all really my fault? 1 told her 
1 loved her but she was never satisfied. The truth
is, I wasn’t either, 1 never was, but I wanted to be 
so badly.

The alarm goes off and I’m still somewhere 
lost in my mind. My shins are sweating and my 
head dilly dallies the doom inching alone to con-
sciousness here in my room. 1 won’t go, 1 can’t. 
How can 1 look into those eyes? It’s only one lab 
class. I can pretend that I’m able to sleep through
it. It’s only 90 minutes long. She probably won’t 
even know, she won’t go, why would she care if 1 
were gone. She wouldn’t tell anyone, she’d put it 
out of her mind in a couple minutes.

A song of minor rolls off my lips while I 
glimpse in a vision her blaring bitterness. When 
her legs used to spread, no ecstasy would impinge. 
1 was invited into a splintered escapade of season-
able madness where the minimum was promised 
and an ordinance of screeching instincts filled the 
independent orbits that encircled my eyes. I’m 
gonna go on like this, I know I am. This splintered 
escapade will last for months and feel like forever. 
Thank god for vacations and other people she can 
meet. A hunger that adheres to no amount of 
rationality or reason can trail off and die for all 1 
care. A glimpse of hell is all 1 needed. Faust 
showed me that.

1 woke up hardly without a care, totally apa-
thetic. 1 was naked now and I felt like she had 
won. It was the longest shower I ever took. There 
was no vertex to the sun, no glimmering abyss. 
The longest, daftest rain leaned on my back like it 
was a part of me. Sex wasn’t fun anymore. It meant

nothing to her. When I’d finish, it would hit me. I 
would roll myself over in anguish, spiraling inside 
myself and then out and on to the floor in search 
of something, anything. I was lost in a place I had 
never been. My little world called love was col-
lapsing all around me. My shadow was coming 
through and I was wearing it at her will. My feel-
ings consumed me, and then I got lucky. I saw the 
redheaded girl that I had only dreamed about.

Hers was a kind and northern face that min-
gled with one last grain of hope in my mind. I was 
preparing for an experiment before I knew it. I 
could feel this part of me, an unconscious control 
that I had no power over. It pushed me towards her 
and I didn’t mind. The fresh air flew in and over-
came the fog. I left behind those chasms of chaos 
that I had created and I only had dreams of my 
dearest darling sitting beside me. The funny thing 
was that I didn’t know her at all. And the less 1 
dreamt the more I needed her. 1 needed to feel, to 
smell, to be near her and her absolutely, perfectly, 
extraordinarily, cute red hair. 1 fell in love before 1 
knew what love was, and 1 needed to be with her 
before I knew who she was.

At the moment that I realized this, boredom 
set in. The kind of boredom that feels like it will 
never go away. I blew my load too soon. Projecting 
the same old feelings of loneliness and need on to 
the next girl that would look at me for more than 
three seconds. My expectations were set too high. 
Who could ever meet me where 1 wanted them to? 
The finest wine, the best food, and the hottest girls 
meant nothing. They mean nothing. What will 
they give me that 1 haven’t already had? I don’t 
want to be drunk. I don’t care about sex. 1 could 
live solely on my muscle memory, alone in my 
room, if I gave a f— about that. But, nothing is 
exciting right now because all I want to do is to be 
able to pick the red head’s brain, to find out where 
she gets her inspiration, where she gets her power 
to confuse me in a way that 1 have never been con-
fused before. I wish I knew exactly what 1 am feel-
ing right now.

When 1 think about Stella, I have to make up 
the specifics within my thoughts. She has become 
a face that I can no longer picture in my mind. If 1 
had to draw her picture, it would look like any 
other blonde girl in the world. Am 1 over her? Yes. 
1 have been for a long time, yet I’m still not over 
me. I still know what that daftest rain feels like 
because I feel it every day, but only now 1 realize 
that it was never about her, it’s the way I’ve felt for

CONTINUED ON P12
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North of the Border, down New Mexico way
That’s where a transfer boy found Johnny joy in Santa Fe
But he hated green chile, and she hated Old Bay;
He felt out of ordet, down New Mexico way

She was in his core group; they sang luw-luh.
And while they lived in Meem, she made it seem better than Croquet 
But she loved Maimonedes, and he loved Rabelais 
And wished classes were shorter, down New Mexico way

And her t-shirt said Carpe Manana,
As they wandered the long Arroyo 
But he called Stan the Carp a piranha.
And said their Ptolemy Stone was lame

North of the border, he drove back next May 
Way up on Monte Sol she filled the hole with Faraday 
The Weigle bells told him that he musnit stay 
North of the border, down New Mexico way.

SOMETHING. SOMETHING SYSTEM ■ RYAN BOYCEI02
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SO long but I never let it out. It’s funny when 1 
think about what 1 put myself through. 1 have 
always wanted to feel and to live, 1 thought 1 was 
but 1 was making it up. I want to go back to that 
lawn and fall asleep naked under the moon. Wake 
up with a snake crawling across my chest. Maybe 1 
would get bitten, maybe 1 wouldn’t. But then, for 
just one second 1 would be living, maybe.

1 always answer the phone on the first ring 
because I need it to be somebody, but who would 
that be?

So my arms are spread. My head is up because 
I can’t keep it down any longer. I’m waiting for me 
to break out of this cliche.

II. The  Apathet ic  Bong  Water

My copy of Aristotle smelled like bong water. 
My foot was lying in a puddle of something, it was 
all wet. My face was flat on the book and I was 
naked again. The phone rang. I let the machine 
get it. My thoughts were venturing off to some-

where placid and yet distinct. Some people will 
never change and some people never let them-
selves believe that they’re weak. This thought 
seemed to describe the whole wotld to me. 
Everything that I see and heat could be brought 
back to this.

