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Student Review Board: What Is It? Who Are They?
By  Mike  DiMezza , '98
(Paragraph to be read in your best David 
Brinkley)

Well, ladies and gentlemen, the 
grandstanding is over and the speech-ifying 
is over with it. No more roller-skated candi-
dates kissing babies; no more handshakes 
met with empty promises. As you read, the 
ballots have already been counted, and the 
political machine is relentlessly grinding 
toward. Keeping true to history, this week’s 
elections reveal that there are winners and 
there are losers. And so, without further 
adieu, I would like to congratulate the 
newest Representatives to the Student 
Review Board: Matt Johnston (senior), tuid 
Jennifer Rogers (junior), as well as the 
Alternates Ming Fu (junior), Janene Santo 
(junior), and Kevin Blankenship (sopho-
more).

Okay, great you’re saying, the vote 
is through, and the representatives have 
been elected, but what is the Student Review 
Board? Let me begin to answer this ques-
tion with a simple proposition: this is our 
college. That being the case, we should not 
expect others to maintain its standards for 
us. We as a community hold that responsi-
bility ourselves. Last year, the student body 
decided (by vote) that a student maintained 
review board could allow the community to 
take more responsibility for itself. With 
this, the community said that it wanted a 
chance to resolve its difficulties before they 
went to the Assistant Dean. The Student 
Review Board is, therefore, a body which 
helps administer the rules of the Student 
Handbook. It is also a forum through 
which other oanflicts within the community

can be mediated.
The Board, like the American judi-

ciary system, is reactive: it does not solicit 
petitions, it only hears those it receives. In 
order to access it then, someone must bring 
a petition before it. The Board can only 
receive petitions from either members of 
the student body, or the Assistant Dean. 
Upon accepting a petition, the Board will 
then mediate an open hearing in order to 
help resolve the problem. In truth however, 
I hope that no one submits a petition this 
year. I hope that the Board is not needed. 
Which is to say, I hope that we all will be 
good and decent to one another, and as a 
result, that we will simply enjoy our com-
munity to the fullest extent and with all its 
opportunities. Thanks again to everyone 
who participated, candidates and voters

EICHMAN. '98 " fBy  Chri s  Reichman , '98

I find, that once again, I am in the majority. I want a drink. 
I usually take full responsibility, or plead the fifth on this desire, but 
this time the blame falls on those tenacious teutonic trancendental 
tinkerers. That’s right, systimic philosophy has once again reared 
its hydra-heads of identity. Reading Hegel, I feel like the invisible 
man, one minute I’m here, the next, whoosh.

This realm of doubting the obvious was bom with the first 
lunatic to confuse a bizarre dream with reality, Descartes. This 
black arcana really only reaches the true height of its sinister malev-
olence with those pernicious Germans. The rise to power though 
was begun by a good man seduced to the dark side.

Picture the scene (fade-in): A cozy Edinburg pub near the 
sweeping towers of the university. A pleasant little hard-drinking 
Scot lecturer is enjoying a game of backgammon and a boiler-maker 
of stout and Scotch with his uproarious friends. They stay late into 
the night thinking (blearily), and speaking (with slurs) of the fine 
old realms of philosophic truths. It is the picture of a happy and 
sane warrior of the mind.

The next evening, though, we see this fine Highlander 
crouched over an uncomfortable desk in a back-ache wooden chair, 
furrows crease his mighty brow as he grapples with the temptation 
in his own mind. He can see the lure of power in the devils of cyni-
cal philosophy. Their battle for his mind and soul is overwhelming. 
Without a steadying shot of the sauce he makes his decision. And 
so is the process of Hume’s seduction dramatized by any rational 
fellow drinker.

The first and greatest of philosophers, the bearded gadfly, 
Socrates, smartly avoided the problem of identity by ignoring it and 
drinking heavily. Notice a theme here? History appears to be 
telling our impressionable conscience that the best way to escape the

three asprin migraine of idiotic cynicism taken too far is to destroy 
those malignant brain cells which constipate the mind.

If one of your friends began to spend his or her Friday 
evenings in deep reflection designed to prove personal existence, or 
chart the topography of a human navel (not using the tongue), you 
would feel the immediate need to drag them out of this abyss to the 
nearest company of hard-quaffing mental suicide artists available, 
namely a St. John’s dorm party or the Green Onion.

I am personally convinced that this is the reason every 
decent philosopher surrounded himself with companions of a sim-
pler sort. No, these cronies are the philosopher’s support group. 
Their task is to keep the resident deep thinker on course and off the 
wagon.

This association, or Philosophers Anonymous group, is 
even more necessary when there is no singularly shining Chief 
Executive Officer of mental puttering. The competition that this sit-
uation fosters can tempt even the bravest and brightest of bar-room 
wisdom lovers to dabble in the black arts. Please, I plead with every 
member of Philosophers Anonymous from the lowest cheap drunk 
to the deans of mixology, even to the auxiliaries of ‘tobacco’ bong 
believers, to please save your loved ones from the evils of this bad 
juju thinking. Buy them a drink, and smile contentedly while they 
muse with glassy eyes on the nature of virtue and love.

And remember, if they don’t get help from use, please 
make sure they get help somewhere.

Chistopher “Bruce” Reichman will be applying for a posi-
tion in the philosophy department at the University ofWallamalloo, 
in Wallamalloo, Australia.
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^iana (5aves ^he ^ioyals

By  Stephe n  Conn , *98

Sad as it is to say, thanks to the by now inextricable influence 
of television and sensationalist media, society is swiftly entering a 
post-literate age, where the sound-bite is the limit of our attention- 
spans, and image increasingly has the final say on how the public 
interpretes events. The proper expression, the right clothes, such 
aspects often define public opinion far beyond whatever four hun-
dred words in an article might say to the contrary. So whether the 
Royal family’s decision to give Princess Diana a grand state funeral 
was perfunctory because of her title, or represented 
the act of a character more humane, makes little dif-
ference to the refurbished image they have created 
for themselves in the process.

