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

I have decided to hold off on my own political ranting for an-
other two weeks, so all of you who were squirming in your seats 
for a fresh installment of citizen vs. citizen must, sadly, continue to 
wait. Instead, I’ll flash you a little gem I discovered on Monday in 
seminar, from a far shrewder and more caustic political wit than 
mine. Enjoy.

“Do you wish to give a certain elevation to the human spirit, and 
teach it to regard the things of this world with generous feelings? 
Do you want to inspire in men a scorn for material goods? Do you 
want to form and nourish strong convictions and keep alive a spirit 
of great devotion?

Is it your object to refine habits and customs, elevate manners, 
and cultivate the arts—to promote poetry, renown, glory?

Would you constitute a people in such a manner as to act power-
fully upon all others? Would you build a nation prepared for those 
high enterprises which, whatever their result, will leave a name 
indelibly in history?

If you believe that this is the principal object of a society of men, 
avoid the government of the democracy, for it would surely not 
lead you to this goal.”

Alexis de Tocqueville, Democracy in America
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Adam Willson
rhe Sundry Contemplation of My Travels

‘To one that advised him to set up a democracy in Sparta, 
“Pray,” said Lycurgus, “do you first set up a democracy in your 
own house.’”

-Plutarch of Chaeronea Lycurgus

With election day on the loom, the sound of stratagems is a-buzz. 
Oh so weary of our last president and weary of the one to come. 
How can we oust corruption and usher in true community, true 
nationalism — where our nation is the entire globe? On the other 
side: How can we dupe another public into thinking, their vote ac-
tually counts? Yes, a good lot of our minds are query-bitten, yet do 
they push ever toward a new opportunity. A tabula-rossa-world.

We ask ourselves how a country that had so much in ideality 
can now be a desolate desert. How now, strewn with rib-cages 
and ransacked spirits. For example, how can a government that is 
warned prodigiously against a terrorist attack, allow it to happen? 
But Hitler razed his own Reichstag and blamed it on his foes. In the 
late 19“’ century, William McKinley, our 25“’ president, attacked a 
US ship in Cuba and attributed it to the Spanish. And, doubtless, 
their line of covert treachery extends far into the past of this coun-
try and others.

If you wish, you can read all about these and other fun facts on 
Guerilla News Network’s website; browse the War on Freedom by 
Nafeez Ahmed; gouge out your eyes, trying to understand the latest 
presidential debate. Watch NBC or CBS or any other imitation of 
truth. Even with all this, you don’t get very far — unless pessimism 
is your aim. So, again, what are we to do?

I don’t truly know the answer, but there are some, I feel, I can 
refer to.

Plato knew very well the reason for the decline of his republic. 
The soul of man is weak at birth, and only through training, can at-
tain its true character —and often never does. It is, I believe, very 
true that each one of us is a walking city: complete with revolts, 
corruption, laws, juries, etc. Most importantly, each move we make 
is a political movement. We have the power to make them good 
or make them bad, and in that choice lies the true revolutionary 
and the true wastrel. The best economists economize their every 
action; the most influential rulers influence their every step with 
judgment.

To be sure, Cato the Younger was right in a lot of ways, but in 
the end, he was a little too inept. He protected and supported justice 
with all his heart, but had set himself apart from the world to such 
an extent that, while he lived a life of virtue, he finally forsook the 
people for the enhancement of his own private morality.

But it’s time, my friends, for us to finish what this great man 
started. Until all creeping things on the face of our planet are 
swayed to good, we have failed to honor his name-sake. It’s time 
to vote with our fists hard on our every task, our boots stomping 
loudly on our own private vice, our voices wailing for the return of 
splendor. Somewhere, we must find our means.

When all is gone and nothing left, we have only ourselves to 
thank. By the time we wish to reclaim our precedents and prin-
ciples, they have already given up the ghost.
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The Moon is the independent tri-weekly student 

newspaper for St. John’s College in Santa Fe,

New Mexico. As such, all opinions expressed 

within represent only the views of their respective 

authors, and do not necessarily represent the views 

of the College, the Faculty, the Administration or 

the Moon Editors. Issues are available at no charge 

to all members of, and visitors to the campus, and 

yearly subscriptions can be obtained for $30.

The Moon is compo.sed of student works and all 

contributions are welcome, but the Editorial staff 

reserves the right to demand an indefinite amount 

of revision in order to uphold our strict journalistic 

standards and to ensure that each issue is relevant, 

informative, and damn fun to read.

Keiko Giacona
More About the Internship Program

The new Internship Program at SJCSF has two purposes; to pro-
vide additional staff in Career Services explicitly to aid students 
in identifying internship opportunities and to establish a college- 
funded awards program for summer internship stipends.

The Internship Committee, created to develop the awards 
program, held its first meeting in September. Initial discussions 
include extending the awards to all internship opportunities 
within the United States and fostering self-directed exploration of 
career opportunities. Unfortunately, the initial funds the college 
has available for disbursement can only support five positions at 
$3,500 each. The committee will do its best to establish guide-
lines for determining a “fair and balanced” awards process, but be 
aware that with only five awards, competition may be keen. The 
committee is also pondering what the awards program should be 
called; suggestions are welcome.

In addition to this newly-formed college-funded program, there 
are plenty of paid and unpaid internship opportunities that already 
exist. Students considering internships are strongly encouraged to 
explore the prospects available now, as opposed to later—applica-
tion deadlines for summer internships vary; some have already 
passed. Internship opportunities may be found in the Career 

Services Library, in Going Places, and online.
For more information contact Keiko Giacona in Career Services. 

Her office hours are 9-1, M-F; x6132; ckgiacona@sjcsf.edu.

STJOHN’S
College Submissions are always welcome. The deadline is generally the 

second Friday after the previous issue was published. A full and 

relevant deadline and meeting schedule is posted by the Switch-

board, as well as submission guidelines and instructions. As 

always the email address for submission is moon@sjcsf.edu, or 

drop your submission off at the Switchboard for The Moon.
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Dear Moon readers,
Some of you may find my article this 

week shocking and controversial. Some of 

you may hate it. Some of you might cry. 
But I have sat through meetings this last 

week trying to figure out consequences for 

all of the problems that the Homecoming 

Party caused so I might be a little cranky. 

So far I’ve heard suggestions from the 

Assistant Dean and the Dean for...

1. Canceling the Halloween Party

2. Canceling Senior Essay Party
3. Canceling Reality
4. No alcohol at any parties for 

this semester

And several others...
If you were one of those responsible 

for the Homecoming party please do not 
take offense with this article but learn 

from it. Some people made some errors 
and used some poor judgment and unfortu-
nately their decisions will impact all of us. 

Policies will be changed. Certain rules will 

be more strictly enforced.
While I truly liked the idea of the 

Homecoming Party, I was less then thrilled 
with the reality of the Homecoming Party. 

Some of it was well done but unfortunately 

those parts get overlooked when the event 

turns sour.
Please take my article and learn from it. 

I throw parties for a living. I have made 

some of these same mistakes. There is no 

reason why you should have to.

Cobalt Blue

Cobalt Blue_____________________________
Student Activities Report: Homecoming

Well, well, well ...we come to another 
episode of “What’s happening at the school 

of Great Books. “ I wish I had some news 
to tell but due to the drama that unfolded 

during the Homecoming Party all events 
are on standby until further notice. I 

thought I might take this time to instruct 

you on how not to throw a party, though. 
Although many of those involved in the 

last big brouhaha could probably write 

their doctorial thesis on it, I will attempt 

to impart what little wisdom I have. May 
you receive it like a soft, squishy nerf ball 

dipped in concrete.

1. Don’tadvertise-Hell,nooneneeds 

to read anything because here in Santa Fe 
we’re all connected by that hippie-dippie, 

mystic, karma, dogma, sheepma thing that 

tells us when its time to migrate and where 
the nearest party is. Word of mouth only 

works if everybody has the facts straight. 

Otherwise the rumors tend to put the party 

in the trash bin next to Allsups.

2. Don’t believe that the party con-
tract means anything- Yeah, we Just like 

to create paperwork to fill that empty void 

in our lives. You don’t really need to turn 

that contract in and while you’re at it, you 
could write the names in crayon. We enjoy 

playing Egyptian archeologi.st and deci-

phering your hieroglyphics

3. Disregard the alcohol policy- If 

I may be serious for a moment...Let me 

sum up the administration’s stand on 

matters of alcohol and let me put it in a 

single, simple, easy to understand sentence 

for all you inebriated knuckle scrapers. 

Simply...Don’t fuck with us. If we say

you can have two kegs than that is what 

you get. If we say that you may have none 
of the sweet, sweet liquor then that’s how it 

is. Too bad. I’m soooo sorrrry.You may not 
realize this but we do what we do when it 

comes to liquor because we want you guys 
to have fun but we also want you to be safe. 

Our rules may not please you, but they are 

not meant to please you, only to protect 

you. One sure way to piss us off and to get 

the “Get out of school free card’’ (do not 
pass go, do not collect your diploma) is to 

break the alcohol rules.

4. Don’t worry about technical stuff- 

If you’re going to have a DJ then figure out 

how they will connect to the sound system. 
Give yourself plenty of time to work out 

the kinks. Nobody wants to listen to some-
one hum the Pledge of Allegiance while we 

try to figure out why the music won’t play.

5. Don’t buy enough food- This has 

a lot to do with number 4 above. If the 
music isn’t playing then people have noth-

ing to do but eat like locusts. Also make 
sure that you have plenty of non-alcoholic 

drinks available. The only time one hun-
dred people should have to live on a bag of 

chips and a case of bottled water is if their 

plane crashes in the middle of the Sahara.

