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letter from an editor 
• greeting gentle reader) 

 ̂letters to the editor)

GREETINGS, GENTLE READER ■ EDDIE KOVSKYI03

° Here it is. Sitting in your warm little hands 
right now. The last issue of The Moon for the 

semester. But before you dig there are a few admin-
istrative tasks that must be cleared up. First of all 

you are no doubt aware of the rather revealing arti-
cle Mr. Baldwin wrote about Mr. Zecher for the last 

issue. On behalf of all of us at The Moon I wish to 

apologize not only to the student body, but specifi-

cally to Mr. Zecher, for publishing such an inaccu-

rate piece of garbage. (The apology to Mr. Baldwin 
for referring to his writing as a piece of garbage will 

no doubt follow in the next issue.) We mistakenly 

ran the wrong version of the article, so several facts 

need to be corrected. First: Despite all rumors to the 

contrary, Mr. Zecher really is an Aristotilean. But 
don't hate him. He would still make a "surprisingly 

tolerable boyfriend." Secondly, Mr. Zecher has 

never prepared for a class. Ever. He only reads the 
books afterwards if the conversation was interest-
ing. In spite of this he still dominates his classes 

nearly half the time. Furthermore, he doesn't really 
have homicidal tendencies. Really. Mr. Baldwin just

TO THE EDITOR FROM: ERIN HANLONI03

that made a family keep fresh their grief after fif-

teen years, a system that told them they could only 
find closure with someone’s death. We mourned 
for the man who had committed such acts, who 

wanted to die because he was the most hated man 

in New Mexico. And we were saddened that our 

government, with whom we have a social contract 
in order to escape the brutality of the state of 

nature, should violate its obligation to one of its 

citizens and take his life.
So much rhetoric is tossed about by both sides 

of the death penalty debate. So many statistics and 
testimonials, so much emotion. But in the end it 
all comes down to individuals. A little girl dies, 
and then a man. Killing Clark didn’t undo his 
crime or bring back Dena Lynn Gore. I wish it had. 
The pro-death penalty people talk about justice. 1 
am afraid this feels more like retaliatary vengeance

° A month ago a man was killed. He wasn’t a 
good man. Fifteen years ago he raped and mur-

dered a nine-year old girl. Two years before that he 

tortured and raped a six year old girl and left her 

for dead. She survived. He wasn’t a good man, and 

now he is dead. The state killed him. At 7 p.m. on 

Tuesday, November 6th the state of New Mexico 

executed Terry Clark in North Prison. Those of us 
who had worked for a stay of execution, for repeal 

of the death penalty law in New Mexico, gathered 

in front of the Capitol building that evening for a 
two hour vigil. We lined the streets until it grew 

dark. We joined together in front of the 

Roundhouse to listen to speeches, prayers, and to 

sing. We mourned for Dena Lynn Gore who was 
murdered so brutally and we prayed that her fami-
ly might find peace. Then we lamented a system

made that up. Because he's a stellar journalist 
who's only interested in reporting the truth. What 

were you thinking, Mr. Baldwin?
You may have noticed that with the exception 

of a hand full of sophomores, the bulk of this issue 

was once again written by upperclassmen. With the 
intention of being redundant I'll say this one more 

time: This is YOUR paper. This is the ONLY publica-

tion run by students specifically for YOU, the stu-
dent. I know this year's freshmen class is one of the 

biggest in St. John's history so I have to ask: Where 

are you guys? I didn't see a single freshmen at the 
Town Hall meeting last week. We haven't gotten a 

story from anyone in the freshmen class all year. 
Sure you guys are new, but you're still a part of this 

school. We, the upperclass, are tired and cynical. 

You are the youth that serves as a bridge to the out-

side world we left behind so long ago. We want, we 

need, your new perspective! And if we don't start 
hearing from you soon then we will have no choice 

but to subject the student body to an all Zecher 
issue. •
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° Since the letter from the editor is quickly 
becoming the standard soapbox from which Eddie 

and I can rant about the general lack of student par-
ticipation at St. John's—a place where all involved 

apparently revel in paying lip service to the notion of 

an ongoing experiment in "community"—it seems 

appropriate to continue the theme. I must admit that 
I discovered a larger than expected turnout at the 
Polity Town Hall Meeting last Tuesday, but perhaps 

that was because I had set my expectations so low. 
Forty or so motivated students showed up to voice 

opinions, both positive and negative, about the state 

of things these days at St. John's. We had a fine 
chat. Yet forty students constitute barely ten per-

cent of our population. Can we assume that the 
other four hundred or so members of this communi-

ty find every aspect of student life satisfactory? 

Judging by the number of disgruntled comments 

overheard while simply walking from place to place 

around campus, the answer is no, but then the 
question naturally follows: Where is everyone when 

an opportunity arises to have a hand in sculpting a 
new future?

Perhaps talk of a "new future" sounds 

grandiose, but I speak from experience when I say 
that we have more real opportunities to have a hand 

in shaping our possible futures here than anywhere 

else we have ever been or will ever be. Nowhere 

else does one individual constitute so large a part of 

his or her community. Nowhere else is conversation 

so agreed upon as the accepted means of change 
and exchange. Nowhere else are those in charge

OUR POSSIBLE FUTURES ■ PAUL OBRECHTI02

so available and so ready to listen and implement 
feasible changes for the better. This place really 
does offer a unique opportunity for its members to 

test the limits of community, and thus our collective 
inaction in the face of all we read and consider real-

ly raises questions about the real worthiness of the 

program. Or rather, our inaction raises questions 
about our worthiness to participate in it. If our edu-

cation has no effect on how we go about our lives, 
it is wasted. It is all talk.

I'll consent to climb down from the soapbox 

now, but I urge every Johnny to attend the Town 
Hall Meeting on Tuesday, December 12 at 5:30 pm in 

the Great Hall. On the panel will be President John 

Balkcom, Dean David Levine, Assistant Dean Basia 

Miller, Personnel Director Ted Gonzales, Tutor David 
Carl, one additional tutor to be named, Lauren 

Young (02) representing Project Politae, John 
Rankin (02) representing the Student Review Board,

Jess Godden (02) representing the Student Events 

Office, and myself (02) representing The Moon and 

the Resident Assistants. Charlotte Latham (02) will 

act as mediator. Although the meeting will be open 
to address questions raised by the audience, the 

agenda will include the following four issues: (1) 
inter-office communication difficulties, (2) inconsis-

tency in follow-through, (3) scheduling difficulties, 
and (4) changes in the role of the Student Review 

Board. Since the Town Hall Meeting is an unprece-

dented chance to air our concerns before people 

with the real power to change the course of our 

possible futures, there is no excuse not to attend. •
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TO THE ESTEEMED MEMBERS OF THE COMMITTEE ON INSTRUCTION ■ ERIN HANLON|03

° Salutations. It was recently my good fortune 
to attend the Board of Visitors and Governors 
meeting, which was held in Annapolis, as a repre-
sentative of the student body. While there, I inter-
viewed members of the student body who had been 
students on the Santa Fe campus the year prior. I 
also sat in on a selection of classes. My purpose in 
doing these things was to try to gauge what, if any, 
differences existed between the two campuses. I 
came upon several situations that the students who 
had transferred felt were quite dire. The most 
pressing of these were junior math and freshman 
chorus.

Contrary to the beliefs of some Santa Fe 
tutors, the Annapolis campus has not adopted our 
junior math manual (written by Mr. Grant 
Franks), but instead continues to use their manual 
(written by Mr. Kutler). Consequently, students 
who have transferred from Santa Fe feel them-
selves to be at a grave disadvantage. They feel that 
the Annapolis manual is not as rigorous as the one 
used in Santa Fe. (At least one student who trans-
ferred bought a copy of last year’s math manual and 
brought it with him and has been comparing the 
two.) They also feel the need to learn the original 
theory. Summed up, their basic argument is that 
the Annapolis junior math manual is nothing 
more than a textbook and, as such, it violates the 
purpose of what we do here at St. John’s, which is 
namely to look at the original texts. The transfer 
students in Annapolis have asked about why the 
Santa Fe manual was not adopted. They were told 
that it is too difficult and takes too much time, but 
that any Annapolis tutor who wanted to use it 
could do so. Annapolis does have a valid concern; 
some of the problems in the Santa Fe manual are 
not properly explained, or are explained using 
examples that seem quite obscure. That aside, the 
transfer students in Annapolis are going to contin-
ue their inquiries and press for the adoption of the 
Santa Fe junior math manual.

