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Students Encounter Phone Problems
by Alfonso Kalinauskas

This is the first part of a two part series.
Although the new SMART PHONES 

have been at the College since the begin
ning of July, the majority of St. John’s 
students and faculty has had contact with 
them for only five weeks. These new 
phones have provoked many responses, 
which, in turn, have led to the promulgation 
of various rumors.

As a result of this change and its 
sundry consequences. The Moon has 
undertaken the responsibility to investigate 
the issues, in order to disseminate accurate 
information.

The natural question to ask initially is 
“Why did the administration decide to 
change the phone system?” Both Brian 
Valentine, Treasurer, and Chris Burke,
Head Switchboard Operator, list three 
factors; first, all of the school’s phone lines 
were being tied up; second; it was too 
expensive, in terms of both time and 
money, to reach students through the 
switchboard; and, third, the Annapolis and 
the Santa Fe campuses seek to offer similar 
opportunities to their students.

It is, perhaps, useful to extrapolate 
these reasons. With respect to the first 
factor, it is important to note that the 
College has only seven outside lines. There 
were 16 phones available for general 
student use, as well as the many phones that 
the administration accesses. Consequently, 
many different people were trying to utilize 
the limited number of phones, thereby 
prohibiting the administration from 
performing its functions, the on-campus 
students from calling whom they wanted, 
and board members, parents, and off- 
campus students from reaching whom they 
wanted; for everyone was receiving a busy 
signal. The system was just not sufficient 
to handle the volume of phone calls. Thus 
some change had to be effected. Otherwise, 
no one would ever be accommodated.

With respect to the second factor, the 
school received many complaints from 
parents and other people who were phoning 
long distance. In essence, they were being 
billed as soon as the switchboard operator 
answered the call. Subsequently, the school 
operator had to coimect the call and then the 
phone would ring an indeterminate number 
of times before it was answered, after which 
it took even more time to reach the student, 
thereby costing the caller a significant 
amount of time and money. Another 
complaint contributed to this factor.
Students could not be reached between 
midnight and 8 a.m.

With respect to the third factor, the two

Editorial Statement

Allow us to indulge, briefly, in some 
history. Ronald Reagan ran away with both 
the 1980 and 1984 elections. Jimmy 
Carter’s southern grin trampled Gerry Ford 
in 1976 and Richard Nixon would have 
beaten George McGovern by a landslide 
without burgling the Democratic National 
Headquarters. The last national election 
that was anywhere close to a tight race was 
when Hubert Humphrey lost to Richard 
Nixon in 1968. So what?

So for twenty years apathetic voters 
had an excuse, albeit a lame one. No one 
vote could make a difference, right? 
Probably wrong, actually, but this year this 
excuse simply does not apply. This race 
promises to be as close on election eve as 
any since 1960.

Nor are the candidates so politically 
similar that a voter can excuse himself on 
those grounds. Bush and Dukakis disagree 
on capital punishment, taxes, abortion, 
national defense, and foreign policy. This, 
again, is the first time in years that the

campuses seek to maintain parity; i.e. 
students on one campus should have 
roughly the same privileges the other one.

In order to solve these problems, the 
school examined various alternatives for 
over a year. One alternative was to expand 
the current PBX system, which would have 
cost between $20,000 and $25,000. This 
solution was impractical, as Mr. Valentine 
asserts, “We would be putting money into 
an old system that we want to replace.”

Even so, this alternative was almost 
chosen. For the school had yet to find any 
system that could accommodate its and the 
students’ needs.

continued on page 8

American public has been faced with such a 
substantial difference in pxilitical philoso
phy.

We have heard more this year, 
however, about piersonalities than issues: Is 
Bush a wimp? Is Dukakis a cold fish? 
These are reasonable questions, if some
what over-examined, compared to the 
oblivion to which pxilitical questions have 
been relegated.

No matter how you look at it, this year 
the questions are important and the 
proposed replies offer substantially 
different pictures of the world’s future.
The Moon believes that you have no 
excuse to avoid voting this year. Register. 
Vote.

If you fail to participate, you have no 
right to complain about the results.
Preserve your right to whine for the next 
four years. Register. Vote.

The librarian in the Peterson Library, 
Tracy Kimball, is a voter-registrar. 
Registering is easy. Register. Vote.

By November you may really care but 
you can’t vote if you don’t register by 
October 11. Register. Vote.

Register. Vote.



Letters to the Editor . ..
Junior Prank

To the Editor:
I was recently told that there is a nimor 

circulating on campus to the effect that 
there will be no Junior prank this year. To 
the extent that “prank” has come to mean a 
long expected party having a special theme 
and involving a surprise cancellation of 
classes, there will indeed be only one such 
prank this year, namely the Senior prank. 
However, we shall have two long weekends 
this year: one in April, as well as the one we 
have always had in the fall. Juniors may 
choose to schedule a special party during 
this new long weekend and jjermission will 
be given for this party, on assurance that 
College policies involving noise and 
alcohol are not violated.

