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Letters To The Editors
Hi,

I’m Susan Walker. You might know me 
as the Head Chair of Polity or as an R.A. 
For those of you who don’t know anything 
else about me, here’s an abbreviated account 
of my less commendable attributes. I get 
too drunk too often. I’ve broken bottles. I’ve 
committed countless acts of sexual assault. 
I’m awfully fond of profanity. I’ve indulged 
in all manner of drugs on this campus, and 
(this is the real cancer of my conscience) 
I’ve been extremely verbally abusive to my 
dearest friends. I am not “holier than thou.’’

For a while I was in the habit of disbe-
lieving people when they said that there is 
too much drinking, violence, destruction, 
drug use, sexual assault and the like, on 
campus. At this point I hear it far too often 
for my healthy dose of skepticism to be 
applicable. I’ve been hearing this same kind 
of thing for two years now from administra-
tors and students alike, so I’m willing to 
give them the benefit of the doubt. I’m 
guilty to a greater or lesser extent of all the 
things which might be considered problem-
atic, so I’m actually rather surprised at 
myself for not believing that there is truth to 
these “too much’’ sorts of statements. Now 
I’m left with the questions, what’s too much

and what’s problematic?
Obviously none of these questionable 

behaviors are too terribly problematic for 
my standard of living. But I say this know-
ing full well that my high tolerance for the 
extremely offensive is a matter of pride for 
me. I’m not kidding. I love the fact that 
I’m not easily offended. It makes me feel 
like I’m not a wimp. But I really think it’s 
ridiculous to expect that everyone else 
should be as tolerant as myself. I know I 
have reasons for tolerating all manner of 
offensiveness. In most cases I love the 
offenders. Everyone is willing to put up 
with more bullshit from their friends that 
from anyone else. But here again the ques-
tions arise, what’s bullshit? and what 
amount of it is tolerable to people outside 
one’s own immediate circle of friends?

Here are some things that I tolerate. 
Please keep in mind that the word “tolerate” 
does not mean “eommend” or “approve of’. 
Also keep in mind that I don’t care one bit if 
people think I’m a flaming hypocrite. I tol-
erate broken glass, which has extremely vio-
lent associations for me, bashing of hippies 
and queers, seeing my friends dangerously 
drunk and being made fun of for considering 
taking them to the Emergency Room, being

"I am an Alcoholic and a Drug Addict
by Anonymous

The recent discussion concerning the 
appropriate administrative and punitive 
actions the college administration might 
take concerning illegal drug use and alcohol 
abuse has prompted this letter. As a recov-
ering addict and alcoholic, I believe I have 
a valuable experience to relate concerning 
these issues.

In "A Letter to the Community from 
Dean James Carey," The Moon, February 
20, 1998, the discussion focused entirely on 
penalties for the possession or use of illegal 
drugs and the consideration accorded the use 
of marijuana versus heroin and between use 
and dealing. I do not wish to enter this 
debate.

However this is an appropriate arena to 
address rehabilitation and assisting the alco-
hol or drug abuser. Alcoholism and drug 
addiction are diseases, are identifiable and 
are treatable. My own journey from hope-

less addict and alcoholic to sober and clean 
member of society is an example.

I first drank alcohol at the age of nine 
and began using marijuana in my early 
teens. Never knowing or thinking I suffered 
from the diseases of alcoholism or drug 
addiction, I rebuffed any protests to my use 
of these substances with statements like, "I 
can quit whenever I want, I just don't want 
to." Fooled by my pride, I journeyed the 
downward spiral of alcoholism and addic-
tion.

At first it was only marijuana and booze. 
By the end, I was a hopeless crack addict 
and nearly destitute in the streets. It is a 
powerful emotional story which repeats 
itself daily in countless lives. It could be 
someone's story across from you in seminar 
or the lady standing next to you in the gro-
cery store line. Whichever case, the truth is 
this person is in the grips of a progressive 
illness. It is not a moral issue. I did not

referred to as “trim”, and lots and lots of 
pornography. I see these things so much 
that I really forget I don’t like them. Either 
that, or I’ve consumed enough of some kind 
of anesthesia that I become numb to them. I 
think the open-minded debate of the class 
room provides anesthesia as well. Who am 
I to say what’s right or wrong? Maybe I’m 
more of a wimp than I’d like to think.

The message I would really like to put 
forward is the following: just because you 
don’t have a problem with things does not 
mean there is not a problem. The only prob-
lem I have with campus now is the lack of 
love. Pardon the hippy ism, but it is conspic-
uously absent. Parties used to rock on this 
campus, not because there was more alco-
hol, drugs or hedonism, but because there 
was more good will between students. The 
only drastic change I would like to see on 
this campus is that the requests for change 
coming from other students be heard with 
more good will and understanding. 
Although my eomplaints are few, it is not 
hard for me, at least, to understand where 
other complaints are coming from.