In my decision to plop down in front of the 
set in Upper Commons that Friday night to watch the 
live all-night broadcast of the funeral, rather than the 
litany of re-runs that were sure to follow, the tabloid- 
enhanced vice and virtues of Diana were certainly a 
compelling factor, but even they were peripheral to 
the chief significance of the funeral: its spectacle, 
perhaps the greatest spectacle thus far of the decade 
(votes for Mike Tyson’s chomp will be counted).

Such media spectacles by now of course 
have their antecedents, and by watching that live 
broadcast I was fully conscious that I was trying to 
evoke a connection with historic event in the way 
that my parents must have in the aftermath of the 
Kennedy assasination; television as the meeting point 
of our generations’ emotions, I suppose. But the 
feeling of connection was there; be it through the net-
works’ own sense of self-reference or no, the procession that wound 
its way through the streets of London, Diana’s casket accompanied 
by royal guard on horseback, and her two sons, brother, and ex-hus-
band walking in solemn file behind her, seemed nearly the mirror 
image of Kennedy’s casket, with brothers and wife in tow, being 
conveyed down Pennsylvania Avenue.

But the Kennedy analogy needs to be extended further. 
Thanks to the emphasis on assasination conspiracy theories and end-
less replays of the Zapruder film where JFK’s blurry image is cut 
down by someone’s bullets, who of our generation readily recalls 
anything that was done during his actual administration? Our first 
image of him is of the slain charismatic martytr, with perhaps a 
touch of the womanizer that has been emphasized of late. The 
media-made mass participation in Diana’s funeral (an estimated 2.5 

billion viewers), and the images of that day that will be 
replayed in perpetuity, produces a similar effect for the 
one mourned and for those who play the most promi-
nent role in her send-off. Regardless of whatever snip-
py remarks her brother made about the Royals at the 
service, or the Queen’s perceived coldness in her con-
dolences, in the end it becomes Beautiful Diana as 
martyr to the villanous papparazi (however neccesary 
she had found them to maintain her celebrity in the 
past), while memories of strife between her and the 
Royal family grow dim amidst the solemn pomp of 
their “she was one of us after all” services.

The Royal family could not have imagined better 
p.r. The death of the Queen or the coronation of 
Charles would have done little to efface the image of 
the Royal family as a scandal-ridden joke that is past 
its usefulness, but by mourning the beloved Diana so 
prominently all that seems at issue now is how will her 
eldest son, the highly photogenic William, adjust to his 
future role as monarch; thus the idea of the monarchy 
as a necessity is resusciated well into the twenty-first 

century. The Royals have purchased a secure piece of pop culture 
with this show, ensuring future interest in their collective fate. 
Perhaps in the end it matters little whether the issues that embroiled 
the Royals lately are remembered beneath their new sheen of 
mournful respectability. Camilla-Parker-Bowles after all is hardly 
the Peace Corps, much less the Cuban missle crisis.
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COFFEE SHOP CREDIT! COFFEE SHOP CREDIT!

COFFEE SHOP OR DINING HALL FOOD IS NOW EASIER THAN EVER TO BUY, JUST 
BUY COFFEE SHOP CREDIT IN $50 INCREMENTS AT THE TREASURER'S OFFICE 
THROUGH SEPTEMBER. STARTING OCTOBER 1 CREDIT CAN STILL BE PUR-
CHASED BY CASH OR CHECK FROM FOOD SERVICE. THOSE WITH COFFEE SHOP 
AND DINING HALL CREDIT WILL BE GIVEN SPECIAL DISCOUNTS THROUGHOUT 
THE YEAR. PLEASE ASK A COUNTER WORKER FOR DETAILS!
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Why All Sophomores Should Be Yearning for Monday
By  Jacob  Keller , 98

The significance of this Monday, 
September 22nd is this: the sophomores read 
their first installment of the author whom 
Montaigne bills as most crucial to read, even 
over Plato, Aristotle, or The Book. One will 
see, most certainly, that Montaigne is 
absolutely right if one reads this author 
closely enough. This author is constantly 
swimming through the Junior year readings; 
it would be easy to rattle off ten references 
to him (Hume, Rousseau, and Shakespeare, 
to name a few). One might say that he is 
really the medium through which the west-
ern conversation undulates, or that, like the 
Old Testament, his writings quietly and 
firmly state their profundity to the reader’s 
intuition, yet deny any facile explanation to 
the intellect. The manner of story-telling is 
as a crystal, or a Pascal’s Triangle of people 
and human relations-of what it is to be 
human, in general. So who is this small-
town Greek sage, writing in the ashes of 
fallen Athens, whose grandfather, a doctor, 
knew the cook for Antony’s fabulous feasts? 
Plutarch!

What, really, is so great about 
Plutarch? Until one has empirical knowl-
edge of Plutarch’s greatness, one must go by 
hearsay. Many people worship Shakespeare 
not only for his fleet-footed language but 
also for his insistent under-structures.

Shakespeare’s plays, however, are merely 
hearsay of the greatness of Plutarch, or are 
like the restored ceiling of the Sisteine 
chapel: what art lay under the plaque and 
nitre of antiquity, Shakespeare simply 
exposed again in fresh colors, as it should be 
seen. Plutarch was the Michelangelo of 
worldliness. Shakespeare derived his 
ancient history plays from the crusty North 
translation of Plutarch’s Lives (incidentally, 
there is a lovely many-volume version of 
this not-so-lovely translation in the oversize 
shelving in the library—lots of creepy prints 
of sultry naked women around hallowed 
heads of noble men—see in particular the 
Life of Numa). One might also say that 
Shakespeare’s themes are derivatives of 
Plutarch’s, and that their projects are similar 
(not that it is clear what that project might 
be). In any case, Shakespeare liked Plutarch 
enough to become a playwright in order to 
restore Plutarch to his original lustre.