The reason for this change is that two 
surprise cancellations of classes between 
spring vacation and commencement make it 
especially difficult for tutors to plan a 
reliable schedule for what they intend to 
cover in their classes. Such cancellations 
also interrupt continuity of discussion and 
learning.

It should be obvious that the addition 
of a second long weekend will give students 
as much time off, so to speak, as when there

continued on page 3
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Food Disgruntlement
To the Editor:

HEY MOMS! Did you know that 
you’re payin’ over $800.00 a semester so 
that your kids can eat this shit? Well, it 
doesn’t take a mat/i genius to figure out that 
13 grams of sugar in a one ounce (28 
grams) serving of Cap’n Crunch’s Crunch

Berries cereal is about half, and that if of 
the other half 10 grams are STARCH AND 
RELATED CARBOHYDRATES, then, 
well, you’re left with about 5 grams of 
somethin’ else probably along the lines of 
useless laboratory-derived vitamins and 
minerals.

HEY MOMS! Did you know that 
there’s a 7-11 in the center of the 
campus of your child’s school?
That is almost as good as the 
Bloomingdale’s located on the 
grounds of the Burke Rehab mental

continued on page 3

First Seminar
Dear Editor,

I write in response to the article 
“Nicotine Fit”

I have been known to appreciate 
cynicism and macabre humor. 
However, Mr. Kaplan’s attack on 
his seminar shows him as he truly 
is. I am amazed his classmates 
haven’t requested a mass transfer 
away from any seminar table he 
h^pens to grace.

Of course, first seminars may be 
doomed, but doomed in an 
interesting way. Esjjecially in a 
first freshman seminar, we all have 
a chance to see each other in the full 
glory (or full share) of pre-St.
John’s innocence. We might never 
have the chance again.

Mr. Kaplan seems not to have 
read the student manual. There is 
no rule forbidding loud groans in 
seminar, and although it might be 
impxilite, in a first seminar, 
anything goes. Yet for all I know, 
Mr. Kaplan might have been too 
busy attempting to convey to the 
tutors (by his stoic silence?) that he 
is not one of them, that he is 
special.

Mr. Kaplan, I look forward to a 
good conversation (or argument, if 
it must be) with you. Then again, 
you might drink my blood or gnaw 
my bones instead.

Consuelo Sanudo ‘92

All letters to the Editor ore 
printed as they are received.

The authors are solely 
responsible for their content.

Hey Moms!
Did you know...
that a serving of Cap’n Crunch’s 
Crunch Berries contains only 
13 grams of sugar?
That’s about two 
rounded teaspoons- 
ful, enough to make ^ ^
Crunch Berries Cereals 
wholesome blend of corn and 
oats taste great and stay crun
chy in milk. Yet a serving of 
Crunch Berries contains no 
more sugar than many other 
everyday foods.

SUGAR IN EVERYDAY FOODS

Canned spaghetti GRAMS PER
with sauce, ^SSfVING
1 cup --------

10.1

Cap’n Crunch, 
Crunch Berries 
1 oz. serving 
(without milk)

Frosted pop-up 
fruit tarts,
1 tart

Flavored gelatin, 
V? cup
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.. . Letters Continued
continued from page 2
institution in New York.

for that same $800.00 (if they want to), 
work industrial food making machinery,

and turn out food that usually turns 
out to be more palatable and a lot 
healthier than the strained, bland, 
garbage offered by their food 
service? And did you know that 
there are resources to create a not- 
necessarily-vegetarian co-op in the

NiiTwnoii WFomuTHM KR samM
CEREAL

SERVING SIZE: 3/4 CUP 1 OZ. {28g) ALONE OR WITH 1/? CUP 
VITAMIN D FORTIRED WHOLE MILK 

SERVINGS PER PACKAGE 15

HEY MOMS! Did you know that 
there are food cooperatives at most major 
universities where students trade workshifts

IHGWIHBITS: SUGAR, CORN FLOUR. OATaOUR, COCONUT 
OIL. BROWN SUGAR, SALT, NONFAT DRY MILK, NATURAL AND 
ARTIRCIAL FLAVORS, SODIUM CITRATE (A FLAVORING AGENT). 
DRIED WHEY, MAUC AOD (A FLAVORING AGENT), MONO AMO 
DIGLYCERIOES (EMULSIFIERS FOR UNIFORM DISPERSION Of 
OIL), NIACINAMIDE (ONE OF THE B VITAMINS), RED 40, 
REDUCED IRON. CALCIUM PANTOTHENATE (ONE OF THE 8 
VITAMINS), YELLOW 5, ZINC OXIDE (A SOURCE OF ZINC). 
YELLOW 6, PYRIDOXINE HYDROCHLORIDE (ONE OF THE B 
VITAMINS), THIAMINE MONONITRATE, BHA (A PRESERVA
TIVE), mBCF]AWIIU5UCACJDjlLUM//[TAM0^ ̂
C4R80HYDMTE WFOMIATIM

CEREALWITHMIU
STARCH AND RELATED

CARBOHYDRATES10 slog
SUCROSE AND

OTHER SUGARS13g19s

TOTAL CARBOHYDRATES23g298
OUR OUARARTBE; YOUR MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED JUST 
SEND THE ENTIRE TOP OR BOTTOM PANEL OF THIS BOX 
(WHICHEVER INCLUDES THE STAMPED MANUFACTURER'S 
CODE) ALONG WITH AN EXPLANATION OF WHAT YOU DID NOT 
LIKE TO: CONSUMER RESHMSE-2CCC AT ADDRESS BELOW.