My final analysis... the Homecoming 
party was a great idea but was poorly 

executed. I haven’t seen results that bad 

since I was researching the bonding prop-
erties of latex paint to wood and I did a 

Google search for latex bondage. You can 

imagine my surprise! Learn from your 
mistakes, people, and we’ll have much 

better parties.
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Homecoming 2004: Johnnie Style 
Trystan Popish

W
 photos by Chris Quinn

E ALL REMEMBER HIGH SCHOOL HOMECOMING, 
regardless of whether or not we wanted to participate. 

People wearing outrageous quantities of outlandish colors, 
football players sporting their jerseys for days on end to look 
cool, and cheerleaders oozing endless amounts of school spirit. 
Like a night at a party you don’t quite remember, the week af-
ter Homecoming is spent wondering what came over you. I 
thought I left behind Homecoming when I graduated from high 
school and enrolled at St. John’s, but unforeseen by me, the col-
lege’s first ever homecoming coincided with my first year here. 
Like everything else here at St. John’s, however. Homecoming 
Johnny-style was bound to be interesting.
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T
he day started off with a parade; it 

started half an hour late, but, hey, 
it was still a parade. Led by the 
eheerleaders and a small but enthusiastic 

band through the puddles leftover from 
the morning’s rain, a small but respectable 
group of Johnnies traipsed from Suites to 
the soccer field. The grass was a little wet, 
but as the team waited for the College of 
Santa Fe students to arrive, the fans sat 
down and were entertained by the cheer-
leaders. No less enthusiastic than those of 
high school but perhaps less coordinated, 
the cheerleaders performed a few cheers, 
one with an allusion to the Iliad and an-
other with some less literary wit. The team 
warmed up while waiting for their CSF op-
ponents (who eventually showed up but in 
a significantly smaller number and consid-
erably less stunning uniforms). The game 
started off excitingly with a touchdown in 
the first few minutes. While the excite-

ment waned as the game continued and the 
score stayed the same, the game didn’t lack 
events to preoccupy the crowd: no less than 
four fights broke out between Johnnies and 
CSF players (somewhat sad that a game of 
friendly flag football was reduced to such 
pugnacious behavior, but really, what are 
sports if not a trial of strength?). Johnnies 
left the field feeling victorious, even if only 
by one touchdown.

Homecoming’s delights were contin-
ued on into the night with an authentic 
Homecoming dance. Few people showed 
up at the beginning, but more eventu-
ally drifted in and began to dance later 
(though the floor was sorely lacking - as 
it always seems to be - in jitterbugging

Johnny men). A live band playec 
songs which, while more difficult 
to, were entertaining. The fifth 
display of testosterone of the day t 
later that night when apparently S( 
students infiltrated the dance (if c 
had been willing to dance . ..).

Overall, Homecoming was a g 
attempt. It lightly mocked the tl 
held so important during the 
Homecoming in high school whil 
ing an opportunity for people « 
their party clothes and show soi 
Johnny spirit. There will, inevi 
those Johnnies who lament the lo 
infamous S&C and cannot be satis 
its less licentious replacement.



R
egardless of how you may have felt about Homecoming, some thanks 

are due to the people who worked to make it happen. The organizers 
and volunteers for the band, the cheerleading squad, and the football 
team all deserve some appreciation. Though my thanks isn’t much, I offer it to 

them for the effort. Having never taken part in S&C myself, I can’t compare 
the two nor grieve what has been lost; I can only appreciate what was done. To 
those who can’t even try to appreciate this change, I say this: St. John’s is begin-
ning a new era; stop your mourning and join the parade.
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Two Untitled Poems

One little life 
tumbled down 

scraped its knee on 
the notion 

to end it all- 
stood up with 

the once starving ambition 
turned ambivalent grace.

The next scar comes with the next step.
The time has come to keep walking.

Erin Enouen

Never before have you seen his face 
As bright as he shines in this place;

His light smothers you like a 
barbed embrace.

He pulls you away, he implores, like 
never before.

Adam Scott

Springtime for Closet-Writers
by Felicitas Steinhoff

S
t. John’s is a funny place. In case 

you haven’t noticed it yet, here, 
nestled in a desert between moun-
tains and the evil real life, small miracles 

and coincidences lurk around every comer. 
Maybe it has something to do with the 
water, maybe it is because of the sun, but 
maybe it is also because all of us are intel-
lectually embroidered with images of great 
lives, great thoughts, and great conflicts.

This is precisely why our job as editors 
of this year’s GROUT is both a bless-
ing and a curse. A blessing because we 
know, see, and are absolutely and utterly 
convinced that each and every one of you 
has great stories to tell, great thoughts to 
share, great pictures to take, great poems to 
compose, great songs to sing. A curse be-
cause we know all about the dedication and 
genius that have to conspire in a good piece 
of writing, we ourselves often composing 
nothing and cringing inwardly away from 
our secret efforts, which we then proceed 
to hide along with the other skeletons in 
our closet.

When Aran Donovan and myself took 
on the task of publishing the annual liter-
ary magazine, our first question was: How 
can we get all of you closet-writers to write 
for us, for yourselves, and for everybody 
else? How can we make it easier for you to 
find time, encouragement, and inspiration 
during our already very exciting routine?

To answer these questions, we’ve come 
up with a plan. We want to organize 
weekend writing trips, a chance to escape 
the school and unfold thoughts outside 
of the campus walls. We will organize 
smaller events, such writing challenges, 
poetry slams, and photography/illustration

contests. We also plan to have an audio 
supplement to this year’s edition, which 
means that we will attend open-mike 
nights and seek you out if we hear you sing 
and like it.

Another change is the way we process 
the submissions. Yes, submissions are still 
going to be judged, discussed, and edited. 
However, this year we want you to be a 
part of this process. If you independently 
submit something to the GROUT we will 
invite you, along with the other contribu-
tors, to an editorial meeting. This gives 
you the opportunity not only to hear other 
people’s opinion about your writing but 
also to voice your opinion about other sub-
missions. Writing is a learning process, just 
like living. (This sentence is pathetic, just 
like me, sometimes.)

Although last year’s GROUT was fantas-
tic in its first appearance as a vision made 
physical, there are still improvements to be 
made. This year, we do not want to beg for 
submissions in late April, we do not want 
to condemn Chris Harris to do our layout 
(Nyssa, what are you doing for the best 
part of April? Hmm?), and we do not want 
to compromise on the quality in order to get 
the necessary quantity. In contrast to last 
year we want you to know that we work 
towards a literary compilation of class and 
quality. Here at St. John’s, our minds are 
a playground for the great books and their 
characters. We are cluttered, maybe crazy, 
clever, definitely conceited, interesting to 
ourselves and, if we are lucky, to others. If 
Aran Donovan and I can get you to share 
that, this year’s GROUT won’t be good, 
it won’t be marvelous, it won’t be nice. It 
will be great.
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Given the 
College’s motto 

Great Books are 
our Teachers 

what then are the 
tutors to do?

View From The Edge
Barry Goldfarb

A
t the faculty meeting of Dec. 17, 

2003, in a discussion entitled 
“What are the ends of the semi-

nar?”, Mr. Bolotin is reported to have said 

“he does not learn much anymore in semi-

nar. If he learns, he said, it is not about 

the books” (faculty minutes). His com-

ment points to a problem inherent in the 
program: there are only 16 courses, with 

only slight changes over time. If a tutor 
teaches three courses per year for 16 years, 

that’s tantamount to teaching each course 
three times. When you’ve read the book 

three times already and the student is read-

ing it for the first—well, how can you both 

be on the same page, so to speak? In other 
words, how can a tutor keep the material 

fresh and exciting, both for himself and for 

the students.

In an undated issue of the Moon, Laura 

Manion reported on a panel hosted by the 

Student Committee on Instruction on Feb. 
12, 2(X)3. The topic was “The role of the 

tutor at St. John’s College”. At that meet-
ing, Mr. Carey is reported to have stated:

My best teachers were not those who 

were convinced that the learning of their 

students was the most meaningful and 

rewarding thing in their professional lives. 

Rather, my best teachers were those who 

wanted to get clarity, first of all for them-
selves, about the questions that mattered 

most to them.

Mr. Carey’s point, as I take it, was that 

intellectual curiosity and enthusiasm are 

the best pedagogical tools. The problem 

here is the one implicit in Mr. Bolotin’s re-

mark: As the tutor teaches the same books 
over and over again, the starting point in 

this quest for clarity gets further and fur-

ther from the students’ starting point.

This tension between the needs of the 

tutors and those of the students is evident.

I would suggest, in the current list of 

precepts, where by my reckoning approxi-
mately 80% of the offerings are on books 

not on the program. The implications here 
are numbing: First, the implicit suggestion 

is that we have read the seminar books 
adequately—no need to return to them. 

Secondly, books not on the program war-

rant 8 weeks of study, whereas those on the 
program do not. Finally, the importance 

of discussion is rejected: the only others 
with whom one can discuss these books 

are fellow precept-members, not the com-

munity at large. The big advantage, in 

other words, is for the tutors; the precept 

has become an opportunity to explore non-
program works. The big loser, it seems 

to me, is the student, who loses the op-

portunity to explore the program books in 

depth. Hence, no Shakespeare or Homer, 

no Dante or Chaucer, no Paradise Lost or 
Aeneid, neither Don Quixote nor War and 

Peace, neither Descartes nor Hume. As 
the law might ask, Cui bono? “For whose 

good?” The students’ interests and the tu-

tors’ seem to be diverging.

