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Keeping Up With The Jones Renovation
I I MECHANICAL PLAN - SECOND FLOOR

w . r-o- xJ^^NORTU
By  Jaso n  Krantz , '98

“People don’t want to be told that 
they’re living in a test dorm, but that’s 
what it will be,” said Bryan Valentine, the 
treasurer of St. John’s College and the per-
son in charge of the Jones renovation. 
Whether students call it a test dorm or not, 
Jones will probably be one of the first 
dorms to fill at room draw in the spring.

St. John’s is using last April’s fire as an 
opportunity to build a “model dorm” that 
will serve as a guide for renovating the 
remaining non-suite dorms. The school 
will issue a bond to raise money for the 
renovations, which are expected to start in 
the summer of 1998 and will be completed 
in the summer of 2000.

“Jones will be a model for the renova-
tions we will do on the other dorms. If the 
students hate the way we do the lighting or 
something else in Jones, we can change it 
when we renovate the other 15 dorms. It’s 
a lot cheaper to change one dorm than it is 
to change 16," Valentine said.

The contractor, Lockwood Construction, 
will repair the fire damage and bring the 
building into compliance with current 
municipal building codes. The school 
expects the renovations to be completed by 
December 31, 1997. If Lockwood is 
unable to complete the renovations by 
then, they will pay to house the students 
who would otherwise live in Jones. 
However, if the delay is beyond 
Lockwood’s control, they won’t have to 
pay. Lockwood was scheduled to begin 
work on September 22.

Kathy Mizrahi, St. John’s housing 
director, said she hopes the dorm will be 
open in time for the spring semester.

“There are a lot of freshmen who are in 
undivided doubles right now, and I plan to 
move some of them into Jones. Some 
January Freshmen may live there as well. 
There are also five people who expected to 
live in Jones this year, and they will be my 
priority,” Mizrahi said.

The windows will be replaced with 
new models to make emergency exits easi-
er. The windows will look similar to the 
current ones, but the bottom portions will 
be bigger, and will slide up instead of fold-
ing out.

“The window upgrade is required to 
bring the building up to code, but after the 
fire, we don’t mind making it easier to get 
out,” Valentine said.

An emergency exit will be added to the 
lower floor, at the end of the hallway far-
thest from the stairs. It won’t be accessible 
from the outside, but it will allow residents 
of the ground floor to get out quickly in an 
emergency. Room 100 will be made small-
er to make way for the hallway extension. 
Room 101 will be separated from rooms 
102 and 102-A, and get a private entrance.

The floor will be replaced because the 
old floor contained asbestos. "The asbestos 
was only dangerous if a tile broke, but 
building codes, fire damage and common 
sense required a new floor," Valentine 
said. The halls will be carpeted when the 
dorm re-opens, so Jones will be a non-
smoking dorm.

Jones will also get new doors, and the 
doorknobs will be replaced by levers simi-
lar to those in the suites. "Levers are 
required since they make buildings more 
handicapped-accessible," Valentine said.

The bathrooms will have new partitions 
and the bathtub will have a shower-head 
fitting in addition to a spigot, bringing the 
total number of showers in Jones to three. 
The two existing shower fixtures will be 
upgraded.

Lighting will be changed from the cur-
rent cone-type incandescent lights to 
domed fluorescent models. Desks and desk 
lamps will remain the same, but the school 
is considering using chairs like those 
found in the suites. The rooms will also 
have blinds instead of roll-up shades.

Jones will also be re-wired. The fire 
alarms will be hard-wired into the building 
and will rely on batteries in case of a 
power outage. The phone lines will be run 
inside the walls. Also, a conduit will be 
laid to allow students’ computers to con-

nect directly to the school’s network, 
should the school ever decide to install the 
appropriate wiring and computer systems.

Fire damage to the dorm will cost about 
$50,000 to repair, and will be covered by 
insurance. The renovations and improve-
ments will cost an additional $130,000.

"That money will come from a bond the 
school will issue to pay for renovating all 
the dorms," Valentine said.

“It’s a little nerve-wracking because I’m 
spending the money before the bond is 
issued. But we’re fairly certain that it will 
be,” Valentine said.

"If 16 dorms cost an average of 
$100,000 each to renovate, the bond to be 
issued will be worth about $1.6 million," 
Valentine said. But the school is taking 
advantage of its misfortune. "The school is 
currently paying off the bond it issued to 
build the suites. It will refinance that bond 
under the dorm renovation bond at a lower 
interest rate," Valentine said.

“Refinancing will save us some money 
because we’ve already budgeted for our 
debt on the suites at the higher interest 
rate,” Valentine said.

When Jones next opens its doors, eight 
months will have passed since the fire. 
Valentine attributes the delay to the fact 
that Jones will be a model dorm.

“One reason we’re going slow is 
because we want to use this dorm as a 
guide for how we want to do the others. At 
first we were just going to repair the fire 
damage and bring the building up to code. 
When we decided to use Jones as a guide, 
we thought the renovations would only cost 
$80,000. $130,000 was a surprise, so it’s 
taken longer than we expected,” Valentine 
said.
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You Say Yon Want A Revolution
By  Jeremiah  Buck ley , '98

A statement was posted around campus last 
week spewing invectives at the administration, 
full of bold posturing and headed with the now 
tiresome plea “Help me, and yourselves.” The 
announcement was poorly written and I was con-
fused about what the author was trying to accom-
plish. Fortunately there was a chance to enlighten 
myself, for the mystery author had called a 
protest on the steps of Weigle Hall during 
Tuesday lunch. The aim of any protest is publici-
ty, so I went slouching about Weigle on Tuesday 
in the interest of the yellow press. Five students 
(roughly 1.7% of the students on the meal plan) 
showed up to protest the “deplorable administra-
tion.” I attempted to interview the leader of this 
revolutionary band only to discover that I didn’t 
know how to hold an interview anyone would 
want to read. I have talked with all of the parties 
involved and hope to give you the straight dope, 
watered with my own opinion as little as possi-
ble.

In much of this plea to the community the 
author used the pronoun “we.” “The Students of 
Saint John's College Santa Fe are sick. We are 
being forced to pay for unhealthy slop. We are no 
longer going to stand for it.” and “They [the 
administration] have ignored all of our pleas and 
cries.” This use of “we” is a lie. It was written to 
sound like “we” referred to the students of St. 
John’s. First of all, the author did not write the 
letter with the help of anyone else. The letter was 
his own voice and he deliberately wrote it him-
self although at least one other person offered to 
help. He certainly did not consult “The Students 
of Saint John's College” before he held himself 
bound to speak for them. Secondly, the author 
himself is not on the meal plan. He is not being 
“forced to pay for unhealthy slop.” “We” does 
not include him or anyone else. He was not 
telling the truth when he wrote anything on 
behalf of this empty group. For most of the paper 
it is hard to say whether he was lying or whether 
he simply deluded himself —a few of the state-
ments about himself were outright lies used for 
dramatic effect.