Sincerely,
Su Walker

. My Name is..."

wish to be an addict or an alcoholic, but I 
was powerless to prevent or remedy my sit-
uation.

I received several in-patient treatments 
and attend the fellowships of Alcoholics 
Anonymous and Narcotics Anonymous 
today to maintain my sobriety. In short, I 
found it was not necessary to live a life of 
addiction. I found help. Likewise, in 
addressing the issue of illegal drug use on 
campus, we as a community should seek to 
help the addict and the alcoholic. No matter 
the punishment of the college administra-
tion, the disease destroys the life of the 
addict and untreated is a sentence to death or 
incarceration or a mental institution.

Editor's note: It is the policy of The Moon 
to not accept anonymous submissions, but 
we made an exception so that this side of the 
issue could be addressed.
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Letter To The Editors

Do We Want To Have A Common Good?
Jason  Bielagus , '98

I’ll confess, right now, that I found Ms. 
Knapp’s article Do We Have a Common 
Good? provoking even before her chal-
lenge; "I am not sure of all the requirements 
of a ‘common interest'. It seems to me that 
it at least includes a response to this article."

I was most interested by Ms. Knapp’s 
picture of campus life, and by her fear of of 
lack of what she referred to as a “common 
good.”

Let us remember first Ms. Knapp’s view 
of campus life: "Most simply, the picture 
that emerged of campus life was one of 
prevalent alcohol and drug abuse, sporadic 
student-on-student violence, and a portion 
of the student body that feels isolated and 
sometimes fearful. Obviously, most people 
are not faced with any of these problems 
very often. I know that I’ve managed to get 
through a year and a half here without being 
seriously affected by any of these."

It seems that Ms. Knapp was hearing 
some very exciting stories, but could not 
make them agree with her own experience. 
I was also there at the meeting Ms. Knapp 
visited, and I also heard some wild tales of 
weekends on this campus, tales which 
sounded as if they were describing not some 
college dorm, but the opening scenes to The 
Good, The Bad, and the Ugly.

Like Ms. Knapp, what I’ve seen in the 
dorms is not as exciting as what I’ve heard 
about what goes on in some dorms. I hesi-
tate to believe all those colorful stories 
about things I didn’t see myself because 
believing rumors and wild stories seems as 
silly to me as reading an account of one of 
our readings here, instead of reading the 
original text. Just as we are shy of second-
hand sources here, should we not also be 
shy of rumor?

Later in her article, the fear of so much 
western bar-room brawl activity on campus 
led Ms. Knapp to begin addressing some-
thing she called a “common good": "If we 
would make this campus into a true commu-
nity, we must face the question of what the 
handbook calls our 'common good' and what 
it requires of us. If we continue, as now, to 
allow those who insist that we need not have 
a common good to rule the floor, for fear of 
being ‘judgmental,’ then we resign our-
selves to an environment of discomfort for

many and of real harm for some."
Before we get carried away with Ms. 

Knapp’s suggestion, let us first ask if we 
want to have a common good. Having 
asked the question, I first remember 
Aristotle: "We will begin with the natural 
beginning of the subject. Three alternatives 
are conceivable: The members of a state 
must either have (1) all things in common or 
(2) nothing in common, or (3) somethings in 
common and some not. That they should 
have nothing in common is clearly impossi-
ble, for the constitution is a community, and 
must at any rate have a common place—one 
city will be in one place, and the citizens are 
those who share in that one city. But should 
a well-ordered state have all things, as far as 

"The human beings who are more 
similar, more ordinary, have had, 
and always have, an advantage; 

those more select, subtle, strange, 
and difficult to understand, easily 

remain alone, succumb to accidents, 
beings isolated, and rarely propa-

gate."
-Nietzsche's Beyond Good and Evil

may be, in common, or some only and not 
others? For the citizens might conceivably 
have wives and children and property in 
common, as Socrates proposes in the 
Republic of Plato. Which is better, our pre-
sent condition, or the proposed new order of 
society?

"...Is it not obvious that a state may at 
length attain such a degree of unity as to be 
no longer a state?... Again, a state is not 
made up only of so many men, but of differ-
ent kinds of men; for similars do not consti-
tute a state. It is not like a military 
alliance." (Aristotle, Politics, tr Benjamin 
Jowett 1260b36) A group of people living 
in the same place seems to be enough to 
make them a conununity. Perhaps, just by 
being in one place is all that is needed to 
“make this campus into a true conununity.” 
(Although, sometimes, often when it's cold 
and I am walking from one end of our cam-
pus to the other, I do wonder if this whole 
campus is in one place.)