I think too much, my head hurts.
Sometimes thinking is all I do when my head 

is on the book and my foot’s in the puddle. Why 
don’t I just get up, go somewhere and maybe have 
coffee with a friend that I haven’t spent time with 
in a while. Maybe I could meet someone new. My 
problem is that all of my old friends annoy me. The 
reason that they annoy me is because they make 
me realize what I don’t like about myself and what 
I am usually afraid to admit. Fot instance, I was 
invited out fot dinner with this girl that I used to 
work with, we had made out once at about 2 a.m. 
last summer in some parking lot. I knew that 1 was 
going to have to come to terms with the fact that 
all she wanted to do was have sex. But for some

(12)

CONTINUED ON P15



JOHNNY LOVE STORY: A ROMANCE IN MANY DEMENTIA/PART3 • CATHY GARCIAI03

Here I am next to the big dictionary again. 
I realized as I sat to write this dounx that my life 
is a bit dated by now. I last left off talking about 
Christmas break, and now we're in March! Fancy 
that. I do, however, blame not only my slowness, but 
that of the Moon as well. The Love Day issue was late 
a few weeks, so that didn’t help the anachronous state 
of affairs. Then these horrible editors decided that 
they would make the next issue come out on the coat- 
tails of the last one, giving me about two days to write 
the following out. Arxd I’m a busy person; I don’t have 
time to dick around. The drama in my life has cooled 
down considerably, but I’m afraid that far now. I’ll 
have to give you a sloppy rumdown of the events thus 
far.

As you may remember, Rio introduced herself 
to me first, in that wonderful point de rendezvous: 
the library. There was an unforeseen problem I had 
forgotten to mention, namely that we were days 
away from Christmas break. How could I have for-
gotten such a basic scheduling conflict? I left. She 
left. Just when I could have broken the most 
ground, made the most progress, I was forced to 
abandon the one thing in my life, that at that 
point, I had cared the most about.

I had been bitter about going home. The last 
thing I had wanted to deal with was patriotic com- 
metcialism during the holidays. Not to mention 
the telatives. I had made do. 1 had called some 
friends when 1 got back, and proceeded to gush 
about Rio and all her intricacies. My friends had 
been convinced that she was as ctazy about me as I 
was about her. A lie, of course, but a lie which 1 
had let them believe. Soon enough, 1 figured, it 
would be true. 1 had spent the next four agonizing 
weeks waiting, yearning to go back to school. 
Meanwhile, 1 saw Aunt Clara, with het plastic- 
covered lamp shades and musty afghans. Oh, and 
surely 1 mentioned the high school friends? They, 
more than any other group of people, excited with-
in me that desire to get back to campus. No longer 
people I could communicate with, we had been 
growing more and more estranged with each pass-
ing break period. “Deborah is manager at the DQ 
now, and Heather is expecting twins!” Oh please 
don’t think 1 looked down on their humble posi-
tion. On the contrary, 1 think so highly of them.

that 1 consider these shitty jobs with shitty pay 
only a stepping stone to their successful tour on the 
underground club circuit or their gala exhibition at 
some small gallery. Overall, Christmas break was 
rather uneventful, save for going up to Northern 
Cali to see an old ftiend of mine. She had had a 
crush on me in high school, but circumstances 
never quite came together to make us come togeth-
er. When 1 saw her, she was unattached, and so was 
1, but we had both moved on since those crazy 
days. We didn’t sleep together. 1 know you wanted 
to ask. 1 mean, we didn’t have sex, but we did sleep 
next to one another so we slept together, but not 
like slept together. We were always very close. She’s 
not doing too well. She always winds up with these 
crazy assholes, and I think I’m the most stable lover 
in her life, which is unsettling. 1 don’t consider 
myself very stable. We spent New Year’s Eve drunk, 
talking about why we would have nevet worked 
out, while we half-expected anthrax to fall over 
times square. Didn’t happen: neither human anni-
hilation nor a kiss occurred that night.

What you still don’t know is how much 1 
thought of Rio while we were apart. Well, 1 guess 
you do know that.

1 don’t know why exactly, but by the time we 
got back to Santa Fe, I wasn’t thinking much about 
het. Perhaps because there was assorted busy-ness 
for a few days. Registration was such a debacle it 
gave Thom Barry something to bitch about, and it 
gave me the chance to put his name in print again. 
1 was counting down the days before 1 had to busy 
myself with skit, and start Kant immediately after-
wards. 1 was antsy. I was preoccupied. From all 
sides, salutations and invitations bombarded me.

“A party, you say? At 10, you say? Off campus, 
you say?” But by the time 1 got in the car and 
clicked my seat belt shut, 1 was already bored of the 
scene. Gee, 1 wonder if it will be a bunch of drunk-
en Johnnies talking about seminar and break? 
Hmm... gee, 1 wonder. Underneath all that, still, 
was the burning question: “Would she be there? 
Would 1 talk to her? Would 1 wouldlwouldlwouldl?”

There were all sorts of new toys on campus, 
too. TTie JFs were starting to show up, and all those 
crazies who had left “at semester” were back. They 
were traded like beef before they even hit the

CONTINUED ON P14

(13)

fiction 
• johnny love story)



JOHNNY LOVE STORY: A ROMANCE IN MANY DEMENTIA/PART3 ■ CATHY GARCIAI03
CONTINUED FROM P13

shelves. With some, their reputation preceded 
them. Not to say that that’s a bad thing, necessar-
ily. Just that, well... you know.