There is one more point that deserves atten-
tion. The author did not sign his work and on the 
original posting included lines below his state-
ment for other students to append their names to 
his cry. When I asked him why not, he said he 
hadn’t thought that a name at the end was impor-
tant because he was speaking for everyone. Once 
the voice of the paper was discovered it exposed 
the amount of untruth involved. Jason Kane 
wrote this aimouncement believing he could pro-
claim his complaints and opinions as the voice of 
the students. If he was right, his signature would 
have changed nothing. If he was wrong his signa-
ture would have made him responsible for such a 
step. It would have been far better, if he didn’t 
want to take responsibility for these complaints.

not to step into these things at all than to hide 
behind these tricks.

So much for the voice of the complaint, the 
next problem was the party held to be responsible 
for it. Mr. Kane took an abusive and belittling 
stand against the school administration. In the 
last four years the administration has changed the 
food service for the cafeteria four times, a proce-
dure that takes over three months of work on the 
administration’s part to accomplish. I am certain 
that if they did not feel responsible to the stu-
dents they would not take up one quarter of each 
year with such a task. Also, they are very inter-
ested in student input in regard to the food ser-
vice. Last year a food service committee with 
regular meetings was formed which Brain 
Valentine (the school treasurer), Kathy Mizrahi, 
and John Olszewski from Aramark all attended. 
All students were welcome, but after some initial 
response only two students came to the meetings 
(both are now alumni). The food service commit-
tee will meet again this year if there is interest. 
Also, when Aramark was given the contract there 
were students working with the administration on 
the choice (ask Amber Boydstun whether this 
was an easy choice). There is with all of this a Ut-
ile bureaucracy that has to be dealt with, but it is 
fairly harmless. In order to run an operation 
involving four hundred students and fifty tutors, 
there has to he some organized structure.

These attacks against “the administration” are 
a sophistical trick. Working geographically 
through Weigle Hall from Jean Bradford and 
Richard Krumple to John Agiesto, each member 
of “the administration” has a name, an easily 
understood job description, and speaks with stu-
dents daily about the school and the student 
body. The insulting terms “ignorant”, “idiotic” 
and “deplorable” which Kane used do not apply 
to these people, but were used in this paper 
against them as a whole. The use of “the adminis-
tration” as a term attacked these people and what 
they do without calling to mind the individuals 
which would make such invectives obviously 
false. One would think that a senior who had 
known these people for five years would not 
speak of them in such a manner.

However, even though the subject was pre-
sented badly, there are, as any student would 
admit, problems with the food service. What 
Jason Kane was suggesting was that students 
who live on campus be allowed off the meal plan. 
What is at stake in giving students this option? 
Now that we are through with all of the posturing 
and name calling we can address a part of student 
life which is a problem and calls for a solution. I 
have done some questioning in Weigle Hall and 
can give you a run down of how this food service 
question is shaped, but I don’t have any answers.

St. John’s was not designed to enable students 
to feed themselves. The distance from any sort of

grocery store makes buying ones own food 
dependant on a car, which not all students have. 
Secondly, the campus does not have enough 
places for three hundred students to keep their 
individual stores of food and to cook separately 
every day. Therefore, some sort of organization 
is necessary to feed these three hundred people 
living in the same area. This is compounded with 
a few other problems.

First of all, there is the desire of the adminis-
tration to keep costs down for the students. There 
are two ways they do this: keeping the individual 
meals inexpensive, and asking all of the students 
on campus to be on the meal plan. At the moment 
students on the twenty meal plan are paying 
$4.00 per meal. To raise the price of meals by 
$1.00 would cost the students approximately 
$700.00 more per year in board. The second part 
works like this: Anything mass produced is less 
costly than individually made. Therefore, as the 
number of students on the meal plan increases the 
cost per student for food stays roughly the same, 
but the cost of labor involved drops. St. John’s is 
so small that in order to take advantage of the 
decrease in cost of labor, every student possible 
has to be on the meal plan. If ten or fifteen stu-
dents get off the meal plan, the cost per meal for 
the rest of campus will rise and therefore the 
board for the second semester will increase.

Following from this, the food service has to 
provide for every individual student’s needs. It 
still has to mass produce in order to keep costs 
down, but the people being fed have different 
medical problems, allergies, and preferences. In 
order to keep those students on the plan, the food 
service has to meet their needs. The chef has to 
cook for these special cases and, keeping in mind 
mass production, these special diets affect the 
standard for the rest of the community. Lasagna 
made for vegans or people who are lactose intol-
erant is hoiled pasta and wilted spinach. And 
throughout these logistics the students are com-
plaining because they do not get what they want.

St. John’s has to provide for its students. It 
has to keep costs down for the students and there-
fore make all of them share some of the burden. 
In order to give the students what they pay for it 
has to treat individual dietary cases. The students 
object to the cooking which might not be as good 
as they are used to and the diet which is more 
restricted than they would like. But because of 
where they are living the students cannot feasibly 
cook for themselves and St. John’s has to provide 
for them. Accept it or solve this Gordian knot, 
but don’t go howling at the administration and 
turning St. John’s into a parody of Berkeley in 
the sixties.



The Moon • October 2, 1997 • Volume 2, Issue 3

Letters To The Editors
|To the Moon editors and the college commu- 
nity,

To start, I should say that I can’t claim to 
be a poet, or even any sort of authority on 
poetry, but I am sure in saying that I do under-
stand the usual intention behind the writing of

I
 poetry. After reading a poem, the reader 
should come away with something beautiful, 
that is to say, with a feeling of beauty, 
poignancy, or some sort of inspiration.

I've read a lot of poetry, by famous and 
amateur writers alike, and frankly. I’m sick to 
death of wading through obscure metaphors, 
incomplete images, and inept imitations of 
another man’s genius. I don’t mean this to be 
a personal attack on anyone’s work, but I do 
not agree with the methods I see in use. No 
one should be discouraged from writing aims 
to express something clearly and competently. 
Writing requires one to use words, that is to 
say, to have a working understanding of the 
meanings of words, punctuation, and gram-
matical structures. There are all sorts of

The flowers outside Kensington Palace 
where Diana lived formed a carpet more than 
100 meters square and 2 meters deep on the 
day that she was buried. These and several 
hundred thousand bouquets collected from all 
over England were enough to cover the island 
completely, where her body now lies.

Diana was a woman of the people- of all 
people- and despite her human frailties she 
bound all she touched in the knowledge that 
jwe are essentially human: special, ordinary.

Student
By  Jennifer  Rog ers , '99

Student Polity elected Jacob Keller 
to be its representative on the Student 
Review Board. Jacob, a senior, will be one 
of the full-time voting members. He joins 
Mike DiMezza, Matt Johnston, Ming Fu, 
Janene Santo, Kevin Blankenship, and 
myself to complete the Board.