Enough hearsay? Perhaps a short 
quote from Pericles, a life we regrettably do 
not read here (although they do in 
Annapolis) will pique the reader:

But virtue, by the bare statement of 
its actions, can so ajfect men’s minds as to 
create at once both admiration of the things 
done and desire to imitate the doers of them. 
The goods of fortune we would possess and

would enjoy; those of virtue we long to 
practice and exercise. We are content to 
receive the former from others, the latter we 
wish others to experience from us. Moral 
good is a practical stimulus; it is no sooner 
seen, than it inspires an impulse to practice, 
and influences the mind and character not 
by a mere imitation which we look at, but by 
the statement of the fact creates a moral 
purpose which we form.

What to make of this? It is hard to 
say. In the end, perhaps the best thing about 
Plutarch is the sheer delight one experiences 
when reading him: he can be chatty, idio-
syncratic, mystifying.

Please be informed of another 
important date, which is September 26th, 
when Linda Wiener will give a lecture on 
Plutarch entitled “Reading Plutarch Like A 
Book.” I have heard some of her ideas, and 
am excited to hear about more of them, in 
detail. Apparently nobody in the schools 
reads Plutarch in the same way as Ms. 
Wiener, which is exciting to me. I am look-
ing forward to the lecture.

As for translations, most are the 
Dryden, which is fine. The Loeb transla-
tion, however, can be a little more faithful, 
although not always.
Long live Plutarch!

By  Anna  Chri ste nbur y , '00 Of
Tragedy is not limited to isolated occurences of disasterous 

events. Alas! Tragedy is also a lifestyle. Throughout the history 
of the world a select few have chosen to lead the pious life of 
tragedy and pain. There also exists that rare breed of the tragic 
who have not made a conscious decision to become tragic, but are 
instead tragic by nature. Many of this breed are not aware of their 
tragic essence- which in turn is all the more tragic, thus adding to 
their tragedy (it is quite a viscious cycle!) But despair not! (At 
least not yet...) We are here to help make you aware of your own 
unrealized potentiality for tragedy!
How Can I Benefit From Tragedy?
~ Lead an isolated, lonely life 
~ Learn the fine art of skulking 
~ Shun the daylight 
~ Become hated by the masses 
~ Develop a feeling of general superiority 
~ Perfect the art of sarcasm
~ Practice sophistry and neo-psuedo-intellectualism 
~ Become morose and sardonic 
~ Die of consumption
How Can I Become Tragic? (How Do I know If I’m Tragic?)

The following are many of the attributes that one of the tragic breed 
might possess:
-insecurity -painful shyness -paralyzing fear -self loathing 
-general anxiety -arrogance -strong aversion to other humans 
-skulks in dark comers -entire wardrobe consists of black clothing 
-hair constantly hangs in face -listens to largely obscure music 
-love of Morrissey, Robert Smith and Oscar Wilde -over thinks 
everything -reads more than interacts with people -never had a 
healthy relationship -bristles instantly when appraoched by 
strangers -has very few, if any, friends -constantly daydreaming 
-can have an entire relationship with a person completely in their 
brain
-skin so pale from the absence of sulight it glows in the dark (this 
applies mostly to those of Caucasian descent) -socially inept at 
everything -says “you couldn’t possibly understand my pain”
-is sure that their existence is by far the most dreadful in all of 
humanity -writes reams of poetry describing how they wear black 
on the outside because black is how they feel on the inside

For more information on all of the ways that you can began 
to integrate tragedy into your life please contact:

Birds In Hell / 666 Misery Way / Painville, Hell 13666
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An Odyssey of Violence, Ritual and Pine Trees...

The  Catego ria d  of Aaron
By  Aaro n  "Homer " Mehl haf f , '01

Sing in me, Muse, the frustra-
tion of Aaron, Ivan’s son, and his com-
panion Matt, of the flowing hair. Tell 
through me the story of the task which

Duvoisin, and then the sacrafice having 
been made, each man ate and drank his 
fill, and no man was denied his fair por-
tion.

they have done, which is second » They then Matt, who is like Zeus in
1 T 7 a 7^ 1 n XT ^1 i ey rx 1 A «*% yj X** r ^ o y> Aonly to the trials of Heracles, the 

godlike.
These two, of the strong 

greaved freshman, were corn-

counsel, and Ivan’s son, Aaron 
slaughtered godlike, undertook the 
an enchila- incredible task of Duvoisin, not 

such a thing has been performedda, and
manded by Duvoisin of the aegis by men of their age.
to seek out the fruits and leaves ^ Then Matt and Aaron, wonder-
of the evergreen forest, and upon thigh meat j^g in counsel whether it were 
collecting these fruits to catego- twofold, wise to divide the branches of 
rize them in a manner following pQuygd Hha- different divisions which lay in
both logic and the will of the 
Olympians.

Thus they gathered 
along with others: Callahan, 
unstringer of knees, Domenic 
from the land of the Oregonians,

tions to 
Duvoisin... 

and they

the same tier in the same way, 
sought the counsel of those who 
dwell on Mt. OffCampus, and 
slaughtered an enchilada, and 
wrapping the thigh meat in fat 
twofold, poured libations to

made
a place rich in both the growth hecatombs to Duvoisin, and then the sacrafice 
of the earth and the works of Rivera..." having been made, each

man ate and drank his fillman, and Angela of the white 
arms. The black vans were launched 
and they sailed for many minutes, 
plagued with a rough journey by St. 
John, shaker of the earth. On this jour-
ney they stopped at many wondrous 
places to perform the commands of 
Duvoisin, who is stronger than any stu-
dent or tutor. And at these places, the 
fruit of the forest fell to the pitiless 
shears, and the strength left their 
branches.