And like most things, it was when I stopped 
giving a shit about what would happen that some-
thing of import actually happened. The party was 
at her house. I got there with Colin and he could-
n’t stop smiling his idiot smile. The whole time, he 
kept nudging me with his elbow, saying, “So... you 
gonna hook that shit up? I’ve got this cool 
Maxwell CD where the songs pause so the couple 
can ‘hear themselves making love.’ He said that in 
an interview. It’s tight; I’ll let you borrow it if you,” 
here, he nudges me, “hook that shit up.” Oh, 
Colin. If only you could get yourself a girl to call 

your own.
I’ve had more than enough to drink by now, 

and Collette says to me, “So how’s the whole Rio 
thing going?” Blushing, I lament my (lack oO 
progress, and I ask her if she can shed any light on 
my sorry situation. “Boys are always too worried to 
not make a move. We want you to do something, 
ANYTHING. I’m always just sitting there, waiting 
for him to kiss me, and all he does is whine that I 
won’t kiss him.” I mulled that over. It sounded 
vaguely familiar. I ask her if she’s seeing Devon— 
not to be confused with Devin—King, and she 
curtly replies that it’s none of my business. She says 
it with a smile, and that smile gave her away. I 
poke some sweet fun at her for making out to fun- 
geon indie rock, but she continues to help me any-

way.
“Do you see her over there?” Collette asks. I 

roll my eyes, making the answer more than obvi-
ous. Collette nods sarcastically.

“Ok,” she says, “go ask her if you can crash 
here. With her.”

“Isn’t that a little obvious?” Collette rolls her 
eyes, making her answer more than obvious. I 
shake my head saying, “I’m a big pussy. Coll. I can’t 
do that, I—”

She looks at me the way Annapolitans look at 
us, which is to say, impatiently, and says, “Fuck it. 
Who cares? If she says no, you can just go home. 
You hardly see her anyway. If it works out, you can 
tell me all about it tomorrow.” I was persuaded. “I

think I’m sufficiently drunk enough to do this.”
I weave over to her. I stammer out conversa-

tional small-talk. I tell her I like her hair. She asks 
me how my conference went. And such and such. 
So I do it. I finally do it. I ask:

“I was wondering if I could crash here 
tonight.”

“You don’t have a ride?” She looks confused. I 
look at the room. I smile nervously. I look at the 
floor. I look at her. I say:

“Well, yeah.” Clear as crystal. She smiled at 
me and she twirled her finger around her hair and 
she smiled at me and what had I gotten myself into 
what was she gonna say what was I gonna do.

“My room is the last door down the hall on 
the left. I’ll be in there in a second. We’ll pack a 
bowl.” My head is reeling. I walk down the hall 
past Colin. We smile idiotically but right now I’m 
feeling like a bigger idiot. Will anything happen?

I open the door and hide behind it as I shut it. 
“Did anyone see me come in?” I wonder.

“Is Rio with you?” a voice behind me asks.
“No; she’ll be in here in a bit.” He smiles 

at me.
“Oh, well, I just wanted to say bye to her 

before I left. I’m just a friend of bers. My name is 
Mark.” He looks at the floor. “I’ve actually been 
wanting her to hook up with someone. It’ll do her 
good. You look like a decent enough fellow. She’s 
a great girl. Good luck.”

He reassured me even though it should have 
made me feel awkward. I also knew this Mark fel-
low was going to go tell every one of her friends 
what I had wanted to tell every single one of my 
friends. I didn’t really care. I went to her bookshelf. 
I was staring at her Plato: the red one. The green 
one is far superior.

Should I tell you what happened^ Should I tell you 
my dream made reality? I think I’ll just tell you the 
aftermath.*

NEXT TIME ON JOHNNY LOVE STORY: SOITieOne tO CaTG,

someone to love: could it be you? Three for my 
heartache, four for my headache, six for my sorrow, 
and I forgot what eight was for. Find out! Stay 
tuned!
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reason I didn’t care. For the past two weeks of 
Christmas vacation I cared. But now I suddenly 
didn’t, at least not enough to put myself in any 
other type of situation that might possibly make 
me feel a little better about myself. So, we went 
out to eat at this really nice Italian restaurant. She 
had the salmon and I had the seafood pasta. The 
wine was one of the best Syrah’s that I have ever 
had. She was a friend and now she wanted more 
from me. 1 didn’t want to give her that, 1 didn’t 
want to give her me. My feeling of contempt for 
the situation that I had put myself into was grow-
ing. For some reason I just kept getting deeper and 
deeper into some weird hypocritical world that 1 
had just created. Suddenly I realized that 1 was 
talking about myself and about how I only like to 
have conversations that actually stimulate some-
thing inside of me. The kind of a conversation 
where 1 become aware of things and ideas that 1 
was completely ignoring or had never experienced 
before. You have to admit that conversations like 
that stir up the emotions and only leave you want-
ing something more, maybe it’s sex, or another 
hour of unbreakable eye contact mixed with gen-
uine appreciation and laughter. Whatever I have 
just described, our conversation at Sienna had 
none of these. It was dull, it wasn’t stimulating, it

never scratched the surface, and the kind of inter-
esting that leads to sex was about as far away from 
my hopes as it could be. But, in my fears it was 
number one. I knew it would come up eventually. 
What would I do then? When I think back to that 
night, it reminds of a typical scene in most movies 
when the build up arrives at the penultimate 
moment that is so incredibly awkward you can’t 
help but cringe, you close your eyes for a second, 
while lifting up your knees to somehow lessen the 
awkwardness of what is just about to occur. Then 
you open your eyes because you don’t really want 
to miss the moment but for some reason you had to 
go through the previous actions because, well, you 
don’t really know why. But whatever the reason 
may be, that’s why I went out to eat with her. I 
knew that 1 was walking up to a penultimate 
moment with pure insanity written all over it, and 
1 didn’t really stop myself. The fact that I am able 
to realize all of this now annoys me. I haven’t 
changed one bit. All of the books 1 have read and 
the break through thoughts did nothing because 1 
was too weak to do anything with them. Lying 
with my face in the book does nothing. I need to 
get up, stretch out my arms again, raise my head 
and try living. •

ANNOUNCEMENT ■ SJCSF INTRANET—USE THIS! IT WORKS!