The Student Review Board will be 
giving summaries of our hearings, the deci-
sions made in these hearings, and all other 
pertinent information involving the SRB, in 
each issue of The Moon. We will also 
always post upcoming hearings and the 
results of these on the Polity Bulletin Board. 
Please also feel free to ask any one the

guides to grammar and style that, in the long 
run help a fledgling writer portray his emo-
tions more precisely.

Repetition, as a poetic device, has its uses, 
such as enforcing some strong image, but used 
simply for its own sake expresses only a lack 
of imagination on the writer’s part and is 
extremely boring to the reader.

The writing of other authors can be quite 
inspiring; I imagine most people who write do 
so because of the works of another author or 
poet. Often in writing, one follows someone’s 
use of a certain style. To follow someone’s 
example can be helpful and productive for the 
aspiring who is able to follow through; but to 
copy the style and the words of another is 
inexcusable plagiarism and gives no credit 
whatsoever to the writer. Poetry does not have 
a set formula. Poetry is not about wanting to 
say something and using a specific method to 
articulate it.

To write, and to share one’s writing, is a 
brave act, but no author should feel compelled

needy people. She was no saint, no alter-ego 
Kali, just a particular human being who man-
aged to turn our heads on more than one occa-
sion. A very ordinary woman who became 
extraordinary by virtue of experiences com-
mon to all of us: marriage, children, public 
and private life. From the seeds of what she 
was grew the most incredible flower- a flower 
of compassion that moved her heart towards 
those in need of love. A simple wish to reach 
out to others as she herself had always longed

members regarding any questions you have. 
One of our biggest goal is for the entire 
community to be completely informed about 
what we are doing. If you do not feel 
informed, ask.

One of the questions the SRB 
would like to ask the community is you 
would prefer that we did or did not use the 
names of the people involved in each case 
when we post upcoming hearings and their 
results. In our discussions we have seen the 
value both of using, and not using names, 
and would therefore like your input. We 
would add that the names of board members 
who voted on each case will be posted, so

to offer an explanation or apology in an 
attempt to fend off negative criticism. It 
detracts from the strength of the work and 
from the opinions of the audience.

I realize writing poetry (or for that matter, 
reading poetry) is not a “life skill”, and is con-
sidered frivolous and among the worst of pos-
sible career choices for those who want to suc-
ceed. Poetry is not created simply for its own 
sake, but to speak, sing, or scream, because 
there are stories to be told.

Enough; write, my struggling , ink-stained 
cohorts, but at the same time leave behind 
your fictional beatnik coffeehouses. Escape 
into the real world, the hidden workings of 
nature around you, and just see what comes 
out of it. Make the words your own. Never 
stop writing.

Sincerely,
Rachel Vedaa, '99

for.
That incredible flower is no more, but defi-

nitely blooming. For though in death Diana 
may now have the peace she was looking for 
in her life- in our lives we have the inspiration 
of something we all have known and we can 
be ourselves, causing her to flower ever 
onwards.

Jacquie Hobbs, Eastern Classics 
British National

that we do not become an anonymous entity. 
Every hearing wil be opened to the whole 
community, and we encourage you all to 
come when interested.

Lastly, the SRB earnestly asks you 
to use us to address your grievances before 
these grievances go to the Assistant Dean. 
Otherwise, the majority of the cases we will 
hear will be those the Deans hand down to 
us. Ideally, however, we, and the Deans, 
would prefer that your problems come 
straight to us, so that we students can 
resolve our problems amongst ourselves. 
Thanks in advance for any input you can 
give us.

Review Board Update
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By  Chris  Reichman , '98

I have recently taken to wearing a hat. 
Worse yet, in the fashion concious eye, a base-
ball cap. Fully aware that this new frictional 
action is quickening the balding process. I’ve 
decided to undertake this writing before my 
strength begins to slip away with my hair.

Many of our distinguished leaders of semi-
nars and tutorials frown on headgear being 
worn in the classroom. One has even gone to 
the extent of posting a reprimand of the breach 
of an antiquated custom by Dear Abby on his 
door. Speaking of Dear Abby, let me now 
voice my support of the St. John’s custom of 
referring to others by last name.

I had the chance to read this article on one 
of my mid-seminar leisurely strolls to the bath-
room last year (I admire anyone who does not 
get backed up with piss and vinegar reading 
George Elliot). And, when back in seminar, 
trying to untangle one of the most boring soap 
operas ever penned, the stupidity of the custom 
of removing a hat indoors struck me like the 
world’s largest, slimiest hairball.

As far as my weak powers are able to dis-
cern, one used to off one’s hat when passing 
indoors because whatever weather necessitat-
ing hair protection had been averted. There 
might also have been some element of respect 
tossed in. I wear my piece of humbly haphaz-
ard haberdashery for just the same reason, 
courtesy. Do you really want to be inflicted 
with my anarchic range of

hair day? I thought not, so I wear the hat.
I have no infantile need to attract attention 

through the outrageous stylings of my hair, I 
can find better ways of expressing my unique-
ness than creating a camoflauged nest for pea-
cocks on top of my head. Besides, I’m a cow-
ard at heart, and don’t want to scare myself 
when I pass by the mirror in the morning. To 
all those who do wear their mane in unusual 
manners, I thank you for helping to warp the 
Platonic from of hair. My beef isn’t against 
you though, barber yourselves any way you 
like, it is, after all, yours to do with as you 
will. It is the custom of removing hats for 
those of us who wish to hide our occasional 
unkept coiffure with which I am grappling.

The reason that a certain few tutors insist 
on this custom when the student is obviously 
hiding hair is best classified as a Chaos Theory 
experiment must have something to do with 
nostalgia. A yearning for the good old days 
when an instructor could still paddle students 
for the most minute crimes must have over 
taken a few of our robe-wearers.

If this is the case, I advise you to buy a dog 
to paddle. If you are seeking displays of 
respect, I assure you that the hair-hiding cha-
peau shows far more respect than that which it 
conceals. If you fear that I am actually sleep-
ing under my cap, I and everyone I’ve ever 
lived with will assure you that snoring is my

this custom out of some misguided love of 
antiquated customs in general, I tell you now, 
that the books may be dusty, but that doesn’t 
mean they’re right

I want to end this persecution of fine stu-
dents, who are honest enough to admit unpre-
sentable hair, and respectful enough to feel the 
need to conceal. To the tutors who persist in 
menacingly ressuscitating the foolish no-hat- 
indoors-custom, hear ye, hear ye! If you con-
tinue, I warn you that I will be forced to 
protest by trouncing the send up artist with 
Care Bear flicks in Upper Commons and 
watch nothing but old football games on tape 
and send out for enchiladas wrapped in fat 
twofold. As I intend to do this garbed in the 
t)fpical game day regalia of boxer shorts and a 
wife-beater t-shirt, I think you should take this 
threat seriously.

Should you still enforce this custom despite 
my protest, I appeal to your mercy and sense 
of fairness. If a student must remove haber-
dashery indoors, it is only equitable that the ‘in 
the closet’ bald remove their rugs, and the 
chrome-domed paint their pates to reduce glare 
effects.