The other pressing student concern was fresh-
man chorus. Students who spent their freshman 
year in Santa Fe have found themselves at a seri-
ous disadvantage in the Annapolis sophomore 
music tutorials. In Annapolis, freshman chorus is a 
year-long program in which the entire freshman 
class joins together each week to learn basic theo-
ry and sing multiple chants. An Annapolis tutor 
and two music assistants told me that they have 
had to spend extra time with students from Santa 
Fe in order to bring them up to the level of their

classmates. It is my opinion that the Santa Fe 
Committee on Instruction ought to consider 
adopting Annapolis’ method of teaching freshman 
chorus. It is my impression that a more rigorous 
freshman chorus would be to the advantage of all 
students in easing some of the difficulties of soph-
omore music. I know from personal experience 
that sophomore music can be quite difficult in the 
beginning for those students who have had very 
little or no previous music experience. Adding 
more basic theory to freshman chorus would, I 
believe, improve the level of conversation, and 
also of enjoyment, in sophomore music. Further, 
by adding more songs to their repertoire, students 
would gain a greater understanding and apprecia-
tion for the music. I realize that getting the fresh-
men to take chorus seriously is a problem; the same 
problem exists in Annapolis. But at least here the 
problem seems to stem from the fact that the class 
itself doesn’t really seem to be a class, whereas 
there the problem lies with the students who 
already have a music background and are disinter-
ested because they think they know everything 
already. A proposal I have for this committee is to 
create a Student Committee on Instruction. 
During my stay in Annapolis I was able to sit in on 
a meeting of the SCI. While I think that some of 
the actions they take in Annapolis are completely 
unnecessary for Santa Fe (either because the prob-
lems do not seem to exist here or because they are 
taken care of by our tutors), other activities appear 
to greatly benefit both student instruction and 
campus life. Some of their activities include (1) 
Holding pre-lecture seminars so that students can 
better understand the lectures on unfamiliar topics 
(most often dealing with junior and senior year 
readings); (2) Providing a forum for student ques-
tions and complaints about the program; (3) 
Creating materials to aid student assistants to max-
imize the help they can provide their fellow stu-
dents.

Lastly, there are two questions I would like to 
raise about the way things are done in Santa Fe 
versus Annapolis, namely first semester essays and 
90 minute tutorials. In Annapolis there are no 
essays first semester. Instead, underclassmen (all 
but seniors) must think of a question concerning 
one of the texts they have read that semester and 
would like to discuss, and then write something 
from a paragraph to three pages (length seems to 
depend on the tutors) outlining the main points of 
the question. They then have an oral on this ques-

COriTINUcD ON P5
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SENIOR CLASS GIFT COMMITTEE • SARA ABERCROMBIE|02

° Senior year has some perks and a lot of non- 
chalance. We get to class late, hand in papers later 
than even the most slothful freshman, and 1 even 
hear rumors that some seniors might occasionally 
have a drink in class (not just coffee). These are 
the ways that we seniors express our need to escape 
the endless stream of 
unlikely and obscure theo- 
ries that we are constantly 
faced with. 1 say enough!
Let the seniors relax! Being 
reasonable for so long has 
inflicted upon our class a 
severe ennui. The tutors 
don’t listen to our 
anguished pleas. For 
instance, my lab tutor con-
firmed that actually he was-
n’t joking when he assigned 
us a paper. All we want is to 
sleep and hang out with 
each other, but no, we are 
required to do “work” in 
order to graduate.

The one group that 
truly recognizes the senior
class as ready for a break is Philanthropia. 
Philanthropia is an aspect of the alumni office, and 
it sponsors the Senior Class Gift Committee 
(which 1 like to call the SCGC). The SCGC is a 
group of seven seniors that will organize the 
“what” and “how” of the senior class gift. The 
members of the SCGC are: Maria Goena, Matt 
Reiter, Jessica Godden, Katherine Greco, Emma 
Wells, Eric Barber, and Sara Abercrombie (me).

We sponsored a gathering a few weeks ago at 
the Cowgirl Hall of Eame bar for all the seniors. In

addition to free drinks and snacks, the seniors got 
to spend some much needed time together, and got 
a break from our regular routines. The SCGC 
members introduced themselves and asked the rest 
of our class to start thinking of some good ideas for 
our senior class gift.

The senior class gift 
is our opportunity to 
leave a positive mark on 
St. John’s. We hope that 
the gift reflects the per-
sonality of our class. 
Suggestions vary. One 
member of our class is 
adamant that what this 
school really needs is a 
sensory deprivation 
chamber. 1 have also 
heard some more realis-
tic suggestions, such as a 
clock for the bell tower, 
more benches for casual 
campus sitting, and a 
scoreboard for the bas-
ketball court in the 
gym. In the past stu-

dents have given money for tutors salaries, astro-
nomical observation equipment, and money 
towards the music library. One class stuffed the 
beloved fishpond fish Stan for the school. (I’m sure 
you’ve seen him; he hangs in the dining hall.)

We are not sure what we want to leave to the 
school yet, but we, the class of 2002, hope that 
whatever we do will help make St. John’s better for 
the rest of the community because, despite our 
ennui, we really do care. •
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TO THE ESTEEMED MEMBERS OF THE COMMITTEE ON INSTRUCTION • ERIN HANLONI03
CONTINUED FROM P4

tion. 1 am not sure whether this practice is better, 
worse, or just different from how we do things in 
Santa Ee. 1 know that during my freshman and 
sophomore years 1 greatly enjoyed and valued the 
writing of a first semester seminar essay. Even this 
year 1 looked forward to the essay, but discovered 
when writing it that 1 was exhausted. 1 do not 
know about the energy level of the senior class on 
either campus, but 1 do know that the juniors in 
Santa Ee with whom 1 have spoken are happy but 
exhausted; exhaustion was never an adjective used 
by their counterparts in Annapolis. Perhaps the

Committee would consider replacing first semester 
seminar essays for juniors and seniors with orals. 
Both essays and oral examinations challenge our 
skills in critical thinking and articulation. A 
lengthy oral would develop our skills in rhetoric 
and logic, besides being practice for our senior oral. 
Yet at the same time 1 feel as though we need to 
write more, not less. 1 am not sure how this ques-
tion should be answered. Perhaps more writing 
should be required of the freshman and sophomore 
classes (with some papers peer-reviewed to lessen 
the strain on the tutors). 1 don’t know.

(05)
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LECTURE LOWDOWN ■ LUKE WASHBURN|04

° Lectures are a Friday night tradition at St. 
John’s. There are also occasional speakers on 
Wednesdays, and the Friday night lecture is 
replaced by a concert two or three times per semes- 
ter. 1 recently spoke with Dean David Levine 
about the circumstances surrounding the St. John’s 
lecture. We discussed such issues as how the col-
lege selects and recruits outside speakers, how 
much they get paid and by whom, how we organ-
ize concerts, and how tutor lectures are arranged.

There are three types of lectures: Friday night 
lectures, Wednesday lectures and “Special 
Lectures.” All are intended to “support and enrich 
the program,” said Dean Levine, and an effort is 
generally made to base lectures on some program 
book. The Dean’s Office organizes the year’s lec-
ture series, through a recently formed Lecture 
Committee chaired by tutor Frank Hunt. Special 
lectures are organized by the president’s office. All 
of the lectures stem from suggestions from faculty, 
staff and students. Outside lecturers are normally 
people of some accomplishment in their fields who 
are invited by the college to speak. The dean’s 
office pays outside lecturers a “small honorarium” 
of four hundred dollars and their travel expenses. 
Wednesday lectures are usually less formal than 
others, and are frequently used as an opportunity 
to present unfinished papers and generate conver-
sation within the community. Special lectures are

lectures by people of international renown, such as 
the recent talk by author and diplomat Carlos 
Fuentes. Special lecturers may be paid more than 
the standard honorarium, but not nearly as much 
as they might be able to command. “A lot of peo-
ple admire us and don’t mind the pay,” said Dean 
Levine, due not only to their respect for the col-
lege but also the level of conversation they experi-
ence when at St. John’s. This respect for the col-
lege was demonstrated by Mr. Fuentes’ “Herculean 
efforts to be with us,” said Levine, immediately fol-
lowing the events of September 11, when travel 
was exceedingly difficult.

