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Moon writer Yifei Lu (Santa Fe ‘21) 
sat down with longtime Santa Fe tutor 
Phillip LeCuyer, who  talked about his time 
at St. John’s, as well as running his own farm. 

“I was born in Wyoming and raised in 
a small town in rural Colorado. For twen-
ty-five of the years I have been on the fac-
ulty here, I was also engaged in farming. 
The second farm I worked was in southern 
Colorado about 2.5 hours from Santa Fe. It 
was 80 irrigated acres. During the academic 
years I would be up here on weekends. Then 
during summers I would be there full-time.”

When asked about what the farm had to 
offer, Mr. LeCuyer responded: “Physical-
ness, vitaliy and quietness. The farm was 
alive with crops and wildlife from the water-
fowl refuge which was just across the road. 
Spring and Fall there would be thousands 
of sandhill cranes in the fields right next to 
the farmhouse. Also egrets, ibis, avocets, 
geese both year-round and migrating, owls, 
fifty different species of ducks, deer and elk. 
Nights were cold and clear with beautiful 
skies for star and planet watching. The fields 
were full of wheat and peas. what I miss 
most about farming is the sound of water 
flowing from the ditches into the fields.

“Though surrounded by sheep and cattle 
which kept up a miles-across conversation 
during the nights, the only animals I kept 
on the farm were a few goats. I raised them 
to graze down the irrigation ditches and for 

their milk. They freshened in March when 
they birthed their kids, and continued to 
produce milk until October. Then they 
were bred again, and the cycle continued. 
We kept some of the milk for ourselves and 
friends, but most of it we gave away to fam-
ilies with children unable to tolerate cow’s 
milk. Now a dairy at Pena Blanca produc-
es goat milk and cheeses, but at that time 
my goats were the only source in Santa Fe. 
I called one of them Snowflake because on 
the day of her birth it was snowing and large 
beautiful flakes fell on her warm-wet hair.

“After finishing my undergraduate work 
in Colorado, I had traveled to England to 
study. J. Glenn Gray (tutor emeritus Sherry 
Martin’s father), who had been my mentor 
in Colorado, wrote to me about a new cam-
pus that had just opened up in Santa Fe, 
and he thought I should apply there for a 
position on the faculty. He wrote that it was 
a place where I would not be punished for 
having more than one serious interest. His 
words proved prophetic. I have taught each 
part of both the undergraduate and gradu-
ate programs a number of times. It has been 
an endlessly enriching experience. Some of 
my thinking while here has emerged as the-
ater pieces. During the period 2002 to 2015 
I wrote five of these performance pieces. 
Two were given full performances on this 
campus, and all of them have been used as 
staged reading the texts for study in the Hon-
ors School at the University of New Mexico.

“I plan to retire from full-time teaching 
in May. Then in a year or so my wife and 
I hope to enroll as students in the Eastern 
Studies Program in the Graduate Institute.”

Tutor profile: Phillip LeCuyer
By Yifei Lu
Santa Fe ‘21
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By Nani Detti
Santa Fe ‘20

Representing St. John’s College on the global scene

A couple of weeks ago, I had the great 
opportunity to attend the World Affairs 
Councils of America (WACA) Nation-
al conference, in Washington, D.C. For 
years, the conference has brought together 
World Affairs Council leaders and mem-
bers to engage with top government offi-
cials, diplomats, innovators, educators and 
students on the most pressing global issues 
and policies that impact the world we live 
in. I was lucky enough to be nominated 
by the Santa Fe Council on Internation-
al Relations (SFCIR) to be among the 25 
students who were given the opportunity 
to attend the conference. I, along with 24 
other students from across the country 
were able to attend this conference because 
of the generous scholarship we received 
from Mr. Carlos Alvarez, the president of 
the San Antonio World Affairs Council. 

This conference not only allowed 
me to meet with various important fig-
ures in world politics, but also gave 
me an opportunity to share experienc-
es with students just like me, who plan 
on going into politics in the future. 

The conference took place at the Capital 
Hilton Hotel in D.C. from November 14-17. 
The first day included speakers from differ-
ent councils across the country, including 
a closing speech by Minister Falah Mustafa 
Bakir, who is the head of the Department 
of Foreign Relations of the Kurdistan Re-
gional Government. As someone who got 
recently involved with the local World 
Affairs Council here in Santa Fe, it was in-
sightful to hear from other councils on the 
projects they’re working on, their success 
and setbacks, as well as how one could go 
about starting a local chapter on their col-
lege campus. I plan on using what I have 

learned to work with the Santa Fe Council 
on International Relations to start a World 
Affairs Club on our campus. I have already 
started working with my friend Patrick 
Gentry, who is a senior here at St. John’s, 
to recruit members and get this going. 

The remaining two days of the confer-
ence consisted of great speakers too. Topics 
from North Korea’s nuclear quest to Amer-
ica’s role in the world were discussed. I 
had the amazing opportunity to meet with 
Ambassador Valeriy Chaly, who is the Am-
bassador of Ukraine to the U.S. and have 
a diplomatic reception at the Embassy of 
Ukraine. I was able to not only discuss the 
current political climate in Ukraine, but 
was able to get an insight on the relation-
ship between Russia and Ukraine and what 

the future looks like for the two coun-
tries. I felt inspired by the meeting and 
was grateful to have had the opportunity 
to meet someone like Ambassador Chaly. 

All in all, the WACA conference was 

one of the most inspirational events I have 
attended so far. As someone who plans 
to be a leading political figure one day, it 
was insightful to hear and learn from ex-
perts in the field as well as meet students 
who also aspire to one day become a game 
changers in the field of foreign relations. I 
have learned a lot from the conference and 
plan to use the connections I made and the 
knowledge I got to bring change within my 
community and the world. I would like to 
thank the Santa Fe Council on Internation-
al Relations as well as Mr. Carlos Alvarez 
for providing me with this once in a lifetime 
opportunity. I am forever grateful to both. 

If you are a student who is interest-
ed in world politics, foreign affairs or 
is simply interested in learning what 
goes on in the world, please join the re-
cently established World Affairs Club 
here at St. John’s. For more info, please 
contact me at nanidetti@gmail.com or 
Patrick Gentry, at PVGentry@sjc.edu.

Nani Detti (Santa Fe ‘20) with Sandy Canpbell, Executive Director of the Santa  Fe Council on International Relations, in DC.



“Wow! It is actually happening?” 
This was my first response when my 
friend who was an actor in the play in-
vited me to the performance of Shake-
speare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream. 

I love plays. I always wanted to see a 
play at St. John’s, or be a part of one. But 
after living through a year at St. John’s, 
and after seeing two 
ambitious produc-
tions fall apart (one 
of which was mine), I 
came to doubt that a 
production would be 
possible at this school. 

I heard legends 
that performanc-
es like Hamlet took 
place before I entered. 
But to be honest, my 
distrust was one of the 
reasons I didn’t audi-
tion for A Midsum-
mer Night’s Dream. 
But after hearing 
that the play was actually happen-
ing, I felt respectful, envious and cu-
rious at the same time. I went to the 
Great Hall on Saturday night, Novem-
ber 18, anticipating the experience.

“How now spirit, whith-
er wander you?” “Oh, why re-
buke you him that loves you so?” 

Beautiful, poetic Early Modern En-
glish brought me to the Elizabethan 
Era , but also made it difficult to un-
derstand the meaning of each sen-
tence, especially because it was my first 
time watching a Shakespearean play 
performed in the original language. 

Nonetheless, the actors did a good 
job blending physical demonstrations 
with the poetic language, like tone 
of voice, facial expression and inter-
action with other actors. This made 
clear what was going on, and in what 
position each of the characters was in.

