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LET
ABIGAIL WEINBERG ON THE 

LANGUAGE PROGRAM

To the College Community:

There are two parts to every book. Read-
ing exposes us to both. I want to offer that 
every book is composed of both the idea pre-
sented and the language that presents it. I 
want to initiate a conversation to address how 
our curriculum can best teach us the skills 
necessary to access these two aspects of a text. 
How do we approach these aspects of the 
written word when we discuss a book at St. 
John’s? Where does the idea stop and the lan-
guage begin?

This question brings our focus to the lan-
guage tutorial. The tutorial offers us an in-
valuable opportunity to look underneath the 
big questions about the ideas and search into 
the mechanics—to place the language in the 
forefront. The tutorial provides us with the 
leisure to see how the language is in control 
of our understanding of the idea. Seminar, 
mathematics, and laboratory are the culmi-
nation of the language tutorial insofar as they 
use the skills of dissection to access the idea.

Dissection is always indirect. When we 
want to understand the question “What is 
Life?” we investigate the inner workings of a 
fish or cat, so when we want to know what a 
book is saying we must listen to how it 
speaks-we dissect the language. The closer 
we look, the more we see. While the language 
is wholly devoted to the idea, the language 
of a great book exists and breathes on its own, 
apart from the idea. While understanding 
the “How” of a particular work, by seeing 
into its inner workings, we can raise a dis-
cussion of the “What” and the “Why” to new 
levels. We must understand the rhetoric, the 
art of setting things out, in order to under-
stand the very thing that is set out.

I offer that there are three parts to the 
art of setting things out: 1) the aesthetics, 
the things of sense perception, 2) the word 
choice, and 3) the sense perception. I offer 
that these three parts of language should be 
the main concern of the language tutorial, 
not merely obstacles to a clear understand-
ing. Indeed, the tutorial is our opportunity 
to put aside the idea in order to invsestigate 
the language.

Truly it is to our advantage that when
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we are presented with a piece of writing in 
Greek or in French, we are immediately 
aware that the meaning is hidden from us. 
For otherwise we quickly forget that we must 
appeal to the language before we can reach 
the meaning. Indeed, the newness of the 
French or Greek is a helpful indicator that 
translation is necessary, for it forces us to 
admit that every clue to meaning lies hid-
den within the words.

Without much practice we are all capable 
of using a lexicon, but there is no lexicon 
that will define the use of sounds, words, and 
syntax. For this we need practice. The lan-
guage tutorial is a beautiful occasion to learn 
the “How” of ideas. How is something be-
ing said? How am I concinced or not con-
vinced? Only in a dialogue with the details 
can we learn the skills necessary to see why 
the authors we read are not ony great think-
ers but great writers.

Here I offer a focus for the language tu-
torial. I offer that we should not undertake 
the study of a play or poem, an epic or trea-
tise, but that we should study the language 
of a play or poem, the language of an epic or 
treatise. That through slower and more in- 
depth translations, which focus on the 
author’s choice of sounds, words and syntax, 
we can learn to talk about and interpret the 
role of aesthetics, word choice and syntax in 
presenting an idea. I am interested in 
whether you agree with this focus and how 
you feel this focus is addressed or ignored by 
the language tutorial. I have not offered ways 
to introduce or improve on this focus. I do 
hope that this article stimulates responses 
that challenge us to say exactly how we can 
better learn to move between the ideas and 
the language of great books—ways that we 
can learn to disect and not only define great 

texts.

—Abigail Weinberg

Editor's note: Ms. Weinberg unfortunately spent 
her junior year on the Annapolis campus. She 
will return to Santa Fe next year to bake vegan 
ginger bread and do other good deeds. —A.L.

IN PRAISE OF “GEOFF ANGER"

To the Editors:

We would like to applaud the article by 
“Geoff Anger” in a recent issue of The Moon 
where Mr. Petrie addresses and is rightly out-
raged by the disregard for campus property 
by his fellow students. We praise him for 
his courage in responding to this act of van-
dalism. It was inspiring and reassuring to 
know that students care.

We were personally horrified that a St. 
John’s student, or students, would destroy an 
original work of art installed in Schepps Gar-
den for the enhancement of student life on 

campus.
This sculpture was designed and crafted 

by a local, well-known artist, Ms. Nita 
Schwartz. A number of friends of the Col-
lege, under the direction of Mrs. Peggy Jones, 
a graduate of the Graduate Institute, donated 
the funds to commission the sculpture. An-
cient Man. This act of philanthropy was 
made on behalf of the Santa Fe community 
to show its support and love of St. John’s. 
Ms. Schwartz has been commissioned to re-
place the sculpture. The College’s insurance 
will help with the replacement cost, but not 
with all; a significant amount must cover the 
deductible, which leaves the College owing 
the artist a tidy sum.

It is not only an ugly message to the com-
munity that we do not value our property, 
but more importantly it tells the community 
that we do not value the very things a St. 
John’s education is supposed to teach: respect 
for human values, for reason, and for aes-
thetic and intellectual endeavors.

The fact that Mr. Petrie wrote the article 
and cares enough about our campus life to 
make such a strong statement is encourag-
ing and we believe reflective of the majority 
of the student body. We hope that his ar-
ticle was read and taken seriously and that it 
will prevent future acts of violence.

We want to thank Mr. Petrie for remind-
ing us that we are all responsible for the char-
acter and image of our campus community.

—Ginger Roherty, Director of the Art 
Gallery and the Annual Fund 

—Laura ]. Mulry, Director of Public
Relations
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A REVIEW OF THE STUDENT ART SHOW
by Giovann Vecchitto, '01

WARNING: This article contains not a whit 
of Itgitimate critique or commentary. It is merely 
one lay-person’s reaaion to a bunch of cool pieces 
of art.

I visited the Gallery a couple of weeks ago to 
check out the smdent art show and view the artistic 
talent of my fellow classmates. Unfortunately this 
also invariably serves the purpose of making me feel 
like a cotton-headed oaf who could never accom-
plish the things that these people can.

Leaving that aside, I ventured forth to check 
out the wares. The first thing I noticed was the faa 
that this show consisted mainly of photc^taphs. This 
is a good thing. I like photographs. Only problem 
is, these photographs, besides impressing me with 
their beauty, also served to make me feel extremely 
un-travelled. There were the obvious pictures from 
other countries, yes, but even the pictures from vari-
ous states in the U.S. (which I haven’t visited) con-
tributed gready to my self-pity. However, I did ex-
perience one crowning moment when I sawTallie 
Taylor’s photo, “Untided”, a piaute of a large green 
dinosaur standing outside of a souvenir shop in a 
small town in Arizona. I’ve been there.

There were a few photographic exhibits that, in 
my book, stood out among the rest. The whole of 
Julie Gronnebuig’s exhibit gave me the intense de-
sire to get in my car (would that I had a car) and j ust 
drive for days. Tallie Taylor’s “Flowers” were fiamed 
in such a way that they looked 3-D. I can’t explain 
this effea, I can only report what I saw and let you 
draw your own conclusions (regarding his ingenious 
fi:aming technique, or my mental state at the time). 
Ruth Busko displayed three black and white photos 
of a dog and a cat, which, besides being incredibly 
striking with her beautiful use of contrast and shad-
ows (and yet very playful at the same time), made 
me think that she was one ludg^ lady to be able to 
share space with these two charaaers. Anna Stryker’s 
“She ^JfhntedTo Take The White ScarfOfP, a photo 
of an elderly woman in Paraguay (wearing a white 
scarf around her head), practically made my heart 
stop because of the resemblance of this woman to 
my paternal grandmother vdio died while I was still 
in high school. Once I gained my composure, how-
ever, I was forced to wonder why it was that she was 
so grumpy about the scarf. I thougjit she looked 
cool as hell. Gabriel Gryffyn took a picture of a man 
doing a handstand on the street, which was tided, 
“Adas”. The tide was what made the photo brilliant. 
And Andrew Buigard’s exhibit stmdc me with a se-
vere case of de’ja vu, until I realized that the reason 
for this was the faa that I’ve seen many of those 
same pictures on the cover of this illustrious publi-
cation!