Tutors are not required to give lectures, 
although it is encoutaged, and many do. Giving a 
lecture allows students and faculty to become bet-
ter acquainted with a tutor, hence making us “a 
stronger community,” Levine said. Concerts are 
organized by the Music Committee, and perform-
ers are paid an honorarium similar to that of out-
side speakers. All in all, the college lecture series is 
relatively informal. The college is “always interest-
ed in suggestions,” said Levine, so if there is any 
topic you would like to see addressed, a musical 
performer you are interested in hearing, or an out-
side speaker you are particularly interested in see-
ing invited, feel free to speak with either Dean 
Levine or Mr. Hunt. •

TO THE ESTEEMED MEMBERS OF THE COMMITTEE ON INSTRUCTION ■ ERIN HANLON|03
CCNTIfJUED FROM P5

1 have already stated that the junior class in 
Santa Fe seems to be feeling more exhaustion than 
their classmates in Annapolis. There is a twenty- 
minute difference between the two campuses in 
tutorial time length. Thus students in Annapolis 
have an hour more of free time after a full day of 
classes. I was not able to observe the effect of 
shorter tutorials on the intensity of instruction. 1 
do not currently have an opinion about the better

length of time, as I have heard both options 
attacked and embraced. 1 am merely communicat-
ing a possible concern which 1 believe falls under 
the jurisdiction of the Committee on Instruction.

The above issues are just a few of those with 
which I was presented during my stay in 
Annapolis. 1 am available to discuss any of these 
and any other issues which the Committee, or any 
of its members, may want to address.*
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FAMILY STEIN • ROB CULBERT|04

She told me she believed in fortune.
She told me she believed in gratitude.
She told me about the stars and about their meanings.
1 told her about the world.

We traveled together for a while.
She was good company.
She had warm legs and hands.
She was sweet smelling and, in all other ways,
She was a rose.

There is no rose of such virtue as she.
I knew as 1 lay by her that 1 would never find her again.
She was one of a kind.
She was like a snowflake.

Her skin was white.
Her eyes were grey.
She was a rock goddess,
A thing of stone.

I woke alone on Tuesday.
She had left me two hairs and a silk impression on the bed.
I took her hairs and placed them on the windowsill.
“I shall lift you to heaven. Do not be coy. Do not be 
Sullen. I’ll not abandon you. I’ll not derail you.
I am not a beast—a devil toy. I am your friend.”

I set her hairs on the windowsill. I watched them dance in the sun. 
I remembered her smile.
Her eyes were grey.
Her skin was white.

There is no rose of such virtue as she.
We traveled together for a while.
She told me she believed in gratitude.
I told her about the world.

FIRST DREAM ■ BEN REIKE|04

Another world maybe.
Lighter than morning.

Was that my hand I saw 
Reaching out for my mother?

Cruel ghost
That face high up in the ambet ttees 

Stole away her skin

And left me arm in arm
With bones.

(07)
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MIRACLE ON CERRILLOS • PETER GILBERT|TUTOR

I went down yesterday 
to the Villa Linda Mall.
1 drove there in my Volkswagen 
to see what 1 could find.
The name of J.C. Penny 
was emblazoned on the wall, 
as though portending blessings 
or a broadening of the mind.

A portly man in a red suit
came through the men’s room door.
1 had a funny feeling
that I’d seen that man before.
The hoary hair of wisdom 
hung like mosses from his chin.
1 looked at him intently 
and he brightened with a grin.

“You must be Santa Claus,” 1 said, 
attempting a surmise,
“unless you are some other man 
in Santa Claus’ disguise.”
On hearing this, he laughed aloud 
his trademark “Ho! ho! ho!” 
exhibiting his identity 
as clear as Arctic snow.

“I am the very person that 
you think 1 am,” he said.
“What else would 1 be doing here 
all dressed in white and red?”
He laughed again profoundly, making 
all my bones to shake.
1 knew somehow implicitly 
he could not be a fake.

1 asked him then if he would tell 
the causes of his stay 
and how long he was visiting 
us here in Santa Fe.
“1 am on contract with this mall 
to come in coat and cap 
and sit here and be photographed 
with children on my lap.

“For folks have fallen on hard times 
back home at the North Pole, 
and we’ve been much affected by 
the growing ozone hole.”
A sadness seemed to fill his eye;
1 saw he bore a freight 
of anxious care with his great bulk 
and his prodigious weight.

We stood awhile there talking 
by a neon-lighted store, 
while shoppers in their multitudes 
passed by along the floor; 
they seemed to be possessed by some 
unspoken, primal urge, 
oblivious to every thought 
except the will to splurge.

At length, he had to go to work 
and so he shook my hand, 
which disappeared beneath his grasp 
like putty in quicksand.
And, so it was, we parted then, 
each on his way to wend, 
and our confabulation came 
regrettably to end.

By now, the brilliant orb of day 
had sunk beneath the earth, 
and to my trusty Volkswagen 
I trudged with pensive tread.
I found it strange that Santa Claus, 
the man of blessed mirth, 
should be reduced to working malls 
to earn his daily bread.
And so 1 came back to my home 
and ate my humble fare.
God grant us all this Christmas 
to remember why we care.

(08)



KING ARTHUR ■ JONATHAN ZECHERI03

I stole quietly up the stairs to a rainy rooftop 
That I might watch with ease the storm,
Swirling in a black and green tide 
The lightning strikes 
Which splash within the city.

Suddenly on a hill beyond the world 1 see 
A mountain pass,
Dusty, thirsting for blood
To end the draught which plagues the wasted land;
Between two eternal crags
The Spartan Regiment behold against the Persian World,
Dying amidst blood and unquenched fire.
Yet in this happy death eternal vigilance keeping.
The battle won, though lost, their thralls 
An eternal monument raise.
That all the world may not forget her heroes.

Cacophonous crashings, alacritous clouds my sight corrupt.
Coercing me back to only storm and transient city.
Does Leonidas still watch over us?
Yes.
He must, for such is the hero’s lot.

The ashen rooftops glitter in the evening rain
Tempting me to sit forever here and sleep
While behind the western mountains sets the pale winter sun.
Ash, all ash, and its inhabitants a match.
Which flickers and leaps, in brief desperate 
Hope, to stay alive a little longer.

1 fell asleep, but opened my restless eyes again 
To sylvan scenes and to a knightly figure:
Haggard, silent, upon a sagging steed.
While all about the mocking crowds deride and 
Cast their stones, too quick to judge;
Don Quixote, though in his eyes is something of Leonidas.
Dies he too, to his grave gone down 
After futile questing for nonexistent grails.
The world will always laugh at those she would call mad.

The summery mountain pass is beautiful but rocky, treacherous and steep; 
After all is done, what lies on the other side?
Merely a brief mist, which here today—
In an hour is dispersed unwept.

A silent tear steals down my pale cheek.
Gazing upon a city lost in its own snaking maze 
Of fabricated people.
Has not Athens made herself an empire?
And has not Babylon destroyed Jerusalem entire?

A raven will fly over the eastern mountains.
But we will never notice.
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 )



fiction 
* johnny love story)

JOHNNY LOVE STORY: A ROMANCE IN MANY DEMENTIA ■ CATHY GARCIAI03

I’m Johnny Lovestory. You might think, judg- 
ing by the title of this piece, that this romance is 
about me. This story is actually about the girl I fell 
in love with junior year. We broke up when I grad- 
uated and I haven’t been back to Santa Fe since. I 
haven’t called her, I haven’t written her. I don’t 
really miss her, but I’m still in love with her. I 
think of her whenever I’m making love to my girl- 
friend.

I’ll never forget the first time I saw her. It was 
some dorm party at the beginning of the year, 
somewhere in lowers. I hadn’t seen her before, so 
she was either a freshman or a transfer. I didn’t 
think she was a returning student, since I didn’t see 
her talking to anyone from the other, upper class-
es. I wasn’t looking at whomever she was talking 
to. To be sure, it seemed like a bad film effect from 
a ’60s B-movie, where the edges are blurred and 
only the center of the screen is in focus. Then 
again, I didn’t care to see anything else at that 
party. I listened only peripherally to the friends I 
hadn’t seen in a few months, just enough to be able 
to answer their questions. I knew what they had 
done; they had told me their plans just before we 
left for the summer. I didn’t really care. Some were 
leaving, and of course, there was nothing I could 
have said to sway them; their minds were made up 
and that was that. Some were taking a year off, and 
I hoped that the glitter of the outside wouldn’t trap 
them; I hoped that, like birds picking up shiny 
things, they wouldn’t cling to novelty. I asked for 
their addresses, with the sincere intention of writ-
ing. I knew I would not be able to find the time to 
do such a thing—I would just look at my roll of 
stamps, sigh, and roll into bed. Some were coming 
back, and I knew even then that the summer is 
only able to change people so much, so I had no 
worries that I wouldn’t be able to be predictably 
bored by them after the end of the break. Instead, 
I clung to my foil wrapper, my broken mirror shard, 
my new quarter. This novelty didn’t seem as shal-
low as the worldly experience the people who were 
leaving were seeking. There is, of course, no differ-
ence between the two. Boredom is boredom, and 
just because I’m bored on campus doesn’t make it 
more exciting than when I’m bored off campus. 
I’m just bored in a more familiar way.