These fruits having been col-
lected, Ivan’s son and Matt of the great 
war, cry returned to their homeland, 
Murchison, where the balconies are of 
iron, difficultly wrought, to counsel 
upon their findings. Matt being a god in 
counsel. They then slaughtered an 
enchilada, and wrapping the thigh meat 
in fat twofold, poured libations to

"... each 
time the 

dark mist 
closed over

example of the penguin, which is the 
sign of Rivera, and create a system 
which doesn’t fly.” “Snap, yo!” was the 
response of Matt, who was like Zeus in 
counsel.

Thus the fruits of the forest hav-
ing been classified Aaron and Matt 
slaughtered an enchilada, and wrapping 
the thigh meat in fat twofold, poured 
libations to Duvoisin, and then the 
sacrafice having been made, each man 
ate and drank his fill, and no man was 
denied his fair portion.

Matt the resourceful, and Aaron 
of the great war cry then held counsel 
on their task, and found that they had 
created a system for classifying, but had 
not classified for the organism, for each 
time the dark mist closed over a catego-
ry, the category still had properties 
which were continued in other cate-

gories, and having seen the 
Oracle at Shane, they learned of 
the error of qualitative cate-
gories. And thus Matt and Aaron 
found the error of their idea, but 
the categories still shown bright-

and no man was denied his fair 
portion. And they made 
hecatombs to Rivera, he who was 
given province over the things of 
the lab by Duvoisin, and the Cl category, ly in the sun, as they were pol- 
classroom being shared ground. category with care by their creators, 
Rivera saw these things, and it and worked well for their limited
pleased him, so he sent down a . number of samples, especially
penguin, which is the sign of Properties taken together. Then in
Rivera, as a sign to his followers, which were shameful treatment of the speci- 

This penguin fell to contained in J^®ns, pierced through the sam- 
ground, and seeing this sign, ^nd thongs of ox-hide
Aaron, who can read the the through them, and fastened to
signs of birds and entrails, and gories... Aaron’s chariot, wrought of gold 
knows the ways of the gods, said, and bronze, so as to let the label
“Matt, who are known for your ability drag, and mounted the chariot, whipped
both in counsel where men prove their 
minds and in battle where men prove 
their strength, this is surely a sign from 
Rivera, and thus we shall follow the

the horses into a mn, and a cloud of dust 
rose where the specimen dragged, since 
Duvoisin had given them over to their 
enemies to be categorized.
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Cobalt's Story Hour
By  Cobal t  Blue , Resi dent  Coo l  Guy

Further Adventures of Nick 
Garritt-Private Dick: The Game

This is the city. There are a million 
stories here. Most of them are illegible due 
to poor handwriting. This one is mine. I’m 
Nick Garritt. I hired a typist.

I was working the bakeries on the 
south side of town. I had just left a small, 
dingy place called the Doughnut Hole. It 
was empty. It seems the cops had been 
there and removed all evidence. I had a 
hunch that the baker’s wife needed dough, 
though.

Then, I saw her. My new secre-
tary, “Legs.” I called her “Legs.” Not 
because she had nice legs, but because there 
were certain difficulties in calling her “Ass.” 
Just ask my last secretary, “Breasts.” She 
didn’t last for more than two hours.

Suddenly seeing Legs there, there 
was something deep inside my...well let’s 
just say that something moved me to follow 
her. It was a hard feeling, not easy to 
describe. Something was up. I knew it was 
time to rise to the occasion yet I realized I 
had to stay calm and not get overexcited lest 
I act prematurely. So, as I followed her, 
moving quickly in and out of the bushes, I

thought of my mother.
Legs knew the route. She had 

obviously done this before. First it was St. 
Charles’ Place, then over to St. James’ 
Place, then through Victoria Gardens, down 
Pennsylvania Avenue and finally ending up 
at The Boardwalk. All the time spending 
money like it was worthless pieces of paper. 
What was her game?

“Okay, Legs, there’s no point danc-
ing around the subject. The jig’s up. 
What’s the game that you’re playing? Are 
you in some kind of TroubleTM?”

“Hey, this is my LifeTM. I know 
the RiskTM I’m taking. Just stay out of my 
way or you’ll be SorryTM.”

“Not a chance. Legs. You’re 
involved in some kind of OperationTM and 
I intend to get to the bottom of it.”

“You haven’t got a ClueTM, Nick. 
You’ll be an Old MaidTM before I talk.” 
And having said that she ran like a sleazy 
politician without any opposition.

I tracked her with PerfectionTM 
through a series of Chutes and LaddersTM, 
past an old BattleshipTM to a zoo where she

found herself cornered near a pit of Hungry, 
Hungry HipposTM. “The game’s over.” I 
wheezed.

Flustered, she climbed onto the 
railing. “Don’t do it.” I cried. “Whatever 
the distance is between our Hearts, I’m sure 
we can Bridge it. Baby. Talk to me.” My 
smooth words must have affected her for she 
climbed down from the railing and burst into 
tears. Then she confessed her whole sad sob 
story.

Epilogue:
Legs, it turned out, was the runner 

for Berry “The Body” Deep, a notorious 
criminal gangster and weight lifter. It 
seemed that somehow “The Body” was 
attached to the head of some sort of crooked 
arms deal, though we never got him to stick 
out his neck and shoulder any of the respon-
sibility. Legs was caught doing the foot-
work for “The Body.” I thought long and 
hard about this one, but in the end I decided 
to let them go...on one condition...that “The 
Body” would never tell a soul.

The Taste of Fire Is Indeed Bitter
By  Jacob  Blakesl ey , ’00
Note: The following incident happened in Chicago and Seattle.

A man lies asleep on the street, dreaming about better times, in his 
homeland,
where there was enough bread and water for everyone, and young 
kids did not 
torch the homeless.

His threadbare clothes provide no resistance against the flames, 
falling quickly from his body, as he awakens engulfed in fire; 
screaming, he yells and yells, and continues to bum; flames shoot 
down his throat, 
and he’s swallowing fire.
The pain alone almost kills him, and he weeps, rolling around on 
the sidewalk,
the concrete scraping his skin; finally the fire is out and shouts of 
laughter ring in his ears.
Hearing an ambulance, he wants to die, just to die.