Wondering when don rags start, when spring break ends, or just what the next lecture is aii about? Need help with your 
phone, computer, or getting in touch with someone on campus? If you've got no time to run to Peterson or to play phone 
tag, now you can use our very own St. John's College Santa Fe Intranet. It's located at www.sjcsf.edu/campus or can be 
reached from the main SJC Web site. It includes all the most commonly needed information and interactive forms hav-
ing to do with on-campus life.

If it's information you need, the Intranet has the following:
• Community Calendar: All of the text and pictures included in the most current Community Calendar, 

including dates, times and descriptions of the on-campus concerts, lectures, and films.

The Academic and Master Calendars: including a tentative calendar for 2002-2003 and 
the Master Calendar (all school events) for the next 2-3 months.

Public Relations Help: A guide to working with our office including information on the services, 
procedures, deadlines, and stylistic guidelines you may need.

Seminar Reading Lists: Undergraduate and Graduate lists for the whole year.

Phone and E-mail directory: Numbers and e-mail addresses for the faculty and staff as well as 
students of the college and Graduate Institute.

Computer Services: Instructions for Dial-up and Network internet connections.
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Jess: (Because Sara can't bring herself to comment) 
Woofy Bubbles is an eccentric man to say the 
least, (laughing) He makes "wearable art."

Sara: He makes parachute clothing.
Jess: And then he was like, “Yeah, and fuck you too!" 

(we laugh, see above)

Jess: Parachute clothing, (laughing) as Sara calls it. Sara: So...

Sara: No, as People magazine calls it. It was from 1985. Jess: (with finality) Yeah. We're ready to move on now.

Jess: (as if this explains everything) Oh. From 1985. He 
was in a People magazine thing, where he said 
something sort of snippy about people taking things 
too seriously.

Sara: And also, how he tries to urn... he said something 
about someone called his "Woofy Bubbles Actor 
Troupe" (laughs) similar to the... urn... kabuki? 
And he said...

Disclaimer: There is nothing wrong with lis-
tening to NPR and thinking it’s important. There 
is nothing wrong with being gay. There is nothing 
wrong with making wearable art. And people do 
take themselves too seriously. And fuck labels, too. 
There is, however, something very, very odd and 
wrong about a calling yourself “Woofy Bubbles.”

Jess: "No."

Sara: "I try not to fit into labels. I think people take them-
selves too seriously." It was a classic bullshit artist 
response. [Woofy Bubbles, if you're out there, 
please write an angry letter to the Moon. We love 
you.]

Jess: And he was blasting NPR, it took him a while to 
notice that we were there, and then he came out 
again and said sorry to be blasting us with the 
news report, but it’s an important new report. And I 
think that he sounded very flamboyantly gay [think 
"The Birdcage," think "the guy in Mrs. Doubtfire 
who gives Robin Williams the Doubtfire makeover," 
think "artist from the mid-eighties who calls himself 
Woofy Bubbles."]

Sara: (knowingly) Mmm. I think he thought that he was 
very intelligent for saying that it was very impor-
tant, but it was old news that the U.S. backed the 
Taliban and Osama bin Laden. We've been support-
ing him all the way.

Sara: It's 4:39. We're driving on 14 again, the road has 
dried out a bit, it stopped snowing, although we do 
have the plow driving behind us, we're behind a 
pickup truck, things are going well.

[Note that we've started noticing time again. It's funny, 
because that snow plow was driving like a real asshole, 
and we almost died again.[

Thus ends the transcription. Please note that 
we never did find the Ortiz Mountain Herbal 
Store, and Sara doesn’t have her bath salts. 
Donations of organic, natural bath salts (preferred 
scents; sandalwood, lavender, rose-geranium) 
can be sent through campus mail. Sara is also 
available for adventures and haircuts for barter 
(that is, she cuts your hair, not vice-versa). She cut 
my bangs. They’re great. •

Sara: Final remarks. It was fun.

Jess: It was fun.

Jess: Until September 11. Sara: Definitely an afternoon-type adventure.

Sara: (laughs, not because she's a bad person, she's 
even from the New York area, but the political situ-
ation is funny, when you distance yourself from all 
the death and destruction, like Sara does, who 
thinks people take themselves too seriously, in her 
classic, bullshit, artistic way) Yeah.

COMING NEXT MONTH: Jess Godden sits in on a radio 
show in the middle of the night. Will it live up to Pump 
Up The Volume? Do you have a suggestion of some-
thing that might be fun? Send it to Jess Godden, via 
campus mail.



THE MORNING STILL FEELS MY SHAME ■ AARON COTEFFI03

° Regardless, I tell you, of what that new, blue- 
chrome student handbook says, my actions are 
ever the same. Rules and regulations outlined in 
the new student handbook are our guide to know-
ing how to behave ourselves in situations univer-
sal. I don’t believe that anyone has given a good 
look at the new handbook other than incoming 
freshmen and those who work in the bell-tower of 
upstairs Weigle Hall. These two groups have, 1 am 
sure, considered the enterprise of gleaning the wis-
dom of official words and have embraced these 
suggestions of maturity under the same umbrella. 
We like the rain. Let it come down, for then does 
the truth.

