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MONSTER AND MOSH PITS 
THE WISDOM OF CHARLENE SANCHEZ 
Natalie Michaels ( '26) 

Charlene "Char" San h 
daily can of '44' in h cd ez sat.across ~rom me with her 
Monster energy drink t~ ~h Lewis Hamilton's signature 
the Dollar Tree in Alb e purchases by the case from 
supply whenever she hits ~uerq~e .. She replenishes her 
on their way to heavy metal e roa with her friend Roberta 

concerts across the country. 

Most students know Char from Switchboard where 
she works from TOOam to 3:oopm on weekdays, but she's 
'.11so recognized by heavy metal performers who've 
mdulged her requests for "Sharpie Moments" or who 
requested care packages containing specialty hot sauces 
from New Mexico. The embodiment of introspective 
badassery, Char may have more to offer by way of 
practical wisdom than most Program authors. 

Char derives a lot of meaning from the feeling of being 
known and knowing others. She's always prioritized 
connection and tirelessly pursued the bonds that matter 
to her. Switchboard is Char's third dream job since she 
began operating and managing her mother's telephone 
answering service. She used to answer 50-75 calls every 
half hour, and she prided herself on forming connections 
with customers who'd recognize her voice in the grocery 

after their 36-second interactions. She also 

managed three of her nephew's Baskin Robbins 
franchises, where she memorized the names and orders of 
little kids who showed up regularly with their parents and 
helped cultivate teenagers, starting their first jobs, who 
knew nothing of accountability or practical skills. She 
describes herself as a gardener who likes watching things 
blossom. 

When her mother closed her business and her 
ne hew sold his franchises , Char needed a new path. She 
l~ded at St. John's. "I've been here ~ight and a half years. 
And I'm the sixth one in my fam1ly to wor~ here: ~y 

randfather started when the school w~s be~ng ~mlt m 
~964 Then my two uncles worked secunty Wlth hlm: My 

. ki. t the Switchboard. And my sister 
mom was wor ng a · d ff l 
worked in admissions. And then now me, so I kin "o ee 
like I'm following my mom's footsteps backwards. 

She spent time on campus growing up, ogling the 
Johnnies and playing volleyball with them on Santa Fe 
Prep's field before the SAC was constructed. She 
described her reverence for St. John's students as a child 
adding, "I grew up as a Johnnie and then it's cool that I 
am a Johnnie now, not being a student, but I'm part of the 
Johnnie community." 

Char feels suited to mentor students because she has 
a grasp on what it is to be our age. She has a lot of empathy 
for Johnnies. "Most of the students have never been on 
their own. And so, you're like a rose waiting to blossom, 
but you haven't branched out. So as your four years come 
and you're finished, I think you see that your whole 
personality you get to see you growing into a mature, 
responsible adult. And so, for me, that's happiness - to see 
eve1ybody, like, just blossom in their own way," Char says, 
"My motto coming here was always, Tm here because of 
you students. I'm here because of you guys.' And so, for 
me, I try to invest every inch of my being and soul every 
day that I'm here. And let everybody know how important 
they are." 

Much of the advice Char dispenses is rooted in lessons 
she learned the hard way. "The first change in my life that 
I chose is at 21 I stopped drinking," she says, "So I had to 
learn to, like, love myselfbefore I could really love others." 
She says with a shake of her head, "The hardest word in 
the vocabulary to ever say is saying, 'No, thank you.' And 
you never realize how intense it is to say 'No.' Everybody 
always wants to say yes." 

Char laughs, "It's been 37 years since I drank 
anything, and I love it just because I think I'm more 
unpredictable sober and I'm crazy sober, crazy wild. 
Anytime I go out with my best friends or something they 
never know what to expect. It's kind of like spinning a 
bottle. Is crazy going to come out or what?" 

~~~~~~~~~ 



- . 
But her fiance was also the reason she went on a 

musical hiatus. "We had been together three years, and he 
committed suicide," Char says. "We were on our way to go 
to a concert. And I got home where we were living and 
found him. And it was the worst thing you would never 
wish that on anybody. It kind of makes your mind and 
your body stop." With tears in her eyes, she continued, "It 
really threw me for a loop. I had a year of just constant 
crying, like massive depression. And I finally decided to 
give up everything, and I stopped going to concerts, I 
stopped going out - it just totally just knocked me on my 
butt." 