However, my favorite photo, by far, was Robin 
Hearn’s “Heavenly Beauty”. When I first came 
around the comer and laid my eyes on it, I was ac-
tually stopped dead in my tracks. The picture was 
so rich and real, I had to convince myself that it was 
just the sunlight striking it through the dining hall 
window that was causing this effea. So, like a good 
little Johnnie, I performed an expaiment to verify 
this opinion of mine. I came back to it after the sun 
had passed, and lo and behold, it still knocked me 
out. So, if any of you future philanthropists has a 
spare $ 100 that you would like to put to good use...

As far as the non-photographic exhibits, there 
were three that I feel need mentioning. Gustavo 
Moya’s exhibit contained an interesting variety of 
material. It ranged ftom a small painting of a soli-
tary guitar, to a pencil drawing of a profile on a sand-
paper background, to his illustrious “Self-Portrait”, 
consisting of a tire and a pair ofjeans with a match-
box police car peeking out of one of the pockets, 
and finally culminating with a stem letter from one 
of his tutors, haphazardly taped onto a large piece of 
parchment paper. One got the impression of talent, 
creativity, a healthy sense of humor, and not just a 
litde bitterness.

Dimitri Wolfs exhibit was fascinating because 
of the inaedible technique used in the creation of 
his two wooden sculptures, “The Younger, Alone”, 
and “The Prince”. In both of these pieces he was 
somehow able to carve around the circular grain of 
the wood in such a way as to accentuate the bone 
stmeture of each face. His ability to do this, as well 
as his ability to work around the enormous aacks

in the surface of the wood without daracting from, 
and in faa, somehow adding to, the piece, seemed 
to me to display nothing short of brilliance on his 

part.
Eric Carlsen’s exhibit, “Coming To Terms With 

NYC”, a collection of graffiti-art prints, was quite 
striking, mainly because of the use of the vibrant 
colors which ate common to the gtaffiti artist, but 
also because of his own artistic skill and commen-
tary. These were not just the poindess scribbling of 
a ‘ta^ef. Althougji, perhaps I am a bit biased, partly 
because I listen to all of the jazz giants that he por-
trayed in one of his prints, and partly because it 
reminded me of home. (Yes, I live in Cotmecticut, 
land ofthe HoUywood-summer-home, but I’ve been 
to ‘The City’ a bii

Finally, there was the obvious talent of the first 
place winner, Marco Oviedo. He had numerous 
bronze sculptures on display, all of which showed 
an inaedrble gjfi. This also marks the first time that 
I ve felt like I understood the “art-judging” process, 
because I thougjit that his tvinning sculpture, “Jungle 
Jamboree”, in which he was somehow able to con-
vey joy and energy throu^out the piece, was ex-
quisitely done. Plus, I thought the moccasins worn 
by each of die animals was an excellent touch.

All told, it was a thprougjily successful show, 
made so partly by the talent of the students, but also 
due in part to the fiia that the common dunderhead 
(represented by myself) could understand and en-
joy the exhibit, without hating to scratch his or her 
head every five seconds and say, “huh?”
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THE CLIO ART PROJECT
by Ben Judson, '01

I am humbly borrowing this space from the more established, 
respected and transcendent Moon writers in order to call your at-
tention to a piece of art on campus that is both more vital than the 
student art exhibit and more perseverant than the phallic symbols 
outside Peterson (...and, of course, funnier than Pagan Babies). The 
student art exhibit is plagued by the pretension Pentag’s rejection 
letter, decrepit attempts at post-modernism like Kevin Schnadig’s 
“Chance Pieces in Coffee,” and only occasionally blessed by bril-
liantly functional art like Andrew Kolb’s “Ash Receptacle.” The sym-
bols of love outside Peterson which we have all come to associate so 
strongly with vomiting Jell-O shots during SNC were barely able to 
withstand one attack by a drunken college student. Yet there re-
mains, deep within the bowels of Lowers, a piece of public art which 

- grows and changes day by day, which is occasionally prophetic, usu-
ally funny and always in good taste. The hallway of Clio, decorated 
mostly by resident artist Oliver Cleary, not only contains more class, 
character and wit than the student art exhibit, but is always open 
for public viewing. Although this exhibit was also assaulted by a 
drunken student and was closed by the artist who moved all of the 
epics out of the gallery save one article about Bill & Monica, it, 
unlike our beloved phallic statues grew once again from the stump 
of Bill & Monica to regain its former glory and then some. The 
reason the Clio Project was able to do this is because the artist rec-
ognized that there is a kind of drunkenness (sometimes called “di-
vine madness”) at the root of all great human action, whether cre-
ative or destructive. While no one would condone the actions of

those who attacked either public art project, we should be aware 
that the truly great art can withstand the restraints and destructive 
power of its environment, persevere, and become all the stronger 
because of its self-awareness. Rather than whining about vandals 
and then finding something else to whine about, we should all take 
a cue from Oliver and send out and temporary “FUCK YOU” only 
to build a newer, better piece of art on the broken pieces of the out-
dated creations of our forebears that nobody even looks at anymore.

^ V II cl 11 e nllftf if thu lisues'lucky (and Pulizter Prize-worthy) winner) ch^en 
by our /-,<«. 7 ofex^erts out ofthousands ofcontributions. This^nmefs 
ifon.ework- "I once met a man named Manny..."

I I i r
I thiic W.1S, .iml Ihime his name, 

^eiicncc" his onfy'cljmr.
''ixrtiile his hour i's sinking?! ^
One cannot leliain from thjE 

i I hs pliilo.soph) sovuyl.ime..

SIGNS OF THE
by Adrian Lucia, '00

On Michigan Avenue in downtown Chicago, there is a Citibank 
that sees a great deal of tourist and business traffic. Inside the bank's 
swifdy and silently revolving doors one finds a panel of about five auto-
mated teller machines ("ATM"—yes, to say 'ATM machine" is redun-
dant), all of which arc divided by small panels that resemble those walls 
that separate urinals in a public men's restroom. Much like toilets, 
these ATMs all look exactly alike—there is even one for the handi-
capped, lower to the ground than the others. The machines are made 
to accomodate themselves to our persons as real, living clients of the 
bank; they are automated people that prevent the customers firom actu-
ally having to speak with another human being. What docs distinguish 
these "money machines" from urinals, though, is their designers' in-
creasing attempt to simulate in them an actual bank teller, real cu.s- 
tomcr service.

. On the screen of the infinitely patient computer appear the words, 
"Hello—-mayJ help you? Please dip your card in and then take it out so 
we can begin." One is immediately surprised by the computer's lan-
guage: it refers to itselfin the first person singular, as if it v. ere a r.iiional 
being v/ith a "self" Indeed, die ATM is a machine, not a person—^why 
then this language that asserts the mechanism's supposed free will? Un-
like most, this ATM docs not have bunons next to its screen. Instead, 
our friendly automaton has a "touchscreen." The customer secs him-

self interacting physically with the ATM-—the computer responds to 
the soft touch of a human hand on the scrccnj thc computcr's equiva-
lent of a human face. The ATM continues, "Okay. Please tell me 
your PIN, then touch enter." The ATM docs not ask that the customer 
mechanically e«rm in his personal identification number (our num-
bers are our identity: jdoe@mcmicrodisncy.com = driver's licence num-
ber + calling card number + social security number + PIN + telephone 
number,.. + «); instead, the computer asks the customer toted it his 
PIN, as if one communicates with the ATiVf in a common human lan-
guage. The ATM continues with similar "speech": "Where shall I get 
your money from?" Again, the computer is an "I" which attempts to 
fool the customer into believing that it performs the physical action of 
retrieval (the verb "get"). Your money, apparendy, is located in a num-
ber of places (checking, savings, etc.), and our automatic man will trot 
offhappily through the infinity that is cyberspace to find it. When the 
customer has completed his transaction, the ATM bids him farewell by 
announcing that "It's always a pleasure to serve you." But who, in-
deed, is being served?