Several twelve year old boys roam the streets,
the leader of whom is intent on devastation and humiliation.

On the next block he sees a homeless man, propped up by a stale, 
ragged pillow
against the side of a building. The leader derides him, and on a 
whim, finds a newspaper and lights it 
on the man’s chest.
The leader hoots with joy, a perverted kind of exuberance, as the 
man’s tom shirt 
bursts into flames.
The boys are are expunging their collective conscience, transform-
ing themselves into amoral creatures, 
and leaving any sort of civilization behind.
As the man awakens, the kids’ laughter quickly ceases, and they
ran, ..............
reverting to scared, little children.

Some years from now, the homeless man will hear
the shouts of frenzied glee from the boys pounding in his ears,
his temples, and the fire will ravage him again,
this time internally, ripping through his chest,
and hot tears of fire will roll down his checks.
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By  Ja s o n  Bi e l a g u s , '98 
❖ Contempt by Goddard, 1968, re- 
released 1997

I may have seen a different movie 
than other commentors I’ve read. They all 
describe the movie as a story of a man los-
ing his wife. A man does lose his life, but I 
wonder if there was also another level in 
which the loss of his wife was a description 
for him losing his muse. The first issue 
introduced in the film is the conflict 
between the gaudy American, well-played 
by Jack Palins, and the French writer. Will 
the writer respect his talent, not take it for 
granted, and not let it be tainted by the 
American pig? Next, the wife is introduced, 
and the writer takes her fidelity for granted. 
Then, they start talking about the Odyssey 
with Fritz Lang and I become confused. On 
any level, the film is great, if only for its 
beautifully sour love story, smooth dialogue, 
elegant minimum of cuts, brilliant colors, 
and striking actors (especially that Bardot, 
the original Pamela Anderson, who I’m sure 
is a beautiful person in all ways).

*** Copland, 1997
I couldn't figure out this movie. 

Sometimes I was impressed by how well all 
the elements were presented to give me a 
certain, powerful feeling, and sometimes I 
felt the writing was weak.

So much of the story was revealed 
through flash-backs, shots of old newspaper 
headlines, and radio announcements. Is that 
weak writing? Is that like the director step-
ping from behind the camera to its front.

quickly explaining the plot he doesn't show, 
and breaking the illusion?

I was impressed by the funeral 
scene, in which three quick glances revealed 
who had been sleeping with whom, and how 
they each felt about it.

Having just come off of Contempt. 
I was disappointed by the romantic dialogue 
in the film.

Other scenes did sway me, like 
when Stallone discovers even his closest 
friend has deceived him. The setting for 
that discovery was a burnt out building at 
night. I imagine the level of betrayal 
Stallone's character was feeling then to be 
similar to the creepy, vulnerable feeling 
induced by being in abandoned, charred 
buildings at night.

I was so impressed by the above 
scene and a few others that I feel I must be 
missing something from the parts I felt were 
weak.

❖ Irma Vemp by Oliver Assayas, 
1997

This movie is about how good 
Maggie Cheung looks in a black latex suit. I 
forgive French movies for not having a plot, 
a conflict between two characters which is 
resolved just before the end. I forgive them, 
mes enfants, because I felt good watching 
Maggie Cheung in a black latex body suit. 
For a few days I strove to piece together 
some deeper meaning, or even some reason 
why it ended when it did, but nothing has 
yet come to me. The movie worked for me

just because she looked good. And that’s 
okay with me.

❖ Love and Death by Woody Allen, 
(some years ago, before he had wrin-
kles)

All Seniors should see this movie, 
because only now can we get all the jokes in 
it, jokes which reference Tolstoy, Spinoza, 
Kant, Bergman’s Seventh Seal, etc.

Timothy Leary’s Dead, Berkeley, 
1997 Timothy Leary’s Dead

The best part’s when
They cut off his head.
This movie sucked from beginning 

to end. There was no structure. It was a 
collage of bum-outs, for bum-outs. I was 
ashamed I had ever thought about doing 
drugs, because I might have been confused 
with the idiots associated with this movie. 
They would flash title cards, describing the 
next section of the film, and then the footage 
that followed had nothing to do with its title, 
or anything else that came before it, or after 
it. I guess the only way to appreciate this 
film is to be used to doing a lot of drugs, 
getting bumt-out, spacing out, passing out, 
and waking up not knowing where you are, 
why you’re there, or where you’re going, 
because that’s how I felt during this film.

The antipod of this film is the great, 
climatic documentary When We Were Kin^s. 
This film had no fat; every cut related tothe 
one before it, the one after it, and the overall 
direction of the film.

Over -head  and  Overh eard : Junior  Madness
"The violence in chivalry is crunchy, like almond 
paste." J. Boor
"The only spot where we see real love is between a 
crazy and an idiot, and an idiot and his donkey," L 
Stoner in the Don Quixote seminar, describing the 
love between Don Quixote, Sancho Panza, and 
Dapple, Sancho's donkey
"It's like God for dummies: 'The Complete Idiot's 
Guide to God'". B. Fagan about Descartes'

Meditations
"The axis is the original bad-ass line," Erin Jakowski 
in Junior Math
"St, John's is as easy as pi." Mr. Goldfarb in Junior 
Math, discussing the problem of infinity 
I. Stoner: "They want to be God."
A. Boydstun: "Well, that's a serious problem then." 
[In the Paradise Lost seminar, discussing why the 
angels fell from Heaven.]
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Cafe San Estevan: A Mystical Dining Experience
By  Mik e  Hoke nso n , '99

So here’s the scene. My sister is 
on a road trip with three of her friends and 
they are stopping in town for one evening. 
None of them have ever been to the 
Southwest before so I wanted them to try the 
cuisine. I mean, c’mon, who can say 
they’ve been to the Southwest if they’ve 
never had a tamale? I began thinking about 
the restraunts I’d already been to that served 
Southwest. Maria’s on Cordova sounded 
good but there’s really not that much differ-
ence between that place and Casa Lupita 
(besides the glassed-in room where they 
make tortillas). Bumming around campus, I 
ran into good ol’ Mike DiMezza. He’s usu-
ally got the low-down on something or 
other. He told me that Steve Garcia had 
opened a new restraurant downtown called 
Cafe San Estevan. Steve Garcia was the 
manager of the kitchen a couple of years ago 
and I worked for him as a grill cook in the 
coffee shop. He had a great talent for cook-

ing which only really came out in Agresto’s 
catered parties. I decided that it would defi-
nitely be the spot. My sister and her friends 
would even get to meet a real New 
Mexican!