Comedy permeated the play. Loud 
laughter and quiet giggles continuously 
burst from the audience. The moment of 
comedy that gave me the strongest im-

pression was when the Fairy Queen, hav-
ing awoken from her sweet sleep, speech-
less and with eyes full of wonder, slowly 
walked to donkey-headed Nick Bottom. 

I wondered, what makes this scene 
funny? And can this scene be tragic in 
another angle? If this scene was Queen 
Pasiphae falling in love with Poseidon’s 
ox (which resulted in the tragic birth of 
Minotaur), it would not have been fun-
ny although it is also a scene of a queen 
falling in love with an animal. I believe 

there are two factors 
that made it comedic.

First, most of the 
audience, and I as well, 
knew that the play is a 
comedy, and that every 
entanglement and con-
flict in the story would 
be resolved in the end. 
And because it is sup-
posed to be comedic, 
the acting was present-
ed in a comedic way. 

This leads to the sec-
ond factor, the distance. 
Charlie Chaplin said, 
“Life is tragedy when 

seen in close-up, but a comedy in 
long-shot.” Distance between the ob-
server and characters already exists in 
the scene where the Fairy Queen slowly 
walks towards Bottom in enchantment. 

Pasiphae falling in love with the ox 
s c e n e 
would 
m a n -
i f e s t 
c o n f u -
sion, desire, bliss 
and hesitation. I think these 
complex emotions more ac-
curately represent what it is 
like to fall in love. However, a 
comedy should be light, and 
looking at it from a distance 
is the way to achieve that.

In addition to the come-
dy within the piece, seeing 
people’s real life charac-
ters blending with their 
roles made the expe-
rience all the more 
amusing. For ex-
ample, I know Jake 
Stief ’s (who played 

Demetrius) character, the way he acts 
and talks in real life. Watching Deme-
trius, I could see how the character is 
like and unlike Stief. Demetrius was like 
Stief in his tone of voice and his energy, 
but he was unlike Stief in that he was 
often very confrontational and angry. 

I could see Demetrius as a version of 
Stief, or vice versa. In Ashish Dhakal’s 
(who played Puck) case, the character 
and Dhakal fit so well. Dhakal’s Brit-
ish accent, his energy and his stature 
and form was Puck. I only had brief 
glimpses of Dhakal’s real life character, 
but even that seemed to mesh perfect-
ly with Puck. Maybe not having a full 
picture of Dhakal’s character helped 
me see him more believably as Puck.

Seeing the play successfully com-
pleted, I wanted to ask the director 
how he managed to pull it off. I was 
curious about the production pro-
cess, so I met with director A.J. Sparks 
and actor Stief for a brief interview.

Hyukhee Kwon: Your play was won-
derfully done. I enjoyed a lot. Can 

you tell me about the pro-
duction process?

Mr. Sparks: Thank 
you. First we did the 
audition for two 
nights and the cast 
was set. There were 
a total of eight weeks 

to prepare. For 
the first two 

weeks, we did 
a seminar 

on every 
scene in 
the play 
to figure 
out how 

the char-
acters are feeling, 
why the char-
acter is saying 
certain things.

Ms. Kwon: 
Wow, a seminar on 

every scene? Was ev-
ery member part of 

every scene seminar?
Mr. Sparks: No. Only 

the actors that are part of 
the scene did the seminar.

Ms. Kwon: The sem-

“Another moon: 
but, O, methinks, 

how slow
This old moon 

wanes!”

- Theseus
Act I Scene 1

By Hyukhee Kwon
Santa Fe ‘20

La Vie est Joyeuse: A play by our ShakesPeers
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Sadie Furnish (Santa Fe ‘21) as Bottom



inars must have added depth to the 
acting. What did you do after that?

Mr. Sparks: For the next four weeks, 
we worked on blocking, and for the 
last two weeks, we kept rehearsing.

Mr. Stief: And the actors always 
worked on memorizing lines and delivery.

Ms. Kwon: Then what was 
the most difficult thing each for 
the director and for the actor?

Mr. Sparks: Scheduling problems. 
It was difficult to figure out times 
when people are all available and 
making people appear to practice.

Ms. Kwon: Yes! Or else it 
would just easily fall apart. How 
did you make it not fall apart?

Mr. Sparks: I decided that we have 
to practice at least twelve hours a week. 
That included weekends, Tuesdays, 
and Wednesdays. If we can’t make it 
one day because people are busy, I al-
ways tried to make it up another day.

Ms. Kwon: That is very sys-
tematic. And it worked.

Mr. Sparks: Yes. But there were times 
that falling apart seemed like an actual 

threat. Like there was a week when most 
of the cast caught the stomach flu. And 
all meetings that week were cancelled.

Mr. Stief: Ah, yeah. It was rough then.
Ms. Kwon: What was most dif-

ficult for the actor?
Mr. Stief: For me it was 

delivering Shakespearean 
lines. The language was 
very poetic and had lots 
of rhymes, but we had to 
kill most of the rhymes 
for delivery. For exam-
ple, the word “blood” was 
pronounced as “bloood” 
in the Shakespear-
ean era. But we 
just pronounced 
it our way, and 
had to sacri-
fice rhymes.

Ms. Kwon: 
Aha. Did you 
not have prob-
lems with lines 
m e m o r i z a t i o n ?

Mr. Stief: 
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Memorization was more difficult for fair-
ies, because most of their lines were de-
scriptions rather than actual substance.

Mr. Sparks: Yeah. But almost 
all characters had 150-200 lines. 
They did a good job memorizing.

Ms. Kwon: They did. And it 
is tough work. Are you satis-
fied about how it turned out?

Mr. Sparks: Yes. Our goal was 
to make it as funny as possible, 
and I think that definitely worked.

Ms. Kwon: How do you feel 
now that everything’s over?

Mr. Sparks: Well, it 
was a lot of work, so I’m 

glad it ended, but at the 
same time it’s kind of 
sad because it was so 
much fun preparing.

Mr. Stief: 
Exactly. It’s good 

that I now have free 
time in the week-
end, but man, it 
was so much fun.

Devin Ketch (Santa Fe ‘18) as Theseus

Chef Alexa is the 
Chef-Manager here at St. 
John’s college.  She started 
working in a restaurant when 
she was sixteen years old. 
She knew all along that she 
wanted to be a chef—it was 
her “big dream.” She began 
working in a fine dinning 
kitchen, and within two years 
she was “running the line.”  
After working at fine restau-
rants, she moved to working 
at colleges. It was not an easy 
transition. As a woman want-
ing to be a chef, she had it 
tougher in the restaurant in-
dustry than her male peers. 

The restaurant industry 
is a very “male-dominant 
place,” so she had to fight to 
become a chef. She was told 
that a female didn’t belong in 
the kitchen, but she didn’t let 
tough times and insults stop 
her. Instead, she fought with 

even more determination. 
Chef Alexa moved to Santa Fe 
from Oregon in late May. She 
says it was a “rough move,” 
but that she is “very happy 
here.” She says Santa Fe is a 
“great place.” We are thank-
ful to have her as the Chef 
Manager at St. John’s College. 

Chef Alexa is in charge of 
all meal services. She has the 
final authority over the food 
that is being served and over 
what comes out of the kitch-
en. When she arrived at St. 
John’s, there was a menu cy-
cle in place, but now she has 
“a lot of freedom with the 
menu cycle.” For example, 
there is freedom in the way 
the chicken or rice for the 
day can be prepared. With 
this freedom she always puts 
a “fresh, unique spin” to 
the recepies. She is also in 
charge of  food quality and 
cost. All caters that come 
to campus go through her. 