Automated business, automated service, automated language, automatic 
life...

P. . ' '
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FREE MASONRY, THE JONES FIRE, 
AND THE PROGRAM

On April 28, merely 729 days since the 
Jones fire, Ben Judson and I headed to town 
with a mission. Intrigued hy anonymous re-
ports that the Jones fire, the College and the 
freemasons were intimately connected, we 
decided to head to the Scottish Rite Temple 
and find out for ourselves what, if any, hap-
pened that weird April morning in 1997.

The Scottish Rite Temple, modeled after 
Alhambra in Grenada is not hard to miss. 
With its arch windows and pink hue, the 
temple defies the mundane adobe architec-
ture of Santa Fee. From the outside, the 
building gives off an ominous vibe, forcing 
the passersby to conjure images of men in 
Fez hats discussing alchemy and various, 
synarchic plots. But on entering the Temple, 
we were surprised to see just a nondescript 
foyer, littered with pamphlets on the Con-
stitution of the United States of America, the 
symbols of Masonry and posters bragging 
about the freemasons’charity work. Soon af-
ter entering the building, Ben and I were 
greeted by, surprise, a Johnny named Mor-
row Hall (SF ’69). Mr. Hall was eager to tell 
us about the history of the Masons and vari-
ous other trivia concerning their Brother-
hood. After showing us around the build-
ing, I began to ask Mr. Hall some questions 
about all the crazy stories you hear about 
Masons.

When I asked him if he was an alchemist, 
he said no. However, when I began to ask 
about the secrecy of the Rituals, and the 
mysteries, which bind all members of the 
Masons, Mr. Hall said something very inter-
esting. Mr. Hall thinks that every mystery is 
found within nature. These “mysteries” are 
so blatantly obvious that we have somehow 
taken them for granted and subsequently 
forgotten them. Mr. Hall’s theory of mys-
tery really makes my job of finding the Ma-
sonic connections to St. John’s College, a 
little easier. All I had to do was a little search-
ing, a little connecting, and finally, a little 
finagling.

It is rumored in some circles at the col-
lege that the dorms in uppers are named af-
ter Masons. That’s right, Murchison, 
Huffman, McCune, all these guys wore Fez 
hats at some point in their lives. I should 
rephrase that, every dorm in uppers is named

A Conspiracy Theory
by Jerome Morrow, '01

after a Mason, except for Jones. In an anony-
mous interview I conducted with an anony-
mous source, one Mrs. “A. Nonymous” Jones 
told me that her ancestor was an adamant 
opponent of the Masons. Apparently, the 
Jones, who donated the dorm now called 
Jones, thought that the Masons were a bunch 
of “self-righteous men who wore silly hats 
even though my name is Jones.” In a side 
note “A. Nonymous” told me that Mr. Jones 
liked to say his name very often. In the 
middle of important meetings he would of-
ten say, “Everyone listen to Jones, for Jones 
is Jones and will never not be Jones.” This 
nervous tick of his lead to an incredible 
amount of insecurity, forcing him to donate 
a dormitory for a fledgling college in his 
hometown. But unlike most colleges, which 
are concerned with the motives and inter-
ests of their donors, this poor college wel-
comed money from any person, regardless of 
their sick and twisted reasons.

The college’s choice to receive money 
from an outsider, a non-Mason, angered the 
Masonic donors; for they had plans for the 
Upper Dormitories to be a strictly male (as 
you may or may not know. Uppers was ini-
tially reserved for men) power circle of Ma-
sonry. Jones, later of whom Wagner would 
say was “the biggest thorn in my side,” had 
inadvertently entered a Masonic crossfire. 
When I asked my A. Nonymous Jones about 
her ancestor’s reaction to such a predicament, 
she said, “Ohh. He was mad, he hated the 
Masons, he thought they were silly, even 
though their names were not Jones.”

After years and years of cantankerous re-
lations between the Masonic donors and 
Jones, the dam finally cracked. On April 21, 
1997, the Sophomores read Francis Bacon, 
self proclaimed Mason, and master of ad-
vanced refrigeration. It was this night that 
the ancestors of the Masonic contributors to 
the Upper Dormitories decided to take ac-
tion against Jones’ contribution to the col-
lege. An ancestor of the Meems, a family who 
donated money to both Meem dorm and the 
library a.k.a. the Temple of Learning, said 
the meeting’s mood was “very emotional— 
we all felt like the college would finally be-
come what it was intended for; pure, unadul-
terated, Masonic worship.” Eight days later
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Jones dorm caught on fire.
Writing this article, exactly two years to 

the date of the tragedy, I feel encouraged by 
Morrow Hall, to comment on the mystery 
of the Jones fire, and how we could have seen 
it coming, if only we would have been 
searched in nature. If we add up the letters— 
by adding letters, I mean A is 1, B is 2 and 
so on—in the word “Bacon” we get the num-
ber 35; if we add the letters in the word 
“Mason” we get the number 62. 62 + 35 = 
97: the year of the Jones fire. Had anyone 
known Jones’ vehement opposition to 
Bacon’s place in the program, along with his 
public dislike of the Masons, they could have 
guessed the year ’97 would be a disastrous 
one. As for the date of the fire being on April 
29, well you decide if it was obvious. I would 
like to take excerpts from a speech given by 
Mr. Jones on April 29, 1970.

“I am tired of Masonry—my name is 
Jones—but, dear friends, the time will come 
when right will be challenged, Jones hey 
that’s me I’m Jones, and evil will win—I 
won’t say that it will be in 10 years, Jones, or 
20 years, yoo hoo I love Jones, my name is— 
But it won’t be 30 years either, no friends, it 
will be 25 years from now. Did I mention 
that I am Jones?”

Indeed, evil has won. Though the Col-
lege has not become a place for “pure, un-
adulterated, Masonic worship,” the effects 
of Masonry on the program have been no-
ticed. For instance, after the 1997 school 
year, the Music program abandoned Don 
Giovanni and chose The Magic Flute, an 
opera with strong Masonic overtones. The 
seminar now has 2 (that is 100% more) Ba-
con seminars. And some tutors, including 
Mr. Thompson, Mrs. Cohn and Ms. Wiener, 
are forcing their students to wear Fez hats to 
class. The people upstairs in Weigle say they 
have no idea about “Masons or Shriners” and 
that the rise of Masonic observance on cam-
pus is “a coincidence, a natural course.” 
Perhaps this is the case, but when asked about 
the fire in Jones, on that April morning, all 
they said was, “Please get out of here. We 
have a lot of work to do. A lot.” And then 
they giggled to each other as I left the office.
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THE NEVERENDING
T■ recently watched Nicolas Ro^’s film Don’t Look

■ AW at the Plan B theater m Santa Fe. There
Jjmere approximately 8 people in the audience. At

some point in the saeening, I realized that the film 
had a grip on everyone, including myself, and I was 
grateful for the audiences re^jectiul silence in the face 
of a film that was made in 1973.1 mention the year 
of release because, although to most people that is 
somewhat irrelevant to a movies ultimate impact, at 
the film screenings here on campus, the older a film 
is, the funmer it is. Lhn’tLookNow \s2i film I pray the 
Sl  John's College Film Society leaves alone, and never 
bring? to campus. Why? Because Don’t Look Now is a 
wonderful, poetic, devastating, creepy, psycho-
logical thriller. Therefore, the Sc John’s audience would 
laugh tnost of the way throu^ it.