Dear me, this cap has rubbed away too 
many of my fine freely floating follicles. 
What?! The tag says ‘Made by Delila’. I’m 
melting...

head-fluff on a bad one true vocation. And, if, finally you esteem

Ite Furthes t  Adventur es  cf  Nick  Garr itt - Private  Dck

By  Cobal t  Blue , GI 'Get  Your  Hands  Off  Of  My  Meat "
It was a Tuesday. Much like any other Tuesday. 

The radio didn’t work. The phone didn’t work. A fly 
sat on the desk, too lazy to live up to his own name. I 
was five lines into my usual monologue when the usual 
knock came at the usual door. This is where I usually 
say, "Come in.” So, I did. “Come in.”

She was a redhead. Not particularly attractive. 
Freckles. Hair in pigtails. The girl-next-door 
type...that is if you happen to live next door to the 
House of the Homely in Ugly Town, U.S.A. She was a 
simple farm girl, but definitely not the farmer’s daugh-
ter, if you know what I mean.

“Sorry, too busy. Come back some other time-like 
in thirty years when they’ve perfected 
plastic surgery.” I twiddled my thumbs faster to show 
that I was really occupied.

“Oh, Mr. Garritt, I desperately need your help. I’ll 
do anything.”

“Anything...?”
“Anything.”
“Even if it involves sheep?”
“Especially if it involves sheep.”

“Oooh...that’s gross! I’ll tell you whaL..you explain 
your problem to me and I’ll decide if I want your case. 
But, I warn you, I charge fifty dollars a day and...you 
have to shear the sheep.”

“Baaa...” said the closet.
“It’s not mine. I’m holding it for a friend.”

So the redhead proceeded to lay down her tale of 
doom, despair and agony on me...of deep, dark depres-
sion and excessive misery. If it weren’t for bad luck 
she’d have no luck at all...wait...I got carried away.

Her name was Wendy. It seems she owned a restau-
rant in town and was being forced out of business by 
some clown and a guy who claimed he was royalty. It 
was a gang war, a turf tiff, a boundary bickering. You 
get the picture.

I got a hot tip from a six year old with cheeseburgers 
on his breath. I was suspicious.

Something felt wrong. The sheep didn’t care much 
for it either.

Then, I got a hunch. 1 went to the doctors. I had it 
removed. I felt much better.

Eventually, 1 showed up at the Golden Arches. It 
was the hangout of the McDonalds gang. The leader

was a guy with a big red nose and floppy shoes. His 
name was Ronald. He employed a various number of 
stooges and misfits in his operation. There was a thief 
who specialized in stealing pigs. They called him “The 
Ham” burglar. There was some stool pigeon known as 
“Birdy,” two groups of thugs that went by the names of 
“The Fry Guys” and “The McNuggets” (I doubt they 
were Irish, though.) Last, but not least, was this big 
dumb brute who was only known by the ominous name 
of “Grimmace.”

I burst through the door. Unfortunately, it was a 
trap. I tripped on an apple turnover and 
hit my head on a highchair.

I awoke in a cage, half burled under colored plastic 
balls in the twisted clown’s Playland. On top of the 
spin and barf wheel stood Ronald, the Bozo of Burgers. 
(Ug! A bad metaphor is the morning breath of the 
soul.)

“Okay, you evil clown. What do you want?”

“Nothing short of total world domination of the fast 

food market.” he laughed. ( continued onp. 11)
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By  ALan  Rubenstein , '00
The Book of Job is one man’s account of the 

discovery of nature. It is? When God speaks to 
Job out of the whirlwind, He is encouraging him 
to have courage regarding his capacity to face the 
terrifying world beyond man. Who knew? The 
interlocutors Eliphaz, Bildad, Zophar and Elihu 
are true interlocutors with distinct arguments not 
unlike Plato’s interlocutors in his dialogues. Is 
that so? Mr. Sacks’ lecture “Job’s Leviathan” 
was filled with startling insights such as these 
which throw open the doors of intelligibility on 
what can seem like an unapproachable text. 
Whether or not, upon further study, one comes to 
agree with these insights, it is undeniable that the 
text comes to life under Mr. Sacks’ care and 
attention.

Near the start of the lecture, Mr. Sacks put 
Job’s dilemma this way: “The world makes too 
much sense to make no sense, yet it makes no 
sense.” This engaging opening led his listeners 
into an examination of the debate with the three 
elders. In this, previous notions of the ‘sense’ 
which the world makes were exploded and the

foundations laid for a new breed of sense- one 
not designed primarily for the sake of man and 
one of which his part is only to have an inkling 
rather than the full disclosure for which Job 
longs. This order (symbolized to Job as the 
Leviathan), is terrifying to man and ultimately 
understandable only by God, its creator. This 
order is nothing other than nature, itself- similar 
in kind to the object of Aristotle’s relentless intel-
lectual pursuit. It is the principle according to 
which fire goes up, dogs bark, good men are 
caused to suffer needlessly, and Mr. Sacks brings 
to light the mysteries of the Book of Job.

This is but an image of one of the many itmo- 
vative trains of interpretations which Mr. Sacks 
offers. Other questions which were taken up 
include: What does the movement from, as Mr. 
Sacks describes it, the ‘Dick and Jane’ language 
of the first chapters and the final to the 
‘Shakespeare’ of the interceding chapters signi-
fy? What is Job given by God for the hardship 
he is made to endure? Does man need a messen-
ger to intercede between himself and God as 
Elihu suggests?

Job Lecture
Those who could not attend the lecture, or 

were hard pressed to fight off the fatigue of 
Friday evening, can take to heart that much of the 
lecture was taken verbatim from the commentary 
available in the bookstore with Mr. Sack’s trans-
lation. They should feel slightly remiss, howev-
er, to have missed Mr. Sack’s impassioned rendi-
tions of many lines of the text and his wit in the 
question period regarding the pain and joy of 
birth being reconciled for Job, appropriately, on 
the eve of Mr. Sack’s own birthday.

One thing in particular that this St. John’s stu-
dent took away from the lecture was an aware-
ness of the sense of guilt which Job felt at his 
questioning of divine justice. In Job’s view, only 
men of Uttle worth had put foward such objec-
tions, yet Job knows he is a righteous man. We, 
at this school, far from being racked by guilt, see 
a particular excellence in inquiring skillfully into, 
what could broadly be called, God’s ends. This 
we perhaps owe to Job and to the writer of his 
story. Are we thus Job’s legacy?