Santa Fe area, even on the St. John’s cam
pus?

But, HEY MOMS I Did you know that 
that will never happen because the shithead 
conglomerate that runs the current food 
service runs a monopoly and is willing to 
build a 7-11 on campus to placate the dis
gruntled into renewing their contract?

Neil Burton ‘91

HOW MANY WORDS can you make from the letters in

CAP'N CRUNCH

.13. CP.^PCHh/
44 /

V ru/>jcw1

-1NK \
8 C^AP17 /

■> k; (Ni-IS. /

Prank
continued from page 2
was a cancellation of classes for 
Junior prank. If the Juniors decide 
to hold a party during this new long 
weekend, it will undoubtedly be a 
festive occasion. But some 
members of the College community 
will also appreciate being able to 
count on a long weekend long in 
advance, and some will undoubt
edly l<x)k forward to spending it 
away from the College.

This new arrangement is, I am 
told, the same as in Annapolis, 

where there is no Junior prank, but two long 
weekends instead.

from James Carey, Dean

Mascot
The Sl John’s soccer team is looking 

for a mascot in the style of Diogenes to 
berate the opposing teams, insult their fans, 
demean their accomplishments and to extol 
our paragonal virtues. A bathtub will be 
provided for you. Please contact Graham 
Redgrave if you are interested.

Search and 
Rescue

by John Povejsll

While the rest of the community here 
at S JC is just getting started with this 
schoolyear, it has been business as usual for 
the St. John’s Search and Rescue team. 
Already, since school ofiened, SAR has had 
three missions, one of which is going on at 
this writing.

Though the SAR charter requires that 
at least half of the members be students 
enrolled at the College, SAR counts in its 
membership both SJC students and locals 
from the Santa Fe area. This allows SAR to 
run smoothly while members from the 
College are on vacation. On account of the 
nature of this operation, members of the 
team are never really off-duty. This fact 
appears to be the essential determinant for 
becoming a member of the team, because 
the work it does usually takes place at the 
most inconvenient times.

According to Training Chairman, Reid 
Hayhow, a senior at SJC, this year has

continued on page 4
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Jeffers Runs Tender Loving Co-op
Plato once defined cookery as a 

“knack,” distinct from an “art.” This 
distinction seems to be confirmed by 
cafeteria connoisseurs on campuses across 
America; the complaint about mass 
produced food is fairly a universal joke.
Yet last year at Junior Prank, there was a 
noticeable upgrade, and the man responsible 
was Jason Jeffers. Today, Jeffers has been

SAR
continued from page 3
brought a promising number of new 
members into SAR. Because of the 
technical nature of this operation, and the 
fact that students are here for only four 
years, leadership positions are generally 
concentrated with seniors and juniors, that 
is, those who are more exporienced. The 
problem, according to Hayhow, is the 
replacement of leaders after they graduate. 
He says that there is no formal hierarchy to 
the organization; that those who are in 
leadership positions are those pjeople who 
want to be the most involved with SAR.

Hayhow also said that while many 
members have had training in programs like 
Outward Bound and The National Outdoor 
Leadership School, most, including himself, 
have not. fri fact, he said that many 
members of the team have gone on from 
here to teach in those pjrograms. For 
students, SAR is an excellent opportunity to 
learn wilderness skills and it is also a great 
way to balance out some of the abstract 
aspocts of the SJC ptrogram. As Hayhow 
said, one learns “to let nature be your tutor.”

In addition to being a service organia- 
tion, SAR has activities scheduled for 
members every weekend. These weekend 
trips generally include training exercises. 
One of the trips was a joint training exercise 
with United World College to see how other 
teams oporate in the field. SAR also has an 
equipment loan pjrogram which makes 
expensive gear available to members for 
free.

Finally, when members are called for a 
search, they are excused from their classes 
for the duration of the search. With this in 
mind, anyone interested in becoming a 
member should attend the SAR meeting 
held every Wednesday at 7:00 p.m. in the 
Junior Commons Room.

approached by Saga Don to do a co-op... 
or rather, to be the co-op. He will prepare 
soups for Mondays and Tuesdays, and one 
vegetarian entree on Fridays.

The quality of his cuisine, he main
tains, will be greater for the addition of a 
single ingredient.. .’TLC.”