The question which I thought the Student 

Committee on Instruction was implicitly 

raising for its panel that day was: Given 

the College’s motto “Great Books are our 
teachers,” what then are th^utors to do? 
And I want to begin this incLiry where I 
began the last time, with the^recognition 

that we do not have departments here at 

St. John’s. You can end up studying music 

from a mathematician, math from a classi-

cist, Nietzsche from a scientist. Knowing 

how much time I have spent studying 

Plato’s Republic and realizing that I have 

made barely a beginning, I believe it would 

be presumptuous to think one could com-

prehend Hegel, say, with only a few weeks’ 

or months’ preparation. Can one really 

expect to grasp the nuances of French in a
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few months or even years? How long do 

you think it would take to truly understand 
Newton’s Principia—if such a thing is even 

possible for us mere mortals? The tutor, 
then, can’t be an ‘authority’ on these texts. 

More to the point, even the aim of master-
ing these topics seems to me mis-guided; 

after all, if the founders of the program 

had wanted knowledgeable tutors in the 

elasses, they would have begun by insti-
tuting departments. Tutors are not to be 

confused with ‘professors’. What then is 
the role of the tutor?

I will begin by looking at what is required 

of a tutor. The first duty of a good tutor, it 
seems to me, is to ask probing questions in 

class. This activity has two consequences: 
First, it provides the starting point for the 
discussion—the location and direction the 

inquiry is to take. Equally—if not more- 
-important is that it provides a model for 

the student of how to go about asking ques-
tions—the kinds of questions the student is 

trying to learn to ask. In other words, 

the opening question in seminar does not 
aim merely at beginning the discussion; it 

also aims at teaching you how to read, to 

learn how to raise the important questions 
yourself, in the future. Some questions are 

simply better than others: they go more 
directly to critical issues in the text. The 

tutor’s question is to serve as the model of 

a good question.

A consequence of this first obligation 

is the second: to help reveal what is im-
portant in the text, to help uncover the 

powerful nature of each of the works we 

read. Each work on the program-and I 

mean every single one—is addressing an 

amazing issue; each one takes a firm stand, 

has very high stakes. No, they are not all 

compatible. But the tutor’s role is to help 

you understand and feel the power of each 

one. We do not read wimps here.

Finally, and perhaps most controver-

sially, it is the tutor’s responsibility to 
create the right atmosphere for this kind of 

inquiry. If the heart of every class here lies 
in discussion, it is the duty of the tutor to 

set the tone for that diseussion—reining in 

the rowdy and encouraging the shy, listen-

ing intently to all comments and finding 
something of value in each one, helping 

to bring the various strands together into a 

single conversation, returning the class to 
the text and the important questions when 

it tends to digress. The very nature of this 

endeavor precludes heavy-handedness, 
though at times such an approach may be 

the only one efficacious in the situation. 

These things, I feel, are the tutor’s respon-
sibility: when everything is said and done, 

the tutor is not simply one student among 

many; to make that claim is both disingen-

uous and, I believe, irresponsible.

Such an account, it seems to me, raises 
the bar quite high for what makes a good 

tutor: he or she needs to have an acute 
and active intellect and imagination, to 

be sure, but also to have certain personal 
characteristics—the ability to be an ‘active 

listener’, the taet neeessary to encourage 

and suppress as needed, the courage to 

eliminate digressions or personal anec-
dotes, the spirit to energize the discussion, 

the eompassion to recognize eaeh student’s 

partieularity and to help her or him flour-

ish. It may be true that Great Books are 

our teachers, but great tutors are necessary 

as our guides.

Barry Goldfarb is a tutor at St. 
John’s. He puts the “class ” back in 
classics.

Odyssey of the Mind 
Laura Sook

W
hat do you get when you 

cross the Olympies, Science 
Fair, and Woodstoek?

The answer is Odyssey of the Mind! 
(Remember, from elementary school?) 
For those of you who aren’t familiar with 
the program, Odyssey of the Mind is an 
international problem solving competi-
tion. Teams consist of five to seven highly 
creative and fun-loving individuals. Teams 
apply their creativity from everything from 
building robots to interpreting classie 
art and literature. They work all year on 
their solution to the “problems”, whieh 
culminates with a weeklong trip to World 
Finals, where teams present their solution, 
competing for a title against 35 states and 
15 countries.

Sound like your cup of tea? Good, be-
cause for the first time ever, we will be 
building teams of SJC students! If you are 
the least bit interested, check out Odyssey’s 
website at www.odysseyofthemind.com 
Or, come to an informational meeting, 
where a more in-depth view of the program 
will be given.

Personally, as an eight-year veteran of 
Odyssey, I can tell you it’s changed my 
life. The bonds you forge with your team 
are like none other you’ll ever experience. 
Odyssey was the one place in high school 
where I truly applied myself to the limit. 
There is no right answer, and thinking ‘out-
side the box’ is encouraged, in fact, vital 
to the solution. I hope to send at least one 
team to Worlds this year.

This is a fantastic opportunity for 
Johnnies everywhere! We’ll be compet-
ing on the world stage, against teams from 
Slovakia, Moldova, and China, just to 
name a few. By winning a World Finals 
P‘ Place (haha), we can bring honor, glory, 
and some Prospies to our fine educational 
institution.

Keep your eyes peeled for fliers an- 
nouneing the time and place of the meet-
ing. If you are interested, or have any ques-
tions AT ALL, please don’t hesitate to call 
me at 4015. I’d love to hear from you!

http://www.odysseyofthemind.com


The Well-Tempered Palate
Erin Enouen

T
his summer I lived on the College eampus and ate every 

meal in the dining hall. At first lunch was overwhelm-
ing. I hardly had anytime for a lunch break and I had no 
idea what to eat. I subsisted on brownies and frozen yogurt until I 

discovered the most wonderful lunch food in the world-the sand-
wich. I must have been sandwich-deprived as a child because 
I could eat sandwiches three times a day, every day of the week. 
I must admit that I am usually guilty of making a huge sandwich

consisting of about twenty vegetables and some weird sauce that 
forces me to pull the sandwich apart (after I have gone through the 
trouble of assembling it) and eat it with a fork. I do love eating 
this way, especially when I have nothing better to do. However, 
I find that life forces me focus on much more than assembling 
and disassembling sandwiches. The following are some tasty, 
self-contained sandwich creations, two of which can be made in 
the dining hall.

Toasted Peanut Butter 
and Banana

If I was stranded on a desert island and 
I could only have one food of my choice, 
it would be peanut butter and banana sand-
wiches. I strongly prefer fresh ground 
peanut or almond butter. However, con-
ventional peanut butter works just fine. 
Graham masala is an Indian spice blend of 
both traditionally sweet and savory spices. 
The spice blend might seem odd, but it ac-
tually works quite well with the salty pea-
nut butter and the sweet bananas. Please 
note: if the only bananas on hand are large, 
use half of one in the sandwich. Too much 
banana makes the sandwich quite mushy.

2 slices whole grain bread
2 Tbs. peanut or any other nut butter

1 small banana
1/2 tsp. graham masala
dash of salt
bit of oil of butter for toasting (optional)

Mash the banana until flat with a fork. 
Stir in peanut butter, graham masala and 
salt. The mixture should be gooey, like 
thick pudding. Spread mixture on bread. 
Toast the sandwich on both sides over 
medium heat in a lightly greased skillet, 
or, on the pannini machine, taking care not 
to smoosh the sandwich too much. Enjoy 
warm with milk or, as I do, with a cup of 
black coffee.

Tuna Salad on Rye 
with Curried-Pesto Mayo

Canned tuna has a bad reputation. Good 
quality canned tuna is mild, relatively 
inexpensive and extremely easy to keep 
around the house. Tofu or chicken can 
easily replace the tuna, depending on your 
tastes. I use a vegan mayonnaise- type 
dressing instead of the egg-based version. 
Regular mayonnaise will work fine, or if 
you like use olive oil instead.

3 oz tuna (about 1/2 regular size can)

1 red bell pepper
small bunch of sunflower sprouts
1/2 cup fresh spinach leaves, rinsed
1/2 Tbs. mayonnaise or olive oil
1/2 Tbs. Enouen’s Curried-Pesto (recipe 

below)
2 slices hearty rye bread

Wash, core and slice in half the red 
bell pepper. Place on a cookie sheet, skin 
side up. Heat under broiler on high for 
five minutes, or until the skin begins to 
blacken and peel off from the flesh of the 
pepper. Remove from heat, set aside. Mix 
tuna, mayo or oil, and pesto in small bowl. 
Lightly toast bread, if desired. After pep-
per has cooled enough to handle, peel off 
skin. Thinly slice about one-forth to one- 
half third of the entire bell pepper; store the 
rest in the refrigerator for later use. Spread 
tuna mixture evenly on one piece of bread, 
layer first with spinach, then pepper, then 
sprouts. Top with second piece of bread.

Enouen’s Curried-Pesto

Use this dressing on anything your 
heart desires. It is very strong, so take 
care not to over-spice. You can also mix 
a few tablespoons of the pesto with a few 
tablespoons of mayonnaise for use it as a 
sandwich spread. Store in the refrigerator 
for about a week.

5-7 large cloves garlic 

1 large shallot
1 inch section fresh ginger root, peeled 
1 bunch cilantro, stems removed 
1/4 cup soy sauce 
1-1/2 Tbs. natural peanut butter 
1-2 Tbs. red chile sauce (such as 

Sriracha)
1/4 to 1/2 tsp. each: cumin, white pepper, 

paprika, coriander
1/2 to 1 tsp. curry powder

Place first four ingredients into food 
processor or blender. Process until smooth 
and creamy. Scrape into small mixing 
bowl. Stir in peanut butter, soy sauce and 
hot sauce until smooth. Mixture should be 
the consistency of thick brownie batter. 
Stir in spices gradually. Add more soy 
sauce at the end if necessary. One serving 

- 1 Tablespoon
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Enter The Lair: An Interview With Krishnan Venkatesh
Zacc Coker-Dukowitz

F
or the last few years Mr. Venkatesh has been 

leading various exercise routines he groups 
under the title “Chinese Prison Drill Workouts”. 
Rumor has it that he learned these routines while in 

a Chinese prison, purportedly for a crime involving 
much mayhem, but he was somewhat reticent about 
the specifics when directly questioned. So, instead of 
pushing him on the source of his knowledge I decided 
to interview him about the routines themselves.