She told me the ingredi-

ents for all the school food 
come from Sysco, “the biggest 
restaurant-supplier on the 
West coast.” Chef Alexa likes 
to make  everything from 
scratch. She  
looks at the 
menu and 
places an or-
der 24 hours 
prior to the 
meal. Orders 
are placed 
three times 
a week.

Chef Al-
exa believes 
that “every-
one should 
feel included in every meal,” 
so she is planning to provide 
more ethnic food and rep-
resent more of the world’s 
cuisine. She also wants to re-
inforce cooking meals from 
scratch and teach “the guys 
how to cook from scratch.”

Chef Alexa had to prove 
herself in order to become the 

chef she is now. She stood up 
for herself and managed old-
er people at a young age. Her 
strong background makes 
her the passionate and strong 

chef that 
she is. She 
would like 
e v e r y o n e 
to know 
that they 
can talk to 
her about 
any con-
cerns. For 
e x a m p l e , 
if anyone 
has weight 
g o a l s 

they want to meet, she is 
more than happy to share 
her tips and experience.

“I love it when anyone 
comes and talks to me in the 
kitchen,” she said. “Anyone 
can come and poke their head 
in the kitchen and say ‘hi.’”

“I love it when 
anyone comes and 
talks to me in the 

kitchen,” said Chef 
Alexa. “Anyone 

can come and poke 
their head in and 

say ‘hi.’”

By Reyna Perez-Gonzalez 
Santa Fe ‘21

Chef Alexa: cooking from scratch
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I met with Ellen Elgart, a 
therapist at St. John’s, and her 
dog Rio, an 87-pound, 11-year-
old Goldendoodle, to talk about 
emotional-support animals. 

Camy Hines: What’s his name?
Ellen Elgart: Rio—It’s “river” 

in Spanish. I always wanted to 
name a dog River, and so when 
I got him I thought, “This is my 
chance.” But then I thought, “I’m 
in New Mexico now, I should call 
him Rio.” He’s been coming to 
work with me for three years now.

Ms. Hines: Is he li-
censed therapy dog?

Ms. Elgart: He’s a regis-
tered emotional support dog.

Ms. Hines: And do you have 
to go though—does he have to 
go through training for that?

Ms. Elgart:  No, I just have to 
have a lot of emotional issues. It’s 
different from service dogs who 
have to be trained to do whatev-
er it is they’re doing. Emotional 
support dogs are dogs that can 
provide emotional support, emo-
tional safety, and a sense of calm. 
They just have to be registered. He 
has a little tag, he has an ID with 
his picture on it. It’s very official.

Ms. Hines: Does he help peo-
ple who come in to talk to you?

Ms. Elgart: I think he does. 
He was old enough when I start-
ed and he’s a calm sort of guy. 
Students often have dogs and 
miss them. I always ask stu-
dents, “Do you want him in the 
room or not?” Once I had one 
student who didn’t want him 
in the room for the first session 
and after that always wanted him 
in here. Seeing him it does give 
them a bit of a dog fix. He’s pretty 
intuitive in a session, so he may 
move closer to someone who he 
senses is in distress and he may 
move away from someone who 

he senses needs more distance.
Ms. Hines: Do a lot of ther-

apists bring their dogs to work?
Ms. Elgart: More and more, 

I think. Some of the people I 
talk to at my private practice 
are therapists themselves, and 
they have much smaller dogs 
that can fit on a couch. Rio is 
too big for that kind of action.

Ms. Hines: There are a lot of 
emotional support animals on 
campus. When is it a good idea to 
get an emotional support animal?

Ms. Elgart: I’m a dog person, 
so it’s hard for me to imagine that 
anyone wouldn’t benefit from a 
living creature that gives them 
the sense of connection, respon-
sibility, joy and nervous system 
regulation that you can get from 
an animal. But in a setting like 
this, we just couldn’t all do that 
or St. John’s would be a farm, and 
that might be a little hard on the 
grounds crew. We just all couldn’t 
have a pet here. It would be crazy! 
When it gets down to emotional-
ly supportive gerbils and snakes, 
I get how that can be comforting, 
but again, just because you’d like 
to have an animal, that doesn’t 
qualify for really needing-need-
ing, given the circumstance: 300 
people living on top of each oth-
er with pets, is that going to be 
realistic? We do have students 
who come in here and ask 
us to write a letter or 
tell Mr. Johnston 
it’s okay for them 
to have an emo-
tional-support 
animal. Mostly 
we’ve decid-
ed that we don’t 
want to get into that 
because of course it would 
be emotionally support-
ive. It’s like, who wouldn’t 
want that, who wouldn’t 
benefit from 
it? But then 
we’d be into 
the minutia 
of it—why 
this person 

and not that person? I think what 
we’ve settled on is saying, “Yes, 
it could be beneficial,” which is 
different from saying it’s a re-
quirement and writing a letter. 
But there is a whole protocol to 
get a registered for an emotion-
al-support animal though your 
physician or psychiatrist, who 
really does have more legitimacy.

Ms. Hines: I’m not, to my fam-
ily’s dismay, much of a dog per-
son, so to me it seems like having 
a pet would 
be more trou-
ble than it’s 
worth. Is it 
ever too much 
responsibility 
for students?

Ms. Elgart: 
Over the years 
there have 
been some 
students here 
who were giv-
en permission 
to have animal and really didn’t 
take care of them. One reason 
to not have an animal would be 
if that animal wouldn’t thrive in 
a dorm room. I guess the gerbil 
would thrive in a dorm room 
because that’s how they live any-
where, but even cats don’t live in 
just one room. Dogs are hard-
er because you do have to walk 
them and give them leisure time 

and exercise, and you all 
are pretty busy. When I 

have Rio here, I take 
him out at least two 
times in a day. If I’m 

really busy it’s a 
shot out that door 
for a little quick-
ie and then he’s 
back. But the 
days he’s not 
here he has 
much more 
room to 
run around. 
You have to 
consider the 
animal just 
as much 

as the human being. Is the set-
ting appropriate for the animal? 
What’s the temperament of the 
animal? Not every animal can 
just temperamentally be an 
emotional support animal there 
are very hyper dogs for exam-
ple that would do exactly the 
opposite to the nervous system. 
There are some cats who are very 
aloof who live under a bed and, 
well, is that really going to do it? 
You have to consider the setting. 

When I start-
ed bringing 
Rio, Human 
R e s o u r c e s 
was con-
cerned about 
students’ al-
lergies. But 
Rio is a breed 
that doesn’t 
shed much 
at all, and I 
assured them 
that if a stu-

dent doesn’t want him in the 
room, he wouldn’t be in the 
room. I’ve had students who 
don’t really want to touch him 
or are not very used to dogs, but 
who are now just wild for him. It 
gave them the learning experi-
ence of being around an animal 
and not being anxious or afraid. 
I always figure that’s a good ad-
dition to anybody’s life. You learn 
something new about yourself: 
oh, maybe I don’t have to be 
afraid of dogs. Rio is very mellow.

Ms. Hines: My old dog 
was off the walls crazy. May-
be that’s why I don’t think 
of myself as a dog person.

Ms. Elgart: I met a dog like 
that at Starbucks today. He was 
a puppy, but he was an octopus 
with his legs. He was jumping 
and biting on me and it was 
completely adorable. He was a 
labradoodle, and I said to the 
owner, “I have a goldendoodle 
waiting in the car.” She said, “But 
when will he be calm?” and I 
said, “Oh boy, you have a while 
to wait.” He was never as wild 

“You have to 
consider the animal 
just as much as the 

human being.”

- Ellen Elgart
Campus Therapist

By Camy Hines
Assistant Editor

The Grande Rio: emotional support animals at SJC

Campus therapist Ellen Elgart’s dog, Rio. 
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as that, but he had way more 
energy when he was younger.