EVERY ROAD 

"And even people that think about harming 
themselves, they don't realize that it has that domino 
effect. Everybody starts blaming themselves. And it could 
be that it was nobody's fault. But you leave all these people 
behind that. And it's a tough thing to overcome. And when 
you're in that deep, dark and scary place, you don't think 
you have people to talk to but you always do." 

Ultimately, music was Char's redemption. "You have 
to just say, I'm done. I'm ready to start over again. He 
would not have wanted me to stop. So I started going to 
concerts." 

The first concert she attended after her fiance's death 
was transformative. "We had such a good time, we met the 
band, we got to get on the bus with them. Because it was 
wintertime and snowing. And I was just like, floored, 
because I wouldn't have had that opportunity if I would 
have stayed holding myself back," Char explains, "After 
that experience, I became obsessed with concerts. I 
wanted to meet the band, I wanted a setlist, I wanted a 
pick, I wanted something from that night. I just don't 
want to go and jam out and listen to the music. I want 
more. I want to take a picture with [the performer]. I want 
to, you know, have something to show that I was there." 

"I have a Rock Wall in my garage with all the bands 
their signed CDs, pictures with the bands, I hav~ 
hundreds of picks from different bands, and photos, and 
drumheads everything you can think of from them. And 
so, t? me, my passion is music." She posts her pictures to 
the mternet. Say says, "My pictures inspire people to let 
their hair down and have fun. And to make the best of 
every opportunity that you get." 

Char's experience with her fiance informed her idea 
of compassion. "Being able to make a difference with any 
student that I encounter and seeing you happy makes me 
happy. That is the most rewarding thing you can have. It 
doesn't cost you anything. It's just being aware of 
everybody and how they feel, and being comfortable with 
them to, you know, have sometimes complicated 
conversations, and to pick them up and say, 'It's not the 

end of the world. I came through this, through this trial, 
not drinking, I'm okay. I came through this being a 
survivor of a suicide. And I'm okay."' 

"Everyone comes guarded and vulnerable, and I 
encourage people to be themselves and let their hair 
down." Char wants to bring the "ultimate experience" she 
craves at concerts to the students at St. John's. She 
encourages you to stop by and have a chat, and she offers 
the following recommendations: 

Best dance move: Headbanging 
Best music for a release: AC/DC or Ozzy 
Best music for when you're sad: Scorpions 
Best music for studying: Chuck Berry or Kenny 
Wayne Shepherd 

:c 
c 
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Education Career Fair 
Careers in Teaching K-12 

Ready to bring the Program to the next generation? 

Join us to meet with charter schools from around the country 

who are looking to hire Johnnies! 

Peterson 

Wednesday March 8th 

12-2pm 

Seniors & Graduate Students-Find job openings for Fall 2023 

Juniors, Sophomores, Freshman-Learn how teaching K-12 can be a 

rewarding career with many of the same benefits as teaching college 

Interviews will be available between 2- Spm 

MUSINGS ON SPORT 
Campbell Lozuaway-McComsey (Community 
Facilitator for lntramurals} 

When is the last time you sweated? When is the 
~ast time you ran full-out? When is the last time you 
Jumped? As we age, it is easy to stop doing these 
things. These activities, so natural as a child, are rel
egated to our pasts as we grow older. We, as a soci
ety, make less time for them, and yet these are the 
mos~ powerful, fun, and liberating things to do with 
our hves. ~d b.ask~tball has all three. Come, join us, 
and put a little o m our life. 

As I have grown, I have gotten better at things 
slowly, so slowly that I don't even notice the growth. 

: The exception to this, is volleyball. I have made a 
· concerted effort to get better at this sport: coming 

early to practice my serves and spikes, playing once 
or twice a week every week for months, taking ad
vantage of the free training offered by experienced 
players. I see myself getting better. It is a joy that I 
encourage you to partake in, be it this sport, pottery, 
dance or any new venture. 

As a youth, I didn't value volleyball. I thought it 
was too slow. But like most things in life, I get what 
I put into it. I discovered kneepads and realized the 
ability to lay my body out at full speed onto the hard
wood to make sometimes great, sometimes abso
lutely stupendous plays. Sometimes, I miss the shot 
entirely. Each attempt, though, enters me into the 
mythical "flow-state", where nothing but now ex
ists. 