I attended the screening of Hitchcock’s Rope a 
couple ofwceks ago, and made the mistake of bring-
ing a friend fiom “town.” Halfway through the movie, 
after many bursts of lau^ter, slapped thighs and 
clapped hands provided by the smdencs, my friend 
leaned to me and whirred ^asp! Someone actually 
whtsperedst a screening?) “Do they always laugh like 
thi^” The answer, as we all know is, “Yes, they always 
laugh like this.” Which bring? me to my question, 
which is a burning one: What’s so funn)^

Certainly, I blame Mystery Science Theater3000 
for some of it. MST3K is a very funny, very smart 
show, that has bred some very unfunny and very 
unsmart “comedians” who fed no compunction about 
imposing their leaden comments upon anonymous 
audiences. Because MST3Ktaigets older films, which 
can be humorous if you choose to look at them that 
way, I suppose most people take that as a declaration 
that all “old” movies are atttomaticallysaxpid and silly, 
and are just asking to be derided But what if on any 
given Saturday, one doesn’t fed like laughing at an 
old movid What if on that day, a person acxually 
wants to take a film seriously? Just as a reader in a 
library should be allowed to quiedy and privatdy en-
joy a book by, say, Freud, an audience member in a 
public theater should always have the option of view-
ing a movie in earnest and should always be allowed 
to take it seriously, no matter how old the film is. At 
Sl  John’s, however, an innocent audience member is 
never given that luxury, because the laughter never 

stops.
I do not mean to decrie the very aa ofgoing to a 

public theater, because that too can be an important 
part of one’s ejqjerience of a film. Opening night 
screening? of films like The Doors or Star Wars are 
thrilling, and offer a communal experience of sheer 
qjectade (which I believe is best experienced in a group 
anyway) that cannot be reproduced, no matter how 
much money you spend on your home theater set-
up. But it is one thing to share a laugh with your

by Robin Vlosky, GLLiberal Arth 

Mow dtizens, and it is quite another to have inap-
propriate laughter foisted upon you. Like the senator 
said about pornography, I can’t define ‘inappropriate 
laughter,’ but I know it when I see it.

When an audience member guflaws loudly, or 
slaps his boot on the ground in something like infan-
tile glee, he is dedaring that the film he is watching is 
not important to him, and therefore it should - or 
could - not be important to anyone else. Of course, 
there is some melcxlramam thepetformances in Rope, 
but is melodrama, by default, hilarious? Is it alwo- 
lutdy side-splitting that a charaaer might be meek 
and afiaid, and might regret murdering a dassmate? 
Considering the atmosphere at Sc Johns, the ques-
tion of whether or not to murder a fellow student 
seems to me to be of paramount importance. There-
fore I wonder why the audience either wouldn’t, or 
couldn’t, turn themsdves over to the film, and actu-
ally let it in.

(And by the way, in the introduction to Rope, 
why weren’t we told that it is based on a pky, which 
was based on an actual murder case - do Leopold & 
Laeb ting a bell? - and that Rope is of a piece with 
films such as Compulsion and Swoon, in which the 
diaraaets’ homosexuality is more obvious? Perhaps 
if the audience knew that Brandon and Phillip are 
gay, they might have restrained their laughter out of 
sheer politically cortea terror...)

Is film laughed at so much here because Sc John’s 
students do not know how to cake it seriously as an 
art form? Could it be that unless a work - or a me-
dium of ejqtiession - is not in the Sc John’s curricu-
lum it is considered unimportant? Or worse, is it that 
if something is not b the curriculum, Johnnies don’t 
know how to approach it or what to think about it? 
Obviously, the school doesn’t mean to exclude all of 
the visual arts—there is after all that 60-or-so page 
packet for sale b the bookstore - but apparendy, sbee 
no films are bduded b our smdies, smdents have 
concluded that cbemaric expression must be wholly 
unimportant, unable to move us, unable to make us 
think. Films only make us laugh.

I am devastated when a film such as Fritz Lang’s 
M is teferted to as ‘neat,’ which it was at one of the 
sacening?. Or when, after The Cabinet ofDr. Caligari, 
someone behbd me said, “It was supposed to be 
funny!” Well, sort of Funny as b: 'Tha£s fimny, my 
left arm was just blown offby a landmbe!’; or ‘That’s 
fimry, I could have sworn the coffin lid was closed 
when I left it b the basementi’; or even, ‘That’s fimry,
I thought that burning bush just said something!’ 
Caligari (did I hear someone say German Expres- 
sionistic nightmare?) is supposed to be funny b the 
way a Kafica stoiy is fliimy; you laugh so hard you 
scream. Which bring? up an important distinction b 
humor - the different tyjres of‘funny’
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It strikes me that there is funny b the sense of 

ha-ha, and funny b the sense ofScream!. Mel Brooks 
is funny ha-ha, and David I^ch is funny Scream!. 
Charlie Chaplb is both. The phrase “dark comedy” 
has come to mean any off-kilter movie today, but to 
me the real essence of the term is revealed when some-
thing is funny b an odd, hurtful sort of way. Like 
Rope. You would never dare to laugh out bud at this 
type ofhumor, because to do so would be too painful 
and callow. Instead, to my lights, you are meant to sit 
still and quiedy chew on it. Which I am never al-
lowed to do at a St. John’s film screening.

Does the audience laugh because it feels superior 
to those smpid, naive people from earlier times? The 
mentality that really, Plato was quite silly to write on 
papyrus tolls. Didn’t he ever hear of a Powerbook^ 
No? Idiot! This must have been the attitude during 
the screening of Fritz Lang’s The Woman on the Moon 
a few months ago. Any time those silly people b that 
silly silent film attempted to do anything scientific, 
bvolving thoughtful speculation, most of the audi-
ence thought it was so silly, and made sure the test of 
us knew ic Neverthdess, isn’t it bteresdng that b 
1929 a film ditcaor gave us a vision of the future b 
which space travd bvolves using the gravitational pull 
of edestial bodies to influence the course of space-
ships? A future b which rocket jets are used to soften 
the impaa of a spaceship landing on the moon? The 
seme b Woman b which the scientists present us 
with a chart plotting their course to the moon is neariy 
identical to the scene b the 1995 msmcApolb 13 b 
which the sdendsts.../>n3CTir us wido a chartpbtting 
dieir course to the moorl. Why didn’t the dneplex audi-
ence I was sitting b during ApoUo 13 br«ik out in 
uncontrollable shrieks and thigh-slaps? Didn’t they 
know that b seventy-or-so years, audiences will think 
they were a bunch ofneophytes for actually believing 
diat stufi? Nevetmbd that it was right, b 1929, rocket 
sdence didn’t even exist, and yet that is one of the 
surprising visions offered to us during film’s infancy 
(formal filmmaking was only 34 years old b 1929).

Ultimatdy, I suppose that if one takes a certab 
approach to life^ everything is fimny. Such an approach 
bvolves a permanent irreverence and inability to be 
humbled that I find alien and ultimatdy disappobt- 
ing, sort of like the tdevision show “South Paric.” b 
such a world pab is funny, awkwardness is funny, 
weakness if funny, arrogance is funny, death is funny, 
love is funny, religion is fiirmy, doubt is fiitmy, emo-
tions are funny, sdence is fimny, bnocence is furmy, 
black-and-wbte is funny, die past is funny, the present 
is furmy, and, deal with it, the future uHll be fimny. It’s 
a wonder we ever stop laughing.