Here, on campus in Santa Fe, when it rains, it 
pours. I know that, you know that; but try explain-
ing this to certain individuals. Incoming freshmen 
will pull excitedly from their eye tales of fear and 
depravity, things that, to them, make life exciting. 
They do. Explain this to that bell on top of the 
tower and he will tell you, “Goddammit, grow up, 
and stop ringing me every twenty minutes.” Well, 
okay, embodiment of the future of Santa Fe. It 
makes me feel good to see you upset that we use 
you. That is right, students. We use this school to 
get a job, to enrich our lives, and to insulate us 
from the surrounding regions known as the real 
world. When this barrier dissolves, so does the 
truth to be had here.

The major change to the student handbook is 
the division between the graduate program and 
the undergraduate program. This change is 
insignificant, along with all the other changes in 
the handbook. Men are still men, and beasts still

beasts. Academic policies have shifted between 
the ranks. They have their own academic policies; 
we have our new distinguished academic policies. 
If the truth is what we both seek, let us seek like-
wise.

Parking fees have changed also. From fifty 
dollars as far as I can remember, to one hundred; 
may I ask why? They say there is the possibility of 
a new parking lot to accommodate the student’s 
cars. Okay. I did enjoy being able to have my car as 
a freshman, which elsewhere is not allowed. Will 
this fee be reduced once the money has been had ? 
I hope so.

We have pictures of the administration now 
in the new handbook.

Change enlivens our determination and 
opens the window of a stanky car. Fish and grits, 
baby, get your fish and grits. My determination is 
great. I will not accept a man as my ho and, as we 
all know, pimpin’s big business. I may add that our 
fish and grits are a little bit classier than every 
other’s, but still see that fish and grits is pimp shit, 
and we got’s to demand it. True, occasionally I eat 
a little too much fish and, drool in cheek, latch en 
vacuum upon anything resembling a breast. I have 
tried it and find it works. The morning will still 
feel my shame, and nappy hair will still make no 
difference.

A student’s request; make the next-upcoming 
handbook from all-hemp rolling paper, include 
matches and directions to the nearest friendly 
sophomore. Please include the words, CXDN’T 
PANIC, on the cover in large friendly type.*

ANNOUNCEMENT • SJCSF INTRANET—USE THIS! IT WORKS!

• Student Health Services: Includes general information about the Student Health Office, Medical 
Emergencies, Prescription Services at the school and in Santa Fe, and Clinical Counseling offered 

on campus.

• Ephemera: Most current issues.

The interactive aspect of the intranet is made up of the following:
• Web E-Mail: This is your link to your sjcsf e-mail account.

• Work Orders: Another way to get in touch with many offices when you need help. Includes work 
orders for Computer Services, Audio Visual, Graphic Design, the Ephemera, Public Relations, On-Call 
Team, and Telephone Services.

The intranet also has a Photo Gallery with pictures and short descriptions of recent events on campus. Currently these 
events include the Inauguration Activities, Senior Pre-Winter Ball at the president's home. Commencement, a gathering 
of the Admissions Office, and the Faculty and Staff Christmas Party.

All features of the Intranet are constantly being added to and improved, and any submissions, comments or suggestions 
are appreciated and encouraged. Please stop by the Public Relations office in Weigle Hall or e-mail Alexis Brown at 
classics@mail.sjcsf.edu.
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IN THE STACKS—THE VIEW FROM THE SJC LIBRARY • CRAIG JOLLY|MEEM LIBRARIAN
CONTIMUED FROM P5

for there are strong indications—including the tes-
timony of Traven’s supposed wife Rosa Elena 
Lujan—that Marut was Kaiser Wilhelm Us illegit-
imate son. The Kaiser’s first legitimate son was 
bom in the same year as that claimed by Marut, 
and Marut himself bore a striking resemblance to 
the legitimate Crown Prince Wilhelm of Prussia.

During the filming of The Treasure of Sierra 
Madre, John Houston never met with Traven, only 
Traven’s “screenwriter,” one Hal Groves. (Thus 
begging the question of whether Groves was, in 
fact, Traven...)

These are the sorts of mysteries one unearths 
in the St. John’s library. Our collection holds ten 
of Traven’s novels, most of these now difficult to 
find. Read them now, while you have ready access 
to them. Two long weeks of Spring Break lie just 
around the bend.

To end with a short passage of Traven’s— 
words that seem to resonate with our project here 
at St. Johns:

...Yet who is he that could stand a hun-
dred questions and answer none? An 
unanswered question flutters about you 
for the rest of your life. It does not let you

sleep; it does not let you think. You feel 
that the equilibrium of the universe is at 
stake if you leave a question pending. A 
question without an answer is something 
so incomplete that you simply cannot 
bear it. You can get crazy thinking of the 
problems of an unbalanced solar system. 
The word “why” with a question mark 
behind it is the cause, 1 am quite certain, 
of all culture, civilisation, progress, and 
science. TTiis word “why” has changed 
and will change again every system by 
which mankind lives and prospers; it will 
end war, and it will bring war again; it will 
lead to communism, and it will surely 
destroy communism again; it will make 
dictators and despots, and it will dethrone 
them again; it will make new religions, 
and it will turn them into superstitions 
again; it will make a nebula the real and 
spiritual center of the universe, and it will 
again make the same nebula an insignifi-
cant speck in the super-universe. The lit-
tle word “why” with a question mark.