"Use it or lose it": if this is true, what do you want 
to use in your life? If you come play with us, you will 
use your friends (that doesn't sound right), your 
sense of joy, and your fun-ness. I'm not really hitting 
the mark, folks, but I think you get the point. Come 
to the SAC and play to keep the fun and good in your 
life. 

Using your b~dy is good for philosophy. Ask 
Kant. He walked so regularly that people would set 
their clocks by his passing. Socrates? He walked 
around barefoot all day. Keyword: walked. The brain 
needs blood, so get it pumpin', be it intramurally 
with us, or out on our neighbor mountains, our free 
rental bikes, or friendly strolls. 

In basketball, one can be an excellent rebounder, 
passer, shooter; a great leader or a straight-up hus
tler. One can be a defender, a sideline supporter, a 
coach, or a snack maven. There's room for everyone. 
If you haven't yet, give Intramurals three tries to 
earn a shirt, and then you can say, "I tried intramu
rals three times, and all I got was this awesome tee
shirt." 



A MEASURED RESPONSE: "PRITZKER STUDENT 

CENTER" 
Lillian Dumas ('24) 

Towards the end of last semester, administration 
announced the details for the Peterson remodel, which 
has been in the works since the previous semester. The 
plan involves a major overhaul, including many big 
window panels, a direct entrance to the upper floor, 
opening the wall between the Coffee Shop and the 
Bookstore, and making more common spaces. The goal is 
to preserve the Alexander Girard style, including the 
unique color-panel doors and the mural at the beginning 
of the hallway, while opening up more common spaces 
and making technical improvements, such as to the 
electric and HV AC systems, the kitchen, and the great 
hall. 

The renovation is planned to take two full years, and 
put important spaces like the dining hall and Coffee Shop 
out of commission for large portions of that time; it's 
about this that I'd like to express some concerns. Though 
there was a meeting meant as an opportunity for student 
input-held over Zoom last summer-it was difficult to . 
attend, since many of us had jobs and internships that 
occupied our time. Additionally, we didn't, at that point, 
know to be concerned; all we'd heard was a rumor about 
connecting the Coffee Shop and Bookstore, and some talk 
of the Cave not being up to code. 

-..r:i ... 11!!11['" ........ r;--"...,...,...,-,= 

The major concern is simply the inconvenience, 
compared to a relative lack of necessity. Peterson is 
comfortable, and we like it. I appreciate that there may be 
repairs and technical reinforcements necessary, ~~ that 
sacrifices may have to be made to address these legitimate , 
needs. The kind of aesthetic and structural changes which 
will go along with these updates, however, may do more 
harm than good. Admittedly, my view and my concerns 
are mostly short-term. The new Student Center will 
probably be nice. However, as one of the students who 
started during the Covid year, I'm concerned about ~e 
effects which the remodel will have on student hfe. 
Couldn't those in charge let those of us with severely 

affected freshman years graduate first, instead of 
disrupting our senior year as well? 

C fti To~~rds the end o_f last semester, hanging out in the 
o ee op and working on papers with friends nearby 

was one of my strongest motivations. It's not cold like 
Santa Fe Hall; there are big, glorious windows which 
most other comm?n ~paces don't have; you can' sto to 
t~k ~nd laugh, ui;.hke i_n the library; you don't have to ffiian 
a ea to meet WI~ fnends there. It's a unique space on 
ca~p.us and an important one to have access to In 
~d~htion, as a ~ath assistant, I use the Coffee Shop al~ost 

ally for meetings. We can use SFH, but it's generally less 
comfortable, and can be more intimidating especial! for 
those who aren't used to assistance. (Plus, it can be a ~ain 
to get doors unlocked on weekends.) Though I want to 
express the value of the Coffee Shop I d 't · d · ' on mean to 
m icate a need for another space like this. We don't need 
severahl Coffee Shops. It's good that we all have one place 
to gat er. 

The blackboards in the Coffee Shop, and the fireplace, 
also come to mind as regrettable casualties of the 
remodel, permanently so if that wall really is going down. 
The blackboards are great; last year, as a freshman math 
assistant, I used them for almost every meeting. 
Assistants generally sit there and write on the boards to 
indicate that they're having open hours. We use them and 
like them. (We just wish they were a little smoother, and 
that people would stop taking the chalk.) The fireplace, 
too, is so wonderful. I've loved to see people gathered 
around it this winter. When I walk into the Coffee Shop to 
see the snow outside, the fire lit, and warm lights shining 
from a few adobe houses, it's enchanting. It makes my 
day. It's not something I want to lose for months, or 
potentially for the whole remainder of my college career. 