YUGOSLAVIA AND THE POLITICS OF PASSIVITY
There is war in eastern Europe. Bombs are fall-

ing, civilians and military personell alike are being 
killed, environmental deveastadon is spreading, and 
more than 125,000 Kosovar Albanians have fled the 
Serbian province of Kosovo since the commence-
ment of the US/NATO attack. The allied offensive 
has its advocates and its opponents, and here at the 
blissfully unaware St. Johns oolltge both positions 
are represented. For those of you who have not 
noticed, a mute “dialogue” has unfolded on cam-
pus: on bulletin boards, doors and windows in and 
around the Peterson Smdent Center, writings for 
and against the US-led NATO campaign have been 
advertised. Ms. AntheAliferis Kelley has posted the 
essays and short pieces that argue against the bomb-
ing, and the responses thereto have apparendy come 
firom a handful of students. We hold that this de-
bate must be extended to the entire coll^ com- 
mumty, and that the error of those who suppiort the 
bombing without a sound argument be exposed.

A sign was posted next to the sundry anti-bomb-
ing articles of Ms. Kelley and a freshman that ac-
cuse the writings of bcii^ “Serbian propoganda.” 
The impulsive and emotional naivete of this accu-
sation is astonishing coming from a student who 
ostensibly reads texts carefully and critically (and the 
media is indeed a text), and belies a complacency to 
the corporate American media, which often seems 
to aa as litde more than a propogandic arm ofWhite 
House foreign policy. boosts television, news-
paper, and periodical consumption—^it comes as no 
surprise that CNN almost never interviews peace 
activists but crams its coverage of the NATO cam-
paign with interviews of retired generals and mili-
tary analysts. Anyone who makes an effort to in-
quire into the NATO offensive—or any other act 
of US foreign aggression in the name of “humani- 
tarianism” or “democracy,” for that matter-through 
sources other than CNN, the Associated Press, CBS 
etc. will almost immediately lose faith in the 
Pentagons gospel. If one looks past the sleek, com-
puterized wargasm presented in the video game 
graphics of the corporate media, the “humanitarian 
bombing” begjns to appear to be something more 
selftsh and tyrtanical than compassionate. US for-
eign policy is always economically imperial (the 
spread of “fiee trade” and “democracy” amounts to 
US control over the given areas natural resources— 
the Caspian Sea, the Persian Gulf, etc.), as well as 
astoundingly clumsy and short-sighted. President 
Clinton, who should be impeached not for his mean-
ingless, fumbling promiscuity but for his ^r^ous 
crimes against humanity, stands as a prime example. 
In the last year, Clinton has bombed Iraq and te- 
lendessly pursued sanctions that starve its civilians 
(oddly, we are told that the trade embargo on Iraq is

by Adrian Lucia, '00
supposed to incite a civilian uprising, when really it 
only promotes the Iraqi peoples hatred of America), 
destroyed a pharmicudical plant in Sudan which 
was falsely supposed to produce chemical weapons, 
and now has launched a “humanitarian” campaign 
in Yugoslavia that has killed 1,200 plus. Surely, then. 
White House foreign policy cannot be concerned 
with “genocide”, as a poster in Peterson claims, vdien 
it itself soaks the entire glohe with blcxxl.

Of course, criticizing US foreign policy does 
not equal supfiorting the regime under American 
attack—^no one who argues against the US/NATO 
bombing means to say that tyrtanical men like 
Saddam Hussein and Slobedan Milosevic are sim-
ply the innocent victims of Western imperialism. 
Clearly these men are violent and power-hungty 
thugs who ate only interested in using their people

for the sake of power. This is recognized by those of 
us who argue against the bombing. What we wish 
to point out is the error and criminality of a cam-
paign such as the current one in eastern Europe, 
one that fights violence with violence. We wish to 
call for a peaceful solution to the conflia, even if 
that involves a UN ground force in Yugoslavia. Af-
ter die recent massacre at Colombine High School 
in Colorado, President Clinton urged his country-
men that “we need to teach our children to solve 
problems with nonviolent means.” As he spoke, 
bombs fell all across Yugoslavia—on Kosovar refu-
gees, on the Chinese embassy, and most recendy on 
the village of Korisa, where 80 civialians were "ac-
cidentally" killed. It is this hyjxxxisy, this discon-
nect between the actual and apparent motives of 
the powers that he, that we must criticize.

HOROSCOPES
Taurus: You’ve toughened up a great deal 

in the last few weeks. Enjoy the mini-vaca-
tions that you get from the world and recoup 
your fortitude. On May 10th you will have .a 
wonderful day for creativity and love. Buy a 
big box of Crayolas and send a love letter to 
your sweet. " - j ^

Gemini: It seems like a big and dirty 
wrench has been thrown into your master plan 
for pos.sesing tot.il control of your life. You 
really remind me of the eliaracier Neo from 
The Matrix who says that he doesn’t like the i 
idea of fate because it means that he isn’t in 
control of his life. Control is only good to a 
certain extent. Let something ekse guide you 
for a little while-^ and see where you end up: 

Cancer: There Is difficulty in die home 
for the next feww'eeks. Get dirough it by talk- i 
ing to your friends who live outside of your i 
home. Enjoy the new bridges you develop by' 
not shutting yourself up in your room. You 
will enjoy the company of children, offer to 
babysit for a busy family.

Leo: Although you may be frustrated by 
theattitudes of others, you must keep up your 
good attitude. Do so by treating yourself ev-
ery day. Here’s a sample schedule: Friday-eat 
not one, but two ice cream sundaes, Samrday- 
take a road trip to a place you’ve never been, 
Sunday-liave Sunday brunch at a posh locale, 
etc. Do what 1 .suggest, Leo, and you’ll start to 
feel back to your old self. j

Virgo: Do you feel like you are standing 
on the edge of a cliff? The jump into the cliff 
is where all the good stuff Ls, mon ami. You

by Carisa ArmefuLinz,
really need to decide what ihe right decision is 
for you, not what you think everyone else wants 
you to do. With die summer coming up you 
have many choices. If your dream is to work 

as at a Zoo, then do it. Wliatever 'your dream is, 
follow it.

Libra: Libras arc the Adam Sandlcfs of the 
zodiac. While you ciy, others laugh at your 
misery. Wliy? Well, Libras arc quite melodra-
matic. If you have a hole in your sock, woe is 
you. Ifyou forget your seminar reading in your 
room, and you know you’re going to flunk 
Seminar because of it. Chill out! Turn you 
problems into a comedy, like a talented and 
brilliant comedian.

, Scorpio: By the end of the semester you 
i will see that your hard work has been for a good 

cause. But until that time, you feel tired and 
cranky, and maybe just a little annoyed that 
you have so much damn work to do. You’ll 
get through it Scorp, you always do; And you 

, get throng it with panache and gusto, too.
Sagittarius: Lifc’sbeengoingwcll, eh. Sag?

I
 Well, count your blessings, because I diink it’s 
going to get a bit tough in the next few months. 
*T^kc you problems in stride and allow )'our-

I
* elf the opportunity to feel sorry for yourself 

' 'Capricorn: All the advice I have for you is 
this; Love well and let go when you have to.

' Aquarius: You may feel a bit lost, but not 
jKto worry. Your life will become what you want 

it to be in time. Maybe not in impatient- 
Aquarianr time, but in normal -sixtyi-seconds- 

; ;i a -minute- time.
(Continued on page 10)
~jjifciaiiii
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BLOODY ICED-TEA^S. MICROPHONES
The reality behind the Reality deathmatch

by Aaron "I'm friends with your mother" Mehlhajf, '01

Bloody Iced-tea vs. Microphones: The re-
ality behind the Reality Deathmatch I’ve heard 
“I saw Vail pull glass out of Lippart’s back” (true) 
and “I saw Vail putting fake blood on Lippart’s 
back” (false). I’ve also heard that people think 
that Lippart and Vail were really angry enough 
at each other to want to settle it in the ring, and 
I’ve heard that some people think the partici-
pants are foolish for what they did. So, I’m here 
to settle accounts, as best I can.