She, without knowing it, lit within me that 
magnesium flare, kindled that flame of infatuation. 
I began using bad metaphors to describe my feel-
ings for her. I sang assorted love songs in the show-
er, and whistled them as I walked across campus. I 
read French poetry with a melancholy rivaled only

by depressed teenagers listening to the Cure for the 
first time. My love for her eventually made giant 
evolutionary leaps to even higher orders of silli-
ness. I would stammer if I heard her voice; look at 
the recesses in the cobblestone if I saw her walk by; 
and in class I would daydream noticeably if I saw 
her through the windows. Colin (this guy who was 
a year younger than me, and I admit that as a result 
of this fact, I didn’t take him as seriously as I would 
have taken someone else) told me to stop being so 
silly and to just talk to her. The sheer simplicity of 
the thought! How could I actualize this idea? 
Could I really stop the rapid pulse beat, the clam-
my hands, the flushed cheeks, the contracting 
vocal chords long enough to ask her who she was? 
Others told me that girls are sometimes so pleas-
antly shocked at having a guy make the first move, 
that at the very least I was guaranteed one date if I 
got the nerve up to ask her to dinner. Still others 
told me that traditional courting methods were 
not likely to make a deep enough impression on 
her. “Be bold!” they advised. To these people, 
“being bold” usually entailed making my move 
when she was by herself, taking a break from danc-
ing, looking disinterestedly at the gyrating mass in 
front of her. Their advice was dirty. Whisper in her 
ear, put your arm around her, and pull her sticky 
body towards yours and say something, breathe 
down her neck, caress her hands. I knew I could 
not do this. I grew nervous just thinking about it. I 
thought about it every time I saw her dancing, 
though. I saw her joints stop moving, start up again 
towards the door, a layer of sweat on her forehead, 
her chest heaving, gasping for air, her mouth in an 
open pant, her wet hair covering her eyes. “She’s 
going to go have a cigarette, a drink of water,” I’d 
think. She’d come back, usually in 5 minutes or so, 
wiping her dripping mouth with the backside of 
her hand. I’d stand there, frozen, and want so badly 
to go over and wipe her mouth for her. I’d want to 
feel that faint coarseness of parched lips, the bead-
ed water smear over my hand, the hot breath pass-
ing through my fingers. But every time I managed 
to fool myself into accepting this as a plausible sce-
nario, I would see her leave. I’d want to run after 
her, turn her around and kiss her. I felt sillier and 
sillier.

One of my girl friends had told me once that 
the best part of the infatuation is not the satisfac-
tion of that desire, but the pursuit of it. I felt like a 
mule, beguiled into following a carrot.

She was what I really wanted, but she is not 
what I wound up with. All infatuations seem unat-

CONTINUED ON P!3
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In life sick, now He is hanged.
—So be it, thus I will it— 
Wind-in-a-bag, 
hollow as all the gods.

Late-fevered eyes falling off, 
dead of their throbbing.
The bags beneath,
then pregnant, not teeming.

Swollen and pus-filled, 
his body did shelter us.
Now declining, brittle, 
without a winding sheet.

Instead, Dominion’s banner, 
hung from crown to crown, 
does wrinkle and sag.
Droops as draped to fall.

Wind, a sail’s blessedness, also its shroud. 
The sham starched, flung to billowing; 
its wrinkles press outward, 
we do not show.

“This is a brave business for two clip-winged pigeons, 
you and I.
Foreign is the venture, is the land; 
a voyage of immense proportion, indeed.”

Though creased, dazed, and puckering, 
we are home up, full of pluck: 
our little-late blossoms begin.
—Pray Lord, ennoble the affairs of gulls!—

Single-footing, two soldiers charge the front. 
Tormenting the soil, going at a rack, 
ever gainful in their pace, 
they hoot, gabbling in fool-fun.

Thirst wracking desire, they stretch the lead.
Dominion, outgamed, leaves off
Their bellows chord,
the noise building with each “Hallo!”

Enraged by red-sensing, denying their rose tone, 
these gaffs pull the hanged god by its neck. 
Straining, rubbering to see no-one is around, 
they plunge their teeth.

Pursuing blood, wherever it is held, 
they drive and squander the stock.
In this race, flesh comes to life when tone departs. 
What dissipates, these hounds spirit into flow.

(11)
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It is, then, sense-certainty itself that must be 
asked: ‘What is the This?’ If we take the ‘This’ in the 
twofold shape of its being, as ‘Now’ and as ‘Here’, the 
dialectic it has in it will receive a form as intelligible as 
the ‘This’ itself is. To the question: ‘What is Now?’, let 

us ansu>er, e.g. ‘Now is Night.’ Jude looks up from 
Hegel arui the sun has set, which means he has been on 
the same two pages for at least an hour. At this point 
he is definitely allowed a cigarette break.

He joins Laurel outside. She is smoking and 
staring blankly at the sidewalk. “What time is it?” 
he asks.

She screams, then shakes her head. “I’m sorry. 
Einstein. 1 just realized in class yesterday 1 will 
never know what time it is again. Synchronicity 
and lightning and trains. When did trains get to be 
the source of profundity? It always used to be cof-
fee mugs.”

Jude gathers her in against his shoulder; she 
burrows her face into his shirt. “Have you started 
the Hegel?” Jude asks.

“Fuck no. It’s Saturday night. l&E’s tonight.” 
She pulls back. “You’re going, of course.”

He shakes his head. “1 can’t. Laurel. 1 want to 
understand this.”

“Hegel? You’re going to understand Hegel by 
Monday?”

“Isn’t that what we’re supposed to be doing? 
That’s why we came to this school of all others, 
right, to understand... all right, to at least try. 
We’re seniors now. We’re so close to leaving, 1 
don’t know when I’ll ever have the time to even 
try and understand Hegel ever again, you know?” 

“Are you going to give me an inspirational 
speech on the nature of the Program? ‘Learning 
how to think not what to think, meeting the texts 
on their own terms, finding your place in the great 
canon of the Western imagination that produced 
you’, blah blah et cetera? Because if you are I’m

DIALECTIC ■ ANNA PERLEBERGI02______________________

heading back to campus to get good and smashed 
before l&E.”

“How can you say that?” They’re not touching 
at all now; Laurel’s leaning against the wall with 
her arms crossed and Jude’s pacing, hands in his 
pockets. “We can’t get jaded at this point. We 
have to treasure this time. How many people have 
ever done what we’re doing? Laurel, there are 
these moments—you remember them, even from 
freshman year—Priam weeping at Achilles’s feet, 
that point in Aristotle where you finally under-
stood the connection between motion and 
time...”

“Which is all out the fucking train window 
now thanks to Einstein. Yes, baby, 1 remember. 1 
just haven’t had one in so long.”

“Frankly, 1 think you’ve stopped trying. I’m 
still trying. 1 know there’s something important to 
be had from Hegel, you just have to work for it. I’d 
rather work on that than dance, sorry.”

“Oh, fuck you, sweetie. You thought the same 
damn thing about Kant and you ended up going to 
seminar drunk because you couldn’t get past the 
synthetic unity of apperception. I’m going to leave 
now. Enjoy your Germans.” She deigns to kiss him 
and then turns away.

“Wait, I’ll drive you,” cries Jude, hurrying 
after her.

“I’ll walk, it’s good for me,” she calls.
“But it’s dark.”
“Someone’ll pick me up along Alameda any-

way. Good-bye.”
Jude feels like he should wait for her to turn 

the corner; instead, he returns to his room, puts on 
Selected Ambient Works, and picks up Hegel again. 
To the question ‘What is Now?’, let us answer, e.g. 
‘Now is Night.’ In order to test the truth of this sense- 
certainty a simple experiment will suffice. We write 
down this truth...

For tho first edition ot next sertiester. The Moon will be 
putting oil 3 contest for, you guessed it, dirty poetry by 
people who don’t normally write ditty poetry. Do you 
write dirty poetry? Are you just generolly dirty? Then you 
can’t be in the contest (this meons you, sisters 
Perfeberg, Christian Blood, Eric Baldwin!. Incidentally, 
Mr. Zecher is encouraged to submit, along with Ms. 
Colleen Buckley. If you know anyone who qualifies.

harass them (but dottl bo a ^ick) until they vm-ito amc^' 

dirty poem and submit it for the contest. Along with the 
poem, you must submit a list of fifteen signatures of 
Johnnies, attesting to the fact that you don’t normally 
write dirty poetry. The winner will get a priye of, more or 
less, his or her choice (free dinner, movie tickets, and so 
on!. So go home this Christmas and tiiink up some good

—Tim Sparkman (02!
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JOHNNY LOVE STORY: A ROMANCE IN MANY DEMENTIA ■ CATHY GARCIAI03

tainable, and so one tends to not try very hard to 
get the object of that infatuation. You want the 
muscle car, the compact German roadster; you buy 
the sedan. It was one of my predictably boring 
friends whom I wound up hooking up with.