THE LONESOME GRAUY BOYS AT THE COWGIRL HALL OE EAME
By  Aaron  Mehl haf f , '01

I’ve been asked to write a review of a 
Lonesome Gravy Boys concert at the 
Cowgirl Hall of Fame, which was last 
Wednesday (9/17) from 8-1 at night. A 
bluegrass concert. I would’ve had my ass 
whupped if I’d listened to bluegrass at 
home. My friends would’ve just beat me 
until I regained some semblance of normal 
music tastes. Then again, my friends 
wouldn’t believe how my life is changing at 
college (I actually had a sip of an upper-
classmen’s beer the other day, and earlier in 
the week I drove 8 mph over the speed 
limit!). But, the more things change the 
more they stay the same; Ms. Armendariz 
said SHE’D whup my ass if I don’t do this, 
so...

Let’s start with the band. The Lonesome 
Gravy Boys is a bluegrass band made of a 
bunch of Johnnies, a guy from College of 
Santa Fe (you can tell him by his black 
aura), and a guest from Evergreen College, 
in Olympia Washington. They are 
Fiddler/Guitarist/Singer Dan Fram ‘01, 
BanjoMaster P. Geoff Young ‘99, Rhythm 
Guitarist/Singer Chris Nelson ‘99, 
Mandolinartist/Singer Josh Martin ‘98 (the 
non-Johimy), and guest Fiddlegod Tim

Wetmiller ‘00 (the traveler). They practice 
in Dan’s room, in the courtyard, and about 
anywhere else on campus, often at odd but 
mystical times of night/moming.

All right. I’m going to have to compare 
this concert to the only other one I’ve ever 
been to, Ozzy Osbourne’s OzzFest ‘97 
heavy metal festival. First of all I was dis-
appointed by the lack of stage effects. I 
realize they were in the courtyard of a 
“honky-tonk,” but there was room for at 
least one large screen of swirling, demonic, 
subliminally laced images. And there was 
no large scale participation from audience to 
band, no stage diving, no throwing of under-
wear (although along those lines the 
Mandolin artist did wear red Hatfield/ 
McCoy style longjohns). The closest thing 
was when a random stranger knelt by the 
band playing the spoons. I and my fellow 
metal fan. Matt, tried to start a moshpit, and 
almost succeeded when we knocked over 
this huge cowboy’s beer, but that’s another 
story.

I do have to concede that the stories of 
Peru told by the singer helped to alleviate 
the video screen issue, and almost made up 
for the fact that I could still hear when I left.

They actually had some quality distortion 
and destruction of instruments, but I under-
stand that that was due more to the venue 
than the band.

All in all it was head-bangable, and 
I enjoyed it. The Lonesome Gravy Boys are 
excellent musician’s, and it was a fun time 
with about 100 Johnnies and 100 College of 
Santa Fe (ahem) students. There was one 
note I was told to make: if you’re underage 
and intend to drink, do it before hand so if 
the cops show up the Cowgirl doesn’t get 
busted, you can be drunk, just not drinking. 
And remember to respect the Cowgirl, tip 
well and don’t break stuff, and she will be 
good to us all. Hopefully at the next show 
Dan will do the bite-the-head-off-a-pigeon 
thing I’ve been trying to teach him. The 
next show being sometime next month (and 
hopefully every month) at the Cowgirl 
(watch for flyers). Anyway it was a good 
show regardless of the lack of bloodshed, 
and I would recommend them. The more 
we support them the more money they’ll 
have for flame cannons and futuristic war-
rior costumes!
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^‘Renaissance Man 
Wfiat ‘you ShouCd Mave ‘Watched (Or 9(pt)

By  Ja s o n  Bie l a g u s , '98 
THE GAM£, David Fincher, 1997

This was a big-budget, Hollywood movie. The camera work 
(and lack of it) was to be expected, as was the sometimes painful 
dialogue, acting, and sound track. The big budget also helped the 
movie look good (the exposure, contrast, and focus were all very 
professional).

What made the movie fun and more than typical was the story. 
It’s about a super-rich, super-boring guy who decides to play the 
Game. “The object of the Game is to find the object of the Game.” 
The rich guy ends up getting into a bunch of trouble, and becoming 
mildly less rich, and only somewhat less boring.

If you’re one of those people who look for “meaning,” I guess 
you could say that, seeing as how he begins the Game by watching 
a movie, there is a way in which the Game is like going to the 
movies.

There were also a few frames where the rich guy realizes he is 
utterly screwed, not wholly different from early Greek tragedies. 
For some reason, I like seeing a character realize his hopeless situa-

By  Ian  Ston er ,'99 an d  Gabri el  Gryf fyn , '00
Those of us living in the suites and uppers may wonder 

how one is supposed to ‘come out’ of a closet that has no 
doors. However, this will be no obstacle this Thursday night 
after seminar, when dozens of Johnnies will descend upon the 
dining hall for the annual Coming Out Day Dance. Keeping 
with our theme of ... well, themes in our movie reviews, we 
decided to review a movie by one of the most prominent and 
funny directors of gay cinema, (what’s his name again?) This 
movie review has turned out to be particularly difficult, 
because, unlike our previous forays into the world of cinema, 
Ian and I both actually liked this movie.

In and Out
You are a smart, tidy, sensitive high school English teacher 

in the middle of Small Town Nowhere, Indiana. You are less 
than a week from your wedding. One of your favorite former 
students has just won an Oscar for best actor, and during his 
acceptance speech on national television, thanks you profusely 
for your influence on his life. The whole town is witness to 
your fifteen minutes of fame. He then announces that you are 
gay. On national television. Your fiance stares at you blankly 
with her mouth wide open. Your parents ask if there’s any-
thing you want to tell them. Your boss asks to see you walk. 
The press hounds you with the same questions that your neigh-
bors whisper behind your back: Are you gay? Will you make it 
to your wedding? Are there lesbians on Mars? And most 
importantly. Do you know Ellen?

After a somewhat slow first fifteen minutes. In and Out 
turned out to be one of the funniest movies either of us had

tion. I was not disappointed by this movie.

CLEAN SHAVEN, Lodge Kerrigan, 1994
This was a low-budget, independent film. It looked really bad. 

The exposure, contrast, tint, and camera placement were often 
askew. I think the visual element is important to film, and looking 
bad and unproffessional is unforgivable.

I guess it was supposed to be about being crazy. The craziness 
was often depicted by black parallel lines, reminding me of 
Hitchcock’s Spellbound. Inviting a comparison, this director is like 
a weak match compared to that master’s incinerator.

There was no resolution, which contributed to the overall feel-
ing of disgust and depression. Has this director ever heard 
Faulkner’s Nobel Prize acceptance speech? Don’t show me man’s 
weaknesses and failings, I want to see him conquer, succeed, and 
rejoice. What would Job be if we just left him in the dump? This 
is not to say all endings must be simply happy, but that there must 
be triumph. I was disappointed.

Movies
seen in a long time. Watching Kevin Kline attempt to explore 
his sexuality while trying to remain a 'manly man,' ("real men 
do not dance, no matter what") while Joan Cusak looks on (as 
his fiancee). Particularly worthy of notice is macho man Tom 
Selleck, as a gay reporter, catching Kevin Kline in a pretty 
serious lip-lock. Still playing at the North side of Villa Linda 
mall.