Ms. Hines: And he couldn’t 
have been in a dorm room 
when he was a puppy, I’m sure. 

Ms. Elgart: No. Especially 
a dog that grows this quick-
ly. All dogs are adorable when 
they’re puppies, but they 
do have a habit of growing.

Ms. Hines: It’s like Clifford 
the Big Red Dog—he’s the runt of 
the litter and then he grows big-
ger than a house. There’s this one 
adorable little puppy on campus 
with a jet black tail. I asked his 

owner, “How big is he going to 
get?” and she had no way of know-
ing because he was a shelter dog.

Ms. Elgart: Lot’s of people 
ask me if I knew Rio was going 
to get this big. No! How would I 
have known that? He’s big for his 
breed. He’s a mix. Breeders can 
convince you of anything, but 
nature will take its course. I got 
him from a family in Albuquer-
que who had a golden retriev-
er and wanted their kids to see 
puppies being born. They had 
heard that people were breeding 
goldens with poodles, so they 

found a poodle and bred those 
dogs. It was great for me because 
if you buy a dog  though a breed-
er they can be pretty expensive.

Ms. Hines: That seems like 
you got the best of both worlds, 
because with shelter dogs you 
never know what you’re getting.

Ms. Elgart: Those clips of 
shelter dogs on Facebook al-
ways make me cry and think I 
really should get a shelter dog, 
but then it’s really a crapshoot. I 
don’t want a wild dog. I actually 
did go to the shelter a couple of 
times and took him out into the 

field to play. I threw a ball, he ran 
for the ball, I called him back, 
and he came running full force 
up into my face and knocked 
my glasses off. And I was like, 
“I can’t do that. This isn’t going 
to work.” He could have turned 
out to be mellow later on, so I felt 
sorry. It’s hard because too many 
animals get bred. If I lived on a 
farm I would have plenty of dogs.

Ms. Hines: We could turn St. 
John’s into a farm. The school’s 
in a lot of debt right now, so...

Ms. Elgart: If education fails 
we can start an animal refuge.

October and November is the festive sea-
son in Nepal. We are acquainted with the role 
of birds and animals as messengers in Greek 
and Roman mythology at St. John’s. But, it 
might be surprising for many of us if we know 
that a Hindu festival called Tihar or Yamapan-
chak              (यमपञ्चक in Sanskrit) exist in 
Nepal. It is a unique festival celebrated for five 
days on the late autumn month of October/
November. The festival marks the triumph 
of good over evil. The pursuit of knowledge 
and reverence of animals dominate the larger 
part of the festival. The first four days are ded-
icated for the love and veneration of animals 
and culminates with Bhai Tika, a celebration 
of brothers-sisters relationship on the fifth 
day. I’m going to briefly explain the religious 
significance of the festival, and how it ex-
tends as a form of reverence and attachment 
between humans and animals until this day.

Day 1 — Kag Tihar (Day of the Crows)

Crows are heralded as a messenger and a 
symbol of death in many cultures. There are 
many mysteries surrounding crows, both 
in the ancient and modern world. In Ne-
pal, crows are messengers of Yamaraj, the 
god of death. They are generally considered 
as a harbinger of death. The incessant caw-
ing of crows near the house is a bad omen 
for the family. This day is dedicated to the 
crows and to ward off unforeseen circum-
stances, crows are offered with delicacies 
such as cooked rice, sweets, rice-curries, 
meat, etc. The foods should be reachable 

and are usually kept on the roof of the house. 
It is an attempt to placate the messengers 
and also serves as a respect for the divinity.   

Day 2 — Kukur Tihar (Day of the Dogs)

We have an old adage in English, “Every 
dog has its day.” This saying literally trans-
forms into a religious fervor in Nepal. On 
this occasion, dogs are offered with tika, a red 
vermillion powder on the 
forehead, adorned with 
flowers on their necks, 
and are served with their 
favorite foods. Dogs are 
considered man’s best 
friend all over the world. 
In Hinduism, it holds a 
special place as a vahana 
(vehicle) of Lord Bhaira-
va, the fierce avatar of 
Lord Shiva, one of the 
Supreme Beings in the 
Hindu Trinity. The dog’s 
unwavering loyalty and commitment is also 
depicted in the holy epic The Mahabharata 
where Yudhisthir, the eldest son of Pandu de-
nies entering heaven without his dog. Dogs 
are also taken as a gatekeeper of Hell. It is be-
lieved that the sin against the dog are counted 
as  a bad karma and should be atoned before 
entering the heaven. It is also one of the most 
photographed and covered news stories by 
the press, both nationally and internationally.  

Day 3 — Laxshmi Pooja/ Gai Tihar 
(Worship of the Goddess’ Laxshmi / Cows)

This day is divided into two parts. Cows 

are venerated in the morning while Goddess 
Laxshmi is worshipped in the evenings. In 
Hinduism, Goddess Laxshmi and cows are 
a sign of wealth and prosperity. Cows were 
considered as a sign of maternity and wealth 
since time immemorial in an agrarian society. 
Cows are also smeared with a red vermillion 
powder on their foreheads and legs, garland-
ed with marigold flowers and fed with special 
fodders such as fresh grass, sweetened mixed 

rice-wheat flour, among 
others. Cow’s dung is 
usually mixed with wa-
ter and still applied on 
the walls and floors as an 
insect and bacterial re-
pellant in many villages 
of Nepal and India. On 
this day, in both city and 
villages alike, a path is 
marked on the floors and 
stairs to welcome Lord 
Laxshmi, the goddess of 
wealth and prosperity. 

The path is usually made by applying a mix-
ture of cow dung and red soil on the floor. The 
cow’s milk, dung and urine also play a cen-
tral role in yajna, a Hindu devotional ritual. 

In the evening, the Goddess Laxshmi is 
worshipped for the wealth bestowed towards 
the family over the years. The doorways, 
windows and the path made earlier are lit 
with traditional lamps, diyos and other mod-
ern lightings to welcome the goddess in the 
evening. It is believed that the goddess only 

Tihar: the religious fervor of animals in Nepal
By Bibhusan Chapagain 

Assistant Editor

continued on page 11

It is indeed 
enlightening to 

witness the unfolding 
of the divine order in 
both animals and god 
alike in the course of 

the five days
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“Deer Outside Uppers Dorms” by Jake Stief

“Praying Mantis:” by Jake Stief

 “Hidden Friend” by Hector Poveda

Axolotl egg through the microscope / Bridget Wu

Hector Poveda

“Cicada” by Jake Stief
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Assistance Dog
it has taken
three hundred eighty-five dog years
to flunk the mirror test
along with her not caring
who is in the glass
or behind it some goD
shaking off unsound sleep
on all fours feeling for the fallen meds
 
tails and trousers high after kibbles
stalking the unfinished grid
of sand pebbles fence
for foreclosures to pee behind
bladders squeezed like rubber bands
by the invisible hand and teeth
of incontinence
 
we mark a fateless Thebes
of decorative bleached bones
 
she hoists her nose high
in the stream
of suburban arizona aromatics
no distant dead thing
to retrieve and wallow in
hide her being
 
and so
i trace out perfect parabolic
rainbows of sentience
she races to the end of
bringing me back to me
a huge mineral period
on a lathered tongue too large for speech
my antigone
 
until a middle school bell finally
grates the air with first period
begins another day discovering
Nature’s variables
to a first approximation
separating adolescent bodies from minds
with the equations of equable motion
equal spaces in equal times
 
(omitting friction
the older hangdog scratch
of claws and pads on chip seal
returning home)
 
it has taken her
sixty-three dog years
to teach me closed doors
have a life all their own
nuzzling the knob
to our daughter’s old room
sensing something still
left behind inequably moving
from a life taken
bad scales of a french horn
breath and spit shot
through exquisite silver valves
into imagined music
the dissonance we still whimper.