—The Death Ship by B. Traven

The Moon is pleased to

welcome John Balkcom

as the new president of

the Santa Fe campus.
PHOTO: RACHEL MARTIN (03). ARTWORK: UNKNOWN ARTIST.
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GOOD CHEAP WINE TOP 10 LIST • RYAN BOYCE|02

° Whether I’m having dinner at the 
Compound, doing my seminar reading, or just sit-
ting in the purple tree house in my back yard, I like 
to have a bottle of wine with me. But I don’t 
always want to spend 40 to 100 dollars on a bottle 
at La Casa Sena Wine Shop, so I often end up at 
Cliff 's or Whole Foods with my roommate looking 
both ways and making a mad dash for the door. For 
everybody who likes wine but whose sweat shitt 
isn’t quite big enough and who happens to 
have twelve bucks, you’re in luck. Here is 
a list of my 10 personal favorites, Ry test-
ed and Gza approved.

1. CHEAP RED WINE $4.69
The same price as a sixer of PBR.
No watered down taste, a fairly 
full body with a colorful bite 
that is definitely worth more 
than what it costs. This 
cheap as hell wine is one 
of my favorite cheap 
wines. There is no reason 
why you should buy only 
one bottle, we have at 
least eight empty in our 
kitchen at all times.
12% Alcohol.

5. TERRAZAS $9.99

Malbec 1999. From Mendoza Argentina, 
Malbec is a varietal grown preferably at the 
foothills of the Andes in Argentina and Chile. 
Smooth and toned down flavor mixed with a 
crisp taste that makes for a long lasting finish. 
13% Alcohol.

6. BODEGA NORTON $8.99

Malbec 1999. Also from Argentina. Provides 
a refreshing full-bodied taste with a supple fla-
vor inviting you to enjoy just one more glass. 
While comparable to the Terrazas the Norton 
lacks a finish with any considerable staying 
power. The Malbec varietal is quickly gaining 
popularity among wine enthusiasts known for 
its big taste. 13.5% Alcohol.

7. RAVENSWOOD ZIN $9.99
The Zinfandel gets mixed reviews in my 
opinion. Fairly watered down, yet crisp, 
this is mixed with a light fruit flavor that 
lasts for about 15 seconds. Not terribly 

full-bodied but still worth $9.99. 13% 
Alcohol.

rD
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2. CHEAP WHITE WINE $4.69

If Homer Simpson drank wine this would be 
his Duff equivalent. 12% Alcohol.

3. OXFORD LANDING $7.99

Cabernet Sauvignon 84% & Shiraz 16%. This 
has a slightly fuller body than the Cheap Red 
Wine, and just a hint of spice. This would 
actually go well with a Ribeye on a nice cool 
night, when the hot tub is still broken and 
homework sucks. 13.5% Alcohol.

4. MONDAVI COASTAL $8.99

On sale now at Albertson’s. Cabernet 
Sauvignon. This has a mild watery taste, but 
still enjoyable with a bit of velvet coating on 
only the best parts of the tongue. Gza’s 
favorite cheapo right now. 1999. 13.5% 
Alcohol.

8. KJ CHARDONNAY $11.49
I am always surprised to find myself smiling 
after a sip of this wine. Kendall Jackson actu-
ally makes decent wine. This is crisp, refresh-
ing with perfect consistency for a white wine. 
13.5% Alcohol.

9. VINA MORANDE $9.99

Seems a bit mature despite its age, with cur-
rant and tobacco aromas and flavors, and a 
hint of hoisin sauce on the finish with a sweet 
smoke covering. Pretty damn good. 13% 
Alcohol.

10. ENZO BOGLIETTI $11.98

This is the best wine I have ever tasted for less 
than twelve dollars. Italian. Extremely full 
bodied, rich, moderately spicy with a great 
long lasting aftertaste. My all time favorite. 
Buy it at the World Market, near Andiamo’s 
and Borders. 2000. 13% Alcohol.*

CONTINUED ON P16
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BIAS IS BIAS, NO MATTER HOW YOU SPIN IT ■ JAMES M. CROTTYIGI

° On a recent visit to Omaha, Nebraska (one 
of the “red states” carried by George W. Bush) I 
spent some quality time with my diehard 
Republican mom Bev, who, like her diehard 
Republican friends, is a huge fan of Fox News 
Channel. Though my dear father Dick recently 
endured a quintuple bypass, had his right knee 
replaced, his prostate removed, and suffers from 
obscure ailments like gout and Paget’s Disease (an 
excruciatingly painful disorder that causes one’s 
bones to enlarge), Bev insists she can’t wake up 
early to make Dad breakfast because she’s up too 
late watching her favorite show, “The O’Reilly 
Factor.” As Bev puts it, “Bill just makes me sleep 
soundly.”

For those of you who’ve been living in a cave 
in Tora Bora, Bill O’Reilly is yet another loud, 
forcefully opinionated Fox telepundit, who, like 
listening-challenged and, as fitting tetribution, 
near deaf, radio personality Rush Limbaugh, bro-
kers no dissent, and, with the exception of semi-
moderate views on gun control and global warm-
ing, unabashedly tows the Republican party line. 
O’Reilly’s, Limbaugh’s—and, while we’re at it, 
kiddy’s, Schlesinger’s, and Reagan’s (the son, not 
the father)—unhesitatingly righteous talk jock 
conviction is of great comfott to my Mom, who, 
after all, is trying to navigate a world where more 
teens know the name of MTV’s “Jackass” than our 
Secretary of Defense.

In fact, the popularity of right-wing media 
rantets has enjoyed a long history in this country, 
going all the way back to when Bev was a child lis-
tening, like many American Catholics, to Father 
Coughlin’s Depression Era anti-Semitic radio 
screeds. But what has fueled the recent explosion 
is the apostolic belief—trumpeted since Spiro 
Agnew’s “nattering nabobs of negativism”—in lib- 
etal media bias.