“That [we] should have nothing in com-
mon is clearly impossible.” Besides our 
common location, what I hope is our prima-

ry reason for being at this common location, 
the Program, is common.

Striving for anything more to be in com-
mon could be very dangerous. The more 
similar we become, the less of a community 
we are, and the more we resemble an indi-
vidual. Could a community be a community 
without variation within it? Isn’t a commu-
nity many different people tied together not 
by common goals, priorities, and beliefs, but 
by place? The more our campus becomes 
similar, the more we resemble not a commu-
nity, but a boot camp.

A community is bom from the tension 
between the desires of the individual and the 
common needs of others, just as music 
comes from the tension between the tonic 
and dissonance, and just as an old, wood-
sided barrel needs the tension between its 
contents and its copper hoops to exist— 
without both forces on its sides, it collapses, 
and ceases to be a barrel.

Were a community to heed only each 
individual’s desires, there would be no com-
munity. It would be like trying to have a 
conversation among people who each spoke 
a different language.

And if a conununity were to strive only 
for the common, there could also be no 
community. Here there would be no con-
versation because everyone would have the 
same thought, at the same time. They 
would tmly be of one mind.

If we are seduced by Darwin, we would 
say that he too would fear a homogenized 
community. Like creatures are made for 
like conditions, and should the conditions 
change, those who are fit for only the old 
way will be lost. The more variety in a 
community, the better chance that a few of 
the many will be ready for a change of con-
ditions, and that, through these few, some-
thing of the community will survive.

Nietzsche also has some interesting opin-
ions of what is common. Kaufman trans-
lates the end of section 268 of Beyond Good 
and Evil, a section which begins by asking, 
“What, in the end, is common?” as 
"The human beings who are more similar, 
more ordinary, have had, and always have, 
an advantage; those more select, subtle, 
strange, and difficult to understand, easily 
remain alone, succumb to accidents, being 
isolated, and rarely propagate. One must 
continued on page 4
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The two letters from the Dean and 

Assistant Dean published by The Moon on 
February 20, 1998, got me thinking about 
what kind of a community St. John's is. 
Community is such a warm, accepting word, 
but the word "expulsion" seemed to domi-
nate their letters. That is a rejecting word, 
even when shrouded with the face-saving 
"withdrawal." What seems to be important 
is one's authority, headed by social security 
number, followed by identification number, 
then date of this and date of that, course 
credits and hours completed, grade point 
averages, test scores, etc. In a community 
the person is valuable. It takes some doing 
just to come here. Students are selected. An 
acceptance letter is a recognition of value.

St. John's is certainly a community, and 
sexual assault of a member is frightening and 
correctly prohibited. It is a rejecting, belit-
tling, and dehumanizing act that says the vic-
tim is not valuable, that she is an object to be 
used and abused, not a valuable person and 
member of an accepting , nurturing commu-
nity. The use of illegal drugs cannot be con-
doned either, nc5t so much because the legal 
system and state within which St. John's is 
situated prohibits it, but because it is not 
helpful to living; it is a means of avoiding 
life, academic and otherwise. It is damaging 
to one's health and well being. It is a state-
ment that one is not sufficient or adequate. It 
does not contribute to what Darwin describes 
as "the vigorous, the healthy, and the happy 
[species that] survive and multiply." For 
that matter, neither do nicotine and alcohol.

which are permitted, albeit with restrictions. 
No doubt our administrators try hard to pro-
tect the community and the school, and rec-
ognize that expelling students who fail con-
tradicts the inclusive sense of community. 
Yet expulsion is the rather terrifying 
response. When the administration uses 
rejection and dehumanization to control 
behavior, those who desire to reject and 
dehumanize women, others, or themselves 
have ample role model for the very behavior 
the community wants to avoid.

It is really a sense of failure that pervades 
the letters recently published. Michael 
Foucault in Madness and Civilization points 
out the "principle of exclusion" that societies 
adhere to when they adopt and exercise strict 
rules about status and behavior. Institutions 
such as asylums, hospitals, and prisons are 
the devices of exclusion. Those who fail in 
hfe can look forward to going away to one or 
several of these. A strict drug policy, to a 
student who wants to quit, is a means of self-
exclusion. If you are ready to go, you can 
choose to get caught with drugs, sexually 
assaulting another student, stealing from the 
bookstore, or drifting into some form of 
insanity. One can drop out by academic fail-
ure, or just by leaving, or by suicide, or some 
crime. A strict drug policy may actually 
encourage drug use.