“The puoblem with the food service is 
that they have only one cook to make five 
meals at one time. It’s not that their 
ingredients aren’t fresh-they are, and I’ll be 
using those ingredients when I’m not 
spjecial-ordering other bulk foods. But the 
reason the co-op was created was so more 
care could go into its pjreparation.”

Jeffers warns strict vegetarians that he 
will be using dairy pwoducts and eggs in his 
meals, though he reserves a deep fryer 
exclusively for vegetables. Apparently, 
some would sooner share a dog’s bathwater 
than consume oil contaminated with animal 
flesh.

In regards to other dietary considera-

by Eran Williams

Sally Weiner’s horses are big and 
strong. They won’t be contained in their 
stalls; they shouldn’t fit in a frame. Yet 
there they are in the St. John’s art gallery, 
ropjed and painted.

“Rapjed Horses,” the largest painting in 
the exhibit, presents a theme pn-ominent in 
much of Sally Weiner’s work: the relation
ship between artist and object. In the 
painting a devil stands like a stage hand 
behind a flat pastoral scene out of which run 
three horses. The horses stumble, trappjed, 
into the devil’s lair where equine nature is 
mutated into something red, human, and 
grotesque. A fawn seizes these wild things, 
one by the reigns, one by its newly formed 
arm. Although he holds the horses, he 
never grasps any of their horseness.

An artist, in producing a work, at once 
frees and captures his subject. Although the 
thing presented is given a voice it otherwise 
would not have, this voice is limited in 
range. This is a dilemma in which Ms. 
Weiner revels. Her inner landscapie 
demands representation but will not give up 
its unruly form. Thus in “Rapjed Horses” 
the horses are surprised as they leap out of 
their wilderness to find that it has become

tions, like cholesterol or calories, Jeffers 
intends to consult a nutritionist

He admits that cooking in bulk is 
vastly different than cooking for oneself— 
bulk food isn’t as physically appetizing, nor 
can measurements be quite as precise. 
However, Jeffers’ previous restaurant 
expjerience and his proficiency last Junior 
Prank bode well for him and our palates.

So if you see an index card scribbled 
“co-op” by the soup cauldron, or catch it 
parenthesized on the menu board, chances 
are good for a favorable repast. But Jeffers 
requests yoir input, via those notorious 
yellow “suggestion” cards. Address them 
to Jason Jeffers, or merely “Co-op.”

Perhaps, it was Plato’s fear that liberal 
artists, deceived by liberal knackers, 
become liberal snackers. But if the co-op 
can dispjel the predictable, mass dissatisfac
tion with mess-hall food, it will indeed take 
an art of cookery to do so.

two dimensional behind them. The limita
tions of representation are costly; the 
fullness of the horses’ three dimensions 
must be piressed onto a canvas, their bodies 
transferred into unjust shap>e.

The pwoblem of communicating 
p)ersonal vision b much the same as the one 
encountered in the language pirogram. To 
translate a word is to put in its place a 
different word. What strength, then, does 
the original word carry?

Ms. Weiner is an impressive artist in 
the strength she allows her original vision to 
retain in translation. She gives full force to 
her horses by applying emotion directly to 
canvas through a skillful juxtaposition of 
hot and cold colors. Also she gives her 
objects motion, letting them defy the 
stillness of dry p)aint. In these respjects she 
is somewhat similar to Francis Bacon and 
Chagall.

On the right of “Rapjed Horses” is a 
vision that the artist allows to remain in 
imrefined form. It is like a translation in 
which every other word is allowed to 
remain in the original. Although the scene 
is unearthly, it is familiar.

To the left of “Rap)ed Horses” is 
another theme of the compromise between 

continued on page 6

Examining Weiner's Perspective
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Captain Danger Debuts
by David Johnston

Ninety-three stories up, the 
fight was going badly and Jack 
Storm slowly began to think that he 
might actually lose this one.
Zorba’s minions seemed to get 
stronger and more dangerous every 
day.

In another thirty seconds Jack, 
known to millions as Captain 
Danger, found htmself leaning 
backwards over a staggering drop, 
holding a hostile, knife bearing fist 
inches from his sweaty face. His 
long, black cape flowed freely below 
him In the cool night air.

“This is it,” Jack thought to 
himself,”one more minute and i’m a 
goner!”

Jack’s life began to pass before 
his eyes. He saw himself practicing 
his mother’s tight rope walking 
routine with her. He saw himself 
helping his father with cm equation 
that would later be known as the 
chemical makeup of Saran-wrap. 
What a happy childhood he had 
had.

'Then he saw the funeral of his 
parents and heard his uncle 
explaining the robbery to some 
friends of the family.

That was when he had sworn to 
spend his life fighting crime and 
protecting the Innocent. He spent 
years training his body and his 
mind for the battle against evil; with 
the millions of dollars from the 
Saran-wrap Industry he did not 
have to worry about money.