They were already starving when 
they showed up to town at five o’clock so 
we immediately headed downtown. We 
finally found the restaurant across the street 
from the Sanctuario de Guadalupe on Agua 
Fria. The evening was your typical perfect 
Santa Fe weather so we chose the seating 
outside with the nice view. The place was 
beartiful and we were all really impressed. 
Steve hung out on the porch with us and we 
all drank Blue Skys. He told us the mystical 
story of how he had found the place which 
I’m sure he’d love to repeat to you. He 
introduced his staff to us who were just as 
laid back as Steve. How many places do 
you know where the busboy can try to wipe 
the ashtray with his boss’ shirt?

Enough formalities, it’s time to eat. 
The feast began with each one of the appe-
tizers and one of the salads. The tamales 
were incredible, delicious and very tender. 
The tastefully presented plates were passed 
around the table and conversation ceased to 
involve anything but the food. We moved 
on to the entree. The selections were quite 
extensive, from old Mexican to Southwest 
to Italian. My friends tried the different 
chiles and enchiladas. The evening finished 
with espresso flan and coffee. Steve kept us 
laughing while the food kept coming. 
Perhaps best of all is his gift to St. John’s 
students. He’ll take 20% off the already low 
bill upon presenting your I.D. card. So I 
strongly encourage you to check it out. The 
cuisine in the place can keep up with Santa 
Fe’s more expensive places but within the 
budget of a college student. And there’s no 
chef more entertaining than Steve Garcia.

Gabriel and Ian at the Movies
Insects Invade the Suites, and the Celluloid
By  Gabrie l  Gryff yn , '00 and  Ian  Stoner , '99
Due to the remarkable numbers of ants, bees, and other six legged, 
chitinous pests in the suites this year, it should not be at all surpris-
ing that in our selection of cinematic fodder for this issue of The 
Moon, pawns of our subconscious that we are, we watched two 
movies about bugs. Reviews follow, intended to inform and enter-
tain. Think of them as gifts from the bottom of our thorax.

Ticks - If you see one movie about giant killer ticks 
swollen to gargantuan proportions as the result of steroids intended 
to stimulate the growth of marijuana, who attack an isolated cabin- 
full of emotionally disturbed teeny-boppers, this probably shouldn’t 
be the one. While the acting was superb, the plot flawless, the cine-
matography stunning, and the dialog sheer poetry, I felt the work of 
the key grip left a little something to be desired. Due to this one 
fatal flaw, I am unable to give this movie a good review.

In addition to the problems with the grip work. Ticks starred 
Alfonso Ribiero, for those of you unfamiliar with his impressive 
resume, watch some syndicated episodes of “The Fresh Prince of 
Bel Aire.” I must admit that it was satisfying to watch Carlton get 
attacked by a tick the size of a dinner plate, hack his own leg to 
pieces with a switchblade, and then get shot in the kidney with a 
shotgun. That was, perhaps, the only redeeming thing about 
“Ticks.”

If you feel compelled to inflict this movie upon yourself, it is 
available on the horror wall at Hastings.

Rating: This movie bit, then sucked.
Mimic - “Genetically altered mutant cockroaches gone horribly awry!!!”

We are of course referring to the employees at the UA South 
movies at Villa Linda Mall, who made us fork out the $6.50 for this 
flick despite the fact that we had VIP passes. Strangely enough, 
there weren’t only mutant cockroaches in the lobby, but on the 
screen as well.

In ‘Mimie,’ New York city is forced to rid itself of its beloved 
cockroach infestation. An entomologist, played by Mira Sorvino 
alters cockroach DNA to create the pretentiously named “Judas 
Breed,” to destroy them. The mosquito hawk of the orthopteran 
world, the Judas bugs, who are supposed to have only a 6 month 
lifespan, manage evolve into a race of giant, insensitive, goo-filled, 
flying insects who don peculiar footwear. Did we mention that they 
look like humans, if you are standing in the subway, and the light-
ing is poor, and you squint just right, and you are myopic, and you 
are looking through a thin gauze sereen? However, they are appar-
ently indistinguishable from the average New Yorker, (get it? 
“Mimic?” brilliant.)

Shots of disgustingly slimy egg cases, open wounds, and Judas 
bugs snatching people off subway platforms manage to make this 
otherwise unmemorable movie mildly entertaining. Is it worth 
$6.50? You bet your carapace it ant, but if you know someone with 
VIP passes, raid ‘em.
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O 1(0 S C O T “E
By  Caris a  Armend ariz , '99