In a community, even the weak are 
included. Those who can help those who 
need. The roles may be reversed at any time. 
This community wants to help to some 
extent. I assume the reference to counselors

in Assistant Dean Miller's letter was to peo-
ple standing by to advise those who ask. 
Those who choose to drop out by means of 
prohibited conduct don't get help, though 
they probably need it the most. For them it's 
too late. Yet justice is the fair and compas-
sionate resolution of problems of people in 
dispute, who are often hurting and afraid. 
Punishment, penalties, rejection, and expul-
sion do not resolve problems. Neither the 
student who withdrew nor the one assaulted 
have been restored or redirected into new 
hves by this process. The one has been sent 
away into some other, unsuspecting commu-
nity, unresolved, possibly more afraid, more 
volatile, maybe more dangerous than before. 
The other has seen him go, without contri-
tion, restitution, or healing, left to rely upon 
the court system for these things. Neither 
was valued or dignified. At least, that's how 
it appears from what I read in the two letters. 
The results were as much a failure of the 
community as the failures of the now reject-
ed students. The drug users are their own 
victims. We can do justice much better than 
this. One step is to give the responsibility to 
people in the community who have no per-
sonal stake in the outcome. At the very 
least, we can all consider what justice is 
among the living, not just ideas left to us by 
the dead, who I'm sure wanted their words 
apphed to living situations as these, not only 
discussed in seminars. What kind of com-
munity do we really want to have?
Richard Utman, Jr.
Graduate Student

Common Good... con't from page 3 
invoke tremendous counter-forces in order 
to cross this natural, all too natural progres- 
sus in simile, the continual development of 
man toward the similar, ordinary, average, 
herdlike—common!"
Just what is at stake here, just what can we 
lose by removing variety from our midst and 
supporting only the conunon?
"High and independent spirituality, the will 
to stand alone, even a powerful reason are 
experienced as dangers; everything that ele-
vates an individual above the herd and 
intimidates the neighbor is henceforth called 
evil; and the fair, modest, submissive, con-
forming mentality, the mediocrity of desires 
attains moral designations and honors." 
(Sec. 201)
The common, timid morality seems

inescapable; our hope is only that this com-
mon morality born of fear may not com-
pletely squash what is most noble in us.

And we scholars have an even greater 
risk of been bleached by the herd:
"And if a man is praised today for living 
'wisely' or 'as a philosopher,' it hardly means 
more than 'prudently and apart.' Wisdom— 
seems to the rabble a kind of escape, a 
means and trick for getting well out of a 
wicked game. But the genuine philoso-
pher—as it seems to us, my friends?—lives 
'unphilosophically' and 'unwisely,' above all 
imprudently, and feels the burden and the 
duty of a hundred attempts and temptations 
of life—he risks himself constantly, he plays 
the wicked game—" (Sec. 205)

Neitzsche is wonderful for reinforcing 
the tension between the individual and the

common on the side of the individual. I’ll 
end with one more quote by him, since he is 
so refreshing to read.

"Refraining mutually from injury, vio-
lence, and exploitation and placing one’s 
will on par with that of someone else—this 
may become, in a certain rough sense, good 
manners among individuals if the appropri-
ate conditions are present (namely, if these 
men are actually similar in strength and 
value standards and belong together on one 
body). But as soon as this principle is 
extended, and possibly even accepted as the 
fundamental principle of society, it immedi-
ately proves to be what it really is—a will to 
the denial of life, a principle of disintegra-
tion and decay." (Sec. 259)



The Moon April 2, 1998 • Volume 2, Issue 11 ^

The College Saint
Steph en  Conn , '98

Finally, the film club had made the right 
decision. This was the general consensus 
among the large body of students huddled in 
the rows for the opening film of the semes-
ter. Jim Krause, the head of the school film 
club for the past several years (nobody in 
the club had ever attempted to replace him; 
he was a big kid, and his stone-like silence 
and narrowed gaze at meetings suggested 
against it), had in the past made a number of 
dubious choices in his role as president-for- 
life: a two-part, black-and-white, silent 
Czech film with nothing but grainy footage 
of a man’s elbow, a documentary about toll- 
booth collectors in Scranton, and a biogra-
phy of Giezmann, a minor 18th century 
composer who was spumed by an uncom-
prehending Hungary when he prematurely 
invented Do-wop. As a concession to 
protests for more mainstream fare, Jim 
offered to screen “Shoah,” but box-office 
receipts continued to fall. However, some-
thing about this opening night, maybe it was 
the seductive cursive lettering of the 
movie’s title, “Throbbing Osaka,” on the 
ads taped around campus, maybe the vibes 
that resonated from Jim as he greedily hud-
dled the reels in his arms and disappeared 
up to the projecting booth with a faint cack-
le, but whatever it was, the movie-going 
public had turned up en masse that Saturday 
night with the conviction to give Jim’s 
offerings one more try.