The dining hall is the other major concern, 
particularly because there is still no plan for where we'll 
eat while it's under construction. This means, I'm fairly 
confident, what it has meant in the past when the dining 
hall has been closed for Covid: bagged meals to be picked 
up at the Coffee Shop and eaten wherever you can 
manage. Maybe there will be some ingenious alternate 
solution, but if not, I'll make my plea again: couldn't those 
of us with isolating freshman years, or we JFs who ate out 
of paper bags for months, be left to a senior year of 
connection around the dining hall tables? 



FILM A************A: VERTIGO 
Luca Brewer ('25) 

The phallus of memory has fucked me into a 
nostalgic cum-trance: 

It is 7:23 PM on the night of Thursday Jan. 26, and I 
am doing my makeup for seminar-concealer over the 
bluish beard-shadow that had crept back onto my face 
since its daily eradication within my morning ablutions, 
blush, lipstick I must wipe off and reapply a~ least 0rice 
in order to ensure its symmetry-and I have Just fimshed 
watching Vertigo (1958). I had started Vertigo 4 days 
prior on the 22nd, exactly one year since I watched it in 
the mostly-unfurnished anteroom of the divided double I 
solely occupied my first semester. The interruptions of 
alcohol-induced sleep forced me into this discontinuous 
viewing experience, splaying the past fragmentarily over 
what was the relative present. I am different now than I 
was 369 days ago-more on that later. As I put my face on, 
what replays through my head is that scene in the hotel 
room, the climax of the film both structurally and-as 
Jimmy Stewart's monomaniacal Scottie is finally able to 
(it is implied) realize his carnal Possession of Kim Novak's 
femme mortelle from potency to act-in a more. literal 
sense. After a singular and devoted quest to (re?)Impose 
a simulacrum of the (twice?) dead Madeline onto Judy, 
the woman witl1 whom she shares an essence but no 
accidents, he is no longer repulsed by her touch, and they 
kiss in the green glow of the hotel-sign. 

Sure, any two-bit critic or film-theory dilettante can 
tell you that Vertigo is about nostalgia (not that I claim to 
be anything otherwise), but it seems important that this 
moment-at-present-out-of-the-past is not just a 
fulfillment of Scottie's nostalgic drive but his sexual drive 
as well. Judy notices and comments on the fact that when 
he touches her before she has fully subsumed herself to 
the Other Woman, it is reticent and bereft of eros--he 
can only get off when a phantasm of his mind is 
superimposed on the flesh. This will be important later. 

In 2008 I had what definitely wasn't my first out of 
body experi~nce (I distinctly remember thinking '.'oh 
great, not another one,"), but it does remain th~ earh~st 
which has not been washed from my dome by a time-tide 
whose precise movements do not conform to any ch~rt of 
rational understanding. I promise that what follows lS an 
account as true as I an1 capable of giving, and even if it is 
necessarily polluted by the subsequent detritus loosely 
categorized by some half-blind sub-sub librarian with 
whom I not only do not understand but might as well be 
actively at war, who's to say that the ast was relapsarian 
anyway? 

So It goes, and it goes like this: I am in rs. 
Schraeder's (a bluish name) 2nd-grade music class (2 of 
course being blue) kneeling on the bluish carpet in the 
front row, the sole illumination filtering in from the 
win~ows having like all 1st-floor sunlight a distinct bluish 
quahty, ~nd I ~m 8, ~ bl~ish kind of number. Suddenly my 
developmg child-mmd IS overcome once again with the 
thought that begins to gestate around that age: other 
people have a subjective consciousness the same way I do, 

and the question that naturally follows is "why at this 
place at this time does my mind open through this portal 
to the world, and when I die, will there be another self that 
comes along? (there must be, on account of I cannot 
imagine nonexistence)". Of course, I have no strong 
reason to doubt that this next self would have all of my 
same memories and experiences, but I also have no 
reason to assume that the beginning of the next self must 
be temporally posterior to the end of this one. And what if 
that self is this girl I know, the one that I spend all my time 
with, the one from whom I feel incomplete when drawn 
away? Could it be that I will have the opportunity, by 
random chance, to live as her? Am I perhaps already 
there, without knowing it? I don't know why I want this so 
strongly, given that in general I am quite happy to be 
myself, but I can't deny that there is something she has 
that I lack, that I covet, and that I will not be completely 
happy until I am drawn into her head, and she is no longer 
external to me in any way. I will go on in the future to 
repeat this experience with many other women, wanting 
them in a way that does not feel necessarily sexual 
(though crucially not entirely unsexual either), and over 
time this process brings me no small amount of 
discomfort; I feel as though it is selfish or solipsistic or a 
negation of the selfhood of these women. I wonder what 
cruelty is present in me which stirs the desire to do this. I 
will come to recognize it as a consumptive and deeply
embedded gender dysphoria. I, the male dysphoric, wish 
desperately for a womanhood of my own, though I feel as 
though it will never come to me. I must find it in the 
Other. This proves to be a terrible way to live. 