Z: So, let’s talk about working out.

V:The things that I’ve been doing 
for years have been the body-weight 
calisthenics, old-fashion kinds of body- 
weight calisthenics - Hindu pushups, 
Hindu squats, spiderman pushups, reverse 
pushups, Tibetan prostrations. Really 
old-fashion kind- and not what passes in 
the military for body-weight calisthenics. 
Often there are many exercises that look 
like adaptations of yoga poses, or Chi- 
Kung exercises.

Z: What is Chi-Kung?

V: Tai-chi is a kind of Chi-Kung. Like 
the wave squats we used to do, and the 
Hindu pushup. Those are exercises that 
wrestlers have done for thousands of 
years. You’ll find them in old European 
books on wrestling.

Z: They’re good for the core. They give 
you a good sense of your balance.

V: Yeah, it gives you body intelligence. 
You use your back and your abs in every 
single exercise, so you end up having 
not only a strong back but a supple back. 
You develop whole-body power. The 
thing that was very eye opening for me 
when I started doing this was that I real-
ized strength was not just a question of

muscles. It’s a question of coordination 
as well, neurological intelligence in other 
words, breathing, and mental focus.

Z: And not just how much stuff you can 
push in one direction.

V; Yeah, and also being able to transmit 
your strength all the way from your toes 
to your hands. Your entire body is being 
used. Many of these exercises came from 
internal arts, or adaptations of internal 
arts, that is to say arts that care most for 
the preservation of health, which is a 
lot more than muscles. For instance the 
Hindu pushup massages your internal 
organs in the way that some yoga poses 
do. That’s why they feel so good the next 
day. So the way yoga and Chi-Kung have 
learned to deal with health is that muscles 
are actually low in priority - first is the 
internal organs, second is the joints, third 
is your big muscle the heart, and then your 
heart, but you have to address all of those-

Z: As a system.

V: Yeah, to be a strong person. If you 
have big muscles but your joints are poor 
or your heart is weak, then you’re not a 

strong person.

Z: You just have pieces that don’t form 
a working whole.

V: The worst is when you bench press - 
you know, exercising lying down. People 
scoff that only Americans would have 
thought of that (laughs).

Z: Lifting weights can be a lazy habit. 
It’s almost as if you’re putting in your 
time so that you can appear healthy, 
and it’s really more superficial in that 
aspect. I feel a lot healthier now. I’ve 
lost about twenty pounds since I stopped 
lifting weights. And I’m not really doing 
the other workout because my elbow’s 
injured, but I feel great because I’m doing 
the cardio in Aikido. I feel strong, my 
legs are strong. I feel healthy.

V: Yeah, when you do a lot of roll-
ing like that your heart rate starts going 
through the ceiling. That almost car-
diac arrest workout you never get doing 
weights. You know, the reason I started 
doing this was that, since I’ve done a 
number of martial arts in the last twelve 
years, I started asking, well, who are the 
strongest people I know, and strong in 
the sense that I’ve just described to you 
- people who look healthy, also older, and 
who’ve obviously taken care of them-
selves, and obviously have got a lot of 
power. Those turn out to be people who 
didn’t do weights.

Z: It makes your body deteriorate.

V; It’s bad for your micro muscles. And 
it might even be bad for you joints. If 
you hang around a gym and listen to the 
old-timers talking after lifting weights 
they’ve all got something wrong with their 
joints. So then I started getting interested 
in new ways of working out. My attention 
was directed to this guy Mat Fury from 
Florida who wrote a book called “Combat 
Conditioning’’ which has exercises that 
he derived from old-time wrestlers, and 
that book changed my whole philosophy 
for physical culture. I think of it as a
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St. John’s workout because there are no 
departments. You hit all kinds of muscle 
groups from different angles. The other 
thing is that I’m not very patient with ex-
ercising. I was never very good at doing 
weights because it’s boring, and so that 
involved a lot of discipline. For someone 
like me, if I have a project that is intel-
lectually interesting, you know, ‘how do I 
learn to do this exercise’, or more com-
plex exercises, or combinations of them, 
then that’s one way to make sure that I’ll 
exercise.

Z; It’s more fun too, because you’re 
actually achieving a goal every time you 
work out, whereas lifting weights is lazy 
to the extent that it’s this repetitive motion 
that isn’t that hard. You could make it 
harder by adding weight, but it actually 
takes concentration and a certain amount 
of will to do, for instance, the Hindu 
pushups, and to do them well, and do 
them quickly. There’s something primal 
there, that wasn’t there at all with lifting 
weights.

V: Not to mention shear macho pride 
(laughs).

Z; (Grunts) Pain.

V; Yeah, pain.

Z: Which was actually a question I had 
for this interview - why would someone 
want to do this?

V: Health. Most people will testify to 
this - the first few times you do it you feel 
very sore the next few days, especially 
from Hindu squats, because your legs 
have not been exercised in that range of 
motion. We usually only use a tiny range 
of motion in our legs. But after the first 
few times most people find they don’t get 
sore, in fact they end up getting stronger 
quickly. There is a difficult break-through 
period. But, not only do you get strong, 
but you feel great the next morning. You 
wake up alert, and you’re ready to go.

Z: It wakes you up physically and 
mentally.

V; Yeah. There’s something that I heard 
that inspired me when I studied Chi-Kung. 
They were always using the phrase ‘like 
a snake’, ‘do like a snake’, and I spent a 
lot of time trying to figure out what that 
meant. And what I think that means now 
is that if you pick up a snake anywhere 
in the body there’s an equal amount of 
energy, an equal amount of power or 
relaxation throughout the body. It’s the 
same with something like a cat - if you 
pick up a sleeping cat it’s all floppy, but 
if it’s trying to resist your giving it a bath, 
four strong men couldn’t hold it. That’s 
the kind of vitality that animals have but 
humans don’t because we tend to be over- 
active in certain parts, like your hands and 
your head, and in other parts you’re totally 
static, like your hips and your back. So 
this kind of workout restores that ‘like a 
snake’ quality, which is raw animal vital-
ity. And I think that’s not just a physical 
thing. It has neurological effects, and it 
makes you live more instinctually, in the 
sense that when you’re awake in that way 
you pick up more quickly on atmospheric 
things. Like, there’s something wrong 
with this person, or ‘this is a good situa-

tion’, or ‘this is a bad situation’, the way 
that dogs or cats seem to know. And I feel 
that this way of being in your body actu-
ally does translate into a healthier psychic 
relation to life.

Z: We’re abstracted from our bodies a 
lot.

V: Sometimes I wonder if we should 
be doing cat dissections in Freshman lab, 
when there’s so many ways to experi-
ence our body as a living thing. We 
keep discovering things about it just by 
putting ourselves in different positions. It 
involves a kind of intelligence from the 
inside. So that’s how [these workouts] 
started. And I think I’ll probably be doing 
this type of calisthenic when I’m very old. 
It’s sustaining that way. Do you know 
what the strongest group in America is?

Z: I don’t know, the Russians?

V: The inmates in maximum security 
prisons, where they’re not allowed to 
lift weights. It’s because they’re doing 
pushups and wall-sits and various other 
things, all body-weight exercises. All 
you need for these routines is a little floor 
space, maybe a wall, and you can be in 
great shape.

Z: Kick ass.
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A Very Neschintz Anniversary
Gideon Culman

E
xactly one year ago Gideon Culman’s classes aroused in 

him such suffocating passion that he saw no choice but 
to share it with all of St. John’s. But he wanted to do this 
anonymously. One day, when nobody was looking, Gideon as-

sumed the name Johnnie Neschintz. He wrote down all his inmost 
thoughts and feelings and he submitted them to the Moon.

In our rush to print Gideon’s first story as Johnnie Neschintz, 
we inadvertantly credited the story to Gideon. The shame caused 
Gideon to stop going to class. He swore he’d never write for 
us again. So he maxed out on absences and came back to school; 
school reawakened his passion and then Gideon had no choice 
but to write.

Readers began to thank us for printing such poignant St. John’s 
satire. We told Gideon, thinking it would cheer him up. “Satire?” 
he said. “I share with you all my inmost thoughts and feelings and 
you call it satire?!?” He shed big tears when we told him that read-
ers were separating Gideon the author from Neschintz the narrator. 

The Moon agrees: that’s plain sloppy reading.
But there are those of you who understand and have understood 

from the beginning how serious a character Johnnie Neschintz 
is. We salute you. Like Gideon Culman, the Moon believes that 
we should all take life much more seriously. We must be willing 
to feel passion where most people feel none. And Gideon, in his 
capacity as Neschintz, will be here to help us.

Andy Gilman, GILA ‘03, on ‘A Modest Beginning’’.
T’m embarrassed to write that I have actually had all of the same 
thoughts as the author.’

Stephen Little, GlEC ‘04, on ‘A Modest Beginning’:
‘I’d take a swing at writing like this myself, but I wouldn’t want 
to lose friends...’

Gideon’s aunt Roberta on ‘The Winning Touch’:
‘Hmmm....Kitty Fisher....sounds like a pom star!’

(Evidence suggests Gideon found the name Kitty Fisher in a 
Mother Goose nursery rhyme.)