Because liberal media bias is believed to be 
pernicious, and because the unquestioned belief in 
its existence has become a canon of conservative 
faith, right-wing commentators can be excused, 
say the faithful, if they are overtly, vociferously, 
and one-sidedly strident in their defense of conser-
vative values. Such media warfare is necessary, 
goes the conventional wisdom, in order to coun-
teract the liberal media’s wily subterfuge (the par-
allels to the Administration’s current war rhetoric 
and 1950’s anti-communist rhetoric are more than 
coincidental). “Fair and honest reporting”? That’s 
just a euphemism, and setup, for liberal media dis-
tortion. Ditto for “objectivity.”

Much to conservatives’ delight, a kernel of 
this position has recently been buttressed by a 
seething, hyperbolic, if somewhat persuasive, book 
entitled “Bias: A CBS Insider Exposes How the 
Media Distort the News,” written by CBS News 
veteran Bernard Goldberg. You will find it on the 
table next to the channel switcher in many well- 
to-do conservative households in the country.

Capitalizing on the now raging belief in liber-
al media bias (stoked by Goldberg’s book), and the 
concomitant hunger for a “network of our own,” 
Rupert Murdoch’s Fox News Channel has reposi-
tioned itself as “the fair and balanced” news alter-
native. But if one watches the likes of Fox’s 
O’Reilly, whose “No-Spin Zone” is anything but, 
and Fox managing editor Brit Hume (a frequent 
contributor to conservative rags like the Weekly 
Standard), one finds this claim laughable. Rather 
than provide truly objective reporting, a counter-
weight to bias of any stripe. Fox has merely gone 
the other direction. Why? Because that’s where 
the demand is. Right-wingers look at Fox as their 
intellectual savior, their bedside friend. As a read-
er of the Fairness and Accuracy in Reporting web-
site (FAIR.org) noted, “Fox is the fitst narrowcast 
news network. It is targeted not at the entire coun-
try but at the millions of right-leaning Americans 
skeptical of mainstream media. It is clearly an 
assertive conservative tabloid.” But to suggest that 
Fox merely engages in the same bias so-called lib-
eral networks engage in is preposterous. What Fox 
has introduced is a whole new order of bias—not 
the subtle, unconscious, and intermittent variety 
detected by Goldberg, but the obvious, gloating, 
and fully conscious kind that no neutral viewer 
can possibly miss. No wonder TomPaine.com 
dubbed Fox News “GOP-TV,” or that Vanity Fair 
writer James Wolcott called Fox News a “a contin-
uation of the Gingrich Revolution by other 
means.”

Rather than getting back to the roots of 
“straight news reporting,” Fox, and that other bas-
tion of conservative opinion, AM talk radio, are 
guilty of all the sins laid out by Goldberg in his 
best-selling tome. Thete’s the same “coded lan-
guage,” the covert mockery of anyone remotely 
diffetent, the frequent use of ad hominem attack 
instead of logic-based argument, the stacking of 
the deck with like-minded commentators (accord-
ing to a FAIR study, the ratio of “conservatives” to 
“non-conservatives” on Fox’s “Special Repott 
With Brit Hume,” Fox’s signature political news 
show, is 8; 1), and the insertion of token straw men

CONTINUED ON P20
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CONTINUED FROM P20
BIAS IS BIAS, NO MATTER HOW YOU SPIN IT ■ JAMES M. CROTTYIGI

to represent “the other side.” Sean Hannity’s coun-
terpart, Alan Coltnes, on Fox’s popular “Hannity 
and Coltnes,” is a classic example of the tech-
nique—a geeky former standup comic, who no 
doubt believes he’s given equal stature by 
Murdoch’s media men, but who in reality is the 
patsy paid to play against the Conservative home 
team’s version of the Harlem Globetrotters; a foil 
to the more handsome and robust Hannity (the 
network’s clear darling).

Even when Fox appears to provide some puta-
tive “balance,” such as “Fox News Sunday,” which 
frequently includes NPR’s Mara Liasson, it’s clear 
where Fox stands by a quick hearing of the show’s 
anchor, Tony Snow, the chief speechwriter in the 
first Bush administration, and frequent guest radio 
host for Rush Limbaugh.

Interestingly, this is the same Fox that on its 
broadcast network has offered such family values 
fare as “Who Wants to Marry a Millionaire,” 
“Temptation Island,” and “Glutton Bowl.” A cog-
nitive dissonance family values Republicans 
resolve by simply ignoring the glaring contradic-
tions. Then again, maybe there aren’t any contra-
dictions. Maybe there is a unifying theme linking 
O’Reilly with the “champs of the chomp.” One 
might call it boorishness. Or simple lack of stan-
dards.

Naturally, conservatives trumpet Goldberg’s 
book like a court order, validating all they’ve sur-
mised. But in their gleeful sense of vindication 
they’ve jumped on the even more biased Fox band-
wagon, thereby missing the heart of Goldberg’s cri-
tique. As Goldberg notes, “bias is bias.” It goes 
both ways.

American media haven’t always been so stri-
dent and catty as Fox News Channel. In fact, 
Goldberg’s critique notwithstanding, American 
media have historically been several strides ahead 
of media around the world. In Europe, the quest for 
journalistic objectivity has been a forgotten goal 
for decades now. It’s understood that most newspa-
pers slant the news to fit their particular point of

view. There is no such animal as a “paper of 
record.” There are no unassailable “facts.” There 
are only perspectives. And you pick a paper 
because it buttresses your perspective.