Rating; Warning, this movie may emit 'gay microwaves,' be 
sure to wear your aluminium suit.

Jeffrey
This movie explores the difficulties of finding love in New 

York when you are a celibate gay man. (Evidently, it isn't all 
that difficult, since every single New Yorker in this movie 
seems to be gay.) Asking your parents for advice seems fruit-
less. ("Honey, are you a top or a bottom?")

Gabriel didn't mind so much, but I hated him passionately 
and wished he had left his pathetic talentless butt in the land of 
syndicated television. However brain dead, talentless, and 
sweaty he may be, he doesn't detract from the movie's some-
times serious messages or overall appeal. Nor does he interfere 
with the central theme of the movie, the burning question at the 
center of our souls: Can Patrick Stewart wear a cardigan 
around his neck, or will he just look like a big, gay superhero?

Rating: This movie adds a whole new dimension to "To 
boldly go where no man has gone before."

National Coming Out Day is October 10, the dance is 
October 2, remember, you don't have to 'come out' to come out.

Gabriel And Ian At The
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A Simple Guard
By  Jason  Bielag us , '98

For years the patrons of 101 California Street had admired the 
day gaurd Jeffrey. He sat quite still all day, carefully noting who 
came and went, without having to continually ask for their names. 
He kept the lobby clean, always knew where someone could be 
found, and never allowed vagrants into the building; all this without 
ever troubling the familiar tenants with polite conversation, a greet-
ing, or even contact with the eyes.

He had been more outgoing when he first came to the building. 
His mother was proud of him for having got the job-the only one of 
his three older brothers to have work at that time-and showed it to 
him by wrapping up a thick sandwhich for him to bring on his first 
day. He arrived early, and all morning his round face, with his 
brown eyes and well shaped ears properly placed on his head, com-
pleted by a wide white grin, greeted each who was new to him.

Around two he finished his sandwhich and went into the nearest 
bathroom to clean his hands, so he would not get any mustard on his 
log-book. Jeffrey stood at the counter of sinks next to a balding 
man, overweight, with grey hair. The man wore a finely woven, 
grey wool suit that looked very light and soft. Jeffrey’s suit was 
coarse blue polyester. They stood close to each other, saying noth-
ing, listening to the waters run into the sinks. Jeffrey tried to 
remember the man’s name-he had seen him come in that moming-so 
he could begin to say something easy and pleasant. He gave up 
addressing the man personally, and mentioned what a nice day it 
was outside.

“The servants’ bathroom is on the other side of the lobby, next to 
the service elevator,” the man said.

Jeffrey only looked down into the sink. He wanted his hands to 
be clean already so he could leave quickly. Walking back across the 
immense lobby, ceiling stories high, rows of elevators dropping, 
their tall doors opening with loud rings, releasing women and men 
in tight suits whose busy steps struck staccatto on the hard white 
marble floors, ricoeheted off the smooth walls, and slapped against 
him. No one spoke to him, but avoided him as if he were a mislaid 
ladder in their way. He sat behind the lobby desk. His head hung.

He did not introduce himself to any of the thousands of new peo-
ple he saw after that, until she entered his building. He first noticed 
her dark, slender hand signing in as a guest. She walked away 
effortlessly, as if gliding, her shoulders wide, defined collarbones 
held high, her head tilted down slightly. There must have been the 
blood of kings and queens flowing through her viens.

Jeffrey watched the elevator for her return. Like a curtain being 
pulled aside, the elevator slid open, more slowly than he had ever 
seen an elevator open before, revealing her. She looked straight 
ahead and walked without bouncing. As she reached him, he looked 
to her eyes and said, “Good day, Ms. Cisse.” She did not turn her 
head to see his beautiful eyes, or stop to reply, but walked on, fol-
lowed by a short man with a pink head excitedly telling her about 
cinching the deal with Jimmy. He stepped in front of her as she 
approached the glass door, opened it, and she left. The door swung 
closed behind her, the reflection on the glass drowning her departing 
image. Jeffrey looked down at his log-book, entered the time she 
and the man had left, and noticed that only two hours were left for 
his shift.

.... .......... .........................................  .................... . ..........isjaaiSsa/giEBSSir
Lattats rtotn Sulvia

9/28/97
From the Enchantment Motel

Dear Marilou,
What a week I’ve had! The Visa bill 

came yesterday. It had been sent to Bud, 
and looked as though it had been opened, 
crushed unconciously in disbelief, and then 
smoothed out again to send off.

After the initial dismay, I got to won-
dering why I had never before paid enough 
attention to the rampant injustice of our 
male-dominated capatilist system.
Whatever happened to universal health 
care? I needed that two hour body scrub 
and seaweed wrap at 10,000 Waves.

However, in response to the grim finan-
cial picture I spent half the week looking for 
a place to rent, instead of these rather pricey 
B&B’s. So far no luck. I found a few 
good prospects, but none of the owners were 
too enthusiastic when I explained that I’d 
started Sacred Vibrations drumming therapy 
and would probably need to practice a lot. It

really amazes me how many unenlightened 
people remain in Santa Fe. Till I find a new 
place I’ve checked into a Cerrillos motel, 
full of all those loud tourists.

Which brings me to the worst news of 
all. Remember how I said last year that 
Lesli’s youngest, Ralph, was in Santa Fe 
too? Well, I met up with him on Friday and 
all I can say is Poor Boy! I got his phone 
number from Lesli and called him on 
Thursday night, but he was out (as I consid-
ered later he was probably attending som 
monstrous rally). My first clue that some-
thing was wrong was his answering 
machine, which said something about 
philosopher kings recording their immortal 
words. Philosopher KINGS, mind you, not 
philosopher ROYALTY, or better yet, 
philosopher CO-JOURNEYERS. I stifled 
my objections and left a message.

The next day he called back, and 
seemed very enthusiastic about the prospect 
of going out to dinner with me. My first

suggestion was Cafe Oasis, but after I said 
that there was a strange silence on his end of 
the line. Then he countered with some 
Horesman’s place. Suspicious of the phallo- 
centric sound of that, I declined. Finally, we 
settled on pizza.

I was somewhat heartened as I went to 
pick him up. As I approached the campus it 
seemed just too incredible that in a location 
with that kind of crystal energy the school 
could fail to offer courses in the spiritual 
harmonies. Surely the critics have exagger-
ated, I told myself.

Marilou, it was even worse than they 
said! Ralph didn’t seem to need any 
prompting to talk about the school, and the 
more he said, the more dismayed I became. 
Five weeks of class and he still hasn’t read a 
single work by a person of color or gender! 
Finally, as he waxed eloquent about some 
theorem in You-clide, I couldn’t stand it any 
longer. Pushing away half of the pizza 
(mine: lo-fat cheese with bean sprouts, his:
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Sports lUith
By  Shawn  Watts , '00

The most spectacular annual event in sports 
next to the NCAA Men’s Basketball tournament, 
is the World Series. With Major League 
Baseball winding down the Fall Classic is 
approaching rapidly.