For starters, let’s try and understand what a 
Deathmatch really is. It’s a theatrical produc-
tion, just like MacBeth. Just as Thorin Butler 
didn’t really kill Michael Esterheld, or even re-
ally want to, Lippart and Vail were acting out 
parts, not their real feelings. Being a theatrical 
produaion also means that the participants in 
the Reality Deathmatch were rehearsing, actu-
ally they were rehearsing all semester, just like 
the cast of MacBeth. An important addendum 
to make is that the Deathmatch participants 
knew it would be dangerous, and that they 
would get hurt. In the words of the immortal 
SuperChicken to his sidekick, Fred the Lion, 
“C’mon Fred, you knew this job was dangerous 
when you took it.”

To minimize the harm done, the four par-
ticipants were talking to each other through out 
the whole match, “Are you sure you want to go 
through with this move?” “How do you feel?” 
“Please stop hitting me in the head with that 
pan”, etc.

So, knowing what the intent was for the 
event, let’s see how well the execution went. As 
it turns out, the actual show went splendidly 
according to the plan. I must note here that 
their intent was not for Lippart to become so 
wounded. They expected some injuries to be 
inflicted upon all the combatants, but nothing 
quite so grievous was expected. But even the 
events after his wounding were as planned. 
What is suspected to be the cause of the Lippart’s 
wound was the mat on which the glass from the 
light bulbs, and immediately after, Lippart fell. 
The exaa layering of wood, gym mats, and astro 
turf was not anticipated to have prevented the 
glass’ proper shattering. But do bear in mind 
that that blood was entirely Lippart’s.

So the question is, if they knew what the 
risks were, why did they go through with it? To 
some people, the answer is obvious, but allow 
me to quote the Champ himself to show the 
uninitiated the magic of staged wrestling. “I

don’t know if you know what it’s like to be cov-
ered in blood and have people cheering for you, 
but it’s phat!” And even after a week, people 
still come up to him and thank him for doing 
what he did. “I think people appreciate that we 
were willing to P*k up our bodies for entertain-

ment.” As for why he was willing to do that for 
entertainment, Lippart’s thoughts run like this: 
It’s not disrespectful to his body; it would be 
disrespectful not to use his body. Professional 
and ameteur athletes go out every day and give 
their sports their all, and hurt themselves, but 
the pain is temporary, and it’s and acceptable 
risk for proper self-respect “to respea your body, 
go out and push it, run a marathon, play foot-
ball, fight a deathmatch while losing two pints 
of your blood...it’s not like getting hurt makes 
it a bad thing: it’s not the pain, it’s how you deal 
with it.”

So, having delved into the workings fo the 
deathmatch, the explanation of particular events 
in question, and the mentality of the star of the 
show, let’s look at some other parts of the show, 
perhaps something to cater to the fans of what 
went on, instead of its critics. Let’s start with 
the injury tally: fifteen stitches, two severally 
bruised hands (from punching wood), two legs

so tired that they didn’t work for two days, one 
minor concussionn, and one nearly broken 
pinky finger. Definitely a successful endeavor. 
Other interesting notes: the VCR which was 
used has a dent along the long edge which lines 
up perfectly with Mr. Ledbetter’s face and 
forhead outline, from Lippart’s strike at 
Venkatesh that missed and hit Ledbetter (on 
purpose). The door which was to the left of the 
stage, into which Vail and Lippart threw each 
other was solid when they started, but the force 
of Vail’s throws cracked the door down most of 
its length. How many hits does it take before a 
frying pan is so mangled it has to be re-pounded 
into shape to be used again? Our team of re-
searchers has found that they last for five to six 
head shots before they are too bent to be used 
as a weapon. To give you a thirst for the pros, 
in his pre-match interview Lippart dedicated the 
match to a “Mick”—this is Mick Foley, a.k.a. 
Mankind, a.k.a. Cactus jack, a.k.a. Dude Love, 
one of the most hardcore wresders in the pro-
fessional circuit, to whom Lippart intends to 
sent a copy of the video footage. Go rent some 
of Foley’s work, it will amaze you. Another note 
about blood loss in this sport: Staged wresding 
uses only real blood from real wounds—theat-
rical blood comes off too easily and would have 
to be continually reapplied, which is simply not 
feasible for two or more people wearing spandex 
to do in front of a live audience. In fact, profes-
sional wrestlers often “blade” themselves, cut 
their foreheads with concealed razor blades or 
tacks to encourage bleeding. And here’s a back-
ground note on “Jersey style”: When announcer 
Thorin Butler said “I think I’ve seen something 
like this once before, in Jersey” referring to the 
double choke slam through the flourescent 
bulbs, he was not joking, he has in fact seen that 
very stunt on a trip to the Garden State over 
spring break. New Jersey is the home of several 
wrestling schools and leagues, including the 
ECW, one of the most hardcore wresding fed-
erations in America.

So, if this article has at all capture your in-
terest, I encourage you to continue exploring 
the world of staged wresding, a theatrical pro-
duction like no other. And remember, all par-
ticipants are willing and knowledgeable of the 
risks involved, so do not try this when pregnant, 
drunk (alcohol thins the blood, you’ll bleed so 
fast you won’t wake up from it), unconscious, 
or on an empty stomach: it’s bad for the Chi.
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ESPIONAGE AT ST. JOHN'S? HA!
by Ming Fu, '99

To My American Friends...
I am not in a position to comment on 

the recent allegation against China of its es-
pionage on the US nuclear secret. However, 
the following report that appeared in an ar-
ticle entitled “Open Secret” in the March 
22nd issue of Newsweek caught my, atten-
tion. Since the report somewhat concerns 
myself, I feel obliged to clarify something to 
my American friends before I leave this place. 

US officials say that Beijing targets the 
thousands of Chinese students living in 
the United States as part of a nationwide 
technology-collection effort. Chinese 
consular officers in the U.S. maintain a 
detailed computerized list of “Persons of 
Talent” -outstanding Chinese students in 
science and technology studying at 
American universities. Each is befriended 
by a Chinese government official, and en-
couraged to cooperate.

(March 22, Newsweek, P. 31) 
When I read this report, it occurred to 

me that I had never been “befriended” by

any Chinese officials during the whole four 
years I spent in this country. Maybe I am 
too dimwitted to be considered by my gov-
ernment as one of those “Persons ofTalent,” 
since I study at St. John’s College. So I did a 
survey with a dozen friends of mine who have 
been studying science at some of the very best 
American Universities, reminding them to be 
honest in their reply. Much to the comfort 
of my ego, none of them claimed that he had 
received the above favorable treatment. In-
stead, all of them were either amused or en-
raged by the above “absolutely irresponsible 
lie.” Among the people I surveyed is our ex-
beloved Justin Jiang, who left us for Chicago 
University's Organic Chemistry and is start-
ing his Ph. D at Harvard this Fall. He told 
me, “The Chinese Consultate in Chicago 
doesn’t seem like to contact the Chinese stu-
dents in here unless when Premier Zhu 
Rongji comes to visit and they need people 
to greet him at the airport.”

I have no interest in denying the possible 
Chinese espionage, as any country does to

other countries. However, the strongest evi-
dence that has been brought against China, 
as much as I am aware of, is, the US doesn’t 
“believe the Chinese could have developed 
the (w88) warhead in such a short period of 
time on their own.” This statement reminds 
me of an English term that I learned after I 
came to this country and that I have never 
had a chance to use in seminars - “white(- 
)trash.”