Next the face of Freddie “Scoot" 
Vance, a young Journalist, floated 
across his consciousness. Scoot, 
curly headed and sharp as a tack, 
had quickly become his closest 
friend and only confidant. In his 
mind he heard Scoot’s voice urging 
him on: "Come on Cap'n D., you 
can do it! "

Finally, he heard the evil croak 
of his nemesis, Zorba, the power- 
mad genius and financier.

"Aie, Si£ Yoo PaotaxSl”
The crazy Greek’s face haunted 

his dreams. Because of Zorba, Jack 
had found himself In numerous 
situations similar to this one.

TO THIS ONE! Jack suddenly 
snapped out of It. The knife was 
almost to his face!

Then It came to him like a 
flash. 'The tendons In his 
assailant’s arm could be used 
against him! Quick as a flash 
Jack’s powerful right hand shot to 
the henchman’s forearm and 
squeezed with a vlcelike grip. 
Almost as If by magic the meaty 
hand opened and the knife plum
meted earthward. The thug was so 
confused that he stood straight up. 
His eyes bugged a foot from his 
apelike skull. Captain Danger lost 
no time. In one fluid movement he 
sent the criminal to trial, with 
physics as the jury, and pavement

by George Popham

Does this conversation sound familiar?
“So how was the movie?”
“Oh, it was great.”
“Really? What was so great about it?”
“Just believe me. Go see it.”
I know how frustrating this reply can 

be, and I am well aware of the fact that it is 
my job to review the movie; but if I 
thought I could possibly get away with it, 
this review would end right after a simple 
yet passionate exhortation to go see the 
film. I just can’t do that, however, so I’ll 
grudgingly give some idea of just why this 
film is well worth your five dollars.

Imagine the Mojave Desert. Now 
imagine a fat German woman walking 
down a lonesome highway dragging her 
luggage behind her and sweating profusely. 
'This is Jasmine; she has just left her 
husband in the middle of their trip across 
America. So Jasmine walks to the Bagdad 
Cafe, and she meets Brenda, a black woman 
who in her own ragged way rules the 
Bagdad Cafe. It would really be pointless 
for me to say any more about the film; I 
really do feel it would be wrong for me to 
get in the way by saying anything more 
about the plot. It’s not that there are any 
great surprises, it’s just that the film itself 
could do a far better job than I. I could tell

as the executioner.
Standing, Jack Storm was 

much more Imposing. Six-one and 
wiry of build. Captain Danger wore 
all black, including his mask and 
wlngtlps. His slick, jet hair 
matched the gleam of the .38 
caliber revolver at his waist.

In response to a loud noise 
behind him. Jack spun on his heel 
just in time to see Scoot burst 
through the roof entrance.

"What ...happened, Cap'n?" 
Scoot was out of breath.

‘Never forge! those high schooi 
bioiogy iectures. Scoot,” mumbled 
Jack as he brushed past the 
youngster, on his way to the stairs.

To be continued. . .

you, but the film will show you—not 
because it is complex or clever, but because 
it was done genuinely, gently, and I would 
even go so far as to say it was done 
lovingly.

The odd couple match-up of Jasmine 
and Brenda is not the most original idea 
ever to grace the screen, and I am sure the 
cynics out there are already dubious about 
any film that sounds like it might be a little 
too nice, but this movie transcends that and 
lets you love it. These are real pteople; they 
sweat and don’t look beautiful. They are 
flawed—sometimes closed minded, 
sometimes prejudiced. But in spite of 
human frailty these characters paint a 
picture of the magic of existence. You 
can’t help but love these people: Brenda, 
Jasmine, and a whole array of truckers, 
tattoo artists and other local oddities that 
round out the film. This film will let you be 
comfortable with some things at which you 
might otherwise snicker. This film will 
allow you to use the word “magic” without 
feeling silly. You might even find yourself 
pondering questions like, “on what basis do 
people accept each other anyway?” or, 
“How can two perspectives, so different 
begin to see the same things?”. Bagdad 
Cafe is a hojjeful film that just might point 
toward answering questions like these, in 
ways that you would hope are true.

”Bagdad Cafe, Driver
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Only Dead Things Go Downstream
by Happy Kitchen

Let me tell you a story ‘bout the 
old Pecos river. Imagine ya hear 
banjo plcklng-the rivers’ current 
whlsltes an old folk tune. The 
clouds are pillows for a sleepy sky. 
Inbreeding is as natural as skiing 
and farm animals are rarely eaten. 
The towns along the river are 
comprised of people who are 
identified by their father’s last 
name. 'The Pecos river means fish
erman, and fisherman means one 
who catches fish.

Now into this oil painting, soon 
will ride Dimitri Seletzsky and his 
four friends. Now telling a stoiy 
about the old Pecos, or about 
fishing, for that matter, without 
telling a little anecdote here and a 
little history there about Dimitri 
Seletzsky is like drinking pepto 
bismol when you're healthy as a 
trout. What 1 mean to say is that 
telling a tale about a man’s liveli
hood without speaking of the man, 
is like frying grits without a pan, or 
eating your horse when ya still got 
your dog, or dancing naked to a 
13th century Gregorian chant when 
ya ain’t sure whether it’s in mode 
one or three.