The author of the above poem has requested 
to remain anonymous. 

As the Hart Longs for Flowing Streams
                I
   First in form your imprint was
Inside the muddysh slurry
A heartish shape divided
Its direction towards the mountain
   Days later I first saw you
Walking slowly with a child
His step was slightly lighter
Twice whiter was his belly
   You yourself were stepping regal
Long legs from a tapered torso
Unafraid of constant danger
Ears always moving so alert
   So of course I’d be your hunter
But in promise never killer
Out of respect for you and child
And all weighty human law
   So I studied all your places
But in truth I missed so many
Taking half an understanding
Then taking blankets out the mud
   Midmorning you took pleasure
Blueberry bushes on the hillside
A place where wind blows upward
I took crouch way down the hill

             II
   As you and son in summer coat
Fed on the succulent leaves
My toes the deadleaf slowly smote
Mind devised a touching scheme
  Creeping up to your position 
As silent as could be
A cracked twig must bring perdition
Disturbing tranquil forest sea
   Your ears perked and did their swivel
The kid had anxiety
But although I sent a ripple
Sea did not seem altered to be
   Unmoving like a ranger
I stayed just where I was
Bringing you fallacious danger
Only meters from your fuzz
   At this essential human moment
All time seems like it pauses
Will this beast take trusty omen
Or fall hapless to my clawses?
   In a dash I tried to grab her
But she’d seen me all along
Slipped my grasp I wouldn’t have her
But beasts do not sing song

- Reuben Morris (Santa Fe ‘20)

 “Valley of the Cows in the Sangre de Cristo Mountains” / John Crowley-Delman (SFGI, Eastern Classics)
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I love animals (for f**k’s sake I’m a vegan). 
Wonderful, I have my own place where I can 
care for him. I’m so lonely that if I have to 
endure another month in an empty house, I 
don’t know what I’ll do. Of course I’ll watch 
your dog, random Tinder guy. You’ll avoid 
those outrageous kenneling fees and I can 
keep dodging this emotional crisis. I’ve only 
known you a month, random Tinder guy, 
and yes, I’ve interacted with your dog even 
less than that, but what the hell! We have 
no chemistry, but I keep finding myself at 
your apartment. Why wouldn’t your dog 
and I suit each other just as well? (Statisti-
cally, something has to love me eventually.) 

It’s decided. Have a great trip!
My prescription for sanity became in-

creasingly difficult to take after the dog ar-
rived. It turns out the 
fantasy of an animal’s love 
is easier to control than 
the animal itself. I envi-
sioned coming home to 
a loving animal, going on 
walks and having a new 
best friend, but reality 
had another plan in mind. 

He was a loving dog, 
but the love was more 
needy than caring. The walks in the heat ev-
ery day after work were grueling, and my new 
best friend was more interested in tearing 
everything apart then he was in maintain-
ing my last-ditch effort for a quality summer.

Now, the dog had nothing to do with 
the sewer backing up onto the front door 
of my house a week after his arrival. 

I found it ironic that even in my utter 
loneliness the house was now too full for my 
liking — the dog and the plumbers colluding 
to suffocate me. “S**t,” at that moment, was 
an emotion, a presence, and a cry for help. 
A void appeared in my life, but not a void 
of darkness (the sort I was accustomed to). 

This void, once futily filled with going 
to work only to return to an empty house 
(with one roommate away and the other 
only home when she needed to f**k some-
one in the living room). No! Now there was 
also a dog in the void. How wonderful, an 
animate being. But let’s not forget, a void 
is still a void, even if there’s dog s**t in it. 

This is where I tell you the dog is named 
Marley, and he restores my aching soul. But 

this dog is not a Marley. His name is Pro-
fessor. Of course when you’re just a bad lay 
on Tinder, you name your dog Professor. 

It was as though by the dog’s name alone 
I understood my Tinder match all the bet-
ter. On the one hand it exemplified his lack 
of creativity (I think the name came about 
through some poorly explained inside joke 
which I never understood), but it displayed 
a complete lack of understanding of the very 
word “professor.” Granted, I’m not trying 
to say he thought his dog was some type of 
intellectual, but he was coming from a suc-
cessful family of doctors while living his 
dream of an unemployed director—it came 
to feel like the dog possessed some type of 
ideal that he’ll never realize within himself. 

I was in deep s**t now, both figuratively 
and literally. Professor had too much ener-
gy for someone working forty-plus hours 
a week, and he enjoyed waking up at 2 AM 

I, on the other hand, 
needed to sleep in until 
5:45. Naturally, I became 
sleep-deprived. I had 
landed myself in prison 
with a tireless beast,  who 
couldn’t really be hated 
because he’s just a dog. 
A dog with no concept 
of the torture he inflict-
ed on me. He was also 

very beautiful, which made it harder to con-
demn him. Even so, I started reconsidering 
my stance on the Yulin Dog Meat Festival.

I was trapped, and Professor’s “dad” (se-
riously PetSmart, you’re just putting salt in 
the wound) was having a little too much fun 
in California. So much fun that he forgot he 
had a furry son in New Mexico. I attribute 
this forgetfulness to month-long jet lag. That 
is certainly a condition. Reader, please know 
this month felt like a prolonged scream into 
my pillow. I was delusional from lack of sleep.

As I mopped up the rest of what formerly 
resided in our neighborhood’s sewer, gin and 
tonic in hand and tears in my eyes, I reflected 
on the regrettable choices that had landed me 
in this s**t. Before me was a baptism by fire. 
More s**t was to come (literally, the sewer 
backed up a second time). I had dreamed of an 
idyllic summer, but this was all that remained.

I want you to know this story is not a  fa-
ble, but if you want a lesson this is what lit-
tle I could scrounge up: I’m a cat person.

By Paige Harrison 
Santa Fe ‘19

A ruff Tinder datetihar | from page 7

bestows wealth to those families that have 
cleaned their houses and lit their houses to 
their utmost capacity. The eponym, “festival 
of light” is also believed to have come from 
her. Boys and girls start singing traditional 
deusi and bhailo glorifying the renunciation 
of one’s self for the greater good of humani-
ty. It is said that the house is blessed through 
the recital of songs and chants on this day. 
The landlord offers sweet, fruits, money and 
a special delicacy called  selroti, a Nepalese 
doughnut made up of rice flour, butter and 
sugar as a remuneration for their service.

Day 4 — Govardhan Pooja (Day of Oxen)

The fourth day is dedicated to the oxen. 
The word “Govardhan” means the preserva-
tion of cows or cattle and has its origin from 
the Sanskrit, with go signifying cows and 
vardhan meaning an increase, nourishment 
or protection. Oxen are used for plowing 
the fields and threshing of grains during the 
harvest season. As a sign of respect, the ag-
ricultural family celebrate by smearing ver-
million powder on their foreheads and serv-
ing special delicacies. Some of religious sects 
in Hinduism worship the cow dung as a rep-
resentation of a mountain of Lord Krishna 
depicted in the Bhagawad Gita on this day. 

Day 5 — Bhai Tika (Day of Brothers)

It is the last day of the festival and the 
only one that doesn’t involve an animal. It 
is the day dedicated to inspirit the bond-
ing between brothers and sisters. On this 
day, sisters worship for their brothers’ lon-
gevity by applying a seven colored tika 
(mark) on their foreheads, a special gar-
land Makhamali on their necks and serving 
delicious delicacies such as sweets, fruits 
and dry fruits. The brothers follow suit 
with an exchange of gifts to their sisters.        