A few words about Amber Hale: She was 
bright, and had some pretty decent things to say in 
seminar. She didn’t always say something, but her 
contribution was positively adequate. She was bet-
ter in French class, despite not having studied it in 
high school. She was rather intimidated by math 
and lab, but she always enjoyed practica and was 
able to follow along. She called home at least once 
a week and her parents were divorced. She kept in 
touch with her friends back home and managed to 
read The New York Times in the library. The Onion 
if she was feeling goofy. She made sure her core 
group studied their French and memorized their 
paradigms. She preferred cats to people.

You know someone like this, and have proba-
bly even dated a few of her kind. They’re safe girls:

MAD IN CRAFT ■ JESSE LASSER|05

Life brings no promises 
but Death
brings no promises at all.

We wish for nothing 
but Oblivion 
is nowhere to be found

Thus, in the end we fear 
Death too
promises no Oblivion.

Then what shall 
we seek
sleep without dteams.

they will fold your laundry when you leave it on 
your bed before class, and they will always recipro-
cate oral sex, even though they don’t particularly 
enjoy it. They giggle and squirm when you come 
up behind them and kiss the nape of their neck. 
They read absurdist theater and don’t like it. Their 
room are rather messy, but always smell nice, like 
baby powder. Secret deodotant, and apple pie, all 
mixed with a faint tinge of sweat. But, like I said 
earlier, (and this is the most important part) 
they’re safe. They won’t break your heart unless 
you seriously fucked up and your parents will 
always think of her as “cute” and “nice.”

I didn’t like her at all.

Next time on Johnny Love Story: John and 
Amber firmlly break up—but will John be able finally 
to talk to the girl of his dreams? Find out! Stay tuned!

ON BECOMING NO ONE TO YOU • CAROLYN CERF|05

The want of love.
That grace I have not felt 
In seeming years.
Gains close on me—
It is a crime I feel 
I must
Yet will not remunerate.
Wanting so to dine and forget,
I had forged the way to eyes without spirit. 
Comfort without substance.
I saw the light just now go out 
That illuminates a heart un-btoken 
By a haunting lover 
When in remembrance.
In reverie.
In revel.

O
O
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ASLEEP IN THE FUNGEON ■ DEVIN KINGI03

Death Cab for Cutie 
The Photo Album 

Barsuk Records

The Strokes 
Is this It?

RCA Records

Les Savy Fav 
Go Forth
Frenchkiss Records

Austin, Texas—It’s a wonderful town. I always 
forget what’s up, and the batteries are most cer- 
tainly down. ’Cause when I’m here, gallivanting 
about in true sailor form (uniform and all!), it’s all 
about letting loose. Capital City Style. Moving 
from the question to the point, CCS involves a 
lack of direction, and the sweet capitalistic 
endeavor of record shopping. The lack of direction 
splits into two categories, category the first—hit- 
ting on the undergrads who work at the coffee 
shops. Let me set the scene:

Coffee Shop Interior, Day. Girl, early twenties, 
working behind counter, whistling to Radiohead playing 
on the radio. Boy, twenty and in full sailor costume, 
walks through upstage door. As he jauntily walks 
downstage left towards the counter, he begins bobbing 

his head to the music, as if to say, I listen to this music 
too, maybe she’ll notice and want to get it on while lis-
tening to said music.

Girl: Flello, what would you like?

Boy: A large coffee. (He smiles, as if to reiterate his 
continual head-bobbing. He is now drumming on the 

counter-top). So, you like Radiohead?

Girl: Uh-huh. That’ll be a buck-fifty.

Boy: Thank you. Man, this coffee looks good. 
«under his breath» Who’s in the bunker, who’s 
in the bunker. (All smiles, he turns and walks to the 
furthest table, and begins looking pensively at the wall 
to the left of the girl. The bobbing continues, and he 
lights a cigarette. Lights dim. Scene over.)

Oh, the foolish games of youth. When this 
grows weary, category the second falls quickly, as 
its station of completion falls directly to the left of 
the coffee shop (and to the right of The Church of 
Scientology, which gives free stress tests to any

weary passersby. Let me assure you that no matter 
how stressed out you are, the solution is to join ol’ 
El'Ron). I’m speaking of Le Fun (for the freshmen 
and sophomores, this is roughly translated as “The 
Fun,” or according to Stephen Orsinger, “The 
Poison,” or according to Mike Santillanes, “The 
Ratio”): sweet, sweet dungeon of sweet, sweet 
video games. The Fungeon used to have this game 
called “Gal’s Panic” where you would solve puzzles 
that, once solved, showed topless ladies. It was 
quite the rage in high school. But times change, 
and the Panic-machine has been replaced in my 
eyes by the, if not as esthetically pleasing, certain-
ly as heart-beat raising “Dancing Machine.” This 
game combines my favorite thing about video- 
games (the Nintendo Power-Pad) and my favorite 
thing about moving (dancing) in a smorgasbord of 
virtual interactivity. But it doesn’t stop there! Can 
we say Japanese screaming and cartoon-techno? 
The answer is oui, my friends. But enough of this 
lackluster attempt to get you into my head; on to 
the record shopping!

If Aquinas was right, I will meet my wife at 
the corner of Lamar and Sixth in the air condi-
tioned beautiful building that is Waterloo Records. 
My hope is we’ll separately take the same CD up to 
the counter (The Best of Phil Spector), and ask for 
a booth to preview it in. I’ll suggest that we share 
the same booth, so other customers may have one 
booth to listen to new world music. She’ll laugh, 
and say that I’m the only Afro-Cuban All-Star she 
needs and that she wants to join my Buena Vista 
Social Club. We’ll giggle at the liberals and their 
last attempt at world peace (through music, man... 
only through music can we, like, exist... together). 
I’ll propose in the booth, and then we’ll retire to 
my flat and spend the night thusly (and surely. I’ll 
be frank):

Interior of an apartment. What young men may 
once have referred to as a flat, the room should have a 

stereo upstage left, a couch downstage right, and a bed 
thrust in the center of the room. The upstage door 

creaks open and our hero, Frank, enters, with his new 
beau, Shirley, in his arms. They are giggling, singing 

Will you still love me Tomorrow? in perfect harmo-
ny. Frank drops Shirley on the bed and retreats to push 
play on the CD player and Death Cab for Cube’s new 

album The Photo Album begins playing.

Shirley: Typical.

Frank: Typical? What do you mean typical?

(14)
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Shirley: It’s just that every time a boy takes me to 
his flat, he plays some sappy sort of indie rock. All 
these flourishing and winding guitars, on top of 
perfect lockdown drums. And listen to Ben 
Gibbard, this is the chance I never got, to make a 
move, but we just talk about the people we’ve met 
in the last five years. And I’ll never say, I loved you 
Guinivere. It’s pretty, and I guess it rocks out... but 
I’m just waiting for him to kiss me, and he just 
whines about how I won’t kiss him.

Frank: «exasperated» But, but, Shirley! Listen 
to the way the guitars feed off each other! They 
weave in and out of each other, nice and quickly, 
and Gibbard’s voice over it all, his slow breathy 
drawl balances itself so well against the quicksilver 
Stratocasters! And, ok, his lyrics have steadily got- 
ten worse since their first album, what was once 
college boy poetry is now clunky prose... and, 
omigod, you’re right, it’s not the same.

Shirley: Silly boy. I forgive you for wanting your 
youth back. And I don’t mean to be rude or any-
thing. I mean, that Bjork cover is really cute. You 
can tell they are trying really hard, but he should 
listen to the Icelandic Princess. All is full of love, 
don’tcha think? «she pouts her lips expectantly»

Frank is very much in his own world. Like a tree 

losing its sap, he must now /ight to gain a new, fresh 
spirit. He changes the CD, and The Strokes' Is this It? 
(after a four second pause [yeah, apparently it’s cool 
now to put blank space at the beginning of a CD. 
The Rapture do it too. I mean, I’ve used Courier 
New for a few papers, which makes sense ’cause 
I’m getting graded (not that I’m looking or any-
thing, ’cause I’m just writing for myself) but 
come on, really!]) starts on the radio. Shirley smiles 
and begins dancing. Frank goes to join her.

Shirley: Yeah, this is more like it!

Frank: You like these guys? I mean, I know they’re 
not cool or anything ’cause, you know. Rolling 
Stone likes them or whatever, not that I read 
Rolling Stone or anything, ’cause I only read 
Pitchfork, which is, like, so funny ’cause they hate 
stuff that I like, but they like stuff that I like too! 
But it’s cool, ’cause they gave the new Yoko Ono 
album a better review than the new Aphex Twin, 
so like, I think they’re bunk anyways.