Once I found my way around the terminology, I knew 
that I was a transgender woman pretty damn quick. I 
didn't do anything with that, though. I just sat in my room 
and thought about how I wanted to be a woman, and 
furthermore, it was fully within my power to become one. 
But I just sat there hiding for years, rifling through the 
external world. However, as much as I found an imperfect 
knowledge of self-femininity in others, the reverse began 
to occur too-I started projecting my internal dysphoria 
onto men that did not exist. Travis Bickle, Guido Anselmi, 
the unnamed narrator of Neil Young's "Cowgirl in the 
Sand," and most recently, Scottie Ferguson. These st?ries 
all end in tragedy. They are about men who fail to 
reconcile themselves with femininity. I thought this 
would be my fate, too. ffitimately it wasn't. I am a woman, 
now, and the tltlng that got me there was not an imagined 
fantasy of what could have been, but an affirmation that 
the future is eminently mutable. I am nostalgic now 
because the one-year anniversary of my transition, 
February 24, is approaching anon. But implicit in that 
event is that there will be one more year after that, and 
another and another &c... If I have anything to feel 
nostalgic for, it is not the misery and objectification of my 
adolescence, but the moment when I decided that 
something could be created that did not yet exist. I'm 
sorry you had to read all of this. 



James Joyce thought a lot about punctuation. This 
may be surprising: punctuation doesn't seem like an 
especially large part of reading or writing. In fact, it's 
more akin to a negative definition, insofar as punctuation 
is wanting in substance, some imparted meaning of 
writing. It doesn't appear to tell the reader anything that 
affects his understanding of the written text. If one were 

to look at a handful of punctuation marks on a page, they 
might not get anything out of it except perhaps mistake it 
for some kind of Dadaist a1t project such as , ; ' " "" - . 
Why have we even decided on these as our normally used 
punctuation marks? Consider some esoteric symbols 
which aren't generally used, like the "swung dash" ( ~) or 
the "interrobang" ('P). Additionally, punctuation is not an 
integral phenomenon to language. For instance, look at 
ancient Greek and classical Latin. The manuscripts of 
these languages, from their "natural habitat" so to speak, 
lack the punctuational convenience of a freshman or 
sophomore's Steadman and are written in scriptio 
continua, or "continuous script." 

Imaginereadingatextcomposedlikethisonlythatitcont 
inuedonlikethisforpagesandpagesrelativelyeasytounderst 
andbutinconvenient. 

Punctuation then seems hinged not on any desire for 
conveying knowledge, but for the convenience of 
organizing language. Why then would Joyce consider 
punctuation such a crucial part of his "style"? Notably, 
works by Joyce lack quotation marks, which he once 
referred to as "perverted commas." Instead, he introduces 
dialogue with an em-dash (-). Some part of Joyce 
recognized the organizational need of punctuation: 
cutting up parts of text works in the reader's favor and to 
the writer's delight. Punctuation allows for the 
manipulation of text to a degree that scriptio continua 
cannot do. Let us take the example of the parenthetical. 
The parentheses allow for the dropping of some idea 
within the sentence, hidden from the whole, but kept 
within its bubble for the readers' eyes to pass over in 
secret communication. But why parentheses for some 
ideas, commas for others? The comma is a pause, a stop, 
a break, a parenthetical, all rolled into one tiny mark. 
There is some unspoken symbolic meaning of which is 
telepathically communicated between writer and reader. 
This meaning is deeply inarticulable, contained within the 
ingrained inspiration of the written tongue, and of which 
floats beyond the simple Jaws of "grammar''. 

Grammar is rote memorization of a language's Jaws. 