And, at last, concordance had been 
achieved. There were a few scattered gig-
gles from girls, and occasional moments of 
group laughter, but for the most part heads 
were turned up in awed appreciation for the 
Japanese beauty whose giant face arose after 
displaying a detailed account of oral sex, 
and who gently smiled as the stuff that 
dreams are made of rolled down her chin. 
In this tale of a Geisha’s attempt to recon-
cile her bottomless libido with most of the 
population of feudal Japan, art and content 
had at last found their match. The use of 
sex as metaphor for nature, God, the tea cer-
emony, whatever, was unmistakable. When 
the lights came up, some students left the 
building frantically proclaiming to each 
other the Gospel according to “T.O.,” others 
simply rushed home. By the next morning

the cafeteria was filled with those eager to 
sign a freshly-drafted petition to keep Jim, 
who since he had been flunking classes 
since the Bush administration was sorely 
testing the school’s “repeat-attempt” policy, 
in school on the grounds of being “a cine-
matic Godsend.”

However, in the celebratory atmosphere 
of the night before, few had noticed at the 
conclusion of the film the row of well- 
dressed men and women towards the back 
of the room, some of them now strenuously 
furrowing their brows in an attempt to make 
sense of what they had just seen, others sim-
ply continuing to stare blank-faced at the 
wall where a scruffy boy with a dangling 
cigarette was snapping the screen back into 
its place. At the head of this row was 
Barney McFreeter, the school’s Dean, and 
he was trying to grasp where it had all gone 
wrong. He had planned the previous week 
right down to the last detail. It was the 
week of the year when the school’s Board of 
Trustees visited, and McFreeter was deter-
mined that there would be none of the prob-
lems of last year. This time on their tour he 
pointed to but did not guide the Board 
through the dormitory grounds, thus avoid-
ing any possible assaults by bare-footed stu-
dents coming down off their acid and mis-
taking members of the Board for their abu-
sive parents. And the cafeteria had been 
adequately prepared; an exterminator was 
called the week before, and the illegals were 
given a bonus in order to appear happy as 
they served food. Yes, McFreeter had “run 
a tight ship,” as he liked to refer to his plan-
ning and his recent behavior, resisting the 
urge to violently defend his Irish heritage 
when in class a student responded to his 
question of what fueled James Joyce’s 
stream-of-consciousness technique with the 
answer, “booze, booze, and booze.” Ah, per-
haps one of Krause’s obscure films would 
be a pleasant way to end such a pleasant 
week, sort of icing on the cake of the mem-
bers’ collective opinion that we were a seri-
ous school with serious pursuits, however 
irrational they may appear to the rest of the 
planet. But Krause had failed, the one factor 
whose predictability McFreeter thought 
immutable, and Barney could only watch, 
stunned, as he saw in every close-up of an 
Asian’s bouncing eyebrows, every “quickie”

behind a religious temple, the pieces of his 
grand design fall apart. There would be no 
endowment for an addition to the teachers’ 
rec center, much less money to lay the foun-
dations for a student one. Krause would 
pay.

The next few weeks were a flurry of 
mailed threats: McFreeter threatened 
Krause with expulsion, Krause threatened 
McFreeter with more films, McFreeter 
threatened Krause’s parents for Krause 
threatening him, Krause’s parents threat-
ened McFreeter’s parents, who were happy 
just to get mail. Since Krause had not bro-
ken any actual law, and McFreeter could 
not afford an attorney anyway, McFreeter 
decided to take the issue of expulsion to the 
Student Review Board, the time-honored 
panel before which students’ grievances 
were judged and resolved by their peers. 
After requesting the Review Board’s 
involvement, however, there was a week’s 
wait before business proceeded, mainly in 
order for the Board’s chairman. Matt 
Mattler, to prepare himself for the gravity of 
the matter, since he had never dealt with 
issues more serious than broken windows 
and stolen pot. But there were other, unre-
vealed reasons Mattler needed the extra 
time, because his allegiances were about to 
be put to the test. Whether it was torching 
used bookstores to drive prices up at the 
school’s store, or planting drugs in the 
rooms of unwanted students, Mattler had 
always been willing to aid the school in its 
time of need, but there was just some- 
thing...not right about his role in Krause’s 
inevitable expulsion. After all, Krause was 
the best thing the school had ever had in 
terms of rallying the students, at least since 
the time a student wrote a letter of protest 
when tuition was raised an additional 
$20,000 a year. Over the week Mattler 
would have many a dark night of the soul, a 
twisting, agonizing inner torment that was 
either his conscience or his inability to pass 
the new health food dish designed by the 
school’s suspected war criminal chef.