The festival of Tihar is celebrated with 
much fervor by encompassing the broader 
affinity we share with animals. It commenc-
es with a bird and culminates with us, hu-
mans on the fifth day. It seems to me that 
the veneration of animals such as crows, 
dogs and cows in tandem with gods and 
humans attenuates the widening gulf be-
tween the natural order of the universe. It 
is indeed  enlightening to witness the un-
folding of the divine order in both animals 
and god alike over a course of five days.      

I want you to know 
this story is not a 

fable, but if you want 
a lesson this is what 

little I could scrounge 
up: I’m a cat person. 
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The practicums that we do in the biolo-
gy unit in Freshman Lab aim at examining 
life. They bring us closer to the questions 
concerning life: How do living things come 
to be? What significance does the initial 
development of the heart have to life and 
growth? When do we call something liv-
ing? To what extent is life independent and 
dependent? All of these are rich questions. 
I will, however, attempt to answer none of 
them in this article. The questions that I will 
examine here are concerned with death: 
Why is it that these practicums examin-
ing life involve interactions with the dead? 
We dissect dead cats and sheep hearts. 
We watch a vivisection video in which we 
watch animals die. We crack open fertilized 
chick eggs in order to see the beating em-
bryo. The result of this is, of course, that the 
beating embryo stops beating. 

This practicum in particular, the Chick 
Embryology Practicum, is quite powerful. 
It evokes wonder, reverence, and even re-
morse. I hope that I speak for us all when 
I say that something about this practicum 
is unsettling. We see something in the em-
bryo that we know we 
should awe and respect. 
And later, as we dispose 
the remains of the em-
bryo down the drain, 
we know that we should 
mourn. Contrasted with 
these deep feelings of 
awe and respect is the 
feeling that the embryo 
should not simply be 
casted down a drain. 
As a Freshman last year and a Freshman 
Lab Assistant this year, I have struggled 
with this unsettling feeling twice now. This 
feeling has led me to question the level of 
respect that I bring to the practicum, that 
we all bring to the practicum. It has led me 
to wonder: What do we do with this unset-
tling feeling? To examine this question, I 
will share with you the moment that I felt 
most unsettled by the chick embryos this 
concerns. 

This year the Freshman Lab Assistants 
let the unused, fertilized eggs from the 
Chick Embryology Practicum remain in 

the incubator. We let them continue de-
veloping, turning them on a schedule, un-
til they began to hatch. When we saw the 
first chick beginning to hatch, we quickly 
brought it and the rest of the eggs from the 
incubator down to a cardboard box in Mr. 
Poppele’s office. For who would want to be 
born in an incubator? To pull yourself from 
one dark womb, only to find yourself in an-
other? By the end of that day, the first chick 

had hatched. The follow-
ing day, no other chicks 
had hatched. We thought 
that perhaps the heat 
from the lamp shining in 
the box was not enough 
to facilitate the hatching 
process. So we took the 
unhatched eggs back up 
to the incubator, hoping 
for more chicks. Very late 

that night I went to check on them once 
more. I found that one egg in the incuba-
tor had made progress. A single beak had 
pierced through the eggshell. 

In my excitement, I rushed the hatching 
egg back down to the box in Mr. Poppele’s 
office. The next morning, when I came in 
for open lab hours, I fully expected there 
to be two chicks peeping in the box. I was, 
however, quite disheartened. That next 
morning I did not find two peeping chicks, 
but one chick and one unchanged egg. It 
was just as I had left it the night before, just 
a single beak pierced through the eggshell. 
It would not hatch. It was frozen, preserved 
in a moment of struggle with the shell that 

once protected it. How violent an act it 
must have been for the unhatched chick to 
make even this single blow, but it was not 
enough. 

At what point we could call the chick in 
the partly hatched egg alive? It is not my 
place to say. I do not have the ability or au-
thority to attempt to answer such a ques-
tion. I can not say when life begins. But as I 
picked up the partly hatched egg, I realized 
that I knew what death was. This was death. 
The chick within this eggshell was dead, re-
gardless of the question of whether it had 
even been alive. It was unchanging and 
drained of potential.

It is as Harvey says in On the Motion of 
the Heart and Blood in Animals: “...betwixt 
the visible and invisible, betwixt being and 
not being, as it were, it gave by its pulses 
a kind of representation of the commence-
ment of life.” The beak of the chick was 
wedged between the inner and outer shell. 
It was “...betwixt the visible and invisible, 
betwixt being and not being…”. In this 
piercing beak I saw that “...a kind of rep-
resentation of the commencement of life,” 
was absent. It was dead. It was then that I 
began to weep. I folded myself around the 
egg and mourned, not what was, but what 
never could be. This was the moment that I 
felt the most unsettled by Freshman Lab in 
my career at St. John’s so far. 

In addition, I felt a need to mourn, to feel 
the unsettled feeling. The unsettled feeling 
that I was experiencing, that we hopefully 
all experience in the lab, was a necessity. In 
fact, this unsettled feeling might be our sur-

Down the drain: a critique of the chick embryology practicum
By Isabella Copeland

Santa Fe ‘20

Photo / Bridget Wu

Feeling unsettled 
by the practicum 

means that we 
are aware that the 
situation requires 

respect. 
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est indicator of the respect we hold for the 
chick embryos, whether they be 24 hours 
developed or twenty days developed. 

What do we do with this unsettling 
feeling? We must maintain it, along with 
the abundant variety of emotions that are 
coupled with the practicum. Lab Assistants, 
Lab Tutors, and Freshman should consis-
tently check in with themselves, asking: Do 
I feel the weight of this practicum? Am I ap-
proaching this practicum with respect, not 

The St. John’s library is known 
for its immense collection of 
modern and ancient texts. This, 
however, is not the only reason 
why students and faculty go to 
the library. Seymour is a certi-
fied assistance dog that offers 
all members of St. John’s emo-
tional support. In an interview 
with the library director, Jennifer 
Sprague, she shared Seymour’s 
background and why he plays a 
prominent role on the campus.

 
Rediet Worku: When did 

SJC get Seymour?

Jennifer Sprague: Seymour 
started to come to the library 
in November 2010, he was two 
and now he is nine, and he will 
be ten in May. 

Ms. Worku: What is his 
breed?

Ms. Sprague: He is an En-
glish black lab.

Ms. Worku: Why did the 
school decide to get a dog?

Ms. Sprague: Well, I had the 
idea of getting an assistant dog 
for the library because I have 
done both the graduate pro-
grams and I am familiar with 
the classwork. I had already 
been here for several years and 
knew most of the students and 

understood the stress level. I 
thought that it would be help-
ful to have a dog on campus to 
offer support to both students 
and faculty. It so happened 
that my landlady is the execu-
tive director of Assistant Dogs 
of the West. I had started tak-
ing care of some of the dogs 
she was training and became 
more familiar with Assistant 
Dogs of the West. I started a 
conversation with the organi-
zation about the possibility of 
getting a dog for the library and 
they thought it was a great idea. 
I then had to write a proposal 
for the college and present it 
to the instruction committee 
and they had to approve the 
proposal. Once they approved 
the proposal, I started the ap-
plication with Assistant Dogs 
of the West, and I had to be 
interviewed with different dogs 
to see how they would inter-
act in the library. I took a cou-
ple of them home with me, to 
see how they would do in my 
home. Then, the founder of 
Assistant Dogs of the West, Jill, 
chose Seymour for the library 
and I was very happy about 
that. He was the perfect dog. It 
was quite a long process, it took 
over a year to get my proposal 
approved and to go through 
with the interviews. Once I was 
matched with Seymour, I had 
to get trained even though he 
had been training since he was 
a puppy. So, I had two weeks 
of intensive training with Sey-
mour at Assistant Dogs of the 
West and at the end of that 

training we had to pass a public 
access test together. We passed 
the test and he got his vest.