Shirley: «sighs» Yeah, I like The Strokes. But 
I’m not sure why I like them. They are definitely 
cool, the pictures of them in liner notes speak to 
that. And they’re from New York and all. And I 
can’t help but dance when I hear those ’50s R&B 
beats. But it’s like they’re trying too hard to be 
cool. Sometimes they try to sound like Death Cab, 
and do the dueling melodic guitars, but then they 
fall back into the simple counter rhythmic chords 
that sound so retro. And it all sounds nice, that 
boys jaded voice does draw me in to the wasted 
glue-sniffing youth of today, but they’re not push-
ing anything at me, or trying to fix the monotony 
that bleeds onto us from the world at large.

Frank: But Shirley! It’s like. Gimme Gimme 
Shock Treatment! You know, punk rock, I don’t 
care, so let’s pogo and listen to the rock and roll 
radio.

Shirley: I think leather smells funny. And B.O. 
doesn’t help either.

Frank: Whatever, chickie. The world doesn’t 
understand me anyways. And I totally lied to get 
[you to this] apartment. I mean, I know it’s not 
nice to treat a girl mean or anything, but rough 
simplicity never loses its cool. Lust for Life!! Oh 
Yeah!!

Shirley: Ugh. I’m leaving.

Shirley heads towards the door, dodging around 

Frank's teenage I’ve-got-a'tMbe'Sock'On-my-arm 
poses. Coordinated with Shirley's hand on the door' 
knob, the CD switches and, as if the ghost of 
Tennessee Williams had a hand in its placement, Les 

Savy Fav's new album. Go Forth begins blaring on the 

stereo.

Shirley: Wha... What’s this?

Frank: This, oh, this is just Les Savy Fav. Some 
more boys from the city. I really dug their last 
album The Cat and the Cobra, as well as their last 
EP Rome (written upside-down).

Shirley: I haven’t heard such atonal beauty since 
the Talking Heads.

Frank: Typical.

(15)
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Shirley; Typical?

Frank: Yeah, it’s easy to compare their atonal 
herky-jerky jalopy with the Talking Heads. But the 
music drives in a way Byrne never could. Maybe 
it’s the extra distortion, and the strict bare bones of 
guitar, bass, and drums—but the band pushes at 
the fourth wall, each dissonant guitar line just on 
the edge of your touch, wrapping you in claustro- 
phobic rubber, only to break underneath the strain 
of the constant drums and bass, each staying solid 
in compatible rhythmic structures that still break, 
push, and pull against each other. Add to this the 
high nasal energy of Tim Harrington, whose bad 
puns and Bytne-esque simple social statements add 
silliness, love, and blinding energy to the savyness, 
and you’ve got the boys of Les Savy Fav. Action at 
its finest.

NEW TUTOR INTERVIEWS SERIES: MARTHA FRANKS,

(): You've been around St. John's, as a student and mar-
ried to a tutor, for quite some time. Why is it that you 
have decided to become a tutor now and not before? 

MF: Well, I loved St. John’s as a student, and my 
years, both at law school and the seminary, 
reinforced my belief that the seminar is a 
marvelous way to learn and so 1 wanted to be 
part of that again. It was particulatly interest-
ing. I’m teaching sophomore year, to experi-
ence the difference between the Bible read in 
the seminary context and the Bible read in 
the St. John’s context. Books play very differ-
ent roles. Of course, it might be something 
about that patticular book, but books play 
very different roles in people’s lives. And I 
don’t, in fact, believe that it’s something 
about that particular book, because even in 
my career as a lawyer I would run across 
lawyers who believe that the Constitution 
should be read literally, in the same way that 
fundamentalist Christians believe that the 
Bible should be read literally. And those dis-
putes about how books [should be read] and 
the nature of the authotity of books exist 
pretty much everywhere, both in secular and 
lay places. And I deeply agree with the way 
St. John’s approaches books. What that 
means for me is that you approach the book 
with enormous respect for the author, so that 
your first task is being entirely fair to what’s 
trying to be said here. And then, at the same

ASLEEP IN THE FUNGEON • DEVIN KINGI03_____________

Shirley: Action is right. I’m coming back inside, 
with no cares, and no regrets.

Frank: Do you know what label Les Savy Fav is 
on?

Shirley: No.

Frank: I think this will make it clear.

Frank moves in, and begins kissing Shirley. Lights 
dim. Harrington’s voice echoes out over the room, 
screaming, “I for one am dazzled, I don't care if daz-
zled blind, rapt, enraptured, captured, by every little 
thing I find." Scene Ends.

GOD'S ATTORNEY ■ TIM SPARKMANI02________

time, having immersed yourself in it with suf-
ficient sympathy to feel that you’ve been fair 
to it, to take into it all your differing experi-
ence and understanding. I think that’s a spec-
tacular way to read books. Particularly work-
ing as a lawyer, looking at not only statutes 
and the Constitution, but also cases, how you 
read things is enormously important.

When I came out of St. John’s, I went to law 
school. And the thing that surprised me most 
about law school, and interested me, was that 
you did things in the context of cases, so that 
while at St. John’s we had talked about philo-
sophical concepts in general, when I got to law 
school, we only got to a philosophical context 
if the facts absolutely required that you do it. If 
you could decide the case on any other ground, 
like that they didn’t file it quick enough... 
(laughs)

(): Or precedent.
MF: Yeah, or clear precedent that disposed of 

these particular facts, you decided it that way. 
You didn’t try to decide philosophical issues 
and judges explicity tefused to decide philo-
sophical issues. And the more I studied law, 
and especially the more I practiced law, the 
more I thought of that as really excellent 
thing; that you be careful not to decide more 
than you have to.

(16)
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(): Why?
MF: Partly because facts are so surprising, that they 

put you into places you would never have 
guessed. My favorite example, and, if you look 
this up it didn’t happen quite this way, but it 
happened close enough to this way that it has 
this moral for me. But it’s a statute that I’ve 
worked with many times in Indian law, which 
was one of these sort of paternalistic statutes, but 
statues by the federal government. And the rule 
was: in a real estate transaction between an 
Indian and a white person, the statute says, the 
transaction can be invalidated if it didn’t get the 
express approval of the United States govern- 
ment. So what they try to do is to prevent 
Indians from being taken advantage of by 
unscrupulous realty people. So they made this 
statute that says; in any transaction between an 
Indian and a white person, the United States 
government has to give its approval or else it’s 
void. Actually, it’s not just that it’s invalidated, 
it’s void from the beginning. So, this is the kind 
of thing facts do to you all the time. What hap-
pened is, a black guy came out west and wanted 
to buy land from an Indian, bought land from an 
Indian, and later on the Indian wanted to have 
the transaction declared void. So, the question 
is, the statute says an Indian and a white person: 
did it mean a black person, or were all minorities 
somehow not part of this (laughs). And the case 
went all the way up to the United States 
Supreme Court, and here’s where I’ve doctored it 
a little, um, to make it sound more stark than the 
facts really were. The Supreme Court decided 
that, for purposes of this statute, black was white, 
that this transaction was void from the begin-
ning. And laws are like that and philosophical 
concepts are like that, you think you understand 
them in the absttact, but the world is so much 
more complicated and interesting than you can 
ever predict or imagine. Then you don’t really 
understand them until you play them out with 
facts, and the facts that will arise are always 
going to look different from any facts you 
could’ve imagined.

(): Having an expertise in the field of environmental law, what 
do you think are the major environmental issues con-
fronting northern New Mexico?

MF; Well, it may be my bias, but I do think the 
chiefest one is water. The New Mexico popula-
tion has been growing at a very great tate, and

the water law in New Mexico treats water as if it 
were really property, private property. And water 
is not that, it’s what they call an itinerant 
resource, and it has to be treated somehow com-
munally. But, because we have the fifth 
ammendment saying that you can’t just take 
people’s property, and it’s treated under the law 
as property, it’s very difficult to make that com-
munity administration appear. And water is lim-
itation on population, so I do believe that water 
is our most serious problem.

(): So, what do you see in the future for that issue?
MF: I believe that, ultimately (but I don’t know how 

far away this is), the stucture of watet law is 
going to change. Although, I believe it’ll be 
done with incentives rather than by more dra-
conian methods, and it will take on a communi-
ty aspect and we will also understand a lot better 
about how many people we can support with it, 
and we’ll get a lot better at conservation. But it’s 
going to be painful, because the way people have 
expected to live is unsustainable.

( ): Considering your environmental knowledge combined 
with your theological and legal education, what do you 
hope to bring to the program?