Indeed, in this interim period Krause had 
unmistakably become the people’s hero on 
campus, sort of a cross between Che 
Guevara and Gerry Ford. One upraised fist 
from him as he crossed the grounds between 
continued on page 7
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Being HumanChris  Reichm an , '98

To understand being human, one must 
comprehend the hypocrisy of a gas-guzzlin’ 
four-by-four with a ‘Save the Planet’ 
bumper-sticker. The ironic contradictions of 
human life have provided pointed humorists 
with material for time immemorial. Without 
these contradictions I, and damn near every 
humorist, would be out of work.

Luckily, we would get to share the unem-
ployment lines with every truth-seeker in the 
world. This is not because philosophers are 
rarely employed in any greater capacity than 
wait staffs, but because they are the most 
prone to hypocrisy. When anyone tells you 
they are trying to find the truth, you can bet 
that they are trying to find the truth that 
applies to everyone except them. Generally, 
after they find the truth, or even the mouldy 
husk surrounding it, they will be quick to 
implement it into everyone’s life except 
their own. I’m sure that every one of those 
former Woodstock generation types has a 
fine and noble justification for owning their 
house and paying for it by supporting the 
capitahstic system.

Many hypocrisies make hfe easier and 
better. If the previously mentioned hippies 
did not have the powers of justification req-
uisite to enter the suburban world, we might 
all still be wearing bell-bottoms. And, while 
I might indulge in lampooning bank execu-
tives in their Jeep Grand Cherokees, it beats

following put-put VW Busses up one lane 
mountain roads. Most hypocrisy is just the 
attempt to appear better than we are.

After all, make-up is a paradigm of 
hypocrisy. What else could the feigning of 
an unpossessed beauty be? Many women 
balk at this custom (or are artful enough face 
painters to hide it well). Some should not be 
so hasty. Before howls of indignation deaf-
en me, I must say that many men are equally 
hilarious in their foolishness. What man has 
not sucked in a gut, or flexed a bicep when a 
member of the female species has taken him 
arm in arm. I have enjoyed the singular 
pleasure of playing ZZ Top’s ‘Sharp 
Dressed Man’ when going through the 
preparations for a formal party. And, con-
sidering my usual appearance, some of you 
probably wish I would do this more often. 
I’d be happy to oblige—sometime after the 
AM.

It is also important to remember that soap 
is a common hypocrisy. I most assuredly do 
not smell like Dove. Let me hasten to 
assure you that I will not soon stop shower-
ing just to escape the name of hypocrite. 
My lack of desire to smell human beings ‘au 
natural’ is reinforced whenever I sit long in 
a stuffy room occupied by the unwashed. 
And, I sincerely apologize for my natural 
odor to anyone who has had the misfortune 
to be stuck in a room with me when I did 
not have the opportunity to shower.

Naturalism and back to nature senti-
ments, by the way, are a prime example of 
hypocrisy in the ever advancing technologi-
cal world. Naturalism is essentially based 
on the idea that a tree makes more sense 
than an iron girder. Personally, I never 
understood how the Hoover Dam is any less 
natural than a beaver’s dam. All naturalistic 
sentiments are implicity based on the ironi-
cal (or non-sensical) notion that man is 
somehow unnatural.

Irony and hypocrisy must be the tennents 
of human life by sheer tonnage. Humanity 
is rooted in saying one thing and doing 
another, or hiding a true nature. Thank God 
for that. If the human world were as noble 
as the high flying sentiments that adorn it, 
where would the fun be. Chivalrous altru-
ism can often bring a glow to the doer of 
good deeds, and a tear to the eyes of onlook-
ers, but it has never produced a belly laugh. 
I think it is high time that the search for 
truth open its eyes to the inescapable fact 
that foolish contradiction is more honestly 
human than any supercelestial ideal, and this 
small bit of hypocritical foolishness must 
soon end, let me these contradictions I, and 
damn near every humorist, would be out of 
work.

Luckily, we would get to share the 
unemp Arial with every truth-seeker in the 
world. This is not because philosophers are 
rarely employed in any greater capacity.

From the Editor - What do you think?
I recently heard from a rehable source 

that the Dean wrote the the Aramark food- 
service director and asked that he not let his 
employees play music at any time. The 
exception to this request is that classical 
music may be played softly. The reliable 
source was right as I found out after talking 
to other Coffeeshop employees and doing a 
bit of investigative snooping. The Dean's 
letter to Aramark came after a disgruntled 
tutor complained that the Coffeeshop played 
music too loudly and reasoned that in this 
intellectual place loud music was inappro-
priate.