Any way Dimitri Seletzsly was 
known to all the fish from the 
smallest pond to the largest bodies 
of water, l.e. the Atlantic ocean. 
Pacific ocean, Indian, etc. . . ., as a 
very merciful fisherman. Dimitri 
would seldom actually kill the fish. 
What 1 mean by this is that he 
would throw the fish back after he'd 
catch ’em. The fish look upon this 
unique ritual as a sort of carnival 
ride; they gathered in schools about

Dimitri whenever he came to fish in 
order to be elevated into the air, 
soar free for a few seconds, delude 
themselves for a short while, and 
try to convince themselves that they 
were free forever from their watery 
jail.

As the car rolled over 
fisherman’s bridge, the fish, brown 
trout, rainbow trout, brook trout, 
lake trout, silly trout, fake trout, 
real trout, yuppy trout, plaque 
trout, antldlsestabllshmentaiianlsm 
trout and all sorts of gold fish began 
to leap, bacchlc, out of the water in 
almost orgasmic anticipation of 
their friend, Dimitri.

Shum McShane (a man whose 
name backwards almost spells 
Nature’s mom, that is if you take 
out the c, k and h and add a whole 
bunch of other letters) in a whining 
tone asked Dimitri if we could back 
up and fish at a place we had 
already passed. It was from that 
moment in the car that we (1 was 
there) knew Dimitri’s temper and at 
the same time empathy for fish. 
“ONLY DEAD THINGS GO DOWN 
STREAM FOOLir he yelled, flung 
open the door, leaving us speech
less and ashamed. All at once 
when we opened the car door, the 
resounding echo of a thousand 
almost too-cute, Uspy fish voices 
filled our ears in a one word song.

“DlMITWl!” “DIMITRWII” 
“DIMITWI IS HERW!" “HURWAY 
WELAUVEHIM” “DIMITWI 
DOESNT KILL YOU. HE JUST 
THROWS YOU BACK!" “HURWAY, 
DIMITWI!!!"

Shum, myself, Dave Brown and 
Robert Loftls II forded our way to 
the center of the river and began to
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understand the futility of our inten
tions. The fish only wanted Dimitri.

Dimitri in a blinding flash went 
skipping up stream, rod in hand, 
keeping the beat to a chorus of a 
thousand applauding dorsal fins 
and tails. He was lost to us for the 
time being.

However, we noticed we weren’t 
alone. A bit down stream stood a 
very strange man. happily humming 
the tune of the Itsy bltsy spider but 
replacing the word spider with the 
unfamiliar word snlgy, and when he 
was supposed to sing, “out comes 
the sun," he sang, “I am the great
est fisherman." Upon hearing us, 
he jolted to his left and fell seaward. 
As he recovered we could make out 
his remarkable features. His front 
Up seemed glued to his upper teeth, 
inclined at the same angle as the 
brim of his hat which was tilted 
upwards. His gear was indescrib
able, his fishing pole was bent and 
lineless.

Dave Brown ventured, “How’s 
the fishing?"

Without a pause, the man 
began, speaking as only the most 
memorable cartoon character 
might, lisping and pronouncing his 
r’s as w’s.

“I HAVE CAWT FXDRW BROWN 
TWOUT, EIGHTEEN LAWGE 
MOWTH STHNIGIES, FXDURWTEEN 
DAMZELS IN DISTHSTRWESTH, 
SIXTY EIGHT FLYING STHAUCERS, 
THIS BEING A WEMARKABLE 
EVENT, FOR I HAVE NOW

continued on page 7

Weiner's Perspective
continued from page 4

horse and human. In this painting two half
human, half-horse figures seem to be 
experiencing the pain and elation of 
metamorphosis. Here the figures are 
presented in both beauty and ugliness, and a 
human ambassador, a person from our 
world, enters the edge of the painting to 
offer a hand to the foreign beasts. This is 
the artist’s task—to be the mediator 
between those things too wild to compre
hend and our senses which require solidity. 
Sally Weiner ably enunciates the connun- 
drum and presents some solutions.
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Play Crazy 8’s
by Jason Spainhower

“DE simply means doing whatever you 
do in the easiest most relaxed way you can 
manage which is also the quickest and most 
efficient way as you will find as you 
advance in DE.”—^W. S. Burroughs, 
Exterminator!

At this point, the tyro may pause and 
look to the master expecting some sign.
Now you, dear reader, will instead be 
appraised of the pioint of this column. This 
is an attempt to deal with recorded music. 
Yes, we have here a music column of sorts. 
My sorts.