Joyce's bending of the English language, shaping its visual 
apparatuses to his whims, is perhaps what is meant by 
style. Though, style is not solely in the manipulation of 
punchrntion, but in the changing of the visual and 
grammatical phenomena of language in search of"voice". 
The last words of mysses, "yes I said yes I will Yes," offer 
this insight to us. Imagine otherwise rendered, as "yes, I 
said yes, I will, Yes," chopped by pauses with commas, or 
"yes, I said yes. I will, Yes," adding a full stop in the middle 
of the seven word line. The little reading voice in your 
head adds different emphasis and tone, modifying the 
weight of the text, tipping the sca:Ies that dictate mood, 
meaning, and intention. The stream of consciousness 
flows unabashed in Joyce's original composition, 
conveying that rushing feeling and thinking in the static, 
unmoving words on a page. What this rendering of style 
does is as what van Gogh's paintings present us with in 
the looking at Starry Night or Portrait of the Postman 
Joseph Roulin. Motion captured like lightning bugs, a 

contradictory optical illusion, stretched 
mediums and distilled into personality. 

Paintings. depict physical phenomena, the physical 
form. of motion; there is also the non-physical, the 
mystical ~he~omenon of feeling, or personality. This 
other mot10n IS the unknowable alchemic mixture of spirit 
and body, the contradictory existence which, as St. 
~ugustine says, man cannot understand; the moving of 
impulses through the optic nerve and to the brain and 
!rom the ~rain fo~ming thought and thought forming 
mterpretat10n and mterpretation forming idea and so on 
until we reach that point where explanation fails. Style is 
the only way to capture this obscure combination. It is 
then the, writer's goal to find style, to master it, to use 
la~guage s. to~ls ~s the sculptor uses clay or the painter his 
paii:its. This aim is not only for the reader's pleasure, who 
desires s.ome new view or knowledge in the opening of a 
book. It Is also for the writer himself: the crafting of style 
is a rendering of the soul. 



The Platonic immortality and divinity of the soul 
showcases the preparation that one must take in life for 
death, awaiting the ne:>..1: stage of existence. However, the 
soul is also individualized, with one uniquely attached to 
the perspective of one's soul. The writer then is not only 
manipulating language, a symptom of existence in which 
one can gutturally and scripturally narrate, but also of his 
attachment to the world and how he sees, thinks, feels. 
Punctuational change then is not only Joyce's nouveau 
rendition of the novel, which one may see as a "gimmick," 
he is seizing the written word and forcing it to bend to not 
the stops and pauses of grammatical law, but the breaths, 
gasps, thoughts, the respites and the commencing of 
voice. Style is the living voice of the writer, entrancing the 
reader and replacing his reading voice with the writing 
voice. Perhaps this then is the true motivation of both 
writer and reader, the shared common interest: writer, to 
craft voice and to satisfy the insatiable desire to show the 
world from his eyes, and reader, to replace his voice with 
that of the new, to obtain perspective of which he can 
never understand, two tasks which neither can ever truly 
complete until the day their souls are melded. 

UNTITLED 
Sam Roy ('24) 

(I) 
I look in the mirror 
I am a sex god 
I am a champion 
37 minutes late to class I walk into the 
room with the bravado of an army 
returning home from a thousand wars 
all won ' 
the women swoon 
the men blush 
the others cheer and 
I am speaking before I reach a chair 

THE NEIGHBOR 
Phoebe Jackson ('23) 

Chapter Three: The Dinner Party 
Mina was quickly coming to the realization that she 

hated dinner parties. Earlier that day, she had tried to 
convince herself that perhaps Henry Tanner had invited 
other people to his creepy dinner party; Ellen, maybe, and 
her little dog Lucy. By the time she forced herself to leave 
her apartment, mechanically placing one foot after the 
other like she was walking towards the gallows, Mina 
knew her hope was just a delusion. Inviting Ellen would 
be what a normal person would do. Henry Tanner was not 
a normal person; normal people did not leave invitations 
to dinner parties on their neighbors' windowsills. 

When Tanner opened the door and invited her in, 
Mina was drenched in sweat despite the autumn evening 
chill. His apartment was nice, although it was just as odd 
as he was; everything looked like it had been made in the 
last century, and there was more antique railroad 
memorabilia than any twenty-something man should ever 
have. 

"Ellen helped," Henry explained as he guided Mina to 
the table. "I've never been much of a cook, but with her to 
lend a hand it wasn't so hard." The dining table was small 
and square-Mina wasn't sure why she'd e~ected an 
expansive, long table like the ones at old-fash10ned fancy 
dinner parties. 