MF: I really do care about asking people to look care-
fully at the actual world. Not to become educat-
ed in the world—that’s not what St. John’s is 
about—but to make sure that their ideas can 
allow for effectual understanding of what’s 
around them. I’m not saying this very well. It 
actually became clearer to me when I was at sem-
inary, because in law school I had been so inter-
ested in the huge role that facts played that I 
hadn’t expected. And then in seminary I was in 
a place where it seemed to me that people were 
not looking carefully at the world. And it’s that 
interplay between philosophy—which is enor-
mously important—genuinely operating in the 
world, and the day-to-day operations, and how 
those two convetse with each other that inter-
ests me. And we do that some on the science 
program. I think we can also do it, to some 
extent, in other places. I feel that challenge with 
respect to theology because it’s so tempting to 
divorce that from the actual stuff of trying to 
make a human community happen. And I think 
that the deepest insights of theology have not 
conduced to that divorce, but it may be that 
some people tend toward it. And one of the

CONTINUED ON P18
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things I want to do at St. John’s, and like to do 
at St. John’s, is to help it to bring out what 1 see 
as that deepest insight: that the community is 
through these things, not divided through these 
things. I think that happens in seminar.

(): How do you see faith fitting into the program?

MF: I feel, myself, and I have to be careful how I say 
this because some people will disagree with me 
very violently (laughs). I feel that faith is some- 
thing that you discover about yourself. It’s treat-
ed often as if it were a decision that you make, 
and so you go around collecting evidence to go 
one way or the other on this decision. I believe 
that—if you follow exactly where your mind 
and your heart actually take you—then you will 
discover what is true about yourself with respect 
to faith, which is why I believe that the program 
is an excellent and extraordinary thing. I don’t 
know where other people will end up. I certain-
ly don’t know where other people will end up in 
the short period of the four, years they spend at 
college, because you can have a long time for 
these things to percolate in your life. And I 
don’t consider it my job to try to do anything in 
people’s lives except to help them follow where 
their real mind and heart are going. I may have 
a hope, or even a belief, about what the end 
results of that would be, but that’s not my job at 
St. John’s. That’s not my job in the world, either 
(laughs).

(): You're a sophomore seminar tutor... favorite 
Shakespeare play?

MF: Oh! Oh, god, that’s hard... The Tempest. I think 
The Tempest is about actually achieving adult-
hood.

[Note to sophomores; The Tempestls about actually achiev-
ing adulthood.)

(): Gimme a good joke.

MF: Oh, no! Oh, let’s see... alright. A priest, a rabbi, 
and Hillary Clinton walk into a bat, and the bar-
tender says, “What is this, some kind of joke?” 
(more laughter)

(): How smart are you?

MF: Good heavens. Um, there’s no objective 
answer to these things.

(): We ask the question with that knowledge.

MF: OK, I have no idea how smart I am in terms of 
perceiving deeply to the bottom of things in the 
absence of a human being... in front of it. I 
believe, in my practice and in all my interests, 
that I do have some... skill. I certainly have 
interest in hearing what people are saying, 
clearly, and applying that to what I see in the 
law or the text. So that I feel like I have, as I say, 
a skill. I certainly have an interest in helping 
people engage the text. I think I’m good at that. 
What that does in terms of absolute intelli-
gence, I... (more laughter)

(): Yes or no: A few other students and I were at your house 
for lunch one time, and your family serenaded us with a 
song from Mel Brooks' The Producers, "Springtime for 
Hitler." Is this a frequent occurrence in the Franks 
household?

MF: (laughing) There’s a lot o’ singin’.

(): Any pointers for students interested in studying law?

MF: The law is a huge field, and a lot of it can be dis-
astrously dull. I know a lot of lawyers who hate 
what they do. So you have to go into it follow-
ing your heart, and not get stuck doing things 
that you can stand to do, but are not what you 
want to do. And the ones that you want to do 
are, with some exceptions, probably not the 
highest paying ones. But it is possible, genuine-
ly, to love the law, to go into it for its own sake, 
and not to make money. And if you’re that, and 
you keep with your heart, it’s fabulous. I know 
other lawyers who are very, very happy, because 
it’s a pleasure to do something in the real world. 
I’m really delighted to be at St. John’s and also 
keeping up with my expertise; to me that’s a 
perfect life. I love the philosophy, and yet, to 
me, it feels really good to be working with pub-
lic policy and to try and make things happen in 
the world.

(); Alright, lastly, being Ms. Franks, married to Mr. Franks, I 
assume that you have one hell of a sense of humor, so I 
ask you, as an attorney for the U.S. Department of the 
Interior, how does it feel to be a tool of the Man?

MF: (laughs) Little do they know who is being a tool 
of whom. •
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° The last meeting of the St. John’s College Board 
of Visitors and Governors was held at the Annapolis 
campus on October 24-27. As student representative 
to the Board I attended this most recent meeting. The 
sessions I attended were: California Property, Alumni 
Relations, Campus/Business Relations, Visiting, 
Buildings and Grounds, and the Plenary Session. This 
article gives a brief summary of the topics under con-
sideration.

California Property
SJC has sold an option to a developer who plans 

to put up approximately 22 units of single family hous-
es in various price ranges. The housing development 
will have a lower environmental impact than the 
expected impact of the college campus that was the 
original purpose of the site. A citizen’s group which 
desires to halt development in Monterrey County 
opposes our plans.

Alumni Relations
The Alumni Association found croquet weekend 

in Annapolis and Homecoming for each campus to be 
successful. They are looking for an event similar to 
Croquet on the Santa Fe campus for which alumni 
would return. The Fasching Ball, held in February, was 
suggested as a possible event. Some problems discussed 
were how to enlarge the event to accommodate the 
alumni without crowding the school, and what other 
family-oriented activities St. John’s could incorporate 
into the weekend. Consequently, the Alumni 
Association is looking for a student committee to 
investigate the feasibility of a Fasching event and to 
work on Alumni-student relations. One other sugges-
tion for an event was to have alumni come back for the 
end-of-the-year seniors versus tutors softball game to 
challenge the winner.

Campus/Business Relations
The Annapolis campus has formed several part-

nerships with businesses in its community. Both cam-
puses are looking at ways to improve their relations 
with local businesses, and strategies for outreach were 
discussed. SJC has been registered with 
greatergood.com so that when someone makes a pur-
chase through that site they can choose to donate 
4-20% of the proceeds to the college. While the Board 
agreed that this was an as-yet untapped source of 
income, there was concern about possible commercial-
ization of the college and student reaction.

Visiting
The Admissions and Financial Aid offices came to 

discuss in detail their method of recruiting and provid-

ing financial aid for students. Initial mailings are sent 
to those students who request college information 
when taking the PSAT. Recruiting is done at schools at 
which we have traditionally drawn students (even if 
only one student every 5-10 years) or schools with 
large population bases. Admissions are on a first come, 
first-serve basis. Financial aid is awarded according to 
need but on a first come, first serve basis. When a class 
is full, students will be deferred to the other campus or 
until January or even until the following fall. It is pos-
sible for full-paying students to be admitted before 
financial aid students if the Financial Aid Office has 
run out of money for awards. If that is the case, the stu-
dent will be deferred to the other campus or until 
January or even the next fall. The student will receive 
the financial aid to which he or she is entitled, and will 
be allowed to come, though there may be a wait.

Buildings and Grounds
Due to a shortage of affordable housing in the city 

of Annapolis the campus has had to turn some fresh-
man doubles into triples. Thus Annapolis is looking to 
build a new dormitory to ease the housing crisis. The 
location has not yet been determined. Santa Fe has 
had the water and gas lines repaired. All but one gas 
line was replaced and that line is under continual sur-
veillance. Re-paving of the roads is scheduled for 
sometime within the next two years. Because of 
September 11th, both campuses are setting aside emer-
gency funds and creating emergency plans. Santa Fe is 
looking to build faculty housing on the land across 
from the soccer field. There is a great demand for fac-
ulty housing from tutors; architectural plans are being 
drawn up. Further, the Santa Fe campus is looking at 
improving the lighting situation along the roads and 
paths and to find lights that will not contribute to light 
pollution.

Plenary Session
All the above was reported as well as the follow-

ing:
The President’s inauguration is rescheduled to 

coincide with the January BVG meeting in Santa Fe. 
There will be inaugural seminars and an all-college 
dinner. The inauguration will be on Saturday followed 
by a waltz party. The Santa Fe student life committee 
is working on suggestions made by the Krause Report 
on Student Life (published last year) to improve the 
quality of campus life. The Dean has gatherings at his 
home on the first Tuesday of each month for non- 
tenured tutors to get together and talk, both about the 
college and life in general. The President and Mrs. 
Balkcom have similar gatherings at Hunt house for the 
tutors’ significant others. •
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THE FUN CRITIC: MONSTER TRUCK MADNESS • JESS GODDENI02

Editor's Note—The Moon and Jess Godden are pleased to introduce to you a new feature column: The Fun Critic. Ms.
Godden has undertaken the task of hunting down the most novel and clever ways to experience "fun" in 
and around Santa Fe. It's a tough job, we admit, but if anyone here is qualified to take fun to dizzying new 
heights, put your money on the Fun Critic herself. Check back with us regularly, do what Jess says, and be 
one of the first kids on your block to try this crazy new thing called "fun." They'll be talking about you for 
years to come (in a good way, not like how they talk about you now).