Ray Gourley, GILA ‘03, on ‘The Winning Touch’:
‘I’ve been studying psychoanalysis for a little while now, but 
without a client base yet to compare to the diagnoses that we’re 
currently studying. I’m sometimes at a bit of a disadvantage in 
class. You’ve provided me with a very good character representa-
tion of a current disorder we are studying. Mr. Neschitntz would 
appear to be suffering from what is referred to as Narcissitie 
Personality Disorder, and you’ve represented the hallmark 
symptoms quite well.’

Evan, who originally advised Gideon to come to St. John’s, on 
‘The Winning Touch’:
‘This Neschintz dude sounds cool, very intellectual. I’d 
like to meet him sometime. Hell, If I was a girl. I’d like to 
fuck him sometime.’

Michael Wolfe, tutor, on ‘Neschintz, My Love ’:
‘I hope the Rey reading group is still meeting this summer, so 
I’ve got a chance to join in. Surely they can’t finish the entire 
George Cycle by this summer, can they?’

Tish Bastion, GILA ‘05, on ‘That Place. That Time.’:
‘Made me spray hot tea out of my nose. Thanks a lot!’

Local tango man Bill on ‘A Night Like No Other’:
I feel nauseous and I have no idea why. I think maybe you’ve 
lost your mind.’

Emily Graves, SF ‘04, on ‘Finding Neschintz’:
‘I love it. Excellent. I’m looking forward to the next year of epi-
sodes. Oh. I miss Santa Fe. Your story makes me able to taste the 
hot dry air, smell the fishpond. I love it. I missed Johnnie.’

Ted Rogers, GILA ‘04/BVG Member, on ‘Finding Neschintz’:
‘I am deeply moved by the piece and particularly by the mystery 
of those words “Truth, justice, and beauty are all one big her-
maphrodite.” A thought to ponder; a thought to cherish.’

Chad Kreutzinger, GIEC ‘04, on Gideon’s sumo convocation 
picture:
‘I’m suprised you didn’t get an entry on Neschintz’s 
T&A category.’

Gideon’s former roommate Ed on ‘Finding Neschintz’:
‘This Nieschistinitscz something guy—isn’t it problematic to 
bash fellow .students in the school’s paper?’

Blake Bindley, SF ‘04, on ‘Finding Neschintz’:
‘I await the latest ramblings from the beloved Johnny Neschintz, 
forwarded by you, his kind biographer. From the latest instal-
ment it seems the E.C. should be a good change for him after the 
hermaphroditic Western Truth.’

Mary Elliot McKetta, SF ‘06, on ‘Finding Neschintz'and ‘Sandhi 
Bloody Sandhi’:
‘I am sitting in an internet cafe in Cannes, guffawing into my 
hands, and all the Frenchies are looking askance.’
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Moon Traveller: Sahara
Sarah Davis-Goff

“Fll be fine,”
I thought, 

and it became 
my mantra, and 

I trod on.

H
ave you ever known that you’re 

going to die? I mean, we’re all 
going to die, blah blah, but have 
you ever actually understood it, and ac-

cepted it? I have, twice (three times if you 
include the time that I did actually die, but 
that’s an entirely different story). The hrst 
time brings us once again back to archaic 
Irish boarding school, and I’m about ten, 
flying along on this huge horse in a field 
with some big trees. Big horse, big trees. 
Big horse headed directly for big tree. Ah, 
shite. There was this low hanging branch, 
and this clever fecker of a horse was go-
ing to try and kill me. I sawed desperately 
at his mouth with the reins but to no avail. 
We were going at maybe a million miles 
an hour and there was nothing I could do. 
Realistically, looking back on it now, I 
wasn’t going to be killed; I mean I was 
wearing a hat and everything, but for that 

instant before I hit I thought -I knew that 
I was going to die. I remember the feeling 
pretty well, and it felt like, if you have no 
hope, you have no fear.

I’m standing on the top of a dune and 
my feet are immersed up to my calves in 
warm sand that feels like granulated silk. 
I’m looking north with one arm raised to 
protect my eyes from the evening sun. 
It’s hot against my left shoulder. There’s 
a smell that’s intoxicating yet almost 
imperceptible -old and dry and rich. The 
sand stretches out in front of me, a gold 
and red sea. Looking over my shoulder to 
my camp brought me back to earth. Laid 
before me was the glory of my company; 
tents in various states of erection, half 
empty packs and the general rubbish of 
twenty-one people. Roly of course was no 
longer with us, and nor was Jesus. We’d 
only been in the Sahara for a few hours, 
having caravanned in on camels (God I 
hate camels -mine kept trying to take

bites out of the bum of the one in front of 
me) but already I felt that we’d wrecked 
it. I turned disconsolately north again, and 
saw a golden mist in the distance. It was 
a sandstorm.

It was ridiculously good fun, all of us 
hunkered down in a big tent, with a large 
bottle of something strong and strange 
and Moroccan. The sandstorm brought 
on the same kind of feelings that a re-
ally good thunderstorm does. There was 
electricity in the air. We sat around, all of 
us, feeling like veterans of some sort of 
epic, invincible in some way. The canvas 
walls of the huge tent billowed around 
us and the sand screamed outside. We 
had the feeling you get when you’re safe 
but could any moment be arse-over-tit in 
adventure. I looked around and was sud-
denly bored and wanting to be outside 
in the middle of it all. Wrapping a cloth 
around my head to cover everything but 
my eyes, I stole out.

I was suddenly in a very different 
world. Grit blasted me in gusts as if it was 
trying to cany me away. Behind my cloth 
mask I smiled a wide smile and stepped 
forwards. Ahead I could see nothing, and 
I could barely make out the shifting of the 
sand dunes beneath my feet. Enjoying the 
feeling of complete freedom I giggled 
foolishly and ran a few paces, twirling 
around with my face to the sky, and then 
running on again. It was bliss. And then I 
realised that I couldn’t see the tent. There 
was nothing but the whirling sand. It had 
taken me about thirty seconds to get com-
pletely lost.

I turned and retraced my steps. Slowly, 
slowly I put one foot in front of the other. 
“I’ll be fine,” I thought, and it became my 
mantra, and I trod on. Surely I should 
have come across the tent by now? I had 
hoped that if I was a little bit off the lights
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from inside the tent would show through 
the storm, but there was nothing but sand 
in every direction. I stopped, holding 
back the panic with difficulty now. What 
were my options? I might be out here for 
a while. Number one; conserve strength. 
I sat down heavily, fighting back tears. 
Right. Right. I had nothing, no water or 
means of making a loud sound. But I took 
heart; I could not be far from the tent, 
and the sandstorm could not last forever. 
Also, my friends would be looking for 
me. I cursed my stupidity; why, why had I 
left? And without telling anyone? I could 
be safe inside now, away from the blast 
and noise of the sand, in the comforting 
arms of my friends. But even in my tears 
an element inside was revelling -I Was 
Lost in the Sahara Desert.

Suddenly I was very irritated with 
myself. So I was stupid enough to have 
gotten lost, sitting around crying about it 
wasn’t bloody well going to help. I looked 
around me again, slowly and carefully, 
and trying to use the edges of my eyes to 
discern shapes and shadows. Still I could 
see nothing. In my mind’s eye I imagined 
the line I had just walked. Standing up I 
walked halfway back, stopped and looked 
again. Still seeing nothing, I turned to the 
right and walked, slowly, slowly. I’ll be 
fine. I’ll be fine. I’ll be fine...

The sand was everywhere -everywhere, 
and after what felt like about an hour of 
wandering around in the storm I began 
to fear blindness. I fell to the method of 
walking a little with my eyes closed and 
then opening them Just long enough to 
see if I could get my bearings. Getting my 
bearings however was the last thing that 
was going on. Funnily enough, wander-
ing around the desert with my eyes closed 
wasn’t really helping. But opening my 
eyes was getting to be agony. They wa-

tered horribly. My throat too was dry and 
scratched and grit crusted my lips. I was 
miserable.

Another hour or so (well I didn’t have 
a watch, I was guessing) of this and I was 
panicking. I sat frequently now, trying 
desperately to shield myself from the re-
lentless onslaught of grit. Then I’d get up 
and walk on, in desperation. I had no idea 
how long I’d been out there, or where 
I was. Soon after that I became afraid 
to move at all, convinced that I could 
not but move further from my friends. 
I crouched then in the sand, drawing as 
much material about my head as possible 
and shielding it with my hands, and knew 
that I would die. It felt like wisdom to sit 
down and understand what was happen-
ing to me.

And then the storm began to clear.
At first I thought I was imagining it. I 

didn’t want to stand up and look around 
me for fear that I still wouldn’t be able 
to see anything, and I was afraid of the

hope that the relenting sand was giving 
me. Reconciling myself again to death 
seemed impossible. On shaky legs I 
stood, and took a glimpse through my 
curtain of linen. At first, nothing; the 
sandstorm was much abated but I could 
still not see much. It was dark now but the 
clear moon and stars, clearer than any I’d 
seen before, helped me. I turned slowly 
around and saw the tent, not two hundred 
metres from me. I burst into tears and be-
gan my march towards it.

I’d been gone for nearly two hours and 
they hadn’t even noticed. Bastards.

The Moon Staff once got lost in the 
Sahara, in downtown Las Vegas. We 
lost our shoes, our shirt, and a little 
more than a grand to this blackjack 
dealer with an eyepatch. Next time we 
go to the Sahara, we will take Sarah 
Davis-Goff.
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What is Government?
Carly Jackson

O
n the back of the one-dol-

lar bill an eye floats above an 
incomplete pyramid. Someone 

recently explained to me that the eye 
represents the eye of God. The pyramid 
symbolizes the United States of America; 
because the US. is a continual work in 
progress, the pyramid is incomplete. She 
argued that we must continually build and 
improve our country under the watch-
ful eye of God. Can we be satisfied with 
the country as it is, or must we build 
upon it and improve it? This is an elec-
tion year, and we have been bombarded 
with “Register to Vote” paraphernalia, 
a reminder that we have a voice. We 
Americans are very proud of our right to 
vote. It means we personally participate 
in the government process. We person-
ally can contribute to the building and 
improving of our country. What hap-
pens, however, if no candidate offers an 
actual improvement? What if we can only 
choose the lesser of two evils? Do we not 
still choose evil?