Now America is becoming a similar media 
marketplace: A niche-oriented nation of ideo-
logues, sharing nothing but a fanatical belief in 
their God-given right to rant. This is the direction 
my dear mother’s adulation of the likes of O’Reilly 
and Limbaugh is leading us. As yet, there aren’t as 
many ranters on the so-called liberal side—not 
because, as conservatives insist, the liberal agenda 
is the wallpaper of media reality, but because gen-
uine liberals still understand that “liberal values” 
go beyond Republican or Democratic towards a 
universal belief in fairness, objectivity, and rea-
soned and open discourse. If you appear on PBS’s 
“Newshour With Jim Lehrer” or are interviewed by 
CNN’s Wolf Blitzer or Judy Woodruff, you are lis-
tened to. You are heard. No matter what your 
opinion. If you appear on O’Reilly, you are 
harangued. Sure there is some unwitting liberal 
bias in network news (Goldberg’s exposure of 
political correctness in coverage of issues like affir-
mative action and homelessness is spot on). But 
the solution is not a Balkanized media environ-
ment that gives free reign to even greater, and 
more overt, right-wing bias. The slippery slope of 
intolerance and incivility that Fox and its ilk are 
leading us towards is a precise mirror of the fanat-
ical mindset we as a nation are fighting in our war 
on terrorism. And just in that larger, more brutal 
war, in attempting to conquer intolerance we have 
to be ever vigilant to not become intolerant our-
selves, because such rabid dualism is exactly the 
sort of world the enemies of democracy, both with-
in and without, are spoiling for. •

JAMES M. CROTTY js cofouHcler of Monk, The Mobile 
Magazine, and author of How to Talk American 
(Houghton Mifflin). To read other writings by 
Mr. Grotty please go to www.JamesCrotty.com.
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BOARD OF VISITORS AND GOVERNORS PLENARY SESSION COMMITTEE REPORTS • ERIN HANLONI03
CONTINUED FROM P5

Fisca l  Pla nt
Regenesis (owned by alumni Ben 

Haggard, son of former tutor Dean Haggard) 
is taking a visionary approach in planning 
the new faculty housing. They are looking at 
affordable housing that contributes to the 
health of the ecosystem and integrates well 
with St. John’s and the surrounding commu-
nity. The new housing could become a model 
for a return to a neighborhood feeling and 
preserving the land through development. 
The board approved an expenditure of funds 
for a feasibility and site planning study.

Digital  Stra te gy
There is progress in the development of 

the web site and a college-wide information 
technology plan. Mission statements for how 
the web site should work have been drafted. 
The conceptual design is currently a front 
page that goes to the two campuses. The col-
lege has a lot of success with its print publi-
cations; the web site should mirror that suc-

cess.

Manage ment  Comm it te e
The admissions directors discussed the 

scope of the admissions office’s role. 
Admissions has strong applicant pools, and 
there is an agreement between the campuses 
on strategies fot nationwide recruitment.

Capi ta l  Campa ig n
$6.2 million ($5 million from Mellon) 

was raised in 1999. Corporate foundation 
support is down at $1.6 million (partially 
due to September 11). There has been an 
assessment of the college’s readiness for a 
capital campaign, and the consultants gave 
very good advice. The plan entails a multi-
year campaign with a goal of raising $150 
million dollars, three times the amount 
raised in the last campaign. This will be 
more difficult, but this strategy has been 
taken by many small colleges in recent years 
and has worked.

Fina nce  Comm it te e
Requested Investment Committee to 

take over assets management. Tuition will be 
increased 5% for the next school year. Room 
and Board 3%, Activity Fee 0%. There is a 
contingency reserve for the operating budg-
et.

Inves tment  Committ ee
The Endowment stands at around $83 

million. For the fiscal year ’01 there was a 
decline of 8.9% (better than the S&P 500 
decline of 14%). The endowment is more 
conservatively invested than the S&P 500, 
and the committee is confident in its 
returns. There will be possible changes in 
asset allocations and the committee would 
like to consider hiring a consultant to aid 
the committee in their quarterly reporting. 
There was a lengthy debate among board 
members over the wisdom and value of a 
decision by the committee to hedge certain 
assets, (much to the amusement of the 
Annapolis student representative).

Nomin ati ng  Commit tee
The BVG has the following makeup: 

60% alumni (9% honorary); 42% from the 
west, 49% from the east; 40% business, 19% 
lawyers; 61% in first or second term as board 
members.

Compen sati on  Rev iew  
No report.

Cali forn ia  Prope rty
Report given in executive session. •
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■ 4- -t-

Philip pe  ;

Knowing the language will help, no matter wha 
means of transportation you use. If you travel b> 
car, you have to understand road signs. If you 
travel by train, you have to be able to figure oui 
schedules and ticket prices. You might be eligible 
for a discount fare! Besides, you would not warn 
to miss the fun of meeting and talking to youi 
traveling companions.

|l aime ecouter des disques. 
H a aussi des cassettes.

When you don't know the language, everyday life 
can be full of pitfalls. You have to know how much 
money to leave in the parking meter. The subway 
may not run all night, and you may end up 
stranded somewhere. You have to be able to dis-
cuss things with the bank teller, the cleaner, the 

pharmacist.



ARTWORK FROM THE INAUGURAL BALL IN HONOR OF PRESIDENT BALKCOM.
PHOTO: RACHEL MARTIN (03|. 

ARTWORK: (c l o c k w is e f r o m mar ian n et t e i DREW STEMWEDEL (02), LAURA TRAINA (05), 
ISELA PRIETO (03), MICHEAL SORTER (02), AND JANE MURRAY (05).

The material deadline for the next issue is Monday, 1 April 2002. Please submit articles or literary work via our email 
(moontag@stumail.sjcsf.edu) or on a 3.5" floppy disk. Please format your file as text format [.txt] along with a typed, 
double spaced hard copy including the author's name, class, and phone number. Hard copies without disks are 
acceptable in certain circumanstances. Artwork (illustrations and photography) need to be submitted in black and 
white as hard copies or scan images saved on disk as [.tif] or [.eps]. The Moon reserves the right to edit and to reject 
any submission.
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