So, my friends! I want you to know that 
I am at St. John’s here not on some mission 
to funnel the stolen from Los Alamos to any 
red corner on the earth, or to sabotage the 
“Great Books” program, less to steal the lab 
techniques from our beloved Hans von 
Briesen. My dear friends, please be assured 
that you have not leaked any classified in-
formation to me in any of our conversations 
at the foot of Monte Sol. My dearest friends, 
I want you to know that it has been a great 
pleasure talking to you all!

SCOTTISH IN THE GREAT HALL
A review of the student performance <^Macbeth

Murder, betrayal, passion, a mystery and 
the supernatural move William

Shakespeare’s violent tragedy “Macbeth.” 
An ordinary man is compelled into murder 
by his wife and becomes king; his wife, who 
was once his “partner in greatness”, descends 
into madness; a seemingly noble man aban-
dons his wife and children in strife-torn Scot-
land. The play shows a man’s and a country’s 
descent into turmoil.

Michael Esterheld says of his character 
Macbeth, “What is disturbing about him is 
that he shows there’s an element of the devil 
in everyone.” He says that the witches plant 
the seed of murder in him, and love for his 
wife drives him.

Genie Stevens’ production emphasizes 
the Macbeths’ relationship and the super-
natural power of the witches. Ms. Stevens 
says, “Power, greed, and lust are the three 
keywords of the play.” She also says that the 
witches “try to convey fear and respect for 
the supernatural.” The set is sparse, adonred 
only with a table and bones. Macbeth’s vi-

by Anna Abbot, '00

sions are left to the imagination, conveying 
his madness.

Michael Esterheld presents a torn, mad-
dened Macbeth. His inner conflicts, his re-
morse, and love for his wife come to life. 
Amber Boydstun is an impassioned Lady 
Macbeth. Miss Boydstun says, “Lady 
Macbeth feels the pull of the witches. She 
uses words like ‘metaphysics’ and ‘fate’; she 
sees killing Duncan as a supernatural event.” 
Wes Juel is a sympathetic Banquo who is 
truly concerned for the friend who eventu-
ally orders his murder. Joe Anson is an in-
tense Malcolm. Alana Hollingsworth, Jen-
nifer Rogers, Anna Perleberg, Deming 
Ballentine, Katie Turco, and Lynsey Rubin 
are a harmonious group of witches. Miss 
Rogers enjoys playing a witch. She says, 
“There’s chemistry between the witches.” 
She believes the witches control the story, and 
Macbeth falls completely under their con-
trol in his second meeting with them.

Genie Stevens’ production is intense and 
passionate, leaving many questions. Did the

9

witches drive Macbeth to murder, or did they 
reveal his inner evil? Though Lady Macbeth 
truly loves her husband, why does she urge 
him to commit a deed that maddens him and 
destroys their relationship? Does Macbeth’s 
madness begin when he betrays his friend-
ship through murder? In a sense, does his 
friend’s murder lead logically to the brutal 
murders of Lady Macduff and her children? 
Genie Stevens’ production leaves these ques-
tions to the audience. She says the produc-
tion has been beyond expectations and will 
continue to grow. The last performance will 
be in the Great Hall on May 21.
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RANT AND PERSECUTION
by Geoffrey Petrie, '01

I just got word from the weather service. Seal the windows, lock 
the doors, or hide in your Y2K bunkers because The Anger is com-
ing through with the Diablo's hot breath behind him. That's right 
folks. The Anger has a couple things to say about St. John's again.

With a just a few classes left in this year The Anger has been 
noticing some things that have really started to rip his flannel. What 
is up with all you cowards out there that are just now starting to 
show discontent toward your fellow 
class-mates? That's right you 
wimps, I called you cowards.

I've had it! You pansies that 
have held your tongue all this year 
and are just now starting to get 
pissy with people who you have 
been in class with since the begin-
ning have got to shut the hell up!
I've had too many classes this past 
couple of weeks where people have 
just shown straight out animosity 
toward people straight out of the 
blue. We all know that you have 
had problems with the people you 
are tearing into all year and have 
done this bullshit passive aggressive 
crap the whole time, but now is not 
the time to get into it with your 
arch-enemy of Seminar.

Since you haven't had the 
cajones all year long to show your 
proper feelings toward those people 
you are now trying to kick around 
in class, now is not the time to start 
a therapeutic bitch session.

Everyone who The Anger has a problem with knows that he does. 
You want to know why they know this? Well, to be perfectly honest 
I don't care if you want to know, I am going to tell you. The Anger 
has made it a point not to play the political patsy all year long.

Some people I know like to lay down for people who intimidate 
them in class so when they say something stupid during Math they 
won't get intellectually beat by that person they have been kissing 
up to all year long. This is what The Anger likes to call “Political 
Ass Coverage.” Now what usually happens to these people that per-
form this disgusting act is that they become psychologically torn 
between their cowardice of not taking their class-mate on, and the 
fact that they know that everyone in their class is aware of their 
bend over.

What seems to be happening this year, as it did last, is that those 
monkeys who played this game all year are now deciding to get a 
spine and standing up for themselves. Now why is it that they have 
just now discovered this wonderful strength? The reason for this 
pathetic metamorphosis is that they know that the three month break 
of summer is just around the corner so they have no fear with re-
spect to potential humility of being slammed against the wall in a 
battle of wits. The humiliation may arrive but the fact is that most 
people will have forgotten about the incident by the time they come 
back next fall. Fascinating analysis, eh?

Now I suppose The Anger is so enraged about this ridiculous 
situation because he has made it a habit not to hide in the shadows 
of other students. If The Anger has a problem with some freak 
around campus he makes it clear that they should watch themselves. 
You know who you are, you know that The Anger is out for you if 
you try anything. Goodrich, Kray, that's right, your on the list. 

Now what is it that The Anger is suggesting as a possible solu-
tion to this uncomfortable pre-
dicament? He is suggesting 
that those of you that want to 
throw down, that you do it on 
your own time and not in class! 
Take it outside, take it to your 
dorm room, hell, take it to the 
fish pond! I don't care, just 
don't do it on my dollar, I have 
shelled out too much money 
this past year to put up with 
your shit in class.

For the rest of you that feel 
the same way as The Anger, 
stand up for yourselves! Tell 
those candy-assed wusses where 
to stick it so that you can get 
on with the work in the little 
time we have left.

Ladies and Gentlemen, The 
Anger has left the soapbox. Oh 
yeah, he wanted to wish the rest 
of you that aren't on his list to 
have a great summer and the 
best of luck to the fantastic 
Class of 1999. Good luck Se-

niors, we know you'll do us proud.
P.S. This of course was meant to be published a few weeks ago. 

The reason why I decided to have it left the way it was was to re-
mind those of you coming back of the way you have behaved in 
class in the last few weeks in order to help you change your ways 
next year. May you reap the benefits of my wisdom and become 
better people for it.

(Horoscopes continued from page 7)

Pisces: I recommend that you do something totally different this 
summer. If you don't swim, learn how to swim. If you don't usually 
fix your own car, learn how to do it. Just don't waste your time on the 
same-old. Invest in becoming a new and better you.

Aries: Your life will be really good if you are able to go fishing. 
That is not usually advice that I would give, because I don't know 
how to fish. But, nonetheless, I think that you would prosper if you 
had to do something that was slow in process.
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THE BURDEN OF IRRESPONSIBILITY
On the war in Yugoslavia and Johnnie apathy

by Anthe Aliferis Kelley, '01

Our REALITY has now passed, playing itself out fitfully with 
zealous exclamations of revolution that petered off appropriately with 
the onslaught of beer. Overall it was a success, with the exception 
of some fines, and the flaming sacrifice of my stereo to the powers 
that be (dark and hidden though they are). But it must needs be 
said that the “real” reality looms ever larger over our heads and con-
sciences.