Perhaps the most prominent moral issue 
facing Americans today is the war in Iraq. 
In the Constitution’s preamble, the gov-
ernment is established to provide, among 
other things, for the common defense. 
What sort of defense can the government 
provide that the people cannot provide 
for themselves? John Jay states, “Among 
the many objects to which a wise and 
free people find it necessary to direct their 

attention, that of providing for their safety 
seems to be the first.... At present I mean 
only to consider it as it respects security 
for the preservation of peace and tranquil-

ity, as well against dangers from foreign 
arms and influence,” (The Federalist No. 
3). That is, part of the preservation of 
peace and tranquility involves making 
the country secure from foreign arms and 
power. What foreign invader could not 
be repelled by the citizens? What power

did the government or military have on 
September 11, 2001? The military had 
the option of gunning down the planes, 
killing the civilian passengers as well as 
the terrorists. The passengers did not need 
that kind of help and protection. The 
passengers could not wait for the govern-
ment or military to act, they had to act ac-
cording to their own judgment. The only 
thing government can do to help in those 
unforeseeable situations is to not hinder 
its citizens from protecting themselves. 
What does that mean practically? Some 
argue that pilots deserve the right to carry 
guns on planes. The right to bear arms is 
in the second amendment; perhaps anyone 
on an airplane should b'e allowed to bear 

arms.
In an essay entitled “The Roots of War,” 

Ayn Rand describes “statism” as an at-
titude toward government and society that 
causes war. She says, “The overwhelm-
ing majority of mankind D the people 
who die on the battlefields or starve and 
perish among the ruins D do not want 

war,” {Capitalism: The Unknown Ideal', 
pg. 35). Why do people fight when they 
don’t want to? Rand explains that the 
problem lies in disregarding individual 
rights for the sake of the group. Since 

Plato’s Republic, philosophers have ques-
tioned the effects of acting for a common 
good. Man’s primary interest lies in the 
common good. He is a part of society, 
therefore, whatever is good for the society 
is good for him. It is an interesting idea, 
but it is simply wrong to believe that a so-
ciety of men forms a separate entity with a 
will of its own. Rather, it is a composite 
of individuals. Only individuals make 
decisions, not some mystical creature 
fashioned from a mingling of many wills 
into one.

So what does this have to do with the 
upcoming election? I began this article 
talking about building and improving our

country. Voting is not the only, nor the 
best, way for Americans to improve their 
country. Most people imagine the election 
as choosing someone to represent your 
needs in Washington, but how can a presi-
dent know the needs of a few liberal arts 
students in New Mexico? The president 
makes decisions based on his own judg-
ment, from what he perceives to be the 
needs of those who voted for him.

This year, voting means voting for a 
statist, because both Kerry and Bush are 
willing to sacrifice some individuals for 
the sake of others. Aquinas once said, 
“Since every part is ordained to the whole 
as the imperfect to the perfect, and since 
one man is a part of the perfect communi-
ty, law must needs concern itself properly 
with the order directed to universal happi-
ness” (Q. 90. Art. 2). In other words, only 
in society can perfection be attained; the 
sacrifice of some individual good must be 
made for the common good. But for what 
does government exist if not to protect the 
individual?

Vote, if you must, but the real work 
comes everyday, not every four years. 
When we vote, the common conception 
is that we are transferring our decision-
making power to a representative. This 
transfer, however, is not a transfer that 
happens with one punch of the ballot.
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Why I Am Not Going To Vote
Shane Gassaway

Rather, the vote is an agreement that we 
will defer our decision-making to the rep-
resentative for the duration of his term On 
election day, we should vote for a person 
we can respect to make our decisions for 
us. This does not mean, however, that 
our duty has been completed. To truly 
accept our responsibility as citizens, and 
to participate in our government, we 
must live virtuous lives D as defined by 
ourselves, not defined by law or society. 
We must require our representative to 
make virtuous decisions, and to allow us, 
the individuals that make up our society, 
to make virtuous decisions. Though we 
vote for a man whose interest lies in going 
to war D and that will happen whether we 
vote for Kerry or Bush D it doesn’t mean 
we have to accept his judgment that war is 
a beneficial idea. We never defer our re-
sponsibility to be virtuous. Improving our 
eountry depends on the decisions we make 
everyday, and the decisions we allow our 
representatives to make.

Carly Jackson is a Senior. She is a 
member of the Anarchist Sewing Circle 
and Robespierre once called her his 
“petite frommage. ” She makes a mean 
Molotov cocktail.

T
he mailboxes at the switchboard 

in PSC mark one of my favorite 
locations on campus for two 
reasons: first, because this place attracts 

everyone in the community with great 
frequency, and it gives me pleasure to 
greet friends there; second, because of the 
feeling of discovery one associates with 
mailboxes, particularly one’s own. Those 
at the switchboard provide a variety of 
surprising material: from the generally- 
posted messages that occasionally, against 
all odds, appeal to my personal interests; 
to the anxiety of bills that nevertheless 
thrill me as proof that I am a person in the 
world; to letters sent by absent friends and 
loved-ones. Two weeks ago my sister sent 
a postcard from New York, and if some by-
stander seeking his own mail that day cared 
to read the smile on my face, I call him to 
bear witness to the leaping of my heart, the 
satisfaction and excitement I derived from 
an intimate reading of the open thoughts of 
my remote friend. Things like that ehange 
one’s outlook on everything, usually for 
the better. The simplest gestures can make 
all the difference.

The post also serves to remind us 
Johnnies, however deeply we immerse 
ourselves in the Thinkery, of connections 
to a world beyond our remote hilltop. Some 

weeks go, as 1 stood more or less reading 
the Ephemera in front of the mailboxes, I 
came upon these words: “What you do or 
don’t do by Oct. 5th will determine what 
happens on Nov. 2nd.” We of the college 

were being called upon to register to vote 
in the Presidential Election. The statement 
cryptically alleged that everyone makes a 
difference by voting. I remembered the 
2000 eleetion that was decided by 9 people 
in Washington, despite the efforts of mil-
lions nationwide; considered the eurrent 
candidates, one a President whose eredibil- 
ity was undermined long ago by the actions 
of his administration, the other a senator

whose credibility cannot be trusted on the 
basis of his campaign; reflected upon the 
parties, whose goals and accomplishments, 
even those I support, are undermined in 
times of great opposition like the pres-
ent; and finally I thought about myself, 
uninformed, prejudiced, in all likelihood 
strongly mistaken regarding the most im-
portant issues; and suddenly it seemed like 
a rotten idea to vote in November.

People eontinue to urge me to vote, call-
ing it an obligation. Although the reasons 
very, the argument usually comes to this: 
If you do not like the way things are, you 
are obligated to do what is in your power 
to change it for the better; your vote repre-
sents your power to do so; therefore, you 
are obligated to vote. But this is only rea-
sonable as long as things may change for 
the better through popular election, a con-
dition which I shall not grant when people 
like me are encouraged to participate. One 
might argue that it is then my responsibil-
ity to inform myself and others, to interpret 
for broken ears the enigmatic language of 
impressions by which politicians gather 
support, all for an activity that was proved 
futile four years ago. But wouldn’t it be 
foolish to demand this of me, when the 
same energy could be directed toward mat-
ters more expedient? This is, in part, why 
I am at the college: so that in the future I 
may see clearly and find a better way.

For all that, I am registered to vote. 
Please, dear Publie, let me hear your 
thoughts, give me your guidance.

I feel sick.

Shane Gassaway wants the world to 
know that despite his hatred of people 
in seminar and his distaste for the 
democratic system, he still loves to 
tango, and violets make him cry.



God Bless America! But Not Its People.
Paul Franz

W
hile I was in Australia this 

summer I described the 
lovely process we call “the 
draft” here in America to a local teenager. 

His response: “You live in a Democracy, 
right?” I told him that I wonder that myself 
sometimes, but then again I’m just a fringe 
left Kucinich supporter who’s obviously 
outside the mainstream and extremely 
deranged.

Or so I thought. Then someone sent 
me this email about a couple pieces of 
legislation in the House and Senate right 
now to reinstate the draft. Now, you might 
think there’s something terrifying about 
this, and you might think that those crazy 
Republicans are just trying to kill all off us 
young liberal types off by sending us to 
war. But you’d be wrong.

You see, starting in the 1980’s the 
Democratic Party decided that it should 
start dismantling its base one piece at a 
time, ostracizing everyone from blacks and 
seniors to the poor and the young. Now, 
however, they’ve come up with an even 
more effective method: sending its base 
off to war.

There is widespread fear that George 
Bush will institute an unheard of, no- 
holds-barred draft if he is reelected (mean-
ing everyone age 18-26 is eligible, man 
or woman, high school dropout turned 
MacDonald’s chef or St. John’s sophomore 
- yep, no educational exemptions). Senate 
Bill 89 and House Resolution 163 (look 
them up) would make such a wonderful 
future a reality, and the best part is, they 
were written by, are sponsored by, and are 
being campaigned for by none other than 
your favorite spineless political party: the 
Democrats.

I tried to be a Democrat and a Kerry sup-
porter, but then I saw this Democratic leg-
islation, which is at worst a sure sign that 
Orwell was right or at best a devastatingly 
frightening attempt to play politics with

millions of young people’s lives. Kerry 
himself has not condemned the efforts to 
reinstate the draft, nor has he pledged to 
not oppose it (ironically, the only Colorado 
Senator or Representative - me being from 
Colorado - who opposes the draft entirely 
is Republican Wayne Allard, not either of 
the Democrats in the House).