Ms. Worku: So, does he live 
with you?

Ms. Sprague: He goes home 
with me and comes to work 
with me every day. He has got a 
pretty good setup, I think. 

Ms. Worku: What does a 
usual day for Seymour look 
like?

Ms. Sprague: Well, he gets 
fed first thing in the morning. 
We then go for a walk and we 
come to work where he hangs 
out with people. I always take 
him on a walk at lunch and then 
whoever is around visits him. 
When I run errands on cam-
pus, I take him with me so that 
more people can see him. In 
the evenings, he eats his supper 
and I try to fit in another walk. 
He has got a pretty good life. 
My landlady, Linda, is always 
taking care of other dogs and 
I take care of them when she is 
out of town. So, Seymour gets 
to be around other dogs and 
these dogs are usually younger 
puppies. As a result, he kind of 
plays a role in training them. 
Assistant Dogs of the West train 
their dogs for different fields. 
They place dogs in mobility 
centers, diabetic and seizure 
alert dogs. Right now, they have 
a high demand for courthouse 
dogs. Courthouse dogs are usu-
ally matched with a District At-

Can we Seymour dogs on campus? 
By Rediet Worku

Santa Fe ‘21

only in action, but in thought too? What is 
the price being paid for the knowledge I am 
about to gain? We should feel the weight of 
the practicum. We should understand that 
our thoughts behind our actions matter. We 
should carry the knowledge gained from 
the practicum as a burden we willingly take 
responsibility for. Having respect does not 
entail divorcing ourselves from feeling, no 
matter how unsettling; in fact, it is quite the 
opposite. Respect is a result of embracing 

feeling. Feeling unsettled by the practicum 
means that we are aware that the situation 
requires respect. Even feeling that we are 
not giving the practicum enough respect is 
an indication that we understand the mag-
nitude of the situation. When we become 
comfortable with the practicum, when we 
no longer feel unsettled by it, and if we 
choose to be indifferent to it, that is when 
we have lost respect. That is when we have 
truly washed the embryos down the drain. 

continued on page 15
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This was supposed to be a review of Yorgos 
Lanthimos’ new film The Killing of a Sacred 
Deer. But apparently the movie has been pulled 
from every theater in New Mexico. It is still 
playing in other states. Because of this senseless 
crime, neither have I been able to see the film, 
nor would it be any use to review it since none 
of you will be able to see it. I have every confi-
dence in Lanthimos’ work. Previous films of his 
that I have seen are superbly and crisply per-
verse, and I have heard from others who were 
quicker to get to the theater that Sacred Deer 
is a quality film. If you are able to escape New 
Mexico soon, and find yourself in a theater play-
ing Sacred Deer, I recommend that you see it.

Robbed of a film in theaters to review, what 
are we to do? Give up and leave the newspa-
per space for someone else’s article? Ridicu-
lous. No, we’re going to dig something up from 
2012, beautiful, precisely crafted, and singu-
larly perverse—Leos Carax’s Holy Motors.

Holy Motors is a Surrealist master-
piece, and French to boot, bizarre even 
just in its title: even though almost all the 
dialogue is in French, the title is English, 
seemingly in reference to the enormous 
white limousines that tie the film together. 

Why are we reviewing a random French 
Surrealist movie? Because if you haven’t yet 
delved into Surrealist filmmaking, you’re miss-
ing out on something incredible, and Holy Mo-
tors is a perfect gateway Surrealist film: not too 
hard to follow, not too extreme, and relatively 
conceptually centered. It’s also not bad for prac-
ticing French listening, for the upperclassmen 
among us who want to do that sort of thing.

You might be forgiven for thinking that 
the point of Surrealist filmmaking is to show 
you weird shit, to keep stacking on ridiculous 
and nonsensical visuals just for the sake of 
doing something edgy. You might be forgiv-
en, but not by me. Proper Surrealism flouts 
the rules of narrative and logic because some 
ideas can’t be presented straight-up; they come 
off as pretentious, idiotic, and self-evident, 
somehow both too obvious and too abstract. 

Audiences, generally speaking, are only 
comfortable with familiar plots and themes- 
love, loss, friendship, revenge, justice, success, 
growth, heroism, villainy, et cetera—and films 
deviating from the well worn path are faced 

with a very high bar. Filmmakers need to do 
their very best to make unusual ideas appeal to 
the box office, and it usually isn’t good enough. 
Caught between playing by the rules and bend-
ing them at great personal risk, most directors 
and producers are forced to go the easy route, 
only occasionally getting a chance to attempt 
and fail at something new. This is where Surreal-
ism shines by circumventing the entire process. 

Where a normal film either appeals to 
the audience’s preferences or carefully tries 
to expand them, the Surrealist film assaults 
the viewer’s basic sense of a coherent real-
ity. The result is that those viewers who keep 
watching are forced to abandon their crit-
ical framework and accept whatever they 
see on the screen. And now the audience is 
open to anything. Ideas too indistinct to ex-
press, more aesthetic than concrete thought, 
can now be transferred whole and undiluted. 

The story of Holy Motors is at the same time 
tightly controlled and ridiculously meander-
ing. There are only two real 
characters in the film, Mon-
sieur Oscar and his driver 
Celine; all others are fleet-
ing and questionably real. 

Oscar is a shapeshift-
er, some bizarre species of 
performer who operates 
out of a white limousine, 
rare and endangered in a hostile new world, 
his craft carefully balanced atop the line be-
tween magic and perversion. In pursuit of his 
strange art M. Oscar breaches the boundaries 
of logic and society, leading us on an odyssey 
through the streets and back alleys of Paris. 

Nine “appointments” today, Celine tells Os-
car, from dawn to midnight; nine characters 
to inhabit, nine scenes to perform. Sitting in 
his limousine, he dons makeup and costumes 
and then emerges to play out his role in the 
performance to come, roles magnificent and 
dull equally alike. He barrels through many 
scenes like a force of nature and basks in the 
raw power of his characters, and just for an in-
stant it seems as if the whole world lines up for 
a moment of pure perfection. Other characters 
are less interesting, and certain scenes drag on 
uncomfortably long, but the energy of M. Os-
car remains intact, and he merges seamlessly 
with his part in whatever story is being told. 
Reality itself bends to his will as props come to 
life; he is stabbed and shot, and as long as he 
remains in character the injuries are genuine. 

But the magic inevitably recedes, often 
abruptly, as M. Oscar returns to his limousine 

to be driven away. Once inside he removes his 
costume and sits, the injuries are just effects, 
the blood only dye. He sits in a bathrobe pre-
paring for his next role, his shaven head and 
indistinct face making him look more like a 
blank slate than anything else, almost babylike. 
On every level, he inhabits a sort of limbo, even 
physically. The man is strangely built, short and 
frail yet surprisingly muscular, appearing nei-
ther young, nor old, nor even middle aged. The 
Oscar we see out of character is empty, lonely, 
quietly regretful. His fatigue is palpable, and his 
“appointments” wear him down almost to the 
breaking point over the course of the day. He is 
just a shadow these days, a hollowed-out shell. 
We are given hints about his past and his per-
sonality, but at the end of the day none of that 
matters, because what little remains of his indi-
vidual self is fading quickly. To inhabit all things 
and transcend his mortal limitations, M. Oscar 
has essentially forsaken his own existence. He 
is lost and alone, tired and confused, but un-

failingly loyal to his craft. 
Why is he doing any of 

this? It becomes evident 
that carrying out these “ap-
pointments” is his job, and 
he is employed by some 
sort of company or agency. 
Somebody, or something, 
is watching, but we never 

really learn what sort of eyes follow his every 
move. Are there hidden cameras? Is this some 
kind of elaborate stage performance acted out 
in the street? Maybe it’s us, the viewers. We are 
never told for sure, and so the true nature of the 
art on display is kept obscure. Oscar claims he 
does it for “la beauté du geste”, and this seems 
to be the only redeemable thing left in his life. If 
there is an arc to the story it is one of existential 
decay, or perhaps of loyalty to one’s duty in the 
face of such decay. Oscar is surrounded by the 
chaos of a changing world, a world in which 
few things make sense anymore and nothing 
can be relied upon, but still he performs, en-
gaging with the insanity all around him instead 
of fleeing it. You might even say he conquers 
the fearsome and savage new world, but only 
for the moment, only as long as the scene lasts. 