Virgo Have you felt slightly stressed. Virgins? Through 
September 20 you will become more peaceful with favorable 
aspects from Mars and Venus in your house of communica-
tion. Take a long drive and admire the beauty that is scenic 
Santa Fe.
Gemini Gemini's in general are outdoorsy types, I have 
observed. Before Santa Fe becomes a huge black sheet of 
sluch and ice you should spend as much time as possible out-
side. It will be good for your soul.
Libra Conform, Libra, join the system! You will get along so 
much better in the world if you learn what mass mentality is. 
But, dear conformist, your uniqueness will come out later in 
the month and in conjunction with your new conformity you 
will be a success.
Scorpio Creativity is at a peak with Mars and Venus in your 
birthsign. With your new creativity I suggest you become 
your own version of a high fashion supermodel. Strut your 
stuff in the hottest looking outfit (your) money can buy. 
Capricorn At the month's end Mars sextiles Neptune in your 
birth sign. This means that you have to put your martini 
down, take off your silk robe, get your butt off of the recliner 
and do something, for God's sake. Run, jump, flail and get 
your flabby college student heiney in motion.
Aquarius Fellow Aquarians, I feel your pain. I know your 
frustration with other signs - their laziness and general lack of

understanding for your brilliant intellect. However, you must 
be kind and understanding and this will put you ahead in the 
game of life.
Pisces Go to the most interesting place in the world you can 
think of, in your mind, in a book, on the Internet. But you 
must get away from the mundane life you are leading to a 
space that transports you from yourself. Run from yourself, 
like a deer runs from a hunter.
Aries I’ve been reading an amazing amount of bad, no, 
ornate, poetry and I must say that my writing is becoming 
rather tacky. And, so, I must simplify my style as you must 
simplify your life. Lighten your burdensome workload. 
Taurus "You say tomato and I say tomato..."; the point of that 
is that you must be progressive about your feelings, especially 
in a romantic situation. Career prospects are increasing and 
you will soon be the star at work.
Cancer There is an air of romance for you. Cancer. You see, 
the world runs on love and not money. So put your black 
horse in front of your white horse and pursue the finer plea-
sures in life.
Leo Through September 28 you are super-articulate. Your 
ideas are well-liked by others and you have more energy due 
to this positive reinforcement. All is going well in the love, 
work, and social life of the Lion.
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Lfittfits From Sulvia

9/12/97
From the Inn of the Tmtjuiose Coyote T^acks

Dear Maryfou,

Holaf Como estaneiof'

As you can tell from the above, i am really Immersing myself in the 

native Nls|)anic culture of Sante Fe. I even corrected a 'gringo' who grew u|> 

here, when he called the city "Santa FE." Trying not to let my su|)erior cul-

tural awareness make me too smug, I asked him "Do you mean SANta Fe*?" 

He shook his head slowly and walked off. Perhaps he had never before realized 

that he was saying it wrong.

Luckily, most of the other people I met at the Fiesta Celebration of 

Cultural Pride and Strength were more aware of the ethnic richness of their 

environment. Drifting among the vendors on the Plaza before the burning of 

Old Man 6loom (more on that later], I stopped to admire the work of several 

ma/or local talents. After much deliberation, I bought a fabulous teal coyote 

to send to my mom for her birthday. It should look great on the front porch, 

and the woman assured me that the teal coyote was a traditional symbol of 

welcome for many Southwest Indian tribes.

My biggest find of the day though was a turquiose pendant with the 

Arapaho symbol for "Strong Bear-Spirit Woman." (At first I thought it was a

half moon. I have so much to learn!) The member of the oppressed Mative 

American minority group who sold it to me explained how the symbol had been 

passed down in her family from her great-grandmother, who had been the first 

woman in her tribe to integrate the tribal sweat-lodge. Walking away from the 

stand, reflecting on my good fortune and admiring my new piece, I noticed a 

tiny imprint on the back of the pendant. It read: ^'Made inChina." If that 

doesn't prove Hie existence of the Land Bridge, I don't know what does!

The actual burning of Old Man Gloom was a such a powerful experi-

ence that I nearly forgot ths excitement of my anthropological discovery. 

Carried away in the fever of the crowd, I found myself shouting, with a reck-

less, liberated abandon: "Freedom! Freedom!" I must have been rather carried 

away, because I got some strange looks from my fellow fiesta-goers. I guess 

not everyone can be as in touch with the spirit of Fiesta as I can.

Bienvenidos,

Sylvia

P.S. Some distressing news: I just found out that Lesii's ^n Ralph is also in 

Santa Fe, attending a school called St. John's College, *di>ch is apparently devoted 

to reading books by dead white males! I'm going to keep close tabs on him. 

Someone has to look out for his spiritual well-being. I'll keep you uprated.

From deep in the cavernous wastes of ESL...

The Student Aetivitiee Office Update
Friday, September 19,1997
• Deadline to sign up in SAO if you 
are interested in going on a rafting 
trip down the San Juan river during 
Long Weekend.

Saturday, September, 20,1997
• Bike trip to Madrid. Cyclists will 
leave the circle at 11:30 am. Please 
sign up in SAO.
• Waltz Party on the Library Placita 
at 10 p.m. (Dance will be held in the 
Dining Hall in case of rain)

Sunday, September 21,1997
• Soccer game vs. United World 
College at 11am on the soccer field.
• The 27th Utah Greek Theatre 
Festival of the University of Utah

will present Euripides’ drama 
“Hippolytus”, directed by Sandra 
Shotwell. The performance will be 
held at 2 p.m. on the Library Placita. 
(Great Hall in case of rain) 
Admission is free.

Wednesday, September 24,1997
• Film Society meeting in the Private 
Dining Room at 12:15pm. New 
members are always welcome!
• The St. John’s college Film Society 
presents “Clean Shaven”, a film 
about a schizophrenic tormented by 
his inability to cope with the outer 
world. Directed by Lodge Kerrigan. 
The film shows at 7 p.m. in the Great 
Hall.

Saturday, September 27,1997
• Steven Rosenberg, recorder, Kathy 
McIntosh, harpsichord, and Sarah 
Manthey, viola da gomba
8 p.m. in the Great Hall

Sunday, September 28,1997
• Soccer game vs. College of Santa 
Fe on the soccer field. Game time to 
be announced.