Everything smelled good, at least; Mina spott~d fresh 
dinner rolls, steaming fried potatoes, and somethmg 0at 
looked like breaded fried meat. Although she certamly 
still felt uncomfortable, the sight of a hot dinn~r made her 
forget her worries a little. And, she .thought, if Ellen had 
helped make it, there was only the slightest chance he had 
done something like poison the food. 

"I'll just be a moment," Tanne~ e~cused himself after 
he had settled Mina in a chair, vamshmg around a corner 
deeper into the apartment. She fidgeted, the awkward~ess 
inherent in entering a stranger's home for the first time 
overtaking all her senses. A flash of black caught.her eye 
as she studied the room, and a black cat slunk mto the 
room. He had a black cat. Of course he did. 

"Hello," Mina said, leaning down and stretching out 
her hand. The cat, a sleek, shiny, graceful thing, deigned 
to sniff her fingers, its luminous green eyes sliding shut. 



"I see you've met Leota," Henry laughed, reappearing 
in the doorway. The cat moved away from Mina to circle 
his ankles. He raised the bottle he was holding. "Care for 
a drink?" Mina squinted at the bottle's label. "It's 
apfelwein," Tanner explained. "When my family first 
moved to the States from Germany, they had an apple 
orchard, and fermented their own. I've got a bit of a soft 
spot for it " Mina allowed him to pour two glasses, and he 
gestured to the food. "Please, help yourself. I've got pork 
schnitzel, fried potatoes with rosemary, and Ellen's 
famous homemade dinner rolls." 

The nerves that Mina had felt on the way to Henry 
Tanner's apartment dissolved over the course of the 
evening. Ellen's dinner rolls were, unsurprisingly, 
delicious, and Tanner was much more of a 
conversationalist than Mina would have expected. He 
turned out to be very interested in histo1y; he knew almost 
everything about the historic status of the neighborhood, 
and the restoration of their building in particular. Mina 
was surprised to learn he knew so much about it, as a lot 
of the information would have been hard to come by in 
research. The evening passed much faster than Mina 
expected, and she was enjoying herself too much to 
recognize what a relief that was. 

"She's such a pretty cat," At a lull in the conversation, 
Mina found herself watching Henry's cat Leota as she 
slunk back into the dining room. Leota was. ~ruly a pretty 
at· she looked more like a witch's familiar out of a 

c ' th' . l storybook than a living, brea mg amma . 

"Actually, that reminds me," He straightened and 
turned to look at Mina. "I have to go away for a few d~ys, 
on business. If it's not too much trouble, would you mmd 
popping by once a day to make sure Leota h.as plen!Y t,o 
eat and drink?" If he'd asked before that mg~t, Mma s 
answer would have been a flat no. But somethmg about 
the evening, the surprisingly pleasant compan~ ~nd the 
supernaturally gorgeous cat had changed her op1mon. 

"Oh, that'll be great. Now I won't worry about her 
being all alone," Leota settled herself on the bench and 
blinked at Mina and Hemy. 

When she returned to her apartment, Mina was too 
tired to do anything but pull off her shoes before flopping 
onto her bed. Although she'd been worried about having 
dinner with Henry, it seemed like the evening had been 
exactly what she'd needed: a nice distraction, a whole 

night of normalcy. AB she turned over, too exhausted to 
even get under the blanket, there was a brief flash in 
Mina's mind of something she was forgetting, something 
that had bothered her. She closed her eyes, pushing it out 
of her mind. She was too tired, and too full of delicious 
food to care what her anxious subconscious was t1ying to 
tell her. 

AB her mind drifted back to the food, Mina 
remembered. Her eyes shot open, and she stared at the 
ceiling. Although Henry had served himself a full plate at 
dinner, and she dimly remembered him pushing things 
around with his fork, by the time she had gotten up to 
leave Mina was almost certain everything was still on his 
plate~ His glass of apfelwein, which he had raised several 
times, had still been full too. 
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Across 
1. Droops, like loose pants 
5. Country invaded by U.S. during both 
Bush presidencies 
9. N.G.0. once accused of spying on anti
apartheid and Arab-rights groups 
12. Art deco jazz club in Santa Fe 
14. Caesar who married Livia 
16. Feels good to be on it 
17. The "republic" in Republic, some say 
18. Turkish skewered meat 
21. Suppress 
22. Pakistan's version of the C.l.A. 
23. An ellipse has two 
24. Politically dominant religious sect 
during invasions of 5-Across 
25. Augustine Ave, Aquinas Blvd, or 
Anselm Dr, e.g. 