The bombs are still raining down on Yugoslavia. Our bombs. I 
say “our” here because our silence gives our consent to the killing. 
This is a fact of reality. And I say this not to discourage us (for there 
is ample scoffing in this environment), but rather to kindle our de-
sire to arise in the name of justice and humanity. If this sounds too 
exaggerated I apologize, but whose job is it? We are the living, and 
we are allowing for all rhat exists in our world. We are the ones who 
choose to accept or deny to carry on the tradition of what this or 
that dead white man said. We are the ones preserving the status 
quo. Likewise, we are the ones who can propel our humanity and 
social/political structures to levels never before attained, but believed 
to be possible always. We are the ones who can elevate ourselves 
through questioning and righteous action. So why do we sit silently 
by, and subvert these realities, allowing them to play out, backhanded, 
in our personal dramas? Our situations do not become better, or 
easier, or safer by ignoring what’s going on in the world around us. 
(If anything, they become more pathetic and dangerous). We are a 
part of the whole, and thus we design and are painted into the big 
picture.

It is for these reasons that I assert, quite confidently, that we 
need to care AT LEAST enough to be informed about what is going 
on in our world (both immediate and at-large). We need to ques-
tion these things. We need to be able to hear through rhetoric. And 
finally, and most importantly, we NEED to take action. These are 
our duties as human beings, and as citizens of a “democratic” gov-

ernment.
Now let us bring this perspective back to the war in Yugoslavia 

which needs our immediate attention. I will provide, here, a very 
brief update on the extent of the devastation and the need for action 
to stop it. However, I encourage you to look into these matters in 
detail for yourselves (which means research, not what the “free press” 
spoon feeds you ).

A group of international lawyers and scholars have brought be-
fore the Prosecutor of the International Criminal Tribunal for the 
former Yugoslavia (ICTY) “a complaint charging NATO’s political 
and military leaders and all responsible NATO personnel with grave 
breaches of the Geneva Convention of 1949 and violations of the 
laws and customs of war,” as well as violations of both the NATO 
and UN charters. To sum up: Milosovic was called upon in Febru-
ary 1998 to sign the Rambouillet Accord (which had nothing to do 
with peace) under the threat of force from NATO. A contract made 
under the threat of force is illegal (Art.2 parag.4 of UN Charter). 
Then, when Milosovic did not want to sign it, as was expected (for 
“An accord such as this could not be signed by any head of a sover-
eign state. 1”), the US/NATO decided to bomb Yugoslavia without

being in a position of self-defense, without being in the position to 
defend a member state, without the consent of the country’s gov-
ernment, and without being authorized by the UN Security Coun-
cil. Thus the US/NATO broke both the UN and NATO charters.

Moreover, in addition to the flagrant violation of international 
law NATO’s “conduct is willful and wanton, as the raids have been 
knowingly ordered by NATO’s political and military leaders...with 
a reckless disregard for the rights and safety of the Yugoslav 
people... [NATO has] engaged in the willful killing of civilians and 
has willfully inflicted great suffering and serious injury to body and 
health of civilians,” as well as their using illegal, poisonous, and 
radioactive weapons; desttoying towns and villages, the environment, 
works of art and science, commercial factories and health facilities- 
none of which was justified by military necessity (herein breaching 
the Geneva Convention of 1949 and the ICTY).

I will name a few of the targets, in general, which we are not 
fortunate enough to read about in our daily papers: hundreds of 
commercial and craft shops; hotels, resorts; factories (from textiles 
and shoes to chemicals); numerous bridges, railways; hospitals; 
schools; monasteries; refineries; warehouses; and civilian communi-
cations centers- to name A FEW (the precisely detailed list is nause-
ating).

NATO has been firing depleted Uranium weapons (believed to 
be responsible for the “Gulf War Syndrome”) which have contami-
nated the soil, making it uncultivable, and the water, making it un-
drinkable. Moreover, the bombing of aquifers has cut off the water 
supply to one million people. NATO is even using prohibited clus-
ter bombs in residential areas, causing the deaths of numerous chil-
dren among others. Ultimately, “NATO’s leadership is poisoning 
the land, aquifers and population of Yugoslavia,” and the devastat-
ing environmental effects will plague the whole region for years to 
come (they are already registering obscene amounts of toxicity in 
the atmosphere in N. Greece).

The bottom line is that this shameful destruction and death, 
which was initiated under a “humanitarian” guise, MUST BE 
ENDED! It is our duty as human beings to defend against such 
devastation and injustice (peacefully, but forcefully).

I wish my words were big enough to stop these bombs, but they 
are not. We need an active onsensus among us, and we need a con-

sensus to act.
There will be a national protest at the Pentagon on June 5, and 

there will be buses bringing people from cities across the nation. I 
strongly encourage you to attend this protest (for info: Emergency 
Mobilization to Stop the War 1247 E Street SE, Washington, DC 
20003/ www.iacenter.org e-mail: npcdc@mnsinc.com ph. 202- 
544-5752). If it is impossible for you to make it, I still advise that 
you take a little time to write to (or phone) the NATO heads and/or 
your Congressmen. There is also much information to be accessed 
via the Internet (www.zmag.org is a good place to start). It’s up to 
us!
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LETTER FROM THE 
EDITOR

It is strange for me to write my last letter in The Moon. This newspaper has been a labor of 

my love. I could not produce The Moon without substantial work from many people. Adrian 
Lucia has taught me so many things. He is truly talented and gifted with writing, layout, and 

getting stuff done in general. Geoff Petrie has filled in for me many times. Vic nins The Moon to 
the printer at a moments notice. Geoff copy-edits every issue and finds others that are willing to 

do it. He helps me with subscriptions to parents. Adrian and Geoff do so many jobs for this paper 

and have helped to make this newspaper thoughtful and provoking. They will share the task of 

editorship next school year.

The Student Activities Office has done all of our book-keeping and is willing to help out 

whenever they can. Brendan O’Neill has taken me out of many binds. Mark St. John is concerned 

with the well-being of The Moon and is always there to offer good advice.

The Moon has had a wealth of wonderful writers and photograpers this year. There is no 
newspaper without these people.

Finally, thanks to Student Polity, SAO, and to our subscribers for subsidizing The Moon.
If I could convey anything to the Community, it would be this: The Moon is this school’s 

only means of public debate and public commentary. It is so important that this community 

exercises social consciousness by participating in The Moon. Students, tutors, and administration 

must all make a greater effort to participate next school year. Participation in The Moon is a step in 
the direction of a greater good for St. John’s College.

Have a wonderful summer and an exciting life, readers.

Carisa Armendariz, Editor

The  Moon

St. John's College 
1160 Camino Cruz Blanca 
Santa Fe, NM 87501-4599
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The Moon serves St. John’s Col-

lege in Santa Fe, New Mexico as an 

independent bi-monthly student 

newspaper. Opinions expressed here 

represent the views of their authors 

rather than those of the College. Is-

sues 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 

community. Staff and contributors 

meet Tuesdays at noon in the SJC 

coffee shop. Material for the next is-

sue should be submitted by 6 p.m. 

on Friday, April 30, 1999- We IN-
SIST that work be submitted in text 

format on a 3.5” Macintosh disk (if 

you absolutely cannot use a Mac then 

save your file as a Rich Text File 

[.rtf]) along with a typed, double-

spaced copy including the author’s 

name and phone number. Hard cop-

ies without disks are acceptable in 

certain circumstances. The Moon re-

serves the right to edit and to reject 

any submisson.
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