Plus
If you play bridge or if you are inter-
ested in learning, please contact 
Brendan O’Neill in SAO.
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/t so%
In the morning I had a father Tears
At night a mother Sharp breaths take in what
There is still time The soul has lost
To remember the things Sheets of rain replace breath
That we have tried to forget Lost by the spirit
At the end of this dream Wet drops from feathers
Will your screams wake you up Je pense, done je suis
My fate cries out. I think therefore I am
And makes each petty artery in this body
As hardy as the Nemean lion’s nerve Soul wakes up screaming
When I had a mother Seeing itself naked
I fell asleep Among birds and blankets
When I had a father Lost and home no longer
I woke up In the morning I had a father
In sleeping I saw birds all around me I followed him
Nightmares crowding Leaving home to believe
Wise men know well enough What a piece of work is a man
What monsters you make of them Homeless hope come back again
In waking I felt a sting How noble in reason
Finding myself alone Shivering in confusion
Je pense, done je suis How infinite in faculty
I think therefore I am Bleeding from every thought

Father taught me to make paper airplanes
Inform, in moving.
How express and admirable

With my fingers I see him before me
I made paper airplanes with my hands See the old beard and grey hair
With my hands I shaped the world Disappear
Shaped skies, shaped fields, shaped morn- From my sight
ing, shaped dark clouds A misty reflection of me
Birds fly home before the rain Drifting away
Je pense, done je suis In action how like an angel
I think therefore I am In apprehension how like a god

To die: to sleep;
Je pense, done je suis
I think therefore I am

And in sleeping find the home
Once Forgotten The beauty of the world
Find in dreams the hope for father A brightness through the dark
With my hands I threw those paper airplanes Home, think of home, child
Flying across fields of forgiveness Shining through the dark
Floating above forests and fields Through clouds
Before morning skies Through empty mornings
That hypnotize Home reflects peace
With the still still movement Through crystal eyes
Of clouds beneath a starry canvass Yielding to some idea of self
To sleep: Perchance to dream From flying airplanes
I think therefore / am Lost in morning skies
The soul in sleeping To tired and screaming children
Finds its way home With hot and weeping eyes
Before dark skies Home shines
And sheets of rain Like wild dreams
Pouring Driving fire through the flame

BY GEORGE FINNEY, '99

Pressing force through a smoke filled 
Fuse
The reflection of father in son 
A ladder to heaven 
He lets go...
Father falling through clouds 
Father separates from son 
Grasping at air 
A reflection of son 
The paragon of animals 
In the mirror the son sees himself 
The mirror shatters 
I think therefore I am 
Tears stream down windows 
I think therefore I am 
I think therefore I am 
Je pense, done je suis 
I think therefore I am

And yet, to me,
what is this quintessence of dust?
Rain like tears from sparrows 
Does drive the spirit home 
Man delights not me;
Father delight not son 
Reflections stand on their own 
Alone
In the midst of expectations and dreams 
As though they were stronger 
And it seems
As though there is still some hope 
Still for awhile longer 
No, nor woman neither,
No, dear mother 
Remember what you told me 
when I was a child?
But by your smiling you seem to say so 
I have come home

FROM THE AUTHOR: Some questions have 
been raised as to what my intentions were in 
writing this poem, particularly regarding my 
quotation of both Shakespeare and Descartes. I 
started this poem with the intention of imitating 
the style of Lawrence Ferlinghetti'sAssa.<isination 
Raga. In his poem, Ferlinghetti quotes Dylan 
Thomas, William Burrows and a chant from the 
Koran. In an attempt to learn from Ferlinghetti's 
style, I combined Descartes' statement "I think 
therefore I am." with several quotes from Hamlet 
to place an emphasis on the focus of the poem, 
that is, an adolescent's coming to terms with his 
identity and his relation to his father.
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Announcements
Placement Events

Seniors racing to complete major scholarship applications, don’t forget these 
important dates. The on-campus deadline for Rhodes & Marshall is Monday, September 
22, 5 p.m., in the Placement Office. The on-campus deadline for Fulbright is a week later, 
Monday, September 29, same time, same place.

“Budgets: Where Does Your Money REALLY GO?”, an interactive workshop led 
by Harold Morgan, SF ‘68 and most recently, VicePresident/Economist for Sunwest Bank. 
He’ll help you see how to take care of the necessities each month and still have cash left for 
fun. The workshop will be at 3 p.m., Wednesday, September 24, in the Junior Common 
Room. Open to undergraduates, grad students, staff, and faculty.

Registration deadline for November 1 GRE General and Subject Tests is Friday, 
September 26. Your registration and money must be received in Princeton, NJ by that date. 
Experience has shown that even Express Mail through the post office takes over a week to 
go from NM to NJ, so don’t wait until the last minute.

The 1997 St. John’s/ College of Santa Fe Graduate School Fair will be 1-5 p.m., 
Tuesday, September 30 in the Great Hall. This is a chance for students from all class levels 
to meet graduate school representatives, discuss MA/Ph.D. programs and application proce-
dures, and to pick up catalogs and general information form colleges across the U.S. It’s 
free and the recmiters are psyched about talking with students form such a unique program.

Looking ahead to October: GRE Mock Test Day, Pre-Med meeting and Q&A with the dean 
of the UNM Medical School, Pre-Teaching seminar with alumni who are secondary teach-
ers and administrators in the Santa Fe area.
If none of these events/dates seems appropriate for you, contact your_Placement Director, 
Margaret Odell at 6067 to address and explore your career concerns. The Placement Office 
is open 9-5, Monday through Friday.
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The Moon serves St. John’s College in 
Santa Fe, New Mexico as an independent 
bi-weekly student newspaper. Opinions 
expressed here represent the views of 
their authors rather than those of the 
College. Issues are distributed at no 
charge to students, faculty and staff on 
the Santa Fe campus, and yearly sub-
scriptions can be obtained for $35. Tax- 
deductible contributions are welcome.
We solicit submissions from all members 
of the College communtiy. Staff and con-
tributors meet Wednesdays at noon in 
the SJC coffee shop. Material for the 
next issue should be submitted by 6 p.m. 
on Friday, September 26. We insist that 
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double-spaced copy including the 
author’s name and phone number. Hard 
copies without disks are acceptable in 
certain circumstances. The Moon 
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