If there is a central message in Holy Mo-
tors it seems to be this, that whatever the 
world becomes, whatever the human race 
becomes, art is immune, it endures. It is not 
corrupted by the decay of culture, and it cares 
nothing for the panic of new technology wip-
ing out the old. Art is eternal, even as it dies. 

One might even call it Holy. 

“T’aurais du faire exprès de pas le faire, Théo”
By Aidan Williams

Santa Fe ‘20

Art is eternal, even 
as it dies. 
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Seymour | from page 13

Of the many social inequalities which 
prevail to this day, gender inequality pertains 
to me in a very personal way. I grew up in a 
society that had a propensity for allowing 
gender inequalities to develop between men 
and women, which was primarily due to 
long-standing cultural gender-norms.

For years, women have experienced in-
equality in all forms of life. It’s not simply a 
random state of “difference” that I’m interest-
ed in talking about, but something more com-
plex. Those that I’ve come across, and some 
that I recall having witnessed, were partly due 
to the fact that I was in one of those places 
where it was OK to subjugate a woman’s body 
to whatever the “man” wanted, to consider a 
woman inferior and weak, limiting her role to 
the kitchens and where the children are. It was 
OK to limit the role of the woman to only be-
ing the mother that has to breastfeed her kids. 
It was OK for the husband to call her names 
and physically abuse her to the extreme, if 
he’s leaving for a considerable period of time, 
to knit her genital organ, leaving just a little 
space for her to pee until he came back. This 
was in the rural areas of my country. They call 
it “tradition,” but it was really the society ma-
nipulating the word for evil purposes. Who 
knows, there may be even worse cases yet to 

be uncovered, than those that I learned of. 
Do we call this inequality? Because the 

definition of inequality implies a kind of 
“nonequivalence,” just meaning the absence 
of equality. The inequality that I’m talking 
about is more than just nonequivalence. It 
entails many other meanings, like stereotype, 
stigma, resentment, superiority complex, 
and many more. Maybe I took it way too far. 
Someone might say, “There are women out 
there that are so advantaged.” Really? Are 
there? I’m so certain that there isn’t a woman 
“out there” without a considerable amount of 
responsibility, be it tough or simple. Only be-
cause she’s that person that everyone thinks 
is capable of something and she’s perfect at 
it all, while at the same time taking it all for 
granted. For example, because you’re a mom, 
people will look at you and say, “Well, she’s a 
mother. She’s good at it.” Not because they’re 
appreciating what she does, but it’s as if they 
are themselves running away from the re-
sponsibility. If they’re not the people who 
are responsible, they’d still bind her to that. 
Have you ever wondered why there aren’t as 
many female politicians, doctors, presidents, 
professors, social workers or even journalists 
as there are men. How about I leave you to 
answer it?

As a student from a “girls-only” school, 
and as a former vice president of the Wom-
en’s Club there, I’ve encountered situations in 

Why we need to talk about gender inequality
By Eve Adam
Santa Fe ‘20

which I’ve felt the need to offer some kind of 
help to elderly women, women on the streets 
with their children, women in the shelters. 
But in the end, none of their problems were 
completely solved. Covering their internal 
wounds with soft words or wiping their tears 
was the best we could do. We then went back 
home heartbroken, wondering if we feel this 
way, what would they be feeling? Well, that 
will remain a question for as long as there isn’t 
an end to the situation.

I’ve come to realize that inequality is not 
something that can be put aside. It’s not about 
women being equal to men, nor are any of 
the situations I stated above, because no mat-
ter what or how we might act upon it, unless 
there’s a fundamental change of thought and 
attitude, no protest or strike can bring any 
profound difference. After all, the issue of 
equality is still being raised in many of the 
most developed nations as well, no matter 
how many times they claim to be among 
the “just” nations. I believe this problem is a 
state of mind. It may not depend on how well 
educated a person may be. It’s an ingrained 
thought. Educating people is not enough. 
Real change requires a shared desire, coming 
from within, towards a conscious sensitivi-
ty. But this can only come about if each and 
every person becomes aware of the problem, 
which, unfortunately, is not something that 
can be forcefully imposed. 

torney Office or a Social Worker 
or a combination of both. They 
help often with children that 
have been victims to abuse, the 
dogs will be there when they are 
making their statements or if 
they have to testify in court the 
dogs will go with them. There 
are some really horrific things 
that the dogs end up helping 
with. A couple of dogs have 
been placed with the FBI and 
there was the shooting in San 
Bernardino, California, a few 
years ago. The Assistant Dogs of 
the West helped with that: get-
ting testimonies of the witness-
es and that sort of thing. There 
was a shooting in Roswell and 
the dogs also helped when that 
happened. There was a shooting 

recently in a library here in New 
Mexico and Assistant Dogs of 
the West were also used in that 
situation. So, they have got dogs 
in a lot of different places, doing 
different jobs, like dealing with 
trauma and helping people with 
disabilities to lead a more inde-
pendent life. 

Ms. Worku: Was he the first 
dog on campus?

Ms. Sprague: He was the 
first official dog on campus. The 
Senior Residents could have 
dogs on campus but Seymour 
was the first one that’s official-
ly sanctioned by the college. 
Serving almost as a mascot, he 
is kind of an ambassador of the 
college.

Ms. Worku: Are there any 
stories where he has profoundly 
affected any of the students?

Ms. Sprague: I don’t neces-
sarily know what happens with 
the students, because when he 
is with students, I don’t want 
to be part of that interaction. 
But yes, we have had some dif-
ficult times on campus over the 
years and I know that Seymour 
has been instrumental in help-
ing students get through those 
times. 

Ms. Worku: Is there any-
thing else you would like the 
readers to know?

Ms. Sprague: When he was 
a puppy and in training, initial-
ly he didn’t like people petting 
him. He allowed Linda and Jill 
to pet him, who he loved, but he 
wasn’t sure about other people. 
He especially did not like get-
ting his head pet. At that time, 
Linda was teaching at an after-

noon class, as Assistant Dogs of 
the West uses students to help 
train the dogs. They have pro-
grams where the dogs go out 
to school and the students help 
train them. 

During one of their after-
noon programs, there was a 
young boy whose mother hap-
pened to have cancer at the 
time. He was not excited about 
being in the dog training class, 
so Linda let this young boy sit 
on the sofa with Seymour. He 
just pet Seymour’s tummy the 
whole time during classes and 
that’s how Seymour learned 
to be a cuddler. That little boy 
taught him how to enjoy be-
ing pet and because of that he 
knows enjoys getting his tum-
my rubbed. 



If man is a “rational animal,” as Aris-
totle says, The Animal Issue highlights 
student photography, poetry, and writ-
ing on the theme of the “irrational” 
animal, and how it relates to the life 
of the mind here at St. John’s College.

Photo / “Friendship” by Hector Poveda (Santa Fe ‘21) 
Instagram: @hectorpoved