First on the agenda—the new Crazy 
8’s live set. It’s called Big Live Nut Pack, 
and it’s just that. I can’t say the music is 
easy to describe, because it varies so much. 
Is it rock steady? Or two tone? Or even 
bluebeat? I’ve decided that it comes closest 
to ska. But even calling it ska misses 
something. This music is bristling with 
horns, screaming guitars (mixed in, instead 
of on top) and punchy rhythms. In purely 
instrumental terms the album is superb-the 
horns are tight, the rhythm section perco
lates, and the solos from all sides display

continued from page 6
PERWMANENTLY STHWAYED AN 
AGE LONG DEBATE AS INFAMOUS 
AS THE CHICKEN AND THE EGG; 
SEVEN MUMMYS, TTURWrY TWO 
AWRMADIOESTH, AND ONE 
BEAWTIFAULY ADORNED UNI
CORN, THIS BEING FORTUNATE 
FOR I HAVE PROOVED THE 
EXISTANTH OF AN ANIMAL 
THOUGHT ONETH TO BE FIC
TIONAL, AND OF COURSE EIGHT
EEN STHNIGIES."

We left the man still obliviously 
bragging, not so much in horror.

good taste and tact. That fact alone 
wouldn’t make this album worth listening 
to, but the songs are even better than their 
playing. They manage to remain politically 
correct, passionate, and reasonable, but 
avoid the dark pit of despair many politi
cally correct records fall into. Their 
positive mental attitude runs through the 
grooves and into your brain. This is the 
best of real dance music, the kind that grabs 
the feet and pulls one into ecstasy. It is 
available either as a two LP set or as a two 
CD set with four extra songs. One of the 
CDs is smaller than the other, so I strongly 
recommend the CD.

Divine-Maid in England. Buy or die. 
NOW. Inspirational verse: “Shut the door, 
and take a giant step for you and all 
msrldt\A.”-YouThinkYou re aMan. The 
best, and last disk from the Lady Divine. 
All of your favorite hits, including a new 
mix of I'm So Beautiful. Will wonders 
never cease?

The follow qualifies as a plug. The 
Accused have finally made an album 
worthy of their immense talents. It’s called 
Martha Splatterhead’s Maddest Stories 
Ever Told, and it’s pure splatter rock

but more out of curiosity as to 
where Dimitri had gone. We found 
him reading Moby Dick to the 
enjoyment and horror of a school of 
fish. He finished the story, wished 
them a good night and walked with 
us back to the car. We knew he 
was far away from us, in a place we 
could never know. As we left the 
Pecos, the sun slid into the moun
tains as a subway token into a 
turnstile. It wasn’t till night that we 
reached campus, and it wasn’t till 
now that I’ve told anyone else this 
story.

throughout. Blaine (vox) sounds like rats 
gnawing the inside of your skull, Tom 
(guitar) is still the fastest chigga chigga in 
the world, and Dana and A1 push it all 
along like sticking your head into the 
blender. There isn’t anything as funny as 
“Fucking for Bux” of the second EP, but 
then there isn’t anything as stupid, either.
As intense as anything I’ve heard this year. 
If you like your music aggro, forget all the 
poseurs on the radio, this is pure rabid all 
the way through. Special merit award: a big 
thumbs up for the cover of Ten Years 
After’s I'd Love to Change the World.

The new Soordgarden EP is out on 
Sub-pxjp. The next record will be on A & 
M, and Soordgarden will be the NEXT 
BIG THING, so you had better buy this one 
before it costs a fortune. Critics used to 
compare them to Led Zappelin but then 
they got out some Zep albums and 
remembered how stupid they were. This is 
what they should have sounded like. Pick 
hit: Swallow My Pride. The Screaming 
Life EP is also still available, so get both, 
they’re small.

“All of you are fixin’ to die, me, I’m 
just fixin’ to live,” U-Men, Green Trumpet. 
Stop Spinning EP (OOP).

---------Rare Bear---------
1303 Cerrilos Road 988-3531

CDs, Records, Cassettes, Posters, etc. 
10% Discount with Student I.D.
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Soccer
by Happy Kitchen

I sing of soccer and Duncan dough
nuts, of a people brave and well read. I sing 
of a journey to a strange land called Socorro 
New Mexico, where shades, soulless 
bodies, living in Motel 10-like dorms, gather 
furtively in cells and pour libations on their 
computers.

Tell me the reason, oh Muse, why such 
great soccer players as Haugan the great, 
Redgravious, shepherd of the people, the 
god-like Haurtzogious, Skalka the swift 
footed, Clintonous king of men and Vince 
had to fall on that foreign ball field.

There was an ancient doughnut chain 
named after a people called the Dunes.
Their founding king Duncan, son of 
Byproducts, descendant of the god-like 
Nausius and the terrible Servus, built up a 
large empire that was fated to one day delay 
the Johnnie people with its horrible service 
long enough so that they would miss their 
first soccer game (this was also, in part, due 
to the time it took to make Skalka’s two 
broccoli and cheese croissants). Angered 
by their ill fate and fresh for war, the heroes 
greedily ate their sun melted Saga limches.