—PO

° 1 couldn’t believe 
that this day had arrived. 1 
was driving down 1-25 on 
my way to a Real Live 
Monster Truck Rally. 1 had 
been waiting for this day 
since the beginning of the 
year, when my cohort, Ms.
Lizzie Whitman, and 1 had 
decided in a very general 
way that going to monster 
truck rallies is a very good 
idea. 1 was quite disap-
pointed to have missed the 
rally over Long Weekend, 
featuring the monster truck 
of my dreams. Gravedigger, 
but Ms. Whitman had gone 
away over the holiday, and 
I was totally broke and 
devoid of the kind of ener-
gy and madness it would 
have required to organize a 
Monster Truck Excursion.
But now, months later, my 
madness had surged to a 
peak great enough to sus-
tain the undertaking of 
such a task and 1 was in the van, on my way to the
ROLLING THUNDER MONSTER TRUCK 
CHALLENGE! Oh, Lordy, boys and girls, few 
things are so exciting as a monster truck rally.

Now, 1 will tell you it’s not pretty, and it does-
n’t smell good. 1 imagine it would be better if the 
rally were to take place outdoors, where exhaust 
fumes, dust, the smell of the crowd, and the noise 
of the trucks could escape into the atmosphere. “It 
smells like Mexico in here,” my best friend Lauren 
From Albuquerque tells me, “like really strong 
laundry detergent and exhaust fumes.” She loves 
Mexico. She still had to leave to get fresh air half 
way through.

The mud dragsters were the first to be show-
cased, and I was pretty disappointed, except for the

car whose engine belched flames 
when it drove. That was hot. 
Mud drag racing was pretty bor-
ing. The tricked-out cars were 
cool, but the time spent in 
motion was greatly exceeded by 
the time it took the cars to get 
ready to drive.

As soon as the monster 
trucks started up, the rally got 
interesting. There were five 
trucks: First Response, Psycho 
Circus, The Rock, Stone Cold 
Steve Austin and, of course, 
Bigfoot. 'The trucks all seemed to 
have their own personalities, and 
the drivers maneuvered them so 
that you would almost swear they 
were just passengers, along for the 
ride. First Response was an old- 
timey fire truck, the only monster 
truck at the rally driven by a 
woman. It was First Response’s 
first weekend at a rally, and it was 
utterly apparent. The truck was-
n’t as powerful as the others, and 
the engine burned out and started 
smoking quite a bit not just once, 

but twice during the show. Psycho Circus is a truck 
sponsored by the Insane Clown Posse. That alone 
made me a fan, but the driver of the truck was pret-
ty cheeky—he also wore a rainbow clown wig, 
which was interesting. The two WWF trucks. The 
Rock and Stone Cold Steve Austin, were cool and 
had their namesakes’ wrestling slogans plastered all 
over them. The announcer kept introducing The 
Rock by saying, “CAN YOU SMELL... WHAT 
THE ROCK... IS COOKING?!?!” That was a lit-
tle obnoxious, but I guess the job of the announc-
er is to be obnoxious.

Bigfoot was hands down the best truck out 
there. The truck is sponsored by X-Box and 
Microsoft, which I thought was a little strange, but 
who can complain? There is nothing like seeing

CONTINUED ON P21
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Cost: $10

'• Time: 4.5 hours
piiiiu?: iiiliiilliiiliiiiillii
^Effort: little, if you don't get too J- 
' organized about it.

Necessary supplies: cotton balls ” 
-or earplugs, clothing in layers 
'(think comfortable, not glam- 

r orous), pen for autographs from 
Ksawesome dirt bike tricksters and 
b monster truck drivers.

Optional supplies: money for 
, drinks at the coliseum, 40s before- 
' hand, money for cool monster 
Struck t-shirts and checkered flags, 
l^cushion for stadium seats, foam 
T-beer cozies, surgical mask to 

block brain-damaging fumes.

Fun Rating: »lout of 6 possi-
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THE FUN CRITIC: MONSTER TRUCK MADNESS ■ JESS GODDENIQ2

Bigfoot go up on two wheels, nearly roll over, 
catch itself and rock out for a while on two wheels, 
and then come bouncing back to all four, gigantic 
wheels. That was dang awesome. There was no 
question who won the “freestyle” competition 
among the monster trucks. Bigfoot was the 
Baryshnikov of monster trucks, jumping over three 
wrecked cars in one nimble leap. If a monster truck 
can be graceful, Bigfoot was graceful. For the grand 
finale, Bigfoot drove over a big dirt ramp that was 
really close to the audience. There was a slim 
chance he could have fallen into the crowd, which 
in that area was mostly small children. He didn’t 
fall, but it was still pretty exciting.

Other highlights included the monster trucks 
driving over a fulhsized Chevy van from the time

of Real Metal Cars. It was totally crushed. “Crazy” 
Charlie, who works the “kill radio,” sat inside one 
of the wheels of the trucks as it drove. And it drove 
fast. That’s why he’s called “Crazy” Charlie. There 
was some good people-watching, if you’re not ter-
rified of the kind of people who go to monster 
truck rallies in Albuquerque. There were really 
amazing adolescent dirt bike tricksters doing crazy 
jumps off a huge ramps and tricks with names like 
“Castrater.” The driver voted by crowd applause 
“wildest” that night was on the cusp of puberty— 
his voice hadn’t changed yet. If you enjoy witness-
ing amazing feats of driving daring and vehicular 
destruction, I highly recommend going to a mon-
ster truck rally. •

MR. HYPER'S SANTA FE ADVENTURE ■ DAVE PROSPER|02
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CHEF JEFF

"Someday the schools will have all the money they need and the militatv 
will have to hold a bake sale to buy bombs."
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CATCHING UP WITH THE SANTA FE EXPATRIATES ■ ERIN HANLONI03

When I was in Annapolis I came across many students who were in Santa Fe last year. Curious about 
how they were getting along, I tried to interview some to see what they thought of Santa Fe as compated 
to Annapolis. The first people 1 encounteted were Andrew Mead, Caitlin Reynolds y Vivanco, and Rob 
Gilbreadth.

Robert Gilbreadth

Andy: I hate it here.

Caitlin: Don’t come!

Andy: Annapolis is cool, but it 
is diffetent.

Caitlin: The students ate mean. They yell at each 
other in class, and so some don’t talk. They 
aren’t afraid of the tutors, they are afraid of the 
other students. There is an underlying tension 
here and no one goes to the board unless they 
bring a hook.

Rob: I like it hete. It is not a living hell.

Caitlin: Definitely not. I don’t hate it.

Rob: There is a real underlying difference.

Caitlin: The people in seminar really do the read-
ings.

Rob: People here see the program as intellectual, 
very noble.

Caitlin: Thete is an intellectual elitism.

Rob: People wear shoes to seminat. They dress up 
in a suit and tie and change for class.

Random Annapolitan sophomore: The students 
ftom Fe are crazy but we love them.

Zephyr Renner: Classes are shorter here. You 
have more time to think about the readings 
and absorb what you are learning.

Andy Mead and Caitlin Reynolds y Vivanco

Julia Strickler: There is more balance here, and 
more isolation in Santa Fe. In Santa Fe classes 
and ideas take over every aspect of life. Sports 
and organizations are bigger here and they 
allow people to relax more. They don’t carry 
the program around with them all the time 
like we do in Santa Fe. Another thing is that 
when you walk around at night in Santa Fe 
you don’t really run into anyone, but here 
there are always people about.

Quinby Owen: 1 was hete in Annapolis for my 
freshman year, spent two years in Santa Fe, 
and now am back for my senior year. 1 like it 
hete a lot. It is good to be back for the fall col-

Leslie Wolfe: 1 like the campus here in Annapolis 
better than the one in Santa Fe but 1 am going 
to go back to Santa Fe next year. You hear peo-
ple say sometimes that if you could just have 
the Annapolis campus and the Santa Fe peo-
ple we would be the happiest students on 
earth.

Brianna Henderson: The biggest sectet that 
Santa Fe doesn t know is that hete they call it 
“Fe.” Everything to do with Santa Fe is “Fe”: 
Fe students, Fe manuals. (Leslie Wolfe inter-
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