As a Coffeeshop employee I have heard 
from students that music in the Coffeeshop 
adds to the environment and allows students 
to relax in between study sessions. If

absolute quiet is required for someone to 
read or write, isn't Meem Library the place 
to go for studying?

Is the Coffeeshop the place for quiet 
study or should students be allowed to 
express themselves with music in order to 
blow off steam? It is interesting to me that 
the Dean granted this tutor's request. Have 
many people complained that the 
Coffeeshop is just too loud? Could students 
request that music be played in the 
Coffeeshop and have that request as easily 
granted by the Dean?

What do The Moon's readers think about 
this? Do we want only classical music 
allowed in the Coffeeshop? The musical 
genres of jazz, bluegrass, or anything else 
that we hsten to is now deemed inappropri-

ate. Are these other genres incongruent to 
what we learn of music during sophomore 
year? Can we tolerate other people's tastes 
in art even if those tastes are not our own? 
This is the question that I ask myself when I 
think of times when I have had to listen to 
music that I don't like. What has happened 
to me is often what happens when one tries 
out something that is new or at first not 
liked: you end up liking what you didn't like 
before. Sometimes that new and unliked 
music, art, or whatever ends up being the 
best thing in the world. It takes a some tol-
erance and an open mind for this to happen.

Carisa Armendariz 
Editor
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Saint continued from page 5 
classes would receive a resounding hurrah 
from the passing throngs, until campus secu-
rity descended on them with billy clubs. T- 
shirts that read ‘Jim Krause.. Jesus 
Christ...Something In Common, No?’, and 
‘A Decade Of Krause: May His Reign Last 
Forever’ sold briskly, and many a girl fell 
asleep beneath a poster of Krause, leering at 
her and hungrily rubbing his hands together.

Krause’s legend had grown beyond the 
confines of the school and was being men-
tioned in papers that had nothing better to 
do. In interviews his every word was inter-
preted as holy writ, as if it contained the 
secret of life itself. He was asked how he 
chose the film that single-handedly revived 
the life of campus cinema which he had sin-
gle-handedly destroyed. What could he 
mean when he answered that he closed his 
eyes and stuck his finger on a random page 
of his “Starving Auteurs’’ film catalog, and 
was delighted to read that it had graphic sex, 
and had special notoriety among critics as 
“the one tme film whose artistic merit 
would have increased had it never been 
made”?

Finally, Krause’s day in court 
arrived, and the odds did not look in his 
favor. Witnesses for his side were few; stu-
dents were well aware of McFreeter’s repu-
tation for making those who crossed him 
“disappear,” and his professors were of no 
help, since for one thing their tenures hung

in the balance, and also in class Krause was 
often mistaken for driftwood. Mcfreeter 
expounded on the damage done to the 
school’s finances and reputation by 
Krause’s film, all the while keeping an 
intent eye on Mattler, who McFreeter knew 
would obey his every command. However, 
the Dean was in for a surprise; for at that 
moment, Mattler stood up, trembling, his 
face a mixture of fear and fierce determina-
tion. Krause, Mcfreeter, and the rest of the 
board watched him with expectancy. At 
last, he spoke:

“I, uh, have to use the bathroom.”
Yes, Mattler had finally won the battle 

with the health food dish, and he left the 
room for an appointment with destiny.

With no one to testify for Krause, expul-
sion, and perhaps worse, seemed imminent. 
But just as a hood was pulled over his head 
and he was about to be lead away, a young 
man in tom clothing staggered through the 
door, exhausted and dmnk.

“Yer thugs almost got me, McFreeter” he 
cried with a distinct Texas twang, “but not 
before I expose this court for what it is. It’s 
a kangaroo court; a court presided over by 
kangaroos; or is the defendant supposed to 
be the kangaroo? I never could figure that 
out...well, the term somehow applies, 
because Jimmy Krause should not be 
expelled fer showin’ a little pom, and I 
stand as living proof of that! I”

The room soon filled with frantic whis-

pers, and members of the school community 
stared at the intmder with wide-eyed disbe-
lief. This was Tom Valiant, the student who 
a decade ago would strip while singing 
country ballads in the campus coffeeshop on 
Saturday nights, peeled clothing while 
money and cat-calls were thrown at him by 
townies, students, and professors alike. 
Indeed, this was Krause’s idol, the person 
who inspired him to drink a fifth in the 
morning before class, because he said it 
helped him understand his classmates.

As Tom recounted his legendary role, no 
one could disagree that the share of his prof-
its extorted from him by the school had 
made a healthy sum, and went on to fund 
many a noble project, as evidenced by the 
president’s estate overlooking the school. 
Reminded of this period, McFreeter began 
to see Krause’s act in a new light: if his 
films were financially successful, what did it 
matter if they were a little racy?