In fact. Senator Kerry has pledged to 
increase the size of the military. “How?” 
you may wonder. Well, I’m not sure, but 
Senator Edwards’ half hearted opposition 
to a draft is far from comforting, especially 
since he isn’t at the top of the ticket. So 
much for our duty to vote for Kerry just 
to get rid of Bush. I’d like to think he’d 
be better, but it doesn’t'really matter what 
their small differences are if I die fighting 
“terrorism,” does it?

A friend of mine and I made a joke re-
cently about Bush being the “pacifist” can-
didate between Kerry and himself. That 
is obviously not true, but I think it shows 
how bad our choice between the “lesser 
of two evils” has become. There are a 
couple of real antiwar candidates running, 
of course, but who’s going to vote Nader 
(Independent or Reform Party) or Cobb 
(Green Party)? Well, I for one am, because 
I don’t want to die.

Not to say that you can’t vote for Kerry. 
Hey, at this point he’s so far behind and 
he’s run such a terrible campaign - think 
some eombination of Dukakis and Gore, 
with all the zeal of Mondale in ’84 - that 
it probably won’t matter anyway, whether 
Nader “steals votes from the Democrats” 
(which he doesn’t do, if you look at the 
statisties) or not. Bush will more than 
likely have four more years, and if not, 
then we’ll have something just as bad, just 
as corporate controlled, and just as violent 
(remember, Kerry supported the war, still 
does, still would have even knowing about 
all the lies the Bush administration made, 
and wants to make the military bigger).

Is there a good answer? Not really, but at 
least America’s courts and enough of its 
people have supported Nader to the extent 
that he is on the ballot in almost every 
state. So at least we have a choice.

Or do we? Nader can’t and won’t win 
(even with my puny vote), and we’ll ei-
ther get John “double-speak” Kerry or 
“Curious” George W. It sounds a lot more 
like a ‘1984’ election than a 2004 one 
if you ask me, but what do I know; I’m 
just a student who happens to fall in that 
ever dangerous 18-26 age range. I guess 
the message - if you really want one - is 
to be active beyond just voting. There’s 
more to a “democracy” (if you still insist 
on calling it that at this point) than vot-
ing. Increasingly the only vein left for 
the people of conscience is the streets. It 
may seem like a helpless fight, but at least 
that way our country won’t be taken from 
us while we vegetate in front of the TV 
watching Fox News.

If you read this article backwards at 
78 wpm. you will find the phrase Paul 

Franz is dead.
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New Tutor Interview: Mr. Cook
Steven Jablon

W
hen I tell people that I have been 

assigned to write an article about 
Travis Cook for the Moon, I of-
ten receive the response, “Who’s he?” St. John’s 

College in Santa Fc has hired only one new tutor 
this year; as Travis Cook is so new to St. John’s, 
few people know anything about him. The 
dean’s office circulated a flier presenting a bare 
bones outline of his career, but I wanted to know 
more about who Cook the man is, both inside 
and outside of class.

Mr. Cook was bom in Millinocket, Maine. His 
father worked for the town paper mill company. 
As a kid he wasn’t crazy about Millinocket itself, 
which he described as having all the virtues and 
vices of a small town, but he loved the natural 
beauty of nearby Katahdin State Park. His fam-
ily owned a cottage in northern Maine where 
he spent summers reading, hanging around, 
and playing cribbage. He did not remain in 
Millinocket throughout his entire childhood. His 
family first moved to East Millinocket, about 
ten miles down the road, and then when he was 
in late junior high school his family moved to 
Connecticut, which he liked better. He returned 
to Maine to get a B.A. in political science from 
the University of Maine. He did not initially 
intend to become an academic; during his ju-
nior year of college, he found himself debating 
what he should do after graduating from college. 
One of his professors advised him that graduate 
school would be a good place to go in order to 
follow his interests, so he entered a masters pro-
gram in political science at Boston College.

Before coming to St. John’s, Mr. Cook was 
the Assistant Director of the Social Philosophy 
and Policy Center at Bowling Green State 
University. Unlike most academics, he applied 
for a teaching position at only one institution, St. 
John’s College. St. John’s is the only place allur-
ing enough to draw him away from his comfort-
able job at Bowling Green State. He is currently 
in the midst of writing a doctoral dissertation on 
Shaftesbury for Loyola University in Chicago, 
and he realizes that his commitment to teach-
ing will temporarily preclude progress on his 
dissertation. He plans to resume writing in the 
summer, and he hopes to be able to complete it 
before the beginning of the 2005-2006 academic 
year although he acknowledges that it may take 
more than one summer to do so.

Mr. Cook applied to both the Annapolis and 
Santa Fe campuses, and he came to Santa Fe 
because there was an opening here first. He and

his wife Michelle have grown fond of Santa Fe 
in the short time that they have lived here, and 
he pleasantly imagines continuing to live and to 
raise his family here into old age. I suspect that 
his eighteen-month-old son Adam will make 
a pleasant addition to the numerous tutor tots 
running around campus. Adam will soon have 
company; Travis and Michelle are currently 
eagerly anticipating the birth of their second 
child. He confesses that he finds it difficult to eat 
fish in Santa Fe, as it does not seem as fresh to 
him as it does on the East Coast. In spite of this, 
he has become another captive of the Land of 
Enchantment.

The moment I walked into Mr. Cook’s office, 
I couldn’t help noticing his eclectic collection 
of books. Although his background is political 
science, his bookshelf contains books on a huge 
variety of subjects. I remarked with surprise that 
he seems to have incorporated himself into the 
St. John’s way of life with remarkable speed; he 
responded that what I saw was only a small part 
of his book collection. His love affair with books 
directly caused his love affair with his wife; they 
met in the Boston College library when he was 
a graduate student who worked at the front desk. 
She was a regular library patron, and they would 
talk whenever she would come up to check out 
books. Although he has not yet learned Greek 
and his mathematical and scientific background 
is limited, I believe that someone with inter-
ests this broad has good prospects of success 
here. Someone as well-read as Mr. Cook obvi-
ously has opinions on paper writing. I asked him 
whether he approves of students sending him to 
the dictionary by using unusual words in their 
papers. He declared that at the risk of sounding 
immodest it would be difficult for a student to 
send him running to the dictionary, and he said 
that sometimes a rare word is the most apt for the 
circumstance but that students need to be careful 
not to rely too much on rare words lest they come 
off sounding pompous.

Mr. Cook seems intelligent and thoughtful. 
Never in the course of our conversation did 
he give a short answer to a question, whether I 
asked him if virtue could be taught or where he 
was bom. I also spoke with several of his stu-
dents. Virtually all of them have extremely high 
opinions of him. They emphasize not only the 
profundity of his questions but also his kindness. 
One student in his math class described how she 
was trying to present a Euclidian proposition 
on the blaekboard. She was having difficulties.
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What The Secretary Saw
Caroline Killian

and other students, trying to be helpful, began to 
chaotically shout out suggestions. The sheer vol-
ume of commentary only flustered her more. Mr. 
Cook acted to control the lively discussion and 
allowed her to successfully complete her demon-
stration. Later when I interviewed Mr. Cook and 
showed him my tape recordings of the student 
interviews, he modestly said that my polling 
technique of informally interviewing random 
people lacked the accuracy of a more scientifi-
cally conducted poll. However, I believe that his 
students’ enthusiastic praise of him should not be 
so easily discounted. He cheerfully consented to 
take three hours out of his busy schedule to talk 
to me, and he seemed pleased that he had come 
to work for a college small and personal enough 
such that the school newspaper took an interest 
in the newest member of the faculty.

One of the roles of a tutor is not only to teach 
but also to judge students and sometimes to 
make the painful decision to expel them from the 
college. I asked Mr. Cook at what point he would 
decide that helping a struggling student was no 
longer worthwhile. Mr. Cook is reluctant to give 
up too easily on a student. As he is new to the 
St. John’s evaluation system, he believes that he 
lacks the experience to be comfortable making 
such Judgments. He said that he can never have 
the last word on anyone as it is hard to measure 
what is going on in someone else’s soul. Mr. 
Cook thinks it is important to make clear that 
a decision to disenable someone does not mean 
that the student is not bright but merely that he 
is not a good fit for the college. He recognizes 
that sometimes he will have to make difficult 
decisions about students, but he hopes that his 
tendency will be to err on the side of caution and 
to recommend against the disenablement of a 
student in the case of a close call. He is glad that 
this is an issue that he will not have to deal with 
immediately as he is tremendously impressed by 
all his current students. He also realizes that at 
the same time that he is judging students to see if 
they fit in with the college, other members of the 
faculty are judging him.

Mr. Cook believes that the educational process 
is one of change and development; just as he can 
help students leam to become better students, he 
hopes with the guidance of senior tutors to leam 
how to become a better tutor. Mr. Cook feels that 
he is a good fit for the college, and he hopes that 
as time passes he will grow into an experienced 
and talented tutor. I wish Mr. Cook success at the 
beginning of his journey in the strange and won-
derful institution known as St. John’s College.

S
tudent government: who 

eares?

Truth be told. I’ve never 
once read this article. Much more 
amusing, I found, were the various 
bodies to which the face of Robert 
Morris, last year’s Secretary, was 
attached. These pictures were the 
extent of my knowledge of Polity, 
St. John’s rechristening of student 
council. Now I find myself its sec-
retary, charged with documenting 
its events in writing. Because this 
sentiment was, till just recently, my 
own, and since, I suspect, the ques-
tion remains for some gentle read-
ers out there, it seems right to begin 
with my attempt at an answer.