Help me now goddess to recount the 
murderous battle that occurred and the 
brave deeds obscured by history’s veil of 
mourning. Donus of the sweet smell 
valiantly took up the rear position and 
fended off the enemies’ attack of round 
spherical missiles. Haugan the great and 
Redgravious along with Jeffus, son of god, 
Billus the great-hearted, and Bloomus of no 
definable modifier, entrenched themselves 
and fended off the barbarian’s charges. 
Hartzogus, Skalka and Vince led the 
onslaught, ravaging the enemy.

What god was it that first set 
Hartzogus and Vince upon one another? 
Vince: I gotta love people who play 
Spanish music during a soccer game. 
Hartzogus: Not that way will I be guUed, 
brave as you are Vince. Take me in would 
you? Try to get around me? To this staff I 
swear a day will come when every Johnnie 
soccer player will groan to have me back!

At that point the aged and wise 
Davebelongus rose up and separated the 
men.

“When I was a young man, I lived in 
the country of Annapolis with the many 
great legends you have heard teU about.
Men who could kick soccer balls four times 
the size of any man today. I played with

god-like and fearless men such as Dave 
Shallerus, John Laverous, McNabus, 
Popodopolae, the elder MeShane and 
Lynchus son of 2^us, men better than you. 
So my advice to you, Hartzogus, is to drink 
a lot of cheap beer and to you, Vince, is to 
trade in your Porsche for a folk guitar.”

Both of the heroes took the aged man’s 
words to heart but neither could overcome 
his anger. Hartzogus, friend of purposes, 
took himself out of the game, and with his 
friend from childhood, Kevinus of the 
embarrassing birthmark, watched the 
spectacle from the sidelines. To this Vince 
just struck his tongue out and said nanny 
poo poo. The battle continued.

Who was the first and last man whom 
the Absolute Oliverus slew? The first was 
the fearless Whimpus, befriender of 
barnyards, who stood a full head shorter 
than anyone else on the field. The next was 
Toenailus, imitator of jwgo sticks. Then 
came the giant brothers Wormus and Fred, 
Oliverus’s soccer ball plunged through both 
the brothers’ sphincters and exited through 
their necks taking with it their freshly 
ripened Adam’s apples. Oliverus’s final 
slaying was that of the Osmund family.

Phone Problems
continued from page 1

Both AT&T and Mountain Bell 
declined to install more phones at the 
school since the profit margin would not be 
sufficient, despite the projected use tables 
that Chris Burke presented both companies.

Finally, someone recommended 
Operator Assist Network (OAN). OAN has 
bases in California, Arizona, and New 
Mexico. The school checked OAN’s 
references extensively, thereby discovering 
that OAN offers many services that are 
useful to the College and its students. For 
example, OAN offers the school a commis
sion (25 cents) on every long distance call; 
whereas AT&T does not offer any commis
sion until the volume exceeds 6000 calls a 
month. Moreover, OAN allows individuals 
to charge their calls to AT&T, Mastercard, 
Visa, or American Express accounts.
People who have MCI, Sprint, etc. can also 
access these lines following their normal 
procedures. Another bonus is that for local 
calls, the SMART PHONES allow one to 
talk for 15 minutes for one’s 25 cents 
instead of AT&T’s standard five.

There are, nevertheless, definite 
problems with this new system; as with 
anything new, there are bugs to be worked 
out.

Night’s hands slid themselves over 
Aurora’s eyes and Sleep came. The black 
sky with all its stars made the heroes feel as 
if they were inside a perforated panty hose 
container. The Johnnies lost themselves in 
wine and good talk and, in fact, Redgravi
ous and Jeffus, collector of tissues, had 
intercourse till morning. The next day 
Hartzogus forgot his part and joined the 
game. Then an auger of heavy portent 
appeared to the Johnnies. Two Fat men 
dressed in Too-toos, smoking cigars, 
apiproached Clintonius and asked him how 
many baseball cards he had. The two men 
were subsequently chased off the field and 
the game continued. [As I am typing my 
article on the computer, Ben Scheidal, my 
roommate, yells over to me from his larger 
part of the room that sneezing is the second 
most pleasing thing next to having an 
orgasm. I am in no mood to continue my 
article.]

Well... we lost our three games, but 
we lived a little.

And so they performed the funeral rites 
of Alfonso, forgetter of sports articles.

Notice from the Editors 
The Moon recognizes a deep 

responsibility to provide the St. 
John’s College community with 
a truly open forum. All articles, 

therefore, will be accepted for 
consideration, and only those 
that are legally actionable will 

not be printed. We also reserve 
the right to edit the grammar of 

any submission. We under
stand that we run the risk of 
publishing articles that our 

readers may find objectionable, 
either In style or content. We 

hope that those readers who are 
strongly effected by any article, 
whether Impressed or scandal
ized, will take the time to write 

a letter to the editor.

All submissions should be 
typed or neatly printed, double 
spaced, and sent via campus 
maiil to The Moon. Writers 

who have an Apple Macintosh 
at their disposal are encour
aged to submit articles on 
diskette; the disk will be 

returned In a timely fashion. 
The deadline for the next Issue 

is
Monday, October 10.
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