The dispute was soon solved. Krause 
was exonerated, and supplied with necessary 
films to bring in large crowds: snuff footage, 
late-night cable movies, and so forth. The 
school was able to expand until it became 
what one future graduate would describe as 
“the greatest mall in America,” and future 
students would pass on their way to class the 
statue of a naked man in a cowboy hat who 
had changed their lives forever.

The SRB Empire Strikes Back
Matt  "Justice -Lover " Johns ton , '98 hearings already behind us this semester.

Jacob Keller is back with the SRB. After 
considerable debate Polity voted to return 
Mr. Keller to his position on the Board, and 
he rejoined us shortly before Spring Break. 
We’re all still adjusting to the change, but 
Mr. Keller is a fine thinker and will certain-
ly make a place for himself in no time. The 
author would like to thank Polity, and Ms. 
Walker in particular, for bringing Mr. 
Keller’s reinstatement to a vote. His was a 
very difficult case and one better handled by 
a group of representatives than one or two 
people.

In other news, the SRB has spent quite a 
lot of time discussing the structure and 
mood of its hearings, and some fruitful 
changes have already been made. We con-
tinue to consider the role of the presenter 
and are working to give more definition to 
our interactions with the administration in 
higher order disciplinary actions.

With all this stuff in mind, and with six

it seems like a good time for a meeting 
with all of you. We’d like to hear opinions 
about our operating procedures and actions 
this year, as well as ideas for next year. 
Elections for at least two positions on next 
years SRB are drawing near and this would 
be a great opportunity for those of you con-
sidering miming for the board to hear what 
we’re all about and what the position 
entails. So, be on the lookout for announce-
ments and postings about a SRB foram.

SI

Correction
The following paragraph was supposed to 
be the final paragraph of Gabriel Gryffyn’s 
article in the last issue, it was somehow 
omitted:

“So, this is the sort of thing I mean, these 
are just examples from the Net, but as soon 
as you all get off your bottoms and start

submitting questions, I will start answer-
ing. No question is too large or too small, 
or too weird. So stay tuned next time.” 
The omission of this paragraph led many 
people to believe that the answers given 
(and the questions) were the writer’s own. 
I apologize greatly for the misconstm- 
ance, and did not intend either to repre-
sent the work as my own, or to mislead 
any Moon readers.
The writer has recently been informed 
that the source she used and edited for the 
sample questions/answers in this article 
(an anonymous newsgrouping listing) had 
in fact taken its answers form the Straight 
Dope web page. The answers are copy-
right Cecil Adams and the Chicago 
Times. Unfortunately, this constitutes a 
technical violation of the copyright and 
plagiarism laws. Once, again, this writer 
apologizes for not more adequately 
checking her sources and making it abun-
dantly clear that the questions/ answers 
were not her own.
- Gabriel Gryffyn
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A guard trudged through the snow that bit at 
the middle of his calf.
The never known Prince was bound to him 
By neck wrist and leg; how those jaws bit 
without respite.
The Prince’s words were choked by the foul
gag,
This bitter winter, chill fate.
The Prince’s day had come; he was tried. 
Convicted and sentenced for execution.
He had no defense; the brutal conspirators 
And their lackeys were his judge 
For a crime unknown to the Prince.
So be it, this bitter Fortune.
The Judge trod soundlessly.
With no snow clinging to his shoes 
And not leaving any footprints.
He had been the most adamant accuser.
This Judge spat venomous words 
That paralyzed the Prince and the Jury.
Mute from the bitter spite, the Prince could 
not utter a word.
Holy in their rapture. The Jury uttered the 
Word.
The Judge spoke not, nor did he look at the 
soldier.
And the Prince was nothing to him; it was 
as if
The Judge was a God,
Never deeming to notice his vengeance.
A dry click broke the silence of the snowfall 
The Judge had loaded his weapon.
The waft of fresh gunpowder burned the 
Prince’s nose
With the dry stench of Death.
Circumstance made this Prince,

Circumstance was soon to undo him.
The path widened as the trees broke their 
choking thickness
And formed a perfect clearing in the wood. 
Everything had the gleaming whiteness 
That blinded the very eye.
The soldier dragged the Prince out into the 
center;
This was the only place that the cloudy sky 
could be seen
Through the enclosing trees.
Strangely, pain seeped from the limbs and 
neck of the Prince;
He could feel the grip of the binds no 
longer.
It was time.
The soldier pulled the gag from the Prince’s 
mouth.
The Prince was silent and unmoving. 
Except for the slight upturn of his lips.
The Judge wondered if that could possibly 
be a smile.
Why wasn’t he bawling and begging for 
mercy?
This child, innocent but spent...
There could be no hesitation 
A Judge must not think.
And the Judge fired.
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