The playoff scene for the American League 
seems to be set. Barring interference from the 
gods, the Baltimore Orioles will win the 
American League East. For those Annapoloids 
that were too busy playing “row, row, row your 
boat” or competing for the “Meaningless Cup” 
against the Naval Academy to go see the Orioles 
— SHAME ON YOU!

Though Cleveland is only a mediocre team on 
their best day, they have a lead that no American 
League Central team has the ability to overcome. 
The Seattle Mariners, perhaps the most talented 
team in baseball, will walk away with an AL 
West Championship without even having to fight 
for it. The wild card winners: The NewYork 
Yankees.

In the playoffs, you can expect to see the 
Yankees beat the Indians in three games straight. 
The Mariners will also dispose of the Orioles in 
five games. Seattle will then play New York for 
a trip to the Fall Classic. The Seattle and New 
York matchup is an easy one. Seattle has every 
pitcher’s nightmare from lead off man to nine 
hole hitter. The axiom goes true in almost all 
cases exfiect the playoffs. While the Bronx 
Bombers have a fine pitching staff, they are not

<’at!£.r i3.;z, i:d'.^izEiEiiii£radMa"e
gouda with green chile and three kinds of 
sausage), I asked him in a trembling voice if 
he had ever considered that his Westem-lin- 
ear-thought-prison-so-called-geometry 
impeded his communication with the cos-
mic energies. He didn’t even seem fazed! 
In fact, he said something about a Tolemmy 
not thinking so.

Realizing that he was not going to be so 
easily freed from his destructive thought 
constructs, I thought it best to declare the 
dinner over. He seemed relieved, and said 
he had a lecture to go to. More propaganda, 
no doubt.

Still, I will not concede defeat! I just 
finished wrapping up a copy of Earth in 
Balance to send to him. Now that’s a great 
book. Just writing about this unpleasant 
event has disturbed my usual Zen-like 
peace. Nothing that a few hours of drum-
ming won’t cure!

Power to the people (of gender), 
Sylvia

good enough to hang with Seattle’s sticks. We 
must not forget that the Mariners also have the 
Randy Johnson factor. All told, Seattle should 
earn their first trip ever to the World Series.

The National League offers a little more 
drama. The Atlanta Braves are a sureshot to win 
the NL East. In the NL Central the Pittsburg 
Pirates, whose payroll is less than the payroll at a 
Nike sweatshop in the PhiUipines, are trying their 
best to catch up to the Houston Astros. Quite 
simply, it ain’t gonna happen. The team respon-
sible for the demon we all know as artificial turf 
is good enough to hold on to win the NL Central. 
Who knows about the NL West. The Dodgers 
have the pitching to win it, but the no-name 
Giants are a scrappy little squad. Down the 
stretch San Francisco should pull it out. No mat-
ter, however, because in the playoffs the Wild 
Card winning Marlins will make short work of 
the Astros and meet the Braves for the NL 
Pennant. The Braves and the Marlins is an enig-
matic matchup. The Braves have the best pitch-
ing rotation in history and a solid line up. They 
are a better team than the Marlins and perhaps 
that is why they cannot figure out how to beat the 
Marlins. The Braves woes in the regular season 
against the Marlins aside, they know how to win 
NL Peimants. They will win this one too.

So the Braves get to face Seattle in the Series. 
Seattle is a better team in a seven game series 
than the Braves. That is why Seattle will lose. If

The Sam

you recall, the only time in the 90’s the Braves 
have won the World Series was when they had to 
play the Indians, who were twice as good. 
However, having the Mariners win it all would 
be a wonderful thing. The tradition and nostalgia 
of the game were restored when the Yankees 
took the Series last year. The next best occur- 
ance would be to have the Mariners win it and 
give the next generation of fans something to be 
sentimental about.

Individually, some players shined this year. 
Tony Gwynn of the Padres proved that he is the 
best hitter in baseball history barring Ted 
Williams. Seattle’s Ken Griffey, Jr. hit 50 home 
mns for the first time in his career. If he can 
manage to stay healthy he can displace Willie 
Mays from third on the all time home run list 
(with 660) and from his status as the best all 
around player in baseball history.

The biggest news of all comes form St. Louis 
where former Oakland Athletic Mark Mcgwire 
hit 50 home runs for the second straight season. 
The only other player in baseball to ever do that 
was the Great Bambino himself. Babe Ruth. 
Mcgwire joins Ruth and five other Hall of 
Famers as the only players to echpse 50 dingers 
twice in a career. Another peculiar stat: Big Mac 
is the only player ever to have more home runs 
than singles for a season or a career.

Happy Series Seeing! More football next 
time.

e Coin
By  Cate  Bohns ack , '00 and  Jim  Hall , '00



The Moon • October 2, 1997 • Volume 2, Issue 3

EV0n thsi Oddb

Theirs and Yours.
Join AmeriCorps, the domestic Peace Corps. By tutoring kids, restoring streams 
and parks, building playgrounds, helping communities hit by disasters, serving in 
a health clinic, or meeting other important needs, you'll help others succeed.

When you join AmeriCorps for one year, you get:
★ Skills for your future ★ A living allowance and health care
★ Almost $5,000 for education ★ Deferment of qualified student loans
★ An experience you'll never forget ★ A chance to do something meaningful

Sound interesting? Contact AmeriCorps for more information: 
1-800-942-2677 (TDD 1-800-833-3722) or www.americorps.org.

AmeriCorps.

http://www.cns.gov

n g s Done

http://www.americorps.org
http://www.cns.gov
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By  Adrian  Lucia , '00
Written in tidy, all-capital lettering 

between the tiles on the walls of the two 
men's bathrooms in Peterson is the magnum 
opus of (ostensibly) a certain scholar of 
bathroom grafitti art. It is an ongoing pro-
ject. The identity of the aphoristic genius is 
unknown-clearly the artist, by remaining 
submerged in anonymity, rightly concerns 
himself with art qua art, in an attempt to 
trancend the ephemeral and the disgustingly 
worldly.

Mr. Lucia wishes to take no credit for the 
following; he does not have the audacity to 
claim possession of such brilliant humor-for 
brevity its the soul of wit!-or obsession. Nor 
does Mr. Lucia hope to reveal the identity of 
the community’s most entertaining and dedi-
cated bathroom grafitti artist. Furthermore, 
he would like to remind the reader of the 
ironic tone of his voice.

Grout maxims:

I wear these orthopedic shoes ‘cause I got a 
bad case of the grout.
Grout Scott!
Grout Fishing in America
A good shit can be quite groutifying.
Alexander the Grout
The Last Boy Grout
The grout is always greener.
The Grout Escape
The The Grout Unconformist
Watch grout!
The Groutful Dead 
The Grout Wall of China 
Mel, kiss my grout.
Grout sex.
Velvet Undergrout 
The Nitty Gritty Grout Band 
The Grout Grand Coulee Dam 
Grout Blue Heron 
Socrates was the grout.
The Grout Depression 
A grout damn spot.