If you have ever attended a 
school-sponsored party and had 
fun, ever joined a student club, 
organization or activity, ever 
enjoyed one of our common rooms 
or attended a town-hall meeting, 
then Polity has already influenced 
your life as a student here. In 
fact, the student publication you 

are currently reading, the Moon, 
is funded in large part by Polity. 
Polity functions to ensure the qual-
ity of student life, that is, your life 
on campus. Just as students at St. 
John’s differ greatly from students 
elsewhere, so, too, is the difference 
between their governing bodies.
St. John’s students might be best 
characterized by their fierce desire 
for independence: we come here 
to think for ourselves, not to be 
lectured at. Similarly, it would be 
difficult to accept decisions made 
for us without first having consid-
ered and discussed these issues 
amongst ourselves. Without Polity, 
student life on campus would be 
left entirely to the administration. 
Not students, but staff alone would 
throw parties, decide what activities

and clubs to offer, what disciplinary 
actions to enforce over students, 
how to spend money appropri-
ated to the student body, and so 
on. Take pride in the fact that your 
student government actually can 
make things happen, and does. The 
decisions made by the few who do 
care in the name of the many have 
a great effect on the quality of your 
life on campus.

The main task of this column 
is to inform you of the decisions 
rendered that are important to you. 
Elsewhere on Tuesday evenings? 
Read this column for an informal 
briefing on the events of these 
meetings. Those looking for a more 
thorough rendition are pointed to 
the library, where Polity minutes 
and updated copies of the budget 
are kept on file, or to the Polity 
bulletin board in Peterson, where 
minutes from the last meeting are 
posted.

Want to know first hand 
what happens and get involved? 
Polity meets on Tuesdays at 5:30 in 
the Senior Common Room, upstairs 
in Peterson. A mix of elected of-
ficials and those who have attained 
voting privileges after attending 
three meetings. Polity is designed 
to gather input from as many stu-
dents as wish to have their say on 
these matters. Come for the gossip, 
stay to enact positive change. Till 
next time...

Caroline Killian is the
secretary of polity.

22



The Winning (Only) Translation 
From Last Issue

Ross Gilmore

Paris at Night

Three lights one by one lit in the night
The first to see your face wholly
The second to see your eyes
The last to see your mouth
And the darkness complete to remember it all
Holding you tight in my arms.

Alicante From Plutarch’s On The Malice of Herodotus
An orange upon the table 
Your dress upon the rug 
And you inside my bed 
Sweet present of the present 
Coolness of the night 
Heat of my life

3 AeuTcpov, oTt^ icaicov vpoareariv aXXws ttj  S’ icrropia 
|irj irpoo"q»cov, 6 Se <ruYYP<^4*^us ImSpaTTeTai, toutoo  Kal 
wapcppdXXei tois  irpaY|Aa<nv ouSev Scopcvois, dXXd tt |v  

lirc|aY«v Koi KuicXoupevos, ottu s IpwcpiXdPu 
aTuxT|p.a Tivos ^ irpd|tv droirov Kal ou xpticrrqv, St)Xds 
Icmv ^Sdpcvos r% KOKoXeyiiv. "Oecv d 0ouku Si8t |s ouSe

4 Kal p.T|v TO y ’ dvrloTpo^v TOUTtp travrl St^Xov <I>s 
KaXoO TIVOS teal dyaSou trapdXcitjris Io -tiv , dvuir€u0uvov 
SoKoOv irpayiio etvai, yiyvopevov 8e KOKoii0a»$ dvirep 
IjirnffTij TO ‘irapaXcu|>6iv tls Tdtrov 'irpoffT^Kovra t Q 
lOTOpig. TO yap a'lrpoSupus liratveiv tou  tjteyovTo xaipEiv 
OUK ImciKcaTcpov, dXXd irpds t & pt) ImciKeaTepov tows 
Kal x«ipov.

' Aw right, guys! We expect a little more from you. We originally cast this 
bait-and-hook for your enjoyment - not ours. But lo! we (wiping our streaming 
cheeks) have received no translations but the one printed above. Please, give us our 
fair due. Help us truly sway the people. We need your comments. Is this transla-
tion exercise actually a good thing? We hate wasting space and have so little space 
to waste. We hold the trial in your court, now. Write to us and tell us: should the 

^ translation exercise stay, or pack its weathered bags and away to St. Louis?



’s
Works & Days

AG - Art Gallery, Peterson Student Center, 2nd floor I SAC - Student Activities Center I WDGCR - William Darkey Graduate 
Common Room I SFH - Santa Fe Hall I CS - Coffee Shop I JCR - Junior Common Room I PDR - Private Dining Room 

FAB - Fine Arts Buildingl GH - Great Hall ILP - Library Placita I FL - Fireside Lounge

P Oct. 8
Kickboxing Cardio Style, 12-1, 

SAC main courts
Lunchtime Concert, Peter Pesic, 

12:10-1, JCR
Intramural Sports, 4:15-6, gym 

or soccer field
Lecture - “On Reading Hegel 

Before the Age of Eighty”, 8, 
GH

Sa
Fencing Lessons, 1-3 in SAC 

hallway or racquetball court 
Ultimate Frisbee, 2-4, Soccer 

field
“Devil and Daniel Webster” 

performed by Chrystostomos,
8, GH (tickets $5)

Bridge, 10:15,CS

Su
Yoga Class, 10:30, JCR 
“Devil and Daniel Webster” 

performed by Chrystostomos,
3, GH (tickets $5)

Eastern Philosophy Guerilla 
Seminar (every Sunday 
@ 3:00 p.m.)

M
Tai Chi, 7:30-8:30 am, by fish 

pond
Kickboxing Cardio Style, 12-1, 

SAC main courts
Fencing, 5-6:30 in SAC hallway 

or racquetball court
Viennese Waltzing Lessons, after 

seminar, GH
Bridge, 10:15, CS

P Oct. 12
Intramural Sports, 4:15-6, gym 

or soccer field
Modem Dance Class, 7, SAC 

racquetball courts
Symbolic History, “Cycles: 

Patterns of History, Early 
Civilizations: Where Are We 
Now?” 8, PDR

W” Oct. 13
Kickboxing Cardio Style, 12-1, 

SAC main courts
Search and Rescue meeting, 6: 

30, JCR
Ballroom dancing lessons, 8, GH

pU Oct. 14
Tai Chi, 7:30-8:30 am, by fish 

pond
Fencing, 5-6:30, SAC hallway or 

racquetball court
Tai Chi, 6-7:30 pm, GH
Viennese Waltzing Lessons, after 

seminar, GH

P Oct. 15
Long Weekend
San Juan River Rafting Trip
NO SCHOOL! No lecture!

S3.
Long Weekend
San Juan River Rafting Trip

Su "
Long Weekend
San Juan River Rafting Trip

lyr Oct. 18
End of Long weekend
Seminar @ 8

P Oct. 19
Pottery, 4-6, FAB
Intramural Sports, 4:15-6, gym 

or soccer field
Modem Dance Class, 7, SAC 

racquetball courts

24



Haiku Personals
we write them while drinking 

and read them sober

Stumble back, pass out.
Too early to hit on you 
Call me after noon 

x4054

Girl in red hoody 
Saw you before language class 
Hope we can hook up. 

699-5405

Real wooden boy 
I get bigger when I lie 
Watch out for splinters. 

983-4072

Blue com brew’ry boy 
two bucks buys my happiness 
How much do you cost? 

x6030

Dirty Alumnus 
Looking for a real good time. 
Don’t tell my girlfriend. 

473-2211

“Concieved in a tank”
I’m waiting to rock your world 
My wall must go down 

x4276

Picker of cherries 
prospies are a whole new bowl 
Wait for October. 

x4235
f

f
 Looking for Adam

hold my hand and take me out 
be my paradise. 

x4328

Name-Tag boy, why so 
bold? I yearn to know your sec-
rets. Jared Yokoyama 

x4017

Too Dmnk to Read.
Can we make out, God, Please? 
I work in Weigle 

x6080

Please rationalize 
my apotome, sexy 
Euclid that you are. 

x4324

Join us, or be 
the Fool

As the year begins, the Moon Editorial 
Staff has the distinction of actually having 

staff members who are not editors. But 
they are few. So the call is going out for 

anyone interested in reporting, critiquing, 
photography, cartooning, publishing, 

layout, editing, dancing, living, drinking, 
being, or staying-at-work-being-themselves 

If interested contact 
Jonathan Morgan 690-7439 or 

Adam Willson X4324



Seminar Doodle Blake Kiltoff
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A Johnnie Classification Chart

As a freshman here at St. John’s, I was required to classify conifers. The assignment, as well as the Linnaeus reading, got me think-
ing; what else could I classify? Essentially, classifying is just labeling. Labels are so prevalent in our society. Most Johnnies reject 
said labels almost unequivocally. Wouldn’t it be fun if someone classified Johnnies?* So, I decided to undertake that arduous task. 
After many painstaking hours of research, I was able to come up with the following types. As a special bonus. I’ve also charted their 
usual mating habits. See where you fall!

*This is a diversion merely meant to amuse. I do not mean to offend any person, real or imaginary, whom fits in these categories. If 
this offends you, please throw it out and accept my apologies. If you like it, however, show it to all your friends!
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pHRYSOSTOMOS
PRESENTS

THE

STEPHEN 
IN C E N TBe n e t ’S

DEVIL
AND

Da n ie l
WEBSTER

+ ADAM SCOTT + JESSE LONGMAN + 
+ CHASE ANDERSON +

AND
+ MARKCASSELS +

PARENTS’ WEEKEND 
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 9 a t  8:<^®pm

SUNDAY, OCTOBER 10 a t pm  

ADMISSION: %5P^
STUDENTS AND FACULTY: NO CHARGE