27. Ancient Greek city named after 
nymph 
29. Where friends are, if not on the outs? 
31. Took a test perfectly 
33. Guide for the perplexed 
34. Back 
35. Deposed leader of Libya 
38. Point where the sun crosses the 
celestial equator, according to Ptolemy 
40. Former Japanese prime minister 
assassinated in 2022 
41. National aptitude test in U.S., in 
short 
42. Tropical party 
43. '90s boy band, in short 

6 7 8 9 10 11 

44. Cliff dweller who spares Odysseus 
46. It's best kept small, like with sulky or 
overexuberant acquaintances 
50. City where Aeneas is told about the 
golden bough 
52. Wrestler Rocky who founded 
Benihana 
54. One of two Apostle brothers, a vowel 
removed 
55. Pine that's the state tree of New 
Mexico 
56. Like the mid-eighties, some once 
thought 
58. Questioned the reasoning 
60. Quite furious 
61. Question asked about unknown noise 
on roof 
62. Once eaten, one wants to forget 
home 
63. Betray 
64. Measure of strength, in an idiom 
65. Modern term for a layabout, 
originally an acronym in government 
surveys 

1. Suffix for "slowing" 
2. The Greeks had two 
3. Divine Christian knowledge 
4. Like a road, or a scarf 
5. Regularly relieves stress 
6. Feels penance and remorse 
7. National aptitude test in U.S., in short 

CROSSWORD 
· Theo McCormick ('25) 

8. As as itself 
9. Like Plato and democracy 
10. Language learning method "more 
like a game than a textbook" 
11. Graph which best fits the dataset, in 
stats. 
13. Signals a pitch 
15. Revised the record to favor oneself, 
as a journalist or politico 
19. A skull, literally 
20. Measurement taken by 
meteorologists and sommeliers 
24. Submarine movement that's deep 
and abrupt 
26. Slightest bit 
28. A Shakespeare play, misheard 
30. They're red or white, in the U.S. 
32. Ancient prophet considered false 
35. Prattle 
36. Part of diameter between the vertex 
and ordinate 
37. What Plato tries to do to relativism, 
some say 
39. Birth control method invented in 
1909 
45. Organ which catches cancer from 
smoking 
47. Helen put one in the wine, perhaps 
48. Legacy of both King David and 
Robert E. Lee 
49. Writer whose annual "Look-Alike 
Contest" is held in Key West (first 
name) 
5i. __ & Chandon, largest producer of 
Champagne in the world 
53. The duo in Italian 
55. Duo 
56. Birth state of 5 Civil War vets who 
became U.S. presidents 
57. __ Hubbard, sci-fi author and 
founder of Scientology 
59. Weary, as a smile 



HOROSCOPES 
Natasha Potemkin ('25) 

Virgo: Looks will be deceiving this month. Everything 
will be smoke and mirrors. Trust no one. The stars say 
watch your back. 

Libra: Extricate yourself from any sticky situation you 
may find yourself in. You do not need to face them head 
on, for it will just make life harder for you in the long run. 
Avoid confrontation. Avoid your feelings. Avoid! 

Scorpio: Your heart will be filled with love this month! 
Spread that love to the ones you hold dear, and they will 
give that love back to you! <3 

Sagittarius: Can you hear that? Listen close. That is the 
clock ticking on your time at St. John's. Make the most of it 
(or the worst of it). Just know that your time is not infinite. 

Capricorn: The weather may not be warm yet, but make 
sure to go outside. Get your steps in and see Santa Fe. The 
beauty of the world may change your perspective on life. 

Aries: A message om the stars: "Drop everything and 
take a solo cross country road trip. Go to Hershey, PA if 
you must." The timing may be inconvenient, but what the 
stars command, do. 

Taurus: You will be deeply unlucky in love, friendships, 
and academic endeavors this month. It may be in your 
best interest to drop out or take a gap year and discover 
your Truth. 

Gemini: If you believe it, this month will be yours for the 
taking! Your failures will be few and far between, and they 
will not drag you down. Instead, they will lift you up and 
strengthen your character. Yippee, my friend! 