Let us be grout.
All agrout Eve.
In through the grout door.
Descartes’ method of grout.
Twist and grout.
Grout morning.
Groutsky 
Grout at the Devil.
Down and grout.
Oscar the Grout 
Stop Grouting!
Sauergrout
The eensy weensy spider crawled up the 
water grout.
You make me wanna grout.
Grout outta Copmton.
The Grout Beyond 
Beyond the shadow of a grout.
Hansel and Grout-tile 
Grout 66
Grout Balls of Fire

Staff: Kim Bear, Family Nurse Practitioner 
I became an RN in 1978, got a Masters in 

Nursing in 1983 and became a family nurse 
practitioner in 1991. My background is var-
ied as I have experience with adult and pedi-
atric nursing. I also worked as a nurse edu-
cator and coordinated education programs 
for nurses, physicians and prehospital per-
sonnel in Albuquerque at the University 
Hospital until 1991. Currently, I teach 
Pediatric Nursing and Physical Assesment 
in the nursing program at the Santa Fe 
Community College. I also work at 
Orthopedic Associates of Northern New 
Mexico as a nurse practitioner.

Nick Garritt continued from p.5
Then he pulled out his “Big Mac” and pointed it toward 
me. Some chorus of little kids began singing, “Ronald 
makes it magic,” and the red nosed freak giggled, “I’ve 
got over one billion served.”

“You’re a sick clown, Ronald.”
“Just for that, you’re not going to taste my special 

sauce.”
“Danm you, clown! It’s only Thousand Island 

Dressing anyway...”
“Enough! Bring me “The Happy Meal” and don’t 

forget the special toy surprise inside.”
His cronies started back toward the Playland 

entrance. Suddenly, there was a crash and a cloud

Hours/Location
My hours are M-W-F from 11 a.m. to 2 
p.m. and T-Th from 2 p.m. to 5 p.m. I am 
located in the Student Health Office in the 
lower dorms by the loading dock.

I do physical examinations including pelvic 
examinations, simple lab tests like strep and 
pregnancy tests, microscopic exams for 
yeast and other vaginal infections and can 
prescribe antibiotics, birth control and other 
medications. I am available to help you fill 
out the St. John’s insurance forms and give 
your referrals to specialists in Santa Fe.
I have already seen students for colds, flu, 
ear aches, blisters, sore throats, orthopedic

of smoke, created by a guy with a gong and a fog 
machine, and in walked royalty and two thugs. 1 recog-
nized them instantly from my thirty second attention 
span memory. It was the Burger King and his hired 
goons, “The Whopper” and his son “The Whopper Jr.” 

“This capitalistic market economy is not big enough 
for the both of us. Thou shall have to depart.”

“Oh, lighten up! You’ve been insecure ever since 
Dairy Queen left you.” Ronald rolled with laughter.

“Have it your way!” replied the King. The food 
fight began. Fries flew fast and furiously from four 
directions. And in a effort to narrate that, I got balls 
caught in my throat, received a violent shake and was

problems, urinary tract and yeast infections 
and other problems.
I am interested in organizing sessions about 
how to prevent sexually transmitted dis-
eases, how to keep healthy, or any other top-
ics that you are interested in discussing. 
Please call me at X6418 with ideas. 
Confidentiality
All services provided at Student Health are 
confidential. The only time that confiden-
tiality becomes a problem is if you are 
threatening injury to yourself or to another 
person. Your medical records are seen only 
by me and if you transfer to Annapolis, by 
their nurse practitioner.

hit with a side salad which crushed my cookies.
When the smoke cleared, because the guy operating 

the fog machine had received a lethal 
blow from an egg McMuffin, I looked about the car-
nage of the Burger Wars for any survivors. I could find 
none. The horror of it all! There was no one to make a 
statement—no one to question—so, I grilled the sheep.
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Announcements
Students, Faculty, and Staff interested in a Buddist Meditation Group should contact Saj 
Razvi at 982-9279. The group’s orientation is towards sitting meditation in the Buddist tra-
dition. All level of students are welcome. The classes will meet on Tuesdays from 6:15 
p.m. to 7:00 p.m. and Wednesdays from 3:15 to 4:00 p.m. Where it will meet to be 
announced.
Thursday, October 2 — Coming Out Day Dance at 10:30 p.m. in the dining hall. 
Wednesday, October 8 — St. John’s College Film Society in conjunction with the Society 
for French-American Cultural Services and Educational Aid present the fall French Film 
Series: Wednesday, October 8 La Cite Des Enfants Perdus

October 15 Chacun Cherche Son Chat
October 22 La Promesse
October 29 Trois Vies Et Une Seule Mort
November 5 Les Voleurs

All films will show at 7:00 p.m. in the Great Hall.
Saturday, October 11 — There will be a waltz party at 10:30 p.m. in the Great Hall.

Anyone interested in starting a weekly pick-up basketball for women call Maureen 
Gallagher at X4167. I haven’t determined a specific time for when we can use the gym, but 
Wednesday night is a possibility.

The Awkwarrd Stage - A Night of One Acts and Music
October 11 at 7:00 p.m. in the Great Hall. “Take your parents to a dark theater where you 
won’t have to talk to them for two whole hours.” — Cobalt Blue

John Grant, SF class of 1997, is teaching “oral English,” English literature and/or composi-
tion to Chinese teachers in training. He is at the Guangdong Foreign Language Normal 
School in Guangzhou, China. He got the job by corresponding with Mr. John Andrews, a 
graduate of the Graduate Institute in Annapolis. From e-mail correspondence with Mr. 
Andrews, there surely will be opportunities for other Johnnys to apply at Guangdong in the 
coming years. John Grant wrote to a Mr. Tony Dee and requested that his address in China 
be put in The Moon.

510507 
John Grant
Guangdong Foreign Language Normal School 
Yuangang Sha He 
Guangzhou, Guangdong 
PR China
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The Moon serves St. John’s College in 
Santa Fe, New Mexico as an independent 
bi-weekly student newspaper. Opinions 
expressed here represent the views of 
their authors rather than those of the 
College. Issues are distributed at no 
charge to students, faculty and staff on 
the Santa Fe campus, and yearly sub-
scriptions can be obtained for $35. Tax- 
deductible contributions are welcome.
We solicit submissions from all members 
of the College communtiy. Staff and con-
tributors meet Wednesdays at noon in 
the SJC coffee shop. Material for the 
next issue should be submitted by 6 p.m. 
on Friday, October 10. We insist that 
work be submitted in text format on a 
3.5” Macintosh disk along with a typed, 
double-spaced copy including the 
author’s name and phone number. Hard 
copies without disks are acceptable in 
certain circumstances. The Moon 
reserves the right to edit and to reject 

any submission.


